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AUGUST 1945

        

      

    

    
      Calgarth Estate, Windermere, the Lake District

      

      “When do you think they will arrive?”

      Rosie Lyman carefully propped the teddy bear against the pillow before she turned to the speaker, Jean McGee, another worker at the Calgarth Estate. The staff were a motley crew of well-meaning refugees and volunteers, washed up by the war onto this welcoming shore after peace had been declared, yet the suffering continued. Here, finally, was a chance to help.

      Rosie herself had been dismissed from the Canadian Women’s Army Corps, known as CWAC, back in March, in an episode so painful she still could not bear to recall its particulars in any detail, and it was her friendship with the charismatic child therapist Marie Paneth back in London that had brought her here, to the shores of Windermere in England’s lovely Lake District, waiting for the arrival of three hundred children who desperately needed care and succor.

      “How long is it to Crosby-on-Eden?” she asked Jean as she closed the door on one of the many bedrooms that had been prepared for the children’s imminent arrival. She had been in Windermere for nearly a month already, helping to get the Calgarth Estate ready for its new visitors, but she still didn’t know the area all that well, and had only been off the estate to the nearby village of Troutbeck a few times.

      Jean, who had trained as a nursery nurse up in Scotland, admitted her own ignorance with a shrug of her rounded shoulders. She was a friendly-looking woman, in her late forties, her ginger hair pulled back into a neat bun, and Rosie had enjoyed her company from the start.

      “An hour, perhaps?” Jean guessed, wrinkling her nose. “I can’t be sure.”

      “Well, then,” Rosie said with a smile as she patted her own brown hair, pulled back into a braid, “they should be here quite soon, then, I hope. Although I imagine it will take some time to process them and get them onto the buses.”

      Several of the staff from the Calgarth Estate, as well as members of the Central British Fund, the Jewish charity which had organized the scheme to bring the children here from Europe, had left to meet the ten Lancaster bombers that had taken off from Prague that morning with three hundred children on board. Members of Parliament and MI5, along with several representatives of the press, were also present for the momentous occasion Great Britain would accept child survivors of the Nazis’ brutal concentration camps. And soon they would be arriving at the estate in Windermere—once the accommodation for workers at a seaplane factory, now a refuge for the most damaged and vulnerable of society.

      But no one had any idea what to expect.

      Over the course of the last month, Rosie had been advised by several of the staff, many of them pre-war refugees from Germany themselves, to expect the children to be both malnourished and traumatized, potentially terrified or maybe even aggressive, mute or wild. No one quite knew how the children might have had to change or adapt in order to survive the unimaginable experience of life in the camps, what terrors and tragedies they might have seen or endured, and what scars, emotional and physical, they might now have to bear.

      The newspapers could hardly show the full horror of such an experience, although what Rosie had already read seemed too terrible to be true, and yet it was. All the world was reeling from what had been discovered in the far reaches of Poland, as well as throughout Germany—a system of concentration and extermination camps that dealt in the most grievous of suffering, torture, abuse, and outright murder, to those the Nazis had deemed unfit for society, or even to live.

      Some of the Jewish refugee volunteers here had had some experience of their home country under Hitler’s reign of terror, while Rosie felt utterly in the dark about it all, gleaning what she knew only from the sparing facts in the newspapers, or on radio programs. Before meeting Marie Paneth at the end of the war in the East End of London, she didn’t think she had ever laid an eye on a Jewish person in her whole life. She didn’t speak German; she wasn’t a therapist or a doctor. A month on, she was still wondering whether she belonged here at all, although Marie had insisted she could make herself useful, and Rosie was determined to do so. She needed to feel useful and busy, craving a distraction from the emptiness at the center of her own life, the deep well of grief she skated away from, in the uneasy quiet of her own mind.

      Besides, she acknowledged, what had been the alternative? To find passage on one of the military transports taking demobbed military personnel back to Canada, to go home and pick up the tattered remnants of her life as if she’d never left at all? Her parents didn’t even know all she’d experienced, whom she’d lost, the dreams that had been so wonderfully woven and then broken. How could she tell them now, when she could hardly bear to remember the details herself?

      No, she wasn’t ready to go back home, not yet, and maybe not ever. She’d experienced, suffered, and lost too much serving overseas even to attempt to trip merrily back to Queen’s University, to finish her history degree alongside her cousin Violet. She feared she would never again be able to be the cheerful undergraduate she’d been just four years ago, before she’d joined up, at the start simply to appease her cousin.

      Although perhaps, Rosie thought, Violet wasn’t ready to go back, either; as far as she knew, her cousin and erstwhile best friend was still in England, waiting for Andrew Smith, her GI boyfriend, to be demobbed. Rosie had not spoken to her since May, when they’d fallen out, although not in a dramatic sort of way. Rosie had simply walked away and chosen not to see her again after Violet had, in her usual, indefatigable way, dismissed the pain that had been coursing through her in an unrelenting river.

      Maybe it’s for the best, Rosie.

      Her cousin had meant well, Rosie knew, but it had still been hard to take. Impossible, even, which was why she’d walked away, and not spoken to Violet since.

      No, she really wasn’t ready to see any of her family or friends yet, to admit her mistakes and her failures, and she wasn’t strong enough to pretend they hadn’t happened to those who had no idea what had gone on. And so she’d come here, to Windermere in the middle of the Lake District, to help children because she did not know how to help herself.

      And yet… broken called to broken. It was what Marie Paneth had told her, back in London, where Rosie had been volunteering with war orphans, under Marie’s guidance and care. After the war had ended, she had urged Rosie to come to Windermere and volunteer at the estate. Even though Rosie hadn’t told her about the losses she’d suffered mere months ago, never mind the agonizing betrayal, Marie had guessed, or at least imagined, some of it.

      So Rosie had agreed to come, because she didn’t want to go back and she didn’t know how to go forward. This, at least, was a sort of stasis, a limbo land of not having to either dwell on the past or think about the future. Even better, she could think about someone else—the children in need of her help and kindness.

      And yet… broken might call to broken, but how could she possibly help to heal these children? The question had been running through Rosie’s mind for the last month, for she felt like a fraud on so many counts. But now the children would be here in perhaps an hour, and she, along with everyone else, needed to be ready.

      “Cup of tea?” Jean asked with a sympathetic smile, as if sensing the disquieting nature of Rosie’s thoughts. Or perhaps she felt the same; she’d worked as a nursery nurse near Glasgow during the war, and although she’d certainly had her fair share of sorrow, losing both her husband and son, she hadn’t experienced anything like these children would have. None of them here had.

      Perhaps, Rosie thought as they stepped outside into the summer evening, the sun not yet set, even though it was nearly nine o’clock, they all felt like frauds, one way or another, utterly ill equipped to help children who had suffered so much, yet with a desperate, well-meaning determination to do so.

      She and Jean headed down the neat paths that ran along the dormitories to the dining room in the estate’s main building, at the center of the property. It was a utilitarian building that served its purpose, squatting in the middle of the neatly laid out paths and dormitories, and, in addition to the dining hall, housed the classrooms and offices for the project.

      A few of the ladies from Carlisle’s Women’s Voluntary Services were bustling around the kitchen, preparing welcoming cups of cocoa for the children when they arrived. The women fluttered around nervously, like Rosie and Jean, not knowing what to expect, and yet so wanting to help. To show kindness where so very little had ever been shown.

      “I wonder how many wee ones there will be,” Jean mused as she and Rosie took their cups of tea to one end of one of the long trestle tables that had been set up in the dining room. She had been designated to look after the smallest children coming to the Calgarth Estate, under the supervision of Alice Goldberger, a Jewish emigré and childcare expert who had worked in the War Nurseries, set up by Anna Freud, the daughter of the renowned psychiatrist, who had come from Vienna to run homes for war orphans in England. The staff had been told it was more likely that there would be far more older children coming, with the upper age limit set at sixteen, than little ones, who would have struggled in the camps.

      Doctors were ready and waiting to do the first medical examinations upon arrival, and a tent had been put up outside for delousing the children as soon as they arrived. Three hundred rooms, in separate boys and girls blocks, had been made up in the former factory workers’ accommodation—single-story houses made of concrete and looking much like army barracks. Each room had its own single bed, washstand, and bureau. Every pillow had a bar of Winston’s chocolate on it, and several dozen had a teddy bear for the younger children, as well.

      Marie Paneth had set up her art studio on the second floor of the main hall, and Oscar Friedmann, the psychiatrist in charge of the whole program, had an office there for talking therapies. Alice Goldberger had set up her own rooms, as well, with toys and games, for the younger children.

      There were also classrooms where the older children could learn useful skills; all the children, regardless of age, were meant to learn English, along with arithmetic and British history, in order to give them a useful start in this country. Everything and everyone was ready to receive them, welcome them, help them, at least for the next four months, which was all the funding the program had been able to get. All they needed now, Rosie thought as she took a sip of her tea, were the children themselves.

      “It’s a shame their new clothing hasn’t arrived yet,” Jean remarked with fretful regret. “All they’ll have at the start is underthings—shorts and vests. What with the rationing, it’s been so difficult to get enough clothes for everyone. I hope it doesn’t make them feel unwelcome, not to be properly dressed at the start. I hate to think they might.”

      “Could we not have them keep the clothes they are wearing?” Rosie asked, and Jean shook her head.

      “No, because of, you know,” she replied with an apologetic grimace, “vermin. Everything they have brought with them will have to be burned, I’m afraid.”

      Rosie nodded in understanding, although it seemed quite sad that the children’s personal things would be taken from them and destroyed practically the moment they arrived. Hadn’t that sort of thing happened before, at the camps? Of course, she reassured herself, the situation would be completely different here, as different as it could possibly be, and yet even so, she didn’t like to think of the children having such an ugly reminder of what they’d endured. But perhaps everything was a reminder already; it was not, she suspected, the sort of experience you would ever forget.

      “I’m so excited,” Jean confided nervously, “but I’m scared, as well. I’m so worried I’ll get something wrong. It’s hard to know what to do, how to be, especially with such wee ones.” She bit her lip, and Rosie knew she was thinking of the son, Willie, she’d lost during the war. He’d only been six when he’d been killed during a bombing raid, and her husband had died fighting in Normandy. Everyone had lost someone, it seemed; these children the most of all.

      “I think we’re all worried about that,” Rosie told her kindly, “and I suppose we’re bound to make mistakes, especially at first. But we all mean well, and I hope the children will come to realize that, in time.” She gave Jean a reassuring smile, although she didn’t feel entirely reassured herself, and the older woman smiled back, her eyes still full of worry.

      The last month had been peaceful here at Windermere, Rosie acknowledged—setting up the rooms, cleaning and painting and generally making herself useful, but with plenty of time for quiet walks by the lake or in the woods, awash in green during the height of summer, the steep fells stretching upward to the horizon.

      It had been lovely to be away from London and all its painful memories—everywhere she turned, she felt as if she could see Thomas, his glinting blue eyes and sweep of blond hair, that ready, charming smile. She pictured them swinging hands in Piccadilly, wandering through Hyde Park, kissing on the doorstep of her old barracks in Mayfair, dancing the night away at Rainbow Corner. Yet Rosie knew she still couldn’t escape the crux of those memories, and the questions had continued to torment her up here among the sweeping fells and glittering lakes, even as she refused to let herself dwell on them too long, preferring numbness to misery or grief.

      Still, they came in her weaker moments, especially at the beginning, battering her relentlessly. How had she let herself be so foolish, so duped? She refused to consider the matter or give herself an answer and eventually she was able not to think about any of it all. Merely skimming the surface of her memories was painful enough, like probing a raw nerve, twanging terribly every time she so much as touched it. It was far easier not to think at all, to let her mind empty out as she focused on the physical tasks in front of her—make this bed, paint this wall, sweep this floor. How simple life would be, if she could continue in such a fashion forever.

      And yet she couldn’t, she knew she couldn’t; the memories continued to rise up, with all their accompanying emotions, a tidal wave of feeling crashing over and dragging her under. She pushed them down, again and again, and told herself that helping those who had endured so much more than she had would put her own smaller woes into perspective. Perhaps, one day, she could finally put them to rest.

      “I do hope the little ones like their teddy bears,” Jean said, clearly still worrying about it all. “I was thinking they might like to go for a walk tomorrow, if the weather’s fine. What do you think?”

      “I think we will need to give them time to be settled,” she told Jean with a smile. “And perhaps let them decide for themselves what they would like to do.”

      “But they’ll need fresh air,” Jean persisted. “It’s so important for young ones to get outside. Very healthful—”

      “I’m sure they will enjoy a walk,” Rosie replied, mainly to soothe the other woman’s anxieties. She suspected Jean was eager to pour so much into the care of these children because of the loss of her own son. It was easy to understand, and yet these children would be very different from the little boy she’d lost, who could never be replaced. Thinking of her own daughter, whom she had never even been able to hold, Rosie understood that all too well.

      “I hope so,” Jean murmured as she toyed with her teacup. “I just want to do what’s best.”

      It was so hard to know what to do, to get it right. Everyone at Calgarth was well-intentioned, Rosie thought, if uninformed. Oscar Friedmann had told them that Great Britain had been prepared to offer places for a thousand children, but only seven hundred in total had been found; three hundred would be coming to Calgarth, and the others would travel to Southampton in the coming weeks. Seven hundred children, out of how many millions? It made Rosie want to weep.

      “It’s getting late,” Jean remarked, fretting yet again. “The poor things will be so tired.”

      “At least they’ll be able to have a good sleep,” Rosie said as she took a sip of her now lukewarm tea, just as the sound of vehicles could be heard from outside, tires crunching over gravel.

      Jean’s eyes widened as she gazed at Rosie in a mixture of fear and excitement. “They’re here!”

      Rosie quickly took their cups back to the kitchen, pausing to straighten her cuffs and pat her hair into place before heading outside with Jean. It was growing dark now, the sun having sunk behind the fells that rose up steeply in every direction, so when Rosie had first arrived, she’d felt hemmed in, even a bit trapped by the way they loomed above her. She’d got used to it now, and enjoyed the sight of the sweeping, heather-covered hills.

      Already there was a chill in the air, despite the day’s warmth; nights were cold up in the Lake District even in the middle of summer, with the wind sweeping in off the lake and down from the fells.

      Bus after bus was pulling into the courtyard by the main hall with its kitchen, dining hall, and classrooms. Rosie and Jean stood outside the front doors with a few other of the staff and volunteers, as well as a couple of doctors who were to assess the children that very evening, in case any of them had a contagious disease such as tuberculosis and needed to be isolated right away.

      Rosie folded her hands in front of her, a welcoming smile on her face as the first bus’s doors opened, and a man stepped out, mid-thirties perhaps, with rumpled, dark hair, and soulful, brown eyes; his manner was cautious and guarded. As he came toward them, Rosie noticed that although his body was lithe and powerful, he walked with a slight limp.

      “Good evening,” he said in careful, accented English as he nodded a greeting at them all. “My name is Leon Rosenblat. Thank you for having us here.”

      Rosie nodded rather dumbly along with Jean and a few others while Oscar Friedmann stepped forward, speaking in German as he shook Leon’s hand. Rosie had learned a few phrases over the years, thanks to the two years during the war that she’d spent as a listener, intercepting Morse code messages from Germany; her training had been at the Isle of Man, where British-resident Germans had been interned, and she had become friendly with a young German woman there. Most of the children coming to Calgarth, she knew, though, would be Polish.

      “You are most welcome, of course,” Friedmann continued in English. “There is hot food and drink for the children, once they have been medically assessed—a necessity, I am sure you understand.”

      Leon Rosenblat nodded, looking both solemn and wary, and then he turned back to the bus, calling something to the occupants within.

      Rosie glanced at Jean, who looked as apprehensive as she felt, trying to smile and seem welcoming, and probably, like Rosie, afraid that she didn’t. Then the first children began to emerge from the bus, slowly, cautiously, their expressions as guarded as Leon Rosenblat’s as he ushered them off, speaking gently in Polish to each one.

      Rosie’s first thought was that these young people were not children, and certainly not in need of teddy bears on their beds. They were practically men—tall, strapping, some even with stubble on their jaws, all of them looking suspiciously around them, shoulders hunched, faces guarded. But though they looked like men, the fear in their eyes reminded her they were really children, and the innocence of their childhood had been stolen from them in the most brutal way possible. She hoped they could rediscover it, at least a little bit, here, no matter what age they were.

      Friedmann began to address them in German, his voice carrying on the still, night air. From the few words Rosie was able to understand, she knew he was telling them they would need to be seen by a medical doctor before they could eat and sleep.

      She saw several of the boys stiffen, another grab one’s arm and take a step back, shaking his head slowly, his eyes wide as his gaze darted around as if looking for an escape. The uncertain, wary looks on their faces were replaced by something that could only be described as true terror.

      “Excuse,” Leon Rosenblat interrupted Friedmann, bowing his head a little in apology. “They are afraid, because—” He didn’t get to finish because one of the boys suddenly bolted, sprinting as hard as he could into the night, the only sound that of his feet hitting the gravel as he disappeared into the darkness.

      Friedmann let out a gasp of dismay, stretching one arm out helplessly, and Leon Rosenblat began running after the boy as best as he could with his limp, moving surprisingly quickly, while the others looked on, now huddled together, their anxious expressions making Rosie think that they were wondering if they should run off, as well.

      “Oh dear,” Jean whispered as she wrung her hands, her face wreathed in unhappiness. “Oh dear, oh dear…”

      “Everything must seem so very strange to them,” Rosie whispered back. “Poor boys. After everything they’ve endured, they must wonder what on earth is going on now, and whether we can be trusted. How will we convince them that we mean no harm?”

      After a taut minute or two, Leon Rosenblat returned with the boy who had run away, his arm around his shoulders. He was murmuring to him in Polish, his face close to his, his formerly wary expression softened into lines of gentle tenderness, while the boy trembled. Rosie’s heart ached at the sight.

      Another minute passed, everyone waiting, uncertain, and then the boy let out a shuddering breath and nodded jerkily.

      Leon, his expression turning grave once more, looked up at Dr. Friedmann. “I am so sorry,” he said in English. “The boys, they are afraid. At the camps, their families were told they would be seeing a doctor, but it was not so.”

      “It is I who am sorry,” Dr. Friedmann replied, his voice choking a little as he realized what the boys must have thought. “The last thing I would wish is to cause any of these children fear or harm. They have no need to be afraid here, no need at all, but, of course, I understand it will take time for them to accept that. The medical examinations are merely a necessary precaution, nothing more, in case of contagion.”

      “Yes, I understand. I will try to reassure them.” Leon bowed his head again, and then he turned back to the boys still on the bus, speaking gently in Polish as he tried to urge the rest of the group to leave its safe confines.

      Dr. Friedmann turned to address the boys waiting in the courtyard in German, smiling and spreading his hands in apology.

      Once more, Rosie was able to catch a few words, and suspected he was trying to reassure them, just as Leon Rosenblat was, explaining again that they would be given food and clothing after they’d seen a doctor.

      Jean glanced back at the bus anxiously. “They’re all so big. Do you suppose there are any wee ones coming at all?” she asked, a waver of disappointment in her voice.

      Rosie knew how much Jean wanted a little one to love. “There must be,” she said encouragingly. “Otherwise, they surely wouldn’t have hired you as a nursery nurse, would they, or Alice Goldberger to run the whole program.”

      About fifty boys had come off the buses by now, all looking to be at least fifteen or sixteen, if not even older. They were forming a line into the hall, where several doctors waited to assess them. Rosie watched as one boy stumbled up to Oscar Friedmann, looking as if he wanted to speak to him, only to then, shockingly, vomit all over the therapist’s suit.

      Jean let out a stifled gasp of surprise and Leon Rosenblat hurried up to Dr. Friedmann, his face drawn in lines of anxiety, dark eyes narrowed. “I am sorry, so sorry,” he said quickly, fluttering his hands, which were long-fingered and graceful, in apology. His English was accented but excellent. “They were given chocolate and oranges when we stopped in Amsterdam to refuel, and then with the motion of the plane, the bus… they are not used to such rich food—”

      “It’s fine,” Friedmann replied calmly, ignoring the mess all down his front. He touched the boy’s arm. “Komm,” he told the boy gently. “Bitte.”

      “Poor things,” Jean whispered. “Poor things…”

      The first bus was now empty of passengers, all of them having been teenaged boys. The second bus was the same, as was the third, all the boys seeming both stunned and wary as they were, en masse, gently shepherded toward the hall, although none had run away like the first boy had. As more and more teenagers emerged from the buses, Rosie began to wonder, like Jean, if there were any younger children coming at all. She knew how disappointed her friend would be if there were no little ones to care for. She saw Leon Rosenblat hurrying by and took a step toward him.

      “Please,” she asked. “Bitte. Do you know if there are any children on the buses?”

      Leon’s mouth pursed briefly, and something flashed in his dark eyes that looked almost like anger. “They are all children, fräulein,” he told her coolly, and Rosie flushed as she realized her mistake.

      “Yes, of course, I’m so sorry,” she replied hurriedly, embarrassed by her gaffe. “But I meant… small children. We have prepared some rooms for some very small children—”

      “Most of the younger children died in the camps,” he cut her off, his tone now flat, his expression hard, making him look all the more severe. “Along with most of the girls, and so here there are only a few of each. They were not strong enough to survive such conditions, you see.” His gaze flicked over her briefly. “But if you are looking for small children you can… cuddle and cosset, then yes, there are some, in the last bus, do not worry. You will have your small children.”

      “I didn’t mean—” Rosie began, helplessly, surprised by his sudden, rather savage outburst, but Leon Rosenblat, his limping gait stiff and dignified, had already walked on.
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      The next few hours passed in a blur of activity and barely controlled chaos as three hundred frightened children milled about uncertainly, some clinging to each other, others whispering urgently in tight little knots, many of them seeming more than a little fearful to believe the many assurances that they would come to no harm there.

      Rosie ached with sadness to see one boy trembling with terror as a doctor told him to open his mouth and stick out his tongue. Another boy was openly weeping, shaking his head and murmuring prayers that she later learned from the rabbi who had been employed to lead prayers was the Kaddish—a Jewish mourning prayer for grief and death. She saw Leon Rosenblat put his arm around the boy, his face softened into gentle sympathy, and she wondered why the man had seemed to assume the worst of her, before telling herself not to bother about it. This wasn’t about her feelings, she reminded herself, but the children’s.

      True to Leon Rosenblat’s word, there were several small children on the last bus—around a dozen, all of them between the ages of four and eight. They came off the bus slowly, peering into the darkness and all of them holding hands, accompanied by a Polish woman in her thirties, who introduced herself as Golda Stein and told Rosie and Jean that she had been with the children all through their time at Theresienstadt.

      “They have stayed together all through the camp,” Golda explained, after Rosie and Jean had greeted her and the little children as they’d come off the bus. Alice Goldberger, who had met the children at Crosby-on-Eden, had gone to speak with Dr. Friedmann, leaving Jean and Rosie to manage their settling in. “They will not be separated for anything.”

      Jean eyed the little ones with a hopeful smile; they were dressed in dark coats and battered shoes, huddled together and looking about them with a weary indifference that seemed strange in ones so young.

      “They are so dear!” she exclaimed. “They shall all have their very own rooms here…” She faltered uncertainly as Golda shook her head with firm decision.

      “I am afraid that to be so alone would frighten them terribly. For tonight, at least, they must be together, all in one room. It is the only way.” She spoke with such finality that there was clearly to be no discussion about the matter.

      ‘I… see,” Jean said nervously. “Yes, of course.”

      In the dormitory that had been set aside for the smallest children, Rosie and Jean moved beds around while the children sat on the floor, thumbs in their mouths, eyes wide and unblinking. Not one of them had said a word since they had arrived, and Golda had explained that they did not have much language.

      “A few words of Polish, German, some Russian,” she said. “That is all. They never had the chance to learn anything.”

      Jean’s eyes were wide as she looked at the children sitting together on the floor. “How on earth did they survive in such a place?” she asked in a whisper.

      “Mostly, they hid.” Golda turned away quickly, to straighten a bedcover. Rosie saw red, puckered skin all along her forearm, as if she had been burned some time ago and it had never properly healed. Many of the adults who had accompanied the children here, she knew, had been at the camps, as well. They had to be suffering and scarred, too, even if they were able to hide it better. “There was a Kinderheim,” Golda continued, “a home for the smallest children that the Jewish Council in the camp had made for them, but it was not safe. When the guards came in, the children had to hide.”

      “Oh…” Jean looked at the children, huddled together so silent, seeming somehow resigned, as if they had already seen too much of life—and death—at their tender age, and she shook her head sadly.

      “I will stay with them until they fall sleep,” Golda told Rosie and Jean firmly, once the children had settled into their beds, all of them completely silent the whole while.

      So, with an uncertain nod, and a longing glance for all the children, sensing she had been dismissed, Jean backed out of the room.

      “Perhaps we can help in the dining hall?” Rosie suggested as she gently closed the door on the little children tucked in their beds, Golda singing a soft lullaby in Polish to them, the words haunting and lovely, the mournful tune winding around them. Jean looked at the door longingly, clearly wanting to be in there with the children, and with a sympathetic smile Rosie guided her down the hall, sensing that right now the children needed to settle with someone they trusted—Golda. “The other children must have gone through their medical examinations by now,” she added. “Why don’t we go and see?”

      “They’re so little,” Jean whispered, shaking her head. “Not even as big as my William was.”

      Rosie patted her shoulder and Jean gave her a small, apologetic smile.

      “I know I shouldn’t think that way,” she said in a low voice. “Don’t worry, I know it. No one can replace Willie, and these children… well, Dr. Friedmann told us not to get too attached, didn’t he, and I understand why. They will only be here for a few months, after all, and then they’ll go on their way… live their lives.”

      “Yes.” They had all been instructed by the doctor to be kind and warmly welcoming, but to keep a necessary professional distance all the same, for all the children would be going elsewhere by January, at the very latest. It would not be helpful to any of them, or the volunteers, for any meaningful attachments to be formed.

      “But how will the little ones be moved on?” Jean asked as they walked along the path toward the dining hall, her tone turning a little plaintive. “The older ones, yes, they will go into hostels or what have you, learn a trade, make lives for themselves here. They are old enough, certainly. But such wee ones…”

      “It is not for us to worry about,” Rosie reminded her gently. “We will take care of them while they’re here, and someone else will decide where they should go.” As cold as it may have sounded to Jean, Rosie thought she understood the necessity of it. These children were not theirs, after all.

      Jean nodded reluctantly, and they entered the main hall, and then the dining room.

      A rabbi who had come from near Newcastle to lead prayers throughout the children’s time at Windermere was welcoming the older children into the dining hall for cups of cocoa. The children, having finished with their medical examinations, were all now dressed in nothing but white underwear—pairs of knee-length shorts and vest tops. Just as Jean had said, their clothing had not arrived yet, but what they’d worn on arrival still had to be burned. Dressed only in underwear, their various wounds and scars from their time in the camps were more clearly visible—lacerated backs, the long, puckered ridges the sign they’d been whipped, and, judging by the number and depth of them, often and hard.

      Rosie glimpsed patches of burned skin, similar to the one Golda had on her arm—had they been burned on purpose, she wondered, by the guards? Or in their desperation to keep warm, had they sat too close to a fire or stove? Either way, it was utterly lamentable.

      Some of the children looked pitifully thin, while others were more robust; for some of them, it had only been three months since their liberation, others six or more, and Rosie saw the truth of it in their eyes, wide and blank and haunted as they sat down at the long trestle tables, their cups of cocoa in front of them, untouched. She watched as many of the children eyed their drinks uncertainly, some sniffing their cups or dipping a finger in the hot liquid and then sucking cautiously, murmuring to each other as they did so.

      “I don’t think they’ve ever had cocoa before,” Rosie remarked slowly, and Jean nodded in sad understanding.

      “Or they don’t remember having had it, at any rate,” Jean replied. “It has been a long time, I should think, since they’ve had any decent food at all.”

      Rosie thought of the poor boy who had been sick all over Oscar Friedmann’s front. It would take some time, she supposed, before their stomachs could get used to the plentiful food available here, let alone their minds.

      Rosie’s gaze was suddenly caught by a girl sitting by herself at the end of one of the tables. There were only about thirty girls among the three hundred children, and most of them were huddled together in groups, chatting in low voices. This girl, however, sat by herself, arms folded, chin tilted proudly, a look of something almost like disdain on her small, heart-shaped face. She had heavy, brown hair that she wore in a thick plait, and hazel eyes under brows that were drawn together in a scowl. She looked to be about eleven or twelve. Rosie watched her for a moment, wondering if she would try to join in with the others, or at least drink her cocoa. She did neither, staying with her arms folded, almost as if she were determined to be above it all. What could be possibly going through her mind?

      “Jean,” she whispered. “Why do you suppose that girl is there all alone?”’

      Jean glanced around the crowded room before her gaze came to rest on the child at the end of the table. “Perhaps she just wants to be alone? This must be quite overwhelming for them all, to be sure.”

      “Perhaps,” Rosie allowed, but her heart still ached for the girl, sitting all by herself, not seeming to derive any comfort from the children seated near her, who had suffered in the camps just as she must have. Why wouldn’t she join in, or at least drink her cocoa? Her expression was almost forbidding, as if daring anyone to come close. Yet, surely, she craved some comfort, too?

      All evening Rosie had been trying to be as helpful as she could, while feeling fairly useless and ignorant. She could not speak these children’s language; she knew she could not begin to imagine what they had endured. She did not know how to comfort or console them, how to explain that she was here to help, not to harm, as much as she longed to do so. She did not know what they needed—silent understanding, space to heal, or someone to draw them closer, with arms to embrace and accept? Her uncertainty had left her feeling helpless, doing nothing because she did not know what to do, yet so much wanting to do something. Anything.

      Oscar Friedmann had been clear that as much freedom as possible should be given to these children, especially at the beginning of their time in Windermere; after so many years of living under the harshest rules imaginable, they needed the opportunity to explore, to learn, or even simply to be. Rules would be kept to a minimum, and the children would have, as much as they could, the complete run of the place, and the freedom to do whatever they wanted or needed.

      Yet, Rosie wondered, should she give such space to this girl, right here and now? Something about her—the haughtiness in her face, perhaps, that could hide so much—spoke to Rosie. It reached out to her, and she longed to reach out in return, to offer what little comfort she could.

      “I’m going to talk to her,” she decided out loud, and Jean clucked her tongue.

      “Most likely she doesn’t speak a word of English,” she said warningly.

      “I speak a little German,” Rosie replied. A very little German, she thought, and absolutely no Polish, but she still felt the desire, and even the need, to try, with this particular girl, although she couldn’t really even say why.

      She walked over to where the girl was seated all by herself with a purposeful spring in her step, a determined smile on her face.

      “Guten abend,” she greeted her as cheerfully as she could, although her voice wavered a little in her nervousness. What could she possibly say to this child, that she would want to hear? And yet, Rosie thought determinedly, she could be, at the very least, a friendly face, a kind voice.

      The girl looked up at Rosie, her eyes already narrowed in suspicion, her mouth pursed. She did not reply.

      Rosie pointed to the cup of cocoa, as yet untasted. “Ist gut,” she told the girl, still smiling. “Trinke?” Drink. That was more or less all the German she had, and she wasn’t even sure the girl understood. Perhaps, like many here, she only spoke Polish.

      The girl stared at her for a long moment and then, in a deliberate movement, she pushed the cup of cocoa away from her, hard with the flat of her hand, so it spilled across the table, a pool of dark liquid spreading quickly across the tabletop. Rosie let out a little sound of surprised dismay, and the girl stared at her in defiant challenge, her chin tilted just that little bit higher. Rosie had no idea what to say.

      Not, she quickly realized, that she really had the opportunity to say anything. The girl clearly wasn’t waiting for her to speak. She pushed away from the table, standing up and walking away from Rosie without so much as a word.

      Rosie stood there, struggling not to feel like a failure. This wasn’t about her, she reminded herself. She knew that much. And yet the seeming rejection, when she was already smarting from so much, caught her on the raw all the same, even though she tried not to let it.

      “She is hurting,” someone said next to her, his voice quiet. “That is all.”

      Rosie turned to see Oscar Friedmann standing next to her, smiling sorrowfully. The girl was nowhere to be seen.

      “I know,” she told him, with a small smile. He handed her a dishcloth which she accepted with murmured thanks, and then began to mop up the spill. “I don’t mean to seem hurt or anything like that,” she explained. “It surprised me, that was all.” She shook her head as she finished mopping up the mess and righted the cup. “These poor children…”

      “What I am coming to realize already,” Oscar replied thoughtfully, “is that they do not want to be thought of as ‘poor children’ at all. They want to fit in, to be accepted. They do not want our pity, not anymore, not after everything. They want our respect.”

      And it was pity, Rosie realized uncomfortably, that she had been all too willing—even eager—to give to that girl. Had she realized and so rejected it?

      “Yes, I can understand that,” she told the doctor, and then admitted, “I think I may have made a complete hash of things just now, with that young girl. I’m sorry.”

      He smiled and patted her shoulder. “We all have the best of intentions, fräulein,” he told her. “We will get there, in the end.”

      Rosie nodded, grateful for his understanding, even as she wished she’d had more success with the unknown girl, who had now disappeared. Would she get another chance with her? She hoped so.

      She went back to Jean with a shamefaced smile. “Well, that was something of a disaster,” she said, trying to sound wry.

      Jean nodded in sympathy. “It’s bound to be hard at first.”

      “Yes.” Rosie shook off any lingering sense of defeat and gave her friend a bracing smile. Most of the children, having had their first taste of the cocoa, had now finished it, and were being guided to their rooms for bed. “Shall we help clear up?” she suggested. “And then I think we’ll want our beds, too.”

      Even though the children had only been at the estate for a few hours, it had felt like a very long day. The apprehension she’d felt waiting for them to arrive, the desperation to get things right… it had tired her out. Well, Oscar Friedmann was right, Rosie supposed. They’d get there in the end. At least they’d try.

      

      It took over an hour to wash all the cups and wipe down the tables, so by the time Rosie headed to the volunteers’ quarters, the children had all, thankfully, settled. At least, she thought they had, until she paused mid-step as she walked along the path by the former staff cottages that now housed all the children, disconcerted by an unearthly noise.

      It rose from the cottages in a series of anguished moans, sudden shouts, even agonized screams, each terrible sound echoing through the still night. Sounds of torment, agony, and pain—coming from all the rooms themselves, from the children. The hair rose on the back of Rosie’s neck as she listened to the ghostly sounds, and she looked around for someone to appeal to, to help.

      “They’re just dreams.” Marie Paneth, the art therapist, walked toward her, a small, sad smile playing about her wide mouth. “Nightmares, I should say. Apparently, the children have been having them since they left the camps. These sounds are, unfortunately, quite normal for them.”

      Another moan rose from a nearby cottage, the sound so full of pain that Rosie had to suppress a shudder. “Can’t we do something?” she asked Marie. “Wake them up—”

      “Dr. Friedmann told me not to,” Marie interjected. “He said it is all part of the healing process, and I must agree with him.” She gave Rosie another smile, this one of sympathy. “I know it doesn’t seem like it, but it is good for them to dream in this way. It is a way of expressing themselves, of working through the grief and the fear they feel, as with the art I hope they will begin with me tomorrow. You cannot repress these emotions, Rosie, no matter how hard you try.”

      Marie’s voice was gentle, and Rosie tried not to flush, for she had a feeling her friend was talking not just about the children, but about her. There were, she knew, too many things she wasn’t ready to think about, much less talk about, and she supposed Marie knew it as well.

      “Still, it doesn’t feel right,” she said quietly as another moan rose into the night sky like some sort of pain-filled offering. “To let them suffer like this, when we could do something. Help them, in some way…” Although how she could help, she had no idea.

      “They have already suffered, far more than you or I could ever imagine,” Marie replied quietly. “This isn’t suffering, even if it sounds like it is. This is healing. It just doesn’t always look or feel the way you thought it would.” Briefly, Marie rested a hand on Rosie’s shoulder. “Why don’t you help me in the art room tomorrow?”

      “I can barely draw stick figures,” Rosie warned her. “My mother was an artist, but her gift was sadly not passed onto me.” Her mother, Ellen Copley, had once been on the cusp of world renown, only to leave it all behind for love. She now taught art to little children back at home in Canada, and seemed more than happy to do so.

      “Ah, but that is the wonder of what we do here,” Marie told Rosie with a smile. “It is not about skill or beauty, not at all. There is no instruction, no assignment, no improvement, even. There is just paper, pencils, paint. The children may do what they like with it all. Express themselves however they choose.” She paused. “It will help them, I hope, and it will also help me in my research in how to offer such therapies in the future, to children from all walks of life and experience.”

      “Well, I’m happy to help, then,” Rosie replied, although she still had her doubts as to how effective she could be in such a setting. “What time do we start tomorrow?”

      “In the morning, I hope, after breakfast. As you know, Dr. Friedmann wishes the children to do as they please, especially early on in their stay here. There will be time later for them to begin their classes and such things, but I hope tomorrow some of them may wish to draw or paint.”

      “I’ll see you after breakfast, then,” Rosie said, and with one last smile for her friend, she walked toward her own quarters—a bedroom much like the ones given to the children, with a single bed, washstand, and bureau.

      As she undressed and slipped into her nightgown, the moans and cries continued to echo through the estate. Could Marie be right, Rosie wondered, that these nightmares were part of the healing process? She hoped so, for the children’s sake.

      She realized had not dreamed about Thomas—or their daughter, lost before she’d even had the chance to hold her—even once. It was as if her own subconscious was refusing to cooperate and unbend, to allow the memories in even in its most unguarded moments of sleep, to remember anything at all, because it would hurt too much. Rosie knew a dream of them alive would be painfully sweet; a nightmare of them both dead, a terrible reminder. She wanted neither, and so she hadn’t dreamed of anything at all, at least not that she could remember, and no matter what Marie Paneth or Oscar Friedmann claimed, maybe it was better that way. Memories hurt, whether they were painful or sweet. Better to try to forget, even if Rosie knew there really was no forgetting at all. There was only pretending to, both to others and to herself.

      She paused to stare at herself in the small square mirror above the bureau—auburn hair like her mother’s, brown eyes, a pale, ordinary face. What had Thomas seen in her, she’d wondered more than once, sometimes with doubt, sometimes with a thrill of amazement. Now she only felt an emptiness, and looking at her reflection almost felt like looking at a stranger’s. She didn’t know who she was anymore.

      Turning away from the mirror, Rosie slid beneath the bedcovers, staring into the darkness as mournful laments continued all around her, rising up into the night sky.
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      Rosie came to the dining hall early the next morning, determined to be as helpful as possible. She’d firmly put aside her own pointless musings about her personal situation to focus on the children in need of care, which was why, she’d reminded herself, she’d come to Windermere in the first place.

      She gave the cooks a bright, bracing smile as she helped prepare breakfast—baskets of fresh, white bread, better than any Rosie had seen back in London, and pots of strawberry jam, the likes of which she hadn’t seen at all. She was glad the children would be getting such treats, and looked forward to watching them enjoy them.

      The children trooped into the hall a little while later, many of them silent, but a few talking, even smiling, which Rosie was happy to see. She looked out for the girl from last night, hoping to at least nod a greeting, but she couldn’t see her among the throng.

      Jean came in with the smaller children; they walked in a crocodile, the one on the end holding the volunteer’s hand, looking around her with wide eyes. Jean seemed to have made a little headway with the smallest ones here, Rosie thought, and was glad for her friend.

      After all the children had been seated, the rabbi rose at the head table and said a prayer—“Baruch ata Adonai Eloheinu Melech ha–olam ha-motz-i lechem min ha'ar-etz.” Rosie had learned earlier that it meant Blessed is the Oneness that makes us holy and brings forth bread from the earth. 

      Some of the children bowed their heads for the prayer; others looked confused or indifferent. Oscar Friedmann had explained that although the children were all, of course, Jewish, some of them were extremely devout, while others had not practiced their faith at all, either before the war or during it. “Such distinction mattered not at all to the Nazis,” he’d said sadly. “But here we must be careful to allow these children to practice, or not practice, their faith as they wish. I imagine that for some of them, the belief that they are the chosen people of a loving and benevolent God would be a difficult one to sustain, but can offer its own comfort, perhaps, even in these difficult times.”

      Rosie could certainly see how that might be the case. Her own relationship with God was decidedly uneasy at the moment; she’d always been something of a churchgoer, thanks to her parents, but she’d tended to see God as someone far off and somewhat disinterested in her life. How much more might these children feel that way, or even wonder if God was in fact a cruel and vengeful taskmaster, to allow what He had? At least some, it seemed, were partaking in the comfort faith could provide.

      At a nod from one of the cooks, Rosie picked up a basket of bread and brought it to the first table, with several other volunteers bringing baskets to the others. She had barely set it down and stepped back when, to her shock, the children lunged for the bread, grabbing it up in handfuls, stuffing slices into their mouths, down their shirts, even in their shorts. A dozen or so of them ran from the room, shoes clattering on the floor, their hands full of bread.

      “What on earth…” Rosie began under her breath, only to be silenced by Oscar Friedmann, his voice rising above the din that had erupted as children now fought over the last scraps of bread—some of them shouting, kicking, even biting. The escorts who had accompanied them from Prague were attempting to pull them apart; Rosie saw Leon Rosenblat drag one boy away from another whose lip was split. Every single basket of bread was empty.

      “Kinder, kinder!” Friedmann called, his voice nearing a roar in order to be heard. “There is enough bread for everyone to eat, you see? Enough bread.” He repeated the sentiment in German, although none of the children looked convinced. They’d stopped fighting, at least, although some were still eating as fast as they could, stuffing whole slices into their mouths, while others simply eyed the doctor suspiciously, clutching their scraps to them protectively. “Enough bread,” he repeated. He nodded toward Rosie and the other volunteers who had brought the baskets in from the kitchen. “Please. Bitte. Will you bring some more at once?”

      With the other volunteers, Rosie took her basket and hurried back into the kitchen, where the cooks were slicing fresh loaves as fast as they could.

      “Poor things,” one woman was muttering under her breath, like a prayer. “Poor things. They think there isn’t enough bread to go round. They must have been half-starved all these years, to act in such a way.”

      More than half, most likely, Rosie thought as she hoisted another basket of bread. How long would it take these children to realize they had enough to eat here, that the food would never run out or be taken away?

      The children who had fled the room with their booty were now returning, somewhat sheepishly, with a few of their guardians; once again, Rosie caught the eye of Leon Rosenblat and, this time, she tried to smile at him, but her lips felt as if they weren’t quite working as he stared at her with something approaching ferocity, an intensity blazing in his dark eyes that made her feel as if she were pinned in place. Then he looked away, and she felt an unsettling mixture of disappointment and relief.

      Expelling a slightly shaky breath, half-wondering if she’d imagined the whole moment, Rosie set the second basket down on the table, smiling at as many children who would meet her gaze—a cheeky-looking boy with freckles, another with a shy, uncertain smile. “There,” she said cheerfully. “Brot.” She thought for a moment and then added, “Mehr.” More.

      Unfortunately, she had no more German to say than that, but it seemed to be enough, for this time, with answering smiles and murmurs of thanks, the children took only a slice or two, slathering them thickly, and seemingly incredulously, with jam, darting her uncertain glances all the while, as if they expected her to snatch the slices out of their hands. But no one took more than that, and no one ran from the table to keep their food from being taken.

      “They were hiding it in their rooms,” Jean told her when breakfast had been finished, and they were clearing the tables while the children trooped outside to play. “In cupboards and drawers, even under their pillows, for later. I suppose they’re used to having to do that. Poor things.”

      Rosie had heard those two words so much they were starting to sound like a litany. “But perhaps they’re not poor things,” she remarked quietly, thinking of what Oscar Friedmann had told her last night. “They survived, after all. They made it all the way here, which is incredible, really. They were strong and brave and lucky enough to come this far. There must be something to admire in all of that, surely? Even though I know we feel sorry for them.”

      Jean looked uncertain, as if she suspected Rosie had said something wrong, or at least arguable. Perhaps she had. She wasn’t sure she entirely believed the sentiment herself, but she was beginning to understand what Oscar Friedmann might have meant. These children wanted to be treated like fellow human beings, not objects of pity, as well-intentioned as the sympathy might be.

      Pity, perhaps, only took one so far. At some point, it became unwanted, resented. At some point, perhaps, it felt like a different kind of violence. She wanted to make sure she didn’t offer that to these children—and, Rosie realized, to one girl in particular, who she had yet to see again, although she hoped she soon would.

      

      After she’d cleaned up breakfast, Rosie headed to the art studio on the floor above to help Marie set out her supplies. The room was empty, save for the therapist, as Rosie came inside, its long, high windows letting in the morning light, the fells outside gilded in gold, touching the clusters of eyebright—the tiny white flowers that dotted the hills in a gorgeous carpet. Everything looked rich and green and vital, and the sight of such beauty lifted Rosie’s flagging spirits.

      She glanced out the window at the football pitch, where a dozen or so boys were kicking a ball, while others watched or milled around, chatting and laughing. Girls clustered nearby in tight knots, occasionally glancing over at the boys. Rosie looked for the girl from last night, but she couldn’t see her anywhere. Still, she was glad to see so many of the other children seeming happy and relaxed.

      “You’d think it was any schoolyard,” she remarked with a smile as she turned from the window. “Although it is a bit incongruous to see them all in just their underthings!” She’d almost got used to the white vests and tops all the children were wearing, although she imagined from the outside it might look strange indeed, with not one of the three hundred yet in proper clothing. “Do you know when their clothing will arrive?”

      Marie shook her head. “The Red Cross is meant to bring some things soon, but with clothing so scarce… hopefully in the next day or two.” She glanced out the window, her lips pursed. “It must be a bit chilly like that! August up here isn’t all that warm, is it?”

      “I suppose they’re used to wearing little,” Rosie replied slowly. “But it seems a shame to remind them of it.” She turned back to survey the tables and chairs, the crayons and paint pots Marie had set out, along with sheets of butcher’s paper, cut into large rectangles. “Do you think many will come to do art today?”

      Marie let out a little sigh. “Jean is taking the littlest ones on a walk this morning, around the lake. I spoke to Golda about having them come here, but she did not seem particularly enthused. Alice is hoping to convince her.”

      “Why is she not keen?” Rosie asked.

      Marie shrugged. “There will always be resistance to new or different ideas. And I think she fears I mean to pry and probe, as if I want to make them specimens of some sort, the way some of them were during the war, subjects of experiments and worse, in those hellish camps.” Her mouth tightened with disgust. “I assure you, I want to do nothing of the kind.” The therapist’s voice thrummed with passionate conviction. “This art is for them. For their sakes. As with the nightmares they had last night, their trauma must come out. It is the only way. It like a poison in the blood; it will infect everything if it is not lanced. Only then will they be able to move on with their lives in peace. Alice understands that, and perhaps she will be successful in speaking with Golda, and convincing her that I mean to help, not to harm.”

      Rosie glanced down at a blank sheet of paper, several glass pots of paint nearby, along with brushes, all waiting to be used and enjoyed. “But they’re so little,” she said after a moment, her gaze on the colorful paints. “Couldn’t they just… forget, in time? If we give them fresh walks and fun, good food and lots of cuddles… couldn’t they forget, as if it never happened at all? Since they’re so small? It’s not like with the older children, who will always remember…”

      “The body does not forget,” Marie stated quietly but firmly. “Nor the mind, although sometimes these traumatic events can be buried so deep in our consciousnesses that it seems as if we have forgotten, and we convince ourselves of such, but we have not. Not at all.” She lit a cigarette, narrowing her eyes and blowing out smoke as she considered the matter. “I once worked with a child who reacted in fear, in true terror, to something so seemingly small and insignificant—the sound of running water.” She paused, and Rosie waited, uncertain as to what she was going to say. “This child would run and hide, or curl into a ball, whenever he heard a tap go on and the water begin to run. It seemed quite unnatural, almost absurd, to be so scared of such a small thing, until I learned that from a very young age, as a punishment, the child would be left in a cold bath—overnight, sometimes, to terrible effect. When he heard the sound of water, he remembered the bath, even though he could not explain it, or even remember that was what had happened to him when he was small.”

      “That’s awful!” Rosie exclaimed quietly. “Who would treat a child in such a terrible way?”

      “And yet these children have experienced worse—much worse,” Marie reminded her. “And their bodies will not forget, nor their minds, no matter how many treats or cuddles we give. The trauma must be brought out into the light, Rosie.” Marie’s voice was firm. “That is the only way.”

      “I suppose,” Rosie replied reluctantly, for the thought of the three hundred children having to relive their traumatic experiences, through art or otherwise, was terrible, in its own way, if seemingly necessary.

      “But not today it seems,” Marie finished on a sigh. “Today it seems they are going to play football.” She shrugged and then smiled. “Ah, well. I will be here when they are ready, and so will the paints.”

      “Perhaps when the little ones have finished their walk—”

      “Perhaps. I am patient. There is no point, no point at all, in forcing such things. The patient must be ready and willing, otherwise the work is entirely in vain.” Her smile gentled as she looked at Rosie with a sudden, shrewd sympathy in her eyes, and Rosie found she had to look away.

      Sometimes she wasn’t sure when Marie was talking about the children—and when she was talking about her.

      “Perhaps I’ll go for a walk, if I’m not needed here,” she said. “The sun is bright, and I could use the fresh air. Perhaps I’ll find Jean and the children.”

      Marie gave a nod of assent. “As you wish.”

      Rosie slipped outside, grateful to feel the sunlight on her face. In her month since coming north, she’d discovered the weather was similar to that which she’d experienced on the Isle of Man during the war—often wet and windy and cold, even in the height of summer, as it was now. And yet, Rosie reflected, a lovely day here in the Lake District, with the sunlight making the lake shimmer as if its surface had been scattered with diamonds, the fells rising steeply above, covered in heather and eyebright, was one of the most beautiful things she had ever seen, even more beautiful, in its own way, than the blue-green waters of Lake Ontario, back home, which she had always loved.

      She walked past the football pitch where boys were still playing, the girls giving them curious glances. Once again, she looked for the girl from last night, but could not see her among the crowds. Instinctively, Rosie searched for someone standing alone, but there was no one; all the children were huddled in groups. She met a few of their gazes and smiled, and was rewarded with shy, cautious smiles back, the occasional wave, which gladdened her greatly. She so wanted to make friends with these children, to help them, but as her spirits lifted, she wondered if they actually might also be able to help her. Broken calls to broken. She’d doubted Marie’s words when she’d first heard them, but maybe it worked both ways.

      She took the leafy lane through the wood that led away from the estate to the shore of the lake, the sounds of the football game and other noises fading into silence, the only sound the crunch of twigs and the squelch of damp leaves under her feet. As she rounded a corner, she saw Jean and Golda leading the little ones down the road by the hand.

      “Jean!” She smiled at her friend in genuine pleasure. She knew how eager she’d been to take the children for a walk, give them fresh air and get to know them. “How are you?” She glanced at the children, who stared at her, as silent and wide-eyed as ever. “How are they?” she added, softly.

      “Oh… well,” Jean said, giving Golda something of an unhappy glance. The other woman looked, Rosie thought, rather severe.

      “Is everything all right?” she asked uncertainly.

      “There was a dog,” Golda stated in a voice that was both quiet and fierce.

      “It was just a little spaniel,” Jean explained, rather miserably. “The sweetest thing, really—”

      Golda rounded on her quite suddenly. “In the camps, do you know what the dogs did? They tore you apart. Yes, you!” Her voice was shaking. “The guards kept them on chains, and they were always—what do you say? Pulling and growling. And then—like this!” She snapped her fingers. “A guard would give an order, and the dog, it would be on someone. Biting, growling, chewing, like with a bone, but with a—a child!” Her voice broke, while Jean and Rosie both stared, stricken, and the children’s expressions, rather worryingly, did not change at all.

      “I’m… I’m sorry,” Jean whispered wretchedly, while Golda struggled to compose herself.

      “I know it was a small dog,” she stated with dignity. “A span—what did you say?”

      “A spaniel,” Jean whispered.

      “A spaniel,” Golda repeated, taking her time over the unfamiliar word. “Even so. A dog, any dog… it reminds them.”

      “I’m sorry.” Jean looked near tears. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize…”

      Golda nodded once, sniffing. “I am sorry, as well. It is just… the memories. For all of us.”

