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    Part One




    Chapter 1




    Set on the banks of the River Tyne sits the village of Sleathwaite, which is between Corbridge and Hexham in the Tyne Valley, Northumberland. Here and throughout this county you will find the most iconic countryside set within Northumberland National Park. It was here that the Roman Emperor Hadrian came and settled with his army and built the Roman wall across Britain, also known as Hadrian’s wall, in AD 122, which still stands today, along with the ruins of the army camps.




    Sleathwaite gets its name from a nearby slate mine which offers employment to the community and thwaite meaning settlement.




    In the village is the local school which has now been turned into an academy, a pub called the Hadrian, a surgery, shops and a church. It also has a rugby club where a lot of the villagers play, from children to adults; and there is the most beautiful park with lovely gardens full of floral displays, a bandstand, playing fields and the village also has its own bowling club.




    On the outskirts of the village sits Sleathwaite hall once home to a local landowner called George Hamilton. His family were upper-class and belonged to the gentry, as he was the Duke of Northumberland. He had lived there with his family since the beginning of the nineteenth century when the hall was first built. Unfortunately, he passed away in the late 1990s. His grandson David now dealt with financial matters regarding the estate.




    The Hamilton family still owns the hall and grounds, but the estate is run by Camden Leisure Complex. It is now a hotel with a restaurant, a bar, a swimming pool, spa and golf course, including a range of sporting activities.




    The hall and grounds are as beautiful now as they were then. Although the hall has been extended to allow for the hotel, they have still kept the new buildings, in keeping with the style of the original hall.




    ***




    Set higher up on the edge of the village is Brookfield Farm, where the Macalister family live, and it is here where we begin exploring the lives of these villagers.




    It was very early in the morning in the Macalister household and James had not been out of bed long. It was Saturday and he was having a quick breakfast, a bowl of cereal and a glass of breakfast orange. He was getting his coat and shoes on ready to go out to feed the animals. As it was only five a.m. he had to be quiet so as not to wake the others who were still fast asleep.




    James had inherited the farm from his dad Jack who now lived nearby in a bungalow but still often came to visit and helped out when he could. However, Jack was getting on a bit now, he wasn’t physically fit enough to do the heavy work. He was in his eighties and had a few health issues but still liked to do his bit,




    James was a proud family man and believed in strong family values which came from his upbringing. He grew up on the farm and had helped since he was a small boy. He worked hard, and the farm was doing well. They got a lot of business supplying local businesses.




    The farm had been in the family for generations. He wanted his children to have the same upbringing as himself and to grow-up to live independently and become well-rounded human beings.




    James looked up. Suddenly, there was a noise on the stairs, sounding like buzzing?




    “Brrrr, Brrrr, Brrrr, Brrrr.”




    It was Cameron his six-year-old son, standing at the top of the stairs in his pyjamas.




    “Hi Pal, how are you doing or what are you doing?”




    “I am a bulldozer ready to crash into everything, BRRRR,” he said rolling down the bottom few steps.




    “Shush you’ll wake Mammy and Scarlett. It’s very early. Don’t you want to get back into bed where it’s warm?”




    “NO spells no,” said Cameron. “I came to help you.”




    James thought for a moment.




    “PLEASE!”




    “Okay, just keep the noise down. Right first things first. Help yourself to cereal and then I want you wrapped up in a warm, hoody, jeans and coat. Oh, and put your wellies on. I’ll get the quad bike out of the garage.”




    James headed out of the front door. He looked back at Cameron sitting and eating his Cheerios and watching the Simpsons on the telly. Bart was causing mischief with Homer.




    He thought Cameron looked like a miniature version of himself with his blond curly hair. He suddenly thought back to when he was a boy sitting at the table having breakfast, getting ready to go out and feed all the animals with his dad.




    He went into the garage and got out the quad bike. It was a big double garage, which he had built next to the farmhouse. He hoped to build above it one day and extend the upstairs of the house to make more bedrooms. Rachael had come up with the idea of doing bed and breakfast for holidaymakers, when they got nearer to retirement age.




    He looked around the garage, gathered the feed he needed and put it in the storage area of the quad bike. He could hear Sammy banging the door of his kennel which he shared with his sister Kim. They were Border Collies and were kept as working dogs, but the children adored them, and they did go into the farmhouse, but they knew that their kennel was where their beds were and their own private place.




