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The bus, snailing up Whitehall, had nearly come to a standstill 
in the crowd. On its side someone had chalked HITLER MISSED 
THIS BUS, which had got them swarming onto the road, cheering. 
They walked alongside it as proudly as marchers with a carnival 
float. Passengers had pressed their faces to the windows, waving, 
tickled to be at the centre of this exultation. 

Freya had seen the bus about half an hour before, but had 
decided to walk; and here she was outside Swan & Edgar, on time 
to meet her friends. It was warm for early May. She stood in the 
wide doorway watching the mass of bodies swirl and eddy in front 
of her. She had never seen a crowd in quite this mood before, not 
even when she was a girl at the Coronation in 1937. Among the 
women, who seemed to move along in huge flocks, she detected 
something excitable – no, more like hysterical, as if every single 
one of them were just getting married. Was that why the men 
looked so dazed? 

On and on they came, the girls in their summer dresses, as gaily 
coloured as the plumage of exotic birds. A gaggle had just passed 
her in a great wave of perfume and laughter. They had been waiting 
for this day like a prisoner who has heard a rumour of his release 
yet still dares not believe it, so often has the hope been dashed. 
From the high windows above, streamers were pouring down, 
and Union Jacks fluttered over balcony railings. Freya hadn’t yet 
immersed herself in the euphoria. Of course she was relieved, like 
everyone else, and had caught the train up from Plymouth the night 
before in the expectation of a jubilant welcome from her parents: 
our brave girl, back at last! That pleasurable sense of return had 
lasted until the moment she let herself into her father’s place in 
Tite Street and found – she felt it as a shock – nobody home. 





The previous weekend she had telephoned her mother to persuade 
her up to town for the day. She came infrequently, having sold the 
family house in the summer of ’39 and retreated to a village in 
Sussex. Her husband’s responsibilities as an ARP warden obliged 
him to be in London more often than in the country. By degrees 
the studio in Chelsea became his home. War had given them a kind 
of permission to pursue their own lives, though neither had taken 
the formal step of asking for a separation. Freya still believed it 
was in her power to engineer a rapprochement, and had announced 
her intention to come up for VE Day in the hope that this would 
at least put them in the same room. But her mother must have got 
cold feet, and there was no telling where her father had got to.

At Swan & Edgar she examined her reflection against the dark 
polished glass of the door. Bothersome though it was today, the 
uniform lent her a certain dash. She was leggy, like her mother, 
statuesque and somewhat flat-chested. Her eyebrows, darker than 
her mid-brown hair, framed a face notable for its hollow cheeks. 
Her gaze projected something more challenging than was intended; 
she was a little short-sighted. The set of her mouth was wilful. 
Now, with the babble of the crowd gathering at her back, she 
peered more intently into the glass, as if she might read an intim-
ation of the future there. What in the world was to become of 
them now that –

‘Freya!’ The voice cut through the air. It was Jean Markham, 
also in uniform, with girls whose faces she ’d last seen at school 
two years ago, Sophia and Betty and Maud and Catherine P. and 
Catherine S. The sternest girl in her year, Jean wore her smile 
like an unfamiliar lipstick.

‘Jean –’ 
‘My, don’t you look smart!’ cried Jean in her parade-ground 

tone. Amid the flurry of kisses and hugs Freya glanced at the 
stranger among them, a russet-haired girl who held back rather 
awkwardly from the rest. She was tall, as tall as Freya, pale-skinned 
yet luminous, and somewhat ill at ease; Freya’s impression was 
of an ungainly swan. Jean, all briskness, introduced her as Nancy 
Holdaway.

‘Not seen her in ages and she telephoned me out of the blue this 
morning!’ There was the faintest touch of annoyance in her tone to 





suggest that surprise telephone calls were gauche and unwelcome. 
Freya stared at the girl for a moment before extending her hand. 

‘Hullo,’ she said, feeling the girl’s slim palm. 
‘How d’you do?’ Nancy replied, blushing. Freya, who never 

blushed, always felt a little superior to people who did. 
Catherine P. said that they should start to make for Downing 

Street, because Churchill was going to address the nation at three. 
As they pushed their way into the crowds moving south, Freya 
half listened as Jean recounted episodes from her last two years as 
a Waaf, first in Inverness, later in Norfolk. She had heard some 
of it before in the occasional letter Jean had written, though the 
details had been left vague on account of censorship – you could 
take gossip only so far during wartime. In any case, the other 
girls weren’t that interested in the Waaf, they were much more 
eager for news of her boyfriends. Jean had been quite busy on 
that front, and told stories about men chasing her, pestering her, 
boring her and (occasionally) catching her. Her candour provoked 
giggles and squeals of mirth, which made Freya wonder if the 
others were still virgins.

