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It was the final day of harvest. During the snorkelling expedition the day 

before, Gail and Fay had agreed to take the children to the fun fair. Every 

summer, there was a carnival in Maldon, and more years than not, a fun 

fair stayed on in the Promenade Park for a few days. There were dodgems, 

swing-boats, a merry-go-round and several stalls. Fay drove them there. 

Helen didn’t much like the swing-boats, but Jake and Owen were happy 

to compete with each other as to who could swing the highest. Owen won, 

which was something of a surprise, even to him. Helen enjoyed the merry-

go-round, because she could have a horse of her own. However, she was 

too young to be allowed her own dodgem and had to go in one with Gail. 

They kept getting stuck trying to go in reverse and Owen and Jake both 

bashed into them several times. Gail didn’t really enjoy the dodgems, but 

as a mother, she knew it was the only way Helen would get a go, so she 

endured the humiliation. 

     They went and bought candy floss. There was a man selling helium 

filled balloons. You could buy a plain one, a clown or a pirate.  

     “Can we have balloons,” asked Helen. 

     “My treat,” said Fay, before Gail got a chance to answer. 

Owen chose a clown and Jake and Helen both asked for pirates. Helen 

didn’t realise they were filled with helium. They’d gone about twenty yards 

along the promenade when she let go of her string. Her pirate drifted 

upwards, out of reach, before she realised what was happening. She 

started to cry. 

     “You can have mine, Chips,” whispered Jake, handing her the string to 

his pirate. 

     “Thank you.” 
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     “Here,” said Fay, “Let me tie the string round your wrist. 

     She made a slipknot with the string and passed it over Helen’s hand, 

pulling it tight on the long string which ran up to the balloon. Helen stopped 

crying. 

     “Guess what I have in my bag?” Fay teased them. 

     “Sweets?” said Owen. 

     “No.” 

     “Crisps?” suggested Helen. 

     “No.” 

     “I know,” said Jake. “Mud Pie?” 

     “Yes. Let’s go and find a bench to sit on.” 

     Owen ran to the nearest bench and sat waiting for the others to get 

there. Fay had wrapped individual slices in paper serviettes. She got out 

a tin from her bag and, opening it, handed everyone a parcel. 

     “Thank you,” said Owen and Helen. 

     “Thank you,” said Gail. 

     Jake was already eating his first mouthful. Fay looked at him. 

     “Thanks, Mum,” he said, through a mouthful of mud pie. 

     “How many times do I have to tell you not to talk with your mouth full?” 

laughed Fay. 

     Jake swallowed and grinned. 

     “Can we go back to the fun fair?” he asked when he finished his Mud 

Pie. 

     “We don’t have time,” said Fay, looking across at Gail for support. 

     “We should just catch the last of the low tide,” said Gail, helpfully, “But 

we need to go right now.” 

     Returning to the car, they drove back to the causeway. Although they 

were leaving it quite late, there was still time to get across, even with 

having to wait in the layby for a van to go past in the opposite direction. 

Gail didn’t recognise it and they couldn’t see who was driving. Once on the 

island, they found themselves stuck behind the combine harvester. The 

men had literally just finished, and Keith was taking it back to the tractor 

house. 

     “They must have finished?” suggested Gail. 

     “I think so, too,” responded Fay. “Lots of time to sail the Mirror Dinghy 

today.” 

     On entering the Village, they spotted Raymond coming out of the 

house. 

     “Come on,” he called, as they got out of the car.  

     He was already two thirds of the way across the road. 
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     “We’re going to load the boat onto the trailer now.” 

     “Anyone need the toilet, first?” asked Gail, being her usual practical 

self. 

     Jake ran indoors. Helen ran into Coney Hatch. Owen and Gail followed, 

walking. Five minutes later, the three children joined Raymond in the 

tractor house. Keith had parked the combine harvester and was getting in 

his car to drive to the grain store. 

     “We’ll sort the tractors and trailers in the morning,” promised Ben. 

     “Not a problem. Appreciate the help. Have fun,” said Keith, shutting the 

car door and driving off. 

     This time, Raymond loaded the mast and sail onto the trailer as well. 

Like the day before, they carried the dinghy to the edge of the water and 

having fixed the mast in place, Raymond dragged the dinghy out to knee 

deep.  