    James let the dogs out and they wagged their tails in excitement and started to bark at the sight of their master. He gave a command and they sat up straight and became quiet. They were still quite young dogs and still got excitable, but also knew they had a job to do.




    “Daddy, DADDY!”




    “Okay, Cammy,” said James, using his nickname. “I know you are excited but remember it is only five-thirty in the morning.”




    As he walked towards his son he couldn’t help smiling. There stood his little boy with his hat perched on the top of his head like the archbishop of Canterbury’s, his coat over his pyjama top. He had his jeans on, undone, and his wellies were on the wrong feet.




    “I see you got ready then.”




    “Yes, and I did it all by myself!” said Cameron proudly.




    “Well done but let me help you a bit and then we’ll get off.”




    James sat him down, put the wellies on the right feet and helped him with fastening his jeans and straightening his hat.




    “You still have your pyjamas on under there,” James pointed out.




    “I know. I want to be cosy when I get back, before my bath.”




    “Okay son,” said James patting him on the shoulder.




    Cameron felt his hand being licked and looked down and Sammy was there.




    “SAMMY! KIM!” Cameron whooped for joy.




    Kim nearly knocked him over in excitement.




    “Right let’s all get on the quad and get going, it has taken a little longer to get organised this morning. Good job it is Saturday, and you don’t have school.”




    “Silly Billy Daddy, it’s the summer holidays!”




    “Of course, silly Daddy,” said James, putting the key in the ignition. The quad roared into life, and they were off down the dirt track road.




    “Where to first Dad?”




    “We’ll see to the sheep and lambs.”




    “Goody.”




    They arrived at the field where the sheep and lambs were. Some of the younger ones were in the lambing shed with their mothers in the next field, nearby.




    James stopped the engine and turned around to Cameron.




    “Right Cameron can you open the gate? You should be able to manage.”




    “Yes, okay.”




    Cameron jumped down from the quad and ran to the gate to open it to let his dad through but couldn’t resist having a swing on it while closing it.




    “Wheee!”




    “You love doing that don’t you?” said Dad.




    “Yes, can we go to the park this afternoon, Please!”




    “Well after your homework is done, okay?”




    “Good.”




    Sammy and Kim jumped down from the quad and ran off to round up the sheep.




    James and Cameron walked down the field. As he held the small boy’s hand, he noticed he was skipping along.




    ‘Such a happy little boy,’ he thought.




    James stopped and took out his whistle. “Come by!” Come by!”, he shouted.




    The dogs had rounded up all the sheep and Cameron ran to open the gate but struggled with the rope keeping the gate in place.




    “Oh!” said Cameron struggling to undo it.




    “Hey, it’s okay, let me help,” said James gently.




    He opened the gate and Cameron helped to get the sheep in.




    “Can I give them some food Daddy?”




    “Yes, I’ll lift the sack down and using the scoop you can fill the trough for them, but not too much.”




    “Like this?” said Cameron eager to impress.




    “Yes, let’s spread it out a bit, we’ll make a farmer out of you yet.”




    “I like helping with the animals better than washing dishes,” said Cameron.




    “Well, we all have to help with the domestic chores, because we all have a lot to do,” said James reproachfully. “However, I am glad you want to help and learn about farming.”




    “I don’t want to be a farmer till I am older.”




    “No, well.”




    “I want to be an astronaut and live in space!”




    James laughed. “I wanted to be a pilot.”




    “Really?”




    “Yes. Right is that them fed?”




    “Yep, what’s next?”




    “Lambs of course.”




    James let the sheep back out to graze, they were fine in this field for the moment. He got dogs and boy back onto the quad and they went down to the lambing shed.




    “Ahh! They are gorgeous,” said Cameron looking at the baby lambs.




    “Would you like to help give some of the older ones their bottles?”




    “Can I?”




    “Of course, here give him this one. Tip it like this so he gets it all but not too much. We don’t want him to choke.”




    “He’s hungry,” said Cameron laughing as the young lamb guzzled down the milk.




    “Dad! Dad!”




    James looked up and saw Scarlett running down the path towards them.




    “Hello love, you’re up early.”




    “I wanted to help; mum’s still asleep.”




    “Oh, she’s probably still really tired. She did the late shift last night. She wouldn’t have got in till way past midnight.”




    “Can I give the lambs their bottles?”




    “Well, you can help. Cameron’s been doing a great job.”




    Cameron beamed, he adored his dad and used to follow him everywhere when he was smaller.




