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	WHAT OTHERS ARE SAYING

	 

	This is a wonderful novel for children in upper elementary grades. The historical background is fascinating and presented in a child-friendly format. Refreshingly, the children are realistically flawed and enterprising, while remaining obedient and respectful.

	~Sarah Sundin,

	author of ten WWII-era novels

	 

	April W. Gardner has a fun hit with this World War II adventure. She shows a snippet of life in an unusual locale with unusual circumstances so middle readers can capture history. Teachers, librarians, homeschool moms take note. Lizzie and the Guernsey Gang will not only help you teach history, it’ll help you share the joy of discovering it with your students. 

	~Angela Breidenbach,

	author of The Debutante Queen

	 

	Children do not need to be “talked down to” in order to understand hard topics. By challenging their understanding of history, a book can help stretch their imagination and intellect. This book does an excellent job of it. As a mother who homeschools, I’m glad to be able to give my son a book that will help him understand World War II from an insider’s point of view. Highly recommended.

	~ P. Creeden, reviewer
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MEET THE REAL LIZZIE

	I was named Ruth Davies when I was born, am now Ruth Millar, deeply honoured to be the subject of this book. Hard for me to believe, but I was just nine years old in 1940, little knowing how life would change.

	April, the author, has been a very dear friend of mine for a number of years. We first met at New Testament Baptist Church, Bury St. Edmunds, England.

	Although April says this book is fact based on lots of her imagination, the character names are fictitious, but the characters are real. There were boys and girls we thought were German spies, mainly because their parents collaborated with the Germans. We were cautious when around children who always seemed to have “proper” food! It could only come from one source as far as we were concerned, and that was the enemy.

	The German officer who attended our place of worship, Cobo Mission Hall, did exist. The tender-hearted preacher was my father, George Davies. The hotel near Cobo Bay, where German officers arrived within an hour or so of landing is now a private residence.

	As you read about Lizzie, let your imagination run away with you, realising that Ruth Davies was actually there on the small island of Guernsey, completely cut off from the rest of the world from June 30, 1940, to May 9, 1945.

	Thankfully not cut off from Almighty God, who preserved us and comforted us every step of the way.

	 

	~Ruth Davies
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	THE HOLIDAY

	 

	British Channel Islands, May 1940

	 

	Lying on the toasty, white sand after a long morning of chores was as close to Heaven as a girl of nine could get without actually dying.

	There couldn’t possibly be any place on earth more pleasant than the baque. My beach. Cobo Bay, to be exact. Not that I knew from experience, seeing I’d never been any other place on earth.

	I closed my eyes against the bright Guernsey Island sun and sucked in a lungful of salty air. Perfection.

	Thoughts of what tomorrow might hold interrupted the peaceful moment. Would Mum and Dad send my younger brother, Andre, and me to England? I longed to visit, but how would I hold up so far from home? My face tightened as I memorized the feel of the grainy sand against my fingers, the briny scent of the shore, and the crash of the waves against the rocks. Just in case.

	What a holiday it would be! My tummy fluttered as I imagined cruising up the Thames River into London, standing at the rail with my classmates, waving at the parliament building, and ducking beneath the raised arms of the Tower Bridge.

	A shadow cooled my cheeks and a splash of seawater fell on my nose. My eyes flew open. There, not a foot from me, squatted Andre.

	“Dormez-vous?” he asked, speaking in our island’s French. Water dripped from his blond curls. His drenched shirt clung to his scrawny chest.

	“No, I’m not sleeping.” I sat up and wiped the droplets from my face. “Mum’s not going to be happy with your dirty trousers.”

	“I couldn’t help it. There was a crab,” Andre said.

	“A crab?” I kept my voice flat.

	“Right, and I had to catch him.”

	“And did you?”

	Our cousin, James, trotted up, laughing. “Not even close.” He dropped to his knees on the sand beside me. James outranked me in age by only a month but in height by a full head. Having no siblings close to his age and living just a few houses down, James played with us every chance he got.