     “I suggest that I take the children out for ten minutes and then I’ll take 

you out for a bit Jim. Then Ben. Then I’ll take the children out again and 

they can all have a go with the tiller and do some jibing. I hear you did 

some sailing last year,” added Raymond, looking at Helen and Owen. 

     “Yes,” replied Owen. 

     “OK by me,” answered Jim. 

     Ben nodded. Raymond suddenly realised he had forgotten to buy some 

lifejackets. 

     “Forgot to buy lifejackets.” 

     “Pretty sure we can borrow the ones on the motorboat. Let’s walk the 

dinghy along to the pier and fetch some for the children.” 

     “Good plan.” 

     The children climbed into the boat and Raymond pulled it along with 

the rope. When they got closer to the pier Jim ran on ahead. 

     “I’ll get them,” he called back, turning and running backwards, then, 

turning round to run forwards, again.  

     “They’re in the locker below the wheel,” called Ben. 

A few minutes later, Jim ran back, puffing and panting, with four lifejackets. 

     “Thank you,” said Raymond. 

     “I got four because I didn’t think there would be more than four in the 

boat at a time.” 

     As soon as they had their lifejackets on, Raymond raised the sail and 

tried to catch some wind to take the Mirror Dinghy out into deeper water. 

It was a calm evening, but he found enough of a breeze to fill the sail. He 

was aiming at a buoy about two hundred yards away. The boom was on 

the starboard side so the children sat on the port side of the boat. 
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     “Don’t forget, when we tack, the boom is going to cross over to the port 

side. That’s the side where you’re sitting. You’re going to have to scramble 

across to the starboard side, preferably without catching your heads on 

the boom. Do you think you can manage that? I don’t want to have to dive 

in and rescue you when you’ve fallen out of the boat,” he laughed. 

     The three children nodded. 

     “Ready? Here we go.” 

     He moved the tiller across, the boat started to arc round the buoy, the 

children all crouched in the bottom of the boat and the boom swung 

across. 

     “Cool!” exclaimed Jake. 

     “Wow!” added Helen.  

     They headed in towards the shore. Just before they got into too shallow 

waters, Raymond raised the centre board and the sailing dinghy glid onto 

the shingle. The children climbed out into the water and waded to the 

beach. Raymond got out and turned the boat round and pulled it back out 

to knee deep. Owen handed his lifejacket over and Jim took their place. 

     “Have you sailed before?” 

     “No,” said Jim. 

“OK. Sit on the port side,” directed Raymond, pointing. “We are heading 

out to that buoy. When we get there, I’m going to turn to the right and head 

parallel to the shoreline for a bit. When we turn right, the boom will swing 

over, and you need to duck down underneath and sit on the starboard 

side. When, we’ve gone a bit of a way along the shore, I’ll turn us back 

round again. Same thing. Boom comes over, move across. Then, you can 

swap places with me and steer us back round the buoy and see if you can 

get us back to shore.” 

     “Great.” 

     What Raymond hadn’t mentioned, was how he was holding onto a rope 

attached to the end of the boom, which stopped it swinging too far out, and 

also meant you could pull the boom in until the wind filled the sail. You 

could feel the pressure as the sail pulled the boat forwards, and if you 

wanted to go faster, you could let the rope out a little and let the wind fill 

the sail some more. Holding the rope and the tiller required co-ordination. 

     Going out as far as the buoy, they negotiated the first jibe, without Jim 

banging his head on the boom. After the second jibe, Raymond beckoned 

to him to swap places. Unfortunately, he took hold of the tiller and missed 

his grip on the rope. The boom swung right out and almost took the boat 

over. Raymond grabbed the end of the rope which was trailing over the 



8 
 

gunwale. He pulled the sail back in, just in time, and handed the rope to 

Jim. 

     “Sorry,” apologised Jim. 

     “No worries. We all have to learn. Anyway, I never mentioned the rope.” 

     The jibe round the buoy went perfectly and the boat headed for the 

shore. Raymond got ready to raise the centre board. 

     “That was brilliant,” said Jim as they reached the beach. 

     Jim got out and was about to hand his lifejacket to Ben, but Ben shook 

his head.  

     “Seriously, I’m happy to let the children go out again.” 

     Owen took the lifejacket from Jim and the children climbed back 

aboard. 