By the time they reached Trafalgar Square the noise and the press 
of bodies was overwhelming. The heat of the day and the frenzy of 
the mood were taking a toll. At the foot of Regent Street they had 
watched a team of St John’s Ambulance men shoulder their way 
out of a scrum; they were carrying a woman with blood pouring 
from her head. ‘Only fainted,’ someone called out. A bottleneck 
had formed at the turn to Whitehall, and Jean, raising her voice 
to group-leader volume, said they should stay close. 

Freya looked back at Nancy, who was bringing up the rear. 
Jean, noticing this, leaned towards Freya’s ear and said, with a 
conspiratorial sniff, ‘School-leaver.’ 

‘How do you know her?’ 
‘Oh, friend of the family. My father worked with her father, 

years back when we lived up north. She wrote to tell me she was 
in London, and I forgot all about it until – oh goodness!’ 

Her exclamation was prompted by a boisterous conga line of 
revellers cutting right across their path and causing little waves 
of panicked jostling. It was moving with a headlong, high-spirited 
abandon, indifferent to the normal rules of pedestrian behaviour; 





some people were dodging out of the way, others were joining in. 
Freya still had her back turned when, without warning, a meaty 
arm grabbed her around the waist and pulled her into the wild 
to-and-fro of the swaying line. Caught unawares, she lost her 
bearings for a moment, jounced along by the arms of the unseen 
man behind her. As she steadied herself to the forced rhythm and 
caught her breath, she glanced over her shoulder, intending to 
give her waylayer a polite smile of withdrawal, just to prove she 
wasn’t a spoilsport. His red face, sweaty and bleared with drink, 
indicated that such civility was unnecessary. She dragged herself 
from out of his grasp and ducked back into the crowd. 

She looked around at the roiling masses, loud, oblivious. The 
others were nowhere to be seen. She rejoined the heave towards 
Whitehall, her head bobbing from side to side as she tried to 
pick out Jean’s blue-grey uniform in the throng; once or twice 
she thought she spotted her in the distance, then realised her 
mistake. (Short-sightedness didn’t help.) Drat! She sensed the 
high promise of the day threatening to unravel. Jean had taken 
charge of entertainments and Freya had fallen into line with her 
bossy shepherding. A little stab of disappointment provoked her 
to call out Jean’s name, once, twice. A few people looked around, 
blank-faced. There was no answering voice. 

Squinting into the distance again she caught a flash of russet 
hair that seemed familiar. Wasn’t that Nancy, the girl who’d been 
tagging along? She felt her steps quicken as she threaded her way 
through the tumult. Drawing nearer, Freya started to doubt her 
powers of recognition, for the girl, as far as she could tell, was on 
her own. And her wide-stepping, mannish walk didn’t seem to fit 
with the callow schoolgirl whom Jean had introduced. She hesi-
tated a moment, considering the potential scene of embarrassment. 

‘Hullo there?’ she said, touching the girl’s shoulder. 
She turned round. ‘Oh! Freya . . . isn’t it?’ Nancy’s face lit up in 

a show of relief: she might have been her only friend in the world. 
‘Where are they?’ 
‘I don’t know! One minute I was right behind them, the next –’ 

She gave a hopeless shrug of appeal. Up close Freya now noticed 
Nancy’s extraordinary tiger eyes, an intense olive green with 
very dark irises. Her skin was dewy, and flushed. As the crowds 





flowed by on either side an uncertainty vibrated in the space 
between them. Cast adrift, they clung to each other like ship-
wrecked mariners.

‘Well, this is a nice to-do,’ said Freya with an amused half-snort. 
‘Looks like Jean has given us the slip.’ 

‘Surely she didn’t mean to?’ Nancy asked, earnest dismay in 
her expression. Freya merely shook her head; it was beneath her 
to explain that she was joking. Just then a huge roar went up, and 
the crowds were sucked towards the middle of Whitehall like iron 
filings to a magnet. The bells, which had been pealing for hours, 
had stopped, and the air grew shrill with whistles and cheers. The 
ambling movement of bodies quickened into urgency. Ahead of 
them they heard a cry go up: ‘It’s him – he ’s coming outside!’ 