    “Ohh! They’re so cute,” said Scarlett, taking a bottle from her dad.




    “Now just a little bit at a time. They tend to guzzle it, and I don’t want them to have wind.”




    “I know.”




    They finished off the feeding of the lambs and went off to see to the hens and collect the eggs.




    “Right Cameron, you can do some counting. I want six eggs in each carton okay.”




    “D’oh!” said Cameron playing Bart Simpson.




    “I can’t open the carton!”




    “Just try without ripping it, see,” said James opening the lid.




    “Surely you can open a box Cammy?” said Scarlett in a superior manner.




    “I am trying, there I did it!”




    “Scarlett! He has trouble with things like that. Give him a break, okay,” said James quietly.




    “Sorry!”




    “One, two, three, oh sorry, I dropped one!”




    “Don’t worry, there’s plenty more.”




    “Four, five, six, done it, all finished.”




    “We have six cartons to fill.”




    They all worked together and soon got the job done.




    “Race you back to the quad!” Scarlett shouted, and sped off before the other two had a chance to get going. She reached the quad and shouted. “I won!”




    “That wasn’t fair!” wailed Cameron. He was starting to get tired and was ready for something to eat.




    It was eight thirty when they walked into the kitchen where Rachael stood cooking bacon.




    “Morning all, who’s up for a bacon barm and a brew?” she asked, smiling.




    “Yes please!” They chorused.




    “Well sit down. How’d it go? Did you enjoy yourselves?”




    “It was fun!” Cameron shouted.




    “Mum, the lambs are gorgeous,” said Scarlett.




    “Aren’t they just!” agreed Rachael.




    “They’ve worked hard,” said James proudly.




    “Good, they’ll have worked up an appetite then.”




    “How are you love after your late shift, still tired?” he asked, putting his arms around her and nuzzling into her neck, finishing off with a big kiss.




    “Err! get a room!” shouted Scarlett.




    “Hey, you!” said James laughing. “I don’t know where she gets it from.”




    “I am still a bit tired; it was a busy shift last night with some difficult patients. Some also needed a lot of special care.”




    Rachael worked as a band seven nurse in the district. She was the sister to several community staff nurses and health care assistants.




    She was originally from Hebden Bridge in West Yorkshire, where her parents still lived. She trained at Leeds for her first year but then she met James when she came for a weekend to Newcastle on a wild girl’s night out, and they had kept in touch.




    They met up every other weekend at either Hebden or Sleathwaite and eventually, she moved to Newcastle and transferred her training to Northumberland University, at Newcastle upon Tyne.




    She worked at Newcastle Infirmary on the Cardiology ward, treating adults and elderly patients.




    They eventually got married, settled down together and had a family.




    They all sat down to a hearty breakfast.




    “Right, you two,” said Rachael. “Baths, then homework, please!”




    “Ohh!” both children protested.




    Although it was the summer holidays, the school had set some homework for the children which wasn’t mandatory, but they had suggested that the parents encouraged the children to complete tasks and activities. Each child had received a list of suggestions. This was so the children didn’t fall behind in the six weeks off. Scarlett was writing a journal about her everyday activities. This included what she did on the farm and days out with family and friends; and also her two weeks holiday to her grandparents in Hebden Bridge.




    Cameron had to practice his writing and numbers and was collecting treasures to stick into his scrapbook. They had been to York for the day, and he had got leaflets, stickers and masks from the Jorvik Viking Centre and the railway museum.




    The idea was that the children could then talk about what they did in the holidays when they were back at school.




    “And then, lunch, park and cinema!”




    “Yippee!” they shouted.




    Chapter 2




    It was Sunday, a day of rest, family time, Sunday lunches, walks and drinks in the pubs.




    Reverend Thomas Mayhew stood on the steps of Sleathwaite Methodist Church and thanked his parishioners for attending his service; shaking hands with them and saying, “Goodbye.”




    “When they had all gone, he went back into the church, where it was cool and silent with a peaceful feeling. He slid into one of the pews and looked up at the altar trying to imagine it in times gone by. The church itself had been there since Saxon times.