     “We’re going to do what Jim and I just did, and we’re going to do it three 

times, so each of you gets a go.” 

     “Cool! Can I go, first, please.” 

     “Since you’ve asked so nicely, you may.” 

     Jake sat in the stern the opposite side of the tiller to Raymond, who 

handed him the rope. 

     “Here. Hold the rope. You can feel the pressure of the wind against the 

sail. Whatever you do, don’t let go when we jibe.” 

     “I’ll try not to.” 

     They arced round the buoy and headed along the shoreline. Raymond 

handed Jake the tiller.  

     “Get ready everyone,” he directed, about two hundred yards along. 

“When I count down to one, Jake’s going to move the tiller across, and the 

boom is going to swing. Five, four, three, two, one, and jibe.” 

     They successfully negotiated the jibe and sailed back towards the 

buoy. Jake pulled on the rope to bring the sail in. 

     “Go straight past the buoy.” 

     Jake nodded. When they passed the buoy, Raymond took the tiller. 

     “Swap places with Owen,” said Raymond, taking hold of the rope. 

     As Owen took up his position, he handed him both rope and tiller. Owen 

was in control as they sailed two hundred yards along the shoreline. 

     “Ready? Five, four, three, two, one, and jibe!” 

     Owen moved the tiller across, the children ducked and scrambled, the 

boom swung across, and the jibe was completed. 

     “Pull in on the rope.” 

     Owen pulled the sail in. 

     “Shall I go past the buoy?” 

     “Yes.” 
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     After they had passed the buoy, Helen swapped places with Owen and 

the same process was repeated. 

     “I’m a pirate,” she laughed, as they sailed along. 

     “Get ready to jibe. Five, four, three, two, one, and jibe.” 

     Helen couldn’t co-ordinate the tiller and the rope. She let go of the rope 

and the boom swung out. Jake dived on the end of the rope and pulled it 

back in. 

     “I don’t want to do it anymore,” said Helen, feeling embarrassed and 

slightly scared. 

     “Can I?” asked Jake.  

     “OK, take over.” 

     Jake swapped places with Helen and sailed the boat into its jibe round 

the buoy and back to the shore. 

     “That was so cool!” 

     “I’ll take the lifejackets back to the boat,” said Ben. 

     While he was walking along to the pier, Raymond lowered the sails. 

The jib was removed and rolled up. The mainsail was rolled up and tied, 

neatly, to the boom. He folded the boom towards the mast and lifted the 

mast from the hole where it was slotted. 

     “Owen, do you want to give me a hand there, please.” 

     Owen took hold of one end, and they carried it over to the trailer.  

     “Let’s see if Jim, Jake, Owen and I can lift the boat.” 

     “I want to help, too.” 

     “OK, thank you, Helen. Take the side of the boat between Owen and 

Jake, please.” 

     Ben arrived back, just as they were lifting the Mirror Dinghy onto the 

trailer. He jumped onto the tractor seat. The others climbed onto the trailer, 

and they drove the short journey back to the tractor house.  

     “After we’ve cleaned the tractors and trailers, tomorrow, I have to go to 

the police station.” 

     “Seriously?” exclaimed Raymond. 

     “Seems like I was also seen at the caravan park,” he added, smiling at 

Raymond. “Why don’t we all go into Maldon? You don’t mind sitting in the 

back of the van, do you?” he asked, looking at the children. 

     “Any chance of a lift?” asked Jim. 

     “As long as you don’t mind sitting in the back of the van too.” 

     “No problem. See you in the morning. Thanks for letting me sail the 

boat.” 

     “Thanks for helping carry her. Come on Jake. Bedtime.” 
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     Jake could see he wasn’t going to get a chance to say goodbye to 

Helen properly. 

     “Bye,” he said, looking into Helen’s eyes and shrugging his shoulders. 

     “We’ll unload the dinghy in the morning,” said Raymond. 

     “Goodnight,” said Ben. 