	“Too slow for a crab, are you, mon petit moustique?” I asked “my little mosquito” of a brother with more than a hint of challenge in my voice.

	“Not too slow for you, Lizzie!” Andre leaped to his feet and flew down the beach. He pumped his six-year-old legs with determination.

	“Come on. He’s going to win.” James grabbed my hand and half pulled, half dragged me to my feet.

	The wind whistled in my ears and muffled James’s laughter beside me. “Very smart, Andre,” he called. “But just the same, you won’t win.”

	Sure enough, with each stride, we gained on him.

	Andre disappeared around an outcropping of tall rocks. Moments later, James and I rounded the rocks and caught sight of him again. A lone boulder loomed ahead. It was the finish line. The same one we’d used time and again.

	Andre tossed a peek at us over his shoulder, and I spotted the flash of concern on his face. He must have known he still had too far to go to stay ahead of James’s long legs and my swift ones. In all our many races, he’d never won.

	Seconds from our goal, James pulled ahead. Then, like a gust of wind, I too whizzed past my brother. I reached the boulder three strides ahead of him. “You lose again,” I said with a song in my voice.

	In a giggling, exhausted heap, the three of us fell to the sand.

	“I almost had you.” Andre’s chest rose and fell in quick succession.

	James tossed a handful of sand at my brother’s belly, and I gave him a playful shove.

	“Only because you cheated,” I panted.

	Andre displayed a lopsided grin. “How else am I supposed to beat you two?”

	“Grow some more,” I said.

	James tilted his head toward me. “That’ll take forever if he grows at your rate.” 

	I faked a scowl and stuck out my tongue at him.

	Andre stood and squared his shoulders. “I’m already as tall as Lizzie. Just you wait. I’ll beat you both one day.” His gaze traveled inland. “Who’s that?”

	James and I followed my brother’s gaze to a lone figure standing where the sand met the seawall. Hands in his pockets, a boy watched but made no move to join us. He was tall and slender and had hair as dark and wild as a black sea urchin’s spine.

	“Isn’t that Phillip Siefert?” I asked.

	James nodded. “That’s him.”

	“Don’t you think he’s an odd fellow?” I asked.

	Andre turned inquisitive eyes on me. “What’s odd about him?”

	“Well, for one, no one ever wants to be around him. And his dad left. And his hair is always all over the place. Doesn’t his mum make him brush it?”

	Andre grunted and twisted one of his short curls around his finger. “Mine does.”

	James shrugged. “What does it matter what his hair looks like? Yours is plain brown and straight as a stick, but that doesn’t make me want to not be around you.”

	I fingered my boring hair, hating to admit James was right. “Still, Phillip is strange. Everyone thinks so.”

	James jumped to his feet and brushed sand from his arms. “I don’t.”

	I rolled my eyes. “You wouldn’t think bad of someone if he tripped you and stole your lolli.”

	“The only thing I’m thinking right now is whether our parents intend to send us away with the rest of the children.” With long, swift strides, he moved toward where we’d left our shoes.

	When Andre and I stood to follow, Phillip yanked his hands from his pockets, scaled the seawall, and marched down the street away from us.

	“Odd boy,” I mumbled and hurried to catch up with James.

	An hour later, my family sat around the dinner table, discussing the meeting my parents had attended at our school. Each school was being evacuated from the island with only teachers allowed to accompany the children. Parents might be able to follow later.

	“What time does the boat leave?” I wished I was brave enough to ask whether Andre and I would be on it.

	“At four tomorrow morning.” Mum busied herself refilling Dad’s glass with water.

	“At four?” Andre exclaimed. “We’ll be awake before the birds! Is it the boat our whole class is on?”

	Mum’s gaze flitted between my brother and me, as if she just noticed we were at the table. “Yes, yes,” she finally stammered. “Your school and a couple others are on the same boat. Both of you have a space on it should we decide to send you.”

	The last bit took me by surprise. “We might not go?”

	Dad scooted his chair closer to the table and took my hand in his calloused one. “It’s not an easy decision to make.”

	“Why?”