    He was always fascinated by the beauty of the church and its artefacts. The morning sun shone strongly through the stained-glass windows, making everything look like gold. The gold font seemed to glow as if on fire. There was a rainbow spectrum shining across from the stained-glass windows. He thought it such an awesome sight that he took out his phone to take some photographs of it. At home he had a digital camera with a telephoto lens and liked to dabble in taking pictures. He often took his camera when out on walks to get some good pictures. He had uploaded a lot of his work onto the internet and had had quite a lot of interest in them on Twitter. He had even sold a few prints in the local art shop.




    He often liked to sit for a few minutes with his own thoughts and give himself time for reflection.




    After leaving school, he had become involved in youth work and found that he loved to help people. For some time, he worked as a counsellor and people would tell him their problems. As he had always attended church and choir, he felt he must follow his faith and joined the church as a minister. He had also done missionary work in African villages. In Nairobi when he was helping at a village hospital he became reacquainted with Emily. She was doing voluntary work for UNICEF and gaining some useful and valuable experience.




    After meeting Emily, the couple settled down and got married and she gave birth to twin boys. She was a district nurse, a Band 6 Junior Sister and worked with Rachael.




    They had both met at university and worked at Newcastle Infirmary. Only Emily had worked on a children’s’ cancer ward. They now worked together out in the community.




    It was a short walk home from the church as he lived practically next door to it. Their cottage was owned by the church and was made from stone and slate from the local slate mine, as a lot of the houses in the village were. From their back garden they had a beautiful view of open countryside across the Tyne Valley.




    Tom was a tall gentle person; he loved his family very much and treated his parishioners with the upmost respect. He was well liked in the village and an upstanding member of the community. He often joined in on community events, especially with the rugby club, where he played himself, the school, the community centre and local pub fun nights for charities.




    He entered the hallway; he could smell the lamb cooking in the oven, and it smelled delicious. Emily his wife was an extremely good cook and had won awards for cooking competitions. He walked past the kitchen and found her in the dining room laying the table.




    She turned around as he came into the room.




    “Hello Tom, how was church? Do you want a cup of tea?”




    “Hello Ems!” he beamed at the sight of her. He had known her nearly all his life. They had grown up together here in Sleathwaite. They had played as children as they lived next door to each other. They had gone to the same schools and been together in some classes throughout school. They had been childhood sweethearts since the age of twelve.




    “Church was good, the service went well, and a cup of tea would go down a treat. Have I walked into the wrong house, everything is spotless and tidy. Are we expecting guests?”




    “No, I just thought it would be nice to have our meal in here as a family. It is pleasant looking out at the garden, rather than looking at dirty dishes in the kitchen.”




    “So, it is. Have the boys helped?”




    “No, but they promised to do the dishes.”




    “What in the dishwasher?”




    “Whatever; as long as they clean up and put the clean dishes away, it’s all right by me.”




    “Okay sweetheart, you work too hard. We could have had Sunday lunch at the Hadrian.”




    “That costs money, but you can take me for a drink later when the boys are at rugby? It’s a nice day and we could sit in the garden there.”




    “All right, we’ll have lunch and then we can all take Charlie for a walk along the river. The boys can bring their bikes and then they can cycle up to rugby and we’ll go to the pub.”




    Charlie their Cocker Spaniel barked at the sound of his name.




    “Sounds like a plan, even Charlie agrees.”




    Just then, they heard cheering from the living room, John was walking around with his football shirt over his head. They were playing the football game FIFA on the Xbox. John’s team Manchester United had won by three nil to Newcastle.




    “Glory! Glory! Man United, Glory! Glory! Man United, and the fans go marching in, in, in!” he chanted. “I slaughtered you!” he continued.




    “We’ll see about that after a replay, and I am going to buy some new players!” shouted Jamie.




    “Hello boys! A lot of excitement going on in here.”




    “I won Dad!”




    “So, I hear. Well, done.”




    Emily shouted. “Lunch is ready!”




    They all piled into the dining room.




    “Oh, wine as well, we are pushing the boat out.”




    “I just want us to relax this afternoon for once.”




    “Can we have some?” asked Jamie.




    “Certainly not. You’re too young,” said Emily.




    “Yes, you want to get the ball in a straight line if you get a try,” said Tom.




    “There is only a week of the holidays left now and then you two will be starting school at the Academy. You might not be in the same classes like before.”




    “I’m sure they’ll be fine Emily; they’ll learn to adapt.”




    “Yes, we’ll learn to adapt Mother,” said John mimicking his dad’s voice. “Don’t worry, I will look out for little brother!”




    “Shut up!” said Jamie.