     “Bye,” said Owen, Helen and Raymond, almost in unison. 
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After breakfast, the men met at the tractor house. Keith cleaned off the 

combine harvester, but would grease all the moving parts the next day, 

ready to put it to bed for the winter. Jim, Ben and Raymond unloaded the 

Mirror Dinghy and put it in the corner. Raymond unfurled the sails, to make 

sure they were fully dry and set about cleaning off his tractor. He made a 

mental note to fold the sails again at the end of the day or first thing in the 

morning. Ben cleaned off his tractor, as did Jim. They swept the trailers, 

creating a cloud of dust, so opened the doors. The whole process didn’t 

take very long at all. Trevor had gone to the grain store, also to clean off 

the machinery and grease the moving parts ready for it to be left in 

hibernation. The grain would be bagged up, at a later date, and sold at 

market. 

     Just as they were thinking about dispersing, Simon Cox appeared in 

the doorway. 

     “Just wanted to come and say thank you in person.” 

     He was carrying a box containing bottles.  

     “Glad I caught you. There’s a bottle of whisky each. Can you make sure 

Trevor gets his, please?” said Simon, placing the box on the work bench. 

“Record time and very few breakdowns, I gather. Well done one and all!” 

     There was a chorus of “Thank you.” 

     His duty done, Simon drove off. 

     Unfortunately, Ben didn’t drink whisky, and Jim was a recovering 

alcoholic, although he hadn’t told anyone.  
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     “Help yourselves. And thank you from me too. Here’s your pay and 

there’s a bonus in there too,” he said, handing Jim, Ben and Raymond a 

small brown printed envelope each.  

     “I don’t drink. In any case, it’ll only way down my rucksack,” said Jim, 

hoping no one would press him for a reason. 

     “I’ll take mine for Steve, who lent me the van,” responded Ben. 

     “I mostly drink rum,” laughed Raymond, “But my boss drinks whisky.” 

     “Good. That’s settled. I’ll see you later, Ben.” 

     “Meet me by the van in half and hour,” said Ben to the others. 

     Jim went off to pack. Raymond went to get changed. Ben went for a 

wash.   

     Half an hour later, they were heading off the island. Raymond was up 

front, and Jim and his rucksack, with the three children, were in the back. 

Ben parked at the police station. Jim shook hands with all of them and 

went off to find his bus.  

     “I hope this isn’t going to take long. Meet back here in one hour,” he 

said, looking at his watch.  

     Raymond nodded. Ben reached in his pocket and gave Owen, Helen 

and Jake, ten pence each.  

     “Thank you.” 

     “Thanks, Daddy.” 

     “Thanks, Mr House.” 

     Ben went into the police station. Raymond took the children into town.  

     In the police station, Ben went up to the reception desk. 

     “Please would you tell DCI Blackaby that Ben Linton-House is here to 

see him.” 

     “Certainly, Sir. Take a seat.” 

     A few minutes later the Chief Inspector appeared in reception. He 

recognised Ben from the grain store. 

     “Of course, we’ve already met so to speak. I just need to ask you a few 

questions. Come this way, please.” 

     He led Ben into an interview room and ushered to him to sit down.  

     “You are being interviewed in connection with two missing persons, that 

we are treating as possible abductions. Your van was seen near the 

caravan park where one of the ladies lived. It’s the van we are interested 

in. A witness described it as a dark coloured van, he wrote down the 

registration number. We contacted the owner of the van and he told us he 

had lent it to you to drive to Osea. That’s how we knew your name and 

that you were on the island. Please explain how the van was seen at the 

caravan park.” 
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     “That’s easy. As you know, the causeway is tidal. I had driven up early, 

from Maidstone, and I was too early, so I went and sat in a layby for a nap, 

until the tide went out.” 

     “Thank you. At this time, I have no more questions. You’re free to go.” 

     Ben left the police station, frustrated that it all felt like a waste of time. 

The whole interview had lasted less than ten minutes. That meant he had 

three quarters of an hour to kill. He thought he might walk into town and 

along the High Street in the hope of bumping into the others. Needing to 

go into Woolworths for some razor blades and a lightbulb, Ben found them, 

weighing out pick ‘n mix to buy with the money he had given each of them.  

     “Hello.” 

     “That didn’t take long.” 

     “No. All they did was ask me about the van. I had parked in a layby 

near the caravan park to wait for the tide and someone noted down the 

number plate.” 

     “That’s interesting. I don’t drive a van, but they still wanted to interview 

me, because I was seen at the caravan park, when I went to the reception.” 

     “All very bizarre.” 

     “Yes, I hope they find the missing persons.” 

     “Me too.” 

