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			Tragedy seems to follow Jeanne around…

			Can she really go through it again and survive? 

			Jeanne Le Page is lucky to be alive…15 years ago she was almost killed in a boating accident which brought heart-breaking family tragedy. Now 31, Jeanne is returning reluctantly to the island of Guernsey following the death of her beloved grandmother. As the ferry nears the island, a dark foreboding overwhelms Jeanne as hazy memories of that terrible day resurface. 

			Only back on the island to sell her inheritance – her grandmother’s old cottage – she has no intention of picking up her old life. But the cottage holds a secret, dating back to World War II, and Jeanne becomes drawn into discovering more. A chance meeting tempts her to romance, despite the trauma of a recently failed relationship.

			As her memory recovers, Jeanne is forced to face her demons, reliving the tragedy which takes a sinister turn…  

			And just as he who, with exhausted breath

			Having escaped from the sea to shore, turns back

			To watch the dangerous waters he has quit

			So did my spirit, still a fugitive

			Turn back to look intently at the pass

			That never has let any man survive.

			Dante Inferno Canto 01
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			Chapter 1

			Jeanne stepped out on deck as the spring sun broke through the clouds. A warm glow spread across green and gold jewel-like Herm and its big sister, Guernsey, patchworked with fields and granite buildings. 

			The salt-laden air enveloped her like an old, trusty coat. Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes and was a child again, playing on the beach with her parents. The image was so powerful that tears formed and she blundered, unseeing, towards the railings. 

			As her vision cleared she found herself staring at Herm and, without warning, was overwhelmed by such a strong feeling of fear that she had to hold onto the rail. Jeanne’s heart began to race, blood pounded in her head and her breathing came in short, painful gasps. Oh my God, what’s happening to me? After all this time, please, not again! Struggling to breathe she was on the verge of passing out. Letting go of the rail she stumbled, crashing into a man walking past.

			‘Hey, steady on! Look where you’re going!’ he shouted, grabbing hold of her to stop them both falling. ‘Overdid the dutyfrees, did you?’ 

			Stung by his accusation, she took a deep breath before replying. ‘No…no. I just lost my balance.’ His hands gripped her arms so hard that she could already imagine the bruises. ‘Hey, that hurts!’

			His grip loosened and he guided her back to the rail. She clung on, filling her lungs with sea air.

			‘Sorry, didn’t mean to hurt you. Okay now?’ 

			Jeanne nodded. As the man stepped back she took in, through a still blurred gaze, dark brown hair, deep blue eyes and the muscled arms of a man unlikely to be a pen-pusher. Responding to his warmer tone, she managed a tight smile before straightening up and walking, unsteadily, to the starboard side.

			What on earth was that? Is this what I can expect now? Perhaps I shouldn’t have come back. Not that I had a choice…The thoughts whirled around her pounding head and she shuddered as she leant against the railings as Guernsey came into full view. While the ferry headed towards St Peter Port harbour, it seemed as if she were approaching a strange, unknown country rather than the land of her birth. The whole of the northern sea front, from Les Banques into St Peter Port, had been transformed. Towering edifices of granite and glass replaced the remembered old, tired mishmash of warehouses, scruffy hotels and shops. With a gasp, she realised that even the elegant landmark of the Royal Hotel had been supplanted.

			Wow! What’s happened? It was as if a natural disaster had occurred, flattening the old front and replacing it by buildings more reminiscent of London than of the parochial island of old. She’d never have thought that Guernsey would move into the twenty-first century with such a bang. 

			The dramatic transformation which lay before her seemed to Jeanne to be an echo of the change in her own life and she felt a stranger here. She wished she had stayed in the familiar, dull Midlands town which had been her home these past fifteen years. For a moment the urge to remain on the ferry and return to England, without setting foot on the island, was overwhelming. Her face must have mirrored her inner turmoil as a middle-aged lady standing nearby asked, ‘Are you all right, dear? Only you’ve gone very white.’

			‘I’m fine, thanks. Just not very good on boats.’

			The older lady nodded her sympathy. ‘My Tom gets seasick too, has to fill himself up with beer or the odd whisky or two before he’ll set foot on a boat. Just as well I can drive or we’d be marooned on the ferry till he’s sobered up!’ She laughed.

			Jeanne forced a smile.

			‘Aren’t these waters supposed to be dangerous?’ 

			‘Yes, they can be, if you don’t know where all the rocks are,’ Jeanne replied. Yet again, her heart hammered against her chest and her breathing quickened. She fought down the feelings of panic to add, ‘but these big boats are perfectly safe,’ wondering who she was really trying to reassure. Jeanne joined the throng of eager passengers heading towards the car deck, found her car and sat there feeling sick and trapped in the echoing bowel of the ship. She would just do what had to be done here and then go back – but where? Her body arched over the steering wheel with the painful memory of her loss. Going back would be as bad as going on, she realised. The sound of car horns blaring behind her brought her back to the present. She started the engine and joined the queue towards the gangway and whatever lay ahead.

			Emerging from White Rock, Jeanne followed the steady stream of cars up St Julian’s Avenue and turned left into Ann’s Place. She smiled on seeing that the Old Government House Hotel was still there and was lucky to find a nearby parking space. It was only a short walk to the advocate’s office but she decided she needed a coffee first. Ideally she would have preferred a couple of vodka shots to calm herself, but didn’t think it would be appropriate to meet her lawyer with glazed eyes and a stagger, especially as she’d already been accused of hitting the duty-frees! The thought made her frown as she walked down Smith Street, side-stepping the tourists intent on window shopping.

			Jeanne began to feel more at home at the familiar sight of Boots at the bottom of the hill. It was where she and her friends used to meet up before going on the prowl in Town. On her right was a smart and inviting looking café with squashy leather chairs. 

			She sank, with a contented sigh, into a chair and ordered a cappuccino from the young waitress. 

			‘Anything to eat with your coffee? We do have some scrummy chocolate cake guaranteed not to put on an ounce.’ The girl grinned.

			‘Can’t resist!’ Jeanne smiled back, pleased that at least one of the natives seemed friendly.

			Sipping her frothy drink and conscious of the resultant milky moustache flecked with chocolate, Jeanne thought about her impending meeting with the advocate. She had been receiving gentle but persistent reminders from Advocate Marquis that there were important legal issues to discuss, not least that of her grandmother’s cottage. Her mind, unbidden, took her back to that awful day five months ago…

			The phone was ringing as she and Andy arrived home, glowing after their holiday.

			‘Oh, Jeanne, thank goodness! I’ve been trying to get you for ages and left so many messages…I’m so sorry, but it’s your gran…’ Molly’s voice caught on a sob and Jeanne’s stomach clenched as she anticipated the dreaded news.