    John was three minutes older than Jamie and he milked it all he could.




    “Mam, can I have new football boots and trainers? I want some like Messi’s.” asked Jamie.




    “Well, we have to go into town or Metro Centre for new things for school. Anyway, you’ll both have the same amount spent on you, so it depends on how much they are.”




    “I want some blue adidas ones,” said John.




    “Well, we will see what we can afford,” said Tom.




    They finished their main course of roast lamb, potatoes, parsnips, carrots, butternut squash, Yorkshire pudding and minted gravy.




    “Right boys; can you clear up and then we’ll take Charlie for a walk,” said Tom.




    “Hang on! Hold your horses. I’ve made Apple Crumble,” said Emily.




    “Ooh Crimble Crumble!” said John doing high fives with his brother.




    “I hope you two are going to be able to move after this delicious feast. I am ready for a sleep!” remarked Tom, feeling his tummy.




    “What! They’re growing boys and we are all going out – sleep later, okay!”




    “Woo!” said Jamie. “You going to be lucky tonight Dad?”




    Tom blushed and squeezed Emily’s hand and gave her a kiss.




    “Err! Jamie it’s Dad you’re talking to. Do you want us to leave you alone?” asked John jokingly.




    “There is nothing wrong with showing affection as you’ll find out as you grow older,” said Emily, hugging Tom.




    “I am not getting married,” announced Jamie. “Girls are yuk!”




    “Thank you, Jamie,” said Emily.




    “Apart from you Mam.”




    “Oh, that’s all right then.”




    The boys cleared away the dishes and put them in the dishwasher and Emily and Tom went and read the Sunday papers. After half an hour or so they were ready to go for their walk.




    “Charlie, walkies!” shouted Emily.




    Charlie came bounding towards her. He was still a puppy at six months old. She clipped the lead to his collar.




    The boys got their bikes out of the garage and already had their rugby kits on.




    It was a beautiful day and they walked along to Corbridge by the river. Everyone was friendly here and even strangers said, “Hello.” Northumberland was considered a tourist attraction and they often had holidaymakers staying in the village and surrounding areas.




    The boys went ahead on their bikes; Charlie chasing after them along the river side.




    Emily watched her boys. How tall they seemed to have grown in the holidays but compared to their classmates they were still smaller than they were. John had grown an inch and Jamie half an inch. They may seem bigger now but once they start at their new school, they would be the smallest again and the youngest.




    “You look thoughtful?” said Tom. “Are you okay?”




    “Yes, I was just thinking of the boys and their new school.”




    “Look Ems, they’ll be fine. You have to let them go and give them space to grow.”




    “I know, but to me they are still my babies.”




    “Of course, they know you love them.”




    “Even when I am shouting at them to do their homework or chores or to stop fighting?”




    “Even then,” said Tom.




    They had reached the bridge and Tom bought them all an ice cream. They sat at the riverside, eating them, while the boys went off to explore for a short while. It was blissful in the late afternoon sun.




    Time was getting on and they needed to get the boys to rugby, so they turned around and walked back.




    When they reached the village, the boys cycled up the road to the rugby club and Tom and Emily walked along to the pub.




    The Hadrian was quiet and peaceful on this late Sunday afternoon. The gardens outside were so inviting and relaxing. The flowers were out in full bloom. Emily found a table under a parasol in partial shade and sat down with Charlie at her side.




    “Right Em, what would you like to drink.”




    “Erm, I don’t know, something cold and refreshing after that walk. I will have a pint of cider please.”




    “Okay, coming up.”




    Tom entered the pub which was cool and quiet apart from a few people from the village. He nodded to a few and said, “Hello,” to some of his parishioners.




    The public house was an old Tudor style building with beamed ceilings, heavy oaked doors and woodburning stoves, which weren’t used in hot weather.




    The pub had a new landlord and landlady called Matthew and Caitlin Turner, a husband and wife team. They had only been there just over a month.




    Matthew was drying some glasses he had just removed from the dishwasher.




    “Afternoon Reverend,” said Matthew. “What can I get you on this fine afternoon?”




    “Hello Matt! Can I have a pint of cider and one of your special ales?”




    “Yes of course we have golden plover by Allendale breweries, would you like to try a tasting?”




    “No, actually it’s okay, I already have, I’ll have a glass of that please. It’s quiet in here.”




    “Yes, I have just got rid of the lunchtime rush. It will soon start getting busy up towards teatime.”