     The children went to pay for their sweets. 

     “We’ve got about half an hour. Owen and Helen, would you like to find 

a little something for Nonny and Gramps to show your appreciation?” 

     “There was a second-hand shop just back there. They might have 

something brass. You know how much Nonny likes her brass,” suggested 

Owen, thoughtfully. 

     “Maybe we could get some chocolate for Gramps?” added Helen. 

     They had absolutely no idea what to get him. He didn’t seem to have 

any hobbies. He was either working or gardening. They went to the 

second-hand shop. In the window, was a small, brass thimble. The label 

was marked, ‘50p’. It seemed a little expensive, for what it was, to Ben. 

     “I’ll go and ask about it.” 

     He went up to the counter. 

     “I’ll give you 15p for the brass thimble in the window.” 

     “20p and it’s a deal.” 

     “Done.” 

     The shop owner went to the window and took the thimble out of the 

showcase. He placed it in a paper bag and handed it to Ben. Ben handed 

over 20p and left the shop. He handed the bag to Helen. 
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     “What about a handkerchief for Gramps?” suggested Jake. “I noticed 

he uses cloth handkerchiefs, not paper tissues. I saw him take one out of 

his pocket.” 

     “What a good idea. Back to Woolworths?” 

     They went back into Woolworths and found plain, white men’s 

handkerchiefs for 5p.  

     “Perfect,” said Helen.  

     Ben took one to the counter and paid. There were ladies’ handkerchiefs 

there as well. They had just left the store, when Jake announced, “I’m 

going to get one for Mum.” 

     “Be quick then.” 

     “Hold my sweets, please, Dad,” said Jake, handing the bag to 

Raymond, and running back in.  

     He came out three minutes later carrying two matching, pretty, printed, 

yellow handkerchiefs. 

     “That’s beautiful,” said Helen, encouragingly, not realising there was a 

second one in the bag. 

     Jake had bought the second one for Helen, to give her when they left 

on Saturday. He didn’t let on to anyone about the second one. They 

walked back to the car and just made it to the causeway as the tide was 

coming in. It was lunchtime, when they arrived home. 

     “Who wants to play cricket, after lunch?” suggested Jake. “Not French 

cricket, but with proper stumps.”  

     “Yes,” responded Owen.  

     It was the most unlikely response from a boy who was completely not 

sporty, but he didn’t want to be left out. 

     “Out here, in about an hour,” confirmed Raymond. 

     They went indoors, into their respective houses, for lunch. 

     After lunch, with the help of a wooden mallet, Jake set the stumps up 

in the middle of the grassy area in front of the Old Home. It was more like 

well-worn mud, with a few patches of grass, inter-mingled with stray 

shingle. None of the gardens were big enough, and they couldn’t very well 

go and use the lawn at the Manor House. The grass behind the tractor 

house, where Jim had camped, was too rough. The road was too shingly. 

This was about as good as it got for a cricket pitch.  

     As he was banging, Helen, Gail and Owen came out. 

     “Daddy’s coming soon,” said Helen.  

     Fay and Raymond appeared with Jake’s bat, pads and ball. Raymond 

was wearing some wicketkeeper gloves.  
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     “We’ll just have to make it work,” said Jake, pacing out twenty-two 

yards and marking a bowling crease, with the end of his bat. “Do you want 

to bat first, Owen?” 

     Owen took the bat and stood there while Jake buckled the pads on him. 

They were large. He waddled to the wicket, trying to look the part. Jake 

bowled, the ball caught a crack in the mud, and it flew off at an angle. Ben 

came out of the house to find the ball rolling in his direction, so he picked 

it up, threw it to Jake and took up a fielding position at square leg. 

     “Did you spin that?” asked Helen. 

     “No. It was the ground.” 

     He tried a second bowl which bounced true and dislodged the middle 

stump. 

     “Howzat!” 

     Owen wasn’t amused. He dropped the bat and went and stood at mid-

on. 

     “Mum?” suggested Jake, looking at Fay. 

     Fay picked up the bat. Jake unbuckled the pads from Owen and 

buckled them onto his mother’s legs. 

     “Be gentle with me.” 

     Jake bowled the third ball of the over and it went flying past Fay to 

Raymond, who was playing wicketkeeper. He lobbed it back to Jake. Much 

to her surprise, Fay connected with Jake’s fourth ball. She ran to the 

bowling crease as the ball bounced towards the fence of the Old Home. 