      “Yes,” Rosie said softly, finding herself suddenly near tears, as well. The woman’s pain was so raw, so real, and as for the children… had they become used to such terrible things, a dog savaging a child? And yet they’d been afraid of the little spaniel, which she supposed could be seen as an encouraging thing, in its own way. They had not become entirely inured to violence. They were not as numb as all that, she thought with a sudden pang, as she still was.

      “I am sorry,” Golda said again, sniffing, and impulsively Rosie laid a hand on her arm.

      “Don’t be sorry,” she said. “We are sorry, for not understanding.”

      “I do not usually carry on so,” Golda replied, a little stiffly.

      “Perhaps you need to, then,” Rosie told her. “At least a little bit.” She thought of Marie telling her that the body remembered. That the pain would out. For the children, for Golda, for everyone.

      “Let’s go back to the hall,” Jean suggested, her voice wavering a little. “I’m sure there will be bread and jam. I’ll warm up some milk. Alice had suggested we might sing some songs…” She looked hopefully at Golda and then the children. “Won’t that be nice?”

      “Yes, very nice,” Golda replied, like a peace offering. She managed a smile, and for a moment, the two women seemed in solidarity. “Brot, ja?” she told the children, who had remained completely still and silent the whole time. “Brot mit marmalade?”

      A few of the children nodded uncertainly, but none of them said a word. Rosie watched them walk back toward Calgarth Estate, her heart heavy—for Golda as well as the children, for anyone and everyone who had suffered in such a terrible way. Broken calls to broken. But why, she wondered, did the world have to be so broken in the first place?

      She walked on, letting her mind skate over the surface of such thoughts without really settling. She didn’t want to think, didn’t want to tie herself into anguished, mental knots about the children—or anyone else. She simply wanted to walk, one foot in front of another, the wood quiet all around, the sun warm on her face, as she enjoyed these simple pleasures.

      After perhaps a quarter of an hour, she came to the shore of the lake and found a rock on which to perch, at least somewhat comfortably, her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands, the water stretching placidly out in front of her, with barely a ripple. A few birds alighted on the water in the distance, their wings a dark and graceful arc against the sky before they skimmed across the surface of the lake.

      Rosie squinted to make out their shape, and realized they were geese—Canadian geese, here in England. One of the local volunteers had told her there were such birds in the area, but she hadn’t believed them. Yet looking at them now, she knew these were the same kinds of birds she might see skimming across the aquamarine waters of Lake Ontario before taking off into the sky.

      A wave of emotion passed through her—not quite homesickness, more like grief. She missed her home, her family, with a quiet desperation she didn’t usually let herself acknowledge… but she knew she still wasn’t ready to go back. Perhaps she never would be, a thought which brought its own despondency.

      For a second, she opened the locked door of her heart and let herself think about Thomas. Her mind settled on an image of him when she’d first met him, at Rainbow Corner, one elbow propped on the bar, blond head tilted back as he’d laughed, his blue eyes sparkling with humor, with happiness, with life.

      Rosie had walked up to him on something of a dare, after imbibing a bit too much pink gin and, after asking him to buy her a drink, admitted she was trying to flirt.

      Without missing a beat, he’d asked her, “Well, then, how’s that going?”

      Rosie had burst into surprised laughter, he’d bought her a drink, and then they’d spent the rest of the evening together, dancing, chatting, laughing. Rosie had never felt so alive, as if every sense was on high alert, every nerve positively singing with joy. When he’d asked her if he could see her again, she’d practically floated home. She’d never before realized it was possible to feel that way, that a single person could make you feel so wonderful, so alive and vibrant and real.

      Oh, Thomas…

      Rosie bent over, pressing her forehead to her knees as the pain broke over her in sudden waves she had to brace herself against. She didn’t usually let herself remember so much. It had been Marie’s insistence that the pain would out that had made her want to remember for just a few seconds, and now she’d relearned why she usually didn’t. It hurt far, far too much. Better, much better, to feel numb. Was that how the children felt? Perhaps they would never want to paint or draw. If the trauma was kept deep inside, maybe it never needed to come out. You just kept pressing it down and down and down. Surely that could work if you just kept at it…

      “Pardon me… miss?”

      The hesitant voice of a girl startled her out of her desperate and melancholy thoughts. Rosie lifted her head and turned to see a young girl, maybe twelve or thirteen, eyeing her uncertainly from the road that circled the lake.

      Quickly, she scrambled from the rock to her feet, flushing at how emotional she must have seemed, bent over nearly double. “Yes, may I help?”

      “I was wondering… are you from the estate?” The girl sounded shy, and Rosie nodded, smiling her encouragement, forcing the thoughts of Thomas to the back of her mind, the pain thankfully receding like a tide.

      “Yes, I am one of the volunteers there.”

      “It’s only… some of the boys have taken our bicycles.” The girl ducked her head, seeming embarrassed. “I know they must only be doing it for fun, and it’s not that we mind really, but… we need them back. My sister uses hers to get to work, and she’s got a shift at the pub down in the village this afternoon.”

      “Oh yes, I see,” Rosie said quickly, although she wasn’t sure she did. Had some of the boys from the estate taken local children’s bicycles? Stolen them? Not, of course, that she would ever use such a word, or even think it, really. The boys simply must not have realized that the bicycles belonged to someone else. “Do you know where the boys went, on the bicycles?” she asked.

      “We saw them riding down the lane, toward the village.”

      “I see,” Rosie said again, staring helplessly at the girl while she stared back, clearly expecting her to do something about it all. “Where did they take the bicycles from?” she finally asked.

      “From our house. We’d left them leaning against the gate the way we usually do.”

      “Oh.” Oh, dear. Rosie nodded, straightening and throwing her shoulders back with resolve. “Very well. I shall go see if I can find them. Where should they return the cycles to?”

      “Willow Cottage. It’s the third house on the right on the road to the village, as you leave the estate.”

      “Very well. Thank you. And I’m sorry about that. The bicycles, I mean.”

      The girl ducked her head. “That’s all right, miss. We know those boys have had it terribly hard.”

      “They have, indeed.” She smiled at the girl, grateful for her understanding, and then turned to hurry back toward the estate.

      A light drizzle was falling as she came onto the field where the boys had been playing football earlier; they had all drifted away now. Rosie’s gaze swept the empty field, looking for someone who could help her, but there was no one about at all.

      She headed into the main hall, hoping to find Oscar Friedmann or perhaps Marie, who could advise her as to how to get the bicycles back, when she nearly ran into someone else—Leon Rosenblat.

      “Oh!” Rosie pressed her hand to her chest, managing a smile as she took a step back from him. Leon stood in front of her, his dark hair rumpled, his brown eyes with their surprisingly long lashes gazing at her with guarded expectancy. He was not a particularly tall man, but his body was muscular, and now taut and alert as he waited for her to speak, unsmiling. “I’m sorry,” Rosie said with an attempt at a little laugh. “I didn’t see you there.”

      He gave a little bow of acknowledgement, and Rosie continued stiltedly, “I wonder if you could help. A girl from the village nearby was hoping she could have her bicycle back…” As she spoke, Rosie realized that of all the volunteers, Leon Rosenblat was probably the last one she wanted to explain this particular problem to. He’d already jumped to certain conclusions the last time she’d spoken to him, and, judging by the rather cool expression on his face now, she had a feeling he was about to again. What, she wondered, did he have against her?

      “Pardon?” he asked, dark eyebrows drawing together as he frowned. “Bicycle?”

      There was nothing for it but to explain the whole thing properly. “Yes, some of the boys, ah, borrowed some local children’s bicycles. I think they must have cycled into the village, but the local children would like their bicycles back. One of them needs to cycle to work…”

      Leon drew himself up, his body stiffening all the more. “I am sure the boys will return the bicycles when they are finished with them.”

      “Well, I hope so, but…” She wasn’t quite sure how to finish.

      “But?” His voice was as cool as his expression.

      “It’s just that they took them without asking. And, as I said, one of the girls needs her cycle for work. It isn’t…” She swallowed any further words, not even sure what they would be. Leon was positively scowling at her now, his eyes narrowed, mouth pursed. She felt as if she’d done something wrong.

      “Are you accusing them of stealing?” he asked coldly.

      “No!” Rosie exclaimed, flushing. “No, of course not, not at all. It’s just… one of the girls spoke to me, and she was asking for her bicycle back. She understands why the boys would have taken them, but her sister needs it for work.” Rosie stared at him in mute appeal, hoping he would see her—or really, the girl’s—side of the story. Judging by the expression on his face, he didn’t.

      “Very well,” he said in the same cold voice. “I will get the bicycles back for you.”

      “Not for me,” Rosie protested, but he was already walking away from her, just as he’d done before, and she had the terrible feeling that she’d made an enemy of the man without meaning to, and she had no idea how to rectify the situation.
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      The next few days settled into a routine, of sorts; Rosie moved between the kitchen, the art room, and helping Jean with the little ones, and through all these activities was able to keep cheerfully busy. The children, in a surprisingly short amount of time, had become used to being at Calgarth; there was no more lunging for bread at mealtimes, or hiding food in spare cupboards or drawers, or trembling in fear that something terrible was about to happen. In fact, they seemed to be growing in confidence and cheer, both which heartened and inspired Rosie. Children could heal, it seemed, with time and care.

      The day after the altercation with Leon Rosenblat—and that was, Rosie had thought miserably more than once, the only word for it—several Red Cross trucks drove up the lane, filled with clothes for the children.

      It felt like all their birthdays had come at once, to see how the children rushed to the piles of clothes laid out in the hall—trousers, skirts, jumpers, shirts, yet more underthings and good leather shoes. They tried clothes on right there in the hall, wriggling into trousers or skirts, and buttoning up shirts with delight and pride.

      Rosie had enjoyed seeing how excited they were about their new outfits, chatting and joking as they struck funny poses and sashayed up and down the hall, their laughter ringing through the space. She’d laughed herself to see a young boy beam proudly as he’d put on a new suit jacket and bow tie, striking a serious pose before he burst into giggles. The uncertainty and fear that had hung about the children like a shroud when they’d first arrived was already melting away, just two days in.

      Last night, Rosie had heard the moans and shouts of their nightmares yet again, but it hadn’t been as loud or as distressing as the previous night, and she was hopeful that things would continue to improve; the children would shuck their pain and trauma the way they had their old clothes, leaving it behind for this new life in England, bright with possibility.

      Of course, Rosie knew, Marie Paneth would not say it was that easy; the second day after the children had arrived, several dozen ventured up to the art room to try their hand at the paints and crayons, picking up brushes and pencils with a cautious, curious air, as if they did not quite know what to do with them. Perhaps they didn’t.

      Rosie moved among them, murmuring words of encouragement and praise, as Marie had instructed her to do, without offering any instruction or criticism.

      “I don’t want pretty pictures,” she’d explained. “I don’t care about how technically accurate or skilled they are. This is about emotion—and the releasing of it. That is all.”

      Rosie hadn’t been sure what sorts of things the children would draw, especially the littlest ones, who could barely hold a crayon, but the pictures they came up with were both shocking and heartbreaking, drawn with an almost emotionless matter-of-factness, their faces set in lines of grim concentration as they’d painted or colored in. There were pictures of stark stick figures behind jagged fences of barbed wire; more stick figures piled up, horribly, like logs; a child standing by himself, looking very small, in an empty landscape of blank paper. Another child had simply covered his page in thick, red paint until the paper had torn beneath the wet weight of it; yet another scribbled in black as hard as he could, until the paper ripped. All of the pictures told a terrible story, in blobs of paints and lines of crayon, a story of trauma and tragedy and loss, silently and stoically endured, simply because there had been no alternative.

      “It’s all valuable,” Marie proclaimed as she hung the paintings up with clothespins to let them dry. The children had tumbled outside into the sunshine like puppies, tearing across the field with joyful abandon, making it hard for Rosie to credit these carefree creatures with the pictures of desolation now drip-drying on a clothesline. “And I do believe it is freeing for them,” Marie continued. “Judging from how they ran out of this room, I think it provided a sort of release, just as I’d hoped.”

      “Yes,” Rosie murmured in agreement, her gaze on the children outside now running in silly circles before they fell dizzily to the soft grass, arms outstretched, their laughter carrying on the breeze to the open window. “I can see that.”

      Her gaze paused on the sight of Leon Rosenblat, standing by the side of the field, arms folded, a faint smile softening his features in a way she’d never seen when they’d been face to face. With her, he was scowling or frowning, but alone in this unguarded moment, he seemed friendlier, kinder. She’d seen that kindness with the children, the way he talked so gently to them, or put an arm around their shoulders. It made her wonder about him—and what he seemed to have against her.

      Although Rosie had done her best to avoid him since their last altercation—he’d seen the bicycles returned without a word of it to her—she found her gaze often searching for him in a crowded room, tracking him across the throng of children. Why, she wasn’t sure, although she told herself it was simply because she was curious about him, since they seemed to have gotten off on the wrong foot with each other.

      “Marie,” she asked now, “do you know anything about the volunteers who came with the children? The adults, I mean?”

      Marie gave a little shrug. “Only that they were in the camps, as well.”

      “All of them?”

      Marie glanced at her, her curiosity sharpened. “Most of them, certainly, if not precisely all. Why do you ask?”

      Rosie turned from the window with an abashed grimace. “I’ve had a bit of a run-in with one of them. The man who first came off the bus when they arrived—Leon Rosenblat.”

      “A run-in?” Marie raised her dark eyebrows. “What do you mean?”

      “I don’t know exactly how it happened,” Rosie replied with an unhappy sigh. “I suppose I was a bit clumsy in my speech, and he jumped to conclusions. I asked if there were any children on the buses, and he said they were all children, which of course I know they were. I’d meant the very little ones, but…” She trailed off miserably.

      Marie gave a little shrug of acceptance. “Is that all?”

      “No, there was another time,” Rosie admitted. “A few days ago, some of the boys took some local children’s bicycles—”

      Marie nodded. “I heard about that.”

      “I’m sure they didn’t mean any harm, but one of the girls from the village asked me to help fetch their cycles back, because her sister needed one for work, and the only person I could find to ask about was Leon Rosenblat. He took offense—”

      “Offense?” Marie raised her dark eyebrows. “Why?”

      “I suppose I didn’t handle it as well as I could have,” Rosie confessed. “I think I might have made it sound as if the boys had stolen the bicycles or something, but I didn’t mean it like that, honestly.” She bit her lip, as the memory of the difficult conversation with Leon Rosenblat roiled through her yet again. “I just wanted to help the girl.”

      “Hmm.” Having finished hanging up the paintings, Marie wiped her hands on a cloth, her lips pursed in a thoughtful frown. “It sounds as if he took offense rather easily, but I suppose he is feeling—as all the children and volunteers accompanying them surely are—a bit raw. Perhaps he is not entirely comfortable, among ways that are strange to him, and only here on others’ sufferance.”

      Rosie frowned. She had not considered that before. “Do you think he really sees it like that?”

      “I don’t know,” Marie replied with a graceful shrug, “but it must be difficult to lose everything you ever had, and then be so dependent on others for every single thing—clothing, food, even the roof over your head.”

      “I never thought about it like that,” Rosie replied slowly. It was a variation of what Dr. Friedmann had said, about the children not wanting to be objects of pity. It was surely understandable that the adults wouldn’t want to be, either. “Do you know if Leon Rosenblat was in the camps?” she asked Marie.

      Marie’s frown deepened. “I believe so.” She paused in thought. “He wasn’t at Theresienstadt, where most of the children were, I don’t think. Dachau, if I recall correctly, with some of the older boys.”

      The older boys, whom he had insisted were children, too, Rosie realized with a lurch. He must have seen them when they were young, vulnerable, in need, in danger. It made his response more understandable—and it made her feel worse for how she’d handled it.

      “Do you know anything else about him?” she asked.

      Marie gave her a little, teasing smile. “You are so curious about him, then?”

      “I want to make amends,” Rosie replied quickly, glad she wasn’t blushing for once. She certainly wasn’t interested in the man in that way. She wasn’t interested in any man that way, not after Thomas. Not yet, and maybe not ever. “It would be… helpful,” she explained carefully, “to know more about him.”

      Marie shrugged as she spread her hands wide. “I do not know what more I can tell you. I know the other volunteers as well as you, my dear. They are not particularly forthcoming about their past, and of course I understand why. It must be so very painful.”

      “I don’t know any of them at all, really.” It occurred to Rosie then how she had, without even realizing she’d been doing it, viewed the volunteers and the children themselves as some sort of other. Not maliciously, or even consciously, but she’d seen them as people who were entirely outside of her experience, even her understanding, and worthy only of pity. Had Leon Rosenblat sensed that in her? she wondered uneasily. She knew, as Dr. Friedmann had said, that her intentions had been well meaning, but that didn’t mean she’d acted sensitively, or even rightly. She was ashamed of her own instincts, yet thankful, at least, that she’d realized their error. Now she wondered how she could make amends with Leon Rosenblat, because she knew she wanted to. She did not like the possibility that he thought less of her somehow, although part of her wondered why it mattered so much. Still, she knew it did.

      “Perhaps,” Marie said, “you should try to get to know some of them, then? They all have some English. It would not be so hard as that, to strike up a conversation.”

      “No,” Rosie replied slowly, “I don’t suppose it would.”

      “Then you must do it. Now, komm,” Marie said, her tone kind. “The next lot of children are coming to paint, and we have not refilled the pots!”

      Rosie banished the swirling thoughts from her mind as she hurried to tidy up the table, and refresh the paper, the paint pots, and the tubs of crayons. Within a few minutes, another two dozen children were trooping into the art room, their expressions ranging from guarded to cheerfully curious.

      As Marie began to introduce the object of the lesson—that was, simply to draw or paint without any object at all—Rosie’s heart leaped, for the last child into the room was no other than the girl with the dark, heavy hair and the disdainful expression in her hazel eyes, whom she’d been keeping an eye out for since that first night.

      She sidled into the room as if she didn’t want to be noticed, or perhaps she simply didn’t want to be there. She didn’t look at anyone and she sat at a table by herself, her skinny arms folded, her expression seeming determinedly uninterested as Marie began to speak.

      The other children set to their projects, some with eager alacrity, some with more cautious hesitation, dipping brushes into paint or reaching for crayons with grubby hands. As Rosie moved around the room, murmuring words of encouragement or praise, she kept her eyes on the girl, who barely moved, sitting alone at her table, a blank piece of paper in front of her that she didn’t so much as glance at, keeping her expression haughty, chin tilted as she stared straight ahead, making sure to meet no one’s gaze. Everyone else was, by silent agreement, it seemed, ignoring her.

      After seeing that all the other children had begun to draw or paint, Rosie steeled herself to approach the girl. She was just a child, she reminded herself, and a small one at that; although she guessed her to be twelve or so years of age, she was slight, all hair and eyes. Rosie felt intimidated by her all the same, especially after their last difficult encounter, and the froideur she saw in the girl’s eyes.

      “Hello.” She gave a friendly smile as she perched on the chair next to her. “Maist du?” she asked, nodding toward the paper. Do you paint? She’d asked Marie how to say it in German.

      The girl’s lip curled. “I speak English, you know.” The words were accented but clear.

      “Do you?” Rosie kept her voice cheerful. “How wonderful. Much easier for me, then, because I’m afraid I don’t speak much German! Where did you learn it?”

      “My parents,” the girl said, and then pressed her lips together as if she did not want to say anything more.

      “Well, I am very impressed.” Rosie spoke slowly enough to make sure the girl could understand, for although her English seemed good, she did yet know how fluent she was. “I’m afraid I don’t speak any other language than English, which is very dull.” She nodded toward the paper. “Would you like to draw or paint?”

      The girl pressed her lips together, and said nothing.

      Rosie decided to try again. “What is your name?”

      A second’s pause and then offered with reluctance, “Frieda.”

      “Hello, Frieda. I’m Rosie.” She glanced around at the other children, all busy drawing or painting. Even the hesitant ones were now working with concentration and apparent enjoyment. She saw two girls giggle as they splattered a paper with paint, their dark heads bent together, and was glad to see them enjoying such simple pleasures.

      Frieda, meanwhile, folded her arms, her expression stonily obdurate.

      “Sometimes that’s how I feel,” Rosie ventured, feeling her way through the words as she nodded toward the piece of paper in front of Frieda. “Like… like I’m blank inside. Empty. Numb. There’s nothing for me to put to paper, at least nothing that I want to.” Surprised she’d said so much without having really meant to, she stopped, waiting for Frieda to respond.

      She said nothing.

      “Do you ever feel that way?” Rosie asked hesitantly. Could this be a point of connection?

      Frieda turned to her with a sudden, fierce look, before her lips twisted and she reached for the paper. In slow, deliberate movements, her hostile, blazing gaze never wavering from Rosie’s, she crumpled the paper up into a wadded ball and then hurled it to the floor. And then, just as she had before when Rosie had spoken to her about her cup of hot cocoa, she rose from the table, the chair screeching along the wooden floor, and walked out of the room without looking back.

      A few of the children looked up as she walked out, some curious, some indifferent, a few of them whispering as they glanced at Rosie. She sat there, trying to smile, determined not to take offense at Frieda’s seeming snub. This wasn’t about her, she reminded herself. It was about helping this girl, whose name she now knew. Frieda.

      Marie came over to briefly rest a hand on her shoulder. “What feels like failure,” she said quietly, “can actually be success. You are reaching that girl, whether you realize it or not. She would not have responded that way otherwise.”

      “Still, it’s not a very good way to respond,” Rosie returned wryly, managing a small smile. “I wish I’d handled it better.”

      “Isn’t it?” Marie replied shrewdly. “Remember, the trauma must come out. Perhaps, for some, that is how.”

      Rosie nodded, not entirely convinced, and rose from her seat to move around the room, refilling paint pots or crayon tubs, murmuring more words of encouragement and praise, although inside she felt weary and depressed, and she wasn’t entirely sure why. It wasn’t just Frieda’s rebuff; she wasn’t as sensitive as all that, surely. Perhaps it was seeing the terrible pictures the children drew, often with such grim, methodical determination. Even though she knew it was part of their healing process, it still had to hurt. Perhaps, she reflected, it was the sorrow she still felt inside herself, when she let herself feel it; seeing the children confront their own grief made her think, reluctantly yet inexorably, of hers. The world felt like a heavy place, a weight on her shoulders she did not have the strength to shrug off.

      “Why don’t you get a cup of tea?” Marie suggested once the children had trooped out to play. “You have been working all day.”

      “So have you,” Rosie pointed out, and Marie smiled.

      “I might join you when I have finished with these,” she said, gesturing to the wet paintings she needed to hang to dry.

      Deciding she could use a few moments’ sit-down, Rosie headed downstairs, only to be stopped by a smiling Jean. “The post has arrived, and there was a letter for you, all the way from Canada.” She took an airmail envelope out of her pocket. “I said I’d give it to you when I saw you. You must be pleased to have news from home.”

      “Thank you, Jean,” Rosie replied as she took the envelope. A wave of trepidation rippled through her as she realized, despite what Jean had said, she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted to read the contents of the letter. Had her brother Jamie returned home safely? Hopefully he’d at least been given a date for his demobilization. She knew, thankfully, that he’d come through the war unscathed, at least, working as a mechanic for the Royal Canadian Air Force; she’d seen him back in London, after the war had ended, before she’d traveled up to Windermere.

      The last time her mother had written to her, she had not yet received Rosie’s letter informing her that she wasn’t coming home. By now, her mother would have read that letter, brief as it had been, and Rosie suspected she would have been bitterly disappointed by its contents. Rosie hadn’t told her parents about Thomas; they didn’t know she’d had a daughter. A daughter who had died before she’d been able to draw a breath. They knew nothing of her life anymore, because she hadn’t told them, hadn’t been able to bear to, and it felt as if it had gone on too long now for her to say anything about it at all. And so it remained between them, a burden, a barrier, and one they didn’t even know was there, although Rosie thought her mother must sense it.

      She slipped the letter in her pocket and went to get a cup of tea from the kitchen, where the cooks were stirring an enormous vat of vegetable soup for the children’s dinner. She took her tea to the end of a table and then reached for her letter, slowly slitting the envelope and pulling out the single piece of paper.

      
        
        Dearest Rosie,

        

        I am writing to you from Amherst Island, where I came to visit some old friends, and to visit the island itself, because I have always loved it here so. I know you did, once upon a time; perhaps when you return, you will visit again. The blue-green waters of Lake Ontario are always a balm to the soul, I think!

        I will tell you our good news first—that Jamie is set to come home next month, and I will be so happy to see him. He wrote that he is planning to find work as a mechanic in Kingston if he can, but he will travel elsewhere if need be. I hope he finds work here.

        I will be honest and confess I was disappointed to receive your news that you intend to stay in England, as I’m sure you knew I would be, but it might surprise you to learn that I do understand it. At the end of the last war, I felt as I imagine you must—although I could be wrong, of course. But after returning from France, I felt adrift, a bit lonely and lost, without any real purpose. It took me some time, but I ended up returning here, to Amherst Island, where I knew I’d always belonged. Your journey might be different, and I know only you can decide what that path is, wherever it takes you. Just know that you do not have to walk it alone, and we will always be here when—or perhaps I should say if—you return.

        

        All my love, Mum.

      

      

      Rosie blinked back sudden tears as she finished the letter and then folded it back up again. She’d almost rather her mother had scolded her, or simply said she was disappointed, for her gentle understanding was nearly more than Rosie could bear, and it made her miss her more than ever—her mother, her father, her brother, even her home and the familiar streets of Kingston. And dear old Amherst Island, too, for her mother was right, she’d always loved it there—the way the wind rustled through the meadows, the copse of silvery white birches with sun-dappled leaves that she’d used to play in, the blue-green waters of Lake Ontario sparkling in the sunlight lapping the familiar, rocky shores. She wondered when she would be able to go back, and what she would feel like then.

      Rosie looked up as the threat of tears thankfully cleared, and the wave of homesickness that had threatened to engulf her receded. Her mother had said only she could decide which path to travel down—but where did it even go, and what if she couldn’t find the way? Her mum had been right, she did feel lost and lonely, utterly adrift, and had for months. She’d told Marie as much back when she’d first met her, and although she’d tried to put on a good front when she’d come to Windermere, she didn’t think anything had really changed inside her.

      When her mother had been feeling the same, she had found a way back to shore, to her beloved island and Rosie’s father. Rosie knew it must have been a long and twisting path, but in many years’ hindsight, it seemed a happy ending to a simple story. Her mother had done it, she thought, but could she? Rosie knew she didn’t yet have the answer to that question.
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      By the start of September, most of the children seemed to have settled in well to life at Calgarth Estate. They all finally had clothes and shoes, and Dr. Friedmann had arranged for them to receive three shillings a week for pocket money, which many of them liked to spend at the little post office shop in Troutbeck, coming back with paper bags of sweets, or sometimes rather surprising objects—a bottle of shoe polish, a nailbrush, a comb.

      “After all their deprivations,” Dr. Friedmann explained to the volunteers, “they long to take pride in their appearance. It is a natural thing, a good one. It bodes well for their future.”

      Soon after their initial medical checks, forty of the children had had to be taken to isolation wards in hospitals for suspected tuberculosis; others had had trips to the doctor or dentist to address the many maladies and ailments that life in the camps had given them. Malnutrition had, unfortunately, taken its toll on their teeth as well as their bodies; Rosie felt for them, staggering back from the dentist in Windermere, clutching their mouths in shocked agony at what had needed to be done.

      “I thought I was going to the cinema,” one boy, Ari, with dark hair and a cheeky smile, had moaned to Dr. Friedmann, who had translated into English for Rosie. Ari had rubbed his jaw ruefully as he continued, “I had three teeth taken out instead. I would have rather seen a picture!”

      Despite these trials, the children seemed to be in good spirits; they’d begun to have daily lessons in English and arithmetic and British history, and had even formed both a choir and a football team, with some of the boys playing the local lads on more than one occasion. Part of the lake had been cordoned off to make a sort of swimming pool, and dozens of the boys and a few brave girls waded happily into the water, even though Rosie found it to be freezing. It was lovely to see them taking part in such simple and childish pleasures—a sunny day, a swim, kicking a ball across the field.

      Many children had also continued to come to the art room to do their drawings and paintings. And, as the weeks had gone on, their artwork had become less bleak and disturbing, and more about what they were experiencing at Windermere. It heartened Rosie to see their pictures of flowers and football, of the lake glinting under the sunshine, of smiling stick figures and happy-looking houses, so different from their first bleak drawings.

      “Children are so resilient,” Marie murmured as she studied a drawing of the lake surrounded by bright blobs of flowers. “We could learn from them all in that way, I think.”

      “Do you really think it is that easy?” Rosie asked, unable to keep from feeling at least a little skeptical, even though she was glad. “They draw a few pictures and then they are able to move on, just like that?” She wished it were that easy, of course she did, but she felt instinctively that it could not be. Not for these children, and, she realized dismally, maybe not for herself.

      “No,” Marie replied slowly as she hung another picture on the line, “not that easy, not at all. It is not one, two—finished!” She snapped her fingers, smiling wryly. “But it is, perhaps, part of their journey, a necessary step. Perhaps only the first one.”

      Their journey.

      It reminded Rosie of what her mother had written. She had yet to take any of her own faltering steps, as far as she could tell, and she still didn’t even know what direction she would go in. The past still felt like a blank canvas, as empty as the piece of paper Frieda had crumpled and thrown away. Rosie refused to think about it.

      As for the future… once her time ended at Calgarth, that seemed even emptier. She would need to fill it somehow, to plan her steps, to make a decision. As she looked at the children’s cheerful drawings, Rosie felt a stirring of optimism, a flicker of hope that she hadn’t felt in a long while. She thought that if these children could move forward, then surely so could she. She just needed to figure out how.

      The possibilities continued to dance at the fringes of her mind as she went about the routine she’d fallen into over the weeks: helping in the kitchen in the mornings, getting breakfast on the table and then cleaning up, and then the art room in the afternoons, working with Marie, and finally with Jean and the little ones in the evening, to settle them for bed, before she fell into bed herself, happy to be so tired that she fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.

      Golda was hoping to join her aunt in Birmingham in the next week or two, and Jean would be in charge of the smallest children’s day-to-day care, while Alice Goldberger continued to focus on managing their therapies.

      “They are doing so much better,” Jean told Rosie one night after they’d tucked them into bed with stories and songs; the littlest children continued to share a single room, beds crammed together side by side. At least, Jean had told Rosie earlier, they were no longer sleeping under their beds, which was what they’d done at the beginning, all huddled there together like a nest of mice. Golda had told them they were used to having to hide, a reality that made Rosie ache with sorrow, even as she tried not to think about it too much. “They like to sing and play sometimes,” Jean continued, “nonsense songs, I think—at least with no words I can understand, although perhaps I will one day. Alice said she did not recognize the words as either German or Polish.”

      “And they’re learning some English now,” Rosie replied with a smile. “They certainly know the word for cocoa!” She loved seeing the children’s delighted grins as their small hands reached eagerly for their nightly treat. Yes, perhaps children were resilient, after all. These tiny ones, who’d had so little love or kindness in their lives, were now becoming used to comfort, to safety, to affection. It made Rosie deeply, fiercely glad.

      As busy as she was, she still tried to keep an eye on Frieda, whom she saw continued to remain on her own, whether it was in the dining hall or out in the yard, and, as far as Rosie could tell, seemingly by her own choice. From a distance, she’d seen other girls approach Frieda occasionally for a game or a chat, but she’d rebuffed them each and every time. After a week or two, the other girls had given up and left Frieda to her own devices, which didn’t seem to make the girl feel any better, judging by her determined scowl, the hostility that so often sharpened her delicate features as she stood alone on the side of the yard, slight shoulders hunched, her arms wrapped around her thin body.

      Why, Rosie wondered, did Frieda insist on always being so isolated? She supposed Marie or Dr. Friedmann would advise her to simply let her be, that being alone might be part of her healing process, but it still made Rosie both sad and uneasy. It didn’t seem right, to let Frieda fester by herself, especially when she seemed so miserable, hiding her pain behind that scowl. Still, Rosie had given the girl the space she seemed to want, all the while hoping for an opportunity to befriend her that had yet to make itself known.

      Rosie had also steered clear of Leon Rosenblat, since she seemed to put her foot in her mouth every time she saw him, and it seemed he was just as intent on avoiding her. Whenever their glances inadvertently met, he always looked away first, his mouth tightening in seeming disapproval that Rosie didn’t think she was imagining.

      And yet, she had reflected more than once, their glances seemed to meet rather often. For some reason, she found herself seeking him out whenever there was a crowd in the dining hall or on the football pitch; his was the one she looked for amidst the throng of now familiar faces, and often when she found him, he was looking back at her. It gave her a funny little jolt, and she wasn’t sure what to think about it.

      Still, most of the volunteers had become friendly with one another, chatting at mealtimes or in the evening, and there were enough of them that Rosie had managed not to encounter Leon directly again, choosing to spend her time with Jean and Golda, as well as Marie… even if, for some contrary reason, she kept looking for Leon.

      In the second week of September, the summer weather, such as it had been, began to turn; the sky turned gray and the wind off the lake became cold and cutting. It began to rain—not the gently misting drizzle of summer that barely got you wet, but a hard, sleeting rain that came in sideways, thanks to the wind, and stung your face.

      It was in this grimly unfavorable weather that the children assembled in the dining hall one afternoon, with pencils and sheets of paper. The Polish-speaking volunteers were giving them instructions as Rosie came into the room, wrinkling her nose at the smell of wet wool of damp clothing and boiled cabbage, the day’s lunch.

      “What are they doing?” she asked Golda, for the children had set to writing with an almost ferocious concentration, lips bitten, foreheads screwed up into frowns of focus, eyes narrowed as they wrote on their papers in neat, careful letters.

      “They are writing the names of their family,” Golda explained in her flat, matter-of-fact way. “So the Red Cross can trace them, in case any of them are still alive.”

      Rosie’s heart lurched at the thought. No wonder the children seemed so terribly intent! “Do you think many of them will be?” she asked in a low voice, and Golda gave her a bleak look.

      “No, I should think not very many at all. Certainly not mothers or fathers, brothers or sisters. They would have come with their families into the camps, and the children left without them.” A distant, haunted look came into her eyes as she glanced away. “Most of them will almost certainly know that those closest to them are dead.”

      “Did… did you lose anyone in the camps, Golda?” Rosie asked quietly. Somehow it felt like an intrusive question, a presumption even to ask.

      Golda turned back to her with a look of mingled resignation and disbelief that Rosie could ask such a thing, without knowing the blatantly obvious answer. “I lost everyone,” she stated flatly. “Mother, father, sister, brother… Husband.” She paused. “Son.” She looked away again, pressing her lips together.

      “Oh, Golda.” Rosie swallowed hard, horrified. She felt as if she’d put her foot in it again, simply by asking the question, and she wished she hadn’t, even as she longed to show the other woman some sympathy. “I’m so very sorry.”

      Golda shrugged. “Ask anyone here and it will be the same.”

      Rosie nodded slowly in acceptance. She’d understood this in theory, of course she had; it was impossible not to when you read the papers or listened to the news, or considered that these children were here at all, with no one else to go to or advocate for them. Yet somehow it felt worse, more terrible and more real, having Golda say it to her like this, a simple statement, so terribly powerful in its bleak matter-of-factness.

      She glanced at the tables full of children—children who were now ruddy-cheeked and often smiling, on their way to health and happiness, and yet… They’d lost so much. So many. How could they keep going, one foot in front of the other, breathe in and out every day, with so much grief to bear?

      “But there might be some other relatives alive?” she asked after a moment, longing to find some hope for these young souls, amidst all the sorrow and grief. “Cousins, perhaps? Or an aunt or an uncle? Someone who could take them in?”

      Golda shrugged. “Maybe,” she replied, sounding unconvinced.

      No wonder the children were writing with such determined focus, Rosie thought. They were writing down their hopes for the future, for their family, for love and for life itself. Her gaze moved around the room, from the young men who were earnestly writing lists in neat print, to the children who could barely form their letters and yet were desperately trying to. And then her gaze snagged on one child who was not writing at all, and she realized she was not surprised to see who it was.

      Once again, Frieda was refusing to engage with her surroundings or, really, to do anything at all. She sat apart from the other children, the pencil and a piece of blank paper in front of her, her arms folded, her chin lifted, her gaze defiant. Why? Why wouldn’t she want to write down the names of her family? Even if she knew that her immediate family were dead, heaven help her, there might be others she could trace—aunts, uncles, cousins… Surely she had someone? Rosie hated to think that she might not have.

      “Golda,” she asked, “do you know anything about that girl?” She nodded toward Frieda, sitting as usual at the end of a table by herself. “The one who isn’t writing.”

      Golda glanced at Frieda, her lips pursed as her forehead furrowed. “Frieda, isn’t it? I don’t know much. She wasn’t at Theresienstadt, I don’t think. I believe she joined us at Prague—she was in a different DP.”

      “DP?” Rosie asked. She’d heard the term before, but she couldn’t remember what it stood for.

      “Displacement camp. Where they put us after the war ended.” Golda’s lips twisted. “From one camp to another, but at least they didn’t shoot you in those ones.”

      “I’m sorry,” Rosie said helplessly. She felt as if she had no other words, and those ones didn’t seem to do much good. “So Frieda didn’t come with anyone else?” Rosie surmised. “Whenever I see her, she is always sitting or standing by herself.”

      “Maybe she likes it that way.”

      “Maybe…” Not for the first time, Rosie wondered why she cared so much about this one girl. There were three hundred children here at Calgarth, most of them friendly and cheerful and eager to practice their English; why had she focused on getting to know Frieda, when she seemed so prickly and unfriendly? Frieda certainly didn’t seem to want to get to know her.

      She still wasn’t writing anything.

      “If she doesn’t write the names of her family down on that piece of paper,” Rosie asked Golda, “what will happen?”

      “Nothing, I suppose,” Golda replied with a shrug. “The Red Cross can’t trace a name they don’t have.” She glanced again at Frieda. “Perhaps,” she said quietly, “she already knows they are all dead. It is very possible, I am afraid.”

      It was a truly terrible thought, and yet if there was anyone, anyone at all, left for Frieda to find… this could be the only chance she had to find her family, Rosie realized with a lurch. To find someone who would take care of her, who would love her.

      Murmuring something to Golda, Rosie started walking toward the girl. When she was about twenty feet away, Frieda saw her coming and her expression froze for a mere second before her eyes flashed with challenge, and she lifted her chin, as if daring Rosie to come any closer.

      With some trepidation, Rosie did.

      “Hello, Frieda,” she said in as friendly voice as she could manage without, she hoped, sounding false or overly jolly. She nodded toward the sheet in front of her with a playful smile. “Another blank paper, I see.”

      For a second, Frieda looked startled by the gentle teasing, and Rosie almost thought she would smile back, but then she didn’t. She scowled instead.

      “Your English is very good,” Rosie told her. “You said your parents taught you, didn’t you?”

      The girl’s scowl deepened and, after a second’s pause, she reluctantly nodded.

      Keeping her smile in place, Rosie sat down next to her. “And how did they learn English?”

      “My mother learned it when she was young and my father was a professor at university,” Frieda replied, her tone a mixture of pride and reluctance. “They spoke it very well, and they wanted us to speak English at home, and so often we did. My mother said it would help us one day.”

      And now, Rosie thought, it indeed might, even if in such sad circumstances as these.

      “A professor at a university,” she repeated, sounding impressed. “Which one?”

      “The University of Economics, in Katowice.” Frieda looked away. “Until it closed, when Germany invaded.”

      Rosie was silent for a moment, unsure how to move the conversation on, how much to ask, to press. After a moment, she nodded at the paper. “Are you going to write some names down?” she asked gently.

      Frieda’s expression closed. “No.”

      “Why not?”

      Frieda shrugged, jutting out her chin.

      After a few moments, Rosie realized it was all the answer she was going to get.

      “The Red Cross is very good at finding people,” she told Frieda. “People you might not even think about or remember. You might have aunts and uncles whom they could track down, or cousins, perhaps. Neighbors, even.”

      Frieda shook her head. “No. No aunts, no uncles.”

      “None?” Rosie asked, a little surprised, and Frieda shook her head again, more firmly.

      “None.”

      Rosie sensed there was something the girl wasn’t telling her, but then, why should she? She was a stranger, and Frieda was clearly a very guarded child.

      “Do you not want to try?” she asked, and Frieda glared at her.

      “No.”

      Well, there wasn’t much she could do with that, was there, Rosie thought. She kept trying with this girl, but perhaps it would be better for them both if she stopped. And yet…

      “What about your parents?” she asked gently. “Perhaps—”

      “My parents are dead.” Frieda’s voice was low and fierce. “I know they are.”

      “But—”

      “Dead!” Frieda pushed her face close to Rosie’s. “Dead, dead, dead!” she repeated, her voice rising each time until it ended in something close to a shriek, so a few children nearby looked over at them, and then she flung her pencil and paper to the floor before she scrambled up from her seat and ran out of the room.

      The ensuing silence felt deafening; the children’s chatter died away as Frieda slammed the door to the dining hall behind her. Rosie was conscious of the children’s curious stares, a few muted whispers, and as she looked around, she met Leon Rosenblat’s gaze, as she so often seemed to. For once, however, he wasn’t frowning at her; there was a look of something almost like sympathy in his eyes before he looked away, and so did Rosie.

      Slowly, feeling dispirited by the complete lack of success, she bent to pick up the pencil and paper and return them to the table. Then she rose and walked stiffly from the room. No one stopped her.

      Outside, the wind was still sending the rain sideways, although it had, at least, downgraded to more of a drizzle. Even though she wasn’t wearing her coat, Rosie set out down the lane toward the lake, needing the space and fresh air to clear her head, the rain wetting her cheeks like tears.

      She’d come to Windermere in part because she had nowhere else to go—at least nowhere else she’d wanted to go. She hadn’t truly believed in Marie’s idea that ‘broken calls to broken,’ but she’d still hoped that somehow, in her own brokenness, she could help someone. And, she acknowledged, she’d wanted a distraction from her own sorrows. It all felt rather selfish now; had she even been thinking about anyone else, about Frieda, at all?

      Even more dispirited, Rosie kept walking, even though the rain was misting her face and wetting her hair; her shoes were soaked right through. She’d catch a chill if she wasn’t careful, but at this point she wasn’t sure she much cared.

      She felt a weary despair lapping at the edges of her mind, her soul, like dusk falling inside of her. She’d managed to march ahead, day after day, for almost six months, since she’d lost both Thomas and her baby daughter, but right now she didn’t feel like trying anymore. Not with Frieda, and not with herself.

      What was the point of it all? she wondered desolately. The point of anything?

      She turned instinctively to the stretch of quiet shoreline where she’d sat before, only to stop in surprise when she saw the rock where she’d perched a few weeks ago was occupied—by Frieda.

      Rosie’s first impulse was to turn around and walk away before the girl saw her. Frieda would think she’d followed her, was spying on her, even. The last thing she wanted to do was anger or upset her more than she already had.

      She’d already started to turn when she heard a shuddering sound, almost like a sob, and Frieda wrapped her arms around her knees and tucked her head low, just as Rosie once had in the same place, her braid falling over one shoulder.

      Rosie stilled, her heart aching for the child before her. She’d suspected, of course, that beneath Frieda’s haughty manner was a sad and lonely little girl, but she’d never actually seen any real evidence of it until now. Frieda was hurting, of course she was… and Rosie longed to help her. She took an instinctive step toward her, the leaves and twigs crunching underneath her feet.

      Frieda lifted her head, then turned around, her expression turning hostile as she caught sight of Rosie. “You!”

      “Hello, Frieda.” Rosie hesitated, poised for flight—in either direction. Which would be better for Frieda? “Do you want me to go?” she asked, and Frieda sniffed and then shrugged.

      It wasn’t, Rosie thought with a sudden lurch of hope, an outright no. It wasn’t a yes, either, but it was enough to make her take another step toward her.

      “I like to sit on this rock, as well,” she ventured. “It’s so pretty here, isn’t it, near the water? It reminds me of home.” Another shrug. “Was there a lake near where you grew up? Katowice, wasn’t it?”

      Frieda hesitated and then replied, “There were some small lakes. Sometimes I went ice skating.” She rested her chin on her fists, her elbows braced on her knees, as she looked out on the lake. “I wasn’t very good. I was only little.”

      “That must have been fun, though.” Frieda would only have been five or six when the Germans invaded Poland, Rosie thought. So very little to have your life completely changed, everything safe and familiar upturned or taken away in an instant. She walked toward the shore of the lake and cautiously settled herself on a stone next to Frieda. “I used to ice skate, as well, back home in Canada,” she said, and gave the girl a sideways smile. “I wasn’t very good either, and I wasn’t even that little!”

      She was rewarded by the tiniest twitch of a smile that made Rosie’s heart sing. Could it be possible that she was finally reaching this child, if only a tiny bit?

      “In Canada,” she continued, “it gets very cold—far colder than here in England. And there is snow—so much snow.”

      “There is snow in Poland, too,” Frieda said, and then let out a small, shuddering breath. Rosie wondered what she was remembering; whatever it was, she thought, it hurt. Grief did. She decided to change the subject.

      “It really is so pretty here,” she said, “even in the rain.” It was still drizzling, a mist hovering over the lake in ghostly shreds, obscuring the far shore. Frieda wasn’t wearing a coat either, Rosie realized; they really were both going to get completely soaked if they stayed out here for much longer, and yet she didn’t want to break the fragile thread of connection they’d finally formed.

      She searched for something to say, something pleasant or at least innocuous, and then realized that there simply wasn’t anything. She could witter on about Ontario or ice skating or something else, but it didn’t feel right or necessary. When she’d been at her saddest, she recalled, still reeling from loss and grief, no words would have helped. Since meeting Frieda, she’d tried to fill those unhappy silences, but maybe that was the wrong thing to do. Maybe she just needed to sit with her in the stillness, and let it be.

      The only sound was the constant dripping of the rain; it dripped off branches and leaves onto the ground with the steadiness of a ticking clock. Rosie felt rainwater trickle down the back of her neck and seep into her skirt where she was sitting on the mossy, wet rock, waiting for Frieda to speak. Hoping, although for what she couldn’t even say.

      Finally, after several long moments during which Rosie tried not to shiver, the rainwater trickling all the way down her neck and back, Frieda spoke.

      “My father’s dead,” she said in a low voice, her arms wrapped around her knees as she stared out at the lake. “He died even before we were taken to the camps.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Rosie said quietly, knowing once again those were the only words she could offer, even if she wished she had other, better ones.

      “And my mother, my sister…” Frieda sniffed, running her wrist under her nose as she gazed fixedly at the lake. “I know my mama must be dead. I know it.”

      Rosie hesitated before asking with careful gentleness, “But if there is any way…”

      “No,” Frieda said firmly, shaking her head resolutely. “There isn’t. I know there isn’t.” And then she pressed her face into her knees as her shoulders shook with sobs.

      “Oh, Frieda.” Gently, Rosie leaned over to rest a hand on the girl’s shoulder, and was thankful she did not resist the gesture. “I’m so sorry. So sorry.” They were the only words she knew to say, and yet they felt so paltry. She wished she had more comfort to offer, but she knew there wasn’t anything. Marie was right, Rosie realized; grief had to be dealt with, waded through, endured. Perhaps this was the only way.

      After a few more seconds, Frieda took a hiccupping breath and then shook off Rosie’s hand. She looked up, her face both blotchy with tears and now full of anger. Rosie tensed, waiting for the backlash, for Frieda looked as if she wanted to fly at her, shouting and raging. But then, after a few tense seconds, the girl simply scrambled off the rock and ran back toward the road, leaving Rosie alone by the lake, and feeling almost as if they were right back where they had started.
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      “Dr. Friedmann?”

      Rosie tapped hesitantly on the door of the director’s office, nervous about approaching him. Although he’d been nothing but kind and gentle since she’d come to Windermere, she still felt slightly intimidated by his kindly air of knowledge and expertise.

      “Komm!” he called, and Rosie pushed open the door.

      “Ah, Miss Lyman, isn’t it?” Dr. Friedmann rose from behind his desk, in front of a window that overlooked the football pitch. He was smiling faintly, his eyebrows raised in inquiry. “May I help you?”

      “I… I wanted to ask you about one of the children here,” Rosie ventured.

      It had been nearly a week since she’d talked with Frieda at the shore of the lake; the Red Cross had gone away again with the children’s lists of names, and all their hopes. Every day, one of the children asked when they would be back, when they would bring news of their families. Every time a truck or delivery van came down the lane, at least a dozen boys would race toward the drive, their faces lit up with hope, only to fall into lines of disappointment when they saw the vehicle in question didn’t belong to the Red Cross.

      “I know mine are dead, anyway,” Ari, the boy who had had the teeth pulled, told Rosie as he kicked a stone with his shoe. “I don’t know why I run.”

      “Because you hope,” Rosie had replied gently, “and there is nothing wrong with that.”

      Golda had told her as much earlier, with a despairing shake of her head. “So many of them still believe. They think the Red Cross is some sort of magic, a—what do you call it?” She’d frowned before finding the word. “A fairy godmother. They think they will bring them back their families like birthday presents, but they won’t. No one can.”

      “You don’t know that for certain,” Rosie had replied, because, like Ari, she wanted to hope. She wanted to believe at least some of them would find their loved ones, be part of a family again, as impossible as it sometimes seemed.

      Golda gave her a bleak look. “I know,” she replied, and Rosie had had nothing to say to that. Golda knew far better than she did.

      “Oh, yes?” Dr. Friedmann asked now, his tone polite. “What child would that be?”

      “Her name is Frieda,” Rosie said. Her voice sounded tremulous, and her heart was beating hard. She had no idea if she was overstepping as a volunteer, interfering where she had no right to stick her nose in—and yet she felt she had to do something. She hated the thought of Frieda not finding out what had happened to her family. If there was any chance at all that someone could be found…

      “Frieda,” Dr. Friedmann replied. “I do not think I know her.”

      Rosie was not really surprised, as she would not have expected Frieda to avail herself of the doctor’s talking therapies, and he did not insist on anyone coming to talk to him if they didn’t want to.

      “She is about twelve years old,” Rosie told him, “and I know that she was not one of the children at Theresienstadt. Golda, who helps to look after the smallest children, said she joined the group in Prague, from another DP camp.”

      “Hmm.” Frowning slightly, Dr. Friedmann riffled among the papers on his desk. “And what is it you wish to speak about, in regard to this child?”

      “I am concerned for her,” Rosie admitted, flushing a little. “She is so quiet, always off by herself, talking to no one. And when the Red Cross came to collect the names of everyone’s family members, she refused to write any down.”

      Dr. Friedmann looked up from his desk to regard her soberly. “Perhaps there were no names left to write down.”

      “Perhaps,” Rosie allowed, “but from what she said, it sounded as if she came to the camp with her mother and sister. She said she thought her mother had died, but she didn’t mention her sister and… well, she couldn’t be absolutely sure that they had both died, could she? And what about other, more distant relatives? Most people have aunts and uncles, cousins…” She trailed off uncertainly, a little cowed by the doctor’s serious look.

      “Do you know why she did not write any names down?” he asked quietly.

      “She said there wasn’t anyone else,” Rosie admitted. “But… it seemed to be such a missed opportunity. I think she was afraid, or perhaps just stubborn. I… care about her.” Rosie ducked her head, abashed. “I know I must seem nosy, and I am afraid my good intentions haven’t helped anyone so far that I can see, but if any family could be found, any at all…”

      Dr. Friedmann let out a heavy sigh. “If she is not willing to write down the names, I do not know what we can do. It is her choice, after all, even if it isn’t a particularly wise one.”

      “But she’s only a child,” Rosie persisted, “and if her family isn’t found, what will happen to her?”

      The doctor shrugged and spread his hands on the desk. “Most of these children’s families will never be found, Miss Lyman. And if we do not have the names, we cannot search for them. That is the simple truth of the matter.”

      It was what Golda had said, but Rosie was still reluctant to let the matter go. Perhaps she was the stubborn one, she thought wryly, not Frieda. “I know she is from Katowice,” she told Dr. Friedmann. “And her father was a professor of Economics at the university there.”

      “She told you that?”

      “Yes.”

      He nodded slowly. “Well, then, perhaps we could find something. It is worth a try, although if it is bad news, Frieda might rather not know. Some children prefer it that way, you know. Then they can still hope.”