			‘She died in her sleep, Jeanne. It was peaceful, just as she’d have wanted,’ Molly continued as Jeanne’s eyes filled with tears.

			‘The…the funeral?’

			‘It was yesterday. I’m so, so sorry. The advocate and I kept trying to contact you but she died over two weeks ago and we didn’t know where you were or when you’d be back. I did try your mobile but it was switched off.’

			‘W​e’ve been in Tenerife for three weeks. It was a bit last minute and I forgot my mobile charger. But Gran had seemed so well! If only I’d known…’ The tears now flowed freely.

			‘Jeanne, you couldn’t have foreseen it. None of us did. She slipped away quietly. No pain, no fuss. We weren’t sure what to do for the best, but in the end the advocate, as her executor, thought he’d better organise the funeral. But you’ll be over soon? To sort out the cottage and everything?’ Molly’s voice was calmer, more urgent.

			‘Yes…I guess so. I’ll get back to you later. Thanks…Molly.’

			She collapsed onto the sofa while Andy made some tea and muttered a few ineffectual words of condolence before he opened the post. As she sipped her drink she remembered the feisty old lady, the last link to her past life in Guernsey. Although her gran had been over a few times to see her, Jeanne had not been tempted to return. It would have been too painful…

			 But now she was back and without any known living relatives in Guernsey. Apart from the cottage, the only sign of the family’s roots here were the headstones in the graveyards. Jeanne shuddered at the thought of her loved ones lying cold and unvisited in the earth and felt the tears threatening. It wasn’t fair! She gripped the coffee cup tightly, self-pity heightened by her guilt at staying away so long. Catching sight of a young, laughing family walking past the café only made her feel even more sorry for herself. For heaven’s sake girl, get a grip! Stop being maudlin and get on with what you came to do. You owe it to the family. With this thought she straightened up and finished her coffee.

			Glancing at her watch, she saw that she’d better get a move on and, after paying the bill and freshening up in the Ladies, walked the few yards to the advocate’s office.

			As the receptionist led her down a corridor Jeanne glanced at the watercolours on the walls. With a pang she recognised the local bays with cabin cruisers – oh, just like Dad’s! –bobbing on the waters as families gathered on the beaches. She could almost smell the sea and the pungent tang of seaweed on the rocks. Her thoughts were interrupted by the girl opening a door and announcing, ‘Miss Le Page, Advocate.’

			‘Good afternoon. How are you?’ enquired the man who came forward to shake her hand.

			‘Well, thank you, Mr Marquis. I’m sorry for the delay in coming over. There’s been a lot happening recently and certain…’ she paused, ‘events have meant that I couldn’t travel. Now I’m ready to settle everything before I go back to…England.’ She had nearly said ‘home’ before remembering she no longer had one.

			‘It’s quite straightforward. Your grandmother’s will leaves everything to you as her sole beneficiary. Once we’ve gone through the various papers I’ll need you to sign some forms, then you’ll be the legal owner of Le Petit Chêne as well as the money your grandmother left.’

			After much reading and signing Jeanne was presented with the keys to the cottage and Mr Marquis arranged for the monies to be transferred to her bank account. Mm, didn’t realise Gran had as much as that in the bank. But she’d never been a big spender, not bothered by material things. Just her beloved cottage and garden. Especially the garden. A lump formed in her throat as Jeanne realised that Gran’s savings might come in very useful until she sold that beloved cottage.

			‘Where are you staying while you’re here? In case I need to contact you.’

			‘I’m staying with Molly and Peter Ogier for a few days until the cottage is more habitable.’

			‘Good. I believe they were close friends of your family?’

			‘Yes, I’ve known them since I was a child.’

			Jeanne hesitated and then said, ‘I have to ask, Mr Marquis, have there been any… developments with the investigation? Have the police found anyone yet?’

			He shook his head. ‘No, there’s been no progress at all. Technically the case is still open, but I don’t think the police have found any more evidence. It’s difficult without any witnesses and after all this time…Have you remembered any more of what happened?’

			‘No, I’ve had nightmares over the years but I’ve never been sure whether they’ve been caused by actual memories. Perhaps coming back will stir things up, memory-wise.’ 

			She bit her lips as she recalled what had happened on the ferry.

			‘I don’t really want to remember any more, but if I did, perhaps we would find out who killed my parents and nearly killed me.’

		


		
			Chapter 2

			Jeanne left the office and headed back to her car. Distracted by her meeting with the Advocate, she bumped into a woman burdened with shopping, causing her to drop it.

			‘Watch out!’ the woman cried, scrabbling to retrieve her errant purchases.

			‘Oh, sorry! Here, let me help.’ Jeanne smiled apologetically as she collected up the rest of the items on the pavement. Within seconds, order was restored and the woman nodded and went on her way.

			I must get a grip, Jeanne thought as she reached her car. Bumping into people is becoming a habit. She decided as it was still light for a while yet, she would go and see her cottage (odd thought that – now it really was hers) before going on to the Ogiers.

			She swung the car into The Grange to take the road out to the west coast and the old cottage which had once been so important to her. A place full of so much love and laughter, before her world had fallen apart.

			Driving southwards along the west coast from Vazon, she glanced towards the beaches on her right. People were still out walking in the afternoon sunshine, some with children skipping alongside and others with dogs bounding ahead, making the most of the fine weather and bracing sea air. Surfers rode the waves, particularly strong on this stretch of coastline. It was idyllic. Oh, to be a carefree tourist enjoying this beautiful island instead of a self-pitying, grieving saddo like me. She pulled a face. Where’s that tough ol’ Guernsey spirit you were once so proud of? It’s about time it resurfaced and brought back the smile to your face, my girl! 

			From the winding coast road she turned left into a narrow lane rising uphill and dotted with cottages on each side. About 200 yards inland she pulled into a drive belonging to a detached granite cottage with a mossy tiled roof. Her heart raced as she switched off the engine and looked at what was now her house. She knew the cottage dated back at least two hundred years and had been built by a fisherman, as had most of the others in that area. He must have been particularly successful because it had the largest plot in the lane with a good-sized garden to the rear and a spacious orchard to the side. 

			The central front door peeped out from under a gabled porch thick with clematis and roses growing up the trellised sides. Pairs of small-paned sash windows upstairs and downstairs either side of the porch created an attractive symmetry. Looking at it, Jeanne felt the house was watching her – and waiting. But for what? She shivered. In her heart she knew that by rights this shouldn’t be her cottage. It should have been her father’s and perhaps ultimately hers, but many years from now. That would have been the natural order of things, but in her family that natural order had been destroyed fifteen years ago. 

