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Dedication

To my darling Auntie Maura and Uncle Mike.

Please cancel the snake delivery now.

Thanks.







A Word from Jenny


Hello! And welcome to the Little Beach Street Bakery . . . if you’ve been here before, lovely to see you again! If it’s your first time, well, you are so welcome, and I hope you are hungry. Let me give you a quick catch-up before we get started. (Neil fans: don’t worry. He’s back.)

Okay, so Polly lost her business in Plymouth and had to start all over again. She moved to a coastal town in Cornwall, where the tide comes in twice a day and covers the causeway. When she couldn’t find a job, she started baking bread, because that’s what she loves to do, and soon incurred the wrath of Mrs. Manse, who ran the town bakery (very badly).

Anyway, eventually Polly won her around and started working there. Meanwhile, she had a brief affair with one of the fishermen, Tarnie, then found out to her utter horror that he was married. He later died in a terrible storm, and it took—and is still taking—everyone a very long time to get over it.

Polly fell in love, finally, with Huckle, a big American chap who makes his own honey. She also inadvertently adopted a puffin and has, probably against her better judgment, just decided to buy a lighthouse.

Right, I think we’re up to date! I do hope you enjoy Summer at Little Beach Street Bakery; I so loved writing it.

A Quick Word about the Setting

Cornwall to me is a place of the imagination as much as a real home to lots of people because I spent so much time there as a child. To me, it is like a version of Narnia or any of the other imaginary lands I liked to visit—I was absolutely obsessed with Over Sea, Under Stone, and of course the Famous Five and Malory Towers.

We used to stay in old tin-miners’ cottages near Polperro. My mother was a great Daphne du Maurier fan, and she used to put me and my two brothers to sleep in the little narrow beds and tell us bloodcurdling stories of shipwrecks and pirates and gold and wreckers, and we would be utterly thrilled and chilled and one of us, probably my littlest brother—although he would probably say me—would be up half the night with nightmares.

Compared to chilly Scotland, sunny Cornwall was like paradise to me. Every year, we were bought those big foam body surfboards as a special treat, and we would get into the water first thing in the morning and body surf, body surf, body surf until physically hauled out, sunburnt along the crossed strap lines of my swimming costume, to eat a gritty sandwich wrapped in cling film.

Later my dad would barbecue fish over the little home-built barbie he constructed every year from bricks and a grill, and I would sit in the high sweet grass, read books and get bitten by insects.

And after that (because you get to stay up very late on your holidays), we’d drive down to Mousehole or St. Ives and eat ice cream while strolling along the harbor looking at the art galleries. Or we’d eat hot salty fried potatoes, or fudge, the flavors of which I was constantly obsessed with, even though fudge invariably makes me feel sick.

They were blissful times, and it was such a joy to revisit them when I started writing my Mount Polbearne series. We went on a day trip—as required by law, I think, of anyone visiting Cornwall—to St. Michael’s Mount, and I remember being gripped and fascinated by the old stone road disappearing under the waves. It was the most romantic and magical thing I could possibly imagine, and it has been such a joy setting my books there. If I can convey through my books even a fraction of the happiness Cornwall has brought me in my life . . . well, I’ll be absolutely delighted.

Jenny xxx







Prologue


When I sleep, which I can’t, I can’t ever sleep, I dream about him. I dream about him being totally stupid. Like, he’s in a washing machine or something and I’m saying, get out of the washing machine, you prat. But he won’t get out of the washing machine, he’s all tiny and in the washing machine, and he gets smaller and smaller until he disappears.”

“That’s totally normal,” said the calm, educated West Country voice.

“You say everything’s totally normal,” said Selina, pushing back her short hair crossly. “I could come in here and say, “I ran over two hedgehogs on the way here because they reminded me of his hair. One by accident, one on purpose,” and you’d say, “That’s totally normal.”

“Did you do that?”

“No, but I might have. You’d probably still say it was normal.”

“There is nothing normal about grief, Selina. It is common. But it is never normal.”

Selina let out a long sigh.

“Why can’t I . . . why can’t I get over it? Start getting over it? Everyone else wants me to have got over it bloody ages ago. I can see it in their faces. It’s embarrassing for them. I want to get over it. I want to get to sleep without drinking too much wine, and wake up without seeing the face of my bloody dead husband in the washing machine and stop bumming everyone out all the time.”

“Where are you living now?” said the voice smoothly, as if Selina’s outburst hadn’t happened.

Selina shrugged.

“Don’t know. I think I’m going to give up the Manchester lease. It’s getting more expensive, and I don’t feel any more settled there than I did anywhere else.”

“Maybe it’s time to think of going . . . home? Your home, or Tarnie’s home?”

“I’m never going back to that place,” said Selina, shivering. “I never want to go back there.”







Chapter One


Stop it,” Polly said in a warning voice. “It’s not funny.”

Neil ignored her and continued to beat on the little high window with his beak until she could be persuaded to go over and give him a snack.

He was outside the lighthouse they had moved into the previous month, all three of them together, Polly, Neil the puffin, and Huckle, Polly’s American boyfriend, who had parked his motorbike and sidecar at the bottom of the tower. It was their only mode of transport.

The lighthouse hadn’t been lived in for a long time, not since the lamps were electrified in the late seventies. It had four floors and a circular staircase that ran around the sides, thus making it, as Huckle had pointed out more than once, the single draftiest place in human history. They were both getting very fit running up and down it. One floor held the heavy machinery that had once turned the workings, which couldn’t be removed. On the top floor, just below the light itself, was their sitting room, which had views right across the bay and, on the other side, back toward Mount Polbearne, the tidal island where they lived and worked, with its causeway to the mainland that covered and uncovered itself with the tides.

From these windows you could see the little Beach Street Bakery, the ruined shop that Polly had revitalized when she had moved to the village just over two years ago, getting over a failed business and a failed relationship back on the mainland.

She hadn’t originally expected to do much in Mount Polbearne except sit and lick her wounds until she was ready to head back into the fray again, back to working a corporate lifestyle; hadn’t for a moment thought that in the tumbledown flat above the shop she would come back to life by practicing her favorite hobby—baking bread—and that this would turn into a career when she reopened the old closed-down bakery.