      And yet surely knowing was better than not knowing and always wondering, Rosie thought, but didn’t say. “I don’t mean to interfere,” she said instead, compelled to an uncomfortable honesty, “although I realize that is exactly what I’m doing. I’m just worried Frieda will cut off her nose to spite her face. She seems that type of girl.” She thought of how she’d spilled the hot cocoa, crumpled the paper, run away. At every opportunity, she’d refused and rejected, and to what purpose? It was almost, Rosie thought, as if she was punishing herself for something.

      “Cut her off nose?” Dr. Friedmann looked bemused. “That is not an expression I have heard before, but I think I can guess what it means.” He smiled, and then his expression softened, his voice turning quiet. “Every child will respond to their situation, and their trauma, differently, and we do not know what has happened in Frieda’s young life that makes her as she is. If she is choosing to do such a thing, then perhaps that is the way she needs to be right now.”

      “But if it harms her?” She knew the doctor wanted children to have complete freedom at Calgarth, and she understood the reasoning behind it, but she couldn’t help but wonder if, in cases like Frieda’s, that freedom could be harmful, or, at the very least, unhelpful. Or maybe she was the one being unhelpful, constantly sticking her nose in. Maybe she really should stop. “Am I wrong, do you think?” Rosie asked uncertainly, “In meddling the way I am? Should I just let her be?”

      Dr. Friedmann sighed and shook his head. “That I do not know. As I said, every child is different. It is impossible to know how they will respond, or even what they will respond to.” He paused, folding his hands on the desk in front of him, smiling at her with genuine kindness, half his face crinkling up, while the other half remained still and frozen—Rosie knew he had suffered from partial paralysis when he’d received injuries at Sachsenhausen concentration camp, before the war. “What I do know,” he told her gently, “is that if you feel some affinity, some affection, for this particular child, then that must be a good thing. As human beings, we crave connection, and we must find it where and how we can. I am glad you spoke to me about Frieda. I will look into her background, and see if we can discover some names. And you, meanwhile, can keep trying with her, for I can tell from what you have said that it cannot be easy.”

      “No,” Rosie agreed, smiling, grateful for his understanding, “it’s not easy. But then,” she added with a smile, “I’m not a particularly easy person, either.”

      Dr. Friedmann let out a huff of laughter. “Oh, Miss Lyman,” he said, “not one of us is easy! Not one of us is easy at all.”

      Feeling heartened by the conversation, Rosie thanked him and bid him goodbye before heading back out into the corridor. She had promised Jean she’d take the little ones for a walk around the lake before they had their afternoon tea.

      With her mind full of Frieda, and how to reach her, she didn’t see the figure coming toward her down the narrow hallway until she’d almost collided with him, his hands gripping her arms to keep from smacking right into her.

      “Oh!” Rosie gasped in shock, blinking up in the dim light to see, of all people, Leon Rosenblat, scowling down at her as usual. His hands still gripped her upper arms and she felt the nearness of his body with a surprised lurch of awareness.

      “You are in a hurry, it seems,” he remarked dryly, and she let out an uncertain laugh, unsure whether it was meant as a criticism or not.

      “I’m sorry, I was miles away,” she confessed.

      He released her arms and took a step back. “Miles?” he inquired, and she let out another laugh, this one abashed.

      “It’s just an expression. I was thinking about something else, and I didn’t see where I was going. I’m sorry, I should have been looking.” She realized she had never stood so close to him before, as she’d been doing her best to avoid him these last few weeks, and he’d been, she suspected, doing the same to her—even if they’d kept glancing at each other. Now she saw that his eyes, although dark, had golden glints in the irises, and his lashes were long and thick and curly. He had a straight nose and full lips that were, unexpectedly, almost lifted in a smile as he looked at her.

      “You must have been thinking very important thoughts,” he said wryly, and his lips lifted upwards just a little more.

      “No, not—not really.” She ducked her head, felt herself flush, wondering why such a simple conversation was making her feel so discombobulated. It was on the tip of her tongue to apologize for all that had gone before, although what exactly she would be apologizing for, she wasn’t even sure. She felt they’d had a bad start, but she didn’t know how to say or explain it, and so she stood there, tongue-tied, as he regarded her somberly; the smile that had quirked his mouth had now disappeared completely.

      “Excuse me, then,” he said, his tone as cool as ever, and Rosie wondered if she’d been imagining that moment of something almost approaching friendliness. It appeared she had, because Leon Rosenblat moved past her without another word, heading down the hallway at his steady, yet slightly lopsided gait, until he’d rounded the corner and Rosie was alone.

      Giving a little shake of her head, she hurried on, toward the dining hall where she had arranged to meet Jean.

      

      Outside, the gray skies of morning had cleared to a pale blue, and the sun felt warm, although the children wore coats, for when the wind came, it was still brisk.

      “They’re doing so well, aren’t they?” Jean murmured as they walked down the lane that led around the lake; the six children walking slightly ahead of them in an uneven crocodile, all of them holding hands, as they always did, silently taking the world in together. Golda had left yesterday for her aunt; she’d hugged the children in turn, and then walked away quickly without looking back.

      The children had stared after her, unspeaking as ever, and then Jean had jollied them along to the nursery, where Alice had set up some toys and games. Not one of them asked for the woman who had been with them since Theresienstadt; perhaps they were simply too used to people suddenly disappearing.

      In any case, Rosie supposed it was a mercy that they had not caused a fuss about it, even though their lack of reaction made her feel sad. She wanted to see these children cry as well as laugh, frown as well as smile. Little children, she thought, shouldn’t have to feel that way. They should feel free and safe enough to cry, to scream, to laugh, to play.

      “They are coming along well,” Rosie said as they walked along, for even though she longed for more for these children, she knew Jean was right and they had come along in their development. Their eager hands reaching for their cocoa, the smiles as they painted or drew, were all encouragements.

      Even though it was mid-September, many of the leaves had fallen from the trees, thanks to the relentless wind, and the nearly-bare branches rattled in the breeze.

      “I shall be sorry to say goodbye to them, when the time comes,” Jean remarked. Inadvertently, her glance lingered on the little, dark-haired boy at the end, Isaak, who was only five years old; Rosie knew the older woman had become attached to him in particular. He’d gone to Theresienstadt as a baby, his mother dying when he was still an infant. Golda had said he’d been cared for by the other women of the camp in one of the Kinderheims, and when he’d grown into a toddler, they’d taught him to be useful—collecting coal, fetching water, making sure not to get underfoot. Somehow, he had survived. He had soft, round cheeks and wonderfully dark, liquid eyes, now the picture of blooming health. It seemed both impossible and appalling to imagine what he must have endured in his short life.

      “What will happen to these children?” she asked Jean. “When their time at Calgarth ends?” She knew there was funding for the children to stay at the estate through Christmas; after that, they would be placed elsewhere. The smallest children, those under four, were going to be taken to Bulldogs Bank, a cottage in West Hoathly, Sussex, next month, to be cared for by German emigré sisters Gertraud and Sophie Dann. But what about the others?

      “Alice has said that if their families aren’t found, they will be adopted,” Jean replied. “Although adoption of foreign-born children isn’t technically allowed, but I imagine the Central British Fund will find a way around it. The older ones, the teenagers, will go into homes or hostels. Many of them wish to work or train, most likely in a city.”

      “Yes…” It seemed an awfully lonely existence, Rosie thought, to end up in the equivalent of a boarding house when you were only fourteen or fifteen years of age. And what about the children who were neither little, like these, nor old enough to live alone? Children like Frieda? “Do you think it will be easy for them to be adopted? For families to be found to take them in, I mean?” she asked Jean.

      “I really couldn’t say,” Jean replied with a shrug. “The Central British Fund have a network of Jewish families who have settled here since before the war. I’m sure many of them would be willing to take in a child who has no one or nothing, especially such wee, dear ones as these.” She let out a little sigh and shook her head, and Rosie reached out to touch her arm.

      “What about you, Jean? Couldn’t you adopt one of them?” She glanced at Isaak, who was tripping along happily in front of them. “You’d provide a good home for one of these children.”

      “Oh, I shouldn’t think so,” Jean replied quickly, although her face was full of longing. “A widowed woman on her own? And besides, I’m not Jewish. The Central British Fund feels strongly about that, and I understand it, of course, considering all that has happened. I couldn’t teach one of these little ones about their heritage, their history, and that will be very important to them.”

      “But you’d love them,” Rosie said quietly, and for a second she found herself thinking of Frieda. “I know you would.”

      “Oh, Rosie.” Jean let out a strangled sound, pressing her hand to her lips. “Don’t give me such dreams! I know it’s not possible. Besides, I live in a tiny cottage up in Greenock with my mother. I wouldn’t be able to offer him much at all.” She bit her lip, abashed. “Or any child, I mean.”

      “It would be more than they had before,” Rosie pointed out, before deciding to subside. As much as she or Jean might wish it otherwise, she suspected the other woman was right and she would never be approved for adoption—a middle-aged woman, with a mother to care for, and no real knowledge of Judaism. Still, it seemed hard, when Jean had so much love to give.

      As if he sensed their conversation, Isaak turned around, giving them both a sudden, surprising gap-toothed grin before running straight into Jean’s arms. She laughed and swung him up before settling him on her hip, her face filled with pure joy.

      “Well, well, my wee laddie! Aren’t you a bundle?”

      Rosie smiled to see them together, looking so happy, before walking ahead to take the hand of Elsa, the little girl that Isaak had been holding. As the autumn leaves crunched underfoot, she was reminded of how fleeting their time at Calgarth really was. In just a few months, they would all have to let these children go, to forge their own futures.

      And, Rosie acknowledged, she would have to find her own.
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      At the end of September, Rosie and several of the other volunteers took a few dozen of the children to the cinema in Bowness-on-Windermere to see a film. It was a merry and boisterous outing, with them all taking the bus, the children dressed neatly, hair brushed, shoes polished, clearly wanting to make a good impression, just as Dr. Friedmann had said, and very excited to embark on this new adventure. Many of them had never been to the cinema before, or ever seen a moving picture. The bus was full of their excited chatter as it trundled down the lane toward Troutbeck and Bowness beyond.

      Over the last few weeks, Rosie had tried to befriend Frieda a little more, with some limited success. While the girl wasn’t as overtly hostile as she’d once been, and would even thankfully tolerate Rosie sitting next to her during mealtimes or in the art room, she didn’t offer too much conversation and she still seemed to prefer being on her own; all the other girls had long ago learned not to bother with her, which saddened Rosie to see. At mealtimes and out in the yard, Frieda still stood alone, shoulders hunched, arms folded, expression determinedly obdurate. It was heartbreaking.

      A week earlier, Dr. Friedmann had stopped Rosie as she’d been walking to the art room to tell her what he’d learned of Frieda’s family.

      “I have written to the university in Katowice,” he’d said, “and received an initial response. It turns out that your Frieda is not like the other children here,” he’d explained with a small, sorrowful smile. “She is what the Nazis called a Mischlinge—half-Jewish. Her father was a Gentile, that is, not Jewish, and her mother a Jew.”

      “Her father was a… Gentile?” Rosie had exclaimed in surprise. “But Frieda said he had died before the war. She made it sound as if he’d—well, as if he’d been killed by the Nazis.”

      “Yes, it is so.” Dr. Friedmann had nodded soberly. “He first worked in Dresden, where he was pressured by the university to divorce his wife after the race laws were passed in 1936, because she was Jewish. It often happened that way, and many of those married to Jews did divorce, quietly, deciding it was safer for both of them to do so. Frieda’s father, however, refused, and not only that, he issued a statement against such a policy at the university.” He’d shaken his head in regret. “A truly courageous act, but perhaps a foolhardy one. In any case, it caused him to be sent to a camp—not a concentration camp like during the war, not as bad as that, but one for political prisoners. Still, not a good place.” He’d paused then, his face drawn in somber lines, and Rosie had recalled that Dr. Friedmann himself had been in such a camp before the war; half his face was paralyzed as a result. Not a nice place, indeed. “When he was released, he took a position in Katowice,” the doctor had resumed. “I suppose he thought he would be safe there, out of Germany, but his health had been compromised. Weakened, you understand, with a bad chest. He died two years later, I’m afraid.”

      “That’s so sad,” Rosie had said quietly. How old would have Frieda been then? she wondered. Five, six? Far, far too young to lose her father.

      “Indeed. I imagine it must have been very hard for Frieda—both to lose her father, and then to live in Katowice as the daughter of a Jew, without the protection of her Gentile parent. Frieda, her mother, and little sister were all sent to a camp sometime during the war—maybe 1942, 1943. Auschwitz, it was.”

      “Auschwitz…” Rosie’s stomach had cramped at the mere mention of the place. Auschwitz was the concentration camp that everyone had heard of, that had been in all the papers, with the stark photographs—the dreaded gate, the corpses stacked like firewood, the skeletal survivors, every rib able to be counted. Others had been in the papers, too, of course, but that was the one whose name kept coming up, a place of horror and death. Frieda had been there, and as a child… with her sister. What had happened to her sister? She had been adamant her mother had died, but perhaps not so certain about her sister. Had they been separated?

      Dr. Friedmann had nodded soberly, understanding Rosie’s distress at the mention of the notorious camp. “When it was liberated in January 1945, Frieda was put into a DP camp by herself. I think her mother and sister are almost certainly dead, although we cannot know for sure. Her father had a sister in Dresden, a Gentile, of course, but I do not know any more than that. Perhaps she is alive, perhaps not. The Red Cross will try to contact her, if they can.” He’d laid a hand on Rosie’s arm, as if to console her, but she, Rosie had thought sorrowfully, was not the one who needed consoling. “She is almost certainly all alone in the world, unless this aunt can be found.”

      “But Frieda didn’t even write the name of the aunt down,” Rosie had whispered. Why?

      Dr. Friedmann had shrugged, spreading his hands. “Perhaps she did not know her very well.”

      “Even so…”

      “I cannot give an answer,” the doctor had told her. “But in any case, the Red Cross will do its best to find the aunt—if she can be found. That is all we can hope for.”

      “And if she isn’t found?”

      “Then another suitable situation will be.” Dr. Friedmann had given her a look of both sympathy and warning. “We have these children in our care for only a short time, Miss Lyman. We can do our best to give them joy, and healing, and kindness, but that is all. At the end of their time here, they will go on—to lead full and interesting lives, I hope, just as you and I will.”

      “Yes,” Rosie had murmured, knowing she had no choice but to agree. She’d felt a little chastised, although she wasn’t sure why. Dr. Friedmann had encouraged her interest in Frieda; was he now cautioning her not to care too much out of kindness, or more of a warning? In any case, Frieda herself would see to that, Rosie had thought wryly, with her determined unfriendliness!

      And yet she did care. Why hadn’t Frieda written a single name down? The question bothered Rosie, like a splinter in her finger, a stone in her shoe. Every other child at Calgarth had written down the names of anyone—anyone at all—whom they remembered, who might remember them. Aunts, uncles, cousins, second cousins, distant relations, even old, half-forgotten teachers, or neighbors. They’d made desperate lists, longing to find just one person who knew and remembered them, who could say yes, I know you. I care what happens to you. And yet Frieda, and Frieda alone, had refused to write a single name.

      Why?

      It was a question that felt pressing, urgent, and yet Rosie knew it wasn’t necessarily hers to answer. Frieda might know why she’d refused to write any names down, but that didn’t mean Rosie did, or should, or should even guess. She didn’t want to pry into the girl’s affairs, and yet she was desperate to help, if only she knew how.

      At the end of their conversation, Dr. Friedmann had assured Rosie he would continue with his investigations, and see if he could discover whether Frieda’s mother or sister, at least, were alive, along with the unknown aunt.

      “Thank you, Doctor,” Rosie had said, and he had smiled wryly.

      “Have you made any progress with Frieda herself?”

      “Not really,” Rosie had admitted, “but I keep trying.”

      “Good. That is all you can do, and you must continue to do it for as long as Frieda remains here,” the doctor had said, and Rosie had been heartened by his further encouragement. If only she could break through Frieda’s reticence, her surly silence…

      It had yet to happen, but surely that didn’t mean it couldn’t?

      

      Frieda was one of the children going to the cinema, much to Rosie’s surprise. The girl had not taken part in any social outings before, preferring to stay on the estate, but for some unknown reason, she’d agreed to attend the cinema, perhaps due to someone or other’s cajoling, or maybe simply out of boredom, or perhaps because she liked moving pictures. In any case, Rosie was glad, especially as it gave her the excuse to sit next to her on the bus ride into town.

      The bus was full of noisy chatter, stuffy enough that despite the decidedly brisk weather, they had all taken off their coats and put them under their seats.

      “Have you been to the cinema before?” Rosie asked as the bus drove through Troutbeck, and Frieda gave her a rather withering look.

      “Yes, back home, before the war, when I was small.” She pressed her lips together and looked away, clearly not wanting to say anything more.

      “I remember one of the first times I went to the pictures,” Rosie said, refusing to be discouraged by Frieda’s responses, or lack thereof. “When I was seven, in California, back in the United States. I’m sure I must have gone before, but I can’t remember. But I remember that day. It was in a special theater, all decorated like it was in China.”

      Frieda did not bother to reply, and Rosie fell silent, lost for a moment in the memory of the happy months she’d spent in California as a child with her brother Jamie, her mother, and her Aunt Gracie, all for her brother’s health. She remembered the theater shaped like a pagoda, the footprints of famous people preserved in the concrete sidewalk outside, the excitement she and Jamie had felt about it all. They’d had banana splits at some fancy hotel afterwards, Rosie recalled.

      It felt as if it had all happened to someone else a million years ago, like a fuzzy image on a screen or a photograph blurred by time, and yet it still gave her a pang of homesickness, a lurch of longing for the life she’d once known, the people she still loved.

      She hadn’t seen her parents in nearly two years, and even before then, it had only been for a day or two at a time, months apart. She hadn’t seen them properly since February 1942, she realised, when she’d started her basic training, and she’d only seen her brother a handful of times when they’d both been stationed in England. When would she next see them all?

      She glanced back at Frieda, who would never see her family again, unless this aunt or some other distant relation could be found. What would happen to her if they couldn’t? Dr. Friedmann had not been particularly forthcoming on the matter. Would Frieda be adopted the way the little ones were likely to be, or would she be considered too old for that? She was too young, surely, to go to a hostel like the older teens, to learn a trade, and yet something would have to be done.

      Frieda had turned toward the window. Her arms were folded, her expression closed. Rosie struggled to think of something to say, wishing this were easier. Then Frieda shifted in her seat, and Rosie saw a flash of livid red on the inside of her elbow.

      “Frieda, you’ve hurt yourself!” she exclaimed, and the girl turned to shoot her a dark look.

      “I haven’t.”

      “Your elbow—” Rosie persisted, genuinely concerned, and Frieda scowled.

      “I haven’t,” she repeated, fiercely this time, and turned back to the window, hunching her shoulders.

      Rosie fell silent. She’d seen the patch of reddened skin again as Frieda had moved, and it looked sore and swollen, maybe even infected. It didn’t look like an old wound, like one of the many scars various children had from their time in the camps, but something new and painful. What was it, and why was Frieda pretending it wasn’t there?

      Rosie knew she wouldn’t press the point, and yet she wondered. Had one of the girls hurt her somehow? Was she being teased or bullied and that was why she kept to herself? Rosie had seen fights occasionally break out among the boys when things got heated on the football pitch or elsewhere; it was usually one of the Polish volunteers who waded in and gently but firmly pushed them apart. She’d seen Leon Rosenblat do it, his face drawn in serious lines as he spoke to each boy in turn, his arm around their shoulders, until they nodded, smiled and then made up.

      But were such things happening among the girls, as well? She hadn’t seen any evidence of it, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. Or, Rosie wondered sadly, was it really just that Frieda didn’t want to talk to her about it, or anything? No matter what encouragement Dr. Friedmann had given her, maybe she really should stop trying with this girl.

      She didn’t try to engage Frieda in any conversation for the rest of the bus trip, which seemed to suit her. She spent the remainder of the journey staring determinedly out the window and acting as if Rosie didn’t exist at all. Rosie looked out the other window, doing her best to enjoy the rolling fells, now gray-green under the misting drizzle as the other children continued to chat and laugh; a few boys got in a tussle in the backseat, and Leon Rosenblat rose to sort them out with a quick word.

      His gaze met Rosie’s as he returned to his seat, with that now familiar jolt, but before she could think to venture a smile, he looked away again, quickly. She wondered whether he would ever be friendly with her. For a moment, outside Dr. Friedmann’s office, she’d hoped so, but now he seemed as cool as ever. Perhaps she should try to make an effort with him, just as she was with Frieda, even if she doubted the success of such an endeavor.

      Getting all the children off the bus in front of the Royalty Theatre in Bowness was a noisy and confusing affair, as many of the children hadn’t been to a cinema before and were very excited simply to enter such a grand venue, never mind actually see a film. Then there was the matter of tickets and, of course, the sweets and bags of popcorn that they were all eager to try; Rosie had learned that popcorn had only been recently introduced to British theaters by the Americans during the war. Judging by their shouts of enthusiasm, the children loved it, although they seemed to enjoy throwing the kernels at each other as much as eating them. Fortunately, the other members of the audience didn’t seem to mind; one woman stopped Rosie to tell her it was heartening to see the children enjoying themselves after what had happened to them during the war. Rosie had encountered this kindly attitude before among the locals, and was grateful for it, especially when the popcorn was flying through the air, with one piece hitting a man right in the middle of his forehead.

      By the time Rosie found her seat at the end of the row, she felt a little frazzled by all the commotion, and grateful for an hour of two of peaceful quiet as the film started. Her gaze moved over the rows of children, looking instinctively, as always, for Frieda, and making sure she was all right, even if she was seated by herself.

      As Rosie counted heads and listed names, however, she realized she could not find Frieda among their number. She frowned, leaning forward in her seat, squinting into the darkness. The newsreel had started with a segment on the recent victories in Japan as well as the rebuilding of Germany, and the children fell silent. Some of them looked stricken to see the pictures of Germany reduced to rubble, footage of a line of German women handing each other pails of broken-up concrete, smiling with a desperate fervor for the camera.

      Rosie was distracted for a moment by the sight; she’d seen plenty of bombed-out buildings in London, and from the newsreel, it seemed Germany had fared even worse. All this ruin and suffering, she thought, and for what? She thought of her mother’s friend Ruby telling her how pointless the first war had felt, yet this too felt pointless, and worse, evil. Could there be a worse combination? It gave her a swamping sense of futility, that so much horror had happened, and even in her own small way, with one little girl, she could neither combat nor ameliorate it.

      Fortunately, the film started then, with a burst of music that made everyone cheer, and a few more kernels of popcorn sailed through the air as the children straightened in their seats, gazing intently at the screen. Rosie resumed looking for Frieda; the light from the film sent moving shadows along the children’s rapt faces, but she couldn’t see the girl’s. Where was she? She’d come into the theater, Rosie was sure of it, although she’d refused any popcorn or sweets, which had been offered for free by the kindly proprietor.

      As quietly and unobtrusively as she could, Rosie rose and began hunting among the seats, looking for Frieda.

      Leon Rosenblat, sitting on the end of an aisle, caught her eye and frowned in inquiry.

      “Sorry,” Rosie mouthed, and kept looking. She was conscious of Leon’s curious and possibly annoyed gaze on her as she moved through the aisles, blocking the children’s view, whispering sorry again and again. She felt her cheeks flush as she realized she was making a scene, but she kept looking anyway, determined to find Frieda… except, after a few tense minutes, it became clear she wasn’t in the theater at all.

      Whispering another apology, Rosie hurried out into the foyer, which was empty, save for a girl cleaning up the popcorn that had spilled when the children had all been herded into the theater.

      “Have you seen a girl?” Rosie asked her. “She came with our group, she’s about twelve, rather slight, with dark hair kept back in a plait.”

      Wordlessly, bent over her broom, the girl shook her head.

      Rosie checked the ladies’ and the coatroom, just in case. They were both empty. As she stood in the foyer, she felt a wave of helplessness wash over her, and worse, of fear.

      It was obvious Frieda was gone.
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      What on earth should she do? Rosie stood in the foyer in a welter of indecision. She knew what Dr. Friedmann would say; give Frieda the freedom she craved. He was insistent that the children be subject to as few rules as possible, and if she would rather wander around Bowness than see a film, well, what of it? It was a small town, a safe place, and Frieda would come back when she chose.

      Rosie couldn’t agree with that attitude, however, at least not when it came to Frieda. A big, strapping lad of fifteen or sixteen, yes, he would most likely be all right walking around here by himself, but Frieda was young, small and slight and most decidedly vulnerable. Rosie hated to think of her wandering about on her own, who knew where or why, but she was also afraid she’d pushed in enough. Maybe it would be better for Frieda to let her be.

      “Is something wrong?”

      Rosie turned to see Leon Rosenblat coming through the theater doors, his face drawn, as ever, into a frown, although she thought the look in his eyes was one of concern rather than condemnation.

      “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Frieda, the young girl I was sitting next to on the bus, isn’t in the theater.”

      Leon’s frown deepened. “Where is she, then?”

      “I don’t know. I think she must have left here completely.” Rosie shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know where she’s gone.”

      Leon continued to frown as he glanced around the foyer, almost as if he were expecting Frieda to pop up from behind the popcorn machine.

      The girl who had been sweeping up the spilled kernels dumped them in the bin before retreating to the ticket booth.

      “Do you think I should go and look for her?” Rosie asked.

      Leon turned to face her. Rosie felt slightly jolted by the intensity of his expression, the golden glints in his eyes that she remembered from before blazing all the more brightly. She felt a ripple of feeling go through her, and she wasn’t quite sure what it was.

      “Was she distressed about something?” he asked. “Angry, perhaps?”

      “No more than she usually is, I should think.” Leon pursed his lips and Rosie continued in a hurry, “And just in case you’re thinking I’m being presumptuous, saying she is often angry or something like that, the truth is, she is. Which is why I’m worried about her.”

      Leon’s thoughtful frown turned to an expression of confusion. “Why would I—”

      “Oh, never mind,” Rosie interjected hurriedly. She feared she might have given a bit too much away with her last remark. “Do you think we should look for her?” Belatedly, she realized the assumption she’d made, in saying we, and yet she also knew she didn’t want to handle this by herself. “I can, I mean,” she amended quickly, even though she’d really rather not have. “I just didn’t want to… interfere. You know how Dr. Friedmann wants them to have as much freedom as possible.”

      “Yes, that is true.” Leon shook his head slowly, still frowning. “I think perhaps you are best placed to decide if Frieda should be found or not. You seem to know the girl better than anyone. I’m afraid I cannot even place her in my mind.”

      “That’s because she always keeps to herself.” To her embarrassment, Rosie realized she was, quite suddenly, near tears. “She doesn’t chat or laugh with anyone at Calgarth. But the truth is, I don’t know her at all. I’ve tried, but I haven’t been very successful. I wish I had been.”

      Leon looked at her seriously, his eyes dark and so very intent. There was a softness to his expression that made Rosie feel as if he cared, at least about where Frieda was. “Do you think she should be left alone,” he asked, “or would it better if she were found?”

      Rosie hesitated and then said as firmly as she could manage, “I think she should be found.”

      “Then we will look for her,” Leon replied simply, “and we will find her.”

      The quiet certainty of his statement both heartened and humbled her. It was, she realized, exactly what she’d hoped to hear.

      “What about the other children?” she asked.

      Leon smiled faintly. “There is at least another hour left of the film, and they are all completely—what is the word?”

      He paused, and Rosie suggested, “Spellbound?”

      “Something like that, I think, yes.” He let out a small, rusty-sounding chuckle, and she realized it was the first time she’d heard him laugh. It sounded as if he did not laugh very often, like a creaky door or a rusted spring that received little use. “Besides, there are the other volunteers to watch over them.” He nodded toward the doors to the street. “Should we go?”

      Gratified by his willingness, Rosie headed outside, followed by Leon. They stood in the street under a dark, drizzling sky. The air smelled of rain and coal smoke, and Lake Road was empty of pedestrians. Rosie had no idea where Frieda could have gone; Bowness-on-Windermere was not a particularly large town, but it was certainly big enough for a child to get lost in, should she so desire… or even if she didn’t.

      Leon looked up and down the road, scratching his head. “I suppose,” he said, “she could be anywhere.”

      “Yes.” Rosie tried not to sound as despondent as she felt. “Most likely, she just wanted to be alone.”

      “So where would you go, if you wanted to be alone?” Leon asked, turning to look at her. The seriousness of his expression gave the question a feeling of intimacy that Rosie knew it did not possess.

      “I suppose I would go to the lake,” she answered slowly. “And I think that’s where Frieda would go, too.”

      He squinted into the distance. “How close are we to the lake here?”

      Rosie shrugged. “Half a mile, perhaps? We drove past it, on the way.”

      “Perhaps you should go to the lake,” Leon decided, “and I will look through the town, just in case she is there.”

      It seemed a wise idea, although Rosie had been hoping to stay together, even if she wasn’t sure why. This was the first time Leon Rosenblat had been anything even close to friendly to her, and she was very grateful for his kindness.

      “Very well,” she said. “Shall we meet back at the Royalty before the film is finished—in an hour?”

      “Yes, in an hour.”

      As Rosie set off down Lake Road, the rain misting her face and hair, she wondered if she’d find Frieda at all. The lake was a good ten-minute walk away, across the main road. Would Frieda really venture that far? And even if she did find her, what would she say? Every time she tried to reach Frieda, she felt as if she got a little nearer, but still fell lamentably short. Would this time be the one where she finally got close to Frieda? Rosie knew she kept hoping so, but now she wondered if there wouldn’t be any big breakthroughs, just a careful inching forward, step by laborious step. Maybe that was all anyone could hope for; maybe it could be enough.

      Windermere swept out in a long, slate-colored stretch of water under a sky like a blank canvas, the color of pewter. The wind coming off it was chilly, and Rosie tried not to shiver. It was far more exposed here than the wooded stretch of shoreline by the Calgarth Estate. She couldn’t see Frieda anywhere along the lakeside, and she realized she might have been ridiculously hopeful to think she’d find her at the lake the way she had last time. Had she been thinking they would sit by the water again and have a nice, cozy chat?

      Annoyed with herself, with her absurd hopefulness, Rosie began to turn away from the water, only to stop at a blur of movement in the corner of her eye.

      She turned, squinting out at the water, and with a jolt of pure alarm, actual fear, she realized Frieda wasn’t by the lake… she was in the lake. Waist deep, walking purposefully deeper, step by agonizing step, her chin lifted at that determined angle as she stared straight ahead.

      “Frieda!” Rosie started running, shedding her coat and shoes as she went, her heart thudding with anxiety, while Frieda waded in deeper, her arms wrapped around her body, as if she were steeling herself. “Frieda,” Rosie called again, and this time the girl turned back to give her a surprised, frightened look. The water had to be freezing—and deep. Why on earth was Frieda wading in, fully clothed, as if she was going somewhere?

      Rosie was all too afraid she knew why.

      Thanks to her years on Amherst Island, she was a strong swimmer, and she plunged into the water without a thought, shocked by its coldness but determined to reach Frieda, who had waded in deeper now, nearly all the way up to her neck. Could she even swim? Although many of the boys had swum and played in the water back at Calgarth, the girls and younger children had been less sure of the deep and cold waters of the lake; some had been scared even to go in up to their ankles. Rosie didn’t think she’d ever seen Frieda in the water before, and certainly not like this, fully dressed, wading out, ever deeper…

      “Frieda, stop!” she called as she kept going, the water soaking her right through, making her shiver. “Stop, please. Why are you doing this? You’ll catch your death of cold—”

      “Leave me alone!” Frieda cried, her voice high and thin, the voice of a frightened child. She turned back to look at Rosie, her face pale, lips bloodless. She had to be utterly freezing.

      “Frieda, what are you doing?” Rosie demanded desperately. “Let me help you!” She waded in a bit farther, knowing that she didn’t have the strength to drag Frieda back to shore by herself, not unless she wanted to go with her. “Can you swim?” she asked and, looking miserable, Frieda shook her head.

      “I… I didn’t mean to go in so far,” she confessed in a small voice. “I just wanted to—” She never finished that sentence for she lost her footing and with a sudden scream she began flailing in the water, arms windmilling helplessly. “Rosie, help!” she cried, and as she plunged through the water, taking several long, sure strokes, Rosie realized it was the first time Frieda had used her name.

      She reached her in just a few seconds, one hand hauling at the back of her jumper, the other wrapped around her ribs as she kicked desperately back to shore, until she could find her footing. It was only a dozen feet or so, but in the cold water, with the weight of the girl in her arms, it felt like forever. With immense effort, Rosie managed to drag Frieda onto the rocky shore, where they both collapsed, choking and sputtering as the rain continued to drizzle down.

      For a few minutes, neither of them could speak, and then Frieda managed to roll onto her hands and knees, still gasping, before, to Rosie’s amazement, she struggled up to her feet and starting walking down the shore, back to the road.

      “Frieda, wait!” Rosie called, an exasperated, exhausted plea. The girl was amazingly, immensely stubborn. “Don’t just run off, please! You’re soaking wet, for a start.”

      Frieda turned back to her, arms folded, shivering visibly. “So?” she demanded, and her voice trembled.

      “You can wear my coat, at least. It’s still dry.” Rosie heaved herself up from the shore. Her heart was thundering in her chest, and her body felt strangely leaden, every movement laborious, her head fuzzy from fatigue. “You ought to take your jumper off, as well,” she told Frieda. “Did you leave your coat at the theater?”

      Wordlessly, Frieda nodded. She was shivering uncontrollably now, her arms folded and her head tucked low, her hair in dark, wet strands like seaweed, sticking to her cheeks.

      “Here.” Rosie helped Frieda off with the soaking jumper, and then put her coat around her shoulders, wrapping it around her shivering form as best as she could. “We should head back to the theater. The film will be over soon. People will be wondering where you are.”

      Frieda looked as if she wanted to resist even that, and then she burst out suddenly, “Why did you come to look for me?”

      “Because I was worried,” Rosie replied honestly, “and… I care about you.”

      “Care…!” Frieda made a scoffing sound as she looked away.

      “I do,” Rosie repeated. The effort of swimming in the freezing water, or perhaps the emotion of seeing and saving Frieda from it, compelled her to a deeper and more reckless honesty than ever before. “I don’t know why I do, but I do. Perhaps because you remind me of myself, a little bit.”

      Frieda looked surprised, and a bit skeptical. “Of you?”

      “Yes, of me, but… oh, I’ll have to explain it to you another time,” Rosie said with a shake of her head. Frieda’s lips were turning blue, and she was shaking like a veritable leaf, the coat sliding off her trembling shoulders. “We’ll both catch the flu if we stay out here in our soaking clothes for much longer. Let’s head back and try to dry off a bit.” Although Rosie wasn’t sure how they would get dry; neither of them had any spare clothes with them.

      They started back to the town in silence, but it wasn’t, Rosie thought, or at least hoped, a hostile one. Perhaps this had been the breakthrough she’d been longing for, and yet… why had Frieda waded into the lake like that? It was an alarming question to consider, and one whose answer Rosie feared she knew.

      As they came down Lake Road, a kindly looking woman wielding a broom and wearing a pinafore poked her head out of a teashop. “Goodness, what happened to the pair of you? Did you fall in?”

      Rosie glanced at Frieda, who shot her an uncertain, fearful look. “Yes, we fell in,” she replied. “You wouldn’t happen to have a blanket we could borrow?”

      “Come in, come in.” The woman waved them toward the empty shop. “I can’t have you walking down the street like that, you’ll catch your deaths!” She glanced kindly at Frieda. “Are you one of the Windermere children?”

      Frieda stiffened, saying nothing, and Rosie replied, “We’re from the Calgarth Estate, yes.”

      “Ah, I thought so,” the woman said. “I’m Mary Barwise and I run this place. Come in and set yourself down. I’m sure you could do with a cuppa.”

      Rosie hesitated, for the film would be ending soon, but then she decided this was exactly what they both needed. They had another quarter of an hour or so before the children would be getting back on the bus, and they could both certainly use a bit of warming up.

      As Mary Barwise bustled about, getting their tea, Frieda shot Rosie another uncertain look. “Why did you go into the water after me?”

      Rosie gave her a bemused glance. “Why do you think I did, Frieda? The same reason why I went to look for you. Because I wanted to help you.”

      Frieda shook her head. “You should have left me,” she whispered.

      Rosie rested her hand on Frieda’s cold one. “Please don’t say that,” she said quietly. “Whatever is troubling you, Frieda, whatever sorrows you’ve faced…” She swallowed hard. “You don’t need to do something like that.”

      Frieda pulled her hand from Rosie’s as she huddled into her coat. “I was just seeing how deep the lake was,” she said in a low voice, looking away.

      Mary Barwise came back, not only with tea but a plate of warm buttered scones, and spare sets of clothing for both Rosie and Frieda.

      “The skirt and blouse might be a bit big for the girl,” she told Rosie, “but they’re clean and serviceable.”

      “I can’t take your clothes—” Rosie protested, for she knew how precious such things were in these days of rationing and clothing coupons.

      “You can return them when you’re back in Bowness,” Mary replied firmly. “They belonged to my daughter, and she’s down in London now, so I won’t be needing them anytime soon. You can change back in the kitchen, it’s private.”

      A few minutes later, Rosie and Frieda had both changed into dry clothes, the skirt and blouse hanging off Frieda, and Mary had kindly hung up their wet things by the stove. They drank their tea and ate their scones gratefully; Rosie was both touched and humbled by a stranger’s kindness.

      “We should get back to the others,” she told Mary when they’d finished. “I can’t tell you how thankful I am for your generosity. I think we might have both come down with something dreadful if we hadn’t changed out of our wet things.”

      “It’s the least anybody can do,” Mary replied, “especially, considering…” Her face full of sympathy, she nodded toward Frieda, who quickly looked away. “Here are your wet things.” Still damp, the clothes were wrapped in newspaper. “God bless you both.”

      By the time they returned to the Royalty Theatre, the other children were milling around outside, waiting for the bus. Leon caught sight of them almost immediately, and started forward, a smile splitting his face. He looked, Rosie thought, so much kinder when he smiled, and so much more approachable. Her heart gave a strange little flutter.

      “Ah, she is found!” His smile dropped away as he took in their wet hair and clothes. “What on earth happened? Did you… did you fall into the lake, Frieda?”

      Frieda glanced at Rosie, and in that second’s silence, Rosie saw a flash of understanding cross Leon’s face and he frowned, a tension bracketing his mouth and scoring a deep line between his eyes as he gazed unhappily at Frieda.

      “Yes, she fell into the lake,” Rosie replied, having no idea if it was the right thing to say or not. It was one thing to say it to another stranger; another to someone like Leon. She didn’t like to lie, and she wasn’t at all sure she should have.

      “Rosie rescued me,” Frieda added, and Rosie turned to her in surprise, her heart flooding with gratitude at the simple, seemingly heartfelt statement.

      Leon glanced between them, looking even more tense and unhappy, the affability he’d had moments ago completely vanished. “Thank goodness for that,” he finally replied quietly.
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      Rosie and Frieda didn’t speak as they climbed onto the bus with the other children, who were excitedly jabbering about the film they’d just seen. Now that it was all over, Rosie realized how shaken she felt by the entire episode, trembling inwardly as she remembered seeing Frieda in the lake, yet also feeling strangely leaden inside. Despite the dry clothes, Frieda was still shivering beside her.

      “I hope you don’t catch a chill,” Rosie remarked in concern, and Frieda did not reply for a moment.

      “I wasn’t… I wasn’t going to do anything bad,” she finally said, her voice so low Rosie strained to hear it. “That’s not why I went in the lake.”

      Rosie rested her hand on the girl’s arm. “Why did you go into the lake, Frieda?” she asked gently.

      She shrugged, looking away. “I… I don’t know. I just wanted not to feel, for a little while. Not to feel anything. The water was so cold… it made me feel—I don’t know the word.” She screwed up her forehead in thought. “Empty, maybe. I liked it.” She turned back to look at Rosie, her expression both anxious and fierce, dark eyebrows drawn together as she nibbled her lip. “Does that sound strange?”

      “No,” Rosie replied quietly. “It doesn’t sound strange at all.”

      “Really?” Frieda looked at her almost hungrily, as if she longed to believe what Rosie had said, as if it made a difference… and maybe, amazingly, it did.

      Rosie nodded, smiling, although she felt terribly sad, both for Frieda and for herself. “No,” she told her, “it really doesn’t.”

      “You won’t… tell anyone about what happened, will you?” Frieda asked, and Rosie hesitated. Frieda plucked at her sleeve. “Bitte,” she said, desperation edging her voice in a way Rosie had never heard before, not even when she’d been in the lake, asking her to help her. “Please.”

      “Why don’t you want anyone to know, Frieda?” Rosie asked, putting her hand over hers once more.

      “Because they might think I… I need help. Some of the children have been sent away—”

      “That was for tuberculosis,” Rosie replied gently. “A contagious disease that must be treated in a sanitorium.”

      “Still.” Frieda’s eyes were full of worry as she nibbled her lip again, leaving a reddened mark on the tender skin. “I do not want to be sent away.”

      Would she be sent away if Dr. Friedmann believed she’d tried to harm herself? Rosie didn’t know the answer to that question, but she hoped the doctor would be understanding.

      “Do you like it here so much, then?” she asked with what she hoped was an encouraging smile.

      “It is better than anywhere I have been before,” Frieda replied honestly, and Rosie nodded slowly.

      “Why don’t you try to get to know the other girls?” she asked.

      Frieda’s expression closed up, and she looked away, toward the window, her lower lip jutting out stubbornly.

      Rosie felt as if any advantage she’d had, any hope of confidences being shared, was slipping away, and yet she felt she had to persist. “Wouldn’t you be happier here, Frieda, if you could make some friends? I’m sure they would want to get to know you, if you let them.”

      Frieda gave a little, determined shake of her head, her gaze still averted.

      Reluctantly, Rosie decided to leave it, at least for now. They were almost back at the estate, anyway. “I have a responsibility to Dr. Friedmann, to tell him anything of concern,” she said instead, keeping her voice gentle but firm. “It would be difficult for me to keep this from him, but I don’t think he would ever—”

      She stopped abruptly as Frieda whirled back toward her, all the old hostility visible in her expression, her eyes flashing, her face screwed up in anger. Rosie’s heart sank. “So you will tell,” she practically spat, “and make me go away! And I thought you said you cared about me!”

      “Frieda, I do care about you,” Rosie protested in a low voice. “But I also have a responsibility. Please understand—” Rosie fell silent again as Frieda twisted away from her.

      The bus had pulled up to the main hall of Calgarth Estate, and before anyone else had moved, Frieda was scrambling up, flinging Rosie’s coat back at her before she ran down the aisle and pushed her way out of the bus.

      With a sigh, Rosie slumped against the seat, her damp coat clutched to her. She had no idea what the right thing to do was. She did have a responsibility to tell the doctor, she knew that, but the last thing she wanted to do was betray Frieda’s trust.

      “Is everything all right?”

      Rosie glanced up to see Leon standing by her seat, a look of kindly concern on his face, making his eyes droop in a way Rosie rather liked. It made him look approachable, and in that moment she was very glad for it.

      “I… I don’t know,” she admitted. “I suppose I need to speak with Frieda a bit more.” Somehow, she must find a way forward that she and Frieda could both accept.

      Leon nodded and moved on with some of the boys, and with another sigh, Rosie heaved herself up from her seat. Her head was aching now, and her body still felt leaden and heavy. She longed for a hot bath, but supposed she would have to make do with a cup of tea instead.

      Even that was denied her, however, as she came off the bus and into the hall; Jean was in something of a tizzy because Isaak had been sick after eating too many plums. He was in bed with a poorly tummy, but far worse, he was inconsolable.

      “I’ve never seen him cry so,” Jean told Rosie as she wrung her hands. “It’s as if his heart has broken and I don’t know why. It’s just a stomach ache, after all.”

      “I don’t suppose any of us will know why,” Rosie replied, “considering how little we know about what these children have experienced. The important thing is, I think, that he is comforted.” Seeing how anxious Jean was, she added, “Why don’t you sit with him, Jean? I’ll manage the others.”

      Jean agreed with grateful alacrity and hurried off; Rosie took the coat that Frieda had flung at her in the bus, and hung it over a chair. Five pairs of eyes regarded her solemnly as they sat on a bench, all lined up, Rosie thought, like peas in a pod. She tried to smile at them all, but she really did feel so tired, and her mind was full of Frieda.

      Where had she gone, and did Rosie really need to speak to Dr. Friedmann about the incident at the lake? She still wasn’t sure, and the uncertainty of it all was making her feel as if she was in a ferment. Should she rush off to find Frieda—or Dr. Friedmann? In any case, she couldn’t do either, right now, because she had five children waiting on her.

      “Well, then,” she told the children bracingly. “Now that you’ve had your snack, shall we go to the art room?”

      Not one of them replied, but they scrambled off the bench and one little girl, Iska, slipped her hand into Rosie’s. Smiling down at her, Rosie led the way.

      The art room was empty in the late afternoon, rain streaking down the long windowpanes, the sky already darkening to the color of wet concrete, the yard empty below, devoid of any life save for a few crows pecking on the ground. In the distance, the lake looked flat and gray and forbidding, reminding Rosie of when Frieda had been floundering in its dark depths. A wave of tiredness crashed over her as she turned from the view to fetch pencils and paper, giving each child a sheet.

      One of the children, Daniel, silently pointed to the paint pots on a side table; Rosie had been hoping to avoid the whole palaver of getting the paints out, but with both a sigh and a smile, unable to resist his silent yet plaintive query, she agreed.

      “I suppose we can,” she told the little boy, and she went to retrieve paints and smocks for the children. Soon, they were happily painting or drawing away, their sheets splattered with streaks and blobs of color, as Rosie sat with them, her cheek resting on her hand. Her head ached and she still felt strangely heavy inside, like her limbs were weighing her down. She kept thinking about Frieda.

      Then she felt a tug on her sleeve, and Daniel was pushing a pencil into her hand.

      “Draw,” he said, and Rosie stared at him in surprise. She didn’t think she had ever heard him speak before, and certainly not in English.

      “You want to draw something?” she asked, and he shook his head, pointing first to her, and then to the paper. Rosie let out a little laugh as she took his meaning. “You want me to draw? Goodness. I wouldn’t know how…”

      “Draw!” he said again, this time a command.

      A few of the other children had stopped their own artwork to watch Rosie, clearly wondering what she would do.

      With another little laugh, Rosie sketched a few lines on the paper—a tree, a flower. She glanced at the boy, who, she thought wryly, looked rather unimpressed by her initial attempt.

      “I’m afraid I’m not much of an artist,” she told him, like an apology, and he simply shook his head, now looking stubborn. “Oh, all right, then,” she said at last, laughing a little. If these children could put pencil to paper with such enthusiasm, she supposed she could, as well.

      Quickly, she began sketching in the drawing as best as she could—sun, sky, a few birds winging their way over the lake. An island in the distance, no more than a smudge, a hint of trees. It was all in rudimentary stick figures, a child’s picture that was barely legible, and yet Rosie found herself feeling it—the sun on her face, the wind in her hair, the lake stretched out in front of her in a dazzling sheet of blue touched with gold.

      “Windermere,” one of the children crowed triumphantly, and Rosie looked up from her drawing, blinking the children back into focus. Another word she hadn’t realized they’d known, and yet…

      “Yes, Windermere,” she told them after a second’s pause, smiling as the emotions the picture had brought from within her faded away. “Do you see it? The lake, and the trees?”

      They nodded eagerly, and then Daniel leaned over and began, painstakingly, to draw a few more flowers onto the shoreline, carefully rounding the petals, sketching in the leaves.

      Gently, Rosie touched his head, his hair soft beneath her fingers as a few of the other children watched on. “That’s lovely… lovely,” she murmured. “Such beautiful flowers.”

      He grinned up at her and she smiled back, cherishing the moment and all it meant. This tiny child, who had suffered so much, was drawing a flower. He could look up at her and smile, and it was so simple, and yet so very profound at the same time. It felt important, even sacred—this scribbled pencil drawing a thing of beauty and wonder. Yes, the pain had to come out, but Rosie hadn’t quite realized until that moment that something beautiful could replace it.

      And the funny thing was, she thought as she gathered the papers up a little while later, before taking the children back to the dining hall for their supper, she hadn’t been drawing Windermere at all. She’d been drawing Lake Ontario.

      

      By the time the children had been fed, bathed and tucked up in bed, with Isaak thankfully on the mend and seeming more cheerful with Jean happily sitting next to him, it was getting quite late and Rosie still hadn’t seen Frieda… or Dr. Friedmann. The dining hall had been its usual noisy commotion at mealtime, and though she’d looked for Frieda amidst the melee, she hadn’t been able to see her, and her absence made Rosie feel anxious. What if Frieda had run off again? What if she’d done something worse?

      She had to talk to the doctor, Rosie decided. She couldn’t leave it another moment, even though her head was aching and she felt so tired, all she wanted to do was curl up in a ball and go to sleep.

      Somehow, when the little children were in bed, she made herself head back to the main hall, and the doctor’s office upstairs, but when she knocked on the door, there was no answer.

      “He’s gone to London for a few days, I believe, to speak with the Central British Fund.”

      Rosie turned, recognizing the voice, knowing who would be standing there. Leon, and he looked concerned, his eyes dark and thoughtful.

      “I… see,” she said, after a moment. It felt strangely hard to think, as if her brain was fuzzy. And she was still so tired…

      “Did you need to see him about something important? I have come to turn the lights off in the hall.”

      “I… I wanted to talk to him about Frieda.”

      Leon took a step closer to her as he nodded, the corners of his mouth pulled down into a frown of concern. “Yes, I wondered if you might. She seemed distressed earlier?”

      “Have you seen her?” Rosie asked anxiously. “Is she upset still—”

      Leon shook his head. “I have not seen her since the trip to the theater. But she seemed distressed when she was getting off the bus. That is what I meant.”

      “Yes, she was, but…” Rosie shook her head wearily. “I don’t know what has happened since then. I need to find her, make sure she’s all right.” Her stomach was swirling with nerves. She should have found Frieda hours ago, rather than be distracted by the little children and their needs, important as those were.

      She started to walk past Leon, but then he caught at her sleeve.

      “All the children will be in their rooms now,” he told her, his tone surprisingly gentle. “It is late. You can see if Frieda is there, but I am sure she must be. There is always a check before their lights are turned off, to make sure they are in their beds. If she wasn’t there, someone would have noticed.”

      “Still,” Rosie persisted, and then found herself swaying slightly on her feet. She threw a hand out to the wall to balance herself.

      Leon looked at her in concern. “I will check, if you like. I think perhaps you need to sit down and have a cup of tea. It has been a trying day, perhaps. The cold water…” For a second, it almost seemed as if he was resisting a shudder, but then he straightened with a small, sad smile. “It is very hard to endure.”

      “Yes, but—”

      “Come.”

      Without waiting for her reply, he steered her down the hallway, one hand on her elbow, toward the dining hall, and then sat her down at a table, and fetched her a cup of tea, and all the while, Rosie simply let herself be led like a child, grateful that, for a few moments, someone else was in charge.

      She sat and sipped her tea, thankful to have it, and hoping her head would clear so she could think properly. She’d check on Frieda herself, she thought, and then make sure to talk to her in the morning…

      When Leon returned a few minutes later, he was smiling faintly, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “I have been assured Frieda is asleep in bed,” he told her. “So I am glad to say that whatever concerns you have shall keep for another day.”

      “Thank you,” Rosie replied, her tone heartfelt. “Although, the truth is,” she confessed, “I still don’t know what to do.”

      “About Frieda?” Leon sat opposite her, his hands folded on the table, his expression alert and thoughtful. When he wasn’t scowling, Rosie thought, he really did look kind, even gentle, his dark eyes drooping slightly at the corners, those full lips upturned into a faint, inquisitive smile. She had a sudden urge to confide in him, which seemed odd, since for weeks now she’d been so sure he hadn’t liked her—and she hadn’t particularly liked him either, although, she realized with a pang of awareness, she’d wanted to like him. And she’d wanted him to like her. The realization was unsettling, and she did her best to push it away.

      “Yes, about Frieda,” she confirmed, and then as Leon waited, his head cocked slightly to one side, she confessed in a rush, “She didn’t fall into the lake. She… she went in on purpose.”