Freya turned to Nancy, whose forlorn air made her feel of a 
sudden responsible. ‘Come on,’ she said, briskly putting her arm 
through the girl’s. ‘Whatever else happens, we mustn’t miss this.’

And they plunged forward, still holding on to one another. 

Later they bought ginger beer at a stall and found themselves a 
bench in the Embankment Gardens. They had given up on finding 
Jean and the others. Nancy gazed out to the river, her free hand 
shielding her eyes against the sun. Freya, her whole body damp 
with sweat, peeled off her serge tunic. She had lost her hat in the 
crush to catch sight of Churchill. 

‘Well, that’s one for the diary,’ she said, blowing a stray tendril 
of hair from her face. 

Nancy nodded, then glanced at Freya. ‘Do you keep a diary?’
‘No.’ 
After a pause she said, ‘I’m awfully sorry about – well, being 

landed with me.’ 
‘Ha. It could be that you’ve been landed with me.’ 
Nancy shook her head. ‘Oh no, Jean told me what an amazing 

friend you were.’ 
‘Is that so?’
‘Yes, really! You don’t believe me? Amazing was the word she 

used.’ 
Freya returned an archly humorous look. ‘That’s not the word 

I’m disputing. It was the “friend” part.’ 





‘Oh . . .’ The girl seemed at a loss again. ‘Sorry, I thought you 
were friends – from school –’ 

‘Yes, we have that in common. Oh, I’ve known Jean for years, 
and I like her well enough – we ’ve even corresponded a bit. But 
I’d say that we ’re friendly with each other, rather than being 
actual friends.’ 

Nancy gave an anxious frown. ‘I’m not sure I understand the 
difference.’ 

Freya leaned back. ‘Well, I needn’t have singled out Jean. 
I tend to keep a distance from people. At school I was not a 
popular girl.’

‘But in the Wrens,’ Nancy said, with a bright glance at Freya’s 
uniform, ‘I imagined there ’d be such camaraderie, the friends 
you’d –’ 

‘I didn’t join the navy to make friends. I joined because there 
was a war on.’ That sounded rather off, she thought, and softened. 
‘I had pals, of course. One or two of them I may keep up with.’ 

She had joined the service (she explained) aged eighteen, and did 
a year’s apprenticeship in Greenwich, then another year to qualify 
as a plotting officer. At Plymouth, where she was posted, they put 
her in charge of a watch that received information from coastal 
radar stations. She and her Wren ratings would do fifteen-hour 
shifts, reporting the position of shipping traffic as it appeared on 
their screens. By the summer of 1944 she was in the Operations 
Room recreating a panorama of the entire sea war in the North 
Atlantic. 

‘Crikey,’ said Nancy. ‘What a responsibility.’
‘I know. And the wonderful thing was – I was good at it. 

Whenever there was a captain visiting, or an admiral, I could give 
an assessment of the situation at any time. I mean, you always 
knew it was bloody dangerous –’ She broke off and looked round 
at Nancy, whose round-eyed solemnity made her chuckle. ‘Perhaps 
I should save my war stories for another day. We ’re meant to be 
celebrating, aren’t we?’ 

‘Yes! What should we do?’
Freya stood up and put her hands on her hips in a businesslike 

way. ‘Hmm. My own inclination would be to find a pub somewhere 
and get blind roaring stinko.’ 





Nancy met this proposal with a smile as wide and artless as a 
flag waving in the breeze. ‘Stinko it is!’

They decided – or rather, Freya decided – to walk along the 
river towards Victoria, where she knew a couple of likely places. 
On the way they passed strolling hordes of people in paper hats, 
singing, laughing, cheering; the mood of the afternoon, less giddy 
than in Whitehall, had held its holiday brightness. Freya, with an 
occasional sidelong glance, mused on the moment, two odd girls 
making a pair. It wasn’t how she had envisaged the day. And yet she 
wondered if this chance encounter mightn’t after all be a blessing. 

Nancy seemed a decent sort. And she had such an interesting 
face . . . Apparently she had come down to London a few weeks 
ago to start work at a publisher’s. She ’d got digs at a boarding 
house off the Tottenham Court Road. It wasn’t very nice, but she 
would only be there for the summer in any event. She was going 
up to St Hilda’s in the autumn, to study English.

‘That’s funny,’ said Freya. ‘I’ve got a place at Somerville.’ 
‘Oh! I thought you were –’ 
‘Too old?’ she said with a smirk, and Nancy blushed on cue. 