It wasn’t the most lucrative of careers, and the hours were long, but the setting was so wonderful, and her work so appreciated, by both the townspeople and the tourists, that she had found something much more satisfying than money: she had found what she was meant to be doing with her life. Well, most of the time she thought that. Sometimes she looked around at the very basic kitchen she had installed (her old flat in Plymouth had sold, and she’d managed to get the lighthouse at a knockdown price mostly, as Lance the estate agent had pointed out, because only an absolutely crazy person could possibly want to live in a drafty, inaccessible tower with a punishing light shining out of it) and wondered if she’d ever manage to fix the window frames, the window frames being number one on a list of about four thousand things that urgently needed doing.

Huckle had offered to buy the place with her, but she had resisted. She had worked too hard to be independent. Once before she had shared everything, been entirely enmeshed financially with someone. It had not worked out, and she was in no mood to repeat the experience.

Right now, she wanted to sit in her eyrie of a sitting room at the very top of the house, drink tea, eat a cheese twist and simply relax and enjoy the view: the sea, ever changing; clouds scudding past so close she could touch them; the little fishing boats bobbing out across the water in faded greens and browns, their winches and nets heavy behind them, looking tiny and fragile against the vast expanse of the sea. She just needed five minutes’ peace and quiet before heading down to the bakery to relieve her colleague Jayden for the lunchtime shift.

Neil, the little puffin who had crashed into her life one night in a storm and remained there ever since, did not agree. He found the activity of flying outside, high up, and still being able to see her through the window utterly amazing, and liked to do it again and again, sometimes taking off to fly all the way around the lighthouse and come back in the other side, sometimes pecking at the glass because Huckle thought it was funny to feed him tidbits out of the window even though Polly had told him not to.

Polly put down her book and moved over to the window, struck as she never ceased to be—she wondered if she would ever grow tired of it—by the amazing cast of the sun silvering in and out behind the clouds over the waves, the gentle cawk of the seagulls, and the whistling wind, which could turn thunderous on winter days. She still couldn’t quite believe she lived here. She opened the old-fashioned, single-glazed window with its heavy latch.

“Come in then,” she said, but Neil fluttered excitedly and tried to peck in between her fingers in case she had a tasty treat for him.

“No!” she said. “You are a fat puffin and no mistake. Come inside and stop tapping.”

Neil thought this was a brilliant game and shot off around the lighthouse once more to show her what he could do. When he landed back on the windowsill, his big black eyes were expectant.

“Oh for goodness’ sake,” said Polly, then—and she would never have done this if Huckle had been there—she leaned over and gave him a scrap of the cheese twist, which the little bird wolfed down happily, pecking up the few remaining crumbs. He pecked so hard he ended up hopping backward and slipping off the window ledge.

“Neil!” shouted Polly, then felt a complete idiot as he flapped his wings and fluttered back up to window level.

“You are scaring the life out of me,” she said. “Come in or go out, not both.”

Neil chose to come in. He landed on the floor, then waddled across the room, inspecting the rough-hewn wooden floor carefully just in case there were any crumbs that Polly had missed.

“Right,” said Polly. “I’m going back to work. Behave yourself.”

She took a glance around the sitting room, making sure she had everything. Once you got to the bottom of the lighthouse, you very much didn’t want to find you’d forgotten something and have to go all the way back up again. Huckle wanted them to get a fireman’s pole, but Polly was highly resistant.

The little around room didn’t contain much furniture apart from her absolutely lovely old posh sofa that she’d brought with her from Plymouth, and that had had to be completely unscrewed and taken apart to get it up the stairs. It had taken most of the day, but it was worth it, Polly thought.

On the floor below was a bedroom with a tiny bathroom hollowed out next to it; then came the machinery floor, then the ground floor with its basic kitchen, a bathroom and another sitting room. There was also a separate low building, an ugly pebble-dashed flat-roofed space with a couple of rooms, but they didn’t quite know what to do with that. A little garden led down through the rocks; Huckle was going to take a shot at it, although he wasn’t confident they’d manage to grow much more than mussels and seaweed. Someone had put little rows of seashells following the steps down from the lighthouse and across to the main path, and they made a pretty sight as Polly jumped down onto the cobbles, around the harbor wall and into Mount Polbearne proper.

It wasn’t far, but at high tide and on stormy days you could get pretty wet going from one to the other as the waves smashed over the top of the sea wall and the spray filled the air with salt.

Today, however, was breezy but clear, a few small clouds scudding past the high lighthouse windows, a hint of sun threatening to come out but never quite managing it. The tide was out, which meant the road to the mainland was open, its brown cobbles glistening with water, and the fresh scent of the sea was heavy on the passing wind.

The little town of Mount Polbearne was perched impractically on the slope of the island, with everything leading up higgledy-piggledy to the ruined roofless church at the very top of the village.

The roads were cobbled and steep and winding; it was possible to bring your car into the town, but not advisable. Most people used the mainland car park and walked the few hundred meters. Some of the fishermen ran a taxi boat for anyone who got really stuck, but the majority of the locals knew the ebbing and flowing of the tides as well as they did the rhythm of the sunrise and sunset and adjusted their plans accordingly.

And life was simpler here on the island. It couldn’t not be, when there was no such thing as Wi-Fi here (several people had suggested to Polly that she get it put in, but the telephone company had politely explained that they’d need to run an underwater cable and it would cost about £100,000 and would she like to contribute, so that had rather put the kibosh on that), or Internet shopping, or nightclubs or hen parties or airport flight paths or free newspapers.

Instead there were the rows of little gray stone houses, meandering ever upward, some with flashy new glass extensions and roof terraces and balconies made out of wire, courtesy of intrepid second-homers who came for the weekend and put up with much ribbing and overcharging from the locals. There was the old pub, the Red Lion, which was based around an old courtyard, and still had tie-up rings and troughs for the horses from long ago. There was Andy’s fish and chip shop, with its picture of a huge fish and all the fishermen lined up grinning cheerily, which did the best herring and the freshest, crispiest chips—with extra bits—that would burn your fingers, then sting them with salt and vinegar. He sold Fanta and Tizer and dandelion and burdock, and it was a short hop over the cobbled Beach Street to sit and eat on the harbor wall, watching the water and fending off the seagulls.