      Leon did not look shocked by this surprising admission; rather, he seemed sorrowfully unsurprised as he nodded slowly in acceptance. “Not for a swim, then,” he clarified quietly, and Rosie shook her head.

      “No, not for a swim.” They were both silent for a moment, absorbing this terrible fact, and then Rosie continued hesitantly, “She told me she wasn’t trying to… to harm herself, in that way. She just wanted to be… empty, she said. Not to feel… anything, I suppose, except a sort of numbness. And I… I understood that.”

      The look Leon gave her was both surprised and assessing, his eyes narrowing slightly. “Did you?”

      “Yes,” Rosie replied, lifting her chin a little, bracing herself for his incredulity, or perhaps even his scorn. “I did.”

      But neither the incredulity nor the scorn came, only a small, sad smile. “Well,” Leon replied after a moment, his voice soft and sorrowful, “I suppose I can understand that feeling as well.”

      The admission shouldn’t have surprised her, considering what he must have endured at the camps, far more than she’d ever had to, certainly, but somehow it did.

      She looked down at the table. “I’m sure you can,” she murmured. “I didn’t mean to imply that I… that somehow I was…”

      “You didn’t,” Leon assured her, although Rosie wasn’t entirely sure what she’d been trying to say. In any case, she couldn’t get into all that now, not with Leon. They had to focus on Frieda.

      “The important thing is,” she resumed, “that Frieda wasn’t… well, you know.” It didn’t feel right to name it, somehow. “And she asked me not to tell anyone about what happened, because she was afraid she might be sent away.”

      Leon gazed at her thoughtfully. “And yet you’ve told me.”

      Rosie drew back, stung by the seeming accusation, wondering if she’d been imagining his kindness and understanding. “And you think I shouldn’t have?” she asked, unable to hide the hurt from her voice.

      “No, no, I didn’t mean that.” The smile Leon gave her was surprisingly rueful. “I feel as if we have been at—what do you call it?” He frowned in thought. “At… opposite ends?”

      “At odds, you mean,” Rosie said, smiling a little herself, and he smiled and nodded in return.

      “Ah, yes. Yes. At odds. Since that first night.”

      Rosie flushed and ducked her head. She hadn’t expected him to state it outright; she wasn’t even sure he’d noticed. “Perhaps we have,” she agreed. “I know I spoke clumsily then—”

      “No, no, it was I who spoke out of turn.” Leon gave her an abashed smile. “I was nervous and afraid, and it all seemed very strange, to be here, with the children. I did not know what to expect and it made me… sharp, I think.”

      “That’s understandable,” Rosie replied quietly. She could only imagine how unsettling it must have been, to arrive in the dark, to not know anyone and yet be at their complete mercy. She was glad, that they might now be finally putting those awkward interactions behind them, perhaps even forming a friendship of their own… but there was still Frieda to consider. “What should I do?” she asked Leon. “Should I tell Dr. Friedmann about what happened back at the lake?”

      “I think you could, and it would not go badly for Frieda,” he replied slowly, his forehead furrowed in thought. “She would not be sent away, I am certain of that.”

      “How can you be so sure?”

      “Because this is the safest place for her,” Leon replied simply. “It would take a very great threat of danger for Dr. Friedmann to send any child away from here before he had to. He knows how unsettling it would be for them, to be moved on in such a way.”

      “And yet they will be moved on, as you say, in a few months’ time, won’t they?”

      “Yes, but they know that. They will be ready for it, and they will receive support. It is part of their journey and they understand that.”

      “Yes, I suppose so.” Rosie still felt heavy inside at the thought of that day, coming ever closer. “Thank you,” she told Leon. “For listening.” She realized she definitely felt better about the whole thing, and she was glad she’d confided in him. “I think I will tell Dr. Friedmann, then, when he returns. It feels wrong not to, somehow.”

      “Yes, I can see that.”

      “I suppose I should get to bed,” Rosie told him with a small sigh. “It’s been quite a day, and I’m afraid my head is aching abominably.” When she wasn’t thinking about Frieda, she realized how tired and ill she actually felt, every movement difficult, as if she was swimming through thick soup.

      “A swim in the lake at this time of year is not advisable, I suppose,” he said, and although his voice was light, there was a darkness in it, just as there had been before, when he’d met her and Frieda coming back from the lake. Did he not know how to swim? Rosie wondered. She couldn’t remember seeing him in the lake with the boys, only standing by the shore. Perhaps he was afraid of the water.

      “No, I don’t suppose it is,” she replied, “although the boys were swimming and splashing about only last week. They must have a stronger constitution than I do.” She started to rise, only to stop as the room suddenly started spinning around her, and she had to grip the edge of the table to keep from staggering or even falling to the floor.

      “Rosie?” Leon asked, and she realized she was surprised he knew her name. He had not used it before. “Are you all right?”

      She pressed one hand to her head; the room was still spinning and she felt dizzy and nauseous and so very faint. “It’s just my head,” she told him. “It aches so…” It was thundering now, and her vision was blurring, and her body felt both heavy and cold. She didn’t think she could take a single step.

      “Rosie!” Leon called again, sounding alarmed. He stood up, reaching for her, and his kindly, anxious face was the last thing she saw before she crumpled to the floor.
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      Rosie blinked her eyes open slowly, waking to sunlight filtering through the curtains of her small bedroom. She was lying in bed, and her body felt sluggish, her mouth dry, her mind blank. She couldn’t remember a single thing. Where was she? What had happened to her?

      Then it came back to her, in flashes of memory like streaks of lightning: Windermere. Frieda. The lake, Leon. She must have collapsed in the dining hall, she realized fuzzily. She remembered that she’d stood up and the room had spun, everything swirling, while Leon had reached out to her…

      She tried to push herself up in bed, but her head felt too heavy, her limbs not seeming to respond to her commands, and she fell back upon the pillow.

      “Oh, thank goodness, you’re awake.”

      Jean came into her bedroom with a tea tray, smiling as Rosie blinked blearily up at her. “How long have I been ill?” she asked, her voice no more than a rasp.

      “Oh heavens, it’s been three whole days,” Jean replied cheerfully. “You had such a fever… we were a bit worried, for a while, I must confess. Dr. Friedmann had one of the local doctors take a look at you, just in case. He said it could turn into pneumonia, but fortunately your fever broke last night. I was hoping you’d come to this morning so we could get some food into you.”

      “Three days…” Rosie could hardly believe it. Three whole days! She couldn’t remember anything, not even in blurry or fragmented snatches. Then she remembered Frieda again, and she tried to lurch up from her bed again, to no avail.

      “Frieda!” she gasped out.

      “Oh yes, Frieda,” Jean replied, unperturbed, as she set the tea tray down on the bedside table and began pouring out a cup. “She’s been here every day, asking about you. Sometimes two or three times a day, in fact. Poor wee lass has been ever so anxious.”

      “She… has?” Rosie couldn’t quite imagine it. Frieda, so concerned, about her? She was gratified, and she was also glad Frieda seemed to be all right. It didn’t matter, then, that she hadn’t been able to talk to Dr. Friedmann yet, or to Frieda herself…

      Rosie found her eyelids fluttering closed. Already the effort of simply trying to lift her head from the pillow had exhausted her. She couldn’t remember when she’d last felt so weak and ill.

      “Oh yes, she has, most certainly.” Jean leaned over her. “Are you feeling strong enough for me to sit you up for a wee while? You haven’t had a bite to eat since this all began, and I’m sure you could do with some toast and Marmite.”

      Rosie actually hated the taste of Marmite, but she wasn’t about to argue with kindly Jean, and she supposed she should try to eat something. She let the older woman prop her up against her pillows, where she sagged like a limp rag doll, a cup of tea placed between her shaky hands, the effort of it all almost overwhelming her.

      “Tell me more about Frieda,” she begged Jean, and her friend clucked and put a plate of toast on her lap.

      “First, eat. Three days with nothing in you and now you’re almost a bag of bones! Not a scrap of fat on you.”

      Obediently, Rosie nibbled at the toast, trying not to make a face at the salty taste of the Marmite. She knew Jean was right and she did need to keep up her strength.

      “Frieda was awfully concerned for you,” Jean told her as she settled herself on a stool opposite Rosie’s bed. “She was near in tears the first time, she was, and said it was all her fault you’d come over so poorly. I told her that was a nonsense, and gave her two pieces of bread and butter, as well.”

      Jean gave a brisk, little nod, and Rosie found herself smiling faintly. Of course, Jean would think some bread and butter would help matters. In fact, it probably had.

      “She came back again later, looking a little less peaky, but was awfully concerned that you still had the fever. Begged me to tell her as soon as it broke… said she had to know right away. I didn’t even know you knew the girl, although I recall you said hello to her on that first night. Didn’t she shove her cup at you, and spill her cocoa all over?”

      Rosie closed her eyes, still smiling. It gratified her to no end to know Frieda had been so concerned for her, even though she didn’t like to think of the girl being upset on her behalf. “Yes,” she told Jean. “She did.” And a host of other things besides, none of which seemed to matter quite so much anymore, now that she knew Frieda was safe—and concerned about her.

      “Well, we don’t know what these children have been through,” Jean conceded with a sigh. “Or what manners they might have been taught in those forsaken places! But, in any case, she seemed ever so anxious on your behalf. I’ll have to go and tell her your fever’s broken.”

      “Can you have her visit?” Rosie asked. “I do want to see her.”

      “Not for a while yet, I should think,” Jean replied briskly. She seemed to have taken it upon herself to act as Rosie’s nurse and guardian. “You’re far too weak still. You’re looking tired out already, and you’ve only had half of your toast.”

      Obediently, Rosie took another bite. “Please, Jean,” she said as she swallowed down the salty mouthful. “I don’t want her to worry about me.”

      Jean frowned. “Rosie, dear, you do remember that we’re not meant to get too attached to these children? It’s almost October already, and the doctor was saying that most of them will be placed before Christmas.”

      “Before Christmas…” Rosie repeated in dismay. She had thought the children wouldn’t be moving on until the new year, which seemed so much farther away than Christmas, even if she knew it really wasn’t.

      “Yes, everything will be closed down by the beginning of January,” Jean confirmed. The money will have run out by then and, in any case, the children need to get on with their lives, don’t they? The older ones will have to find trades.” Her face took on a pinched look. “And the little ones will have to get used to their new families, of course,” she added, trying to sound matter-of-fact, but not quite managing it.

      “How is Isaak?” Rosie asked. “Is he recovered from his sickness?”

      “Oh yes, he’s as right as rain, the little fellow,” Jean replied with a smile full of affection. “And so lovely and jolly again, too. I don’t know why he came over so sad that time—it just about made my heart break, to see him crying so. Dr. Friedmann said that falling sick like that could have made him remember some experience or other from the camps.” She gave an unhappy, little shudder. “He said the children are bound to have a good many issues around food, because they would have been starving, of course, with so little food given to them. And the Nazis apparently played all sorts of diabolical games with them, things I hardly can imagine—teasing and taunting them with food, holding it back, even offering it as a prize for doing something terrible.” She bit her lip, looking near tears before she managed to compose herself. “It’s so very dreadful to think about, especially with someone as small as that. I can’t quite get my head around it, really. How anyone could… especially to a child…” She pressed her lips together, her eyes flashing for a moment before she resumed, “It really is hard to credit, especially when the children seem so happy and well now, but then these things slip out, don’t they? And then you realize they’re not well at all, not really.” She let out a sad, little sigh. “As much as you want them to be.”

      “But they’re getting well,” Rosie said, thinking of little Daniel who had commanded her to draw, a happy grin on his face. “They really are getting well, Jean. You must hold onto that.”

      The other woman nodded slowly. “Yes, you’re right, and I will try. It is nice to see them looking so rosy and plump!” She smiled in a way that made Rosie think she was thinking particularly of Isaak. “And laughing, too, right down in their tummies. I’ve found they quite like hide-and-seek, and they can stay hidden for ever so long, I’ve been rather put out!” She bit her lip again as unhappy realization flashed in her eyes. “Of course, it stands to reason, doesn’t it? They must have become very good at hiding indeed.”

      “Yes, I suppose so,” Rosie agreed quietly.

      “Goodness, but sometimes it feels like there is nothing that evil hasn’t touched.” Jean sighed again and then rose from her stool. “But never mind all that for now. You need your sleep. I’ll tell your Frieda that you’re on the mend, don’t you worry. I know she’ll be pleased.”

      Jean took away the tea things and helped Rosie to lie down again; already she felt very sleepy, her eyes drifting shut before Jean had even closed the door behind her.

      The last thing Rosie thought about before sleep finally claimed her was how Jean had said your Frieda. She liked the sound of that.

      

      When Rosie woke again, it was still bright out, but she knew some time must have passed because she felt a little lighter in herself, her body less leaden and sluggish, although her head still felt fuzzy. She scooted up in bed, grateful she was able to manage it on her own without the room spinning or feeling as weak as kitten. Someone—Jean, most likely—had left a jug of water on the bedside table, and Rosie managed to pour herself a glass and drink thirstily before she rested her head back against the pillows with a sigh.

      It had now been three days, maybe even more, since the evening of the trip to the theater, when she’d fallen ill. It felt like an absolute age, and she was eager to see not just Frieda, but also Jean again and the little ones, too, and even, she realized, with a flush of surprised pleasure, Leon. They barely knew each other, but he’d seemed so kind when she’d spoken to him about Frieda, and she hoped they might become friends. Although what must he think of her, to have collapsed on him as she must have? Rosie squirmed inwardly with embarrassment at the thought. What a way to have carried on! She would apologize when she saw him again, although maybe when she did, he’d be back to being his reserved self. Who could say?

      She glanced out the window at the sunlight streaming down and decided she felt well enough to get up. She needed a wash quite desperately, after three feverish days in bed, and so, slowly, aching as if she was an old woman, Rosie rose from her bed.

      It took some time, but she managed, with great effort, to give herself a wash and then dress and even do her hair, before Jean came into her room, horrified to see her up and about.

      “Good heavens, what do you think you’re doing?” she demanded. “You were very nearly at death’s door, my girl, and now you’re prancing about as if you’re Cinderella, about to go to a ball!”

      “I’m not,” Rosie protested, laughing a little, for she’d never heard Jean sound so fierce.

      “Well, you can get right back in that bed,” Jean told her, “because you have a visitor, although I suppose all things considered, it’s just as well you’re not in your nightdress.”

      “What… why…?” Rosie began, only to stop as Jean chivvied her back into bed, helping her to take off her shoes and pulling the covers over her as if she were still an invalid, which, she realized she sort of was, for the simple act of washing and dressing had exhausted her more than she’d realized.

      A few moments later, Jean ushered in her visitor—and Rosie could not keep from gaping in surprise to see it wasn’t Frieda, as she’d been hoping and even expecting, but Leon. Leon Rosenblat, here in her bedroom, to see her!

      Rosie blushed furiously, unable to stop, even though she told herself there was nothing terribly scandalous about a man seeing her lying on her bed, fully clothed, even if she was under the bedcovers.

      He smiled wryly, as if he guessed the nature of her thoughts, or perhaps just saw the truth of it in her scarlet face. “I’m glad to see you are feeling a bit better,” he told her.

      “I am, thank you,” she replied, folding her hands on top of the blanket and willing her flush to fade. “I think I must have caught a chill when I went into the lake, after all.”

      “So it would seem. It can happen quite easily, I find.” He paused, his dark eyebrows drawn together, his gaze turning distant, and then he gave himself a little shake and managed a small smile. “I was worried for you, as was Frieda, when we heard you had a fever.”

      “I’m sorry to have caused distress,” Rosie replied, hating how stilted she sounded, how absurdly formal. She wasn’t even sure why she did; she’d so much rather she didn’t, and yet, for some silly reason, she couldn’t manage it. “Frieda didn’t catch cold, did she?”

      “No, not at all.” His smiled deepened, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “I think she would have rather that than you being so poorly. She was so very worried about you.”

      “Jean told me as much, and I was very sorry to hear it.” Rosie pleated the bedcover with her fingers. She did hate to think of Frieda worried on her account, although she was glad she cared enough to worry at all. “I do hope she’ll visit me soon,” she told Leon, hearing the throb of fervency in her voice. “I’d like to see her, if just to put her mind at rest.”

      “Yes, I’m sure she will, soon.” He took a step closer into the room, seeming hesitant all of a sudden. “You are… very kind, to be so concerned for her.”

      “I care about her,” Rosie replied, simply, compelled to honesty. “I’m not even sure why, but from the moment I saw her sitting all alone, that first night…” She swallowed and looked away. “I don’t know, maybe it sounds silly, but I felt… almost as if I knew her.” Maybe because Frieda had reminded her of herself, Rosie admitted to herself.

      Leon was quiet for a moment and Rosie wished she hadn’t said so much. It had sounded rather ridiculous when she’d said it aloud. And in two months, maybe less, she would never see Frieda again. Something, perhaps, she needed to remind herself of more often.

      “You said,” Leon remarked after a moment, his gaze moving slightly to the left of her, “that you knew how Frieda felt… wanting not to feel, that is, when she went in the lake. What did you mean by that?” He turned to look at her then, and Rosie quelled under the sudden intensity of his gaze. He looked like he wanted to know the answer, and he would wait until she gave it.

      And yet the question was so personal, so intimate, that Rosie struggled to know how to reply. How honest should she be? Leon had been kind to her, yes, and she was realizing more and more that she liked him, but the truth still was, she didn’t know him very well at all. In any case, she hadn’t told anyone here about the sorrows in her past—not even Marie or Jean. She had no idea what Leon would think of what had happened to her, what she’d done, and she realized she wasn’t ready to find out.

      “Just that I’ve felt… sad sometimes,” she hedged. “The war has brought that out in everyone, I think, one way or another. It’s nothing like what Frieda has experienced, of course,” she added quickly.

      “It is not a competition,” Leon replied quietly.

      “No,” Rosie agreed, “but… it feels like I oughtn’t complain, considering…” She trailed off, unsure how to finish her sentence.

      “Considering how much these children have suffered?” Leon filled in, and she made herself look at him; his eyes were drooping again, his expression both thoughtful and sad. Although she suspected he wasn’t much over thirty, in that moment he looked old, aged by suffering, the lines from his nose to mouth deeply scored. She wondered what he had endured, whom he had he lost? Parents, brothers, sisters? Children? A wife? It felt far too invasive to ask, and yet she felt she had to say something; to skate over the moment was surely wrong.

      “And the adults, as well,” she said at last. “You… you were in the camps, weren’t you, Leon?”

      His mouth tightened and he looked away, his body tensing before he did his best to relax again. “Yes,” he answered briefly. It seemed as if he didn’t want to talk about the past, either, and Rosie knew she could hardly blame him.

      A silence descended upon the room that did not feel entirely comfortable, and she wished they hadn’t spoken of such things at all. Much better, and certainly much easier, to only look forward, to what the future held.

      “I am glad you are feeling better,” Leon told her finally, and Rosie realized he was going to go, and, more significantly, that she was disappointed to see him leave.

      “Thank you,” she said helplessly, unable to think of a way to keep him there and not sure why she wanted to so much, anyway. “And… thank you for visiting me.”

      He gave a little formal nod and then withdrew, closing the door softly behind him.

      A sigh escaped Rosie in a gust of sound. Before she could untangle the unsettling welter of her own feelings, Jean swept into the room, moving around quickly, folding clothes and twitching her blankets.

      “Well! Mr. Rosenblat has seemed very interested in your welfare,” she remarked, not, Rosie thought, sounding altogether approving.

      “He was just being polite,” Rosie replied quickly.

      Jean glanced at her, an eyebrow arched. “Was he? Was that why he came several times a day to check on you, just as Frieda did?”

      She stared at Jean in surprise; that was certainly new information. “He didn’t!”

      “I assure you did,” she returned smartly. “Always asking after you, seeming concerned indeed. Very concerned.”

      Rosie, having no idea what to say, said nothing.

      Jean hesitated, a folded blanket in her hands, and then she said slowly, “It’s not my business to interfere, but it doesn’t seem quite… proper, does it?”

      Rosie stiffened in affront. “Mr. Rosenblat is simply concerned for my welfare, since I collapsed in front of him. What could possibly be improper about that?”

      “Maybe proper isn’t the right word,” Jean returned hurriedly. “I’m not accusing you of anything untoward of course, but…” She hesitated, refolding the blanket carefully, even though it hadn’t needed it. “It’s a bit like with the children, isn’t it? We oughtn’t to get too attached… to anyone here.”

      “I assure you, I am not attached in any way to Mr. Rosenblat,” Rosie said, and now she knew she sounded positively frosty. She did her best to moderate her tone. “Jean, the truth is, I barely know the man. In fact, before the trip to the theater, I rather thought he disliked me.”

      “Well, I can assure you, he doesn’t dislike you now,” Jean replied, with the glimmer of a smile. “Not the way he was asking after you, at any rate.”

      Rosie shook her head, everything in her resisting such a notion, even as a tiny little tendril of pleasure unfurled inside her. “I really think you must be imagining things, Jean,” she insisted, with an attempt at a laugh. “In any case, I’m not interested in anyone like that, least of all Mr. Rosenblat.” Are you sure about that? a voice inside her whispered, and she silenced it at once. “The truth is, I… I lost someone during the war.” She swallowed hard; it was painful just to speak of it. “So I’m not ready—not ready in the least—to think about… about loving someone again, and I doubt very much that Mr. Rosenblat is, either, considering what he must have been through.”

      “I suppose that’s just as well,” Jean returned on a sigh, “although I’m sorry for your loss, of course. Seems like everyone has lost someone, but that doesn’t make it any easier to bear, does it? As for you and Mr. Rosenblat…” She frowned and put the blanket down. “After Windermere, he’s going to go on to live his own life, isn’t he, with… well, with his own people? Just like the children will have to.”

      Rosie knew her friend meant well, and maybe she was even right, but all the same, she found herself saying, “Leon is an adult, not a child, and he will live his own life as he sees fit—with his own people or without them.”

      “Of course, of course,” Jean said quickly. “All I meant is—he’s Jewish. Nothing wrong with that, of course, nothing at all, but he’s going to want to marry a Jewish woman, isn’t he?”

      Rosie shook her head, deciding this had gone on long enough. “I have no idea about any of that.” She felt, suddenly, quite tired, and a bit dispirited. “But it seems a bit silly to wonder about who the man is going to marry when I barely know him.” She tried to smile to soften any implied rebuke in her words.

      “Yes, I suppose.” Jean sounded unconvinced, and Rosie turned her head away from her and closed her eyes.

      “I’m sorry, but I think all this activity has quite tired me out. I’ll rest again, if you don’t mind.”

      “Of course,” Jean exclaimed. “Maybe I shouldn’t have allowed visitors yet. I’d be so cross with myself if you had a relapse.”

      Rosie opened her eyes and smiled at the older woman, feeling bad for making her fret. “No, I’m glad you did. And thank you, Jean, for taking care of me so well. You’ve been so very kind.”

      “Well, I’ve become fond of you, I suppose,” Jean returned, ducking her head. “And you’ve seemed so worn out and well… sad, really. I’m not surprised to hear you lost someone. You can tell sometimes, can’t you, when a body’s known grief? I think you can, at any rate.”

      Broken calls to broken.

      “Yes,” Rosie replied quietly, looking down at her lap. “I suppose you can.”

      As Jean left the room, she opened her eyes and stared out the window; dusk was starting to fall, the trees on the far side of the yard lost in shadow. She felt rather unsettled, restless, and she knew it was because of what Jean had said about Leon. It had been ridiculous for her to talk about romance and even marriage when it came to Leon Rosenblat. She barely knew the man, and yet…

      And yet… what?

      She liked him, she knew, or at least thought she could, if given the chance. She found herself seeking him out, if just the sight of him, from across the room. Was that simply because of natural curiosity, or because she wanted to make a good impression, or because… because…

      Rosie shook her head, annoyed with herself and her spiraling thoughts. She closed her eyes and determined not to think about Leon at all.
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      “Rosie!”

      Rosie almost didn’t recognize the joyful voice as she set down the tray of toast she’d been bringing into the dining hall, and looked up to see Frieda barreling toward her, only to skid to a stop a few feet away and duck her head, suddenly shy.

      It was the day after Leon had visited Rosie in her room, and that morning she had insisted to Jean that she was well enough to resume at least some of her normal duties. She’d showed up at the kitchen before breakfast, determined to help, even as the cooks had clucked about her, saying she still looked peaky. She hadn’t had a chance to see Frieda until this moment, and now she was hanging back, looking uncertain, and Rosie decided she wasn’t having it. Not anymore.

      “Come here, you,” she ordered with a ready smile, and she pulled Frieda into a quick and firm hug. Frieda looked astonished, but, as Rosie put her arms around her and pulled her toward her, she suddenly started to cling to her, pressing her cheek against her shoulder, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist. Rosie’s heart felt as if it were expanding and melting and squeezing all at once as she hugged her back. “I heard you were worried about me,” she murmured gently as she stroked Frieda’s hair. “But, as you can see, I’m as right as rain. Nothing a few days’ rest wouldn’t cure. I’m not planning to take another dip in the lake, mind!” She’d kept her voice purposefully light, and was surprised when she felt a shudder go through Frieda, and realized she was crying silently, her hot cheek still pressed to Rosie’s shoulder, her tears dampening her blouse. “Oh Frieda, Frieda, darling.” Rosie hugged her more tightly. “I promise you, I’m all right now.”

      “I… I thought I’d killed you.” Frieda’s voice was a suffocated whisper, filled with both deep fear and regret. Rosie ached with sadness for her.

      The dining hall, she decided, was not the place to have this conversation. “Come with me,” she said, and she tucked her arm through Frieda’s and led her away from the children filing into the room for breakfast, shooting Frieda curious glances, and upstairs to the empty art room. Sunshine poured in from the windows, and the puddles on the yard outside glinted in its light, although the sky was still the color of stone, the morning fog misting the tops of the fells. Rosie brought Frieda to one of the tables, and sitting down, patted the seat next to her.

      Frieda’s head was lowered, her blotchy face streaked with tears, but she sat down obediently, folding her hands in her lap. As she did so, Rosie saw the reddened welt on the inside of her arm again, and it looked worse than ever, swollen and sore.

      “Frieda,” she told her gently, “nothing that happened is your fault. My illness—even if I’d died from being in the lake!—that wouldn’t have been your fault.”

      Frieda looked up at her, her face so full of misery that Rosie had to draw a breath. The poor girl looked as if she had been torturing herself with guilt and blame. “But you wouldn’t have gone in the lake if I hadn’t,” she whispered.

      “It was my choice to go in the lake, Frieda,” Rosie stated firmly. “And, in any case, I’m fine. Fine.” She leaned forward, putting her hands on Frieda’s shoulders, her face close to hers, so she could see Rosie’s certainty for herself. “I had a bit of a cold, that’s all, and who knows, I might have been catching it anyway. You know how there have been all sorts of colds and flus going around here, with so many people about.”

      Gently, she reached out to wipe the tear trickling down Frieda’s cheek; thankfully, Frieda let her, blinking rapidly to keep another from falling as she gazed at Rosie with so much sorrow in her dark eyes.

      “What is this really about, Frieda?” Rosie asked gently. “What has tormented you so? Sometimes I feel you make yourself miserable on purpose, to… to punish yourself, for some reason. But what? What is tormenting you so?” She hadn’t realized she’d thought that completely through until she said it out loud, but now Rosie knew how much she believed it. Frieda had been so deliberately unhappy since she’d arrived in Windermere, more so than any of the other children, almost as if she wanted to be, or she felt she should be. Why? Would Rosie finally learn the truth now?

      Frieda was silent for a long moment. Then, in the barest breath of sound, she whispered, “I killed them.”

      A frisson of shock went through Rosie, because she sounded so certain, but her own voice was steady and warm as she asked, “Who, Frieda?”

      “My… my mother and my sister.” A tear slipped down her cheek and this time Rosie wasn’t able to catch it. She stared at Frieda in confusion, longing to comfort her, but sensing that her feeling of guilt, her utter conviction of it, was too deep for her to simply shrug it aside with a few words.

      “Why do you think that?” she asked.

      “Because it’s true.” Frieda sniffed, another tear slipping down her cheek unchecked, and then another; so intent was she on confessing her guilt, that she seemed heedless of the fact she was crying, little shudders going through her as her words came out in fits and bursts. “It was… my fault. All my fault. Everything.”

      What a terrible burden for a child to bear, Rosie thought, her heart aching with both love and grief for this young girl who had clearly borne so much.

      She rested a hand on Frieda’s shoulder, a gesture of solidarity and comfort, longing to imbue her with a sense of both. “Will you tell me what happened?” she asked gently. “If you can?”

      Frieda didn’t reply for a long moment, and then, finally, after a few gulps to compose herself, she began in jerky starts and stops, her gaze firmly on the floor, “It was why we had to go to the camp. Because of me. Mama was trying to get away—to Sweden. We were going to take a train to Gdansk, and then a ship. It was all arranged.” She looked up at Rosie with a desperate sort of urgency. “It could have worked. We could have been safe. I know we could have.” She gulped back her tears, wiping her face.

      “What happened?” Rosie asked quietly, her hand still on Frieda’s shoulder.

      “Mama went to the window to get the train tickets. She had papers for all of us. She’d paid for them. I don’t know how, because we didn’t have much money. But she’d done it.” Frieda sniffed. “She told me to wait in the station with Marijana. My sister.” Frieda’s voice wavered. “She was little—only six.” For a second, she looked as if she might break down, her lips trembling before she pressed them together. “I was told to keep her quiet. I… I tried.”

      With a lump forming in her throat, Rosie found she could picture the scene so clearly—two little girls buttoned up in woollen coats, waiting with a couple of battered suitcases at their feet, full of uncertainty and confusion, not truly understanding what was going on. The rush of people in the station, the buzzing sense of fear like static in the air, their mother hurrying away for just a few minutes, intent on procuring their passage to freedom, little Marijana becoming impatient, frightened…

      “Oh Frieda,” she said sorrowfully, full of grief for the girl. She didn’t know the whole story, not yet, but she was afraid she could guess what must have happened.

      “Marijana missed Mama,” Frieda explained in a quiet, now lifeless voice. “She began to fuss. I told her to stop, because she was making noise. She wouldn’t, and when I spoke sharply to her, she began to cry. And then… the soldiers saw us, and they asked for our papers.”

      “Oh, Frieda,” Rosie said again, softly.

      “Mama had them,” Frieda continued, the words now coming in a tumbling rush, as if she needed to get them all out. “I told him we were waiting for her, and I hoped he’d go away, but then Marijana said we were going to go on a big boat… I told her to be quiet… Mama came back…” She shook her head. “I don’t remember it all, but there was shouting, and questions, and the soldier hit mama in the face. I remember that.” She was silent for a moment, composing herself, one last shudder going through her before she went very still and then stated quietly, “The soldiers took us to a train. A different train.”

      “To Auschwitz,” Rosie finished softly, an ache of grief in her voice. Oh Frieda.

      “It was terrible,” she resumed after a moment, her voice soft and sad. “Marijana cried for so long, until she stopped, and then it seemed worse because she looked so… so empty. As if there wasn’t anything in her head anymore at all. Mama didn’t talk to me. I think… I think she was angry with me, for what happened. She blamed me.”

      “Frieda, she wouldn’t have,” Rosie exclaimed, although she could not know any such thing, not for certain. But still, she knew about the bond between mothers and their children. She knew about a mother’s love for her daughter. “She wouldn’t have been,” she said again, firmly.

      “It was my fault,” Frieda replied staunchly, lifting her chin. “I know it was. All of it.”

      The import of her words, the deliberateness of her tone, made Rosie ask cautiously, “All of it?”

      Frieda nodded, a confirmation that there was even more to this terrible story. “When we got to the camp, Mama was taken from us. I think she knew she was going to… to die. They pretended it wasn’t like that, but we all knew it was. The way they separated us…” She gave a little gulp. “She’d had a cough all winter, and it had got worse. When we got off the train, she looked very sick and weak. They wouldn’t want her, for work.” Another gulp. “As she was leaving, she told me to take care of Marijana. She asked me to promise, and I did.” Frieda’s voice caught, broke, and she leaned forward, to gaze imploringly at Rosie, as if asking for understanding, for absolution. “I did.”

      “I know you did,” Rosie whispered. “Oh Frieda, I know.” Except she didn’t really know, not the full extent of it all. She couldn’t possibly, because how could anyone imagine or understand what this dear child had gone through, what she’d endured, how terribly she’d suffered? Rosie felt as if her heart was splintering into pieces just to think of it, and yet Frieda, at all of what—? Eight, nine years old?—had lived it. And blamed herself for it, which made it even worse.

      “When they took Mama away,” Frieda continued, her voice wavering before it firmed and she met Rosie’s gaze with a heartbreaking steadiness, the determination to tell the whole story blazing there in her eyes, “Marijana started to shout out for her. I couldn’t let her shout—I knew I couldn’t! They’d take her too, I knew it.” A sob escaped her, an unruly, desperate sound. “I told her to keep quiet and she wouldn’t—again she wouldn’t—and I thought this time I will make her quiet. I will. And so I… I pinched her.” Frieda’s gaze was wild as she continued on, the words tumbling over themselves, “I wanted her to be quiet, bitte, bitte, please just be quiet…” Another sob escaped her, and then another, and then Frieda doubled over, her arms around her waist as her shoulders shook and Rosie took her into her arms, stroking her hair, murmuring endearments, longing to make it better, and knowing she couldn’t, except through this. The pain had to come out. Like lancing a wound, letting out the poison. Every tear Frieda shed was part of the healing, Rosie told herself, but her heart broke all over again to hear the shattered sobs coming out of the girl, as if they were coming from deep within her, torn from her heart, her soul, emptying her out.

      Still Rosie held her, overwhelmed with both sorrow and love for this girl who had been so brave, and blamed herself for so much. And yet there was still more for Frieda to tell.

      After a few minutes, she eased back from Rosie, wiping her eyes. “Marijana began to cry when I pinched her,” she explained dully, her gaze fixed unseeingly in front of her. “And one of the guards noticed. He pulled her out and slapped her across the face. She cried more. And then…” She stopped, and Rosie stared at her, appalled, fearing what was coming next and yet resisting it, because surely, surely not…

      “Frieda…”

      “And then he shot her,” Frieda finished, and a shudder went through her. “He shot her in the head with his gun, like she was…” She gulped. “Like she was a horse that had to be killed. Or a fly you’d smack. Like she was nothing.”

      “Oh, Frieda.” Rosie had no idea what to say.

      “All my fault,” Frieda finished as looked up at her, dry-eyed now. “It was all my fault.”

      “No…” Rosie took Frieda firmly by her shoulders; the girl’s head lolled back as she stared up at her with lifeless eyes. “No, Frieda. It wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t anyone’s fault but the guard who had the gun, this whole evil system that allowed such things, that encouraged and even delighted in them…” A choked cry escaped her as the realization of all Frieda had had to endure crashed over her again, and she forced it back. “Please, please, don’t blame yourself,” she told her, her voice throbbing with conviction. “Your mama, your papa, Marijana… they would all want you to live and to be happy. I know they would. You mustn’t blame yourself for their deaths. You mustn’t, Frieda. You were only trying to help them.”

      “But if I hadn’t—”

      “You can’t think that way,” Rosie cut her off, keeping her voice both firm and gentle. “You simply can’t. Why, if anyone thinks about the ‘ifs’, they’d go mad. I know I would.”

      Frieda shook her head slowly. “If I hadn’t pinched her…”

      “No ifs, Frieda. You are not to blame. You must believe that.” A sudden thought occurred to her, and gently Rosie picked up Frieda’s arm; she did not resist at all. The mark was there, in her inner elbow, red and livid. “Frieda,” Rosie said quietly, “have you… have you been pinching yourself? Because you pinched Marijana?”

      Frieda did not reply, but the answer was there on her face. She’d been punishing herself, Rosie realized, for the deaths of her family. All this time…

      As she looked at the tender, marked skin, she realized the wound was deeper than she’d thought. There would almost certainly be a scar. Oh Frieda.

      “Your family would not want you to punish yourself like this,” Rosie whispered. “I know they wouldn’t. Oh Frieda… Frieda, darling.” She hugged her again, and Frieda clung to her, and neither of them spoke, because there were no words. There was just this, Rosie realized. Letting the grief out. Letting the guilt go. And holding her all the while.

      Eventually, they broke apart, and Rosie smiled at Frieda and brushed her cheek with her fingers. She felt limp with emotion, but also strangely hopeful, as well as thankful. Thankful that Frieda had told her all this, that she had trusted her enough to, and hopeful for the future, for Frieda’s future.

      For surely today was the first step toward whatever lay ahead of the young girl, and Rosie would do her utmost to make sure that whatever was ahead was good.

      Even, she acknowledged painfully, if she had to say goodbye to Frieda in just two months.
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      The next few weeks felt like a golden time to Rosie; even the weather changed, the dank, drizzly days of September giving way to a crystalline October, the air pure, the sky bright, the fells tipped with frost. Rosie was glad her health had completely recovered, but even more so that her friendship with Frieda had both deepened and strengthened. Her heartbreaking confession in the art room had turned a page in their relationship, begun a new welcome chapter, and it was noticeable most of all in Frieda herself.

      Gone were the defiant looks, the disdainful expression, the haughty tone. Frieda did still remain cautious and guarded, and she continued to be reluctant to interact with the other girls, but Rosie knew small steps were still steps, and better than none at all. As Marie would say, there were no quick fixes, no magic buttons to press, or pills to swallow. Healing took time. It continued to be painful, but it could also be good.

      And Frieda was, by Rosie’s measure, flourishing. She smiled so much more, and sometimes even laughed, and had seen the doctor about the self-inflicted wound on the inside of her elbow. He’d put ointment on it and bandaged it and Rosie hoped fervently that Frieda would no longer feel the need to pinch—and punish—herself for what had happened to her mother and sister.

      Although Rosie was as busy as ever, helping around the estate, she made sure to spend time with Frieda every day, whether it was dabbling in the art room, walking by the lake or simply chatting over a cup of tea. She learned much more about Frieda’s life—that her father had wanted to emigrate to America—thus the English lessons—but hadn’t been able to get a visa. That her mother played piano beautifully but Frieda had never learned. That she’d liked to write, before the war, before the camps, but wasn’t sure how to begin again, wasn’t sure the words were even inside her anymore. The only person she didn’t talk about was Marijana, and Rosie understood that. Some things were still too painful. Perhaps they always would be.

      She was incredibly thankful that Frieda had shared her story with her, but meanwhile Rosie felt as if her own was still locked tightly inside, and she wasn’t even sorry. Conversely, Frieda’s sharing had made Rosie less willing to share her own; her personal losses seemed almost paltry in comparison with the younger girl’s, and to compare them was somehow offensive. And, she acknowledged, she wasn’t ready to talk about them anyway, and she wanted to focus on Frieda.

      Better to simply enjoy being with her, watching her unfurl like a flower, while Rosie continued to push her own sorrows down, down, down. If she focused on Frieda, and didn’t think about herself, Rosie hoped she might just be able to forget them, or at least act as if she had, and maybe that could go on forever, or for long enough.

      In any case, there was plenty to keep herself occupied: trips were organized for the children to Carlisle, to Kendal, and even once to Blackpool. There were walks up in the fells and around the lake, and a dozen of the children put on an amateur theatrical one evening, cheeky Ari in the lead role, with Rosie helping with the costumes and props. There were always children in need of a plaster, or a cup of tea, or even a quick hug, and they were always coming and going from the art room, where Rosie continued to assist Marie, often accompanied by Frieda, who sometimes drew, and sometimes merely watched.

      “Your Frieda seems quite happy,” Marie remarked one afternoon as Rosie helped her tidy up. “I do not think I had seen her smile until recently.”

      “I don’t think I had either,” Rosie replied with a little laugh. “It is good to see, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, I am glad she is adjusting. This will be a time away from reality for these children,” Marie remarked reflectively as she gazed out at the lawn, now awash in pools of sunshine, some boys kicking a football, girls holding hands in a circle playing some sort of game. “These precious months, free from worries and cares. In January, they will have to think about their futures.”

      “Yes, I know.” With every day that passed, every leaf that fell, the future—and the children’s departure—loomed closer. Rosie tried not to think about it, wanting simply to enjoy this borrowed time, but it was getting harder and harder not to wonder what would happen—and to brace herself to say goodbye to Frieda. “It will be hard when they leave,” she admitted quietly.

      “And what about your future?” Marie asked, her eyebrows raised. “Will you return to Canada when this is over?”

      Rosie shrugged as she stacked the crayons in a tub. “I haven’t really let myself think about it too much.”

      “Perhaps you should?”

      “Yes, I know.” Another sigh escaped her, this one seeming to come from the depths of her being. She’d started a letter to her mother several times before she’d finally written a short, almost impersonal note, focusing on what she was doing, rather than anything she was feeling. It had almost felt like a betrayal, to write in so neutral a way to her dear mother, and she’d been reluctant to post such a letter, but finally she had, simply because she knew her parents would want to hear from her. But Rosie suspected her mother would be hurt, or maybe just worried, by her letter’s brevity.

      “You don’t have to return to Canada, you know. I myself will be returning to London to continue my work there, with Anna Freud. You could help me there, if you’d like.”

      “I don’t know how much use I’d be,” Rosie protested. “I don’t know the first thing about psychotherapy, or anything like that.” It was kind of Marie to offer, but if Rosie felt out of her depth here, among the volunteers, how much more so would she feel in a psychologist’s office, with professionals?

      “You managed to reach a child no one else could reach,” Marie replied with a small shrug. “You are useful, Rosie, whether you think you are or not. But…” She paused to give Rosie an uncomfortably knowing look, the kind that made her feel as if Marie could see every thought flitting through her head—or, more alarmingly, the ones buried down deep. “Do you know,” she remarked in an offhand way, “what many, if not most, children draw, once they have moved on from their trauma?”

      “Trees, flowers?” Rosie guessed. She had seen quite a few drawings of those in recent weeks.

      Marie gave a little shake of her head. “Homes,” she said succinctly. “Right now, Windermere is their home, and so they draw that. When I worked with the war orphans in London, they almost always drew homes—square houses, only a couple of lines, and yet with so much yearning. Homes feed and fill the soul. They give us a place of rest, and also a sense of hope, of meaning.”

      “Yes, I suppose,” Rosie replied after a moment, for it seemed as if Marie was waiting for a reply.

      “I think at some point everyone has to return home, whether that is physically, or simply emotionally. Metaphorically, even. They must go back to the beginning, before they can go forward and find another home, a new meaning.” She gave Rosie that faint, knowing smile, her full lips curving just a little. “And you, Rosie, I think, have been running. Running away—from home. One day you will be out of breath, out of road, and you will stop. Then what will you do?”

      Rosie held the other woman’s gaze with effort; she felt as if Marie had just reached inside her with a great big hand and jumbled her thoughts and feelings all around, and it was not a comfortable feeling at all. She opened her mouth to say that she wasn’t running; if anything, she was standing still. But she already knew what Marie would say, with that little smile of hers. You can run from things while staying in the same place. As for going home… what, really, had kept her from returning to her old life, and the people she knew who loved her? It wasn’t them, or even Kingston, she was afraid of returning to, she realized. It was herself.

      She was the one who had changed. She, like Frieda had, felt guilty and ashamed for all that had happened, all she’d done. She wasn’t ready to face those feelings, or the overwhelming grief that threatened to rise up in her like a tide if she let it—and so she didn’t. She didn’t think about it at all, but one day she would have to, especially if Marie kept pushing and pressing.

      “I don’t know,” she admitted at last. “I don’t know what will happen then.”

      “This is a good place to think about it,” Marie advised gently. “While you have the time and space, the freedom to do so.”

      “Yes, I suppose,” Rosie replied after a pause, knowing she sounded unconvinced. She felt unconvinced and also… afraid. She wasn’t ready to think about all that, and yet, with every word that Marie spoke, she felt something rising within her, no matter how she’d tried to push it down. It was surging up and up, and she gave a gulping sort of swallow as she turned away from Marie, trying to compose herself. She didn’t want to feel all these emotions. She’d done her best not to for months now. Why couldn’t she keep on as she was?

      She took a deep breath, meaning to change the subject, say something innocuous, but then she found she simply couldn’t. It was beyond her, now that Marie had made her feel so raw, so exposed, with her gentle prodding.

      “I think… I think I might go for a walk,” Rosie said instead, a bit unsteadily.

      “A good idea.” Marie sounded as if she knew exactly why Rosie was suggesting such a thing. “It is a beautiful day today, after all.”

      It was beautiful, with a purity to the air that Rosie had felt nowhere else, not even back in Ontario. She quickly shrugged into her coat and headed down the lake road, toward Troutbeck, walking with her arms folded, her hands cupping her elbows, and her head down. She was blind to all the beauty, walking faster and faster, as if she was trying to outrun something. Maybe she was.

      After a few minutes, she veered off onto a footpath that ran close to the shore, away from any potentially prying eyes, or nosy neighbors.

      She walked with long, fast strides, the movement enough to keep her mind occupied, especially as the path was uneven in places, and strewn with loose stones. She’d walk and walk and walk…

      And at some point, the road would run out, just as Marie said. And what then?

      The sky was a bright blue above her, the sun starting to lower, sending its golden rays across the ruffled surface of the lake. Rosie’s eyes smarted from the chilly breeze—at least that was why she told herself she had to wipe them more than once.

      She’d built a wall in her mind, brick by laborious brick, but memories were slipping through the cracks, like shadows and ghosts, their vaporous tendrils winding around her heart, hurting her.

      Thomas, presenting her with a ‘bouquet’ of a dozen eggs, because they’d been so precious in wartime. The way he’d clung to her, at their last goodbye. The smell of his Pinaud aftershave, the easy carelessness of his laugh as he threw his head back…

      And other memories, these ones darker, harder. The round swell of her stomach, the joyous kick of her child inside her. The accompanying fear, along with the ferocity of feeling—she would keep this child, no matter what. She would love him or her, with everything she had.

      Then the bloody blur of her time in the hospital, when she’d gasped and wept and clutched at her belly as her body relentlessly emptied itself of her child. The pale wisp of hair, the round cheek, was all she’d ever seen of her daughter before a stern-looking nurse, without a shred of sympathy, had whisked her away.

      A cry escaped her, a sudden, jagged sound she hadn’t meant to make, and Rosie clapped a hand over her mouth. Then she fell to her knees, heedless of the damp, muddy ground, the hardness of the earth, as another sound escaped her, a sob that splintered on the still air.

      No, she wasn’t going to cry. She wasn’t. She hadn’t wept once since it all happened, hadn’t let herself because she feared if she started, she’d never stop. She’d be nothing but memory and pain, and she couldn’t do that, she absolutely couldn’t, which was why she’d stayed so blessedly numb, forced herself to be…

      And yet, for once, finally, her control failed her. The sobs slipped out and she bent over double, her arms wrapped around her waist, as if she had to physically hold herself together, as her body shuddered with the force of her remembered grief. Thomas, teaching her to jitterbug. Giving her her first kiss in the long grass of the meadow at Turnham Green, both of them bathed in summer’s sunlight. Slipping a wedding band on her finger so they could go to a hotel together. She’d been so nervous, and yet so happy. Being held in his arms, his lips pressed to her hair, as sunlight streamed through the crack in the blackout curtains… Learning she was pregnant, filled with fear and wonder as she pressed her hands to her barely-there bump.

      So many memories. So many regrets. So much loss.

      How did the children bear it? she wondered as the sobs finally subsided, leaving her wrung out and empty, like a husk, a shell. She was lying prostrate on the ground, her cheek pressed into the dirt, her eyes closed, her body utterly spent. How did they go on at all, never mind laugh and joke, play football and paint, learn and love, after they’d lost so much? It felt impossible to her. She would never love anyone again. She wouldn’t be able to make herself.

      And yet if these children could heal, shouldn’t she be able to, as well? What made her grief so special, or so deep, that it kept her from trying again, from learning to live, to really live, once more, just as they all were?

      At some point, Rosie wondered wearily, did grief become tiresome, even selfish? If dear Frieda could go on after what she’d endured, then certainly she could, as well. Couldn’t she?

      “Rosie.”

      Her name was spoken softly, almost tenderly, and Rosie tensed as she heard it. She was lying face down on the ground, her skirt rucked up past her knees, everything muddy… She couldn’t bear for anyone to see her like this, and for a second, she simply closed her eyes, half-hoping whoever was speaking would go away if she just refused to see them.

      “Rosie,” he said again, and she knew who it was. Leon. How had he found her out here, by the lake? She’d deliberately chosen a little-trod path! She’d wanted to be alone. Why had he come across her, why had he spoken to her, when he knew, he must have known, what a private moment this was?

      Somehow, Rosie managed to get to her knees. Her hair had come undone from its neat roll and her cheeks were smeared with mud. Her stockings were damp and torn and she knew she must look a fright. She felt too tired to be embarrassed, although she knew she surely would be, later.

      She hadn’t really spoken with Leon properly since he’d visited her after she’d been ill, and he hadn’t tried to speak with her, either, as far as she could tell. After a brief foray into friendship, they’d retreated into their usual wary reserve. So why was he here now?

      “What do you want?” she asked, knowing she sounded ungracious. She tried to wipe the mud from her face but succeeded only in smearing it further.

      Leon took a handkerchief out of his trouser pocket and then went to the lake, crouching down so he could dab it in the water. He turned to her, his expression as serious as ever. “Will you permit me?” he asked, and Rosie wasn’t even sure what he meant as she nodded dumbly, too weary to resist.

      Gently, tenderly, Leon began to wipe at her face. He treated her as if she were injured, as if she were broken, and she realized in that moment that she was. Rosie had been sure that she’d cried all the tears she had in her, spent them in noisy sobs, but now she found there were more, because as Leon dabbed at her face, she felt them slide silently down her cheeks, and he wiped those away too. It felt like the most intimate thing anyone had ever done to her, more tender than an embrace, or even a kiss. Once again, Rosie felt too exhausted, too emotionally spent, to be embarrassed.

      After several minutes, Leon stepped back, the muddy, sodden handkerchief held in one hand. “There,” he said, smiling faintly. “Better.”

      “Is it?” Rosie put her hand to a cheek. “I must look like a madwoman.”

      “No.”

      “I feel like a madwoman.” She dropped her hand and looked away. “How did you find me?”

      “I followed you,” Leon confessed, without any seeming embarrassment or apology that he’d done so.

      Rosie turned back to look at him in surprise. “You did! Why?”

      “I was… concerned. You were walking into the wood, toward the lake, like…” He stopped, and after a few seconds’ pause, Rosie finished his sentence quietly.

      “Like Frieda did?”

      He nodded. “You looked upset. I did not want you to be alone, in such a state. But perhaps I shouldn’t have…?”

      Rosie shrugged, wrapping her arms around herself. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I feel as if I don’t know anything anymore.”

      “Sometimes it helps,” Leon ventured, “to talk.”

      “I haven’t really talked to anyone,” Rosie replied. “About… about this. I haven’t been able to.” She glanced at him uncertainly. “And it feels wrong to talk to anyone who has been in the camps. It’s so much worse—”

      “Remember when I said it was not a competition?” Leon’s voice held the faintest trace of humor.

      “Not a competition,” Rosie agreed, “but still.” She paused and then said abruptly, “Frieda told me her little sister was shot right in front of her eyes. Shot and killed.” A shudder escaped her. “Nothing like that has ever happened to me. Nothing even close.”

      “But something,” Leon replied as he settled himself on a fallen log, “happened to you.”

      Rosie stared at him for a moment, and he seemed so patient, so kind, his dark eyes drooping, the corners of his mouth lifting up into a small, encouraging smile. He was so different from the man he’d first seemed to her, the man she’d assumed him to be. Had that reserve been a form of armor, the way her numbness was, to keep from feeling, from hurting? She still had no idea what he’d endured, who he might have lost, and yet here he was, willing to listen to her… if only she was able to tell him.

      “Rosie?” Leon prompted gently, and she took a deep breath.

      She would tell him, she decided. She had to tell someone, because today’s episode had made her realize that her numbness hadn’t been any such thing at all. Beneath it had been so much feeling, so much seething despair and grief. She would never let go of it if she couldn’t share it. Like the children with their drawing, or Dr. Friedmann offering his talking therapies, the pain had to get out. It might kill her otherwise, suffocate her slowly, or leave her to drown.