			Squaring her shoulders Jeanne walked to the porch and, after inserting her key, pushed open the stiff, creaking door. It had never been used very much, as the usual entry for all and sundry had been the back door, never locked, this being Guernsey. The low, beamed ceilings made the cottage somewhat gloomy as dusk approached so Jeanne had to switch on the lights, relieved that the electricity had not been disconnected. As she entered the sitting room on the left she was assailed by a musty, damp smell and this, together with the blast of cold air which hit her full in the face, prompted her to force open the windows to let in warm, salty fresh air. She gazed around at the room she had not seen for what felt like a lifetime.

			The familiar, now dusty pieces of furniture, were still in the remembered places. Her grandmother had been a creature of habit, rarely moving things around for the sake of a change. Jeanne walked round, lightly touching the solid oak furniture which had been in the family for generations. The more modern sofas she remembered as being marginally more comfortable when piled up with cushions. But now they looked old and shabby. The picture of neglect was reinforced by the threadbare carpet on the oak floor and the thin curtains which looked as if they would not survive much more pulling to and fro. An ancient wood burning stove squatted on the granite hearth in the inglenook fireplace surmounted by an old blackened beam. There was no central heating as her gran had not approved of such “new fan-dangled” innovations and had not wanted her home cluttered up with radiators, pipes and a boiler. She had been happy to clean out fires in the main rooms all her life and made it clear to anyone who would listen that it was much healthier than central heating, even though the smoke did blacken the walls and ceilings.

			Crossing the hall Jeanne entered the kitchen. 

			The chill from the slate floor struck up into the soles of her trainers as she walked round the large room. Jeanne ran her fingers along the wooden tops of the two freestanding cupboards, leaving a trail through the dust. Under a window sat the old stone butler sink with tarnished brass taps which she now turned on – yes, there was water, she discovered. Good.

			Next to it was the blackened range which she recalled as consuming coal at a prodigious rate. As she touched it she realised, with a shock, that this was the first time that she had ever known it to be cold. The range had been the true heart of the house. The absence of its warmth spoke such volumes that Jeanne shivered, whether from the cold or her grief she wasn’t sure.

			The smell of the kitchen felt wrong to her. It was musty and the air tasted brackish, like dirty water. It had been so different once, with the smells and tastes of baking, especially bread. Closing her eyes she could picture a familiar scene.

			A wonderful aroma of freshly baked bread filled the kitchen as a young Jeanne, hands covered in flour with white streaks on her face, frowned with concentration as she kneaded the mixture in the bowl. Her mother stood next to her, hands in a similar bowl as Gran pottered about, calling out instructions.

			‘Now, not too firm or the mixture’ll be too dry. But not so light as t’ leave it uneven. Mm, you’re getting the hang of it, Janet, but I’m not so sure about our Jeanne!’ She chuckled and her plump, smiling face brought a small grin to the girl’s face.

			‘I’m no good at this, Granny. I’ll just watch Mummy.’ She looked at her mother who smiled her lovely wide smile, tossing her long, dark hair out of harm’s way. The hair that Jeanne had inherited.

			‘Never mind, darling. I’m sure you’ll be a great cook when you’re older. I’ll teach you what Granny’s teaching me, which I have to say, is rather a lot!’ She smiled at her mother-in-law who then explained the next stage in preparing a perfect Guernsey Gâche.

			Jeanne’s eyes watered as she remembered the words spoken so lightly by her mother years ago. She had not had the chance to teach Jeanne very much, who never did master making Gâche. 

			After a quick rub at her eyes she opened the doors of the two wall cupboards which still contained the everyday china her gran had used. She turned to gaze at what had been Gran’s pride and joy, a dust coated, but still beautiful, enormous solid oak dresser. Handed down through generations, it had been made locally by a master cabinetmaker, whose name, Martin Le Mesurier, had been carved on the back. The best blue and yellow porcelain was laid out on the shelves giving a welcome, cheerful air to the otherwise stark kitchen. 

			Jeanne reached out and carefully picked up a plate, gently stroking away the dust to reveal the oh-so-French pattern she remembered well – a legacy of her gran’s Norman ancestry. With a sigh, she replaced the plate on the shelf and moved over to the old pine table in the centre of the room.

			The top was scored by the knives used over the years by busy housewives as they chopped, sliced and pared. Six pine chairs of varying design were drawn up around it, used for most family meals with diners huddled next to the range for warmth in the winter and in summer basking in the sun pouring through the opened windows. Jeanne traced the marks on the table with her fingers and found, on one edge, the initials she had laboriously carved as a child – J.L.P. They were barely visible and she grinned at the memory of what she had once thought of as her ‘secret’. But her gran had found them and her usually smiling face had looked so hurt that Jeanne had burst into tears, and promised not to be a bad girl, ever again. But of course there had been more scrapes, inevitable for the tomboy she had been.

			Just off the kitchen, well away from the range, was a walk-in pantry in which had been stored milk, cheese, butter, meat, eggs and all other perishables. Gran had never had a fridge but the pantry had faithfully preserved the family supplies. Jeanne was thankful to see that any fresh food had been disposed of as the vision – and smell – of five months’ old milk and bread didn’t bear thinking about. All that now graced the shelves were empty storage jars and the old-fashioned tins so beloved by her gran for storing home-baked cakes and biscuits.

			Suddenly feeling chilled and despondent, Jeanne decided to leave the rest of the ground floor and climbed the solid wooden staircase to the landing, off which lay four bedrooms, the bathroom and airing cupboard.

			She opened the door to what had been her grandparents’ bedroom; a reflection of the shabby discomfort of the sitting room, it had the same musty smell. Although the room was a good size it only possessed a double bed with a small side table, a wardrobe and a chest of drawers with a chair beside it. Possessed of few ornaments and with no signs of feminine vanity except for the small wooden mirror on the chest. Gran had been a warm, lively woman but she had not been concerned with her appearance and wore the same old clothes till they fell to pieces. 

			Jeanne picked up a framed black and white photo of her grandparents on their wedding day, their faces smiling self-consciously at the camera.

			‘Hello, Gran, I’m back,’ she said softly, running her fingers over the picture.

			Taking a deep breath she then lifted up the only other photo, a large colour one of her laughing parents. Her eyes were drawn to her mother, proudly cradling her baby self. Involuntarily, her left hand went to her own stomach and as she replaced the photo on the chest, her throat tightened.