There was Muriel’s minimart, which sold absolutely everything, and Patrick the vet, who shared his consulting office with a young GP called Callie, who only came in twice a week; and the old bakery that used to be run by Mrs. Manse, who had been Polly’s landlady when she first arrived in Mount Polbearne and had made her life incredibly difficult by refusing to let her bake any bread. Now she had retired and lived with her equally bad-tempered sister in Truro, leaving Polly free to run her own bakery as she wished.

The last place on the quay was a flashy new restaurant, too expensive for the original dwellers, but very popular with visitors. It specialized in the fresh fish the men unloaded from their boats every morning. At this early hour nets were being mended, catches being tallied up, and a couple of the fishermen waved to Polly as she went past, asking what flavor of michette (a type of small loaf very popular with the working men) she was making that day. Then they all shouted a hello to Neil, who, Polly realized crossly, was following her to work again. It wasn’t good for him to come to the bakery: customers gave him too many tidbits, and despite the fact that her kitchen was utterly spotless—thanks to Jayden, her assistant—if a health inspector ever came past and caught so much as a whiff of seabird, she’d be in trouble. The fact that nobody could possibly arrive on Mount Polbearne without absolutely everybody noticing was not, she had told Jayden sternly, the point.

It had been almost a year since the great storm, a massive hooley that had blown up from nearly nowhere, wrecked the fleet, and cost the loss of Cornelius “Tarnie” Tarnforth, captain of the Trochilus, and, briefly, Polly’s lover. The day had not yet come when Polly could walk along the stretch of boats without remembering him. It had taken the town a long time to heal.

Polly dinged the bell of the Little Beach Street Bakery, with its pretty pale gray facade—painted by her ex, Chris—and its lovely italic writing: Proprietor, Ms. P. Waterford. She rarely looked at that without feeling a wave of pride. There was a small queue of people already waiting, and Jayden was dishing up the warm morning loaves. Today there was a choice of bread, and the heavy sourdough that was a harder sell but that made, in Polly’s opinion, wonderful toast.

“Hey!” said Jayden. “Yes, everything came up very nicely. Except, uh, the chorizo michette. I had to . . . um, I had to . . . It was over-baked.”

Polly looked at him sternly.

“Was it really, Jayden?”

She pulled off her coat and hung it on a hook, then went around the other side of the counter to get scrubbed up. Looking back, she saw Neil waiting patiently outside the door, occasionally hopping from foot to foot. He would do this until a customer came and let him in, which they always did. Not for the first time, she wondered about the availability of puffin obedience classes.

“Yes,” said Jayden, his round cheeks going suspiciously pink. The customers waited patiently, scanning the heavy old-fashioned glass cabinets to choose their cream buns for later.

Polly raised an eyebrow.

“They were really good,” said Jayden in a low voice. “I’m sorry. I tried to only eat one.”

The problem was, Jayden was a wonderful member of staff. Prompt, polite, kind, efficient, and he cleaned like a demon; years working on the fishing boats had made him precise and immaculate. He wasn’t at all handsome, but he was very sweet and charming, and everybody liked him.

He was also incredibly grateful not to be out with the fleet anymore, which he had hated. He loved having an indoor job with regular hours. He was honest with the money and nice with the customers (at least the local customers; he was getting slightly better with the incomers and holidaymakers, with whom he was either brusque or tongue-tied).

But he did have a terrible, terrible habit of chomping on the stock.

“It’s not like I don’t know you’re doing it,” said Polly, indicating his belly, growing ever stouter underneath his gray apron.

“I know. I’m sorry.”

He really was sorry too, his face bright pink. He had grown a mustache last year for Movember, and everyone said it suited him—it rather did—so he had kept it, and now he flushed to the tips of it.

“I don’t mind you eating a bit,” said Polly. “But you know, that was meat. It’s expensive.”

Despite the mustache, Jayden looked about seven years old as he stared at the floor.

“You’re not being cross with that nice young man,” said Mrs. Corning, the reverend’s widow. “He’s a blessing, so he is.”

The other ladies in the queue agreed. For some of them, Polly suspected, having a flirt and a chat with Jayden was the highlight of their days.

“He’s a very hungry blessing,” grumbled Polly.

“And she’s left that bird of hers outside,” said another lady disapprovingly. They all muttered among themselves. Polly felt like rolling her eyes but didn’t. To some people she would always be the new girl, she knew. She moved along to the next person in the queue.

“What can I get you?” she asked politely.

“Have you got any of those yummy loaves with the little bits of sausage in them? I love them.”

“No,” said Polly, with a last glare at Jayden, who pretended she wasn’t there and suddenly looked very busy. “We don’t.”

The shop bell dinged.

“Hey, Poll, you left Neil outside!” said a big booming American voice.

The shop, very small to begin with, suddenly felt smaller still as the shadow of Huckle fell over the counter. He was very tall, long-legged, broad in the shoulders, with a thick head of yellow hair that made him look larger still. Even now Polly was sometimes amazed that he was her boyfriend; he looked like he’d stepped out of an advert that would have lots of desert and cacti and cowboy hats in it.

“Seriously, man,” said Huckle. Neil was sitting on Huckle’s jacket sleeve—he didn’t normally do this—gazing at Polly with a wounded expression.

“I didn’t leave him anywhere,” said Polly, exasperated. “Birds aren’t meant to be in the workplace. He should be hopping over to the rocks and trying to pick up a lady puffin.”

“Or another boy puffin,” said Huckle. “I don’t think you should be prejudiced.”

Polly looked straight at him.

“Are you calling me a bird homophobe?”

“I’m just saying we need to be open to all of Neil’s choices.”

“Except the one about letting him in the shop!”

Huckle sighed. The old ladies gathered around to examine Neil (or, Polly reckoned mischievously, to get their hands on Huckle’s bicep). When they’d finally cleared, she leaned over to kiss her boyfriend.

“Hey,” she said, breathing in his lovely warm scent, slightly tinged with the oil from the motorbike he rode everywhere. “Not out and about this morning?”

Huckle shook his head. “Sure am! I just popped in to tell you: Dubose is coming.”

Polly bit her lip.