    “You are doing well then?”




    “Yes, it doesn’t seem to have made a difference that we have taken over here. It is still just as busy.”




    “The Hadrian has always been busy and the village folk always welcome new people.”




    “The last owners had charity nights; do you think you would be interested? We had a committee, and everyone put ideas forward,” said Tom.




    “Well, we are still finding our feet, but we welcome ideas and as it is a community pub, why not.”




    “Good, maybe we could all get together later in the month?” asked Tom. “I was chairman of the committee, but we can put it to the vote.”




    “Yes okay, I’ll supply the drinks and nibbles.”




    “Tara.”




    “Bye Tom, always a pleasure.”




    Tom turned and was about to go out when he spotted James and Rachael at one of the tables. They waved, and he walked towards them.




    “Hello, you two,” said Tom, genuinely pleased to see them both. He had known James since infant school and the four of them had been friends for a long time.




    “Hi!” they both chorused in unison.




    “Do you want to sit down?” asked Rachael.




    “No, Emily is outside with Charlie, but you two are welcome to join us.”




    “All right,” said James. And they both stood up and followed Tom out of the pub into the bright sunlight.




    “Hello Emily,” called Rachael.




    “Hi Ems,” said James.




    “This is a nice surprise. Where are the boys?”




    “Oh, they are at rugby,” said Tom. “They really enjoy it, but they are starting to like Footy as well.”




    “How are the children?” asked Emily. “Where are they?”




    “Oh, they’re fine,” Rachael replied. “James’s mam and dad have got them for an hour. We decided to pop out for a bit of peace and quiet. I wouldn’t be without them, but it is nice just to have some time to ourselves, even if it is just for an hour.”




    “I know what you mean. Not long till school now?”




    “No, we went and got the uniform and other things the kids needed the other week; it is so expensive!”




    “Yes, it is. We are going this week, of course Jamie wants the latest football boots, like Messi’s. We’ll see.”




    “So, how are the boys getting along with their rugby?” asked James.




    “Oh, they’re doing fine; learning contact now. They’ve scored a few tries.”




    “Have you thought about Cameron starting? He is at the right age.”




    “Well, they are going to be doing tag rugby when he starts back in year one. I have been teaching him to throw and catch with an ordinary ball, but he finds it difficult. The ball is big enough; it could be his eyesight.”




    Rachael looked up. “I am not sure I want my baby playing that rough sport. He might get hurt!”




    Tom saw how worried she looked. “You sound like Emily. At that age it is all about playing games with them and them learning to be part of a team.”




    James said, “You can’t wrap him up in cotton wool, Love. It might be good for him.”




    “That’s just because you two play. That’s why you’re saying that,” said Rachael. “But it would be good for his ball skills. I x “Lt’s see how he gets on at school first and then we’ll talk about it.”




    “By the way, the boys are playing at Hebden Bridge the weekend after next, Hebden Harlequin juniors. Be good to see,” said Tom.




    “Yes, well isn’t that the same weekend us adults are playing at Hebden?”




    “Oh yes. I had forgotten about that.”




    “We are going down to see Rachael’s Mam and Dad anyway then perhaps we could all meet up after the games and go out for a meal?”




    “Yeah, good idea,” said Tom. “Sleathwaite Warriors are going to win though! Although it isn’t all about winning. I of all people should remember that.”




    “I’ll remind you of that if we lose,” said James grinning.




    The four sat deep in conversation for the next hour or so and then decided it was time to go and meet their children. Charlie had fallen asleep and was now glad it was time to go.




    Chapter 3




    Matthew locked the doors after the last few stragglers and was glad to be able to get cleared up and ready for the next morning. He was tired and ready for his bed.




    Caitlin was collecting glasses and cleaning the tables; and Matt started to cash up. They were a good team and had worked well together both professionally and personally. They had been married for five years now but had been together for eight years.




    Caitlin was thirty and Matthew was thirty-two. They had no children yet but now that they had found a nice village to live in with a nice house attached, they certainly wouldn’t rule it out. When they had first came to Sleathwaite, they had decided that they wanted to move to a village that was well established with good schools for their future offspring.




    They were both originally from Newcastle and had met in the licensing trade, working in a bar in Newcastle city centre. They had enjoyed the hustle and bustle of city life when they were younger. They became tenants of a public house just outside Newcastle in Throckley, but decided that they craved a more rural country life. Caitlin always knew that city life wasn’t really her, especially now she wanted to settle down and have a family.