			‘Oh, Mum, how I miss you! There’s so much to tell you and it really hurts…’ 

			Her stomach clenched as waves of grief swept over her and her breath was reduced to short, hard gasps. She couldn’t bear it, she really couldn’t! No-one could. Falling onto the bed, Jeanne gave in to all the pent-up emotions brought to the surface by her return. She had to be strong and face the demons before they destroyed her. Easier said than done when you felt like shit.

			It was a while before she felt anything like calm again but time was pressing. After glancing into the two other double bedrooms she checked out the bathroom which was as austere as she remembered. Still painted a horrible green, it possessed a chipped enamel bath on claw feet, an old fashioned WC and a big pedestal washbasin. 

			She walked across the cold, cracked lino – an even more bilious shade of green – and tried the tap on the bath. Rusty brown water trickled out, nearly drowning a spider slumbering near the plughole. After a few minutes the water cleared and Jeanne switched off the heavy tap and repeated the process with the washbasin. As she let the water run she scrutinised herself in the foxed mirror, hardly large enough to hold an entire face.

			Reflected back was a mass of long, dark hair framing a pale face dominated by what were normally large, bright blue eyes, but now reddened and puffy. Under the somewhat ordinary nose, her mouth was unsmiling and the overall effect was almost sullen. God, I can’t meet Molly and Peter looking like this, and splashed cold water onto her face, wiping it off with a tissue. A quick repair job with the makeup in her bag, a tentative smile and the transformation was complete. It was if another person entirely had stepped into her skin. Feeling pleased with the improvement – as after all, she didn’t want to depress her hosts – she went onto the landing.

			Jeanne hesitated, her hand on the stair rail, but instead of going down as she had intended, she went along to the last and smallest bedroom and opened the door.

			An icy blast nearly knocked her off her feet and she braced herself before stepping forward. The room was colder than the rest of the house by at least fifteen degrees. It was like walking into a cold store. The smell that caught at the back of her throat was a mix of mustiness and something she couldn’t quite place which left a metallic taste in her mouth. She gave only a cursory look at the room she had hated since a small child. Her eyes travelled over the single bed, cupboard and small chest of drawers set out on the bare, dark oak floor.

			She had always been puzzled by the increased chill factor which she had felt whenever she had been obliged to enter this room. Thank goodness she had never had to sleep there, her parents’ modern house having been only a short distance away. Unfortunately, it had been the room used for storing surplus bits and pieces, occasioning the odd foray to find things her gran had needed.

			With a feeling of relief Jeanne shut the door and ran down the stairs and out of the front door. As she locked up she again thought back to the happy, carefree days spent here so long ago. As a child she had not noticed the cold or shabbiness, it had been so full of the love and warmth of her family. It had seemed like a wonderful place to her then and looking back she realised it was her loving family which had transformed the ordinary house into a memorable home. 

			Jeanne had known for years that one day she would inherit the cottage and had, more recently, imagined returning with Andy to help lay the ghosts. She had envisaged them playing at happy families with their children running about in the orchard, laughing and shouting at each other. But now that dream had been cruelly shattered and the thought of living there alone was too awful. She had to sell the cottage and move on – but where?

		


		
			Chapter 3

			The narrow, arched entrance to the Ogier’s cottage was a challenge to drive through and Jeanne was anxious to avoid scratching her car. However, most cars in Guernsey sported dents and scratches as the granite walls bordering the narrow lanes often seemed to jump out and hit the unwary motorist.

			As she switched off the engine Peter and Molly appeared at their front door and with broad smiles reached out and hugged and kissed her in turn.

			‘At last! You’re here! Peter and I’ve been so excited since you phoned.’ Molly beamed at Jeanne.

			‘I’m so happy to see you both again, it’s been too long–’

			‘But you’re here now and looking so grown up!’ Peter said

			 ‘And I’d have recognised you anywhere. Come in, come in,’ Molly cried.

			‘Thanks. Mm, what a wonderful smell.’

			‘Yes, dinner’s ready to serve and I’m sure you’re starving.’

			‘Sure am, ready to do justice to your renowned cooking!’

			Molly gave Jeanne a quick squeeze as they headed for the dining room. This opened through to the kitchen so that anyone cooking could still talk to those eating and as Molly ushered Jeanne into a chair at the polished oak table Peter went into the kitchen to open the wine.

			‘Red or white?’

			‘Red, please, Peter,’ Jeanne called, breathing in the heady aroma of what she felt sure was beef cooked in wine.

			Molly and Peter brought the food through and soon the table was covered in dishes heaped with steaming potatoes, mixed vegetables and the pièce de la resistance, Molly’s famous Daube de Boeuf Provencale. Jeanne began to relax properly for the first time that day, soothed by the warmth of her welcome. The Ogiers had, from childhood, been like a surrogate family.

			‘Santè! And welcome back,’ Peter said as they clinked glasses.

			‘Mm, delicious, Molly. Haven’t tasted anything as good for ages.’ Jeanne smiled her appreciation.

			‘Thanks. The recipe was Janet’s, passed down by your grandmother. So it’s rightfully yours now.’

			‘I’ll be looking out for Gran’s recipes when I go through the cottage. Might encourage me to improve my cooking skills.’

			Mentioning her gran reminded her of why she was there.

			‘I…I’d like to thank you both for what you did for Gran. And after–’ 

			Molly squeezed her hand.

			‘It was nothing, we were happy to help. You know how much we cared about her.’

			Silence reigned for a few moments as they focused on their food and Peter topped up their glasses.

			‘So, how’re Phil and Natalie these days? We seem to have lost touch with each other.’

			Peter smiled wryly. ‘Even we, the parents, don’t hear much from them. Both pretty independent, aren’t they, Molly?’

			‘You can say that again! But we do know they’re both well and happy, that’s the main thing. Phil’s in London now and Natalie’s just moved to Oxford. Last time we heard they were both seeing someone but I gathered that neither was serious. So, how’s your Aunt Kate? Keeping well?

			‘She’s fine, thanks. Been a rock these last few months. I don’t expect she thought I’d end up on her doorstep again.’

			Molly frowned. ‘We were so sorry to hear about you and Andy. You must have been together for what, four years? Quite a while.’

			Peter took himself off to the kitchen to find some more wine.

			Jeanne realised she was twisting her hair round her fingers, something she did when upset or stressed, and stopped.

			‘Yes, we were. But these things happen, don’t they?’

			‘You’ll meet someone else one day, I’m sure. When you’re ready.’

			‘Perhaps.’

			‘Could even be someone here.’

			‘Not sure about that! Just being here – it all seems to come flooding back.’ Jeanne sighed. ‘All of it.’

			‘That’s not really surprising,’ Molly said gently, ‘and if you wished, I might be able to help you?’