	“Are you so anxious to leave us, Lizzie?” Mum asked, her gaze wounded.

	“No, but it would be nice to holiday in England. I’ve never been.”

	Mum twisted a corner of the tablecloth, looking everywhere but at me and Andre, her breath shaky. “Some holiday it would be.”

	Andre and I shared a glance and through the rest of dinner said nothing more of leaving.

	“Clear your places, children. Pack a satchel with only the bare essentials, then get ready for bed. You must be rested for whatever tomorrow brings.” Dad’s command reignited my hope.

	With a hop in my step, I obeyed.

	Less than an hour later, Andre and I each placed a satchel on the floor by our bedroom door. With the sun still shining in the evening sky, we climbed into our beds.

	“Going to sleep already?” Mum stood in the doorway, her voice quieter than usual. Soft curls framed her angel face, and my heart squeezed. I would miss my mother. I dashed away a tear slipping from my eye. This was no time for crying.

	Mum came to my bed and knelt on the floor beside me. After she prayed with me, I asked, “What about you and Dad? Will you follow us to England?”

	She pressed a warm hand to my cheek. Her eyes were misty and gentle. “Sounds as if you’ve already made up God’s mind for Him.”

	I looked at her, confused.

	“God’s ways are not our ways.” Mum’s smile was both sad and hopeful. “Off to sleep now.” She tugged the sheet to my chin.

	I expected her to move on to Andre’s bed, but she stayed there as she was, staring into my eyes and stroking the back of my hand. She blinked several times fast and cleared her throat. “Goodnight, ma petite choux,” she said, calling me “her little sweetie.”

	She went to Andre then, but he was already asleep. I giggled a little at the drool escaping his lips. How odd that he slept so soon. Not five minutes ago, he’d been zooming his wooden plane around the room. The toy now rested on his chest, forgotten.

	Mum chuckled too and tucked the plane into his satchel. The bed coils squeaked as she settled at Andre’s side. She twirled one of his ringlets around her forefinger, then brushed it off his forehead. It bounced back. For a long time, Mum sat humming a lullaby and smoothing his hair.

	Daylight dimmed, and I yawned. My eyelids drooped. Once, then twice. I fought sleep, intending to spend as long as I could imagining the adventure awaiting me—the sound of waves slapping the sides of the great sea vessel, the taste of ocean spray on my tongue, the picnic lunch I’d share with my friends out on the open water of la Manche, the Channel.

	Mum continued her soft tune, and my eyelids grew heavier.

	Determined to stay awake, I opened my eyes wide. When I did, however, I found Mum gone. My brother’s bed was mussed and empty. Sunlight streamed across my pillow, and a robin chirped outside my open window.

	In the distance, like a cow begging to be milked, a long, low horn blew from St. Peter Port Harbour. I bolted upright in bed.

	I’d missed the ship!

	~ ~ ~

	“Why do you suppose his mum didn’t send him away with the rest of the children?” Andre asked, then tossed a shovelful of sand over his shoulder.

	James wiped at his face with his forearm, keeping his sandy hands clear of his eyes. “Who are you talking about?”

	“Phillip.”

	A frown tugged at my lips. “Same reason ours didn’t probably.” Although what that reason was, none of us were quite sure.

	For a long moment, all I could hear was the wind whipping in off the turquoise water. The boys and I hadn’t talked much about being left behind. Each lost in thought, we stared out to sea as if trying to catch one last glimpse of the large vessels.

	Most of the island’s children had been evacuated and schools were closed. Fear of Nazi invasion filled every hushed conversation.

	“Phillip’s dad’s already gone to the continent. It wouldn’t be fair to make Phillip go to England. Their whole family would be split up.” James’s eyes shadowed the sadness in his voice.

	He spoke as much for himself as for Phillip. James’s dad, my Uncle Joe, had enlisted in the army and shipped out for England less than two weeks ago. James hadn’t been the same since. I had yet to see him without his dad’s old fisherman’s cap resting on his brown head.

	I searched for a distraction. “Let’s play. James, you’re the king this time.”