Helen fielded it, throwing it back to Jake. His next ball bounced off at an 

angle again. The final ball of the over hit the wicket. 

     “Howzat!” 

     “I think it’s your turn to bat,” said Raymond to Jake. “Do you want to 

bowl, Ben?” 

     Ben took the ball. He had played cricket on several occasions in the 

village where they lived and was a handy cricketer. Handy at most sports 

he played, in fact. His usual position was wicketkeeper. Jake unbuckled 

the pads from his mother and put them on himself. Ben paced back from 

the bowling crease, turned towards Jake, ran in several paces towards 

Jake, and bowled medium pace at the stumps. Jake played the perfect 

drive shot, straight past Owen at mid-on. By the time Owen had caught up 

with it, Jake had run six runs. Ben’s next ball almost caught Jake LBW, but 

he just managed to get his bat between ball and pads. 

     “Well played,” Raymond encouraged him.  

     Ben bowled a full toss, which Jake dispatched over the fence. 

     “Do I get six for that?” 
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     “Yes, you can have six,” agreed Fay. 

     Ben wasn’t impressed that he had allowed Jake to score twelve runs 

off three balls. He tried to bowl a slightly slower ball, but Jake turned it past 

Fay, who was now standing in the slips. He ran four more runs before Fay 

caught up with it. 

     “Can you catch?” Raymond asked Helen. 

     “Of course, I can.” 

     “Will you go and stand over by the fence, please? Watch. He’ll be 

sending a high one towards you sooner than later.” 

     Helen went over and stood by the fence. Ben ran up to bowl his next 

ball. Jake connected with it, and it flew off his bat. It landed fairly and 

squarely in Helen’s midriff. As she doubled up in pain, and sank to the 

ground, her arms folded round the ball.  

     “Are you alright?” asked Fay, rushing over to her. 

     “Ouch. That hurt me,” she said, trying to hold back the tears and holding 

up the ball. 

     “I think you just caught Jake out,” laughed Raymond. “Bravo! Out for 

sixteen. Not bad.”  

     “Do you want to bat?” Jake asked Helen. 

     “Are you going to bowl?” 

     “I think I still have two more balls,” said Ben. “I’ll be gentle with you.” 

     “OK,” said Helen, as Jake buckled the pads on her.  

     The pads swamped her. She stood in front of the stumps, tapping the 

crease with the bat, as she’d seen professional cricketers do. Ben pitched 

up a slow ball and Helen launched it towards the tractor house. It rolled off 

the road onto the concrete yard in front. 

     “I believe that’s four runs,” said Raymond. “Well done.” 

     Ben bowled the last ball of the over just as slowly. Helen hit it up. It was 

heading for Owen, he caught and then dropped it. Jake took the ball from 

Ben. 

     “Be careful with her,” Ben whispered. 

     “It’s Lance Gibbs, from the tractor house end. Here he goes….” Jake 

commentated on himself. 

     He spun the ball and it cut back, catching Helen on the pad. 

     “Howzat!” 

     “Not out,” confirmed Raymond, who had the best view from his position 

of wicketkeeper. “It was going past leg stump.” 

     Helen picked up the ball and threw it back to Jake. She hit his third ball 

straight up in the air and was caught and bowled by Jake. 

     “Howzat!” 
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     Up to this point Gail, Ben, and Raymond had not batted yet. Gail hadn’t 

even thrown the ball, which suited her, because she was as unsporty as 

Ben was sporty. When she threw a ball, it was never guaranteed to take 

the trajectory she hoped for.  

     “Your turn, Mummy,” insisted Helen. 

     Uncomfortable refusing, Gail agreed, and no sooner had Jake buckled 

on the pads, than she knocked the bails off with the bat, preparing to swing 

at the first ball.  

     “Never mind,” she remarked, almost relieved. 

     Ben unbuckled the pads and put them on himself. Raymond gave the 

wicketkeeper gloves to Jake, who squatted down, behind the stumps. 