      “All right,” she said quietly as she settled herself on a rock opposite him. “I’ll tell you.” She realized her fists were clenched and she forced herself to relax them. “I’ll tell you everything.”
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      Leon waited, eyebrows slightly raised, that faint, encouraging smile curling at the corner of his mouth, everything about him seeming gentle and attentive. Still Rosie struggled to know how to begin. What to say, to confess, because already she knew he would think differently of her once it was said. Of course he would. She took another breath to steady herself.

      “It’s a common or garden story, I’m afraid,” she warned him, right at the start. Best he knew that upfront. From somewhere, she summoned a false, brittle-sounding laugh that made her wince to hear it, although Leon’s expression did not change. “And rather sordid, as well. You will think less of me for it. I know so.” She cringed inwardly, knowing she was trying to push him away. Part of her, she realized, was desperate to talk about what had happened… and another part wanted to back away as fast and far as she could. If Leon left, if he told her she didn’t need to speak of it, after all, she wouldn’t say another word. She would, she decided, never, ever speak of it again, to anyone.

      “Tell me,” Leon replied, “and let’s see.”

      It was not the response Rosie had been expecting, and yet she admired him for his honesty. He wasn’t going to give her any false assurances that he wouldn’t think less of her, because, of course, he couldn’t know. And she respected that honesty, that fairness. But did she really want to tell him everything? Could she bare her heartbreak, her shame, after all this time, and in front of someone she didn’t know all that well?

      The alternative, she knew, was simply to push it back down, and she feared she couldn’t do that anymore. The pain, the poison, had to come out, otherwise it really might damage her forever.

      “I met someone when I was serving in London,” she told him after a moment, choosing her words with care, her tone flat and strangely unemotional, almost as if she were simply telling a story, talking about someone else. It was easier that way. “His name was Thomas. He was charming and funny and kind, and he looked like a movie star. He swept me off my feet—do you know that expression?” She turned to look at Leon, who shook his head.

      “I do not, but I think I am able to guess.”

      “Yes, I suppose you would. I was very naïve, really, with so little life experience. Romance had completely passed me by, and I didn’t even mind, not really. I’d always been quiet…” She trailed off, thinking of her cousin Violet, who had always encouraged her to creep out of her shell, and she had, oh, she had… with Thomas. Always with Thomas. “Anyway,” she resumed, “Thomas brought me out of myself. He made me laugh, and, amazingly, I made him laugh too, which felt almost like a miracle. I’d always been serious, you see. I have a cousin—she was my best friend, although we barely talk now. Maybe that’s my fault. But she was also encouraging me to… to live life more, I suppose. Come out of my shell.” She let out a soft huff of laughter as she looked at him again. “Do you know that expression?”

      “Again, I can guess,” he said quietly, that faint smile crinkling his eyes.

      Rosie looked down at her hands, clenched back into fists in her lap. She’d barely begun, and yet already she felt more raw and exposed than ever before. Even just talking about Violet made her ache. She missed her cousin, and she missed who she had been with her.

      “Well.” Her voice sounded a little clogged. “I don’t suppose our romance was much different from anyone else’s.” She looked up suddenly, surprising Leon, she thought, with the ferocity of her expression. His eyes widened slightly, but he waited for her to speak again, as patient as ever. “Have you ever been in love, Leon?”

      He paused and then said carefully, “Yes. Once.”

      “Did you lose her… during the war?”

      “Before.” His tone was brief but not repressive. Now it was Rosie who was waiting, and after a moment Leon continued, “Her father forbade the marriage. My family was not grand enough. Or, I suppose, I was not grand enough.” He gave a little shrug and a small smile. “She was the daughter of a wealthy banker, and my father was only a tailor.”

      “And you?” Rosie asked. “What were you doing before the war?”

      “I was studying medicine at the University of Warsaw. I thought my prospects would be respectable enough, considering, but her father did not think so. Our romance ended in 1938, a year before the war came to Poland, and then, of course, I could not be a doctor at all.” He gave a little shrug, as if it were all negligible, but Rosie ached for him. To have lost so much, even before the true atrocities of the war—both love and the hope of a future. “But what about you, Rosie?” Leon asked gently. “And this man? Thomas? What happened?”

      Rosie took a deep breath. “We were going to get married,” she said quietly. “At least, I thought we were. Thomas had said he would ask me to marry him, properly…” She trailed off because while he’d made that promise, he hadn’t kept it. There had been time enough before he’d gone to Normandy with the 101st Airborne to ask her properly, “down on one knee, with a ring,” as he’d told her. “But he didn’t,” she resumed, “and so we never married. He went to France in the invasion, and I was volunteering with the Canadian Women’s Army Corps in Leicestershire.” Doing work as a listener that she was still not allowed to talk about.

      She fell silent, and after a few moments Leon asked quietly, “Did he die in France?”

      “In the Netherlands, during the Battle of Ardennes.” She paused, not wanting to say any more, yet knowing she needed to tell the whole story. “I was expecting a child at the time. He didn’t know about the baby. At least, I don’t think he did. I wrote him, but he never wrote back, and I can’t be sure he ever received the letter.” She couldn’t look at Leon, didn’t want to see the condemnation on his face. Unmarried and pregnant! She knew it was a matter of shame for any respectable woman. He would judge her, and she wouldn’t blame him for it. “I lost the baby,” she said, her voice barely a whisper, her gaze firmly on her lap. Tears crowded her eyes, and she blinked them back. She didn’t want to cry yet again. “It was a little girl. I wasn’t even able to hold her. I only saw a little bit of her hair. Blond, like Thomas.” A tear dripped from her cheek to her hand, and she swiped it away. “I was dismissed from the Corps, of course, in disgrace. That was back in March. And for the next few months I didn’t do much at all. I had a room at a boarding house with a kindly landlady who didn’t ask too many questions. That time is all a bit of a blur now, to be honest. The days passed, but I can’t even remember what I did.” She’d walked the bombed-out city, and she’d stared into space. Other than that, Rosie’s mind was a terrible blank.

      “Then I met Marie Paneth at a children’s center in London,” she continued, “and she invited me to come here and help. But before I came…” Did she have to tell this, too? In some ways, it felt the most shaming part of all. And yet, after admitting to everything else, how she could leave out this last, devastating act of treachery, especially as it had shaped the way she’d thought about everything that had gone before? “I wrote to Thomas’ parents, after he’d died,” she explained quietly. “I think I wanted to feel some sort of connection to him, through them. I knew they would grieve him, as I was grieving him, as no one else I knew was. And so I wrote, and they wrote back.” Another breath, this one hitched.

      Leon waited, completely still and alert, although Rosie couldn’t bear to look at his face.

      “They told me…” She paused, her throat tight, and found she had to start again. “They told me he was already engaged to a woman in the States, that he had been for a long time… since before I met him, even. And they also wrote that they never wanted to hear from me again, and they doubted whether Thomas had ever loved me, or even known me.” She let out a sound that was meant to be a laugh, but wasn’t. “He certainly hadn’t mentioned me to his parents at all,” she finished, “even though he’d told me he had. And when I received that letter…” She paused, the memories roiling through her in a maelstrom of emotion—the shock, the devastation, and then the comforting, blanketing numbness. She’d put the letter in her pocket and done her utmost never to think of it again. “It felt like another grief,” she told Leon. “On top of the first of losing Thomas, and the second, of losing our daughter. I didn’t think I could bear any more loss, and so I never let myself think about any of it, even though it was always there. Waiting for me, in a way.” She looked away from him, afraid to see the expression on his face. “Today is the first time I’ve let myself cry about any of it.”

      “It is good to cry,” Leon said after a moment. Rosie couldn’t tell anything from his tone—whether he felt sorry for her, or whether he judged and condemned her for her behavior, or maybe something in between.

      “Is it?” she asked wearily. She wasn’t sure she felt much better for her tears; she felt tired and spent and nothing had actually changed… except Leon must think less of her now, which actually made things worse. Why had she told him anything at all? Why had she opened herself to yet more sorrow?

      “There is a saying I know,” he said slowly. “In Yiddish, it is ‘geveyn mahtt likhtiger das harts.’”

      Rosie let out a wobbly, uncertain laugh. “I’m afraid I don’t know what that means.”

      Leon cast his gaze to the sky as he attempted to translate. “It means, I think, ‘weeping makes the heart grow—lighter,’ I suppose.”

      “Weeping makes the heart grow lighter,” Rosie repeated slowly. She gazed out at the still waters of the lake, the surface without so much as a ripple, and let the words trickle slowly through her. Was her heart lighter? Right now, she felt too tired to be sure, and yet… she’d let go of something, in the telling. Something she’d needed to release. She felt as if, with every tear she’d shed, there would be one less to have to weep and wipe away in the future. Did grief work that way? She hoped it did. “Thank you,” she said at last as she finally turned to look at him. His expression was grave but not condemning. Still, she felt compelled to ask, “Do you think worse of me for it?” She realized, as she asked the question, just how much she cared about his answer.

      “Worse of you?” he repeated, sounding almost surprised by such a notion. “Rosie, why would I ever think worse of you for something like that?”

      “Because… well, because…” She didn’t want to have to explain or say it all again. “Because of what I did.”

      To her surprise, Leon let out a huff of tired laughter. “Rosie,” he said, “I have seen and done too much to care a—” He frowned, struggling for the word. “A… a fruit for that.”

      An answering laugh bubbled up inside her. “I think you mean a fig.”

      “Ah, yes, a fig! I knew I didn’t have the right word.” He smiled, his eyes creasing at the corners, everything about him so gentle and kind and accepting that Rosie felt a rush of emotion for him, a grateful affection, and maybe even something deeper and more abiding, something she would let herself think about later. It had felt good to laugh, she realized, like stretching a sore muscle.

      As their laughter subsided, she looked at him seriously. “Tell me your story, Leon,” she asked, her voice quiet. “That is, if you want to. I know how painful it can be…”

      “Yes, it is painful.” He gave a little nod, frowning in thought. “And, sadly, it is a story that any of the children or other adults here could tell, or one very like it.” He shifted on his perch on the log, his hands clasped between his knees, and then began. “We were all in the ghetto at Warsaw, at the start. The Nazis put all the Jews of the city there in 1940, and from other cities, as well. There were so many of us in there… Hundreds of thousands, at least. A dozen people or more sharing a room, no food, no doctors, nothing, and the Nazis would come in and steal our things, shoot anyone they liked, whatever they wanted, they did it, just like that.” He snapped his fingers before he shook his head, smiling faintly. “I look back at it now and I almost want to laugh, because at the time we thought that it was so very bad. But it was just the beginning.”

      “It sounds awful to me,” Rosie replied quietly. Too awful even to envision, she thought, at least properly.

      “It was,” Leon agreed, his tone turning sober again. “My sister died in the ghetto, of typhus. There was an epidemic right at the start. My mother was—what is the word?” He paused, thinking. “Fanatical,” he finally said, “about us all using a comb, to get the lice. We all had them, of course, because of the conditions, and that is how typhus is passed. ‘Comb, comb!’ she’d say, and shake it at us. It was her prized possession, I think, a silver comb from her bridal set. One of the only things she had left from our life before. But my sister got the disease anyway. She was so weak, from lack of food. She was only fifteen.”

      “Oh, Leon.” Rosie shook her head slowly, knowing there were no words.

      “It was a mercy, in the end. She would have suffered and died in the camps, far worse than back in the ghetto. The Nazis… they might have done terrible things to her.” His face darkened and he looked down at his lap. “I do not think I could have borne to see that.”

      He was silent for a moment, still looking down, and Rosie longed to comfort him.

      “I’m so sorry,” she whispered, because what else could she say? Just as with Frieda, any sentiment she could offer felt so lamentably paltry and inadequate.

      “Well.” He looked up, trying to smile. “It was a mercy. There is that. We were deported in 1942. By that time, people had begun to guess—the Nazis had been telling us we would be resettled in the east. Some people started to hope, that it would be better there. We would be given houses, jobs. ‘Ukraine isn’t so bad!’ they said to each other, but you could see in their eyes… that they didn’t really believe it. But you have to try to hope, in a way, no matter how bad it gets. If you cannot find hope, what point is there to life? But the more people went, the more we knew. There were whispers, rumors, of trains, of camps, of smokestacks stretching to the sky. And yet…” He shook his head slowly. “It still felt so unbelievable. No matter what the Nazis did to us, we kept saying to ourselves, All right, yes, but they wouldn’t do that! We told ourselves it had to get better, when, of course, everything we had experienced showed that it never would. It would only get worse.”

      He stopped for a moment, lost in thought, his gaze distant. Then he cleared his throat and resumed. “We were taken to Dachau.” He spoke matter-of-factly, but his eyes still held a distant, dazed look, and Rosie knew he must be remembering the camp, the dreadfulness of arriving at such a hellish place. “My mother was taken right away to the crematorium. We knew. They pretended otherwise, but everyone knew. She did not fight it. She blew us kisses, I remember. She was even smiling. She’d been so tired… when Jerusza died—my sister—she lost her hope. She tried to hold onto it, but sometimes that is not possible.”

      He was silent again, and Rosie had the sudden, desperate urge to tell him to stop, not to remember. It was clearly so painful, and yet there was an acceptance in his voice, a weary sort of peace that amazed her. How could he speak of such atrocities in such a way, when she had just wept and wept over her own small-seeming sorrows?

      “My father and two brothers and I, we were sent to work, digging gravel pits. It was hard labor, and they did not give us enough food. If you slowed down, you would be beaten, perhaps even shot. Roll call every morning at four o’clock, while it was still dark… making us stand there for hours, even in the pouring rain or the snow, with nothing at all to eat… we’d hold each other up, because if you fell down, you would be shot. Sometimes, the guards would call us out, for sport. Make us fight each other, or one of their terrible dogs. Great beasts, they were, trained to kill. Their jaws…” He shuddered, shaking his head. “Even in all this, we thought, It will end. One day, it will end. We just need to survive. We did not let them separate us. They wanted us to hate each other, but we refused, even when they did things, terrible things—made us beat one another, or worse. We accepted it. We understood. We forgave each other.”

      He paused again, his throat working, and Rosie tensed, because she knew what he said next must be difficult, even more difficult than all that had come before.

      “Then, one day, they picked my father. He was working in the gravel pit, and yes, he was a little slow. He was an old man and he’d been starving for so long. The guard smashed his hands with his shovel. Those hands had sewed the smallest, most perfect stitches… my father was a tailor, but he was also an artist. Every finger broken.” He drew a breath and let it out slowly. “Well, there was nothing to do after that. He couldn’t work. We knew he would be killed. We said our goodbyes that night, in our barracks. We sang the Kaddish over him, while he wept and kissed us. He was taken the next day.”

      “How could they…?” Rosie began, uselessly, because, of course, they had, and worse, so much worse.

      “I do not know the answer to that question.” Leon took another breath before continuing, “One of my brothers died of typhus after we’d been there maybe a year and a half. There was an outbreak in the camp, and many died. My other brother made it to the end. The Nazis had become frightened by then, because they were so clearly losing the war, and that made them even more dangerous. They sent many prisoners on marches, many miles away, and killed others. Every day we lived in fear, knowing that freedom might be so close, but also that it might be taken from us. We had to survive. We had to.”

      He fell silent, shaking his head slightly, and then resumed. “My older brother took part in a revolt, in the village of Dachau. He’d had enough, we all had. There were only six prisoners, along with some local Volkssturm. Even they were desperate, frightened. They took the town hall, but the SS killed them all within minutes. The Americans arrived to liberate the camp the very next day. If only he’d waited… by that time I was the only one of my family left alive.”

      “Oh, Leon.” Rosie shook her head. “How did you survive it?” she asked in a whisper. “Not the physical part, I mean. Emotionally. How did you make yourself go on? How do you still?”

      Leon was silent for a long moment, his gaze turning pensive. “It was hard. It still is. Every day can be a… struggle. But I realized, when I was in the camp, that I had to make peace with it. With all of it. Or the Nazis would have destroyed me, along with my family.”

      “Yes, I can understand that,” Rosie said slowly. To make peace with the past. Perhaps that was the only way to face the future. To mourn, to grieve… and then to let go.

      “I think,” Leon said after a moment, smiling a little, “that we have talked enough of sad things. I have been sad for a long time. I do not wish to be sad any longer.”

      “I don’t, either,” Rosie admitted, surprising herself, for she realized just how much she meant it. “I’m tired of being sad.” And maybe, just maybe, not being sad could be a choice. Like Leon, she could choose to make peace. Choose hope, rather than regret. The memories of Thomas and her baby daughter did not need to torment and haunt her. She could let them go, look forward. Finally. For the first time, it felt, if only a little, possible. “Thank you, Leon,” she said. “For listening to me, and for letting me listen to you. You have helped me, truly you have.”

      “I am glad. I have not liked seeing you so sad.”

      He stood up, and then reached out a hand to help her up. Rosie took it, noticing the feel of his hand in hers; although his fingers were delicate, long and slender, they were also strong. As he pulled her up, she stumbled a little, and took a step toward him, his shoulder brushing her arm, his hand tightening on hers.

      For a second, something flared deep within in Rosie, a sweet and poignant yearning she’d never expected to feel again. She saw the golden glints in Leon’s eyes, the way they widened with awareness, his hand still holding hers, fingers wrapped around her own. Her breath hitched audibly and then she pulled her hand from his and took a step back.

      “Thank you,” she said unsteadily, and then she turned and began walking back to the estate.
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      October slipped into November like a pearl off a string, the long, lovely days becoming all the more fleeting and precious. The nights were drawing in, the air sharp with cold, and the children had started to sense that this time away from reality, as Marie had said, would have to come to an end—and soon.

      Some of them, Rosie knew, were looking forward to moving on—finding jobs or going to school, settling down in a new life, one that felt more real than the holiday atmosphere of Windermere. The younger children had begun to ask about their futures; the Central British Fund would be arranging their adoptions, although first they intended to move them to another home, so they could stay together.

      “They’ve become like a little family of their own,” Jean explained. “And they believe they should stay together for a while longer. One of the board members of the Central British Fund, Sir Benjamin Drage, is donating part of his estate down in Surrey for them. Weir Courtney, it’s called.”

      “Oh, Jean!” Rosie had looked at her friend with affectionate excitement. “Will you accompany them?”

      The smile Jean gave her was tremulous. “I have not yet been asked, but I hope so. They’ll need a familiar face, won’t they? Alice Goldberger will be matron.”

      Although she was hopeful for her friend’s plans, Rosie didn’t like to think about her own, or talk about the future with Frieda; they had both, by silent, mutual agreement, decided to act as if their time in Windermere would never come to an end—and yet, with every passing day, that became more difficult to do.

      Then, in early November, Leon suggested a trip. Since their conversation by the lake, when they’d both shared their stories, they’d become friends, good friends; Rosie often found herself seeking him out, and Leon did, likewise. She’d managed—mostly—to convince herself that that strange, electric moment when he’d held her hand hadn’t happened, or at least it hadn’t happened the way she’d thought it had. She’d been emotional, vulnerable, and so had he. That’s all it had been, she told herself, because anything else felt too overwhelming—and frightening—to think about, even as the possibility remained on the fringes of her mind. Yet how could she possibly risk her heart again, after Thomas?

      And yet, a little voice whispered, you are trying to let go. To look toward the future…

      But not, Rosie told herself, like that.

      “A trip?” she repeated when he suggested it one morning, as she helped to clear away the breakfast dishes. “I feel we’ve been everywhere there is to go around here. Windermere, Bowness, Kendal…”

      “I want,” Leon said with a small smile, “to go to the seaside. Do you know I have never been?”

      “Never?” Rosie asked in surprise.

      He shook his head solemnly, although his eyes glinted gold and there was a hint of a smile about his mouth. “No. Never. And neither has Frieda. She told me so, the other day.”

      Rosie knew Leon and Frieda had been spending some time together; it had happened naturally, with her as the link, and she was glad. “Hasn’t she been?” she asked, realizing that she and Frieda had never talked about such a thing. “You want to go to the seaside,” she mused, smiling, “In November, in Westmorland? It will be freezing, you know. Utterly.”

      He shrugged, smiling now, too. “But we will still see the sea.”

      “Yes, I suppose we will.” She paused for a moment, imagining it—the three of them at the seaside together. Almost like a family—No, she could not let herself think like that, even as she knew she already had. In any case, she could surely enjoy a day out, especially if Frieda wished to go, as well. How many more opportunities would they have to do something together? “All right, then,” she told Leon, with a smile. “Let’s go to the seaside.”

      

      They went to Grange-over-Sands, since it was closest, and possessed a lovely, long promenade along the seafront, along with a lido, although that was certainly not in use in November. They took the train from Windermere, just the three of them; it wasn’t uncommon for the children to go off in little groups, but it felt both cosy and intimate, just their three, almost, as Rosie had thought when Leon had suggested it, like she kept wanting to think, like a family.

      She had been planning to pack a picnic, but Leon had told her he would treat them all to a cream tea at the Grange Hotel, which sounded very elegant. The day was fine, but cold, the sun bright, yet barely seeming warm; Rosie suspected the seaside would indeed be freezing, although she found she didn’t really much care. It felt like a holiday, to take the train south and then traipse along the glorious seafront to the promenade, the sea stretching out in front of them endlessly, glittering all the way to the horizon.

      “I have never seen so far,” Leon exclaimed, as he stared out at the expanse of water. “I feel as if I know how explorers might have felt, looking out at distant lands.”

      Rosie laughed and agreed that she knew what he meant. “When I did my training, during the war, I was on an island out there,” she told him. “To the northwest, on the Irish Sea. The sea was all around us then, you could see it from every window. Sometimes it felt as if I was floating in the water.”

      “Yes.” He nodded, his gaze still on the sea. “Yes, I can understand that.”

      “Please, can we go down to the beach?” Frieda begged, seeming as excited as a small child.

      Laughing, Rosie took her hand and led her down the steps from the promenade and onto the sand.

      It was truly freezing right there on the water, with a punishing wind that came straight off the sea and chilled Rosie right through. She pulled her hat down over her ears as they ventured onto the long, flat stretch of damp sand, the tide far out, their shoulders bowed beneath the wind’s relentless onslaught.

      If she’d thought the weather might put Frieda off, however, she was glad to see it didn’t; the young girl ran and played on the beach, turning in dizzy circles before falling on the damp sand, arms and legs outstretched, smiling up at the sky.

      “I’ve never seen her so happy,” Rosie told Leon, and he smiled at her.

      “I have never seen you so happy,” he said, and Rosie let out a little laugh of protest, until she realized it was true. She was happy… happier than she could remember being, in a long time.

      “You’re right,” she told him. “I am happy.” She smiled at him, feeling a rush of affection for his him, his kindness and thoughtfulness. “Thank you for thinking of this, Leon.”

      As Frieda ran off down the beach to explore, Leon reached for her hand. Once again, Rosie felt that electric jolt, just as strong as before, when they’d been by the lake. His fingers were strong and dry wrapped around hers.

      “I would like to be able to make you happy, Rosie,” he said quietly.

      Rosie stilled, knowing she could not pretend to mistake his meaning. She was not even surprised; over the last few weeks, they had been, inexorably, heading toward this moment, with every smiling glance, every quiet conversation, every moment where they simply stood together, content even in silence. Yet what to say? What, even, to feel?

      She felt as if she were a jumble of emotions: yearning and fear, apprehension and hope. She did not know which one of those held sway and so she stood there silently, her mind and heart both racing and yet also strangely still, as Leon gently clasped her hand and his thoughtful gaze scanned her face, before he nodded slowly.

      “It is too soon for you,” he stated. “I can see that.”

      “Leon…” Rosie shook her head helplessly. “I… I don’t know whether it is or not,” she told him honestly. “I…” Care about you. She knew it was true, she felt it through her whole being, yet she found she could not make herself say the words; it seemed physically impossible, as if a stone were lodged in her throat, blocking speech. Maybe Leon had been right, and it was too soon. And yet…

      “Never mind,” he said, smiling, although his eyes, drooping, looked sad. “Let us leave it for another day. There is a cream tea waiting for us.”

      Rosie nodded, grateful to let the discussion drop, yet when Leon slid his hand from hers, she found she missed its comfort and strength. Still, she wasn’t brave enough to reach for it again.

      Her mind remained in a ferment as they collected Frieda and walked back down the beach and across the promenade, to the grand hotel set in its own gracious lawns, overlooking Morecambe Bay.

      The dining room was every bit as elegant as Rosie could have ever hoped, rivalling even the swanky hotels she’d visited during that long-ago trip to Los Angeles. There were crystal chandeliers, and tablecloths of heavy linen, and plates of porcelain, cutlery of heavy silver. Despite the continued strain of rationing, they were able to have two scones each, bursting with currants, a dab of clotted cream and plenty of jam, and cups of tea with milk and even sugar, besides. Rosie couldn’t remember when she’d felt so pampered.

      Leon made sure to keep their conversation light, making Frieda laugh as he murmured humorous speculations about the other guests, or messed about with his napkin, pretending it was his tie. Rosie had never seen him act so silly, and it made her smile, for there was a joy in his lightheartedness, along with a freedom she had never seen before, and even though she tried not to, she found she could imagine a future, hazy and yet real, where it was the three of them, not just for a day, but for always.

      And yet how, when they would all go their separate ways in mere weeks? Surely that was just a futile dream…

      After their tea, Frieda insisted on returning to the beach one more time before they took the train back to Windermere, although it was late afternoon by then, and the shadows were lengthening.

      The tide had begun its relentless, determined creep toward the shore, and Frieda raced toward the waves that were now frilled with white. “I dare you to dip your toes in!” she called back over her shoulder, to Rosie and Leon.

      “Brr, no thank you!” Rosie replied, laughing, and then turned to check Leon’s response, only to still when she saw the strange, almost transfixed look on his face. “Leon…?”

      “Yes, all right,” he called to Frieda, but Rosie didn’t think his voice sounded as light or easy as it had been just moments ago.

      She rested one hand on his arm, looking at him in concern. “Leon?”

      He smiled at her and patted her hand. “It will be very cold, I think.”

      “You don’t have to…” Rosie began, unsure why she was saying it. Of course Leon didn’t have to.

      “I cannot resist a challenge.”

      He strode toward the water and Frieda, and Rosie thought there was something resigned, almost fatalistic, about the set of his shoulders, along with a steely sort of determination. She watched, apprehensive, although she couldn’t say why.

      Frieda was gleefully kicking off her shoes and socks while Leon sat down on the damp sand and carefully unlaced his shoes, rolling down his socks and placing them inside. It reminded Rosie, bizarrely, of a man preparing for his execution.

      “Come on then, Frieda,” he said cheerfully. “In we go!”

      Frieda’s bloodcurdling scream as she waded into the water made Rosie tense before she saw the girl was laughing. But as for Leon…?

      He wasn’t laughing, Rosie saw quickly, or even smiling. His hands were clenched, his face a rictus grimace of someone in pain.

      “Leon!” Rosie called to him, uselessly, yet longing to reach him.

      “Oh Rosie, you must come in, it’s so cold!” Frieda shouted joyfully. “I can’t feel my feet at all!”

      “Too cold for me!” Rosie called back, her gaze still fixed on Leon. He’d managed to relax a little, but he still looked as if he was enduring not just the cold water, but something more emotional and elemental. Something inside of him. But what…?

      After another minute or two, both he and Frieda had had enough, and they turned back to the shore, drying off their feet before pulling on their socks and shoes. As Frieda ran down the beach again, Rosie went to Leon.

      “I was concerned for you,” she said in a low voice, and he gave her a small smile, but Rosie sensed it took effort.

      “That was more difficult than I expected, it is true.”

      “Why? It wasn’t just the cold, was it?” She already knew that instinctively, from his odd reaction.

      “No.” He was silent for a moment, straightening his trousers, his tie, before he turned to look at her. “There is something I have not told you, about Dachau.” He paused, his gaze distant, before he looked back at Rosie. “The Nazis—they used prisoners in experiments, truly dreadful experiments. They cut them open, they gave them poison, they even amputated their limbs and attempted to attach to them others, as if we were… monsters. It was… a horror beyond all others, what they did.”

      Rosie’s breath caught in her chest. “I didn’t know any of that,” she whispered, appalled.

      “They chose me for an experiment with freezing water,” he continued, his gaze becoming distant once more. “It was to test how to save German pilots who had been shot down in the North Sea, or so I was told. There were a few hundred of us who were forced to do it. They’d put us naked into the icy water, leave us there for hours to see if we died. Then, if we were still alive, they’d take us out again and find various ways to warm us up. One poor fellow had boiling water thrown over him, and then died from the burns. Hardly a success.” The smile he gave her was positively grim. “I had the experiment done to me twice. In a way, it was helpful, because it made me realize that the Nazis would do anything. Anything.” His voice choked briefly before he resumed. “We’d been telling ourselves that it wouldn’t get worse, but then I saw that it could, and it would. Of course it would. They were evil, Rosie.” He turned to face her, the look in his eyes urging, even begging, her to understand. “More evil than I could have ever imagined. How does a man become that evil? How does he allow himself? I do not know. Somehow, he does—for these men, they were children, once. They were infants. Innocent. How did they come to this?” He shook his head slowly. “I do not know. I do not know.”

      Rosie stared at him, utterly aghast, having no idea what to say.

      After a few moments, his gaze on Frieda racing happily down the beach, Leon continued, “They tried to make me do the experiment a third time, and I resisted. I’d been so—what is the word? Like a servant.”

      “Meek?” she suggested in a whisper, and Leon frowned.

      “I do not know that word, but whatever they had wanted, I had done it. I’d thought that was how I would survive. But this? Again? No. And so I fought. It is how I got this limp.” He smiled faintly, gesturing to his leg. “They beat me near to death. They let me go, thank God, but my leg was broken, among other things. That would have been enough to have me shot, of course, if I did not work.” He shook his head. “But I would not let it be so. I went to work the next day—with a broken leg.”

      Rosie let out a gasp and Leon smiled.

      “How, you think? I do not know. Truly, I do not know. Only that I was determined not to die, and that was the only way I could manage it.” He released a long, low breath in a gust. “The bone set improperly, of course, which is why I now limp. But it healed, and I survived. They did not try to put me in the water again. And better yet—they gave me hope. Yes. They did.” He nodded, registering her silent surprise. “Because I did not let them defeat me. I was stronger than they thought, I was stronger than they were. That knowledge was like a gift to me. It helped me to go on.” He let out a small, sad sigh before he nodded and resumed, “That is when I came to know the boys, the ones here at Windermere. My father was dead by then, my brother, too. My older brother—he was so angry. He let it consume him, like a poison, but I wanted to hope. I wanted to give that hope to those boys.” He turned to her with a faint smile. “Those children. Which is why, perhaps, I spoke so sharply to you, on that first day.”

      “Oh, Leon.” Rosie shook her head, blinking back tears. “I was being foolish, I know I was…”

      “No, I was. I knew we were safe, there was no evil here, but there was part of me that still felt afraid.”

      “That’s understandable.”

      He gave a small shrug. “Maybe.”

      “Is that… is that why you reacted the way you did, when Frieda went into the lake, that day at the theater?”

      He turned to her, looking bemused. “How did I react?”

      “I don’t know. For a moment, you seemed… afraid, I suppose. I thought it was just because of Frieda, but it felt strange at the time.”

      “Perhaps, then, yes. And also why I was so concerned for you. I, of all people, know what it is like to catch a chill.” He let out a laugh then, surprising her, and making her both smile and want to weep. This man was so incredibly strong. So wonderfully brave. So very dear. And he wanted to make her happy. “Going in the water today was a test,” Leon told her. “I do not know if I succeeded or not, but at least I went in. I felt the freezing water, and I did not let the memories consume me or make me bitter.”

      “I’m so proud of you,” Rosie said, and, impulsively, she reached for his hand.

      Leon threaded his fingers through hers as he looked at her seriously. “I am glad, but you must know I want you to be more than proud of me.”

      “Leon…” I am, she wanted to say, cry, I am, I know I am. Yet, once again, she found she couldn’t; it was as if her throat had stopped up completely.

      “It is all right,” Leon told her quietly. “I am patient—maybe too patient! Let us go find Frieda.”

      And still holding her hand, he tugged her round to walk down the beach, to the girl cavorting on the sand, her face tilted toward the sky.
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      In November, the Red Cross came with news of some of the children’s families. While there was no news from Frieda’s family, one boy found his aunt was alive and ready to welcome him; another, to everyone’s amazement, found out his own brother was alive and had been fighting in the RAF during the war. The news was joyous yet also sad, for those were the only two who found anyone at all. For everyone else, it was a story only of unmarked graves.

      “It does not come as a surprise,” Dr. Friedmann told the volunteers, “to hear of their deaths. Of course it does not. And yet things that do not surprise us still have the power to shock. It is strange, yet it is so.”

      Rosie knew exactly what he meant. Hadn’t she felt that when she’d learned Thomas had died? Or when she’d fallen pregnant, and then later lost her daughter? Each time, some part of her had been waiting for the worst, and yet, when it came, just as she’d thought it would, it felt like a shocking blow. But she longed for a different ending for these children, and even for herself. A different ending of their own choosing… and hers.

      Ever since that day on the beach, Rosie had thought about Leon, wondering if she could have a future with him. Was she ready to love again? Could she be, in time? And what about what Jean had said to her? Leon was Jewish; surely he would want a Jewish wife? And yet, he’d said he wanted to make her happy. She didn’t think she had misunderstood him. She didn’t care he was Jewish; perhaps he didn’t, either.

      And then there was also Frieda. As the days passed, Rosie realized more and more how she did not wish to envision a future without her. Her mind spun scenarios of staying in England, finding a way to visit Frieda on occasion, maybe even regularly. And then one day Frieda herself mentioned it.

      “I don’t want to be adopted,” she told Rosie bluntly. It was late afternoon, the light liquid and golden, and they were walking around the lake with a few of the younger children, who had skipped ahead. They would be leaving for their new home in Bulldog Banks the following week.

      “You don’t want to be adopted?” she said to Frieda as they walked, her gaze on the children running in the distance. “Don’t you want a home, Frieda?”

      “They’ll be strangers.” Frieda stuck her lower lip out, looking as sulky as when she’d first come to Calgarth. “That is not a home.”

      “But in time…” Rosie protested, half-heartedly, because she knew she didn’t want Frieda to be adopted, either. “In time,” she persisted firmly, putting her own feelings aside, “they will come to love you, and you them. And that is a home.”

      Frieda looked stubbornly unconvinced. “I don’t want a home,” she insisted, her tone turning truculent, and Rosie tried for a playful smile.

      “Do you want to stay at Calgarth forever?” she teased, only for Frieda to give her a sudden, burning look.

      “Yes,” the girl burst out. “Yes. With you.”

      “Oh, Frieda.” Rosie reached for her, and Frieda came into her arms, burrowing her face into Rosie’s shoulder. The other children had sat down on the ground by the side of the road and were playing in the piles of damp leaves. Their clothes, Rosie knew, would be terribly muddy, and Jean would be cross, but they seemed to be having so much fun. She hugged Frieda tighter. “I wish that could be, but you know it can’t,” she murmured, as she stroked her hair.

      “But…” Frieda hesitated, and Rosie eased back so she could look in her face.

      “But?”

      Frieda nibbled her lip, looking uncertain.

      Rosie had a feeling she knew what she was going to say, and yet she needed to hear her say it. “But, Frieda?” she prompted gently.

      “Couldn’t you adopt me?” Frieda whispered. “If you wanted to?”

      “Oh Frieda, I would want to,” Rosie assured her, an ache of longing in her voice. “I would.”

      Frieda’s eyes widened, her hands clasped in front of her, her expression turning painfully hopeful. Rosie couldn’t bear to disappoint her. “Then why don’t you?” she asked eagerly. “You could, Rosie, I’m sure you could!”

      “Frieda, darling…” Rosie gazed at her with both deep affection and a sense of despair. “They wouldn’t let me.” She hated to see Frieda’s expression fall so dramatically, collapsing in on itself as she looked down at the ground, blinking hard and scuffing one shoe against the road. “I’m a young woman on my own,” Rosie explained, keeping her voice gentle, “and I’m not even from this country. And, of course, I’m not Jewish.”

      “I don’t care about any of that,” Frieda insisted. “I don’t. Papa wasn’t Jewish, and my mother wasn’t… she didn’t care that much about it, I don’t think. I don’t care. Rosie…”

      Rosie couldn’t bear for her to beg. “Frieda, if I could—”

      “Have you asked?”

      Rosie fell silent, because, of course, she hadn’t. She hadn’t even considered asking, because, after all of Dr. Friedmann’s warnings about not getting too attached, and the way Jean had presumed she would not be able to adopt, she had similarly assumed it was impossible.

      “No,” she admitted slowly. “I haven’t. I suppose I just assumed it wouldn’t be allowed.” She hesitated, her mind whirling with new thoughts, impossible ideas. And yet maybe, just maybe, actually possible…

      Could she adopt Frieda? What would that even look like? She could take her back to Kingston, but how would she provide for them both? She didn’t have a job; she’d only completed one year of university. She was just twenty-four years old.

      And yet… her parents would accept Frieda, Rosie knew. They would, of course they would. They would love her as she did. She could live at home until she could find a job, a way to provide for them both. Frieda could go to school; maybe Rosie could even go back to university.

      For the first time, the prospect of going home didn’t fill her with a nameless sort of dread. It gave her a sense of hope, even excitement, that rose within her even as she told herself to be cautious.

      “I will ask,” she promised Frieda. “I’ll speak to Dr. Friedmann about it.”

      Frieda beamed with joy, her eyes brightening as a smile split her face, and Rosie felt she had to warn her.

      “But don’t be too hopeful, Frieda, please, because I really don’t know if it would work. If I would be allowed. The Central British Fund has been organizing the adoptions, and they have been quite clear they wish for Jewish families to adopt the younger children eventually.”

      “But shouldn’t I be able to decide my own future?” Frieda demanded, and Rosie smiled at her strident tone, her determination.

      “Yes, of course you should.” She wasn’t a small child, like the others. Frieda should have a say in her destiny, but whether she—or Rosie herself—would be listened to at all, she had no idea. “Come on, let’s get the others,” she said, nodding toward the children who were still playing among the piles of damp leaves. “I think it’s time for tea.”

      

      A few days later, Rosie worked up the courage to talk to Dr. Friedmann about the idea. Although she knew he himself could neither refuse nor give permission, he could certainly advise, and she’d come to respect the gentle doctor’s wisdom. She wanted to know what he thought before she approached the Central British Fund; in truth, she wasn’t sure she’d know how to approach the Fund without some help and advice.

      “Ah, Miss Lyman.” He stood up from behind his desk, the right half of his mouth lifting in a smile that seemed warm and genuine. “A pleasure, as always. It has been a delight to see Frieda blossom under your care.”

      “I’m sure it’s not just because of me,” Rosie replied with a small smile, “but it is Frieda I’d like to speak to you about.”

      “Of course.” The doctor sat down and gestured for Rosie to sit, as well. “How may I help?”

      “Well…” Her heart was thudding, her mouth dry, her hands clammy. She had no idea if what she was about to suggest was utterly outrageous or really rather sensible. Possible, at least… hopefully. “I was wondering… that is…” She swallowed and started again. “I wanted to inquire about the possibility of adopting Frieda.”

      A second’s beat felt endless and electric as Dr. Friedmann stared at her, his eyes widening before he composed his expression into something more thoughtful. “You want to adopt her, you mean?” he asked, and Rosie heard the surprise in his voice, underneath the solicitous tone.

      She nodded. “Yes. And Frieda… Frieda wishes for me to adopt her, as well.”

      “You spoke with her about this?”

      Rosie did not miss the very slight note of censure in his voice. “Only because she spoke to me of it first,” she said quickly. “I wouldn’t have dreamed of doing so otherwise, I assure you.”

      “I see.” Dr. Friedmann was silent for a moment, his fingers steepled together, his forehead furrowed in thought. “Of course, there are obstacles,” he said at last. “That, I’m sure you already realize. You are a young woman, you do not reside in this country, and, most importantly, perhaps, you are not Jewish.”

      “Yes, I know.” Rosie bit her lip. “I told Frieda as much already. Has… has a family been found for her yet? That is… she will be adopted by someone, won’t she? She won’t have to go into a hostel like the older children?”

      “Frieda’s future has not yet been determined. It might be that a hostel is the most appropriate place for her. It is not as unfriendly a place as it sounds,” Dr. Friedmann assured her with a small smile. “The children will live together, with a matron supervising them, while they go to work or school. In a way, it is like a family, a large family, and it might be the kind of an arrangement they are comfortable with, after everything they have experienced. Many of them would prefer to stay together.”

      “That may be,” Rosie allowed, “but the truth is that Frieda has not made many real friendships here. I don’t know that she would actually like such an arrangement.”

      “Possibly,” the doctor agreed after a brief pause, “but, in any case, we are still hoping to find her aunt, her father’s sister. Since she is a Gentile, her chance of survival is understandably much greater. If she can be found, the hope, of course, is that Frieda would live with her.”

      “Yes, of course.” The words came automatically, but Rosie didn’t feel them. Frieda hadn’t even written the aunt’s name down, she thought despondently. The only reason the Red Cross was looking for her at all was thanks to Rosie’s intervention, something she half-wondered whether she should regret. “But if the aunt isn’t found?” she asked after a moment. “Would it be possible then?”

      Dr. Friedmann considered the matter, his gaze lifting up to the ceiling. “I do not know the answer to that question. The Central British Fund has a high priority to place children with Jewish families, understandably. However, they would, of course, wish to take Frieda’s views into consideration. And then there are the other matters, of your age and marital status. If you were married, with a husband who was employed, I must confess that would be a different matter entirely.” He paused, his smile gentle yet seeming disconcertingly knowing. “Perhaps even a Jewish husband?” he suggested kindly.

      Rosie flushed, knowing he had to be thinking of Leon. Their friendship had not gone without notice at Calgarth, especially after their trip to the seaside with Frieda. Rosie didn’t mind the speculation or lighthearted gossip she suspected was flying around the estate; her friendship with Leon was something she both cherished and was proud of… even as she wondered if she could ever possibly be ready for more.

      And if it meant she could adopt Frieda…

      But, no. She could not let herself marry Leon simply to get Frieda. The thought was unconscionable. And yet…

      “I have no intention to marry at this moment,” she told Dr. Friedmann carefully, her voice slightly stiff with embarrassment.

      “Ah, well.” He gave a little shrug. “There is no harm, I am sure, in speaking with the Central British Fund personally. You could travel to London to meet with them. It is always helpful to have a representative from the program here to update them on our progress.”

      “I could?” Rosie asked, surprise audible in her voice. She had not thought it could be as easy as that. Of course, she cautioned herself, speaking to them directly might yield no satisfactory results… and yet she felt hopeful, simply because of the doctor’s suggestion, more than she expected to. At the very least, it was a chance, and while she was in London, she could visit Violet, as well. She felt badly that she had fallen out with her cousin, even though it had not been in an overly dramatic fashion. Violet hadn’t been as sympathetic as Rosie would have expected, or at least hoped, and she’d been too raw and wounded to not let it matter. Still, she knew now that she’d like to see Violet before her cousin returned to Ontario, although perhaps she already had. The last time her mother had written, she’d mentioned that Violet was waiting for Andrew Smith, now her fiancé, before she returned to Canada, but that had been some weeks ago.

      Still, surely it was worth a try? Especially if going to London could help her—and Frieda.

      

      The arrangements to travel to London were made with surprising ease—and haste. Rosie knew she had not a moment to lose, for the Central British Fund could very well be making other plans for Frieda already; the time in Windermere for all the children was coming to an end in just six weeks, and dozens had left already.

      Rosie told Frieda of her plans, cautioning her against becoming too hopeful, which, judging from Frieda’s excited reaction, was futile, yet still, Rosie thought, necessary.

      “It’s just a discussion, Frieda,” she told her. “They will have concerns. It might not be possible—”

      “I know,” Frieda replied, grabbing her hands. “But still.”

      Rosie laughed, unable to keep from catching a little of her infectious excitement. It was fun to let herself dream, even to plan. “Would you like to live in Canada?” she asked. “It wouldn’t be too far away?”

      “Too far away?” Frieda replied, with her usual direct look. “Far away from what?”

      It was a reminder that despite her happiness now, she had lost absolutely everything—and everyone. Rosie didn’t want to disappoint her yet again.

      Leon’s reaction was, understandably, more measured. “I would hope the Central British Fund would listen to what Frieda herself wants,” he told her, “considering her age. She is not a small child, after all. But it is not always possible.”

      “I know, and I wonder if I’m a bit mad, to take on the rearing of a twelve-year-old girl, when I am only twenty-three myself.” She gave Leon an abashed smile. “Perhaps it will be too much for me.”

      “Perhaps it will be the making of you.” The smile he gave her was tinged with sorrow, and Rosie felt a sudden, urgent need to explain to him how she felt, even if she didn’t entirely know herself.

      “Leon… what you said, that day at the beach…”

      Instantly, he became alert, watchful. “Yes?”

      “I… I care for you,” Rosie blurted. “I do. I’m just not… I’m not…”

      The light in his eyes dimmed, but he still smiled. “I understand, Rosie.”

      “I…” She blushed, fighting with herself, her own feelings, the deep-seated fear of revealing them, even feeling them. “I don’t want to lose you,” she finally whispered. “And I’m afraid I might.”

      “You won’t,” Leon replied simply. “I’ll always be here.”

      “But in six weeks we’ll all be somewhere else,” she pointed out rather miserably, for as she made herself imagine a future without Leon, she realized she didn’t like the look of it at all.

      “Yes, that is true,” Leon allowed, “but I will make sure you know where to find me.”

      “Where will you go, after this ends?” She had not asked before, because they had made a silent, unspoken pact not to talk about the future in that way, to live in the very precious present.

      “I am planning to go to Sheffield,” he answered, “with some of the boys from Dachau. They will have a hostel there. I will stay with them, at least for a while, and see them settled.”

      “And after that?” Rosie asked tremulously.

      Leon smiled faintly and shrugged. “After? I cannot yet say. I would like to continue to train as a doctor. Whether that is truly possible in this country, I do not know.”

      Rosie nodded slowly. So much of the future was a morass of uncertainty that had yet to take any kind of form—for Leon, for Frieda, for herself. And yet she trusted Leon’s promise, and it reassured her. She would, she thought, believing it, being comforted by it, always know where to find him.
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      The hustle and bustle of London felt overwhelming after the calm beauty of the Calgarth Estate; although Rosie had gone on a few day trips over the last few months, to Windermere and Kendal and Bowness, she had not been in a proper city since July, and London’s noise and crowds, the grime and dirt, all threatened to send her scuttling back to the train.

      She’d heard from Violet before she’d taken the journey; with the barracks in Mayfair now given back to their owner, her cousin was staying at a boarding house in Battersea, and working for CMHQ as they continued with the massive effort of demobilization of the Canadian forces. Violet was hoping to return to Canada by Christmas—accompanied by her fiancé Andrew.

      Rosie couldn’t help but feel a little quiver of trepidation as she headed toward the tearoom around the corner from Trafalgar Square, where CMHQ was located, and where she had arranged to meet Violet. She had not seen her cousin since June, and they had not parted on particularly good terms, or written to each other since.

      Her relationship with Violet had always been somewhat tumultuous, Rosie reflected; her cousin was chatty and sociable, a veritable force of nature, and when they were younger, Rosie had always been content enough to remain in her shadow. But the war, and their service in it, had changed that particular dynamic; several years ago, Rosie had been selected for officer training while Violet had not, much to her ire, a decision that had led them to not be on speaking terms for over a year. And then, when Rosie had told her about Thomas and her baby daughter, Violet had been sympathetic but decidedly brisk; she clearly hadn’t wanted to dwell on such tedious sadness and she had told Rosie that everything that had happened had been for the best, a sentiment Rosie had found difficult to stomach at the time, and still did.

      But now… what would Violet be like? How would they relate to one another, after so much time had passed and so much had happened? Rosie knew she wasn’t angry with her cousin, not any more, but she wasn’t entirely sure what she did feel toward her.

      “Rosie!” Violet rose from the table in the window where she’d been sipping a cup of tea, nearly upsetting her cup and even the whole table as she waved madly at Rosie, who had only just come in the door.

      “Hello, Violet.” Rosie was heartened to see her cousin was still her cheerful, indefatigable self. The last vestiges of the hurt and resentment she’d felt back in June melted away, and she thought suddenly of Leon, telling her how weeping made the heart lighter. Yes, perhaps it did. It certainly felt lighter now, and she was able to greet her cousin with genuine warmth and gladness.

      Violet wrapped her in a tight embrace, giving her shoulders a good squeeze before she let go. “It’s so good to see you,” she said, and then, tellingly, sniffed, dashing at her eyes. “Look at me, a regular waterworks! I’m so glad you wrote, Rosie. I was afraid… well, I was afraid I’d put my foot in my big fat mouth the last time we met. I know I shouldn’t have said what I did, about it—you know—all being for the best.” She bit her lip, crimson with lipstick, her hazel eyes wide and luminous as she gazed at her in appeal. “I’m so sorry, Rosie. I know I handled that terribly.”

      “Oh, Violet.” Rosie shook her head as she shed her coat, hanging it over the back of her chair before she sat down. “It doesn’t matter, really, it doesn’t. Perhaps it was for the best, after all.”

      “Don’t say that,” Violet implored. “Please don’t. I know you can’t mean it.”

      “Well.” Rosie poured herself a cup of tea from the pot in the center of the table. “It’s in the past now, anyway.” Even if it still hurt. At least it didn’t hurt as much. She really was moving on, Rosie thought, in small, careful steps, if not leaps and bounds, and for that she was both glad and grateful.

      “Tell me how you’ve been,” Violet said. “All this time. Up by the lakes! I’ve heard it’s wonderfully beautiful up there, with the mountains and things, but the weather can be terribly gloomy.”

      “It can,” Rosie agreed with a laugh. “It rains an awful lot. But it is truly one of the most beautiful places in the world, at least one of the most beautiful places I’ve ever been. And I’ve so enjoyed getting to know all the children there.” She paused and then added with careful deliberation, “And one young girl in particular, in fact. Frieda.” Saying her name out loud gave Rosie a warm glow. Frieda, my daughter. Would she ever be able to say that and mean it? Have it be true?

      “Frieda.” Violet wrinkled her nose, her forehead furrowed. “Do you mean one of the Jewish children?”

      “Yes. Those are the only children there, Violet.” Rosie strove to moderate her slightly stern tone. She’d been at Calgarth for five months, but for Violet, it was all new and strange, and she understood that. “She’s a little girl from Katowice, in Poland. I’ve actually come to London today to meet with the Central British Fund for German Jewry about adopting her.”

      “Adopting…!” Violet’s jaw dropped rather comically before she snapped it shut, her eyes wide and round as she stared at Rosie. “You mean you want to adopt a… a baby?”

      “A child, actually, a girl. Frieda is all of twelve now,” Rosie explained, a touch of pride to her voice.

      “Twelve!” Violet practically yelped. “Goodness, Rosie, you don’t do things by halves, do you? What on earth would you do with a twelve-year-old Polish girl?”

      “Love her,” Rosie replied simply. “Care for her and love her, as I already do.”

      “Well.” Violet shook her head slowly as she sat back in her seat. “That’s one for the books, I guess! Will they let you do it, though? You’re not married, are you?” Her eyebrows arched high. “That hasn’t changed since I last saw you?” She let out a laugh, only to subside when she saw Rosie’s thoughtful look. “Rosie…!”

      “No, I’m not married,” Rosie assured her with a smile. “But there is a man in my life… a man I care for.” As she said the words, she realized just how much she meant them. “But I don’t think I’m ready yet, to think that way.” She paused to take a sip of her tea, steeling herself. “But I might be,” she added a bit recklessly, “one day.” Maybe even one day soon.

      “A man! Goodness.” Violet looked dazed. “Is he another volunteer?”

      “Yes, he came with the children from Poland.”

      Violet’s forehead crinkled. “You mean… he’s Jewish?”

      “Yes,” Rosie replied. “He’s a survivor, as well. He was in the camps, just as the children were.”

      “Goodness.” Violet still looked dazed, but also, Rosie thought, slightly scandalized by the notion.

      “You wouldn’t mind if I married a Jewish man, would you, Violet?” Rosie asked, her voice deceptively mild. She wondered if other people would mind, people back in Kingston, where there weren’t many Jewish people at all. Would her parents care? Her brother?