“Seriously?”

Her heart started to beat a little faster. She’d never met Dubose. She’d never met any of Huckle’s family Dubose was his younger brother, and something of a black sheep.

“What’s he up to?”

Huckle rolled his eyes.

“Don’t let me start. Apparently he needed a break.”

Polly looked confused.

“Isn’t he a farmer?”

“Yes,” said Huckle. “Exactly. Farmers don’t get breaks!”

“Like bakers,” said Polly.

“Except tougher,” said Huckle.

“Oh yeah.”

Huckle shook his head.

“He’s left Clemmie in charge.” Clemmie was Dubose’s girlfriend.

“Isn’t she any good?”

“She’s great! She’s fine. But running a farm . . . it takes a lot of effort.”

Huckle’s brows drew together. It wasn’t often that he looked cross. Polly thought it was cute.

“When is he showing up?”

“A couple of weeks, I think. He’s ‘bumming about’.” Huckle gave a resigned smile. “He doesn’t like making plans or being tied down by anything like notice. It’s okay if he stays, right?”

“Well of course, but oh wow. Do you think he’s going to like me?”

Huckle rolled his eyes.

“Dubose likes everyone,” he said. Polly looked at him.

“Is that a note of jealousy in your voice?” she asked slyly.

“Is there a new young man coming?” said Mrs. Corning. “Oh, it’s all excitement around here these days.”
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When Polly and Huckle had first met, he had been a beekeeper nearby, and she had sold his honey through the shop. After their first attempt at romance hadn’t worked out, he’d gone home to his native Savannah and worked in an office job there. But he hadn’t been able to readapt to an indoor, air-conditioned, corporate life after six months in the fresh open air of Cornwall, and he had come back again—his father had been born in the UK, which helped a lot with the passport situation.

Now, with so many people downsizing and moving to the country, where they had perhaps a couple of goats, some chickens and a hive or two, he’d become a traveling apiarist, consulting and helping people concerned about maintaining bee stocks and reversing the trend of the declining bee population. He also still had an interest in his original cottage, which was now occupied by an elderly couple who happily enjoyed the flowers and let Huckle manage the hives in return for a couple of jars of honey every month or so. It was a very cheerful arrangement. He wasn’t making a lot of money, but then apart from a bit of diesel for the bike, and a big veggie box once a week from a local farmer, they lived pretty simply, him and Poll. They didn’t need much. Well, he thought occasionally, actually, to do up the lighthouse and buy out Polly’s business properly—she was still under license to Mrs. Manse, the original owner, and had to funnel a great deal of the profits that way—they would need a ton of money. But they didn’t have it, and that was absolutely fine, he told himself, because what they did have was more than enough.







Chapter Two


Okay,” said Jayden. “I’m off to the other shop. Check on the mainlander.”

Polly rolled her eyes.

“Jayden, everyone on the entire earth is a mainlander. There are seven billion mainlanders and seven hundred Polbearnites. You just can’t separate the world out like that.”

Jayden was busy with his broom, but she could tell from the cast of his forehead that he disagreed with her.

“Let me go and see her,” said Polly. “I can walk Huckle to his bike.”

“That means she wants to be rid of me,” said Huckle, twinkling at the old ladies.

“I don’t want to be rid of you,” said Polly. “I want to be rid of Neil. I’m just hoping he’ll follow you.”

Sure enough, as they left together, Neil hopped happily into the sidecar. There was no doubt he enjoyed the ride.

Huckle grinned back at Polly.

“Do you want to cook?” she asked.

Huckle shrugged. “How about you cook and I run and get all the condiments and things you’ve forgotten from four stories below.”

“Deal,” said Polly, kissing him again. Huckle glanced at his watch, then hopped on the big bike. Neil stuck his head to the side to enjoy the slipstream.

“I don’t know what that bird thinks he is,” grumbled Polly, but she enjoyed watching them zoom off at high speed—accompanied by an infernal noise—toward the causeway, which was still uncovered from the morning tide.

She took a breath of fresh salty air deep into her lungs as the clouds danced like clean laundry across the sky, and wondered what Huckle’s brother would be like. She’d never had a brother of her own; maybe it could be like that.

She made her way down Beach Street. Even though the island was so small, it supported two bakeries. The Polbearne bakery, the original one, still sold sandwiches, toasties and more traditional fare—iced biscuits, sponge cake and fancies—whereas Polly had been allowed to make her own way in her little bakery, with artisan breads, interesting olive loaves and savory tarts. Now that Mrs. Manse had retired, Polly was technically in charge of both shops.

It was the clearest of spring days. In the springtime, Polly really couldn’t imagine living anywhere except in Mount Polbearne. Mind you, she felt like that in the summertime too, with the clatter of buckets and spades and the smell of suncream, and ice cream, and little lost sunglasses in pink and blue plastic left carefully on the harbor wall in case their owners returned to pick them up. And she liked the autumn, when the surfers came to make the most of the waves off Breakwater Point in their black costumes like seals, and turned up at her bakery freezing and absolutely starving. She served coffee and hot soup then, when they were quieter after the summer holidays were over and the children were back at school. And she liked the winter, when it was absolutely windy and freezing and pointless going anywhere, and she and Huckle would snuggle up together and watch box sets of American television shows and eat hot buttered toast and drink gallons of tea in their little eyrie as the storms raged outside. It was impossible to avoid the changing seasons on an island; impossible to insulate yourself from the world like you could in the city, in climate-controlled offices, under fluorescent lighting, with the occasional scrub of a park square covered in cigarette ends.

Here, she liked it all.

Polly had never imagined two years ago, when her entire life was in ruins, a blackened husk on the floor, that she could ever reach a state of such contentment, so in tune with the seasons and the days of her life. Even on the most freezing of mornings, or after a backbreaking stint with the oven, on days that didn’t end until she’d done all the cashing-up late into the night, or the long hours sweating over VAT returns and deciding what was a cake and what was a biscuit; even when it rained for days and days on end while the rest of the country had bright sunshine, or when she wanted something new to wear and realized that nobody would deliver anything and it was too far to drive and she couldn’t afford anything anyway; even then, she never regretted changing her life so radically, couldn’t truly believe her luck. She also reckoned that she had had her share of bad luck, and that nothing more was likely to go wrong.