    Matthew’s grandparents lived in the Lake District and he loved to escape city life and go and visit them. They came from Newcastle originally and his parents still lived that way on the outskirts in Ponteland where Matthew had grown up. When he left school, he went to college to learn the chef trade and his dream was that one day he would open his own restaurant and public house, where he would do the cooking. He had earned his living working in different kitchens peeling vegetables, learning about preparation. He worked as a Sous chef, making sauces, and had worked in all areas of the kitchen before qualifying.




    His parents were very proud and gave him some money in a trust fund, so he could start his own culinary business. They had been to see them and had enjoyed their stay at the Hadrian very much.




    Caitlin was a university graduate; she had a passed with a BA honours in a history degree. She had specialised in the history of the Romans and their many artefacts. Her dissertation had been all about how the Romans left Italy and settled in England. Quite fitting that she lived in the Hadrian.




    This was her favourite part of England and she loved to wander round the old Roman ruins and had taken part in archaeological digs. She was fascinated to come across some treasures.




    She enjoyed working in the pub and meeting new people and wouldn’t change her life for the world, but she had always kept up with studying history and was even writing a book on life in the Industrial Revolution in the North East of England. She considered herself as a historian but knew she had to be realistic and was thankful for their family business which would pay the bills and put food on the table.




    Her parents had moved to Hexham a few years ago so she already knew the area but had not been to Sleathwaite. They didn’t realise how beautiful the village was until they had been invited to a wedding reception at Sleathwaite Hall.




    Her mam and dad were glad she was nearby and used to go to the pub for the odd Sunday lunch. It had always had good reviews and received five stars. Both sets of parents were proud when they moved in and took over.




    “Well, it’s been a busy day hasn’t it?” said Caitlin yawning.




    “Certainly, has love,” said Matthew. “But then it is the weekend and the summer holidays.”




    “No doubt we’ll get some hikers through the week or people on holiday.”




    “Yes, well I think we are on a winner with this pub, and we seem to have made the right decision. It’s a gold mine, you are happy aren’t you?”




    “Of course, I love it here silly.”




    “I know but your history career never really got off the ground because of me did it? You wanted to be a curator.”




    “Yes, but I can still work from home, like I am doing, have you forgotten where we have moved to?” “I can’t think of a better place to live than not far from the Roman Wall”. “And I can still take part in organised digs”.




    “I just wanted to make sure, because you gave up a lot for me.”




    “And look what I have gained a lovely place to live, a thriving business and a gorgeous husband.”




    “Well, I can’t argue with that.”




    “Plus, I wouldn’t want to bring up our babies anywhere else.”




    “Well, we should get some practice in then!”




    “Ooh! Up those stairs landlord,” she said tapping him on the bottom.




    They had finished their chores and were on their way to bed, Caitlin was tired and ready for some rest. She turned off the light and thought about her day.




    She closed her eyes and seemed to be in the middle of a Roman army camp.




    The ground felt muddy, and she looked down at herself, she was wearing a Roman dress and had bare feet and strapped sandals on. The camp was full of hustle and bustle, and she had her basket and was going out to collect ingredients off the land for the evening meal.




    All around her men seemed to be building parts of the camp and it got bigger every day. The baths had just been built but a servant like her wouldn’t get the chance to use them.




    She worked in the kitchen and cooked on an open fire with a metal mesh over it. The walls were made of wattle and daub, made with sticks and mud to cover it. The floor was muddy with oil coverings on it.




    Caitlin was now in a deep sleep dreaming about ancient times and Matthew was so tired that he fell fast asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. The country air seemed to have that effect on them.




    The next morning Matthew went into the bar and started on his chores. They had just had breakfast and Caitlin was doing the washing up.




    He suddenly felt as if someone was standing behind him, he thought he could sense breathing on his neck. The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end.




    ‘Must have had too much whisky last night’, he thought thinking it was his imagination. But then he noticed one of the chairs had been placed in front of the fire. Almost as if someone had been warming their feet. It wasn’t there last night he had checked everything and made sure everything was locked up. How could someone have got in? He went and checked the cellar door and noticed the lock was loose. He put it on his to-do list to get it fixed today.




    Caitlin appeared and started putting out beer mats on the tables, and bar, getting out clean tea towels and setting up the tills. She then made a list of items she needed from the cellar.