	We played for hours as if nothing had changed. As if our island home were still a cheery and safe place to be. The seawater dissolved my worry, and the sunshine brightened my spirits.

	I had just carved out a door for my sandcastle when a plane appeared on the horizon. Like a giant bumblebee, it hummed and buzzed toward where we’d dug a medieval village in the sand.

	The buzzing increased, and Andre pointed. “Look, here comes another one.”

	Yesterday, we had seen a plane making lazy circles overhead. Bold, black, crooked crosses marked its wings. It had come and gone as harmless as a butterfly.

	“If he comes close enough, let’s wave this time,” my brother suggested.

	On our feet now, we trotted down the beach toward the airplane. “There’s another. And another,” I said. “Just look at them, will you? They’re so shiny.”

	The planes raced toward us. Their droning grew louder. One broke away from the group and made a sharp turn east.

	James grabbed my arm, jerking me to a stop. “Lizzie, wait.” His voice grew quiet. “I think we should go home.” 

	Andre shaded his eyes with his hand and squinted into the sky. “Aren’t they friendly?”

	Like hawks diving for a rabbit, the planes tilted toward the earth. I could see their wheels now. Their noses pointed toward the ancient fort set on a nearby bluff.

	My gaze shot to James, and I found fear in his eyes. One more glimpse at the planes and I understood. At once, the whine of their powerful engines became the sound of the enemy. The sound of Germans.

	I clutched Andre’s hand and ran. Directly ahead, James tore across the beach, leading us home. He dashed over the stony ground in a straight path toward the seawall and the road beyond.

	Rocks dug into my feet. The racket of the planes swelled behind me. From across the island, more great rumbles reached my ears.

	“They’re bombing St. Peter Port,” James cried.

	My legs picked up speed, as if trying to keep time with the heart pounding in my chest. Andre stumbled, struggling to keep up, but I refused to let go or slow down.

	The seawall loomed ahead. In one leap, James mounted it. He turned and thrust out his hand. “Come on, hurry!”

	Still running, I stretched my arm toward him. A resounding blast shook the earth under my feet. With a cry, I tumbled forward and slammed into the stone wall. Disoriented, I looked for my brother. He wiggled beneath me.

	“Drey!” I crawled off him. “Are you hurt?” Half my words were drowned in another violent roar. Before my ears had time to stop ringing, a third deafening blast rattled my chest.

	My head hurt, and my thoughts jumbled inside my brain. Crouching at the base of the wall, I covered my ears and pressed myself against Andre. He trembled at my side, eyes squeezed shut.

	James slid down the wall and huddled beside us. “Cover your head,” he shouted into my ear as the scent of smoke reached my nose.

	I obeyed.

	Mere days ago, our parents had been given an opportunity to send us away to safety. Mum was even invited to follow and join us in England. But she had refused both offers. Why? Hot tears streaked my face.

	As my head clattered, I couldn’t crush the thought: The Germans are coming, the Germans are coming. The Germans are coming!

	Two more concussions rocked the ground. I quaked from the inside out. Baffling thoughts assailed me. What was happening? What had we done to deserve this?

	As the sounds of explosions filled the air, a new thought tumbled around in my mind—one I’d never had before. For the first time in my life, I wanted to leave my beautiful island and never look back.

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	THE PLANES

	As the ringing in my ears subsided, James’s voice broke through my still-panicked thoughts. “It’s all right, Lizzie. We’re safe. Don’t cry.”

	A great sob shook my chest. “No, it isn’t,” I croaked. My throat was as gritty as the sand beneath me. “We shouldn’t be here. We should have gone on the boat with the other children.”

	The distant rattle of guns persisted. My shoulders shook with anger and terror. I was behaving like a baby, but I didn’t care.

	Andre wiped at my tears, scratching my cheek with his sandy palm. His sober face showed little fear. How odd that he comforted me instead of the other way around.

	James dusted off his father’s cap and replaced it on his head. He stood, peering into the sky. “I think they’ve moved on. Let’s get home in case they decide to return.” He tugged on my arm. “Come on!”