      Violet’s eyes widened. “Mind? No, no, of course not. But… well, it is a bit strange, isn’t it? I mean…”

      “What do you mean?” Although she strove to keep her voice neutral, Rosie heard the slight edge to it, and knew Violet did, too.

      “Just that it would be… different…” she began, only to suddenly throw her hands up in the air. “Oh, Rosie, I don’t much mind what you do!” she exclaimed. “I reckon I’ve given you enough lectures over the last few years, telling you how to be. Yes, it is a bit strange, to think of you marrying a Jewish man, adopting a Jewish daughter! People back home might talk a little, but I wouldn’t. And I’ll stop looking shocked, I promise. If you love him and he loves you, then I suppose that’s all there is to say about it.”

      “I don’t know if we love each other yet,” Rosie replied. “Like I said, it’s too soon.” She gave her cousin a quick, grateful smile. “But thank you.”

      The conversation moved on then, to talk of Violet and what she’d been doing at CMHQ—“the most dreadfully boring work imaginable, lists and lists and lists! The army makes more of ’em than they need.” She also told Rosie about Andrew, and how he’d told her he’d be demobbed before Christmas.

      “If we could make it home for the holidays, that would be wonderful. Mum and Dad are so excited to meet him, but we might have to wait till January. There’s still plenty of work for me to do at CMHQ, so I don’t suppose it will matter too much.”

      “You sound happy, Violet,” Rosie told her quietly, and her cousin smiled.

      “I am. I never thought I’d settle down like an old housewife, and yet here I am, about to do just that.” She gave a little laugh. “I don’t mind, though. If I don’t see another typewriter for the rest of my life, that would suit me down to the ground.” Her laughing expression turned serious. “And you seem happy, too, Rosie, if I do say so, and… more than that.” She paused, her forehead crinkling in thought. “When Thomas was in the picture, you were happy, of course, but it was a bubbly, fizzy sort of excitement, and that doesn’t always last, does it, as lovely as it is? But now you seem more settled. Peaceful, even.”

      Rosie smiled at Violet’s apt description of that “fizzy feeling” she’d had around Thomas; it was certainly true. “I am happy,” she said, a thrum of sincerity in her voice. “I really am.”

      As they were parting, with hugs and kisses on the cheek, Violet suddenly slapped her forehead. “I almost forgot! A letter came to you at CMHQ a few weeks ago. Major Davis is still there, the old tyrant, and she gave it to me to pass onto you, since she knew we were cousins. It’s from somewhere in Worcestershire… did you know anyone posted there?”

      “No, I don’t think so.” Rosie took the letter and examined the postmark, somewhat mystified, but not particularly curious. The handwriting looked a bit spidery and she didn’t think she recognized it, but CWACs had moved all around during the war, and it could have been from any of the women she’d met and served with over the last three years. “Thank you,” she told Violet. “I don’t suppose I’ll see you before you go, but maybe we’ll meet back in Kingston.”

      “You will come back to Ontario, won’t you, Rosie?” Violet asked anxiously. “You’re not going to stay in England forever with this girl, if you adopt her?”

      Rosie thought of Frieda, of Leon, of Lake Ontario, shimmering blue-green in the summer sunlight, Amherst Island perched in it like a jewel.

      “I’m going to come back,” she told Violet, and for the first time she knew she meant it.

      

      The office for the Central British Fund was located in Woburn House, on Tavistock Square, a grand, brick edifice that hummed with activity. As Rosie stepped inside, telephones rang, typewriters clacked, and secretaries and office clerks bustled around, looking busy and important.

      “There is so much work to do,” Elaine Blond, the woman in charge of relocating the Windermere children, told Rosie as she led her to a cramped and cluttered office on the second floor. She sat behind a wooden desk and gestured for Rosie to take the only other seat in the small room. “We must strike while the iron is hot—while the British and American governments are still concerned about what has happened to the Jews.” Her pretty mouth twisted. “In a few more months, no one will care anymore at all.”

      “Surely that can’t be true,” Rosie exclaimed, “considering what has happened to them?”

      “One would think, but…” Elaine sighed and shrugged as she spread her hands wide. “The CBF was founded in 1933, when Hitler first came to power, and we have always struggled to find sympathy. Our main problem has been convincing governments that Jewish refugees are not, in fact, a threat to them.”

      Rosie knew Elaine had been involved in the Kindertransports before the war, when ten thousand children had traveled to England, separate from their parents. It had been stopped in 1940, due to the conflict. Most of their parents had died back in Germany during the war.

      “But that is neither here nor there,” Elaine continued with a brisk smile. “How are things up at Windermere?”

      “They are very well, thank you,” Rosie replied with an answering smile. “The children have truly flourished there. It has been a delight to see.”

      “I am glad to hear it.”

      “Many of them have gone already now, but of course you know that.” Rosie twisted the strap of her handbag resting in her lap between her hands, feeling tongue-tied and more nervous than ever now that the moment to explain herself had finally come. “Some are even planning to travel all the way to Palestine, I believe.” Dr. Friedmann had mentioned it recently; some of the older teenagers were Zionists, longing to return to what they saw as their homeland.

      “Yes, that has been a particular focus for some refugees.” Elaine nodded and smiled in agreement, although Rosie sensed a slight impatience from her, a bristling need to get to the bottom of why Rosie had requested this appointment. She was clearly a woman with a great deal of work to do.

      “There is one girl at Calgarth,” Rosie told her in a rush, “who has not yet been placed anywhere, as far as I know. Her name is Frieda Weber. She is twelve years old, and she has asked if I will adopt her.”

      Just as Dr. Friedmann’s had, Elaine Blond’s eyes widened slightly, her nostrils flaring, her lips pursed in thought or perhaps even disapproval.

      Rosie continued doggedly, trying to keep from sounding as desperate as she felt, “We have become close, and I… I would like to adopt her, if I could. I am from Canada, in Ontario, and I would take her there to live with me.”

      “Assuming a visa could be arranged,” Elaine remarked, her tone giving nothing away.

      Rosie had not even thought of visas. “Y-yes,” she agreed stiltedly. “Assuming.”

      “You are not Jewish.” This was stated as fact.

      Rosie shook her head, her hands now clenched tightly in her lap. “No.”

      “And you are quite young,” Elaine continued.

      Elaine was, Rosie thought, making all the objections that she’d feared. “I am twenty-three.”

      “Hardly old enough to care for such a child,” Elaine returned succinctly. Rosie’s heart sank even more. “I appreciate your interest and concern, of course,” she continued, “and I am quite sure that the experience at Windermere has created a good deal of affection on both sides when it comes to you and this girl. But the time there was never meant to be a permanent solution, Miss Lyman. These children have lives to lead elsewhere.”

      “But does Frieda?” Rosie burst out. “If I don’t adopt her, where will she go?”

      “As it happens, I received a letter only yesterday about this very girl,” Elaine Blond replied. “I am sure you will be pleased to hear her aunt has finally been found.”

      Rosie stared at her dumbly. This, she realized, she had not expected, even though she knew she should have. “Her aunt…” she repeated numbly. “And she is willing to take her in? Where does she live?”

      “She is in Dresden, where Frieda’s father was born, I believe. We have not yet corresponded about whether she will take Frieda.”

      “But does Frieda even want to go back there?” Rosie pressed. “She told me she’s never even met her aunt.”

      Elaine’s mouth became pinched. “I do not know the particulars.”

      “But if this aunt isn’t Jewish either,” Rosie continued desperately, feeling the hope of caring for Frieda slip away from her. She hadn’t fully realized until that moment just how much she wanted it to happen. “And Frieda has never met her… surely I am as like family as she is, if not more—”

      “As I said,” Elaine cut across her, “the experience at Windermere clearly created a close bond of affection between the two of you. That does not mean it will last. You are a young woman, Miss Lyman, with your whole future ahead of you. I imagine you will return to Canada and take up your life there, and you will forget Frieda after a time.”

      “I will not,” Rosie declared with fierce dignity. “I would never do such a thing. I know my own heart, Miss Blond, of that I assure you.”

      The other woman looked unmoved, albeit a little weary. “Even so.”

      “So you will not consider it?” Rosie asked, and she heard the ragged thrum of tears in her voice that she choked back. “Not at all?”

      “Not at this time,” Elaine replied, in the manner of someone making a concession. “If the aunt proves as unamenable as you seem to suggest, perhaps… perhaps it can be considered. Perhaps.” Her voice was quelling. “But there are ramifications to consider, Miss Lyman, that you seem blithely unaware of. A visa is not an easy thing to obtain, for one.”

      “I’ll obtain it,” Rosie replied fiercely. “If that is all it takes—”

      “I assure you, that is not all it takes. But it is a beginning.” Elaine sighed. “It would be far better for you to return to Canada on your own,” she told Rosie wearily. “You are young, emotional, and I do not think you realize what you would be taking on.” She paused and then continued carefully, “These children, they have experienced unimaginable horrors—”

      “I am well aware of that,” Rosie inserted quietly.

      “They are damaged,” Elaine continued flatly. “Unbearably damaged, perhaps irrevocably so, I am very sorry to say. It might not seem so now, when they have been laughing and playing by the lake, but it is true, nonetheless. There is deep, deep trauma within them that will take many years to process and accept. Do you really think you are capable of dealing with all of that, Miss Lyman?”

      Rosie swallowed hard and then lifted her chin, meeting the other woman’s probing stare directly. “I believe I am, Miss Blond, because I am damaged, as well. Not like Frieda, it is true, but with my own sad scars. Marie Paneth—the art therapist up at Calgarth, as I’m sure you know—told me some time ago that broken calls to broken. I didn’t really believe her at the time, perhaps because I was too broken myself.” Rosie smiled faintly, appreciating the irony. “But I understand it now, because I’ve lived it. I’ve helped to heal Frieda—and she has helped to heal me. And I know we are not perfectly healed, nor perhaps will we ever be, or anyone else for that matter, but we need each other, Miss Blond. We love each other. That much I do know, absolutely.” She stopped, knowing she had no more to say, gazing at the other woman in challenge, with pride, because she meant what she said, utterly, and she would stand by it.

      “Well.” Elaine looked, for the first time, truly sympathetic. She gave a slow nod and a small smile. “We’ll see what we can do.”

      It was, Rosie knew, the most she could hope for, and, in truth, she did feel hopeful as she left Woburn House. She felt shaky too, for having said so much, and for being so bold. What if Frieda’s aunt did want her? And what if Frieda decided she wanted to go and live in Dresden with her, after all? Rosie wanted her to be happy, of course she did, but she knew she’d feel a huge sense of loss, of grief.

      Well, that was a worry for another day, she decided. For now, she would be content with what she had—something that was not quite a promise, but close enough.

      

      Rosie had arranged to spend the night at a modest hotel near Piccadilly before heading back to Windermere in the morning, and it wasn’t until she was in her room, having had a meager dinner of Spam fritters and cold boiled potatoes in the hotel’s dining room with a few other, rather dour guests, that she remembered the letter in her bag that Violet had given her, and she took it out with little more than a flicker of curiosity.

      Her old friend Susan, with whom she’d served at Beaumanor Hall, had stayed on at CMHQ before heading back to Canada in October; another friend from her London days, Beth, had applied to work in the Pacific but the war there had ended before they’d even sailed. Had she stayed in England after that?

      Rosie slit the envelope and then unfolded the letter, scanning the first few lines before it felt as if her heart had frozen in her chest, her breath in her lungs, her whole body going rigid with shock.

      
        
        Rosie, dearest Rosie, if you’re reading this, you probably believe I am dead…

      

      

      It was, she realized with a wave of utter incredulity, from Thomas.
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      The convalescent hospital in Worcestershire smelled of carbolic and infection, cabbage and damp wool. The men there had all been wounded in the last months of the war, and they were still recovering, as of yet too ill to return to the States. There were men with grievous head injuries, and men in wheelchairs, and those who had had limbs amputated, the cloth now neatly pinned across empty sleeves or trouser legs. There were men playing cards in the dayroom, and others who lay in their beds and simply stared at the ceiling. It was a part of war that Rosie had never seen before, the aftermath of it, and she was both horrified and filled with pity.

      Thomas was in the ward at the end of a long, tiled corridor, seated in a chair by the window, facing a garden that was bare and brown in winter. There were only a few other patients in the room, asleep or as good as, barely stirring as Rosie stood in the doorway for a moment, studying the man she’d loved and composing herself, for the sight of him there brought a sudden flood of emotion.

      She’d received his letter last night, and spent hours simply staring into space, trying to make sense of it all. Thomas… alive. Thomas… alive! How could it be? How was she meant to feel? Because she didn’t, she knew, feel the way she once would have expected—elated, thankful, filled with wonder.

      The next morning, gritty-eyed but determined, she decided she needed to see him. His letter had been so brief, merely stating he was alive, convalescing in an American military hospital in Worcestershire, and that he wanted to see her. She knew no more than that, and she knew she needed to.

      It had been a simple matter to take a train, and then a bus, on her way back to Windermere, and so here she was… with no idea what to say. What to think? How to feel?

      She took a step into the room. “Thomas,” she called softly.

      He turned, and his face lit up like a firework when he saw her. “Rosie!”

      For a second, she didn’t know how to react; she knew she did not feel the same sense of joy he clearly did, and, just as before, she could not entirely understand why she did not, despite all that had happened—his parents’ rejection, his potential lies. Six months ago, surely, she would have been excited, thankful. She knew she would have. She would have run to him, weeping with joy, her arms stretched out, incredulous and so very hopeful. But now, beneath the understandable sense of relief that he hadn’t been killed, she only felt confused, and tired, and sad.

      It was clearly not the reaction Thomas was expecting, for he dropped the arms he’d stretched out to her. “Rosie?”

      “Hello, Thomas.” She walked into the room, and then, because this was, after all, Thomas, she leaned down to put her arms around him and kiss his cheek. He didn’t smell the same, she thought, of his Pinaud cologne and hair pomade. He smelled stale, and also of medicine, but that, of course, wasn’t his fault. Still, it felt strange.

      His arms came around her briefly, clumsily, before he dropped them.

      She eased back, smiling at him, although part of her still felt like crying. He was terribly thin and haggard-looking, and his hair had gone white at his temples and sides. There was a scar from his forehead to his chin, a pink line running right in front of his ear.

      “A little surprised at how I look, huh?” Thomas said, trying to smile, but there was a slightly bitter edge to his voice that made Rosie feel guilty.

      “I am a little surprised,” she admitted quietly. “But mostly because I thought you were dead, Thomas. I… I can’t believe you’re alive!” She smiled, even though her lips felt as if they weren’t working properly, and eagerly he leaned forward in his chair.

      “You received my letter?”

      “Yes, Violet gave it to me only yesterday. I haven’t been in London, you see, and so I didn’t get it at CMHQ.” She hesitated, the silence between them feeling both expectant and a little tense, and then she asked quietly, “Did you receive mine?”

      Thomas’s brows drew together. “Yours? When?”

      “Before the battle of Ardennes.” She drew a quick, steadying breath. “September, it would have been, of last year.”

      He gave a restless sort of shrug, his fingers twitching at the blanket that covered his knees. “I don’t know. I can’t remember what letters I received. A lot has happened since then, Rosie.”

      “You would have remembered this letter.” She turned to look out the window. So, he didn’t know that she had been pregnant with their child. Was there any point telling him now? And yet, how could she not? “Will you tell me what happened, Thomas?” she asked quietly. “After the battle? How did you survive?”

      He hesitated and then began in a flat voice, gesturing to his scar, “I was shot in the head. They left me for dead, and I was as good as, there in the snow. But then the Huns picked me up… took me to one of their prisoner-of-war camps, a ‘Guest of the Reich.’” He smiled mirthlessly. “Stalag Luft, it was called, in Barth, on the Baltic Sea, north of Berlin. ‘Beautiful Barth on the Baltic,’ we called it, although there wasn’t anything beautiful about it, not at all. There were about seven thousand of us there, along with a bunch of Brits. For the first few weeks, I was in the hospital, practically in a coma. Even after that I couldn’t remember my own name for months. It came back to me slowly, over time… and you, Rosie. You came back to me most of all.” He looked at her then, with a bright, burning longing in his eyes.

      Rosie found she could hardly speak past the lump in her throat. “Oh, Thomas. That sounds dreadful. I’m so very sorry.”

      “The guards abandoned the camp right before the end of the war, just left in the night,” he continued. “We woke up and they weren’t there. It was so quiet, eerie, really. Then the Americans liberated us, before the Soviets took over. It was dicey for a while, let me tell you, but eventually they got us out. They finally shipped me over here about a month ago, and that’s when I wrote to you.” He paused to look at her again, his expression turning bleak. “I know I’m not the same as I was the last time you saw me. The head injury, it’s healed up, but I’ll be honest, it still affects me. Memory, mostly, but sometimes other things. They had to teach me how to tie my shoes.” He let out a laugh, the sound edged with despair before he rallied, squaring his shoulders, lifting his chin. “But I’m getting better every day, Rosie. I really am. And I… I still love you.” His voice cracked. “Do you still love me?”

      “Oh, Thomas,” Rosie said again. She stared at him helplessly, not sure she had any other words. Did she still love him? She had no idea how she felt anymore. So much had happened, so many things she’d endured and then gotten over, and now she felt as if she were back at the beginning, reeling once more. “Yes, I do,” she finally said, because it was true, at least in part. “I was devastated when I thought you had died, Thomas. Utterly devastated.”

      He shook his head sorrowfully “I wish there was some way I could have let you know I was alive.”

      “So do I.” Although, she wondered, how much difference would it have made? Her daughter would still have died. And what about Thomas’s parents? Would she ever have been accepted into his life, no matter what he said now?

      More importantly, Rosie thought, she most likely wouldn’t have gone to Windermere in search of herself… and she wouldn’t have met Frieda, or Leon. A sound escaped her, something between a ragged laugh and a sigh. The situation felt impossible, everything happening at the wrong time—too soon, too late, too much, too little. “How long will you be here for?” she asked, and he brightened, eager and hopeful once more.

      “They say I might be ready to ship home after Christmas. That’s not very long, is it?”

      “No, not long at all.” By Christmas, Frieda would have a placement… with her aunt or elsewhere, or with Rosie. “That’s good news, Thomas.”

      “For sure it is, Rosie, but the truth is, I don’t want to go home without you.” He gave her a direct look, both determined and desperate. “Do you really still love me, Rosie?”

      “Thomas…” She hesitated, and then made herself ask quietly, “What about your fiancée back home?”

      For a second, the look on his face was completely blank, and Rosie felt a strange, uneasy sort of hope. Had she got it all wrong? Had his parents been lying, for some reason? Then a shadow of guilt crept into his eyes and his mouth puckered like a prune before he looked away.

      “How did you hear about that?” he asked, his face averted.

      Rosie’s heart sank, even though she didn’t actually feel disappointment. She felt sad, and a bit confused, and very, very tired. “I wrote to your parents,” she explained in a low voice. “After I’d heard you had died. I… I wanted to feel close to you, I suppose.”

      “You wrote to my parents?” He sounded surprised and not at all pleased. “Rosie—”

      “They wrote back,” she cut him off, her voice sharpening, “a not very nice letter saying they never wanted to hear from me again, and that there was a lovely young woman back in Greenwich, Connecticut, who you’d asked to marry, and who was now devastated by grief.”

      He turned back to her, his expression turning desperate again as he reached out one hand. “It wasn’t like that, Rosie, I swear.”

      “How was it, then? Maybe you could tell me, because you never did before.” She’d tried to sound gentle, but her voice came out even sharper. The hurt was still there, she realized, at least a little bit, maybe even more than that.

      Thomas sighed heavily. “We had an understanding, it’s true. Maureen and I were high-school sweethearts. Everyone thought we’d get married.”

      “Did you think that?”

      He shrugged restlessly. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

      “Did you ask her to marry you?” Rosie asked pointedly. “Down on one knee, with a ring?” she added, and now she was the one who sounded bitter.

      Thomas hung his head. “All right, yeah, I did, right before I shipped out,” he confessed before adding in a rush, “I thought I might die, Rosie! And everyone expected it. Life felt… precious.”

      “Yes, I think I remember hearing that before.” He’d said the same to her, before he’d slipped a ring on her finger—not an engagement ring, but one for the wedding they’d never had, a cheap thing of brass, simply so they could go into a hotel and spend the night together… and all the while, another woman had been wearing his ring, a real one.

      She looked away, a sour taste roiling in her stomach, rising in her mouth.

      “Rosie.” Thomas lurched forward, grabbing her hand. “It wasn’t like that, I promise.”

      The feel of his hand in hers, thinner though it was, was familiar. Beloved, even, but in the way a photograph was, something you looked at and then put away. Could she love him again, properly? Did she even want to?

      She glanced down at their clasped hands, remembering how they’d walked arm in arm down Piccadilly, laughing and chatting. Lying in the meadow at Turnham Green, dancing at Rainbow Corner, the whole world stretched before them, shimmering with possibility and delight.

      Was it all gone? Had it ever been real? Thomas seemed to want her to believe it was, despite Maureen, who had been waiting for him in Connecticut all this time.

      “What was it like, then, Thomas?” she asked quietly. “Did you ever tell your parents about me? Because in the letter, they seemed to not know I existed. And what about Maureen? Did you ever break it off with her? Did you write to her to tell her you’d fallen in love with a CWAC in London, when she told you she didn’t know how to flirt?” Her voice broke then as the memories flooded back, and she tugged her hand from his, shaking her head and wiping her eyes.

      “Ah, Rosie. Rosie, darling.” Thomas sounded near tears himself. “I can tell you think I was a cad, and I know it looks like it too, but it really wasn’t like that, I promise. I loved you. I love you still…”

      “You must have written your parents since you returned,” Rosie said, still wiping her eyes. “Did you tell them about me then?”

      He hesitated, and she let out a despairing laugh.

      “No? Not even then, Thomas?”

      “Rosie, I haven’t, it’s true, but only because I hadn’t found you yet.” He spoke in a rush, the words tumbling over one another. “That’s really the only reason why! I didn’t know if you’d still care for me, and the truth is, I still don’t. I love you. I want to build my life with you. If you want me to write my parents and Maureen right now, and tell them all about you, then I will. Just give me a pen and some paper.”

      He looked at her defiantly, one hand outstretched, but all Rosie could think was that he must have never written to Maureen before about her. He’d never even told his fiancée it was over… if indeed it had been. Had Thomas ever meant what he’d said about wanting to marry her? Was Maureen still wearing his engagement ring? Did she think they would marry, even now? Rosie had no idea what to believe. And she still hadn’t told him about their daughter.

      “Rosie, please.”

      “I need to think,” she told him. “This has been so sudden… I was just getting over you!” The words burst out of her in an accusation. “I was finally moving on, Thomas, past my grief. For months, I was like a… like a ghost, just walking around blankly, numb and even dead inside. But…” Her voice hitched and she drew a breath. “I was finally getting over you.”

      Thomas’s mouth twisted. “I’m sorry it’s so inconvenient for you that I’m alive.”

      “You know I don’t mean that!” she protested in exasperation. “But it’s a shock, Thomas. It’s a very big shock.”

      “I know and I’m sorry, Rosie. Please believe that I am.” Once again, he was back to being eager, a penitent in love. “I’m sorry. I know I’m handling this all wrong, and I don’t want to! It’s just that I’ve been dreaming of this day for so long. It’s what got me through everything—the hospital, the prison, here—knowing one day I’d hold you in my arms again.”

      What on earth could she say to that? A few months ago, she would have dreamed of it, too. Oh, how she would have! But did she—could she—still?

      “I need to think,” she said again. “My life has changed since we last saw each other. It’s changed rather a lot.”

      Thomas’s eyes narrowed as his shoulders slumped. “Is there someone else?”

      “Not like that,” Rosie said, mostly truthfully. “But I’ve been up in Windermere, Thomas, with children…”

      “What?” Now he looked completely nonplussed.

      Wearily, Rosie explained about the children, the Calgarth Estate, although she didn’t mention either Frieda or Leon. She wasn’t sure why—whether it was to protect Thomas, Leon or Frieda, or perhaps herself.

      “But you say that’s ending soon?” Thomas said when she’d finished, without, Rosie thought, asking so much as a single question about her time there, or showing any interest in it at all.

      “Yes, in the new year.”

      “Which is when I’ll be able to return home.” He reached for her hand again, and Rosie let him take it. “Rosie, darling, this is perfect. We can travel home together. You can meet my parents—”

      “I don’t think they want to meet me,” she interjected rather tartly.

      “They’ll come round, once they know you, and they realize how much I love you,” Thomas replied, with far more certainty than Rosie felt. “I’ll take a job in Dad’s law firm in the city. We’ll buy that little house. Remember, Rosie?” He squeezed her hand. “Remember the house and the dog and a couple of kids? Our dream.”

      Your dream, Rosie thought, but didn’t say, because she knew it wasn’t really fair. It had been her dream too, for a little while. When she’d been pregnant with his child…

      Resolutely, she tugged her hand from his. “Thomas, that letter I sent you in September, before Ardennes? Do you know what it said?” She heard the hurt in her voice, and she knew Thomas did, as well.

      He gazed at her in confusion. “Rosie, what…?”

      “I was pregnant, Thomas,” she blurted brokenly. “Pregnant with your child.” She drew a shuddering breath. “I lost the baby, a little girl. She died in the womb, they didn’t know why.”

      His mouth opened, then closed as his eyes widened and he reached for her hand again, holding it tightly. “Oh, Rosie. Rosie, darling. A little girl… our little girl…”

      Tears pooled in her eyes and resolutely she blinked them back. “I didn’t even get to hold her. I wish I had. But I was dismissed from the Corps. I really lost my way for a while. Coming to Windermere changed all that. But… I’ll always miss her.” She squeezed his hand. “I thought you should know.”

      Thomas shook his head slowly, his expression distant and dazed. “A little girl,” he whispered, before looking up at her with all the old hope and eagerness. “Rosie, we can have another little girl! And a boy! Lots of each. We can still have the dream—”

      “Don’t, Thomas.” Telling him about their baby had felt like lancing a wound. It had hurt, but in a strange way, it had also provided relief. It left her feeling drained, but as undecided as ever. She’d loved him so very much. Why couldn’t she remember how to love him again, especially as he seemed to love her?

      But what about Frieda?

      What about Leon?

      “Oh, Thomas. I… I don’t know,” she said helplessly. “This is all so much to take in. You have to give me a little time.” Maybe then she would have some clarity, some certainty, because right now she felt as if she were spinning, in so many ways.

      “Of course.” Thomas let go of her hand. “Of course. Like I said, I’m not being shipped home till Christmas. There’s time, Rosie. We have plenty of time.”

      “Yes.” Rosie nodded, feeling hollow inside. “Yes, there’s plenty of time.”

      He smiled at her then, and the curve of his lips was like a ghost of the cocky grin he used to give her, that charming smile that had slipped onto his face so easily. He’d been so carelessly confident then, so used to having anything and everything. She hadn’t minded it, because he’d chosen her, and that had felt like a miracle.

      But now? Now she was a different woman, and he was a different man. Could they fall in love all over again, pick up the remnants of what they had once shared?

      “May I visit you again?” she asked. “I can take the train from Windermere.”

      Thomas’s face lit up, and Rosie found herself giving a small smile. Once, she would have thrilled to have pleased him so easily. She felt a flicker of that old joy again, an ember she could, perhaps, kindle into flame.

      “Yes, visit me,” he said. “Or I’ll visit you. They’ve said they’ll let me out of here soon. Where did you say you were? The Calgarth something?”

      “The Calgarth Estate. But I don’t want you to have to come all that way.” And, she realized, she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted Thomas showing up in Windermere, having to explain his presence, not, at least, until she’d had time to think. “I’ll come back here, in a week or two,” she promised. “And I’ll write.”

      “All right, then.” He nodded slowly, giving her a rallying sort of smile. “You promise?”

      “Yes, of course, Thomas.” She smiled and touched his hand lightly. “I promise.”

      She walked away feeling strangely guilty for leaving Thomas on his own, sitting in his chair, staring out the window.

      Outside, dusk was already drawing in, and the air was bitterly cold. Her feelings too jumbled to make sense of them, Rosie buttoned up her coat, tucked her head low, and started toward the station and the life that awaited her back in Windermere.
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      The train journey from Worcester to Windermere was a blur; Rosie sat and stared out the window into the oncoming night, her mind whirling, yet also blank. Thomas… alive. Thomas, still in love with her and wanting to marry her. The realizations kept tumbling through her mind, and yet every time, they jolted her, a surprise, a shock. How could this be? And what on earth was she going to do?

      She should have at least told Thomas about Frieda, she thought, and her intention to adopt her. How would he feel about taking a twelve-year-old girl into their lives? She couldn’t be sure, and that made her wonder how well she’d ever known him, before she told herself that wasn’t fair—adopting a twelve-year-old girl was hardly something he’d expect her to do.

      And yet, and yet… Her mind seethed with questions and worries, as well as a sudden, deep longing to turn back time, back, back to when she’d loved Thomas with a love that had felt pure and true, and things had seemed so simple. He would marry her, they would have their little house, the picket fence, the dog, the children… oh, the children.

      Rosie leaned her head against the train’s grimy windowpane and closed her eyes. She felt as if she couldn’t think about it anymore, but neither could she stop thinking about it. Thomas, oh Thomas…

      “Miss, are you all right?”

      She opened her eyes to see the kindly-looking conductor smiling down at her.

      “We’re almost at Windermere.”

      “Thank you,” she murmured. “And yes, I’m fine.”

      She gathered her belongings as the train pulled into the darkened station. She’d taken a later train than she’d expected, thanks to her stop in Worcester, and she’d have to walk back to the estate if there wasn’t a bus—a distance of three miles. The prospect, on a cold and dark winter’s night, was dispiriting.

      She’d barely alighted from the train when she heard a familiar voice. “Rosie!”

      She turned, her heart lifting to see Leon standing on the platform.

      “What… how…?” She shook her head, smiling, as she came toward him. “I thought I’d have to walk.”

      “I knew the bus had stopped running.”

      “But how did you know I’d be on this train?”

      He gave a smiling little shrug. “It’s the last one today.”

      “Oh, Leon!” Suddenly, she felt near tears and without even thinking about what she was doing, she threw her arms around him.

      Surprised, Leon stiffened for a mere second before he wrapped his arms around her, drawing her to him, and Rosie pressed her cheek against the scratchy wool of his coat.

      “What’s all this about?” Leon asked with a little laugh as he eased back. He touched her hair gently. “Not that I mind, of course.”

      Rosie let out a shaky laugh, embarrassed she’d hugged him, yet not having it in her to regret such an impulsive action. “I’m sorry. It’s been a rather trying day.”

      “Don’t be sorry.” Leon’s concerned gaze scanned her face. “What happened with the Central British Fund?”

      “Oh…” In all the tumult of finding out about Thomas, Rosie had practically forgotten yesterday’s meeting with Elaine Blond. “It went about as well as I expected, I suppose.”

      “Why don’t you tell me about it in the car?”

      He took her case and led her to the car, and once they were headed back toward Troutbeck and the Calgarth Estate beyond, Rosie told him the essence of the meeting.

      “So not yes, but also not no,” Leon surmised once she’d finished. “Well, there is reason to hope.”

      “Yes.” Rosie gazed out the window at the woods sliding by in the dark. She felt Leon’s thoughtful glance resting on her, but she did not turn to look at him.

      “Today was trying?” he prompted after a moment. “Was that because of the trains?” His tone suggested he thought it wasn’t.

      “No, not the trains,” Rosie admitted, but did not say any more. She wasn’t ready to tell Leon about Thomas until she’d sorted out her own feelings a bit more. “I can’t talk about it just yet,” she said as she turned to him with an apologetic smile. “But I will soon, I promise.”

      Leon frowned, his lips pursed, his forehead puckered, and Rosie wondered whether she was being fair to him by not telling him when he could so clearly sense something was wrong. He might be envisioning all sorts of things—but could he have ever envisioned this? She certainly hadn’t been able to.

      They didn’t speak for the rest of the short journey back to Calgarth, but at least, Rosie thought, the silence did not feel tense. She was glad to be in Leon’s company, to rest in it in a way she realized she never had with Thomas, not even in their happiest days.

      As Leon pulled up to the main hall, Frieda came running out; she’d clearly been watching and waiting for them.

      “Rosie!” She barreled into Rosie as soon as she got out of the car, and she pulled her, laughing, into a hug. “Did they say yes?” Frieda demanded. “Did they? Did they?”

      “Not yes and not no,” Rosie told her, parroting what Leon had said, “but that’s about what I thought they’d say. Come inside and I’ll tell you more.” She would have to tell Frieda about her aunt being located, she realized. She’d pushed the whole existence of the woman to the back of her mind, but now it rose to the front. What if Frieda was pleased? What if the aunt decided she wanted to care for her niece? Rosie knew she would be happy for Frieda, to have finally found some family, but it would be hard, so hard, to lose her now.

      

      At the end of one of the tables in the empty dining hall, she, Leon, and Frieda sat with cups of tea while Rosie told them the gist of what Elaine Blond had said. It felt natural to have Leon sit with them; since their day at the seaside together, they had been spending more and more time together as a three. Almost like a family.

      “My aunt?” Frieda repeated in disbelief when Rosie told her, gently, what the Red Cross had discovered.

      “She is living in Dresden, apparently.”

      “Dresden!” Frieda looked horrified. “But I don’t want to live in Dresden!”

      “But your aunt—”

      “My aunt will not want me,” she burst out fiercely. “I know she won’t. Papa’s family wouldn’t speak with him after he married my mother, because she was Jewish. That is why I’ve never met her. I won’t live with her!” Frieda banged the table with her fist, her face wild. “I won’t!”

      “Frieda, no one will make you live with her,” Rosie assured her, resting her hand over the girl’s, hoping it was a promise she could keep. “Especially if what you say is true.”

      “It is!”

      Rosie glanced at Leon, who looked troubled, his lips thoughtfully pursed. “We need to wait to find out more,” she said. “Perhaps your aunt will write.”

      “But I don’t want to live with her!” Frieda exclaimed, and then she scrambled up from the table and ran out of the room.

      A sigh escaped Rosie in a gust of sound. “I think I probably could have managed that better,” she remarked wryly.

      “She’s frightened,” Leon replied. “And that makes her…”

      He paused, his forehead crinkling as he thought of the word, and Rosie filled in, “Lash out? Yes, I know. But I don’t know what else to tell her. I don’t want to make promises I can’t keep, and that’s what I might have just done.”

      Leon rested his hand over Rosie’s, just as she had over Frieda’s a minute earlier. The feel of his warm fingers on hers was comforting and strong—yet they also gave her a little jolt of electricity, of awareness and even attraction. It was not, she knew, unwelcome. “This can keep for another day,” he told her. “Can’t it? The Red Cross will not be arriving this evening and you have had, as you said, a trying day, and not just because of the trains.” He smiled faintly, seeming to be waiting for her to reply, and Rosie knew he wanted her to tell him what had tried her, just as she knew she couldn’t. Not yet, not yet…

      “You’re right,” she said, with an attempt at a smile. “I think a good night’s sleep for Frieda, as well as for me, might make everything look better in the morning.”

      And then, she hoped, she would know what to do—how to feel—about Thomas.

      

      The next week passed in a blur of activity. Frieda remained a bit sulky, but also clingy, which saddened Rosie even as she understood it. After years of the worst kind of suffering, Frieda had finally found both happiness and stability—and now they were being threatened by a faceless organization, an unknown aunt. No wonder she was frightened, and yes, lashing out.

      Meanwhile, the other children were leaving Windermere in dribs and drabs; the younger children, accompanied by Alice Goldberger, Jean, and a few other staff members, left for Weir Courtney on the first day of Hanukkah. The smallest children, those few under four, had already been placed elsewhere back in October.

      Rosie hugged her friend tightly as she said goodbye; she knew Jean was thrilled to be able to stay with the young children, especially Isaak.

      “Who knows what will happen,” she told Rosie. “Alice is recommending that the children remain at Weir Courtney for some time, so they can remain settled.”

      “And you will stay with them?”

      “As long as they need care,” Jean replied. “My mother’s gone to live with her friend. There’s nothing keeping me in Scotland anymore.”

      “God bless,” Rosie said, hugging her again. “I’m so happy for you, Jean.”

      Other children had already gone to hostels around the country, some even planning to emigrate to British Palestine. A few had gone to distant relatives in the States. By new year, they would all have to be gone… and so would Rosie.

      As each day slipped by, she knew she had to think more practically about her own future. She’d had a letter from her mother, telling her that Jamie was home, and that she hoped Rosie might return home soon, as well. She’d written of the annual Santa Claus parade in Kingston, and skating in Market Square, and Rosie had felt a sudden wave of longing rise inside her. She wanted to be home. She just still wasn’t sure how to get there.

      There had been a letter from Violet, as well; she would be home for Christmas, with Andrew Smith in tow.

      And a letter from Thomas, desperately effusive, the handwriting strangely spidery, unlike his former, firm stroke.

      
        
        Dearest Rosie,

        

        Please forgive me for the way I acted when I saw you. I know I must have seemed like an old grump, but the truth is, I’m desperate for you—and desperate to be the man I once was. Maybe I’ll never be that man again, but I want to be… with you.

        Please come visit me and we can talk again and remember how we used to be. Remember Turnham Green, Rosie, where I kissed you for the first time? Remember Rainbow Corner, where we danced the night away? Marry me, Rosie, and I’ll take you back to Greenwich, to that little white house, and all the dreams we’ll make there. It’s waiting for us, Rosie, I swear it is.

      

      

      Rosie had hardly been able to bear reading it. It hadn’t filled her with any sort of desire, she’d realized, to visit Thomas, or talk to him again, much less marry him and return to Connecticut, and her own deep reticence surprised her. Was she so fickle in her affections, that a few months could change her heart? Or even worse, had her heart changed because Thomas had, and as he’d said, he was no longer the man he’d once been?

      The possibility was shaming. Could she really abandon Thomas, the man she’d once loved, the father of her child, when he was so in need of her love and care? And if she did, what then? She decided she needed to visit him and talk with him again, properly. She needed to gauge her own feelings—and tell him about Frieda. Although there had been no word from the Red Cross about her aunt, Rosie was hopeful that she still might be able to adopt her… and if Thomas was going to be in her future, he needed to be agreeable.

      But first, she realized, she needed to tell Leon about Thomas. It had been over a week since she’d returned from London—and Worcestershire—and she saw the confusion in the crinkle of Leon’s forehead, the shadow in his eyes. He wouldn’t press her, but he knew she was keeping something back, and Rosie needed to be honest with him. Unfortunately, she wasn’t entirely sure how to be honest, when she didn’t truly know how she felt.

      The moment came when she was in the art room, tidying up the few paints and brushes that had been left out; not many children came to the room anymore, although the walls were plastered with their pictures.

      “There you are,” Leon stepped into the room as Rosie turned, her hands full of jars of cloudy water that had been used to clean the brushes.

      “Were you looking for me?” she asked.

      “I wondered where you were.” Leon shoved his hands into his pockets. “It’s been so quiet here, hasn’t it, with many of the children gone.”

      “Yes. It feels a bit sad, to be honest.” Rosie tried for a laugh and didn’t quite manage it.

      “Have you thought any more about the future?” Leon asked quietly. “With Frieda, I mean,” he clarified quickly.

      “I am waiting to hear from the Red Cross,” Rosie replied with a sigh. “If her aunt doesn’t wish to take her—”

      “But even if she does?” he pressed. “Frieda does not want to go.”

      Rosie frowned. “I imagine the Central British Fund will want her to stay with family.”

      “I think,” Leon replied, “that they would rather she stay with someone who is Jewish.”

      She gave him a small, wry smile. “But, as you know, I am not Jewish.”

      “No, but…” Leon lifted his head to look at her, his jaw set, his eyes dark and determined. “I am.”

      Rosie’s heart lurched even as she went completely still. For a second, she could not speak; her mind was spinning too much. “What…” She moistened her dry lips with the tip of her tongue. “What are you saying, Leon?”

      “What do you think I am saying?” he answered evenly.

      Rosie glanced down and saw her hands were trembling. She put the jars down and hid them in her skirt. “I… I don’t know,” she said, knowing it was a coward’s answer. She did know, or at least she suspected, but she was afraid to say it out loud.

      “Rosie, I told you I wanted to make you happy.” Leon took a step toward her. “I care about you, and I care about Frieda. What if—”

      “Leon, Thomas is alive,” Rosie blurted out in a rush. As soon as she said it, she wished she hadn’t. It was the worst possible moment, and yet she’d felt as if she couldn’t keep it from him a moment longer, not with what he’d been about to say.

      “Thomas,” he repeated, his tone neutral, flat. He took a step back.

      “Yes, Thomas. The man… the man I told you about.”

      “I remember who Thomas is.” His gaze, revealing nothing, scanned her face. “You learned this in London?”

      “Yes,” she confessed miserably. “There was a letter waiting for me there, from him. He’s been at a convalescent home in Worcestershire. He’d been shot in the head at the Battle of Ardennes, but survived, and the Germans picked him up. He ended up as a prisoner-of-war in Germany, but he didn’t remember anything for a long time. I suppose it has happened to quite a few soldiers. Everything was in such a state as the war came to an end.”

      She stopped, waiting for him to say something, but Leon remained silent, his expression alarmingly inscrutable.

      “Leon…” she began, but then stopped again, because she did not know what she’d meant to say.

      “Did you see him?” he asked after a moment, his voice toneless. “That is why you took the later train, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, I stopped in Worcester.”

      Leon nodded slowly.

      “He… he still wants to marry me,” Rosie admitted in a whisper.

      “Does he?” He raised his eyebrows. “And what of the woman back in America? The woman he was going to marry?”

      Rosie shrugged, feeling worse by the second. She hated seeing Leon looking so cold, so condemning. It reminded her of when she’d first met him, and how uncertain and wrong-footed he’d made her feel. “He said he was planning to tell her the wedding was off.” But he hadn’t yet, and part of her wondered if he had ever intended to, before he’d been taken by the Germans.

      “I see,” Leon said quietly.

      “Do you? Because I don’t.” Rosie let out a wobbly laugh that sounded too close to tears. “Leon, I don’t know what to do. Thomas is still recovering, and he seems so unhappy. He wants to take me back to his family in Connecticut, but—”

      Leon shrugged, no more than a twitch of his shoulders. “Then I suppose you should go.”

      “You… do?” She stared at him in surprise. “You think I should go with him?” Marry him, she wanted to say, but didn’t. She hadn’t expected, hadn’t wanted, Leon to be so coolly matter-of-fact about it all.

      “You loved him, yes?” he replied. “Only months ago. That hasn’t changed?”

      “I…” It felt wrong to admit that maybe it had. Rosie just shook her head, more miserable than ever.

      “And he still loves you. There are no obstacles, are there?” He spread his hands, making it sound so simple, so obvious. “None at all.”

      Rosie knew she shouldn’t be hurt by his seeming sensibility, and yet she was, dreadfully so. How could he say such things, when moments ago it had seemed as if he’d wanted her to marry him?

      “I haven’t told him about Frieda,” she said instead, determined not to show how wounded she felt by his cool words.

      “And will you?” Leon returned, a note of challenge in his voice. “If her aunt decides to take her, I suppose there won’t be any need.”

      “Leon.” She couldn’t bear for him to suggest such a thing, to think such a thing. “I wouldn’t—”

      A sudden sound from the doorway had Rosie stopping abruptly, and she turned to see the end of a plait flying out as Frieda bolted from the door. Rosie’s stomach curdled with dread. How much had she heard? What had she believed?

      “Frieda!” she called, and then she turned back to Leon, angry now. “That wasn’t fair! I haven’t changed my commitment to Frieda at all. I’m not about to abandon her, no matter what happens.”

      “No,” Leon agreed quietly. “You are not abandoning her.” And then he turned and walked swiftly from the room.

      Rosie let out a cry of frustration. That conversation had not gone at all well, and she supposed it was her own fault. She shouldn’t have told Leon about Thomas like that. She’d wanted to be honest, but she could have certainly picked a better moment… any other moment! And yet she hadn’t expected him to be so cool about it all. If he really loved her as she’d been thinking he did, surely he wouldn’t have been willing to let her go so easily? Had she wanted him to fight for her?

      Well, he certainly hadn’t.

      Rosie finished tidying up the art room, needing a few moments to compose herself before she went looking for Frieda. She needed to think about Frieda, she knew, and not Leon. But when she finally went in search of her, she couldn’t find Frieda anywhere. Anxiety swirled in her stomach as she searched through the dining hall, the dormitories, the classrooms. She walked down the path around the lake, until the darkness forced her to turn back. She knew Frieda could be anywhere, curled up in some corner, not wanting to be found, but what if she’d done something foolish… again?

      By evening, when Frieda had not come to dinner or evening roll call, it was clear to Rosie that something had to be done. Frieda, she suspected, had run away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER NINETEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      “Where do you think she has gone?”

      Rosie could hardly bear to see the gentle concern on Dr. Friedmann’s face, hear it in his voice, for she felt as if she didn’t deserve it. She’d driven Frieda away, even if it had been without meaning to. She and Leon, arguing about the future. About themselves.

      “I don’t know,” she replied miserably. “She’s… she’s gone to sit by the lake before, when she’s been upset, but it’s so dark and cold out. I hate to think she might be out there now.”

      Dr. Friedmann steepled his fingers beneath his chin. “Are there any other places she might go?”

      Rosie shook her head. “None that I can think of.”

      “She has gone to the lake before,” Leon stated in a low voice. Over the last few hours, he had helped her to search for Frieda around the estate, although they hadn’t spoken of Thomas again. They hadn’t spoken at all, until Leon had suggested they speak to Friedmann.

      “Yes,” Dr. Friedmann replied now. “So Miss Lyman said—”

      “What I mean is,” Leon continued in that same low voice, “she has gone in the lake.”

      “What?” The doctor’s gentle expression dropped, his eyebrows snapping together as he looked between the two of them. “What do you mean?” he demanded. “When did this happen?”

      “In Bowness, months ago, when we went to the cinema,” Rosie answered in a near-whisper, taking up the wretched story. “She left the theater and went to the lake—I found her there, about waist deep in the water. She said she wasn’t… she wasn’t trying to harm herself… But then she lost her footing, and so I went in and rescued her.”

      “And no one thought to tell me what had happened?” Dr. Friedmann asked. His voice was quiet, but somehow that made it worse.

      Rosie swallowed. “I was going to tell you, but I caught cold and fell ill from being in the lake… and when I’d recovered, Frieda seemed so much better. She has been better. She wouldn’t…” She glanced apprehensively at Leon. “She wouldn’t do that again, would she?”

      He shrugged his ignorance, not looking at her.

      Guilt rushed through Rosie like a corrosive acid. This was all her fault. She should have told Dr. Friedmann about Frieda’s escapade in the lake; she shouldn’t have told Leon about Thomas the way she had. So many regrets. If something had happened to Frieda, she would never, ever forgive herself.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t think Frieda was truly in any danger.”

      Dr. Friedmann raked his hands through his hair, looking more annoyed than Rosie had ever seen him before, but also resigned. “I do not believe that was your decision to make,” he told her quietly, and Rosie blinked, absorbing the stinging rebuke, feeling even guiltier. No, it hadn’t been, and she hadn’t even realized she’d made it until this moment. “But as it is, we have no choice now but to send out a search party to walk around the lake. God willing, we will find Frieda safe and sound.”

      “This is my fault as much as yours,” Leon told her in a low voice when Dr. Friedmann had gone to alert the others. Rosie was doing her best to hold back tears of both guilt and a deep, wild fear. “If not more so. I shouldn’t have said what I did. I know you wouldn’t abandon Frieda, Rosie.”

      “But does she know that?” Rosie asked despairingly. She felt too overwrought to talk to Leon about anything other than Frieda. She had to be found. She simply had to. “Do you think she actually would go into the lake?” she asked him, her voice scared and small.

      “I don’t know. I hope not. I pray not.” He was silent for a moment. “But I don’t know.”

      “I know,” Rosie returned, forceful now. “Frieda wouldn’t do something like that, not now. She has so much to live for, to hope for. She would talk to me first about… anything. She wouldn’t just run away.”

      Leon regarded her soberly. “Let us hope so.”

      

      Half a dozen volunteers walked round the lake with flashlights, the bright beams sweeping the water as they called out Frieda’s name. The only answer was the lonely whistle of the wind through the leafless trees. With every step she took, her head lowered against the icy, unforgiving wind, Rosie didn’t know whether to feel hopeful that Frieda hadn’t been found by the lake—or worse, in it—or despairing, that she hadn’t been found at all.

      It was nearing ten o’clock at night when they finally returned to the main hall, dejected, no farther ahead than when they’d started. There had been no sign of Frieda at all.

      “Perhaps she left the estate?” Rosie asked Leon wretchedly. “She could have taken a bus or a train, even. She could be anywhere.”

      “But where would she go?” Leon returned, his tone determinedly reasonable. “Where would she want to go?”

      As they approached the hall, Marie came running out, her face alight. “She’s been found!” she cried, and Rosie sagged with relief, so Leon put his arm around her to keep her upright, and she leaned into him, grateful for his support.

      “Where?” she called back. “Where?”

      “A policeman rang from Grange-over-Sands, of all places,” Marie returned. “She was on the promenade there, all by herself, and as it was getting dark, someone became worried and rang the police. They picked her up.”

      Grange-over-Sands. Instinctively, Rosie turned to look at Leon, who gave her a small, sad smile of acknowledgement. Grange-over-Sands, where the three of them had been so happy, for a day. Where they’d been like a family.

      “May I see her?” she asked Marie. “Have they brought her back?”

      “No, the policeman rang just now,” Marie said. “Someone will have to go to fetch her.”

      “I’ll go,” Rosie said immediately, and Leon spoke immediately after.

      “I’ll drive.”

      

      They drove in silence down the lane toward Troutbeck, before turning off for the road south to Grange-over-Sands, the single-lane track swathed in darkness, with tall hedgerows on either side hemming them in.

      “It is good she has been found,” Leon said at last. “And that she is safe.”

      “Yes.” Rosie spoke mechanically, her unseeing gaze on the dark road ahead of them.

      She was relieved that Frieda had been found, of course she was, but she still felt horribly guilty. What if Frieda hadn’t been found? What if she’d done something dreadful to herself? If that had happened, Rosie knew she would never have been able to forgive herself, but, right then, worse than that was the fear that she wasn’t fit to be Frieda’s guardian, to be as good as her mother. How could she be, when something like this had happened, on her watch, because of it, even? If this story got back to the Central British Fund, to Elaine Blond…

      “Rosie,” Leon stated quietly. Meaningfully. “I shouldn’t have said what I did. I didn’t mean it.”

      “It doesn’t matter,” Rosie replied dully. “As long as Frieda is safe.”

      “It does matter,” Leon insisted. “Not just for Frieda, but for you.” He paused and then said, speaking in a heartfelt voice and yet with difficulty, “For us.”

      A shiver went through Rosie, rippled along her skin. For us. Was there even an us for her and Leon? Could there be, one day, with everything else going on? She felt so confused and so unhappy, because she’d never wanted things to happen the way they had.

      “I shouldn’t have told you about Thomas like that,” she whispered after a moment. “I didn’t mean to… that is, I wasn’t…” She wasn’t even sure what she was trying to say.

      “It’s all right,” Leon replied quietly. “I know you loved Thomas. And now that he’s back in your life—”

      “But he isn’t back,” Rosie blurted. “Not like that.” She took a steadying breath. “Let’s find Frieda,” she said. “And talk to her. And then we can talk about… about us.” If there could be an us, after all. A fragile yearning inside her made Rosie realize that she wanted there to be, very much… if only it was possible.

      

      The police station was a humble-looking building of gray stone directly facing the street. Frieda was inside, kicking her legs against the rungs of a wooden chair, her head lowered so Rosie could not see her face.

      “Frieda!” she cried, rushing toward her, Leon following behind. Frieda looked up, her defiant expression crumpling as Rosie knelt in front of her and took her into her arms without hesitation. “Oh, Frieda! Frieda, darling. I’m so glad you’re safe.”

      “I’m sorry,” Frieda whispered.

      “I’m sorry, so sorry,” Rosie exclaimed as she hugged her. “I don’t know what you heard, or what you thought of it, but none of it matters, Frieda, except that you’re all right.”