The universe, in general, has absolutely no truck with this kind of thinking.







Chapter Three


Flora Larson, who worked in the old bakery, always had the look of someone expecting to be in trouble at any moment. She was thin and stooped, with a hangdog stance, and had a way of peeking up through an overlong fringe that simply looked guilty, even though there was a pretty face hiding in there somewhere.

But she could bake, which was a huge help to Polly. Jayden could do simpler things, but Flora had a touch with the dough, even though she had a tendency to mumble at customers, which Polly had asked her not to do, and she fiddled with her hair constantly, which made Polly worry about hygiene. Mrs. Manse would have eaten her for breakfast. Also, Flora’s timekeeping was atrocious. Polly didn’t want to make a fuss, but she thought it was very bad form when customers at one bakery had to pop into the other because they couldn’t get hold of a sandwich.

This morning Flora was standing in the middle of a very untidy shop, with crumbs from yesterday not swept up, a disenchanted look on her face.

“Hi, Flora!” said Polly, trying not to sound exasperated. Jobs were hard to come by in this part of the world, particularly out of season. Polly had always sworn not to be a horrible mean old boss, but Flora did wind her up. Huckle thought she was hilarious.

“My ankles is soaking,” Flora was saying crossly, staring at the floor. Sure enough, when Polly looked closer, she could see that Flora was standing in what was almost a puddle, her shoes and socks soaking wet and dripping on the floor.

“Did you mistime the tides again?” said Polly.

“They don’t print it right on them almanacs,” said Flora. “They just gets it wrong.”

“It always seems all right to me,” said Polly mildly.

“That’s because you’ve got a posh watch and that,” said Flora pertly. It was a new experience to Polly that somebody thought that because she was the boss she was rich and powerful.

“Well, shall we get on with setting up?” said Polly, as Patrick the vet strolled in for his morning scone.

“Hello, Polly,” he said. “How’s that ridiculous bird of yours?”

Polly had been about to say that she was thinking of giving Neil a job in the bakery, but managed to bite her tongue in front of Flora.

“You know, daft as a brush,” she said.

“I have never known anyone keep a seabird as a pet,” he said, shaking his head. “Never known anything like it.”

Polly smiled. She liked hearing compliments about Neil.

“But don’t let any of those cats near him,” Patrick added, shivering. “Nasty creatures.”

Patrick’s dislike of cats had never held back his veterinary career, and he rarely bothered to hide it.

“I got a nice cat,” said Flora, still standing there as Polly wrapped up a fresh scone still warm from the oven.

“This smells amazing,” she said. “You know, Flora, you should go on Bake Off.”

Flora giggled, her wet feet forgotten.

“My ma says that!” she said. “Reckon it would be nice being on television.”

“You should do it,” said Patrick to Polly.

“You are joking,” said Polly. “I can’t think of anything more horrifying. Plus, I think if being a baker is actually your job, you can’t enter it. Otherwise Paul Hollywood would just win every year, don’t you think?”

Patrick glanced at Flora.

“You should get out of those socks and shoes,” he said. “You’ll catch a chill.”

Flora scowled. “I don’t know why you can’t just have your shop on the mainland, like normal people.”

Polly picked up a tray of scones and sandwiches and gave Flora the loaves and savory twists she had brought with her. Division of labor was the most efficient way to run things, although she was under no illusions that it was particularly efficient at all.

“Can you tidy and clean up in here, please? You’ll have the lunchtime crowd in soon enough, and there’s a few day trippers. And can you prep for tomorrow as well?”

It was Friday. Saturday was a big day for day trippers. Sunday they were traditionally closed. Polly was trying to figure out a way to open on a Sunday for the massive throughput but then take Mondays off. Having thought about this a lot, she had settled on the fact that nobody who lived on Mount Polbearne wanted that to happen and therefore they had better stay exactly as they were if she was to get a day off at all. Some things you didn’t mess with. She was considering getting an extra member of staff to cover the summer season, and maybe even a café license to extend the Little Beach Street Bakery . . .

She smiled wryly at her own ridiculous ambitions. At the moment she couldn’t get the two members of staff she did have to either stop eating the profits or avoid getting drowned on their way in to work. Possibly best not to leap ahead too soon.
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As it was a fine day, Polly headed straight back to the Little Beach Street Bakery. On good days, it had queues out the door at lunchtime, because everyone wanted to eat their lunch sitting on the harbor wall in the sunshine. The fishermen had a kind of kitty situation going on, and all ate whatever sandwiches Polly had made for them.

“Hey,” she said. “Today I have warm giant sausage rolls with ketchup and mustard on the side, plus a little pot of beans.”

Archie, the fishing boat skipper, tried to smile.

“That sounds absolutely champion,” he said.

“You tired?”

The fishermen were always tired. They had to land their catches early in the morning to make sure the freshest of fish were available for the restaurants that day. They worked extraordinarily long hours and still had to live their lives in the daytime. There were EU regulations on how much they could catch, but none on how long they could work, and it showed.

Archie had taken over Trochilus II, the boat that had replaced the original one that Tarnie had captained. He also had a baby boy, his fourth, called William. He looked knackered.

“Oh, you know,” he said, handing over a pile of coins. “William’s a lively one. Then the others have got to that age . . . they’ve got sports days and outings, and you know the schools are always on holiday, right? Children at school never actually go to school. When I was a kid I remember being at school the entire time. But now they don’t ever go. It’s called inset days, and it means, can you arrange some extra childcare, please.”

Jayden served the rest of the queue while Polly got Archie a coffee from her beloved espresso machine. He obviously needed it. She passed it over with four sachets of sugar, and he emptied in all of them.

“And then the wife wants to go out to dinner and says I’m no fun, and . . .”

This was a long speech from Archie, who was normally a taciturn man, and he trailed off before it was finished and turned slightly pink.

Polly nodded. “I understand,” she said. “You guys work so hard. Can’t you sleep on the boat?” Sometimes Tarnie used to snatch a quick half hour as they headed out to the fishing fields, before the real work began.

Archie winced. “Maybe after I’ve been in the job a while,” he said. “Right now, it’s taking all my energy just to stay afloat. Me and the boat.”