	When at last I managed to straighten my unsound legs, I found the bombs hadn’t fallen as close as they’d felt. The target had been William the Conqueror’s old fortress, which sat upon a nearby promontory above the beach. Large holes gaped in the noble structure’s thick stone walls. Flames rose from its center. Like a dear and faithful grandparent, Le Cocquelin had always been a part of my life. Now, like my nerves, it lay shattered.

	“Was our house hit?” Andre asked. “What about Mummy?”

	Our mother! And Dad? Was he in St. Peter Port today? “We’ve got to get home, Drey.” I was already climbing the seawall.

	On the other side, I found the lanes and buildings untouched. My gaze traveled upward. In the distance, where tall billows of smoke rose, the German planes continued their evil work across the island. As we scurried home, the rat-a-tat-tat of their guns echoed across the Guernsey fields.

	When we reached the turn onto our lane, Mum caught sight of us and gave a cry. Within moments, all three of us clung to her.

	She encircled us with her arms and rushed us down the lane and into the shelter of our house. The door slammed behind us but couldn’t shut out the sounds of attack.

	“Where’s Dad?” I asked.

	“At the garage,” Mum said, her voice trembling as she herded us toward the back of the house. “Now hurry to my room!”

	“Is it you, Marie?” Aunt Pris called from inside the room. “Did you find them?” Mum’s sister peeked over the top of a large mattress someone had jerked from the bed and leaned against the wall. I recognized Little Ern’s wails of fear coming from behind the shelter. His sister, Alice, murmured soothing words to no effect.

	“Marie?” Dad’s voice bellowed through the house ahead of his heavy footfalls. He charged into the back room and swallowed Mum in his massive arms.

	The frantic beat of my heart slowed at the comforting sight of him.

	The next minute, my three cousins, my brother, and I were crammed behind the shelter of the mattress.

	All through the next half-hour of the raid, Dad prayed. He thanked God for our safety. He asked protection for those still under bombardment and healing for the wounded. Last, he prayed for the pilots.

	As I listened, I grew confused.

	My body vibrated with the shockwaves of the German bombs, yet my Dad prayed for the men who dared to attack us.

	The house continued to shudder and creak. I squeezed my lids shut and plugged my ears with my fingers. If I begged God hard enough, maybe bombs wouldn’t drop on us. Maybe the Germans would leave us alone.

	Maybe we’d have another chance to leave.

	~ ~ ~

	Except for the few bombs on the beach, our side of the island remained untouched by the previous day’s attack. At the market, nothing had changed, yet everything had. The stalls still teemed with fruit and veg, and the mums still haggled over prices. But today, the wind carried with it an unfamiliar scent mixed with that of ash.

	“It’s from the damage at St. Peter Port,” Dad replied when I asked about the smell.

	Four miles away, on the opposite coast, the capital had taken the brunt of the bombing, but even in Albecq, our town, tension hung in the air like clothes stiff on the line.

	“Two pounds?” Mrs. Willis’s screeching voice carried from the next stall. I recognized the woman as a nurse from the medical clinic near our house, and I’d never appreciated her bedside manner. “Two pounds for five potatoes? Last week you charged a fraction of that price.”

	“Last week we didn’t have Hitler breathing down our necks,” bellowed the red-faced farmer. “If you want to wait to buy potatoes until the Nazis land their planes, be my guest.” He snatched the basket from the woman’s fingers, dumped the potatoes back onto his pile, then shoved the empty basket back into her arms.

	She scorched him with her narrowed gaze, and I felt the heat from where I stood next to Dad, who waited his turn to buy tomatoes.

	 Nose pointed toward the sky and shoulders squared, Mrs. Willis whipped away from the potato farmer and marched past me, mumbling about the evils of Hitler and potato farmers.

	I didn’t know much about this Hitler person, but he seemed a rather greedy fellow. He had made a habit of taking over other countries. Did he take potatoes too?