      “She didn’t want to be moved from the prom, that’s for certain,” the sergeant said, his tone one of kindly benevolence. “I thought she’d stay there all night, but it does get awfully cold, with the wind coming in from the sea.”

      “I’m sure it does,” Rosie replied, still clasping Frieda close to her. “Thank you, officer.”

      “Poor little blighters,” the sergeant remarked softly as they turned to go. Rosie knew he was thinking what so many of the locals thought about the Windermere children, and while she appreciated it, she wanted to tell the man that these children didn’t need his pity. They deserved his respect.

      “Come along,” she said gently to Frieda, as Leon helped her up from where she’d been kneeling on the floor. “Let’s get you home.”

      They didn’t speak during the drive back to Calgarth; the darkness made silence easier somehow, and now that the palaver had passed, Rosie realized how strained she’d felt, and how exhausted she was. Yet there was still so much to be said, for losing Frieda for a single afternoon had made her realize, more than ever, that she didn’t want to lose her ever again. She would fight for Frieda—fight Elaine Blond, the Central British Fund, the whole world if she had to. Frieda belonged with her—and she needed to know it, believe in it and rest in the sure and certain knowledge that Rosie would never, ever abandon her. It was, Rosie thought, a promise she would move heaven and earth itself to keep.

      Back at Calgarth, everyone had gone to bed, leaving the main hall dark and quiet. Rosie offered a subdued Frieda a cup of warm milk before bed, to which she duly agreed. Rosie moved briskly around the kitchen, heating up milk and bringing it out to the dining hall for her and Leon as well as Frieda.

      “I thought everyone could do with some warming up,” she said with a smile and set the cups down.

      Frieda murmured her thanks as she took her cup.

      They sat and sipped in silence, Rosie longing to reassure Frieda about the future, yet uncertain how to begin.

      Then, setting her cup down with a thud, Frieda burst out, “Are you going to leave me? And Leon? For this… this Thomas?” She said his name with something like a sneer.

      “Frieda.” Rosie put her own cup down as she reached over to lay her hand on Frieda’s. “I am not going to leave you,” she assured her steadily. “I was never going to leave you.”

      “But you said—”

      “I said something I shouldn’t have,” Leon interjected quietly. “Frieda, Rosie might not care for me as I wish her to, but she certainly cares for you. And I trust what she says—she’ll never leave you. Not if she can help it, at any rate.”

      Frieda looked between Leon and Rosie. “But you said you weren’t sure…”

      “I am sure,” Rosie declared firmly. “I am more than sure. I love you, Frieda.” Her voice choked with emotion as she said the words—the truth—out loud. “I love you so much. And if I can take care of you, and think of you as a daughter… well, then I will feel like the most fortunate and privileged person on earth.”

      Frieda stared at her for a few seconds, her expression fierce, as if she were testing the truth of Rosie’s words, whether she could trust them. Rosie waited, knowing the love for this young girl was shining in her eyes, blazing right through her. She just hoped Frieda could see it.

      “But what if,” Frieda finally said quietly, “they don’t agree? Because you’re not Jewish?”

      “We’ll just have to do our best to make them agree,” Rosie replied with conviction. At that moment, she felt as if anything were possible, simply by the sheer voice of her own will. “If you want to be with me and I want to be with you—”

      “I know,” Frieda exclaimed, her face lighting up. She glanced at Leon, and then back at Rosie, her expression a mingling of defiance, excitement, and hope. “You could marry Leon!”

      “Frieda,” Rosie protested quickly, blushing in embarrassment. She couldn’t bear to look at Leon, considering everything they both had and hadn’t talked about that day.

      “You could!” Frieda insisted, her voice rising, her eyes snapping with excitement. “You could! And then they couldn’t say anything against it because you’re not Jewish. Because Leon is Jewish!” She looked between the two of them, as if expecting them to leap to agreement, as excited as she was.

      “Frieda,” Rosie protested. “Sweetheart, it’s not that simple…”

      “Isn’t it?” The words, so quietly spoken, jolted Rosie right through, because they weren’t spoken by Frieda, but by Leon.

      She turned to him, jolted again by the look in his eyes—as intent as ever, but with a tenderness that just about undid her.

      “At least,” he amended quietly, “it could be. Couldn’t it?”

      “I…” Her head was spinning, her heart too. Everything felt jumbled up and in disarray, except… all of a sudden, it wasn’t. It wasn’t jumbled or confused at all. Rosie stood there, looking dumbly at Leon, and she realized it was actually very clear indeed. She loved him. She was almost certain he loved her. And they both loved Frieda.

      But it’s only been a few months. And you’ve loved and lost before. You’re not ready, it’s too soon, it’s too scary, don’t be so reckless, so foolish, not again…

      “See!” Frieda crowed. “See!”

      “Well?” Leon prompted, the barest hint of laughter gentling his voice, while Rosie stared at them both helplessly, overcome, still struggling with uncertainty, or really, with fear. Fear for herself, her own heart.

      Could it really be that easy? Could she let it? What about Thomas? What about her? Was she ready for love, for life, to risk her heart again? Was Leon?

      “Rosie,” Frieda implored, sounding both impatient and eager. “Say yes!”

      “Say yes to what?” Rosie asked, trying to laugh, even though she felt embarrassed, hopeful and scared all at once. Too many emotions to process, to deal with, and most of all, for Leon to see.

      “Frieda, perhaps you should let Rosie and I talk about this in private,” Leon said, keeping his tone kind. “It’s late, and you need to be in bed.”

      Frieda looked as if she wanted to argue, but then she slid off the bench, now acting as meek as Rosie could please. “All right,” she said, her tone positively angelic, and then she practically skipped from the room to her dormitory.

      Rosie let out a huff of laughter as she gathered up their cups and brought them to the kitchen. “She’s as transparent as a windowpane,” she told Leon as she returned, shaking her head. She still couldn’t quite make herself look at him.

      “I wish I could say the same for others,” Leon replied dryly. He stood up, his hands in his trouser pockets as he continued in a low voice, “I still don’t know what you think, Rosie. What it is that you feel.”

      “Leon…” Rosie finally turned to look at him, and the kindness in his eyes made affection and something much deeper sweep through her in a welcome rush. This man. This kind, gentle, good man.

      “It’s all right,” he said quickly. “I understand. Frieda, she said too many things. And I did, as well, especially in front of Frieda. I put you in a… in a difficult position. I did not mean for that to happen.”

      Rosie tilted her chin, feeling suddenly, recklessly, wonderfully emboldened. “Didn’t you?” she challenged, and Leon hung his head, flushing.

      “I admit, I allowed my feelings to—what is the expression? Get the better of me.”

      Rosie’s heart had started to race, and her head felt light, as if she were poised to jump off a cliff, to fly—or fall. “And is that such a bad thing?” she asked.

      Leon looked up, his eyes darkening in a way that felt delicious, scary and wonderful all at the same. He took a step closer to her.

      “Is it?” he asked in a low voice, and Rosie heard such an ache of yearning that she knew she could not postpone or prevaricate any longer. Leon had suffered too much in this life to be denied the truth she knew was shining in her heart.

      “It is,” she confirmed, a tremor in her voice as she met his dark and hungry gaze with her own, both tremulous and bold. “Because my feelings have got the better of me. Frieda was right. It is simple. At least… it could be. Because…” Her heart was juddering, her mouth dry. “Because I love you, Leon.”

      Leon’s lips parted but no words came out. Finally, hoarsely, he said, “But Thomas…”

      “I have to talk to him,” Rosie admitted. “And seeing him again was strange and hard, but it made me realize… I don’t love him anymore. I’m… I’m not sure I ever did, not truly.” Although perhaps, Rosie acknowledged, that wasn’t fair. She’d been dazzled and swept away by the romance of the thing, it was true, but that didn’t mean her feelings hadn’t been real at the time.

      But they weren’t her feelings anymore.

      “Are you sure?” Leon asked. “Rosie, this is a decision you must make alone—”

      “And I am making it,” she said simply. “I choose you. I love you, Leon, and I want to make a life with you and Frieda, if you’ll let me. If you want that, too.”

      “I do,” he said, his voice a thrum of feeling. “I do.” He took another step toward her, and then he held out his arms. “May I?” he asked, and wordlessly, overcome, Rosie nodded.

      Leon took her into his arms and as she tilted her face up to his, she felt as if the scattered pieces of herself were finally settling into place. And then as his lips gently found hers and her eyes fluttered closed, she reveled at the full and wonderful whole they had formed.
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      Watery sunlight spilled through the window as Rosie came into the convalescent home’s dayroom, where Thomas was sitting in a chair, his unfocused gaze on the view outside. A few other men were seated in the room, reading or playing checkers, or simply staring into space. Rosie stood in the doorway for a moment, unnoticed, watching Thomas, a thousand memories slipping through her mind like quicksilver.

      It had been three days since they’d found Frieda in Grange-over-Sands, since she’d told Leon she loved him, and the world felt as if it had been reborn. The hope and happiness that buoyed her soul to new, dazzling heights came to rest now, in quiet sorrow, as she gazed at the defeated-looking form of the man she’d once loved, or at least had thought she loved. Rosie wasn’t sure anymore what she’d felt for Thomas; their relationship had been both intense and fleeting, but it hadn’t lasted long enough for her to know if it would have endured through the years, the inevitable challenges and sorrows. And now she had to tell him so.

      She took a step into the room.

      He turned at the sound of her, and a faint smile creased his face and then he nodded slowly, taking in her serious expression, the way she clutched her handbag to her. Rosie suspected he already knew, or at least guessed, what she was going to say, but that didn’t make it any easier to say it.

      “Hello, Thomas.” She tried to smile as he looked away. “It’s a lovely day out. Would you like to walk in the gardens? Are you well enough?”

      “I am perfectly well. As it happens, I am going to be discharged very soon.” He paused, as if he wanted to say something else and then he murmured, “I’ll just get my coat.”

      He rose from his chair with careful dignity, and Rosie waited while he went to fetch it.

      A few minutes later, they were outside, walking through the straggly, frost-tipped grass, the flowerbeds forlornly empty, the sky a fragile blue with the sunlight barely warming the earth.

      “I know what you’ve come to say,” Thomas said after they’d walked a few minutes without speaking. He sounded resigned more than anything else. “It’s right there on your face.”

      “I’m sorry, Thomas.” She laid a hand on his arm. “I wish… I wish we could go back to the way things were.”

      “Do you?” Thomas asked, his voice rising in challenge. “Really?”

      Rosie fell silent, for she realized then that Thomas was right; she didn’t wish it, not really. She could never wish away Frieda and Leon from her life. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to be that naïve, starry-eyed girl she’d been before, so grateful for Thomas’s affection, for any attention he happened to toss her way.

      “Maybe not,” she admitted as she removed her hand from his arm. “Too much has happened. I’ve changed, and so have you. Neither of us is the person we were before.”

      “How have you changed, Rosie?” Thomas asked tiredly. “Because you seem the same to me.”

      “I’ve changed,” she replied steadily. “Losing—losing our daughter—”

      “But we can have other children,” Thomas interjected, sounding almost exasperated as he turned to her. “It isn’t just that, is it?”

      Rosie stared at him, knowing he would never grieve their child the way she had. Their daughter was just a distant concept to him, one that had gone before he’d even known of it, but to Rosie she’d been a person, a person she’d dearly loved. She accepted this difference, and found it didn’t hurt as much as it once would have. She was glad she’d told him, even if he would never feel the way she had.

      “No, it’s not just that,” she admitted slowly. “It’s many things. We’re too different now, Thomas. I’m sorry.” She paused before adding gently, “But there is still a woman waiting for you at home, Thomas, a woman who, by all accounts, still loves you, and who knows you far better than I ever did. Our time together was so short, so sweet, but… it wasn’t reality, was it? Not truly.”

      Thomas let out a sigh as he shoved his hands deep into the pockets of his coat. “I suppose it wasn’t, if that’s how you feel about it,” he replied, trying to sound wry and not quite managing it. “Who knows if it was or not. Maybe I made more of it, when I was in prison, than I should have.”

      “I can understand why you would,” she replied, determined to be fair. “But in any case… we did have fun. I don’t regret it.” Not exactly, anyway. Not completely, but she didn’t need to tell him that.

      “Yeah, we did have fun.” Thomas gave her a small smile. “Remember how we danced at Rainbow Corner?”

      “Yes,” Rosie replied softly. “I remember.”

      They walked in silence for a few minutes, the only sound the crunch of gravel under their feet. It felt neither companionable nor tense; it simply was.

      “I hope,” Rosie said finally, “that we can part as friends.”

      He glanced at her, a look of resignation in his eyes, but without any real bitterness. “What will you do, Rosie?” he asked. “Will you return to Ontario?”

      “Yes, I think so.” She would have to wait to hear back from the Central British Fund about Frieda, but she and Leon had already discussed going to Canada. He’d even suggested, shyly, about resuming his training as a doctor at Queen’s University. Of course it wouldn’t be easy as all that; there were visas to think of, and formal adoption papers, and more besides, but for the first time since she’d lost her child, Rosie felt as if she could see her future, or at least its first steps. She hoped Thomas could find the same.

      He let out a sigh as he gazed out at the wintry gardens. “I suppose I’ll go back after Christmas,” he said. “And take up my old job at Dad’s firm.”

      “And Maureen?” Rosie asked gently. “She must know you’re alive.”

      “Yes, she’s written to me.” He paused and then admitted with a seeming reluctance, “I received her letter yesterday.”

      And in that simple statement, Rosie saw his future laid out, as plainly as hers, if not more so. He wasn’t heartbroken, she realized then; if anything, it was his pride that was hurt that she hadn’t rushed to his side, overjoyed, mixed perhaps with a longing for what had been, the way he had been when he’d been with her.

      But he had Maureen waiting for him at home, who loved him still, and his family and his future, his job, and even perhaps the little white house he’d told her about, the children and dog. All of it was ahead of him.

      She’d never truly been a part of any of it, she saw that now quite clearly, and without any real resentment. It had been a dream, a wonderful dream, hazy and hopeful, but no more than that, and she thought she might have realized that at the time, even if she had tried not to let herself. She’d never truly believed in the picture he’d painted, hadn’t quite let herself trust its primary colors. And now she understood why. He’d always had Maureen, waiting in the wings, and now he would go home to her.

      “I’m happy for you, Thomas,” she said quietly. “Truly, I am.”

      He glanced at her then, his smile sad. “There’s someone else, isn’t there? For you?”

      “Yes,” Rosie admitted, because she knew she had to be honest. “Two someone elses, actually. A little girl and a… a man.”

      He frowned. “A little girl?”

      “One of the survivors where I’ve been helping.” He had never asked about what she was doing up in Windermere. He’d never asked anything about her life at all. “I’m hoping to adopt her.”

      “Adopt her?” His tone was surprised and not entirely without censure. “You mean, a Jew?”

      Rosie stiffened. “Yes, she is Jewish, and so is the man I am hoping to marry. What of it?”

      He shrugged. “I thought they kept to themselves, that’s all.”

      “Well, thankfully Leon and Frieda have not,” Rosie returned sharply before she moderated her tone. “We’re hoping to build a life together, as a family, back in Ontario.” If she’d needed any validation of her decision, it was in Thomas’s surprised and faintly disapproving reaction to this news, his mouth turning down as he gave a slow shake of his head. “Thomas, my intention was to adopt Frieda regardless. If we… if we had decided… well, would you have welcomed Frieda as your own?”

      “As my own?” He looked even more surprised, and the brief curl of his lip made Rosie clench her hands into fists at her sides. He let out a weary breath as he shook his head. “Rosie, what’s the point of asking that? It’s not going to happen, anyway.”

      “No, I suppose it doesn’t matter.” But she’d already received his answer in that brief but telling reaction, and she was both saddened by it and glad for the confirmation of her own decision. There seemed to be nothing more to say. “I suppose this is farewell, then,” she said, turning to face him, and for a second, the new lines on his face, the scar on his cheek, all of it dropped away, and he was young and careless again, and so was she, and life felt easy and beautiful.

      Then she blinked and it was gone; Thomas’s lips were twisted into something like a smile, although the set of his expression still held a trace of that old obduracy. The war had changed them both, she knew, and it had turned them into different people than they’d been before, although she couldn’t regret the changes, at least for her.

      As for Thomas… she truly hoped he found happiness with Maureen and the dream he still cherished of the life he could live.

      “Goodbye, Thomas,” she said, and she embraced him briefly, pressing a kiss to his cold cheek.

      He held her to him for a second, no more, his arms coming around her, his hands gripping her shoulders, and then he stepped back with a nod, his gaze flitting away, and Rosie had the feeling that he had already, at least in some sense, moved on.

      With one last smile, she headed out of the garden, back to the train station—and home.

      

      Leon and Frieda were both waiting for her at the Windermere station, their faces wreathed in hopeful smiles as Rosie stepped off the platform, although she saw a certain worry shadowing Leon’s eyes and she gave him a reassuring smile as she embraced them both. It was finished.

      “Rosie, Rosie, you’ll never guess!” Frieda exclaimed as they hugged and then started walking back to the car. “A letter came for Dr. Friedmann from the Central British Fund! They said you can adopt me!”

      “What?” Rosie faltered in her step as she turned to look at Leon for confirmation. Could it really be that easy?

      “Not quite, moja kocie,” Leon reminded Frieda with a smile. “They have said they are willing to consider the idea, after receiving some communication from Frieda’s aunt.”

      “She didn’t want me,” Frieda filled in blithely. “And I’m glad!”

      “Well, that’s the first step, then,” Rosie said. She touched Frieda’s hair briefly; even though she could see plainly that Frieda was relieved by the development, she still thought there must be some sting in being rejected by a blood relative. But, she thought with a thrill of wonder, it meant that they were one step closer to becoming a proper family.

      “Yes, it’s good news,” Leon agreed. “Especially as the estate will close down in a few weeks. We will have to go somewhere.”

      Rosie had not thought about that. She knew she could not take Frieda out of the country until she officially adopted her, and that might take months. What would they do? Where would they go?

      Leon, seeing the worry in her eyes, gave her a reassuring smile. “A care for another day,” he murmured as they climbed into the car. “As for this day, we are together, and that is what matters.”

      Yes, Rosie decided as she smiled at Frieda first, and then Leon, feeling as if her love and happiness was brimming up out of her, that was all that mattered. There would be cares for other days, many of them, no doubt, as well as joys… but as for today… she would simply savor what was right in front of her—Leon, a man who loved her, Frieda, the daughter she loved, and a future stretching ahead for all of them, shimmering with possibility.
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SIX MONTHS LATER

        

      

    

    
      “I see it!”

      Rosie laughed as the wind whipped her hair and she tilted her face to the sky and bright summer sunlight. “Yes, of course you can, because it’s right in front of us,” she teased Frieda. “Amherst Island is only two miles from the mainland, after all. You can see it from the shore.”

      They were taking the ferry from Millhaven to Stella, an afternoon trip because Rosie had promised both Leon and Frieda she would show them the place she had grown up. Next, perhaps, would be New York City, although since they’d arrived in Canada a month ago, they’d stayed mainly in Kingston. But the future held many adventures, she hoped.

      It had been a long, challenging six months in many ways; after leaving Windermere, Rosie and Leon had married in a small civil ceremony in Sheffield, before they’d settled in the hostel with Frieda and the boys from Dachau, helping them to acclimatize to their new life while they waited for Frieda’s adoption to be approved. Rosie had become their unofficial den mother, Leon like their father, and in many ways it had felt like a large, happy family; Rosie had been sorry to go, even as she was grateful that the boys had settled so well into their new lives. She’d heard from Jean before she’d left; she was still at Bulldogs Bank, helping to care for Isaak and the others; it had been decided that the children should stay there for the foreseeable future, for their own wellbeing. Jean would stay on to care for them, which was exactly what she had been longing to do.

      Securing Frieda’s adoption and arranging her and Leon’s visas hadn’t been easy, involving many trips to London and wrangling with petty bureaucrats. There had been times when Rosie had felt as if all she did was wait in various lines or beg indifferent-looking clerks for progress to be made; she’d wondered, more than once, if they would ever be able to get to Ontario. The longer she stayed away, the more she realized she was finally ready to go home. She longed to.

      Then, in May, the paperwork had finally come through. They’d booked their passage on a cruise liner turned troop ship, and traveling that way had reminded Rosie of how she’d come over to England as a CWAC, back in 1943, nearly three years earlier. How much had changed! How much she had changed.

      She’d already written her parents several times with her news—her marriage to Leon, their adoption of Frieda, and just as she’d known they would, her parents had been, if surprised, then still warmly welcoming. They were planning to have a wedding reception for her and Leon later in the summer, and they’d even met them off the ship in Port of Quebec. Rosie had fallen into her mother’s arms, laughing and crying all at once, so very glad to be back where she knew she belonged.

      Her father and brother had both, with wide smiles, shaken Leon’s hand, and there had been a lollipop and teddy bear for Frieda, whose eyes had rounded, first in alarm, and then in hope, at being suddenly welcomed into this strange, new family.

      They’d had a steak dinner, and spent the night in a hotel, before heading back to Kingston. Then there had been more challenges; Rosie had had a painful, heartfelt conversation with her mother, weeping in her arms as she’d told her about Thomas and her baby daughter. And her mother had been, as she’d realized she’d always known she would be, comforting and supportive and not disappointed, or even shocked. Rosie had been glad she’d told her, even though it had been hard. Now there were no more secrets, only healing.

      It had taken time and patience to enroll Frieda in the local school, insisting she knew enough English, and for Leon to be accepted into the university’s medical program. They would continue to live with her parents until they could find a little place of their own; Leon intended to work part-time in order to provide for them, something Rosie knew he felt strongly about. Frieda, too, was looking forward to the three of them having their own home together, after the busy boisterousness of the hostel in Sheffield.

      As for Rosie herself, she had decided to return to Queen’s; she was no longer the bright-eyed undergrad she’d been five years earlier, but after living through the war, she’d told Leon, she realized how important it was to study history, to remember the past, to learn from it, and maybe one day teach it. Her cousin Violet had decided not to continue her studies; she’d laughingly told Rosie she’d never been as academic, and she was looking forward to married life and children.

      “Children, Rosie! Can you imagine it? Do you think I’ll be a good mother?”

      Rosie had gazed at her cousin, so bright and vivacious and lively, and seen the vulnerability underneath that she had so often struggled to see before.

      “Yes, Violet,” she’d told her sincerely, “I think you’ll be a wonderful mother.”

      Now, on this lovely summer’s day, they were traveling to Amherst Island, just the three of them, for Rosie to show the place she loved most to the people she loved most.

      “I should warn you, there’s not much here,” she said as they scrambled out of the ferry and walked into the tiny village of Stella, no more than a post office shop and a couple of houses of weathered clapboard, the whole place seeming empty, almost abandoned. They’d been the only passengers on the little steam ferry.

      “Yes, so you’ve said,” Leon said, putting his arm around her as they walked along, Frieda skipping ahead. “But it’s a beautiful place,” he continued. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen water such a color.”

      “Yes, it is lovely, isn’t it? I haven’t been here for years, and yet it always feels like coming home.”

      “Shall we stop in the post office shop to say hello?” he suggested.

      “I don’t know if anyone will remember me,” Rosie protested, but they went inside and bought several bottles of root beer from the cooler; Frieda had developed a love of the fizzy drink.

      “You must be little Rosie Lyman,” the woman behind the counter said with a wide smile, her face creasing into deep wrinkles. “I’d know a Lyman anywhere. They lived on this island for years and years.”

      “Lucas Lyman is my father,” Rosie replied, “and Jed my uncle.”

      “Lucas and Jed,” the woman replied, nodding. “How long ago it all seems! They sold up around the same time the McCaffertys did, right after the first war.”

      “Yes, my mother Ellen lived with the McCaffertys when she was a small.”

      “Ellen Copley! Of course I remember her. Came every winter from the States, as a child, on the train. Looked as if she wouldn’t say boo to a goose but loved it here, all right. Came back to nurse, as I recall—how long ago was that?”

      “About ten years,” Rosie replied, smiling. “I lived here too, with my brother Jamie.”

      “Ah yes, I remember you now.” The woman nodded. “Two little mites, you were! How is your family now? Everyone came through the war all right, then?”

      “Yes, mostly we did.” Rosie glanced instinctively at Frieda and Leon; their families hadn’t come through the war, but it didn’t seem as if they were thinking about that now, for they were smiling and nodding at the woman. “I’ve just come to show the island to my husband and daughter,” Rosie said, a throb of pride and joy in her voice at being able to use those beloved words, “because I loved it so here.”

      “There’s no place like it in the whole world,” the woman replied with certainty. “No place at all.”

      They paid for their sodas and walked outside into the sunshine, heading down the dirt road.

      “Where was your house?” Frieda called. “I want to see where you lived!”

      “It’s a bit of a walk,” Rosie warned. She’d packed a picnic for them to have along the way, and Leon was carrying the basket. With the sun shining down and the gentle breeze blowing through the long grass of the meadows on either side of the dirt road that led away from Stella, Rosie had to agree with the woman at the store; she didn’t think she’d ever been in such a lovely place—or felt so happy.

      It took them half an hour to walk to the farmhouse where she’d spent so many pleasant years. It was a humble place, just two rooms on the ground floor and two rooms above, made of weathered clapboard, and now that no one had lived in it for some time, half falling down, its porch sagging, the front door half off its hinges. No one had lived there since they’d left; people had been leaving the island in droves, looking for work.

      “It’s not much, is it?” Rosie said ruefully, for now that she was here she saw that the place was smaller and shabbier than she’d remembered. “But I did love it so. You can see the lake from the backyard.”

      “Shall we picnic by the lake?” Leon suggested, and they picked their way through the long grass, past the outdoor pump Rosie remembered her mother using, and the barn where her father had worked, all of it dilapidated and half-forgotten, to the shoreline where the waves lapped onto the flat rocks, ruffled in white.

      They found a large, flat, sun-warmed rock and spread out their picnic things—the bottles of root beer, and thick ham sandwiches, and her mother’s apple pie.

      “This truly is a lovely place,” Leon mused. “The lake is so big, it almost seems like the sea. And it’s so peaceful.”

      “Yes, I think that’s what I like most about it,” Rosie replied as she handed Frieda a ham sandwich and a bottle of root beer. “It feels so far away from all the world’s cares, although perhaps that’s just how I felt at the time, as a child.” She’d already told Leon about their desperate flight from New York to the island, during the Depression. How, after the chaotic months after her father had lost everything, coming here to Amherst Island had felt like coming to a haven. To home.

      “Does the island have a doctor?” Leon asked, and Rosie shook her head.

      “No, they lost their doctor when I was a child. My mother acted as nurse for quite a few years, but when we left, no one took over.”

      His eyes sparkled as he gave her a teasing grin. “Hmm…”

      Rosie felt a laugh bubble up inside her as she realized what he had to be thinking. “Would you really want to live here one day, Leon? And be the island doctor?”

      He shrugged, still smiling. “It’s as nice a place as any other, if not nicer.”

      “Yes, but…” She paused as she looked at the grass rippling in the sunshine, the lake dancing with waves.

      “I’d like to live here,” Frieda announced. “Then I could swim in the lake every day.”

      “Not in winter,” Rosie reminded her. “Sometimes it freezes over.”

      “Then I could ice skate,” Frieda said, and Rosie smiled faintly, remembering their old conversation about skating, now so long ago. New memories, she thought, could be made. They were making them every day. “Although maybe,” Frieda finished thoughtfully, “in a bigger house.”

      Rosie laughed, the sound carried away on the breeze. “Maybe,” she agreed and smiled at the two people whom she loved most in the world, who, amazingly, loved her back just as much. Was there any miracle more wondrous than that? To love and be loved. It felt like a secret she had stumbled on and still marveled at, one that she wanted to shout from the rooftops, to let everyone in the world know the wonderful truth of it. To love and be loved! There was nothing—nothing—more important or real.

      “Why couldn’t we live here?” Leon said softly as he threaded his fingers through hers. “When we have both finished our schooling. I will be a doctor, you will be a teacher. One day.”

      “Why couldn’t we?” Rosie repeated slowly, smiling. Why couldn’t they, indeed? Right then, the whole world felt filled with possibility, with purpose, with hope.

      Her hand still clasped in Leon’s, she gazed out at the lake, its surface sparkling in the sunlight, stretching all the way to the sky.

      
        
        * * *

        If you enjoyed reading Rosie’s story, then you’ll love The Edelweiss Sisters, another heartbreaking piece of historical fiction from Kate Hewitt, set during the Second World War. A powerful story of betrayal, forbidden love, and incredible courage.

      

        

      
        Get it here or keep reading for an exclusive extract.

      

      

    

  







            THE EDELWEISS SISTERS

          

          

      

    

    






AN EPIC, HEARTBREAKING AND GRIPPING WORLD WAR 2 NOVEL
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        Salzburg, Austria, 1945

      

      

      

      Spring is bursting like a song through the city, a symphony of beauty and renewal amidst the devastation wreaked by war. In Mirabellgarten, outside the magnificent palace, the flowerbeds are a riot of daisies and wallflowers, pansies and forget-me-nots.

      The magnolia trees in Marktplatz Square froth with silken-petaled flowers, and the Salzach River, flowing down from the snow-capped Kitzbühel Alps through meadows studded with the white stars of narcissi, burbles joyfully through the city. The river’s blue-green waters are untroubled by the broken bridges that gape above it, shattered reminders of the Allied bombs that destroyed them along with the dome of the cathedral, yet thankfully left much else unscathed.

      High above the city, by the ancient ochre buildings of Nonnberg Abbey, a woman skulks in the shadows as the dawn sun creeps over the blue-misted mountains of the Salzkammergut and spreads long, golden fingers of buttery light over the indigo peaks that ring Salzburg like a giant’s jagged crown. In her arms a baby stirs and lets out a small, mewling cry, the sound far too weak for a hungry infant.

      She draws the blanket up around the child’s face, rocking her as she whispers for her to hush. It has taken her nearly a week to arrive at this point, and she is filthy, exhausted, and starving. It would have been far easier to give the child to the relevant authorities that now swarm the cities and towns from here to Hamburg, officious and efficient, or even to leave the creature where it had been born mere weeks ago, in pain and suffering, into a world that seems broken beyond repair.

      But she made a promise, and so she is here, her body bruised and aching, her arms cradling this scrap of humanity that has somehow, impossibly, managed to survive.

      High above, the clock in the baroque dome that crowns the abbey begins to chime six o’clock. Soon the nuns will be assembling for prime, their voices rising as one as they recite the ancient words in a ritual that has remained unchanged by time, by war.

      The baby cries again, and the woman knows she can wait no longer. As reluctantly as she accepted this burden, she is now loath to let it go. This tiny child is the only thing that anchors her to another human being, to a reality other than wandering the world, one of the many lost to war—homeless, nameless, alone.

      She cradles the infant to her chest as she remembers the child’s mother’s fingers clasped in her own, cold and bony, ragged nails digging into skin, eyes lit with the dregs of her strength as it seeped away into the dirty straw.

      “Please… promise me… for the sake of my child…”

      What else could she have done but given her vow?

      “There is a clockmaker on Getreidegasse… a painted sign above it with a sprig of edelweiss… take the baby there… but if no one is there, then take it to the abbey. The nuns are kind there. They will know what to do. Swear to me…”

      And so here she is, with this tiny bundle, who nobody still living wants, clutched in her arms. She went to the shop on Getreidegasse, and it was boarded shut. So she came here, up to the abbey, to give them her offering. There is no way she can provide for the child; she must leave her here. The last chime of the clock fades into the dawn silence, a remnant of the echo reverberating through the narrow courtyard as shreds of mist begin to evaporate under the rising sun. Steeling herself, the woman moves forward, the baby cradled in one arm, an old crate held in the other. She found the crate outside a grocer’s in a fetid alleyway off Kaigasse, its damp, half-rotten slats as humble a crib as that for the holy child to whom the nuns raise their voices.

      She puts the crate on the doorstep of the abbey, and then gently places the baby inside, tucking the dirty blanket, given to her by a Red Cross worker in Munich, carefully around her tiny, wizened face. She tucks the little knitted flower, the edelweiss, into the blanket; the baby’s mother gave it to her, a keepsake she’d managed to hold on to. Perhaps the nuns will know and understand.

      She stoops to kiss the baby’s pale cheek before she lifts the heavy door knocker and lets it fall once, twice, three times, each reverberation in time to the thud of her heart.

      She hears footsteps, quiet and unhurried on the ancient stones, and she retreats to the shadows, hiding behind a pillar, daring to peek around it because she must see this through.

      The door opens with a long, protesting creak and a nun steps out, glancing around in untroubled curiosity before, with a start, she notices the crate at her feet. She is young, this nun; her face is a smooth, placid oval underneath her white wimple, and her body is slender, as are the hands that reach for the crate. A look of wonder flashes across her face as she takes the baby into her arms.

      The woman watches as the nun cradles the baby against her body; despite her vocation she seems to know how to hold a child, drawing it instinctively towards her, one hand caressing the tiny, fragile head. A smile curves her lips as tenderness suffuses her face.

      It is enough. She has made good on her promise; there is nothing more for her here. Silently, her heart and body both aching, the woman slips away as the sun rises high above the city, filling it with its light.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Salzburg, 1934

      

      

      

      Music rose from the tall, narrow house on Getreidegasse, joyous tendrils of sound winding their way through the dim and crowded shop on the first floor, with its glass cabinets of marble mantel clocks. A majestic grandfather clock presided over the premises, along with an intricately carved cuckoo clock, made by the great Johann Baptist Beha, that had chimed every quarter hour for nearly a hundred years.

      The music rose up the narrow flight of stairs to the front sitting room with its worn velveteen sofas crowned with hand-stitched antimacassars, the heavy wooden tables and chairs, a mahogany cabinet dark with age—all of it brought from a timbered farmhouse in the Tyrol—and then back to the kitchen, with its square wooden table and blackened range.

      Up another flight to the main bedrooms and then further still to the second floor, with its small attic rooms, their small windows overlooking the onion domes of Salzburg Cathedral, the ever-present Alps an indigo fringe beyond.

      Music filled every room as three voices joined in sweet melody, alto, soprano and second soprano, the different harmonies mingling together in the popular folk song “Die Lorelei”:

      
        
        
        “I do not know what it means, to feel so sad;

        there is a tale from olden times I cannot get out of my mind.

        The air is cool, and twilights falls…”

      

      

      

      Then, suddenly, silence.

      “Birgit, I think you’ve gone flat,” Lotte said with a kindly laugh, shaking back her blond hair, a shower of wheat-gold about her shoulders. “Or was it me?” She laughed again, smiling at both her sisters with easy joy. “Let’s try again.”

      “There’s no time.” Birgit turned away quickly, hiding her expression from her younger sister’s laughing eyes. “Father’s waiting,” she added and hurried from the back room of the shop where they’d been practicing to give their father peace from their racket; he had suffered from severe headaches ever since he’d been hit by a Romanian shell in the Battle of Orsova nearly twenty years earlier.

      “Birgit…” Lotte began, her voice filling with dismay as she flung one hand out to stay her sister, and the oldest, Johanna, shook her head.

      “Let her be. You know how she gets. I’m going to change my apron.” Briskly she followed Birgit out of the room and upstairs to the family’s living quarters; with a little sigh Lotte followed too, restarting the melody as she mounted the stairs, although this time her sisters did not join her.

      

      Up in the kitchen their mother, Hedwig Eder, was fussing with the cakes she’d made in celebration of the day, her apron tied over her best dress, usually kept for Sundays. Although she had lived in the city for twenty-three years, she had never gone to any of the events of the Salzburg Festival before, save for the free performance of Jedermann in the cathedral square that even the peasants came down from the mountains for.

      The festival proper was reserved for the wealthy holidaymakers and day trippers who came from as far as Vienna, Berlin, or even further abroad—sophisticated people with sleek motor cars, arch voices, and a sly, knowing manner, or at least they seemed that way to Hedwig. The elegants, Salzburgers called them, with either awe or scorn, or perhaps both.

      Her husband Manfred appeared in the doorway of the kitchen; like her he was wearing his Sunday clothes, a suit of well-worn wool tweed, smiling at the sight of the sugar-dusted cakes filled with cream and piled neatly on a plate.

      “Ah, Prügeltorte,” he exclaimed in pleasure. “My favorite.” He came over to plant a kiss on her cheek; embarrassed, Hedwig twitched away.

      “I think I saw a mouse,” she told him as she clapped a net dome over the cakes. “We’ll have to get the man in again.”

      He regarded her tenderly for a moment as she bustled around the kitchen, moving the kettle here or a plate there, not meeting his gaze. “Hedwig, there is no mouse,” he finally said, his tone gentle.

      She shrugged. “I thought I saw something.”

      Smiling, Manfred put an arm around her waist. “You’re nervous.”

      “Why should I be nervous? I’m not the one singing.”

      “Even so.”

      She moved away from him, as she always did, even though she loved him, because his easy affection so often felt beyond her.

      “They will be fine,” Manfred told her as she continued to bustle around the kitchen. “It is more for the experience than the winning. Besides, it is not as if they will be on stage at the Festspielhaus—they are merely taking part in a competition for amateurs, at a restaurant, no less. Let us enjoy the day.”

      Hedwig did not reply, because she knew she would not enjoy the day, although she would try. Still, she managed to give her husband a distracted smile, knowing he would certainly enjoy it, before she went to the small, cracked mirror by the door and tidied her hair. She might be a simple farmer’s daughter, but she would always keep herself neat.

      “And here they are!” Manfred announced, beaming as Lotte came into the kitchen with a laughing twirl, followed by Johanna, as brisk as ever, and Birgit, who was trying not to look anxious. They wore full-skirted dirndls with checked aprons; Lotte had laughed that they looked like milkmaids, but as the competition was sponsored by the Association of Austrian National Costumes, the clothes, made with loving determination by Hedwig, seemed more than appropriate.

      It had been Lotte’s music teacher who had arranged their entry into the competition. Manfred and Hedwig’s youngest daughter had been blessed thrice over—of the three Eder girls, she was tacitly acknowledged as the prettiest, the most charming, and the most musical.

      Some years ago Manfred and Hedwig had decided she should have singing lessons, something that had not been thought of for either Johanna or Birgit, for there was not really the money. Lotte, however, had such a love of music that to deny their little lark lessons had seemed, to Manfred at least, almost cruel. Hedwig, who managed the household purse strings, had agreed more reluctantly, but nevertheless the silver groschen and gold schillings had gone into the battered tin on the shelf above the range, day by day and week by week.

      When the teacher, Herr Gruber, had suggested Lotte sing at one of the competitions for amateurs that ran alongside the famous music festival, Lotte had insisted she not sing alone, but rather with her sisters. They could form a trio; they had sometimes sung in three parts in the evenings, with Lotte’s high soprano soaring above her sisters’ more cautious voices, although they’d never done such a thing in public.

      Herr Gruber had agreed to the trio and duly entered them into a competition for folk singing. Lotte had buoyed her sisters along with her enthusiasm, determined they would all share in this marvelous experience together, because she had never craved the spotlight, even though she seemed as if she were born for it.

      “Are we ready?” Manfred asked as Lotte tied a scarf over her golden hair and Birgit fussed with her apron. His daughters, he reflected, were all alike in their blond, blue-eyed looks, and yet they were as different as three people could possibly be: Johanna, so much like his Hedwig, with her strong-boned face and briskly capable manner; Lotte, so playful and pretty and light; and Birgit, sandwiched in the middle, quiet and shy, a bit clumsy, still struggling to find her place in the world.

      “How do we look, Papa?” Lotte asked as she twirled again in her skirt.

      “Like the most beautiful girls in all of Salzburg. But wait.” From his pocket he took the three sprigs of edelweiss he had picked only that morning, on his walk up the Monschsberg. He’d been surprised to find it, growing determinedly from an outcropping of limestone high above the city.

      “Edelweiss!” Johanna exclaimed. “Where did you find it?”

      “Growing where it always does, on the mountains,” Manfred replied with a smile. Carefully he tucked a sprig of the flower with its yellow clustered heads and velvety white leaves into each of the necklines of his daughters’ dresses. “Now you are not the Eder Sisters, but the Edelweiss Sisters! Soon to be a sensation.”

      “What nonsense,” Hedwig muttered, but she was smiling, and Lotte laughed, the sound as clear as a crystal bell.

      “The Edelweiss Sisters!” Lotte exclaimed. “Yes, indeed.”

      “We’ll be late,” Birgit said, and Johanna clucked in impatience.

      “Then let us be off.” Manfred clapped his hands lightly and they left the kitchen, heading down the stairs and out into the busy street, a steady stream of festivalgoers heading towards the Festspielhaus on Hofstallgasse, just half a mile away, while they were going to the Elektrischer Aufzug restaurant on Monchsberg, where their competition was to be held.

      Lotte was prancing ahead, winsome as ever, entranced by the carnival atmosphere. Many of the festivalgoers wore country costumes of leather lederhosen or dirndl dresses—while others wore sleek gowns or dapper suits. The mood was buoyant, carrying them all along with its infectious excitement. As Johanna paused to re-tie her apron, a sleek Daimler nosed out of a narrow side street into the square ahead of them, the pale face of the woman inside eyeing the crowd with sophisticated indifference.

      “All right, Birgit?” Manfred asked with a smiling glance for his middle daughter, who as usual lagged a little behind, twisting her hands in her apron.

      “Yes, Papa.” She gave him a quick smile that lit up her face and made her almost pretty. Manfred patted her arm. He had a special affection for the daughter whose soul was so much like his own.

      Ever since Birgit had left the convent school at seventeen they had worked side by side in the shop; of his three children she alone showed interest in the intricate mechanics of a clock, the coils and springs and gears that together were able to mark time. He only wished she could find a way to be truly settled in herself, with a purpose that was perhaps far from their little shop.

      Johanna walked alongside Hedwig; save for his wife’s graying hair they could have been sisters, so clearly were they cut from the same durable cloth. His hope for Johanna was that she might find something to soften her; love, perhaps, as it had done her mother.

      As for Lotte, his laughing, lovely youngest daughter? She was as light on her toes as a ballet dancer, tilting her face to the sky without a care, arms flung out as she reveled in life’s simple pleasures. What could Lotte possibly need? Manfred smiled just to look at her.

      There was so much to be thankful for, on a day like this—when the air was as crisp and clear as water, and the sky was a deep cerulean blue that hurt your eyes to look at it, and yet still you did, drinking in the color along with the air, as well as the mountains. Who could fail to gasp or at least murmur a hushed “wunderbar” at the beauty of the mountains that ringed Salzburg, the crown of glory that had kept her protected for a thousand years and more?

      It was a day for reveling and remembering the good things, for there had been far too much uncertainty across Austria in recent months—the uprising in February between fascists and socialists that had led to hundreds of deaths, and then in May a bomb had exploded in the Festival Theatre right here in Salzburg. In July the chancellor Engelbert Dollfuss had been assassinated by Austrian Nazis in an attempted coup, which had thankfully been suppressed in a matter of hours. Such uncertainty made every day precious.

      The family turned onto the Hofstallgasse, joining even more people heading towards Festspielhaus where the festival’s major performances would take place—Bruno Walter conducting Mozart’s Don Giovanni as well as the eminent Arturo Toscanini’s debut.

      Another few minutes and they finally arrived at the Elektrischer Aufzug, an impressive edifice of timber and stone, with views encompassing the old town as well as Salzburg’s ancient fortress perched above the city. Lotte exclaimed over the lift that sent them soaring upwards while Hedwig could not keep from frowning and clutching at the sides.

      The restaurant itself was paneled in wood and inset with mirrors, so it seemed much bigger than it was, the tables removed so more chairs could fit, and nearly every one of them was already filled.

      “I did not expect so many people,” Hedwig murmured in dismay, and Manfred gave her a comforting smile.

      “It is good they are here. An audience is important.”

      She watched helplessly as her daughters were shepherded towards the makeshift stage by someone who seemed important; smiling, Manfred put his arm around her and led her to the seats that had been reserved for them, close to the front.

      “Where are they going?”

      “Backstage, to get ready. Don’t worry. They’re excited!” He squeezed her arm, his expression one of fond amusement, while Hedwig looked uneasily about.

      The restaurant was filling up, the air buzzing with conversation and laughter as everyone chatted and studied their programs. Hedwig glanced at the sheet Manfred had given her, and the sight of The Eder Sisters Trio halfway down the page gave her a sensation like vertigo, a tipping over, as if everything were sliding, and she did not know how to right herself.

      Manfred put a hand on her arm. “It’s about to begin.”

      And so it was. They listened in silence to several acts, applauding as necessary, impressed by the voices of even the most obvious amateurs. As the competition was sponsored by the Association for National Costumes, everyone was in traditional dress, singing folk songs, and Hedwig felt herself relax. She knew many of the songs, and the clothes, when not worn by cosmopolitan Viennese, felt familiar and friendly. She began to enjoy herself.

      And then their daughters came on the stage—three lovely young women in dirndls and checked aprons, with bright hair and rosy cheeks, and Hedwig felt as if she were looking at them with new eyes. Johanna, so tall and strong, twenty years old and such a hard worker; Birgit, who could look so friendly when she stood up straight and met people’s gazes; and Lotte, lovely Lotte, only sixteen, with skin like dew and eyes as blue as the sky above, longing only to please and entertain, seeming almost of another world. Who could fail to love Lotte?

      And then their voices—so sweet and lovely, soaring above, the harmonies twining together, the sound of innocence, of purity. Surely everyone was as moved as she was. Hedwig’s heart beat painfully with love and she glanced at Manfred with a fierce look of pride and joy. He smiled back so tenderly that her eyes stung.

      “Aren’t we lucky?” he murmured as he took her hand in his. “Aren’t we blessed?”

      Hedwig could only nod.

      

      The Eder Sisters did not win; they did not even take a prize, but none of them minded that. It was enough that they had sung at all, and at the end of the competition it seemed all anyone could talk of was the surprise late entry to the event, the von Trapp Family Singers, who had amazed the audience with their complex harmonies, as well as performing as an entire family—not merely three daughters, but nine children, and the mother as well! Even Hedwig had been impressed.

      “Maria von Trapp used to be a nun at Nonnberg Abbey,” Lotte remarked dreamily as they walked back to the house on Getreidegasse through a violet twilight, the air as soft as silk, a balmy caress on their heated skin. Festivalgoers had returned to their houses and hotels to change into evening dress to spend the rest of the night at the city’s finest restaurants or supper clubs, and the streets had, for the moment, emptied out.

      “And then she was sent to the von Trapps as a governess to one of the children—there were seven then—who was ill. She ended up marrying their father, who is a baron,” Lotte continued. “Isn’t that romantic?”

      “It is not very sensible,” Hedwig replied with her usual bluntness. “What does a nun know of children? And what of her vows?” Hedwig had grown up with a faith as solid and immovable as her husband’s; there was not a Sunday in her life where she had missed attending mass, or an evening where she had not said the rosary on her knees before bed.

      “She was only a postulant, not a full nun or even a novice,” Johanna replied, with a look for Lotte that was both fond and a bit reproving. “Really, it’s not such a shocking story. And she has since had two children herself, so she must know something about them. I spoke to her at the intermission. She was actually very interesting, in her own way.”

      “Well, it is of no consequence to us,” Hedwig replied firmly. “We should hurry. The cakes might spoil in this heat.”

      “Did you like it, Papa?” Lotte asked as she twirled ahead of them, her skirt flying out, her golden hair catching the last of the sun’s rays. “Wasn’t it wonderful? All that lovely music… it sounded like heaven, to me.”

      “You were wonderful,” Manfred replied with a laugh, “as I expect you know very well. I hardly need tell you, but I will, and no doubt more than once. My edelweiss daughters. You must keep those sprigs, as a reminder.”

      His benevolent smile faltered for a moment, along with his step, as his gaze fell on a rowdy gang of boys across the street, jostling each other and laughing loudly. A few daringly wore swastika armbands, the red and black visible even in the dusky light. One of them was daubing paint onto a brick wall. Manfred could make out Blut und Ehre. Blood and Honor.

      One of the boys glanced over at the little group and then sent his arm shooting out like a challenge. “Heil Hitler,” he called, his tone one of both good humor and veiled threat; the Nazi party had been outlawed in Austria for a year, but it didn’t seem to deter its proponents very much.

      Manfred dropped his gaze as he put his arm around his wife and continued on without replying. Johanna’s glance swept over the boys with their short blond hair and bright eyes with a look of consideration; Birgit’s lips twisted as she turned away. One of the boys snared Lotte’s gaze with a bold look of his own and she flushed and hurried to catch up with her father.

      “Come, girls,” Hedwig called sharply, although they’d all already turned away from the scene. “It’s getting late.”

      As the shadows lengthened and the sky grew dark, the little family hurried towards Getreidegasse and the waiting cakes while Lotte began to sing the last verse of “Die Lorelei,” Birgit and Johanna gamely taking up their parts, their voices rising with melancholy beauty up into the oncoming night.

      
        
        
        “The boatman in the small ship is gripped with wild pain,

        he does not look at the rocky reefs, he only looks up into the heights.

        I think the waves devour boatmen and boats at the end…”
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JOHANNA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Salzburg, August 1936

      

      

      

      The kitchen was stifling. Johanna had rolled up the sleeves of her blouse, but it still stuck to her shoulder blades and perspiration beaded between her breasts. Her mother was baking bread, and Johanna, of course, was helping.

      Johanna could not remember exactly when the lines in her family had fallen as they did—Birgit helped her father in the shop, she helped her mother in the house, and Lotte… what did Lotte do? Lotte laughed and sang and made everything brighter, and no one begrudged her for it, because she was Lotte, and she decorated all their lives with grace and cheer.

      And, starting in September, she would be a student at the Mozarteum, to study voice and theory and composition, their little lark spreading her wings at last.

      “Johanna, the oven,” Hedwig commanded, and wordlessly Johanna went to the oven and stoked the fire, shoving a few sticks of wood inside before closing the door. Her mother’s kitchen had to be, she sometimes thought, the most old-fashioned in all of Salzburg.

      There were no modern conveniences for Hedwig Eder; she based her kitchen on the one of her childhood, and stepping into the large, square room, one might think they’d stepped into a Tyrolean farmhouse. It was furnished with a wooden table and benches, and an old-fashioned cooking range, while bundles of dried herbs and ropes of onions hung from the ceiling alongside well-used copper pots and pans. She had grudgingly allowed her husband to buy an icebox only a few years ago, for it was hardly practical to keep food in an icehouse or stream as she might have done back at her home in the mountains.

      Still, Hedwig insisted on doing everything as she had done it as a girl—whether it was baking bread, or dying cloth, or drying herbs, or bottling jam. Modern methods were to be disdained, and as for buying something in a shop…!

      It was bad enough that she had to get her milk from the wagon that came down the street every morning with its rattling cans, just like everyone else did in Salzburg; if she could have managed it, Johanna thought she would have kept a cow in the courtyard. And in all these domestic endeavors, Johanna was her helpmeet.

      It was a role she’d taken on with the same determined pragmatism her mother possessed, working alongside her in silent solidarity, finding satisfaction in the small yet significant achievements of a golden loaf of bread, a freshly starched shirt, a polished table. She had never been particularly interested in school learning, despite her father’s love of books and music; Johanna preferred the practical and tangible to the obscure or abstract.

      But four years on from finishing at the convent school all three girls had attended, unmarried and without any prospects of changing that state, Johanna had started to feel stifled in a way that had nothing to do with the hot kitchen.

      “There.” Her mother took the round, golden loaves of bread from the oven, a look of almost grim satisfaction on her face. “They are done.” She glanced at the clock that hung above the door, and Johanna reached for the small copper pot they always used to make coffee—every afternoon Johanna would bring a tray down to Birgit and her father before sitting down with her mother at the kitchen table to drink their own, usually in fairly companionable silence.

      Sometimes Lotte would join them, although more often she would take her coffee to the sitting room with a book, and leave Hedwig and Johanna to their quiet. Their places, Johanna was realizing more and more, were marked and always had been, but today she was determined that it was going to be different.

      She waited until the coffee had been made, the tray of cups and saucers, accompanied by glasses of water, delivered to her father and sister, who were bent over their work in the back room, squinting at the bits of metal that Johanna found so tiresome.