Polly nodded and patted him gently on the shoulder.

“I know,” she said. “It’s a tough living.”

Archie looked out of the window. The fishing boats made such a pretty sight, all pitched up in a row, their masts jangling in the faint breeze.

“I didn’t . . . Until we started getting all these tourists,” he said, “I didn’t realize how soft other people had it.”

Fishing, Polly knew, was in your blood or it wasn’t. It was a vocation you were born to; otherwise, it was just too tough.

“It’s not like that really, you know,” she said. “You see people coming here in big cars and relaxing and walking along the beach and eating ice cream and you think that’s what they do, but it isn’t. It’s their holidays, that’s all, like when you went to Cyprus that time.”

“Four years ago,” grunted Archie.

“They all have their troubles too. Working really long hours in horrible offices for horrible bosses. Moving paper around all day and hating it. Commuting an hour there and an hour home every single day to do a job they hate that means they never see their own children.”

“I see too much of the buggers,” said Archie.

Polly grinned. “That’s because you’re a good dad,” she said. “Now, I’ll take the sausage rolls down. You go sit on the bench over there and have a snooze, and I’ll wake you up in an hour.”

Archie looked at her.

“I don’t want the lads to think I’m slacking.”

He was trying so hard to live up to the memory of Tarnie, and it was taking its toll.

“I’ll tell them you’re helping me shift something in the shop. Something really large and dirty and heavy,” said Polly. “Covered in spiders. Okay?”

Archie nodded thankfully, and Polly walked him around the corner to an out-of-the-way bench between the old town cross and an empty stone horse trough. It was a sunny spot, and Polly noticed that his eyes closed almost immediately.

Down by the harbor wall, the wind was gustier. The rest of the crew were on the boat. Dave had started out as a beekeeper, sent by an agency last year, but his terrible fear of bees had meant he had ended up on the sea instead. He had turned out to be born to the job; a genuine fisherman who loved the water and, as they said, could sniff out fish. Then there was little Kendall, the youngest, who grinned endearingly at Polly, his eyes fixed on her paper bag, and Sten, who was new, a big Scandinavian chap Polly barely knew.

“Hey,” she said. “Archie’s just helping me with something.”

Kendall grabbed at the bag and inhaled it.

“Oh, that smells good good good!” he said. “Did you bring us sweets for afters?”

“I don’t sell sweets,” Polly told him for the millionth time.

“Is Archie having a rest?” said Dave.

“No, he’s—”

“Because he needs a rest.”

The others nodded their agreement.

“He keeps trying to do everything,” said Kendall. “It’s okay. He’s fine. He just gets a bit panicky. Tarnie wasn’t panicky.”

“He wasn’t,” said Polly, and they were silent for a second.

“He was a bit shouty, though,” said Kendall. “Archie isn’t shouty.”

“Well, there you go,” said Polly. “When he gets back, tell him you knew he was working; otherwise he’ll never take ten seconds off ever again.”

“He has to,” said Sten, speaking for the first time. His accent was slow and deliberate. “It is dangerous to run a boat on not enough sleep, ja? He needs to make himself relax.”

Polly smiled. “I’ve never understood how anyone’s meant to make themselves do that,” she said. “But yes, I agree.”

She went back and zipped through the rest of the lunchtime rush with Jayden, people cheerfully queuing halfway up the quay. This made her happy every time she saw it. The fact that people were there, day after day, handing over money for something she’d made with her own hands! Sometimes it didn’t quite seem real; she wanted to rush up to someone eating a bun and say, “I made that, you know!”

She managed to avoid the temptation.

Once they’d cleaned up after lunch, if everything had gone—and it usually had—they’d close. Very early starts to get everything ready on time meant that by 2 p.m. Polly had normally already been on her feet for nine hours, and there was still cashing-up to do. Huckle tried to schedule his appointments so that he could sometimes nip back for an hour or two and, for the only time all day, they could relax, laze in bed for an hour, chat and laugh. Then he would be out again and Polly would cash up, start setting the dough for the next day, make supper and begin all over again in the morning.

Today, as she walked back into the empty lighthouse—it felt even emptier when Neil wasn’t there—she could hear the home phone ringing. She furrowed her brow. She did use the home phone from time to time—the mobile signal could be a little erratic—but not that often, and certainly not in the daytime. She’d spoken to her mum yesterday, and everything was fine there. It must be Huckle; he must have been held up somewhere.

Polly mounted the stairs two at a time, wondering how long the phone would ring for. There was no point in rushing, she thought as she rounded the first landing. Getting up took as long as getting up took, and if she tried to rush, she wouldn’t have enough puff to speak when she did make it up there.

The phone stopped, then instantly started again moments later. Polly swallowed and carried on. This wasn’t a good sign. Unless it was a particularly committed salesperson.

She swung around the balustrade into the very top room, below the lamp itself. The phone had been there when they’d moved in and they hadn’t changed it. Polly rather liked it. It was obviously old coastguard issue, in a bureaucratic gray color with stubby white buttons, many of which had mysterious functions she didn’t understand. It also had a stern brring brring that reminded her of black-and-white war films.

She picked it up.

“Hello?”

The voice on the other end was quavering but strong.

“Is that Miss Waterford?” it demanded formally.

“Uh, yes.”

“This is Janet Lange. Gillian Manse’s sister.”

“Of course,” said Polly, steadying herself against the sofa, a chill entering her heart. “Is everything okay?”

“Only,” the voice went on, as if it hadn’t heard her, “only we’ve had a bit of trouble, you see.”

“What’s happened?”

Polly looked out of the window at the seagulls circling peacefully, at the tiny crests on some of the waves. Everything was as tranquil and peaceful as it always was.

“Well, I’m afraid Gillian has . . . passed on,” said her sister.

There was a silence.

Even though Mrs. Manse had been old, and somewhat irascible, she’d still seemed a very strong figure to Polly. Certainly not somebody who could simply pass away or cease to be: she was solid, formidably so.

“But there was nothing wrong with her,” said Polly. She found her hand at her face. “Oh dear. Oh dear me.”