	The only thing about Hitler I knew for sure was that no one liked his behavior, except maybe his people, the Germans, who grew more powerful with each mile of land his army gobbled up. At least that’s what Monsieur Bonnet, the fishmonger, had said. Several weeks ago while Mum purchased a few cod fish for dinner, I overheard his one-sided conversation with her. That afternoon, the name Hitler made me nervous. Today, it sucked the strength from my knees.

	A crashing sound made me jump inside my skin. Next to me, Andre squealed and slapped his hands over his ears. I spun to find half a dozen empty crates sprawled across the cobblestones. Two men took up quarreling over the cause of the spill.

	I sighed with relief that the noise was only crates and not the Germans come to take our potatoes.

	Still in the milling crowd, I pressed into Dad’s leg. Yesterday’s hour-long bombing burned too fresh in my memory.

	He draped an arm over my back and tugged me closer.

	Every week at our small market, for as many as I could count, there had been another story of the German soldiers and their hunger for more land. The stories were always told in hushed, fearful tones, and they never had happy endings.

	The news was always about people in other countries far removed from my peaceful Guernsey Island. Until now.

	A wheezing lorry rumbled down the road bordering the square, its tail end coughing black plumes of smoke.

	“There he is,” Andre shouted, pointing toward the lorry. “Cousin Mathieu, we’re here.” He hopped in place, waving his arms above his head.

	Dad hailed Mum’s cousin, then the three of us headed toward the lorry as it parked along the side of the street. The tomatoes would have to wait.

	The door flew open. Scrambling over the top of Cousin Mathieu came his two boys. Harold, the youngest and two years my junior, jumped down first. He shoved thick, brown hair out of his eyes and made a bee-line for Andre and me. “Did you hear ‘em? Did you hear the bombs? I thought we’d all die for sure.”

	“You’re such a ninny,” Ralph said, joining us. “The Germans don’t care about our house. It was the tomato lorries on the pier they were after.” He jutted his chin in the direction of St. Peter Port.

	I screwed up my face. “What harm can tomatoes do?”

	“The Germans didn’t know they were full of tomatoes.” Ralph slowed his speech, as if I were a simpleton. “From the sky they probably looked like army vehicles all lined up to ship off to war.”

	I nodded in understanding. How Ralph always seemed to know such things was beyond me. Maybe in three years I’d be as smart as he, although I promised myself I wouldn’t be as snotty.

	“I don’t want to talk about war,” Andre whined, his eyes trailing toward where Dad and Cousin Mathieu spoke by the lorry, as if needing the comfort of their presence.

	“From the coast of France, it’s only a skip, hop, and a swim to Guernsey,” Ralph continued. “There’s nothing to stop Hitler now. Owning a bit of Great Britain will certainly give him bragging rights.”

	Andre dashed toward Dad.

	“Wait for me,” Harold called, rushing after my brother.

	A slight trembling began in my knees. I crossed my arms over my chest and turned from Ralph. “You’re no fun to be around anymore.”

	He tugged on my arm. “Ah, come on. Don’t be like that. In a few years, I’ll head off to war just like Uncle Joe. If I let a handful of bombs scare me, what kind of soldier will I be?”

	A few years? They’d still be at war in a few years?

	I longed to run to Dad as well, but my pride held me fast. “How’s Grand-mère?”

	Our grandmother lived on the other side of the island near Cousin Mathieu and his family. 

	Ralph shrugged. “Scared. Like the rest of the women.”

	“Think if the Germans come it’ll ruin our holiday together at her place? It wouldn’t be the same without James. Uncle Joe’s already gone, but if we come, surely Aunt Pris will too.” Hope rose in my voice.

	 Our two weeks at Grand-mère’s house every summer held first prize for most-longed-for-weeks-of-the-year. Never did a group of cousins have so much fun or get into more mischief than we did.

	Ralph dropped his gaze. “Probably not.”

	“Probably not…what? Our holiday probably won’t be ruined, or Aunt Pris probably won’t join us?”

	“Both. I mean, it probably won’t happen. None of it. The Germans coming any day now changes everything
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