‘I’m twenty, as a matter of fact. I applied three years ago, and they 
deferred the place when I joined the Wrens.’ 

Nancy gave a disbelieving little shake of her head. ‘Oh, what 
marvellous luck! I won’t know a soul there but you.’

‘Actually, I still haven’t decided whether to go or not.’
‘But why would you turn down a place at Oxford?’ 
‘After the Wrens I wonder if studying for a degree seems a 

bit – trivial.’ 
Nancy looked rather crestfallen at that, so she didn’t say anything 

more. 
As they turned away from the river towards Victoria, the streets 

looked gaunt and tired. There were so few cars; petrol rationing 
had seen to that. Bomb damage had left huge dusty gaps every-
where, and scaffolding patched the faces of buildings like screens 
around a fragile patient. In spite of the festival atmosphere the 
city felt shabby, haunted, makeshift. You couldn’t imagine it ever 
returning to the place it once had been. Freya began to wonder if 
the pub she was leading them to would still be there, in any sort 
of repair. A cafe she used to frequent in Soho had taken a direct 





hit one night; she had felt it almost as a personal affront when she 
turned into the street and found it gone. 

She felt her body tense as they turned the corner into Buckingham 
Palace Road, and then relax as the old Victorian pub with its fussy 
finials and spires sprang into view. On entering they found the 
place in a roar; Freya had a sense that every pub in London today 
would be the same. People stood three-deep at the main bar, and 
drinks were being passed over heads by a rowdy clientele. Off 
to the side a piano was accompanying a ragged chorus of voices 
singing ‘Roll Out the Barrel.’ The sawdust on the floor was damp 
with spilled beer. 

‘What’ll you have?’ Freya asked Nancy, once they had jostled 
their way to the bar. 

‘Erm . . . a lemonade?’ 
‘You won’t get stinko on that.’ 
As Nancy dithered, Freya signalled to the barman. ‘Two pale 

ales, please.’ 
They took their drinks and found a place to stand by a window 

of rippled glass. Freya swallowed a mouthful and looked around; 
it seemed that no matter what time you stepped into a pub you 
always had a lot of catching up to do with everyone else. People 
were tipping back the drink with a steady practised air, as if they’d 
somehow made it their occupation. The singers had done with ‘Roll 
Out the Barrel’ and started on ‘Tipperary.’ She fished out a packet 
of Player’s Weights and offered it to Nancy who, after a moment’s 
hesitation, took one. They lit up, and Freya watched as the girl 
took an awkward sip of her cigarette and puffed, without inhaling. 

‘You’ve not smoked before, have you?’ 
Nancy grimaced. ‘Is it obvious?’ 
‘You’re not exactly Dietrich,’ she said drily. ‘Relax your fingers, 

like this. Don’t bunch your hand. There – that’s better.’ 
‘If my parents could see me now . . .,’ Nancy said with a giggle. 
Freya felt it was high time she asked. ‘What is that accent of 

yours?’ 
‘Oh, well, Yorkshire, I suppose. Harrogate – but not the smart side.’ 
Freya, unaware that Harrogate had any sort of ‘side ’, let alone a 

smart one, gave her an appraising look. There was barely two years 
separating them, yet it might as well have been ten. The war had 





done that: she had started in the Wrens as a girl, and come out of it 
a woman. Nancy, in contrast, with her ingenuous gaze and gawky 
demeanour, was practically a child still. Not her fault, but there it was. 

A little knot of drinkers next to them were engaged in an 
agitated dispute. Freya had overheard one of them say, ‘Churchill’s 
done a grand job of work for a man his age,’ to which someone 
raised a dissenting voice – he was sick to death of Churchill, ‘a 
self-satisfied windbag,’ he said, who ought to stand down and let 
a younger man take the country into peace. This view, a bold one 
in the circumstances, was greeted with outraged cries of ‘Shame ’ 
and ‘Sit down, yer fool.’ The argument gained in stridency and 
heatedness; alcohol, of course, was paraffin poured on the bonfire. 
Freya, wanting to keep a shine on the day, drained her glass and 
leaned her head towards Nancy’s ear. ‘Let’s get out of here before 
they start a brawl.’ 