“I did tell her to lose weight,” said Janet. She had some of her sister’s brusqueness, but Polly could tell it was genuine shock. “I told her, I told her, but she was so stubborn! Her doctor told her a million times, and I told her too. You’re too fat, Gillian. You eat too many cakes. That’s what we told her. Sell the cakes, don’t eat them. But she would never listen to anyone, never . . .” Her voice dissolved in sobs.

“Was it . . . was it sudden?”

Polly’s voice appeared to be wobbling of its own accord. Mrs. Manse had had such a sad life, working all hours in the bakery after the loss of her only child at sea, a child she had never stopped mourning. She often went out after dark to watch for boats coming in, just in case her boy was on one of them. This had gone on for years and years and years, as her shop got more and more grubby and downtrodden and she retreated further into bitterness and regret.

“Aye,” said Janet. “Reckon. Heart attack.”

Her voice went quiet.

“We bickered, you know.”

“I do know,” said Polly, who had spent a lot of time listening to Mrs. Manse complaining about her new retired life and how annoying her sister was.

“But I loved her really!”

“I know,” said Polly. “And she loved you too.”

There was silence on the other end of the line.

“Well, that is so sad,” said Polly quietly, and she meant it. She hoped that a bit of company, someone to eat with and watch telly with and play bridge with, had made a real difference to Mrs. Manse in her retirement.

“Aye,” said Janet Lange, sounding as if she’d pulled herself together. She sounded more like her sister again too. “It’s a right kerfuffle, though. Wants to be buried on the island and all sorts. Don’t know how she expects me to manage that.”

“Well, of course we must help,” said Polly. “Let us manage all that.”

Janet sniffed. “Aye, well don’t go thinking she’s left you those shops or anything like that. There’ll be nowt in it for you.”

It hadn’t even crossed Polly’s mind.






Chapter Four


Or,” said Huckle, “it will all work out fine and everything will be totally okay.”

He lounged back on the sofa looking, as usual, so relaxed it was difficult to tell whether he was awake or asleep. Normally Polly found this an endearing and comforting characteristic. It was hard to get anxious or worry too much when you were around Huckle. He always had total confidence that everything was going to be all right, and occasionally it could rub off.

This was not one of those times, though. Polly was pacing anxiously around the lighthouse tower, gazing out at the darkening sea. Neil hopped up and down worriedly.

“I mean . . . it’s all the houses . . . all that space. I mean, Mount Polbearne is trendy now . . .”

“Yes, thanks to you,” said Huckle sleepily.

“. . . and you know how nutty house prices are getting. I mean, what if her sister just decided to flog the bakeries off?”

“And who’s going to buy a house in a village where you can’t get a loaf of sliced white?”

Polly shrugged. “Muriel could stock a bit of bread. Honestly, with your American businessman’s hat on, what would you do?”

“With my American businessman’s hat?”

“Yes.”

“What’s that like? I mean, is it a massive JR stetson? Does it have a badge on it? Can I have a sheriff’s badge? I think I would like that. Yes, I definitely would.”

“You’re not being as helpful as perhaps you think you’re being.”

“An American businessman would have bought this entire place decades ago and turned it into a gift mall; I think you’re all nuts for struggling on. AND he’d have sensibly built a bridge.”

Huckle looked over. It was rarely wise to get Polly started on the bridge, and he wished he hadn’t mentioned it. He wasn’t getting out of this conversation anytime soon.

“Well,” he said, sighing. “Just call Janet back and ask her what’s going to happen. Or ask her at the funeral.”

“She just told me not to think I’ll be getting any of it,” said Polly. “She sounded scary.”

“Interesting note of surprise in your voice,” pointed out Huckle, who’d been at the sharp end of Mrs. Manse’s tongue and hadn’t enjoyed it in the slightest.

“But if she kicks me out . . . what are we going to do? I mean, I’ve worked and worked to build all this up, and it could just disappear to nothing . . . I mean, we wouldn’t be able to pay the mortgage on this place and we’d have to move and I’d have to . . . Well, I don’t know. Get a job at a pie shop!”

Huckle smiled. “Ooh, that’d be great!”

“I don’t want to get a job at a pie shop!”

“You could be Reuben’s personal pastry chef,” said Huckle. Reuben was their extremely rich friend.

“I’ll stick to the pie shop, thank you.”

“Look at it this way,” said Huckle. “Human beings are pretty lazy, right? Most of them. They’re not all nutters that get up in the middle of the night like you.”

“What’s your point?”

“And she’s an old lady. So what’s more likely? That she’s going to supervise some expensive development pulling out ovens and putting in swanky kitchens to sell a yuppie weekend lifestyle to idiots, and make you homeless, or just leave things as they are and rake in our vast riches?”

Polly smiled. “Well, when you put it like that . . .”

“And you had a contract, right?”

“No,” scowled Polly. Then her face softened. “Also, this is making me think about stupid, selfish stuff. Rather than thinking about Mrs. Manse.”

“Yes, and all the happy times you spent together.”

“An old woman who had a very sad life is dead,” said Polly, still staring out of the window. “That is really awful.”

Huckle nodded, then got up and came over to the window. He put his arms around her waist and held her to him and they both gazed out at the moon. He kissed her gently on the neck.

“I know,” he said. “I know. It is sad.”

Neil waddled up crossly and stood between their legs in case they’d forgotten him.

“It is sad,” Huckle said again. “And it would be even sadder if her sister messed with what you’ve done here. But I’m sure she won’t. She’ll realize what a great job you’re doing and let you carry on. I’m sure she will.”

Polly rested her head back on his shoulder and followed the beam of the light above them as it glimmered over and across the waves. She wasn’t sure at all.
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Polly threw herself into organizing the funeral, as much as she was able. Janet was not inclined to be helpful: when Polly asked for a list of Gillian’s friends, she merely sniffed and made an unpleasant noise and said Polly would know that better than her, so Polly just told everyone in the village who came in and hoped for the best. She also baked up a storm. Mrs. Manse would have liked that, probably.

There was a little graveyard up behind the old church, still consecrated ground, and they received the complicated permissions to bury Gillian there, as she had been born on the island and lived her whole life there. Amazing, really, Polly reflected: to stay within a square mile, to consider traveling to Devon a great adventure. She asked the fishermen if they ever remembered Gillian taking a holiday or going overseas, and they all looked at her strangely. Not a lot of people on Mount Polbearne took holidays.