			Jeanne looked at Molly with affection and knew that if anyone could help, it would be her. Not only had she been like a fond aunt over the years but she was a psychotherapist, well versed in dealing with problems such as hers.

			‘Thanks, Molly. I’ll bear that in mind.’

			Peter arrived back after taking an inordinately long time opening more wine.

			‘More food, anyone?’ 

			‘No thanks. That was plenty. And absolutely delicious.’

			Molly also refused any more and she and Peter started clearing away the debris before serving the dessert. Jeanne was not allowed to help and was left with her thoughts.

			She watched Molly bustling about in the kitchen. She must be in her fifties now, just as her mum would have been. The thought provoked the familiar ache in her solar plexus. Molly was so different to her mother – cheerfully plump with a broad, smiling face and fair, now greying, curly hair – whereas her mother had been slim and dark and more serious, though still loving. Wonder what she’d look like now? Ah, don’t go there! Just don’t.

			Jeanne pushed down the unsettling thoughts and forced a smile as she watched her hosts bustling in the kitchen. Peter had also aged, but still had a good head of hair and his boyish grin.

			The pan containing the dessert, Crêpes Suzette smothered with flaming liqueur, was borne in by a red-faced Peter while Molly carried a jug of cream. Obviously no-one worries about diets here, thought Jeanne.

			‘Now, coffee everyone?’ asked Peter after the crêpes had disappeared. Molly made a pot and they went through to the sitting room.

			The cottage was similar in design to Le Petit Chêne and Jeanne remembered how hard the Ogiers had worked to transform it into the warm, bright and comfortable home it now was. They had done a lot of the work themselves and could be proud of the result, she thought, noticing even more improvements since she’d last been there. Compared with the cold, damp and shabby cottage she had inherited it was a veritable palace.

			‘This is lovely, Molly. You’ve done wonders with this room,’ she exclaimed as she gazed around the sitting room. The walls, a warm peach colour, were covered in bookshelves and paintings and the main focus of the room was a large restored inglenook fireplace. Jeanne gave a little sigh – oh, wouldn’t it be wonderful to have a home like this! 

			‘Thanks, we love it. So cosy, particularly in the evenings,’ replied Molly. 

			Peter fetched a bottle of Calvados and poured out three generous measures.

			‘Have you considered renovating your cottage, Jeanne? You could achieve what we’ve done here, no problem. And the garden was always stunning,’ he said, handing Jeanne a glass.

			‘Thanks. It’s a thought, I suppose. But it would be such a huge project and cost a fortune to get it like this,’ she said, waving her arms around the room. ‘And I don’t have a fortune. To be honest, I wasn’t planning to stay long. Just tidy up the cottage ready for sale and then go back to England.’ She twisted her hair, noting Peter and Molly glance at each other.

			‘I know it must be difficult for you, my dear. Coming back after so long and after losing your gran, but wouldn’t you like to try and settle here again? After all, you must still have friends from school and we’re here to support you in any way we can.’

			Jeanne sighed. ‘I don’t know, Molly. It would be a big step and I’m not sure…I have to admit there’s not much for me in England at the moment. Feel I’m between the devil and the deep blue sea!’

			‘Perhaps you need to sleep on it.’

			‘Mm.’

			‘You could always get some builders’ quotes. If the figures stack up and you do still sell, you might make a tidy profit.’

			‘Typical man! Thinking of money, as usual.’ Molly laughed.

			Peter took a sip of the fiery liquid before saying, ‘I’m sure Jeanne’s not averse to making some money, are you?’

			‘No, not at all. But it does depend on what’s involved.’ Suppose it might make sense if she could make a profit, she thought, swirling the amber liquid round her glass. And she really hadn’t anything to go back for. 

			Peter nodded. ‘Well. How about us going round the cottage with you tomorrow? We could jot down a few ideas.’

			‘You’re obviously keen for me to stay! I guess it won’t hurt and you’ll be more objective than me.’ She thought for a moment and then added, ‘By the way, I know you’ve both been round the cottage a number of times. Have you ever felt anything a bit odd about the small bedroom?’

			They looked at each other, puzzled.

			‘No, not really. What sort of ‘odd’?’

			‘It’s probably just me then, but I’ve always felt a real chill in that room and hated going in there.’ Jeanne shivered at the thought.

			‘Can’t say I’ve noticed. Have you, Molly?’

			‘No, I haven’t. Perhaps it’s just your vivid writer’s imagination!’ Molly smiled at Jeanne. ‘Which reminds me, I meant to tell you how much I enjoyed that story of yours in last month’s Woman and Home. Are you writing anything at the moment?’

			‘No. Thought I’d give myself time off to come here, although I’ve brought my laptop with me just in case. But I do have various stories and articles being published over the next few months.’ 

			‘Good – I shall look forward to reading them. Even Peter likes to read your stories despite the fact that they’re aimed more at us females.’ Molly grinned at her husband. 

			He looked slightly embarrassed as he turned to Jeanne.

			‘Well, I don’t see why men can’t read them. We can cope with a bit of romance if there’s also some suspense. Particularly if there’s a sting in the tail, which you’re so good at. Where on earth do you get your ideas from?’

			Jeanne shrugged.

			‘I don’t know. They just sort of pop into my head and I write them down as the story develops. I’m glad you enjoy the stories, Peter, as I’m not at all sexist.’ 

			They finished the Calvados in companionable silence and as first Jeanne and then Molly started yawning it was decided to call it a day. After loading up the dishwasher they headed upstairs and Molly went with Jeanne to the pretty guest room complete with a tiny en suite shower.

			Jeanne turned to Molly and gave her a hug. ‘Thanks, Molly, for letting me stay. It’s just what I need at the moment.’

			‘You’re welcome, my dear. It’s lovely to have you here after all this time. And I think you need mothering just now.’

			Jeanne’s face crumpled.

			Molly looked mortified.

			‘Oh, Jeanne! How tactless of me!’

			Jeanne shook her head and gave Molly a hug.

			‘No, don’t be silly. It’s just me feeling a bit maudlin, that’s all. Coming back…’

			‘Of course. I understand. And so soon after Andy as well…’ 

			Jeanne sniffed. ‘Yes, it’s not been a great few months. And I had what I’m sure was a panic attack on the ferry, just as we neared Herm.’

			‘Oh no! Did you remember anything?’

			She shook her head. ‘No. Just a terrible fear gripped me – as if I was going to die!’ She shuddered.

			‘Oh, my dear, how awful for you. After all these years it’s still affecting you.’