Outside the early-evening temperature had cooled a little. The 
roads were still swarming with people carrying flags, and someone 
was playing ‘Rule Britannia’ on a toy trumpet. On a quieter street 
they found another pub, and drank more pale ale. Nancy, becoming 
expansive, said, ‘D’you know, when I heard someone say that the 
war was over last Friday, I couldn’t quite believe it. I’d been out 
with some friends and hadn’t heard the announcement, so when 
I got back to my digs later on – the landlady must have been 
away – I crept into the parlour and turned on the wireless for 
the midnight news, still wondering. Then I heard the announcer 
saying, “Tomorrow morning at 8 a.m. the war in Europe will be 
over . . .” I just stood there in the dark, stunned. I listened right 
through, until they played the national anthem. And the next thing 
I knew tears were pouring down my face. I couldn’t stop! It was 
like – I don’t know – like the world had been given a second 
chance, and we could start afresh.’

Freya was staring at her. She didn’t quite sound like a girl any 
more. ‘Did you really think that?’

Nancy paused. ‘I didn’t think it, exactly – I felt it. It was a sort 
of spasm of hopefulness, wonderful and frightening at once, like 
the way your stomach gives a jump when you’re in a car that’s 
going too fast! I had the most exhilarating sensation of something 
coming to life. Nothing could stop us.’ But then she did stop, and 





seemed to become aware of Freya listening to her, and laughed. 
‘You probably think that sounds rather silly.’

‘No, I don’t,’ said Freya, touched by Nancy’s plain-spoken 
optimism, and obscurely envious of it. It occurred to her that not 
everyone had seen the newsreels from Belsen, the stark pictures of 
hundreds of emaciated corpses piled high, and the lines of blank, 
hollow-eyed survivors, near-corpses themselves, staring out at 
the camera. You couldn’t tell if they were men or women. She 
had watched the films in a cinema on Regent Street, benumbed, 
listening to the moans and the sobbing of people around her. She 
hadn’t turned away from the screen, just because other people 
had. For some reason she found herself hoping that Nancy hadn’t 
seen them – not yet. 

They had another couple, and then Freya became suddenly 
excited at the thought of a pub in Chelsea she ’d been to with her 
father, and hauled Nancy off into the street again. When they got 
there the place was heaving and had sold out of everything but gin; 
so they drank that, large ones, and then a little band started up, 
and a couple of soldiers who had been giving them the eye asked 
for a dance. At 9 p.m. the wireless went on for the King’s speech; 
at the end of it the whole room rose to its feet and sang ‘God Save 
the King’, and they joined in, almost shouting the words. They 
danced again, but stayed close to one another, and when Nancy’s 
partner began to get too familiar Freya stepped in and detached 
her. Nancy by now looked rather limp, and her eyes had slowed 
in their blink. Another gin and she ’d be under the table. 

‘Come on,’ she said, steering through the sweaty tumult, her 
hand in the small of her back. Outside night had fallen, and they 
marvelled for a moment at the street lamps, lit for the first time 
in years. There would be no more sirens, no more blackouts, no 
more hurrying footsteps in the dark. The cool air was clearing 
Freya’s head, yet she didn’t want the evening to end. 

‘We could go back to my dad’s place – what d’you say?’ 
Nancy, swaying a little, murmured her assent. 
On arriving at Tite Street Freya half hoped that the lights 

would be on, but there was still nobody about. The mixed smell 
of white spirit, paint and varnish hung like a presence in the room. 
She decided on a whim to take down the blackouts from the tall 





windows. Nancy, surveying the casual disarray of canvases and 
oils, seemed to be in a daze. 

‘I’ll get us something to drink,’ Freya said. 
Nancy followed her into the kitchen, trying to dissimulate the 

fact that she was tipsy. 
‘We ’ve got gin, some sherry – ah, and whisky. Go and sit down, 

I’ll bring in some glasses.’ 
Nancy hovered for a moment, like a bee at a window, before 

backing out of the doorway. Freya put the bottle of Dewar’s 
and a heavy soda syphon on a tray, and followed her into the 
main room. Nancy was staring at a huge dark portrait above 
the fireplace. 

‘Your father – isn’t he awfully famous?’ 
Freya shrugged. ‘He ’s pretty well known. Stephen Wyley. 

Here –’ She poured her three fingers of whisky. ‘You might want 
to put some water in it.’ 

Nancy, handling the syphon as if it were a fire extinguisher, 
pressed the tap, and unleashed an exuberant flood all over the 
tray. ‘Sorry, sorry . . .’

Freya sighed, and craned her gaze to Nancy’s face. ‘God, you’re 
absolutely whizzed, aren’t you?’ She took the syphon from her and 
directed a squirt into both glasses. She held hers aloft. ‘We should 
have a toast. How about – to starting afresh?’ 