      “Thank you, mein schatz,” Manfred said with an affectionate smile and Johanna dipped her head, too nervous now to make a reply. It wasn’t like her to be nervous; she was direct to the point of bluntness or even awkwardness, so sometimes her father would laugh that one never had to ask Johanna to “Rede nicht um den heissen Brei herum,” or “stop talking around the hot mash.” “Our Johanna will dump the mash on your head!” Manfred would laugh, his eyes twinkling and Johanna would smile, taking it as a compliment, as a sign of her strength.

      And she needed that strength now.

      Upstairs her mother was already sat at the table, her normally straight back slightly slumped with fatigue as she sipped her coffee in the afternoon sunlight. She’d eased her shoes off, for her ankles had swollen in the heat, her thick-knit stockings gathering around them in elephantine wrinkles.

      As Johanna paused in the doorway, she was suddenly accosted by how old her mother looked—her hair, scraped back into its usual tight bun, held far more gray than blond, and there were deep wrinkles etched into her forehead, her ruddy cheeks a spiderweb of broken veins, her body’s solid form softened.

      She’d never been a beautiful woman, but her husband had been devoted to her all his life. Five years younger and four inches shorter than his wife, Manfred had met her on a walking holiday near Innsbruck. Many times Johanna had heard him tell the story of how he’d seen her mother herding goats across a meadow and fallen straight in love. It seemed to Johanna both romantic and absurd, that someone like her mother, so plain, so stolid, could have had a man as gentle and charming as her father fall in love with her on sight, and yet she did not doubt the truth of it; she saw it lived out every day.

      “It is a good day’s work,” Hedwig said as Johanna joined her at the table. It was what she always said, as if a script had been written and her mother was following it, line by painstaking line.

      “Yes, a good day’s work,” Johanna repeated dutifully. She picked up her coffee cup and then put it down again without taking a sip. “Mama—”

      Hedwig’s eyes narrowed at her meaningful tone, the change of the script. “What is it?”

      Johanna took a deep breath and lifted her chin, giving her mother as direct a look as her father praised her for. “I want to go to school.”

      “What…!” Hedwig expelled the word like a breath. “You’ve already been to school.”

      “I know that very well,” Johanna replied. “I’ll be twenty-three in December. I mean I want to go to secretarial school, Mama. To learn shorthand and how to type and useful things like that.” In truth she did not exactly know what she would learn; she had seen the leaflet at the Volksbibliothek, advertising a secretarial course for young women, but the advertisement had only offered vague promises of decent wages and “respectable office work.” It had been enough to fire Johanna’s soul.

      Her mother shook her head slowly, more in confusion than outright refusal, which gave Johanna at least a little hope. “Why would you want to do this?” she asked, sounding genuinely bewildered.

      “Because I want to work. I would bring in money, you know. It could be useful—”

      “We do not need money,” Hedwig retorted quickly. “Not like that. You do not need to do this thing on our account, Johanna.” She sounded reproving as well as relieved, as if bringing in a few schillings for the tin above the range was all Johanna aspired to.

      Johanna took a sip of her coffee as she fought down an entirely expected rising frustration. She’d known her mother, so traditional and set in her ways, would resist the idea. In her mother’s world, women did not work in offices with men. They baked bread and stitched shirts and took pride in a polished teapot or a well-swept floor. They stayed at home until they married, and then they moved to their new home, with their husband, and did the same as before there. It was how it had always been and how it always would be, world without end, amen.

      Carefully Johanna set her cup back on its saucer, it was part of the dinner set of Hutschenreuther china her parents had received as a wedding present; each precious plate and cup her mother’s pride and joy. “I want to do something,” she said.

      “Do something? You aren’t busy enough? Shall I give you more of the sewing, the stitching, the cleaning, the baking? There is always more work to do, Johanna. If I had known you were so restless, I would have offered you more.” Her mother shook her head and then finished her coffee, the conversation clearly over, needing no more words.

      “I mean something else, Mama.” Johanna strove to keep her tone measured.

      “And what else is there?”

      “Mama… surely…” She stared at her mother in frustration. “You know I’m not married.”

      “Pfft. You’ll meet someone one day.”

      How, Johanna wondered. She could not herd goats down the Getreidegasse like her mother had back in the mountains, and there were no longer any eligible men at St. Blasius, where they attended mass every Sunday. In the last few years, the three potential suitors at church had all left—one to Vienna, one to be a priest, and one to become a school teacher. She didn’t go anywhere else than home or church, not any more. There was no way to meet anyone.

      A few years ago she’d been part of Naturfreunde, an Alpine club for young people that had sponsored hikes up the Monschsberg and Untersberg, treks through the Salzkammergut. Once there had even been a skiing trip.

      Johanna recalled spending the night in one of the crude mountain huts, its tiny windows heaped with snow drifts; she had cooked sausages over a fire and stayed up late, chatting and laughing with some of the girls in the club. There had been a boy—a man, really, a few years older than her—who had smiled at her when she’d been strapping on her skis. Later, after she’d bumbled down a hill, he’d skied up next to her and offered to carry her skis up for another run. Disconcerted, she had declined, and he hadn’t offered again. And yet still the memory had the power to make Johanna’s heart beat a little faster.

      But Naturfreunde, along with all of Austria’s other clubs and societies, had been disbanded two years ago, with the inception of the Ständestaat, the one-party system of the Federal State of Austria. Her father soberly claimed it had been a necessary step to keep Austria strong enough to resist Nazi aggression, but Johanna missed the treks in the mountains, the hope of something more.

      “It isn’t just that,” she told her mother, determined to persevere despite Hedwig’s stony expression. “It is… life, Mama! I don’t want to spend all of it in your kitchen.”

      Her mother jerked back, her weathered face crumpling in hurt before she stood up, briskly collecting their cups and saucers, even though Johanna had not yet finished her coffee.

      “I did not realize it was such a torment,” she said in a voice stiff with affront. The cups and saucers rattled in her hands as she put them in the sink with more force than she would normally use with her precious porcelain.

      “It’s not a torment,” Johanna said, fighting a sense of both despair and anger. “But I want my own home one day, my own kitchen.” My own life, she thought. “If I have some skills…” She tried for a different tack. “Women will need to work, you know, if there’s going to be a war.”

      “Going to be a war!” Hedwig whirled around, her expression turning thunderous. “Johanna, there is not going to be a war.”

      Unlike her mother, Johanna read the newspapers, both the Salzburger Volksblatt and the Wiener Neueste Nachrichten from Vienna. She read about how many Austrians wanted to be part of Deutschland, the Greater Germany; she also read how Germany had marched into the Rhineland unimpeded in March, to begin to make that ill wish a reality. Hitler was rearming unabashedly, even if people pretended not to notice. And the gangs of brown-shirted boys that roamed Salzburg had grown in both size and number, their direct stares far more challenging than they’d been just two years ago.

      Johanna had sometimes eyed those young men with covert curiosity; there was something invigorating and even exciting about their brash swaggering, their blond confidence. She knew her father despised Hitler and all his slavish followers, but Johanna thought there was nothing slavish about the way those young men strode down a street as if they owned it.

      “Why would you talk of war?” Hedwig grumbled as she began to bang pots about in preparation for their evening meal. “It has not been so long since the last one.”

      “Almost twenty years.”

      “And look what happened.” Hedwig flung an arm out to encompass the house, the city, the world. “Everything fell apart. Everything!”

      Johanna’s father often lamented the loss of the world he’d grown up in, when the Austro-Hungarian Empire had stretched from Switzerland to Russia, and had encompassed fifty million people, encouraging freedom of movement, thought, and belief. Now the Federal State of Austria was, according to Manfred Eder, no more than a basket of scraps, the parts of the empire that no one else had wanted cobbled together to form a country, and run with an iron hand to keep it intact.

      “Where is our identity as a nation, our culture as a people?” he would sometimes ask, when he gathered his friends in their front sitting room, an informal salon of Christian Social Party members and war veterans who talked of politics and religion, and longed to change the world.

      To Johanna they were just a bunch of disillusioned old men, lamenting a world that no longer existed over their brandy and cigars. All she’d known was this—a small country, not an empire, a provincial town that tried to be a cosmopolitan city every summer during the festival. And the kitchen. Always the kitchen.

      She sighed, knowing she needed to placate her mother if she wanted the smallest hope of achieving her own modest aim. “Even if there isn’t a war… the world is changing, Mama, in many ways. I only want to learn useful skills.” Hedwig did not reply and Johanna added, unable to keep a belligerent note from her voice, “If Lotte can study music, why can I not learn how to type?”

      Hedwig made a dismissive sound, her back to Johanna, rigid and unyielding. From downstairs the bell jangled as someone came into the shop, and she heard her father’s cheerful tone as he greeted the prospective customer.

      Oh, this life, Johanna thought, it never changes. Day in and day out, always the same—cooking, cleaning, stitching, sewing. She would live and die in this kitchen, and nothing would ever happen to her.

      “You haven’t given me a real reason why not,” she declared, and Hedwig whirled around, bringing her hands down hard on the table, the loud sound reverberating through the room.

      “What reason must I give? You are needed here, and there is no money for more schooling. Da Gscheidere gibt noch!” The smarter one gives in: a command to stop being so stubborn.

      Johanna looked away, fighting the urge to snap something back. It would do her no good, and yet she couldn’t give up. Not yet. “I could pay the fees back,” she finally said, hating that her voice had turned wheedling. Weak. “After I’d found a job.”

      “A job, a job!” Hedwig threw her hands up in the air. “You have a job. Here.” She gestured to the table, and then heaved a heavy sack of dirty potatoes onto it, giving Johanna a pointed look. “They need to be peeled.”

      Silently Johanna rose from her seat and grabbed a knife. Hedwig turned back to her pots as she began to peel the potatoes, the only sound the angry scritch scritch of the knife against the peel that came away in long, dirt-speckled curls. Both women bristled with hostility.

      From downstairs came a burst of laughter, then the jangle and clang of the door shutting on another satisfied customer. The air in the kitchen felt thick and heavy with ill feeling. Scritch scritch.

      Then, after five minutes of interminable silence, a knock sounded, this one on the side door for family visitors that led directly upstairs. Johanna put down her knife.

      “I’ll get it.” She hurried from the room, grateful for a reprieve, no matter how brief, from the oppressive atmosphere. Would Mother ever relent? She would have to think of another way. Something, somehow; she would make her change her mind.

      “Oh, it’s you.” Johanna could not keep an unwelcome note from her voice as she stared at Janos Panov, the knife grinder who visited all the houses and shops on Getreidegasse every few weeks with his grinding cart, colorfully painted and decorated with ragged bunting. His dirty cap was jammed onto his greasy hair, and his smile revealed a set of broken, tobacco-stained teeth.

      “Hello, Fräulein Eder.” His tone was ingratiating, and while Johanna usually felt pity for him, now she only felt irritation as she gritted her teeth.

      “We don’t need any knives sharpened today,” she said, even though she knew her mother would be cross. They always needed knives sharpened, but in her current mood she could not bear to humor the simple-minded knife grinder for even a few minutes. His hangdog expression and ingratiating manner reminded her of all she would miss if her mother wouldn’t agree to her scheme—this was the only man she ever exchanged pleasantries with.

      “Are you certain, Fräulein?” he asked. “It has been two weeks, after all.”

      “I’m certain,” Johanna snapped, and then she closed the door in his face. She took a deep breath and then let it out slowly. For a second, tears threatened, and she blinked them back. She would not cry. She would not show such weakness, even if only to herself.

      Hedwig came to the top of the stairs, one hand resting on her lower back, her stolid figure silhouetted by the fading sunlight from the kitchen. “Who was at the door?”

      “Just the knife grinder,” Johanna answered dismissively, anger and frustration, and worse, a deeper despair, still pulsing through her. She turned from the door as she blinked back the last of her tears. “That idiot Jew.”

      “Johanna!” Her father’s voice, sharp with both hurt and dismay, made her stiffen. “How can you say such a thing?”

      Manfred stood in the doorway to his shop, looking stooped and sad, his brown eyes full of sorrow.

      “Well, he is,” Johanna said defiantly, even as her cheeks began to burn. She knew she shouldn’t have said it, she wished she hadn’t, but the words had tumbled out along with her frustration. “He spits tobacco and he smells,” she declared. “I don’t like him.”

      “He is a fellow human being,” Manfred stated quietly. “And our Lord and Savior was a Jew. They are God’s chosen people, Johanna. Never forget it.”

      “It was just the knife grinder,” Johanna exclaimed. “Even Mama finds him dirty. Why do you care?”

      Manfred was silent for a moment, the corners of his mouth drawn down in a look so sorrowful Johanna squirmed inside as she clenched her hands into fists to keep from twisting them in her apron. Why had her father had to hear her? She hadn’t meant it, of course she hadn’t; she usually felt sorry for Janos. She’d been speaking thoughtlessly, but what did it even matter? Most people said far worse about the Jews.

      “I care because there is much evil in this world,” her father finally said quietly, “and I know it can be easy to forget it.”

      Johanna shook her head, unsure if she didn’t understand, or she simply didn’t want to. “Besides,” her father continued, “Janos Panov was born into a poor family and orphaned at a young age, driven from Russia by ignorant people who hated him simply for who he was. He had no opportunity to educate or better himself. He has worked hard and found a way to earn his keep. For that alone he deserves our respect.” He paused. “If he has done anything to upset you—”

      “Oh, he hasn’t,” Johanna cried impatiently. “But it doesn’t matter. None of it matters.”

      Her father took a step towards her, the look on his face one of utter seriousness. “But it does matter, Johanna, mein schatz. It matters very much. And my greatest fear in these troubled times is that it will seem to stop mattering, when it never can. Do you understand?”

      Johanna stared at him, the slump of his slight shoulders, the earnest yet serious look in his kindly eyes, the sad smile that curved his mouth. He looked frail, yet he had an inner strength that she realized she had always relied on.

      “Johanna?”

      She nodded, unable to fully meet his gaze. “I understand.”

      Manfred regarded her for another moment, the probing look in his eyes making Johanna think of Father Josef when she gave her confession, the glint of the priest’s eyes barely visible behind the latticed screen. “Very well,” he said softly, sounding accepting but unconvinced.

      Unable to bear his scrutiny any longer, Johanna turned away and hurried upstairs. Her mother gave her a grim nod of solidarity as Johanna came into the kitchen and picked up her knife.
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THE INN ON BLUEBELL LANE: BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        As Ellie looked at the inn, with its white walls and purple flowers, she couldn’t believe this was her new home. It looked like an idyllic image from a postcard, but would her life here be as picture-perfect?

         

        When Ellie and her family move to a tiny village in rural Wales, it’s meant to be a new beginning for all of them. They have decided to take over her husband’s family inn, leaving behind their old life and troubles in America.

         

        But soon after they arrive, Ellie realizes everything is in a far worse state than she’d ever imagined. And as her husband, Matthew, begins to tackle the renovations, it’s clear that Matthew’s mother, Gwen, has very firm ideas about what can and cannot be changed. And although Ellie tries, she finds it’s not easy to form a closeness with her prickly mother-in-law, especially now they’re living under the same roof.

         

        As the children struggle to settle into rural life, Ellie’s eldest child, Jessica, makes it clear her parents have made a terrible mistake, and Ellie soon wonders if she’s in over her head. Her reality feels a million miles away from the idyllic rural bliss she had hoped to create for her family.

         

        When disaster strikes, Ellie is left wondering why she ever brought her family to this place. But even as things go from bad to worse, she feels sure that the Inn on Bluebell Lane needs her family to restore its fortunes, and that perhaps her family need this magical place to bring them all back together once more…  

         

        A gorgeous, escapist story that will leave you imagining the scent of bluebells on every page. Perfect for fans of heart-warming family dramas by Debbie Macomber and Erica James.

      

        

      
        Get it here!
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AMHERST ISLAND: BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        1904: Ellen Copley is still a child when she leaves behind the sooty rail yards of Glasgow, and crosses the Atlantic Ocean with a heart full of dreams. Yet within weeks of their arrival in America, her father has disappeared—leaving Ellen with resentful relatives, feeling alone and scared for her future.

      

        

      
        But then her kind Aunt Rose invites Ellen to stay with her large family, in their rambling house on beautiful Amherst Island, which nestles like a jewel in the blue waters of Lake Ontario.

      

        

      
        There Ellen finally begins to find the love and acceptance she has long been craving—both from Aunt Rose’s boisterous family, and from the boys next door, Jed and Lucas Lyman. It’s Jed she’s drawn to… the one with the twinkling eyes, who teases her, and laughs with her, and soon steals her heart…

      

        

      
        But does Jed love her back? Because—even though Amherst Island feels like home—Ellen knows she can’t stay there with a broken heart…

      

        

      
        This is the first book in the unmissable Amherst Island Trilogy that follows the life and love of Ellen Copley from the magic of Lake Ontario to the bloody battlefields of the First World War and beyond. Perfect for fans of The Oceans Between Us, The Orphan Sisters, and My Name is Eva.

      

        

      
        Previously published as Down Jasper Lane.
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AMHERST ISLAND: BOOK 2

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Henry McAvoy leaned forward. “I have been looking for an artist just like you—a diamond in the rough, so to speak. And really, Miss Copley,” he said gently, “what do you have to lose?”

      

        

      
        1911, Amherst Island, Canada: When a chance encounter takes Ellen Copley away from the beautiful island she has called home since she was orphaned as a child—she believes it is the new start she has been waiting for.

      

        

      
        She settles into an exciting, creative new life in Glasgow, feeling like she’s finally finding her independence. And even though she left a part of her heart back on the island, she’s flattered by the attentions of her handsome, charming benefactor, Henry McAvoy.

      

        

      
        But tragedy strikes their fledgling relationship, and soon after war looms over Europe. Emboldened by all she has loved and lost, Ellen leaves Scotland to become a nurse on the front line. And, as she finds herself having to choose between love and duty, desire and bravery, her courage is tested as never before.

      

        

      
        The war rages on—and familiar faces appear on the front line, including her childhood sweetheart Jed Lyman and his brother Lucas. Coming face-to-face with her past, Ellen will learn what she is made of. But can she finally decide where her heart truly belongs?

      

        

      
        Previously published as On Renfrew Street.
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AMHERST ISLAND: BOOK 3

        

      

    

    
      
        
        What would her life look like without her beloved island in it? Where would she go? Ellen had come back here—to the place she felt she belonged—thinking she would stay here. But was it home… or just a place to hide?

      

        

      
        1918, Canada: The First World War is over and those who have been fighting in Europe are heading for home, forever changed. Amongst the lost, the damaged and the broken, is former nurse Ellen Copley; who finds herself returning—not to her house in Glasgow, but to her childhood home on Amherst Island.

      

        

      
        There, she feels sure, in the warm embrace of the McCafferty family, with her beloved Aunt Rose and her cousins, she will feel safe and loved. She will be able to escape the ghosts of the past and her loss, and find peace.

      

        

      
        But the island is a changed place too. The war has affected life the world over, and Aunt Rose is struggling to keep their small farmstead going. The family’s only hope is asking their neighbours, the Lymans, to help. But Jed Lyman is a broken man, both physically and emotionally, and his once-adoring brother Lucas is now more distant than ever.

      

        

      
        And as Ellen fights to save the farm, she has to ask: what makes somewhere a home? And—when help comes from an unexpected place—she wonders, has the man she’s destined to love been waiting for her out there all along?

      

        

      
        This is the third novel in the unmissable Amherst Island series following the life of Ellen Copley from her humble beginnings in Scotland to the brutal battlefields of the First World War, and ultimately her return to beautiful Amherst Island. Perfect for fans of The Oceans Between Us, The Orphan Sisters, and Rhys Bowen’s The Victory Garden.
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AMHERST ISLAND: BOOK 4

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “I love you. Of course I do. But we haven’t any choice in the matter, do we? If our little boy’s health, even his survival, is at stake, we have to do whatever it takes.”

      

        

      
        1928, New York City: Ellen and Lucas Lyman have made a heart-wrenching decision to leave their beloved Amherst Island behind in search of a new life. The island was once the home of their hearts: where they had met as children, become friends, and over time found love.

      

        

      
        But New York City was calling, and it was everything they’d hoped for and more. With Lucas making money on the stock market, and Ellen finding fulfilment as a mother, at first they are happy raising their family, together, in the most exciting city in the world.

      

        

      
        Until their beloved son Jamie becomes perilously ill, and Ellen is given an impossible choice.  With Lucas unable to leave his job, it is down to her to take Jamie to a place he might recover even if it means making the journey across America without him.

      

        

      
        Ellen knows what she must do. What every mother would do to save their child. Even if it takes her further away from the man she loves—and every place she has called home-than ever before.

      

        

      
        This is the fourth novel in the unmissable Amherst Island series that follows the life and love of a once-orphan girl called Ellen. Set in 1920s New York, California and Canada, it’s an unmissable read, perfect for fans of The Oceans Between Us, The Orphan Sisters, and My Name is Eva.

      

        

      
        Get it here!
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AMHERST ISLAND: BOOK 5

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Rosie realised she loved the man standing before her. She wanted to spend the rest of her life with him. And if he were to fall in France, heaven help them both, she knew she would not regret one last night with him…

      

        

      
        1941, Canada: When Rosie Lyman and her cousin Violet join the Canadian Women’s Army Corps, Rosie is uncertain about leaving her life in Ontario behind and entering a new and challenging world of duty and service.

      

        

      
        From the moment Rosie signs up, the intensity of the work pushes all thoughts of home from her mind. And when she is selected for officer training and a placement overseas in London, Rosie finds herself swept up into an exciting world of classified postings she could never have imagined…

      

        

      
        When she meets handsome Lieutenant Thomas Crewe, with sparkling blue eyes and a smile like a movie star, Rosie soon finds herself falling in love for the very first time. With precious moments together restricted to weekends on leave, the pair try to steal as much time together as they can.

      

        

      
        But when Rosie hears that Thomas’ division is flying in the D-Day invasion, she feels like her heart might break. Will he survive the battle? And can she find the strength within herself to go on if he doesn’t?

      

        

      
        The fifth novel in the page-turning Amherst Island series, set during the Second World War in Canada and England, this gripping and truly unmissable read is perfect for fans of The Orphan Sisters and My Name is Eva.
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THE GOSWELL QUARTET: BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Alice looked at the young girl standing alone on the platform, sensing the same vulnerability she’d once felt entering the village she now called home. Then, as the child gripped her hand, the pain and sorrow Alice had held in her heart for so long softened… And in that moment, she vowed she’d always protect her—whatever the cost…

      

        

      
        Then, 1939, England: When Alice marries twinkly-eyed, kind-hearted vicar David, it means leaving everything from her old life behind and moving into the draughty vicarage in the beautiful but remote village of Goswell, Cumbria. Though homesick, Alice is determined to make a new life there for herself and her husband.

      

        

      
        But soon tragedy strikes, and she is devastated when war breaks out and David chooses to sign up to fight. But everything changes when Alice is asked to take in a child evacuee, and she makes a promise to protect this girl, no matter what it costs her…

      

        

      
        Now: When Jane and her family move to the small coastal village of Goswell where her husband grew up, she’s afraid she might have made a huge mistake. Their new home—in what had once been the vicarage—feels a million miles from their previous fast-paced life in New York City, and Jane struggles with her empty days that seem lonely and purposeless.

      

        

      
        But then she finds a small note, forgotten behind a shelf in the pantry. A note written in the Second World War. By a woman named Alice, whose incredible story has the power to change everything…

      

        

      
        Two wives’ stories—told over 70 years apart—about courage, finding a home, and how the unexpected arrival of someone else’s story in your life can change your own. Perfect for fans of Fiona Valpy, Lucinda Riley and Barbara O’Neal.

      

        

      
        Previously published as The Vicar’s Wife by Katharine Swartz.
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THE GOSWELL QUARTET: BOOK 2

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “I had to free it,” Eleanor said, and stretched her hand out to the blue butterfly that seemed almost to hover in the air. “I had to let something find what happiness it could, since we cannot.”

      

        

      
        1918, England: As war ends, across the world, people are trying to heal and recover. But Eleanor still feels broken. The loss of her beloved brother, killed just days before the Armistice was signed, feels impossibly unjust. Spending her time in the neglected gardens behind their house, she fears her heart will never recover.

      

        

      
        Then her father hires a man to help restore the garden to its former glory. Gruff, handsome Yorkshireman Jack comes from a totally different world to Eleanor, but he understands the nature of her grief more than anyone else seems to. And as they spend time together, even though she knows her family will never accept someone of Jack’s class, Eleanor starts to wonder if—like the butterflies around them—there is any way for her to learn to soar again...

      

        

      
        Now: Nearly one hundred years later, Marin is not prepared for finding herself the guardian of her fifteen-year-old half-sister Rebecca, after her father and his second wife are killed in a tragic accident. The sisters are practically strangers, and Rebecca’s grief makes her seem even more distant. Marin too is in need of a fresh start, so when Rebecca begs her to let them move to the picturesque village of Goswell on the Cumbrian coast, Marin impulsively agrees.

      

        

      
        But it is only when they find a locked door to a secret garden, and a photograph of a girl with a butterfly alighting on her hand, that the sisters start to realise they have a mystery to solve, one about war, about secrets, and about a love that could never be. A mystery that might just bring them together…

      

        

      
        The Daughter’s Garden is a totally unputdownable novel about tragic secrets, the chance for forgiveness, and the healing that can come from a new start. Perfect for fans of Fiona Valpy, Rhys Bowen and Lucinda Riley.

         

        Previously published as The Lost Garden by Katharine Swartz.
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THE GOSWELL QUARTET: BOOK 3

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She clutched the piece of paper close to her chest, tears welling in her eyes, hardly believing what she had read. Silently thanking Sarah for all she sacrificed, she took the death certificate and slipped it under a loose floorboard—no one must ever find out what she’d done…

         

        England, 1868: Orphaned and penniless, 18-year-old Sarah is left the sole guardian of her beloved little sister Lucy—who she’s vowed to protect at all costs. With nowhere left to turn, she is forced to accept mysterious widower James Mills’ proposal of marriage.

         

        She believes being his bride can’t possibly be as bad as the threat of the workhouse. But nothing prepares her for the darkness of her marriage, the shocking secrets of her new family and for the lengths she will have to go to keep her sister safe…

         

        Now: Living in the beautiful village of Goswell, Ellen believes her family life to be idyllic… until her estranged seventeen-year-old stepdaughter Annabelle moves in and shatters the peace. Ellen  fears they will never bond, until she finds a death certificate—for a woman named Sarah, from over a century earlier—hidden under the floorboards of their house, and Annabelle starts to help her unravel the mystery.

         

        Yet as Ellen and Annabelle dig deeper into Sarah’s life and death, shocking truths, both past and present, come to light which change everything Ellen thought she knew about Sarah’s family--and the new addition to her own…

         

        The Bride’s Sister is a powerful and moving story about what it means to be a family, second chances, and the lengths we go to for those we love. Fans of Lucinda Riley, Barbara O’Neal and Fiona Valpy will absolutely love this gripping and emotional read.

         

        Previously published as The Second Bride by Katharine Swartz.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  







            THE WIDOW’S SECRET

          

          



      

    

    






THE GOSWELL QUARTET: BOOK 4

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She looked down at the sweet little girl—and knew she wouldn’t listen to what anyone else said. She had to do what was right. Even if it meant going against everything she was taught to believe and keeping a secret from the person closest to her…

         

        England, 1766: Abigail is happily married to James, a tobacco trader turned sea captain, and is looking forward to starting a family and settling down in Whitehaven, deep in the Lake District. But after a series of devastating losses, she finds herself in turmoil, with her future suddenly seeming unknown…

         

        When James announces that he will captain a ship to Africa and then the Americas for a year, it sparks a series of surprising and heartbreaking events—involving some of the darkest evils in humanity’s history, and a tiny, terrified slave girl who’s brought back to England. This helpless child forces Abigail to reconsider everything she thought she knew--and will change her life forever…

         

        Now: When a shipwreck is discovered off the coast of Cumbria, local expert Rachel is brought in to investigate. Her first thought is that this will be a perfect distraction from her troubled marriage and the memories of her past that she is desperate not to think about. But then it becomes clear the wreck is a slaving ship from the 1700s—one that was recorded as sinking in the Caribbean—and Rachel begins to wonder if there’s more to this terrible mystery than meets the eye.

         

        Faced with uncertainty about both the past and present, can Rachel learn from Abigail’s extraordinary story and take the first step towards a brighter future of her own?

         

        The Widow’s Secret is a completely heart-wrenching and powerful story of courage, redemption, and compassion. Fans of Lucinda Riley, Barbara O’Neal and Fiona Valpy will be absolutely captivated by this unforgettable read.

         

        Previously published as The Widow’s Secret by Katharine Swartz.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  







            THE HEART GOES ON

          

          



      

    

    






FAR HORIZONS TRILOGY: BOOK 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        He drew in a deep breath. “I know it’s much to ask. I ask it anyway, for love of you and believing the love you have for me. Will you wait for me, Harriet?”

      

        

      
        1819, Isle of Mull, Scotland: When Allan MacDougall tells his sweetheart Harriet Campbell he loves her on the eve of his departure to the New World, it breaks her heart. Because there is no way for her to go with him. She promises to wait for him, even though it could be years before they are reunited.

      

        

      
        They vow to write, but when crucial letters go astray, they feel further apart than either could have imagined. Allan finds himself battling for his independence and future, and ultimately for his life. Whilst Harriet’s family fortunes take a turn for the worse, leaving her with an impossible choice—stay faithful to the man she loves… or save her family from destitution?

      

        

      
        Their fortunes are to have a chance to collide once again. But is their love strong enough to survive? Or will the time—and oceans—that have separated them for so long keep them apart forever?

      

        

      
        An absolutely heart-wrenching, powerful, epic story about love, courage and betrayal for fans of Laura Frantz, Tamera Alexander and Poldark.

      

        

      
        Previously published as Far Horizons.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  







            HER REBEL HEART

          

          



      

    

    






FAR HORIZONS TRILOGY: BOOK 2

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Caroline sighed. She longed to be away from here, from the rain and barren hills and bitter winds, with nothing ever happening. It was as if she’d spent her whole life waiting for something truly exciting…

      

        

      
        1832, Scotland: When Caroline Reid is offered the chance to travel to America to live with her estranged uncle, she has only two things on her mind: to become the belle of Boston society and to make an enviable—and financially advantageous—match.

      

        

      
        But from the moment her journey begins, things do not go as she expects. From the seasickness on her Atlantic crossing, to the unexpected friendship she strikes up with a young widow named Eleanor, the Caroline who set sail for the New World isn’t quite the same person who arrives there…

      

        

      
        Then she meets Eleanor’s brother, Ian Campbell, and her rebel heart cannot help but beat faster. Even though he doesn’t have a fortune, her feelings overwhelm her earlier ambitions. However, her uncle—who had so gallantly invited her to live in his house—has other plans. And he will stop at absolutely nothing to get what he wants…

      

        

      
        An unmissable story about friendship, courage and impossible choices for fans of Diana Gabaldon, Tamera Alexander and Poldark.

      

        

      
        Previously published as Another Country.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  







            THIS FRAGILE HEART

          

          



      

    

    






FAR HORIZONS TRILOGY: BOOK 3

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Isobel, you are not thinking clearly. You are not considering all you would be sacrificing, all you would endure! And to be the wife of a stranger…”

      

        

      
        1838, Boston: Once upon a time Isobel Moore was thought to be one of Boston’s most eligible young women. But, after a marriage proposal gone wrong, she is now at threat of being labelled a spinster. And, though her work at a small school for impoverished immigrants brings her great joy, she can’t help but wish for more in life.

      

        

      
        When her dream of finding love fails to come true, she knows—if she’s to have the family she dreams of—it will take desperate measures.

      

        

      
        Her parents wish for nothing more than Isobel to find happiness too. But when she announces she’s traveling to Burma to meet and marry a missionary she’s never met, they think she must have taken leave of her senses.

      

        

      
        Isobel believes fate will guide her to a man she could one day love. But the paths we take do not always lead us where we expect… And Isobel’s dream of true love may be more fragile than she had ever imagined.

      

        

      
        An incredible story about bravery, broken hearts and the powerful forces of fate, perhaps for fans of Colleen McCullough, Laura Frantz and Colleen Coble.

      

        

      
        Previously published as A Distant Shore.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THAT NIGHT AT THE BEACH

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        As mothers we never dare to delve into our worst-nightmare scenarios. What if… we might murmur to each other, and then shake our heads, telling ourselves it’ll never happen to us if we’re just good enough mothers. Yet here we are. And the steady beep of the heart monitor is the only evidence the child in front of us is alive…

      

        

      
        It’s Labor Day weekend, so of course we went to the beach. Like we do every year. For a barbecue picnic with my best friend Rose. It’s the perfect tradition—drinks, games, burgers, music, laughter. Together with our husbands, my two teenage sons and her two daughters, we all arrived as the sun was still shimmering over the water, the whole evening ahead of us.

      

        

      
        But nothing goes to plan. Old secrets emerge, tempers flare. And so we parents decide to leave the beach, telling the teenagers to enjoy themselves, reassuring them someone will be back to collect them in an hour or two.

      

        

      
        But when I return a little while later, I know something is really wrong. Our teens are slurring their words, stumbling to the car. It’s clear they have been drinking and I’m shocked. I never expected our kids to behave this way. I’m bracing myself to have firm words with them in the morning, but the next day my concerns fade to nothing, when seventeen-year-old Bella claims my son Finn assaulted her.

      

        

      
        Finn insists he would never do that. And I so want to believe him. Because I brought my son up right. Because a mother would know, wouldn’t she?

      

        

      
        What I don’t know is that the answer to what happened that night on the beach may be a matter of life and death for one of our beloved children…

      

        

      
        An absolutely heartbreaking story about friendship, parenting and betrayal. Perfect for fans of Jodi Picoult, Jojo Moyes and Susan Lewis.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHEN WE WERE INNOCENT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Dad, you have to tell me the truth. Are you who they say you are? Because I know you can’t be. I know you can’t possibly have done what they’re saying…”

      

        

      
        Libby Trent has worked hard to make a good life for herself. She has a happy, messy home in Virginia, full of family and laughter. And a job she’s enormously proud of at a charity helping the disadvantaged, that suits her strong sense of what’s right and wrong.

      

        

      
        But everything changes the day she’s contacted by a government official asking questions about a man named Hans Brenner, a Nazi who escaped Germany after the Second World War. A war criminal guilty of the most heinous deeds.

      

        

      
        And the man they suspect is Libby’s own father.

      

        

      
        She has always known that her father was born in Germany, but what they’re saying is simply impossible. Her frail, elderly father is the sweetest man she knows. With his kind eyes, his tender care, his passion for social justice, he is the person who taught her every value she has… He can’t possibly be the evil man they are saying he was.

      

        

      
        But the official is insistent. He says he knows Libby’s father is Hans Brenner, but he tells her they need more evidence for the trial to go ahead—even if it is just a photograph, a letter, or something her father might have kept from those days. And Libby is the one who could find it for them.

      

        

      
        Libby knows terrible acts should never go unpunished. But she refuses to believe her father could be guilty, and so she decides to search for something that can prove his innocence. She knows she simply has to find it, because if she can’t…

      

        

      
        Then everything she thought she knew about her father, about herself, and even about history may be changed forever.

      

        

      
        A totally heartbreaking and powerful story about a daughter’s impossible dilemma and the darkest of family secrets, perfect for fans of Jodi Picoult, Amanda Prowse, and Diane Chamberlain.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE ANGEL OF VIENNA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Nazi-occupied Vienna, 1940: An absolutely heartbreaking story—based on devastating real events—about tragedy, friendship and courage in the face of impossible odds.

      

        

      
        “Nobody wants to die, Hannah. But these children… they haven’t even lived yet. And you have a chance to save them. The question is just: are you brave enough?”

      

        

      
        Hannah Stern is a twenty-seven-year-old nurse, who takes a position at Vienna’s esteemed psychiatric hospital Am Steinhof, accompanying her estranged half-brother’s son, Willi, with whom she soon forms a close bond. At first the hospital seems like a safe haven—a beautiful, airy, spacious place of healing and recovery.

      

        

      
        But the hospital has secrets. And they are darker than Hannah could ever have imagined. Children are disappearing—not to be healed as promised, but taken somewhere else. Somewhere terrible.

      

        

      
        And when Willi’s own life comes under threat, Hannah knows she must act, despite her own fears. When she discovers one of the other nurses is also trying to help patients escape, Hannah becomes determined to help in any way she can.

      

        

      
        But she is only one person, fighting against a horrific, overwhelming regime. And to save even just one life, she must risk her own…

      

        

      
        The most unmissable historical fiction of the year, guaranteed to leave readers in tears. Perfect for fans of My Name is Eva, All the Light We Cannot See and The Tattooist of Auschwitz.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE CHILD I NEVER HAD

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I remember the moment I handed her to Suzanne, wrapped in a soft pink blanket. I’d wept while I’d put it around her and she’d blinked up at me with her big blue eyes. The moment she left my arms I wanted to cry out. Suzanne had tears in her eyes as she took hold of my daughter. “Thank you,” she whispered.

      

        

      
        It’s a warm early summer’s evening when Mia’s doorbell rings unexpectedly. She opens the door to see the silhouette of a teenage girl standing in the shadow beyond the porch light—and in an instant she realises who it is. Daisy, the daughter she gave up as a baby. Daisy steps forward, trembling as she says “I’m sorry I didn’t call first. But something happened. And I really needed… you.”

      

        

      
        Seventeen years before, knowing she couldn’t possibly give her beautiful little girl Daisy the future she deserved, Mia made the hardest decision of her life—to give her up. And Suzanne seemed the perfect adoptive mother: calm, stable, and full of love for the daughter she’d always dreamed of having.

      

        

      
        The two mothers promised to keep communication open, so Daisy could have Mia’s love and support along with Suzanne’s. But as the years passed, those visits happened less and less, and now Daisy seems almost like a stranger to Mia.

      

        

      
        But she has arrived on Mia’s doorstep, and she says she has a terrible secret. And she believes the only person who can help her is Mia. Her birth mother.

      

        

      
        Mia, however, has secrets of her own. Ones she is afraid to let Daisy or anyone else know. And while Suzanne desperately seeks a way back to her estranged child, can Mia overcome her past to help the girl they both call their daughter in her darkest hour?

      

        

      
        Totally gripping emotional women’s fiction from the author guaranteed to make readers cry. Kate Hewitt’s story will grab you by the heartstrings and never let you go. Perfect for fans of Jodi Picoult, Diane Chamberlain and Jojo Moyes.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MY DAUGHTER’S MISTAKE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I look at my daughter. My darling girl. I remember her tiny hand in mine, her first smile. I recall her tears when she’d tumble over, healed instantly with a band-aid and a little kiss. I have to keep her safe. Even if it means someone else gets hurt…

      

        

      
        In the pretty, privileged college town of Milford, New Hampshire, everyone is friendly, everything is safe. And on this cold autumn day, as red and yellow leaves begin to fall from the trees, and everyone wraps up for the first time, it would be easy to believe nothing bad could ever happen here.

      

        

      
        Until a screech of tires is heard, a thud, a child’s scream. The crash that sees Jenna’s six-year-old daughter Amy Rose being hit by a car driven by seventeen-year-old Maddie.

      

        

      
        Maddie’s mother, Ellen—a college professor with a warm, approachable reputation—insists it must have been an accident. Her daughter is always safe on the road—and she’s vulnerable herself.

      

        

      
        But as Amy Rose lies unconscious in hospital, the town begins to take sides. With Ellen, who just wants to defend her daughter. Or with Jenna, a single mother with a past, whose child hovers between life and death…

      

        

      
        The truth is that both mothers have secrets they’re trying to keep. And, with Amy Rose’s life hanging in the balance, one of them will stop at nothing to protect the person she loves—her daughter.

      

        

      
        An incredible, powerfully emotional and heartbreaking read, with a dilemma that will make everyone wonder what they would do, in either mother’s shoes. Perfect for fans of Jodi Picoult, Jojo Moyes and Diane Chamberlain.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BEYOND THE OLIVE GROVE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The place seemed utterly still, the only sound was the wind rustling high in the pines above. Standing there, realizing she didn’t even know which house had belonged to her grandmother, Ava wondered just how crazy and desperate she’d been to come all this way with no hope or plan.

      

        

      
        When Ava arrives in Greece, it’s with a heart that’s shattered into a thousand pieces. But as she pulls up in a tiny village nestled on a cliff above the glittering Ionian Sea, and steps out in front of a tumbledown house that once belonged to her grandmother Sophia, everything changes.

      

        

      
        At first Ava almost wants to laugh at this bizarre inheritance—a home that has been uninhabited since the Second World War—that appears as close to collapse as she herself feels. But with nowhere left to run to, her only choice is to start putting the house together again.

      

        

      
        What Ava doesn’t expect is for pieces of her grandmother’s story to emerge, as a local survivor from the war begins to share her secrets. Ava can’t help but be drawn to Sophia’s hidden past… even though the truth could change her own life forever.

      

        

      
        Because Sophia’s story is one of devastating choices she had to make during the Nazi invasion of her beloved country. It’s a story of bravery, betrayal and tragedy. But most of all, it is a story about love…

      

        

      
        An utterly unforgettable story of two remarkable women who find the strength to persevere against all odds and find hope, courage and light in the darkness. Perfect for fans of The Nightingale, The Lilac Girls and Victoria Hislop’s The Island.

      

        

      
        Previously published as The Other Side of the Bridge by Katharine Swartz.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE GIRL FROM BERLIN

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        1936, Nazi-ruled Berlin. A heartbreaking and stunningly powerful novel of friendship, courage and betrayal, about two girls whose lives collide in war-torn Berlin, and whose friendship is the only thing that might get them out alive.

      

        

      
        They sat together on the roof, watching Berlin burn, as traces of smoke and cloud floated through the air. “I just want to be free,” Rosa said quietly, “Even if only for a few minutes. It might be the last chance I have.”

      

        

      
        From her beautiful new home in Berlin, a young woman named Liesel Scholz barely notices the changes to the city around her. Her life is one of privilege and safety thanks to her father’s job working for the new government.

      

        

      
        But a chance encounter with Rosa, the daughter of their Jewish housekeeper, confirms Liesel’s fears that something isn’t right. That the Nazi government’s brutal rules are cruel and dangerous, and that others aren’t as safe as she is. When Rosa begs Liesel to help—pressing her grandfather’s gold pocket watch into Liesel’s hand—Liesel recklessly agrees.

      

        

      
        She will help hide Rosa and her loved ones—in the dusty, unused rooms at the top of their house—even if it means putting everyone she loves in danger. Even if it means risking her own life.

      

        

      
        Frankfurt, 1946: An idealistic American captain, Sam Houghton, arrives in Germany to interrogate prominent Nazis on trial and to help rebuild a battered country. When he hires an enigmatic, damaged interpreter named Anna, he doesn’t expect sparks to fly between them. Perhaps there is a chance of love for both of them. But then the question of what happened to Anna in the war raises its head.

      

        

      
        Because Anna has secrets—ones that link her to Berlin, the Nazi party, and the story of one gold pocket watch and two young women who became friends, even when they were told it was impossible…

      

        

      
        A compelling and haunting story about courage, love and betrayal set in war-torn Berlin. Fans of The Alice Network, All the Light We Cannot See and The Nightingale will be not be able to put this down.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHEN YOU WERE MINE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Dylan…” I croak, but my little boy doesn’t even look at me. “Dylan,” I say again, my voice breaking now, and the social worker gives me a reproving look. I’m not helping, but I don’t care. “Dylan!” My voice is louder now, and my gaze stays locked with my son’s as she pulls away from the curb and drives away, taking my very life with her.

      

        

      
        Single mother Beth loves her seven-year-old son Dylan with all her heart. He’s her world. But life with Dylan isn’t easy—and his emotional issues push Beth to her very limit. When a misunderstanding leads Dylan to be taken into foster care, she is determined to do whatever she can to get him back.

      

        

      
        Mother of two, Ally has always dreamed of fostering—it feels like her chance to give back when she has been so lucky in life. But when Dylan joins their family, Ally finds herself struggling to balance his needs with those of her own children and husband—something Beth can’t help but witness when she visits.

      

        

      
        Beth wants nothing more than to find a way to bring her beloved child home. But where is the right home for Dylan? Is it with the mother he was born to? Or is a new mother the greatest gift Beth could give her son?

      

        

      
        A beautiful, powerful and ultimately hopeful story of the heartbreaking power of a mother’s love, for fans of Diane Chamberlain, Jodi Picoult and Jojo Moyes.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTO THE DARKEST DAY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She had to step outside and hold the paper up to the moonlight to read it, but when she was able to make out the words, her heart felt as if it would drop right out of her chest. Because the message was in German.

      

        

      
        1944, London:

        When Lily meets enigmatic GI Matthew in war-torn London, she doesn’t expect to fall in love. While her sister starts a reckless affair with another GI, Lily tries to hide her growing feelings for Matthew.

      

        

      
        But Matthew has a devastating secret. One that could change their lives forever.

      

        

      
        Present day, America:

        Abby lives a quiet life on an apple farm in Wisconsin. Tormented by survivor’s guilt after the tragic deaths of her mother and brother, Abby leaves the orchards as little as possible, keeping her life small, peaceful and safe… Until she is contacted by Englishman Simon Elliot, who arrives nursing a heartbreak of his own, and bearing a World War Two medal that he claims belonged to Abby’s grandfather.

      

        

      
        Together they begin to piece together the heartbreaking story of their relatives’ war. But as the story brings Abby and Simon closer—tentatively beginning to lean on one another to heal—they uncover a dark secret from the past.

      

        

      
        And like Lily and Matthew nearly eighty years before them, it will make Abby and Simon question whether you can ever truly trust someone, even when they have your heart…

      

        

      
        A heartbreakingly powerful, epic love story about courage, friendship and broken trusts, Into the Darkest Day is an unforgettable story perfect for fans of Nora Roberts, Kristin Hannah and The Notebook.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A HOPE FOR EMILY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Looking back, I wish I could find my way back to that moment. I’d snatch it and hold onto it and live in it for the rest of my life, if I could. When Emily could still throw her arms around me. Oh God, just give me that moment, or one like it again. That’s all I want.

      

        

      
        From the moment Emily was born, reaching out with her tiny little star-shaped hand towards her mother, blinking with long eyelashes over soft blue eyes, she became Rachel’s whole world.

      

        

      
        But Rachel’s worst nightmare comes true when a rare auto-immune illness leaves four-year-old Emily in a coma the doctors say she may never come out of. And Rachel has to make a heartbreaking decision—one that her ex-husband, Emily’s dad James, doesn’t agree with.

      

        

      
        Terrified she’s going to lose her daughter for good, Rachel knows she must find a way to keep the hope alive for Emily. But there is only one person she can turn to for help to convince James––and it’s his new wife, Eva.

      

        

      
        As an unlikely but powerful friendship develops between the two women, both Rachel and Eva will have to ask themselves––what is truly the right choice for the tiny, fragile little girl who lies between them?

      

        

      
        A beautiful story that will break your heart into a million pieces, perfect for fans of Jodi Picoult, Diane Chamberlain and Susan Lewis.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NO TIME TO SAY GOODBYE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        It hit me, the reality of it, in a way it hadn’t before like a sledgehammer straight to the chest. Laura was gone. She was never coming back. I’d never see her again; she’d never hum in the kitchen, she’d never pull Ruby onto her lap and tickle her tummy as she buried her face in the sweet curve of our daughter’s shoulder.

      

        

      
        Nathan Ross loved his wife Laura with all his heart. But now she’s gone, taken from him in a seemingly random act of violence. Laura was the glue that held their family together. And for Nathan, life without her feels almost meaningless.

      

        

      
        As he tries to find hope in the darkness, his three young daughters express their grief in different and challenging ways—with one set on a path of self-destruction that could devastate their family all over again. Desperate to understand his own heartbreak better, he reaches out to others who had known Laura. Including her new friend Maria, whose light and warmth are exactly what their grieving family needs, and who is soon helping out and providing emotional support for them all.

      

        

      
        But the picture Maria paints of Laura is unfamiliar to Nathan—of a wife who felt ignored, a mother who felt she couldn’t do enough—and he struggles to reconcile it with his own memories of the woman he loved. Is it possible he didn’t know his wife after all? And can he trust Maria? He can’t escape the feeling that she’s keeping something from him.

      

        

      
        Maria is hiding a secret with the power to rock Nathan’s family to its core. Because it is about what happened the day that Laura died…

      

        

      
        An insightful and powerful novel guaranteed to break your heart, about how the unthinkable can sometimes help us see the world in a powerful new way. Perfect for fans of Jodi Picoult, Diane Chamberlain, and Susan Lewis.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOT MY DAUGHTER

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        My darling girl, you lie so still, lashes fanning your cheeks, golden hair spread across your pillow. You’re so beautiful my heart aches. Your breath is so soft I can barely hear it, but at least I can see the steady rise and fall of your chest, every breath a promise. You’re still here. I’ve still got you. For now.

      

        

      
        Milly has always dreamed of being a mother. Adopted, she longs for a powerful connection with a child of her own. So, when she and her husband Matt are told they can’t have children, she’s heartbroken.

      

        

      
        Milly can barely believe it when her best friend and Matt’s brother offer be donors. With everyone accepting and open, Milly believes nothing could go wrong.

      

        

      
        But none of the four are prepared for their feelings when Milly gives birth to beautiful baby Alice.

      

        

      
        Then, when Alice is still a little girl, she receives a devastating diagnosis. Milly’s whole world falls apart, and each of them is forced to face what it means to be a parent, and make impossible choices… for themselves, and for Alice.

      

        

      
        An unputdownable, heart-breaking, but ultimately uplifting story about the power of love and the true meaning of family. Fans of Jodi Picoult, Diane Chamberlain, and Gracie’s Secret will never forget Not My Daughter.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE SECRETS WE KEEP

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        My whole body aches. I trawl memories of her, now so precious… my darling child. I can’t lose her…

      

        

      
        When Tessa arrives at the little house by the lake with her two children, it is an escape. The rental house may be a bit small—but it’s theirs for the summer. A place to hide…

      

        

      
        However, their isolation is disrupted by the family from the big house next door. Three children and their glamorous mother Rebecca—who seems determined to invite Tessa into their lives.

      

        

      
        Rebecca, however, is harbouring a dark secret. And when it becomes too much for her to bear, Tessa seems to be the only person she can turn to.

      

        

      
        But as powerful bonds form between the two families, choices will be made that can never be undone. And as the summer comes to an end, nothing can keep everyone safe. And one family will pay the ultimate price…

      

        

      
        A gripping, powerful emotional page turner with a heartbreaking twist, for fans of Jodi Picoult, Emily Bleeker and Diane Chamberlain.

      

        

      
        Get it here!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A MOTHER’S GOODBYE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ‘My arms ache with the need to reach and hold my precious child, and then to never let go. But I can’t. I know I can’t.’

      

        

      
        Heather is devastated. There’s no way she can keep her baby. She can barely pay the bills as it is. But when she meets Grace, a wealthy, single career woman, who wants a baby more than anything, Heather believes she has found the perfect adoptive mother.

      

        

      
        As Grace and Heather’s lives become entwined, they are tested to breaking point, though neither can deny the other’s love for the child. But just when they think they are learning how to live with each other, they receive devastating news that turns their fragile world upside down.

      

        

      
        Will either mother know what is the right thing to do for the child they both love? 

      

        

      
        An absolutely gripping, emotional drama with a tear-jerking twist. If you love Jodi Picoult, Kelly Rimmer or Diane Chamberlain, this will warm your heart, make you cry, and stay with you forever.
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        We – both author and publisher – hope you enjoyed this book. We believe that you can become a reader at any time in your life, but we’d love your help to give the next generation a head start.

      

        

      
        Did you know that 9% of children don’t have a book of their own in their home, rising to 13% in disadvantaged families*? We’d like to try to change that by asking you to consider the role you could play in helping to build readers of the future.

      

        

      
        We’d love you to get involved by sharing, borrowing, reading, buying or talking about a book with a child in your life and spreading the love of reading. We want to make sure the next generation continues to have access to books, wherever they come from.

      

        

      
        Click HERE for a list of brilliant books to share with a child – as voted by Goodreads readers.

      

        

      
        Thank you.

      

        

      
        *As reported by the National Literacy Trust
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        This book is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places and events other than those clearly in the public domain, are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
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