			‘It’s bound to, isn’t it?’ Jeanne said sharply. ‘It was bad enough to lose my parents but not to know what happened…’

			‘I know, I know,’ Molly soothed her. ‘Would you like me to help? Perhaps we could use hypnosis to recover your memory?’

			Jeanne was twisting her hair round her fingers.

			‘Perhaps. If it stopped the awful nightmares…’ She sighed and gazed at Molly.

			‘I’m not sure I’m quite ready to face it all just yet. Too scared about what I’ll learn. Even the police aren’t really sure what happened. After all, initially it was thought that Dad had misjudged his bearings and landed on the rocks by mistake, even though he knew those waters like the back of his hand.’ She took a deep breath and the hair twirling intensified. 

			‘Then when they found that dent on the starboard side it pointed to us being hit by something. So the police decided that some drunk in another boat had caused the accident and we’d been forced onto the rocks.’

			She stared at Molly, white faced. ‘What really upsets me and has always puzzled me, is why didn’t the other boat stop and help us? Why didn’t they rescue Mum and Dad before it was too late? Before they died?’

		


		
			Chapter 4

			That night the dream returned. She was lying on the floor somewhere, her body leaden and still. She knew she had to move – it was vital, somehow, that she got up but she just couldn’t. Someone was shouting but the sound came and went in waves. Waves! That was it! Waves were crashing against whatever it was she was lying in and she could feel water lapping around her inert body. Oh God! She was going to drown!

			Jeanne woke up, her heart hammering and her body drenched in sweat. The nightmares were back. She’d hoped that maybe, just maybe, they had finally left her alone. But no. It must be coming back here, she mused, crawling out of bed to fetch a glass of water and a towel. After a quick rub down and some sips of water she felt better. Was it a real memory or was her mind playing tricks on her? There was no way of knowing, which made it so frightening. Pulled unconscious from the wrecked boat, her memory of what happened on that fateful evening had never returned.

			Still feeling disorientated Jeanne gulped down the last of the water before standing under a hot shower to wash away the numbing cold she had felt in the nightmare.

			As Jeanne walked into the kitchen Molly was just putting the kettle on. Seeing Jeanne’s white face, she turned and gave her a hug.

			‘Bad dream?’

			‘Yep. One I haven’t had for years. I guess it’s because I’ve come back,’ Jeanne replied, feeling safer now in Molly’s warm embrace.

			‘Well, that’s possible. Do you feel up to telling me about it?’

			Over a cup of strong coffee Jeanne described the dream as clearly as she could and Molly looked thoughtful for a few moments.

			‘I think it could be a buried memory rather than a bad dream. It fits with what we know about how you were found that night. It’s too much of a coincidence to be otherwise.’

			She reached over and squeezed Jeanne’s hand.

			‘You know I’ll help you when you feel ready to learn more.’

			‘Thanks, Molly. I’ve just got to feel a bit stronger first.’

			‘Of course. You’ve got a lot of things on your mind at present. Don’t want you going into overload.’ Molly smiled.

			If you only knew! Jeanne thought, forcing a smile.

			Just then Peter came downstairs and gave Jeanne a big bear hug. She sighed, envying Molly for having such a loving partner.

			His size belied his gentle personality. A senior teacher at the grammar school, he was well liked by pupils and fellow teachers alike. He never had to raise his voice with an unruly pupil. He just looked at them with a rather sorrowful expression and the child, abashed, would mumble an apology and get on with their work. Jeanne had been at the Grammar but had not been taught by Peter, for which she was glad. He had known her too well!

			Peter released her and scrutinised her face. 

			‘We need to get some colour in those cheeks. How about a brisk walk on the beach after lunch, before we go to the cottage?’

			‘I’d love that thanks. I’ve so missed walking by the sea. Not many beaches in the Midlands!’

			After a light lunch they grabbed their walking shoes and sweaters. It was another lovely, sunny day but there was a cool breeze coming off the sea. They walked down the lane to the coast road and along it until they could cross over onto the beach at Vazon. The tide was out, exposing a large stretch of golden sand.

			‘Oh, this is heavenly!’ cried Jeanne, taking a deep lungful of ozone-laden air and spinning around, her arms spread out. ‘I’d forgotten just how wonderful this sea air is. Boy, does it clear away the cobwebs!’

			Peter and Molly smiled indulgently and together they all walked at a brisk pace up the beach in the direction of the kiosk. At times they had to scramble over rocks, but it all added to the enjoyment of the walk. Jeanne felt like a child again as she gazed into rock pools, looking out for tiny crabs and silver fish. She let the small crabs crawl over her hands, the tickling sensation making her laugh. Iridescent shells, pearl and silver, sparkled in the sand and she started to collect them, together with tiny round shells of varying shades of pink and brown. Her pockets were bulging as they arrived at the kiosk.

			They opted for tea and as they sat on the sea wall drinking, a group of young men arrived. They wore wetsuits and carried surfboards as they joked together. One of them, a tall, fair-haired man in his early thirties, spotted them. He came over and said to Peter, ‘Hello, sir. Good to see you. Enjoying your walk on the beach?’

			‘Yes, Marcus, thank you. Let me introduce my wife, Molly, and you remember Jeanne Le Page from school, I’m sure?’

			‘Pleased to meet you Mrs Ogier,’ he nodded at Molly and, turning to face Jeanne, started slightly. ‘Yes, of course I remember Jeanne. Weren’t you in the year below me?’ 

			‘Yes I was and I remember you, too.’ Jeanne felt herself redden. Oh no, it was The Crush from school! She used to dream of him asking her out, but he’d seemed to prefer a leggy blonde in her class. And he’s as gorgeous as ever.

			‘How are you Marcus and…what are you up to these days?’

			‘I’m good, thanks. I’ve recently been promoted to Senior Manager in a trust company and the top of the ladder’s getting nearer by the day,’ he boasted.

			She remembered that Marcus had always been full of himself at school but he was also very charming and his lop-sided grin took the sting out of his bragging.

			‘I’m impressed. Have you…settled down yet?’

			‘No fear!’ He laughed. ‘Too busy earning money and enjoying myself to get tied down. Guess I will one day. How about you? Have you hitched up with anyone?’

			She shook her head, trying to curb the blush which threatened to creep up her face. God, hope he thinks it’s the walk that’s made me flushed.

			‘So what are you doing now? I knew you’d left the island after that awful accident. Have you…come back for good?’ he asked, looking serious.

			‘No, I’m not planning to stay long. I’m back to sort out my grandmother’s cottage which I’ve just inherited. Once I’ve sold it I can go back to England. As for my work, I’m a freelance writer.’

