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Lucy grows wary, sensing what Polly is about
to suggest.

“You can row. Then we'll both be off the island!”
Polly's voice is bright, as though she has just
suggested that the two of them travel to Paris to
ride bicycles along the Seine and drink champagne.

Lucy stiffens. “l told you, | stayed on purpose. I'm
not leaving the island. Not ever.”

“But why?”
“ have my reasons.”
“| told you my story. Tell me yours.”

“My story is none of your business.” Lucy stands.
“It's late, and I'm tired. I'm going up to the house.
Are you sleeping on the dock tonight?”

Polly's face falls. With one arm, she struggles to
stand. Guilt bites into Lucy's heart like a thousand
needle-shamp teeth, yet she does not move to help.
She has told Polly about the rowboat. She has
offered to examine her arm. But their friendship,
such as itis, can go no further.

“To the house then,” Polly says, the bread and
cheese lying forgotten at her feet.

Lucy turns on her heel and swings the lamplight
onto the path.

*

Lucy wakes late. She has spent the night dreaming
of bombers flying over her head. Legions of them,
so colossal that each alone could block out the
sun. She dreamed their stench—fuel and power
and death. She dreamed she stepped up into the
air and, despite an indomitable fear hooked like a
sickle in her soul, she joined them.

Breathless, she opens her eyes. Yellow sunlight
streams through the dormitory windows, slanting
onto rows of empty beds. Grateful for the bright
wammth that chases away the nightmare, she rolls
onto her back.

Polly sits on a stoal at the foot of Lucy's bed.

Lucy sits up. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you to wake.” Still favoring her right
arm, Polly lays a sheaf of papers on Lucy's quilt.

“What's this?"

“I've been to Matron's office.” Polly’s expression is
soft, even a little sad. “I found out about you.”
Lucy stares at the papers. She feels something
lodge itself at the back of her throat, thick like a
boiled egg. Her eyes prickle.

“Do you remember why you're here?’

Lucy pushes against the headboard and hugs her
knees. Fear grips her. Fear the color of coal. Fear
that tastes of ash. A patchwork veil lies draped over
her memories, though she sees now that time has
womn the fabrics thin and the thread has grown
weak. She stares at the papers and understands:
Polly is here to unstitch her.

She doesn't have to allow it. She can run away.
Not away from the island—she'd never leave the
island—but away from Polly. How foolish she'd
been to think Polly a friend! The girl is a snoop.
A busybody. For as long as Polly is on the island,
Lucy can hide. It would serve Pally right to fend
for herself. Lucy knows the island better than she
knows her own soul, and for as long as she wants
to, she can hide so well that Polly will come to
wonder whether Lucy ever existed at ali.

And yet...

Lucy is tired. Bone-weary beat and suddenly so
very, very sad.

The first fears drip onto the nightgown pulled tight
over Lucy's knees. “l remember a little.” Her voice
shakes. “l came here alone. In the rowboat.” She
remembers waiting for a clear day, remembers how
her arms burned and ached and how difficult it was
to row despite the calm sea. Why was it so difficult?
Because she wasn't well. Not sick, exactly, but...

She brushes that particular memory aside and offers
a different one instead. “There was something in the
bottom of the boat. Something of value.”

“Your spyglass?’

Lucy feels a seam give way. Stitches pop as thin
thread breaks. “Yes. My grandfather's. He was a
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