Raymond walked several paces back from the bowling crease, turned, 

sauntered forwards and launched his best spinner towards Ben. Ben 

swiped and missed, but it went harmlessly past the wicket into Jake’s 

gloves. The next ball Ben drove past Raymond. Owen gave chase and 

caught up with it, as Ben was running back for his sixth run. Raymond’s 

third ball was stopped by Ben, parried down into the ground. Just as 

Raymond was walking back to bowl his fourth ball, Trevor came round the 

corner, walking back into the Village. Ben skied an almighty hit. It started 

to come down towards Trevor, who couldn’t resist catching it. He caught 

it, taking it into his chest, perfectly. 

     “Howzat!” he called. 

     “Well caught,” said Ben graciously. “Do you want to bat?” 

     “No thank you, I’m good,” replied Trevor, throwing the ball back to 

Raymond and heading off towards his bungalow. 

     There was just Raymond left to bat. Ben unbuckled the pads and gave 

them to him. Jake took the ball to bowl. He sent the first ball down and 

Raymond hit it down into the ground. The second ball came down the 

wicket on the legside. Raymond clipped it, past Helen, over to the Old 

Home fence.  

     “Four runs, I think,” said Raymond. 

     The third ball was a full-toss and Raymond hit it back over Jake’s head. 

He ran six runs before Owen threw it back. Jake was still the highest 

scorer, with sixteen runs. Jake needed to stop him scoring. It was difficult 

to bowl spinners on the mud, but he tried one. It cut back, sharply, and 

took out Raymond’s leg stump. 

     “Howzat!” 

     “I think that makes you the winner, Jake,” acknowledged Raymond. 

Jake grinned. 

     “Let’s have tea,” suggested Fay. “We have Mud Pie.” 
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     “The famous Mud Pie,” laughed Ben. “I’m looking forward to this.” 

     Jake pulled out the stumps and they went into the Albrights’ house for 

tea. 

     Fay cut the Mud Pie and handed each person a plate. Ben took a 

mouthful, savoured it and swallowed. 

     “I think, I’m in paradise!” he laughed. 

     “It’s good, isn’t it, Daddy?” said Helen. 

     “Do we have time for a quick swim,” suggested Ben, as he finished his 

last mouthful of Mud Pie. There was a chorus of “Yes!” from the children. 

     “I’m up for it,” said Raymond, enthusiastically. 

     “I’ll give it a miss,” said Fay. 

     “Me too, I think,” added Gail. 

     “OK, then, let’s go and get our stuff,” said Ben, getting up. “Thank you 

for the amazing Mud Pie.” 

     Gail, Owen and Helen got up too. 

     “Thanks,” added Owen. 

     “Thank you. See you in a minute,” smiled Helen. 

     “Thank you,” mouthed Gail, silently, smiling at Fay. 

     Five minutes later, Raymond, Helen, Jake, Owen and Ben were 

heading for the beach. The water was warmer than before. Raymond and 

Jake were both strong swimmers. They waded out to waist deep and 

swam along the shoreline. Owen tried to body surf without a board on the 

incoming waves. Helen went knee deep and was jumping over the waves 

as they came past, counting for the seventh, which apparently, was always 

bigger. Then, she went out a bit further and ducked down under the water, 

came back up and swam a few yards along. Jake swam towards her. 

     “I have something to give you, Chips. We have to try and get some time 

for just us, tomorrow,” whispered Jake. 

     “OK,” replied Helen. 

     An hour passed quickly.  

     “I think it’s time to go back,” suggested Ben. 

     “Agreed,” replied Raymond. 

     They all got out of the water, put their towels round their shoulders and 

started back towards the Village. 

     “Tomorrow’s our last full day,” announced Raymond. “Is there 

something you’d like to do?” 

     “Can we go fishing from the pier?” asked Owen. 

     “I can take you fishing. What about you two?” Ben said, looking at Jake 

and Helen. 
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     Jake couldn’t think of an excuse, at least, not one that wasn’t obvious. 

Helen didn’t say anything, either. She and Owen each had a rod at Coney 

Hatch. Fishing was something she liked to do, although she didn’t like 

taking the fish off the hook. 

     “We don’t have to fish all day, if you think of something else you want 

to do,” Ben reassured them. 

     “Fishing’s cool,” nodded Jake. 

     “See you after breakfast, then,” said Raymond. “Goodnight, everyone.” 

     “See you tomorrow.” 

     “Bye.” 

     “Bye.” 

     “See you tomorrow.” 

 