			‘I see. Sounds interesting, being a writer. Good for you. So, where are you staying?’ 

			Jeanne nodded towards the Ogiers, who had walked away out of earshot.

			‘With Peter and Molly. My cottage is uninhabitable at the moment but I’ll stay there once I’ve cleaned it up.’

			‘Well, perhaps I could give you a ring sometime? A group of us are planning a beach barbecue next weekend, if you’d like to join us?’ He flashed his most charming smile.

			‘Yes, thanks. I’d…like that,’ Jeanne replied, feeling the heat rising again. Oh, stop behaving like a lovesick schoolgirl. Ridiculous at your age. 

			‘Great. I’ll ring you later in the week, then. Be seeing you.’

			Jeanne nodded and he walked off to the kiosk where his friends were drinking as she re-joined Peter and Molly.

			‘Well, you two seemed to have a lot to talk about,’ Peter grinned at her.

			‘Yes, suppose so. We were just catching up with each other. He might ring me about a beach barbecue next weekend.’

			‘That’s great, Jeanne. Just what you need – a bit of fun with old friends,’ Molly said. ‘Now, we’d better start walking back if we’re to go round the cottage in daylight.’

			As they turned into the lane leading up to Le Petit Chêne, Jeanne looked intently at the cottages. 

			‘Some of these seem empty.’

			‘Yes, most of them are now self-catering cottages and as it’s early in the season they’re not yet let. Your cottage is one of the few that’s still a permanent home and it would be a shame if it were to become like the others. Housing’s in such short supply on the island it makes it difficult for youngsters to get on the ladder,’ Peter said, frowning.

			‘No, I wouldn’t want it to become one either. When I sell, it’ll only be to people who want their own home. It’s ideal for a family and children would have a wonderful time in the garden, just as I did,’ Jeanne said, wistfully. Part of her mind still insisted on picturing herself there with her own children around her, playing in the orchard.

			‘Right then, let’s see what needs to be done. Got my pad and pen ready.’ Peter tapped his pocket.

			Jeanne had left some windows open – not too much of a risk in Guernsey, she’d hoped – and the air in the cottage was a little warmer, and a hint of the sea flowed through the rooms. The musty smell was slowly being dislodged. She sniffed in appreciation. Peter made notes as they explored. They concentrated on what seemed to need more urgent attention: the wiring – ‘as old as the hills’ according to Peter – the plumbing, the kitchen and the bathroom. There were no obvious signs of damp or real decay and Peter volunteered to climb up into the attic to see if there were any holes in the roof. He hauled in a ladder from the shed and carried it up to the landing, setting it under the hatch to the attic. He had had the forethought to bring a torch for his inspection.

			While he was crawling around above them, Jeanne and Molly went through the bedrooms. As Molly opened the door to the single bedroom Jeanne braced herself for the chill she had come to expect. Molly went in and, without hesitation, started opening cupboards and drawers.

			‘Are you sure you don’t feel particularly cold in here? I certainly do!’

			Molly turned round and shrugged. ‘No, to me it’s no worse than the other rooms. Why, you’re shivering!’ Molly exclaimed.

			‘I know. I can’t help it. It’s freezing! I’ll wait for you in Gran’s room.’

			Why was she the only one to feel it? Jeanne asked herself as she hurried along the landing. Surely it wasn’t just her imagination as Molly had suggested. She had such a sensation of great sadness about that room. Perhaps something awful had happened there in the past, to one of her ancestors. The cottage had been in her grandmother’s family for generations and her gran was born there. Perhaps something had been passed down in the genes, she mused, like people who were regressed to apparent past lives, but might actually have been reliving the life of an ancestor. All fascinating stuff for a writer, but it wasn’t very pleasant to live with, she thought, shivering.

			Peter came back down the ladder, looking dusty, with cobwebs sticking to his sweater. He gave Jeanne a reassuring smile. ‘The roof looks sound to me. Couldn’t see any big gaps anywhere, though to be on the safe side it’d be best to get it checked by a builder. No damp patches and everything’s quite dry. There’s loads of boxes and things up there, but it’s all floored so it’d be easy for you to have a look.’

			‘Oh, that’s a relief! Thanks. I’ll have a hunt around when I move in as I need to go through Gran’s papers and things. Might as well leave the ladder up here.’

			Returning downstairs they went out through the back door into the garden. Next to the cottage, sheltered by the walls, were the neglected herb beds of which Gran had been so proud. Herbs had always played a big part in her cooking and herbal remedies and she had planted dozens of varieties including borage, comfrey, chamomile, tarragon, mint, basil, rosemary, thyme and sage. Bay trees stood like sentinels either side of the back door. Edging the paths were lavender bushes of different varieties – white, blue and deep purple – looking healthy despite needing a prune.

			As they walked, Jeanne and Molly absentmindedly picked stems of lavender, discharging the heady aroma around them.

			‘Oh, this takes me back!’ exclaimed Jeanne. ‘Do you think I could get these beds into shape again?’

			‘Well, don’t see why not. But apart from all the weeding, digging and pruning you’d have to re-plant a lot of new herbs as some are definitely past their sell-by date. And there’s so much else to do,’ Peter replied, eyeing the rest of the garden. 

			It was very much a traditional cottage garden with areas set aside for fruit and vegetables, alongside herbaceous borders displaying the spring flowers of tulips, flag irises and hyacinths amongst others. They made a bright show of red, yellow and purple peeping through the weeds and overgrown deadwood of previous seasons. In the summer, Jeanne remembered, there would be agapanthus, poppies, roses, hollyhocks and foxgloves, offering a similar display of bright colours. The mild climate of the islands also encouraged the planting of sub-tropical plants and palms. Yuccas, with their deep green spiky leaves and woody trunks, sat alongside soft feathery pampas grass, lining paths and fronting crumbling granite walls. It was this mixture of the traditional and the more exotic which had made the garden such a joy in its heyday.

			Gazing around now, it was obvious to Jeanne that it would need quite a blitz to get the garden back into peak condition, but it would be worth it. The peace and seclusion provided an ideal outside living space with scope for a patio and pergola. She began to visualise summer barbecues with people milling around, a glass of wine in one hand and a plate of chargrilled (or cremated if she cooked it) food in the other. Oh, God, there she went again –imagining herself living here. Stupid girl! She shook her head at the thought.

			‘Shall we explore the orchard?’ Molly asked. They braved the long grass encircling the apple, plum and fig trees. At least it was dry as they pushed their way through.

			‘The trees look healthy enough, anyway,’ Molly said. ‘I think there’ll be a good crop of fruit later this year.’

			‘I can’t remember if Gran ever used chemicals on them.’