The following Monday morning was gray and dreary, proper funeral weather.

It was not, Polly thought regretfully, the kind of send-off she would like for herself; nor the magnificent party Reuben had thrown last year for Tarnie’s funeral. It was a small service in the village meeting hall, presided over by the female vicar from the mainland, of whom Mrs. Manse had loudly and publicly disapproved, and the eulogy was short and impersonal.

On the plus side, it was well attended. Everyone from the village was there, from the eldest to a row of squalling babies—there’d been a mini baby boom earlier in the year—who had never even gotten to be scowled at by Mrs. Manse for not having the right change for a bath bun.

All the fishermen, Polly noticed, lined up manfully to pay their respects to someone who, despite her demeanor, had been one of their own.

Muriel, Polly’s friend who ran the little supermarket, shut the shop for an hour and joined them.

“I’ve never before,” she whispered to Polly, “been to the funeral of someone who only ever shouted at me.”

“She did shout a lot,” said Polly. “But she was all right really. Well. She was just very, very sad. Which makes this sad.”

She had asked everyone if they wanted to say a few words, and nobody had particularly—they had all shuffled and looked at the floor. It had really made her miss Tarnie; he would have been perfect for the job, would have done it properly and respectfully, without nerves or fuss. But unfortunately it looked like she was the only person left after Janet declined to speak about her own sister.

After the ceremonial bit was over, Polly got up and stood at the pulpit, feeling incredibly shaky and nervous. She looked out over the entire town’s population, telling herself crossly that it was just everyone she saw every day, people she knew . . . Actually, that made it worse. She coughed and tried to stop her hands from shaking as she unfolded her piece of paper.

“Gillian Manse was a daughter of Mount Polbearne,” she started, her voice sounding incredibly quiet in the room. Huckle, standing at the back so that his big head didn’t get in anybody’s way, gave her a massive thumbs-up, which gave her the courage to go on.

“Um,” she said, feeling slightly braver. “She devoted her life to this town, to feeding it, and to her family . . .”

Polly spoke about the hundred thousand loaves of bread Mrs. Manse must have baked in her lifetime, and about her devotion to her son, Jimmy—and when Polly mentioned him, and some of his scampish ways she’d heard about from the fishermen who’d known him as a young boy, there were smiles of recognition in the congregation—as well as mentioning her late husband, Alf, who had been well liked in the town. She even risked a joke about Mrs. Manse’s fierce reputation, pointing out that it was all in defense of the town where she lived. When she stepped down, delighted to have finished, there was a small round of applause. But of course what meant the most was Huckle holding her close when she joined him and squeezing her hand.

Afterward, Polly had arranged for Jayden and Flora to appear with fresh sandwiches, little cheese curls, vol au vents and miniature flans, light as air. There was tea and coffee in the urns normally used by the Women’s Institute, and at the last minute Andy, who ran the Red Lion pub and the chip shop, had sidled up sheepishly—he was known as being a tight operator—and said that Mrs. Manse had been good to him when he was a lad when she’d caught him stealing a hot cross bun, and could he donate two crates of beer, which perked the fishermen right up. So it wasn’t as grim as Polly had feared it would be.

Mrs. Manse’s family were huddled to one side, looking at the townspeople suspiciously. Some of the older ones remembered Janet, who’d left the island when she got married, a very long time ago. She was looking large and stolid in a long black dress that gave her a slightly Victorian air, her hair, unusually long for a woman her age, piled on top of her head.

Her two sons were also there. Polly was surprised. Gillian had never mentioned them, not once. Had it really been so hard for her, Polly wondered sadly, after she had lost her own son, that she could never have her sister’s boys to stay, never pour some of that thwarted love into her nephews? People were so strange sometimes.

They were large, pasty men, soft around the middle, well upholstered, although apart from that they were not very alike. One was wearing a smart suit and was balding; the other had pale messy hair worn long or in dire need of a trim, and bad skin. He looked sullen.

Polly introduced herself, hoping that they would say that her speech about Gillian had been nice. They didn’t.

“Aye,” said Janet. “Hello.” She was exactly like her sister, Polly thought. Janet and Gillian: peas in a pod.

“I’m so sorry for your loss,” said Polly. “Especially after you’d just moved in together.”

“Yes, I’ve got all her stuff cluttering up my place now,” said Janet ungraciously. “Saves cleaning out the flat, I suppose.”

“Right,” said Polly. “Good.” She looked at the two men. The older of the pair was busy with his phone. He gave Polly a quick glance, as if checking to see if she was of interest and finding she wasn’t.

“This is Jeremy,” said Janet, perking up for the first time. “And this is Malcolm.”

“Hi,” said Polly.

“Hi there,” said Malcolm, looking around. “Wow, this place is a bit of a dump. Is there anything to eat?”

“It’s coming,” said Polly, flustered and looking around for Flora handing around the food. “Did you never come to Mount Polbearne to visit?”

“Yeah, when we were little,” said Malcolm. “Didn’t think much of it, to be honest. Not much going on around here, is there?”

“Oh, that’s a . . . shame,” said Polly. She tried to catch Flora’s eye; she was meant to be circulating with the sandwiches, but instead she was standing gormlessly at the door and people were swarming around her to help themselves. Polly suspected that the fisher boys would eat everything in two seconds flat. Flora was holding the tray at an angle with one hand and twirling her hair with the other, and didn’t see Polly at all. Not for the first time, Polly wondered if she was really cut out to be a boss.

“Ridiculous business living on an island,” sniffed Janet. “Honestly, I told her a hundred times to move in with me before . . .”

Suddenly the tough, weather-beaten face started to crumple, and the teacup she was holding began to slip. Polly caught it and saw, all at once, the vulnerability behind the crabbiness. She put her hand on Janet’s arm.

“I told her,” said Janet. “After Jimmy died. I told her. It’s no good shutting yourself away in the back of bloody beyond. She could have picked herself up on the mainland. Got another life. She wasn’t that old. She wasn’t too old.”

Polly looked at Janet’s two sons, but one was still on his phone, and the other one, Malcolm, was staring straight ahead as if this
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