Nancy, smiling at the echo of her own words, clinked glasses. 
Then she leaned back into the sofa, her eyes hooded and shrinking. 
Watching her, Freya wondered if she might need a little pick-
me-up. Flipping through a stack of records, she pulled one out 
of its sleeve, and winding up the old gramophone, she dropped 
the needle. It crackled for a moment on the scratchy shellac, then 
quietly began. 

My love must be a kind of blind love,

I can’t see anyone but you.

And dear, I wonder if you find love

An optical illusion, too? 

Nancy moved her shoulders in time to the music’s swaying 
rhythm, but after a minute or so Freya saw her eyelids start to 





droop. This wouldn’t do at all. At the end of the song she got up 
and said, ‘Are you ready for another dance?’ 

‘I think so,’ Nancy replied, her voice seeming to run down, 
out of fuel. 

‘Right then. I’ll be back in a sec.’ She hurried to her room and 
rummaged in her handbag for the little bottle. She tipped out a 
couple of tablets and swigged them down with the whisky, then 
shook out a couple more and returned to the studio room. Nancy 
had fallen into a sideways slumber. 

She gave her a little shake, and handed her the tablets. ‘Here, 
take these.’ 

Nancy squinted blearily. ‘What are they?’ 
‘The late show,’ said Freya, holding out a glass for the purpose. 

‘Their technical name is Benzedrine. We used them a lot on night 
shifts.’

Nancy obediently swallowed them down. Freya, pierced by a 
little shiver of excitement, sat down at the piano and started to 
play. It was the same tune they had just been listening to, but she 
had upped the tempo to a jaunty waltz. The notes melted off her 
hands. That was the wonderful thing about Benzedrine, it gave you 
such focus and clarity – her fingers purled over the keys without 
her even having to think about what went where. The song was 
at the command of her touch . . . Now she was having fun!

You are here, so am I,

Maybe millions of people go by,

But they all disappear from view

And I only have eyes for you

Her persuasive contralto caressed the words. A shadow had 
joined her at the piano, and she was singing it, too. They ran 
through the song once more, with Nancy playing a pert counter-
point at the top end of the scale. On finishing they collapsed in 
laughter; then Freya had them try it once again, singing alternate 
lines, and finishing on a note of extravagant harmony. 

And I only have eyes for you-ou-ou-ou-ou-ou!





Nancy, restored to girlish animation, said in a wondering voice, 
‘Those pills really are –’ 

‘I know,’ said Freya, feeling the cold, speedy glow of the drug 
take hold, routing the party-pooper, fatigue. ‘You can go for hours 
without even getting drunk. Now, shall we dance?’

They moved the tall easel and the paraffin heater from the centre 
of the room, clearing a space on the worn-out Turkey carpet, and 
Freya put on a Benny Goodman record she thought might suit the 
mood. Then, with the same straight-backed posture she ’d adopted 
at the piano, she lifted her arms and led Nancy into the steps of a 
waltz. Her body through the thin cotton of her dress felt heated, 
febrile, willing. It was odd, she thought, to be holding close a girl 
who a few hours ago was a perfect stranger to her. And odder 
still was how they could fit together, her angular self-possession 
against Nancy’s wide-hipped gawkiness; yet there was somehow 
a current of intuitive ease between them, it wasn’t just the disin-
hibiting effects of the Benzedrine, though of course that helped.

The little ormolu clock on the mantelpiece chimed eleven. Freya 
had been so lost in the dance that she hadn’t noticed Nancy’s green 
eyes glittering with tears. She reared back in alarm. But it became 
apparent to her that she wasn’t just crying, she was laughing, too. 
She had dropped her head almost to Freya’s shoulder.

‘Are you all right?’ 
Nancy nodded, her face now averted and downcast, and they 

continued to sway to the music. She couldn’t tell if Nancy was 
concentrating on her steps or recovering from her minor hysterics. 
When she lifted her face again, the eyelashes were still wet with 
tears; but her voice was composed, and thoughtful. 

‘I want to remember this for the rest of my life,’ she said, looking 
dreamily over Freya’s shoulder. 

‘Well, it ’s that sort of night –’ 
‘No, no, I don’t mean because of the war. I mean this, here, now.’
‘The Night They Danced in Tite Street.’ 
Again she nodded, and Freya slipped over to the gramophone to 

wind it up. The music returned in a soft fog of brass and strings. She 
presented her arms to Nancy in an exaggerated display of courtliness. 

‘Shall I lead?’ 