			‘She didn’t use them at all. Didn’t want the taste of anything edible spoiled. Quite right, too,’ Peter replied. ‘Everything grown here is organic. Your gran used to follow the Guernsey tradition and sell the excess fruit and vegetables by the roadside, charging a bit more as it was organic,’ he added.

			‘Ah, useful to know. If I’m still around later on in the summer I could earn myself a few pennies!’ grinned Jeanne.

			Peter and Molly laughed as they continued their tour of inspection. After satisfying themselves that all the hedges and walls were in reasonable shape, they made their way back to the cottage.

			‘Have you seen everything you wanted to?’ Peter asked.

			‘Yes, thanks. I’d forgotten quite how big the garden is, though. How on earth did Gran manage when Dad was no longer there to help her?’

			‘She had some help with the heavier work from a fisherman who’d worked for your grandfather. He would keep the hedges and walls in good order and cut the grass in the orchard. I think she used to slip him the odd bottle of whisky in return,’ Peter smiled. ‘If you want to restore the garden properly, you’ll need to get professional help to give you a start. I can recommend a good chap who’s worked for me, if you’d like.’

			‘Thanks, it’s too much for me, but I’d love to see it as it should be. Gran spent most of her time out here and it meant so much to her.’

			Jeanne locked up and closed the more vulnerable windows when Peter pointed out that Guernsey was not quite as safe as it used to be. Still much safer than the mainland though, he reassured her. They walked back to the Ogier’s home and all voted for another cup of tea. Molly brought in a big teapot and plates of Guernsey Gâche, a favourite of Jeanne’s. A fruit bread served with lashings of rich local butter, she decided it was best not to count calories as she took a bite.

			‘What do you think now that you’ve had a really good look at everything?’ Molly asked.

			‘Confused! As a home it’s got great potential but there’s so much needs doing and it will cost thousands,’ she sighed.

			‘I don’t wish to pry, but do you have any capital you could use?’ Peter asked.

			‘Well, some. There’s a bit left from the sale of Mum and Dad’s house. As my income’s been erratic as a freelance, I’ve had to dip into my capital at times. But Gran left me some money so it’s not all bad.’ She was thoughtful, twisting her hair around her fingers.

			‘If you could raise the money, what would you do?’ Molly asked.

			‘Not sure. It’s really a question of whether I would want to stay here until any work’s completed. And I could be risking my capital. Or I could sell it now and have enough money to buy something in England. That would definitely be easier and a lot more sensible.’ 

			‘It would be easier, for sure. But if you got some builders round to quote for the work you’d have a better idea of what’s involved. The bonus might be that, fully renovated, the cottage could fetch more than you’d spent on it. If you did decide to stay here and work on the cottage, remember we’re here to help, aren’t we Molly?’

			‘Of course. Any help or advice freely given. Not so good on the practical side these days, I’m afraid. We discovered that we’re absolutely useless at plastering but we can wield a paint brush if need be. And if you did stay here for a few months, Jeanne, you’d be able to make friends and have some fun, wouldn’t you?’ Molly raised her eyebrows at Jeanne and smiled.

			Flushing, she replied, ‘I guess it might be worth thinking about. But if it proves to be too big a job or costs more than it’s worth, then I’ll just sell up and leave. As I’d originally planned.’

		


		
			Chapter 5

			As they all tucked into a cooked breakfast on Sunday morning, Jeanne explained that she planned to start cleaning and airing the cottage so she could move in within a couple of days. From the way that Peter and Molly glanced at each other, Jeanne sensed that they were not particularly happy about her plan but were wise enough to keep quiet.

			‘I can lend you a vac and mop. And I’ve got plenty of cleaning materials and cloths. Are you going to light any fires?’ 

			‘Thought I’d light them in the sitting room and dining room and try and get the range going. There’s a load of coal out the back under cover I can use. I’ll make a list of essentials to buy tomorrow when the shops are open. Of course, back in England I’d be able to buy everything today.’

			‘Yes, we’re a bit out of step here with Sunday trading. But at least we can now buy petrol and alcohol on Sundays, which we couldn’t when you lived here,’ Peter replied. ‘I’ll give you a hand with the range and the fires if you like. The range might be a bit temperamental after all this time.’

			‘That’s kind of you Peter, but I don’t want to deprive you of your day of rest. You already gave up most of yesterday for me.’

			‘Nonsense. As Molly will tell you, I just hunker down with the papers and she can’t get a word out of me for hours. I can work off this fattening breakfast I’ve just enjoyed. And it shouldn’t take too long.’

			The car was loaded up with everything they needed and they quickly drove down the lanes to Le Petit Chêne. The weather was still holding and the sight of blue sea, golden sand and blue sky lifted Jeanne’s spirits. She was secretly glad that she did not have to tackle the fires and the range herself as she had never done it before and had not wanted to appear completely useless. Housework had never been top of her favourite occupations, always preferring the result to the process.

			After unloading all the cleaning paraphernalia into the hallway Jeanne went around opening doors and windows while Peter fetched the coal.

			They decided that the range was the priority as it provided hot water for the ground floor, leaving Jeanne to nip up to the bathroom to switch on the old immersion heater. As it took ages for the miracle of hot water to occur she decided to vac and dust the other rooms first, beginning with the dining room. 

			It had been little used in her grandparents’ time except for important meals like family celebrations and, more recently, funerals, Jeanne remembered sadly. Glancing at the large oak beamed fireplace she started on seeing the desiccated body of a starling among the scattered ashes of the hearth. Yet another reminder of death. When would she be able to forget?

			Come on now, get on with it or you’ll have Peter wondering what’s the matter, she chided herself. Dominating the room was a large, and in Jeanne’s eyes, ugly, oak gate-leg table with six hard oak chairs spaced around it. The chairs were well made but uncomfortable. The worn rug couldn’t stop the cold striking up from the stone floor and into Jeanne’s feet as she worked.

			She went across the hall into the third reception room, a small study which had been used by her grandfather as his snug, where he could escape with his pipe, newspapers and books. Her memories of him were limited as she was only ten when he died, but she had always held a mental image of a jovial man with twinkling blue eyes, curly white hair and a strong body. As he was a fisherman she’d seen him as like Captain Birdseye, but without the beard. An only grandchild – her father not having siblings – her grandfather had made much of her, allowing her the honour of joining him in his snug. He could tell such stories…

			‘Go on, Granpa, tell me a story about those pirates you had to fight.’

			She must have been about five or six, sitting on his knee, big eyes wide open as she listened enthralled.

			‘Well, m’dear, there was about eight of ’em, and they just came out o’nowhere. But I was
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