    “Matthew! Give me a hand with these bottles would you.”




    She had called up from the cellar. Matthew appeared at the top of the stairs.




    “Right, what do we need?” he asked.




    “The list is here; look I’ve already got some stock together. I’ll take these boxes of crisps up.”




    “I’ll bring these bottles then.”




    They walked up and down the stairs taking stock up to the bar. Caitlin went back down she had seen some boxes in the corner of the cellar and thought they needed clearing away. They had dumped some boxes in there when they had moved, and they were probably left over.




    As she bent down, she looked into the cardboard boxes and realised they were not their things. They were too old to belong to the last tenants they must have just disregarded them as old junk and not got rid of them.




    She put her hand into the boxes and found old fashioned toys, there was a wooden plane and wooden train set, an old rag doll and teddy and an old-fashioned spinning top along with story books and games. They were quite dusty.




    The other box had old papers in them. She pulled a handful out and on top was an old booklet with a drawing of a house which looked strangely familiar. It had the writing on the cover, and it read Sleathwaite Orphanage, established 1912.




    Chapter 4




    She couldn’t believe her eyes. It was the same address as the pub! It had information about how the orphanage worked and adoption processes.




    Underneath was a black hardbacked book and it had names of children who had lived there. Admissions and discharges. There was also another book underneath that had children’s names, dates, crimes and punishments. The pages in these books were yellow with age.




    One boys name was mentioned regularly, Jakob Schmidt, sounded German. He was five years old, and his punishment was the cane for stealing chocolate.




    Caitlin was fascinated by all the books and items. She got out a cloth and polished and cleaned them all up.




    “Caitlin! Caitlin!”




    Matthew was calling her. She stood up and put the items back into the boxes and carried the ones with the books in it up the cellar stairs.




    “Matt!”




    “What have you been doing down there; I need to do some prep in the kitchen ready for Ian when he comes in.”




    Ian was also a chef and did a lot of the cooking but Matthew still prepped and cooked dishes every day as well, depending on how many bar staff they had.




    “Can you finish the bottling up?”




    “Yes, erm.”




    “What have you got there?”




    “I found them in the cellar, I thought the boxes belonged to us.”




    “What there’s more?”




    “Yes, here Matt, look at this picture,” she said, showing him the book.




    “What, looks like an old house, which must have been here in the village.”




    “It is this place! Look closely.”




    “Blimey!”




    “It was an orphanage! Look at these books, information, admissions, discharges and punishments. There is a box of old-fashioned toys, games and books as well.”




    “Really? Right well put them away, we need to get on for now.”




    “Okay.”




    “I need to put a new lock on that cellar door, it’s loose,” said Matthew.




    “Right, we had better get on then,” said Caitlin, putting the books to one side and resuming her duties. She put it to the back of her mind, but she was going to look into this discovery.




    They had a busy day serving walkers, holidaymakers and locals’ refreshments.




    It was now 11:30 at night and they were tucked up in bed. Caitlin was looking at some of the books.




    “I am really interested in this Matt. I can’t wait to find out about it!”




    “You and your history,” muttered Matt sleepily.




    “Aren’t you interested?”




    “What? Well yes but it is very late.”




    “This orphanage was here in our new home,” said Caitlin incredulously. “I am going to our local library and see what I can find out, there may be some local records on it, or I could go to the City library in town.”




    “All right but just be careful.”




    “Why? They were meant to be found by us.”




    “Well, you hear of people discovering things and strange things happen.”




    “What, like ghosts!”




    “Well, you never know. Woo! “Wooo!” said Matthew. “It all started with the box of things and then whoosh out popped the ghost! Aargh!, Aargh,” said Matthew pulling at the duvet and lunging at her.




    “Aargh!” screamed Caitlin laughing.




    “Now can we please go to sleep?”




    “Yes!”




    They were just settling down when Caitlin felt a tugging on the duvet.




    “Matthew! That isn’t funny.”




    “What? I didn’t do anything.”




    “You pulled the duvet from me.”




    “No, I didn’t.”




    “Strange.”




    “It’s your imagination working overtime.”




    But Caitlin did feel something. She was going off to sleep again when she thought she heard the pitter patter of footsteps. It could have been just night noises. It was a very old building, and she was still adjusting to sleeping there. They hadn’t been here very long. She tried to put it to the back of her mind but ended up having a very restless night.




    Next morning when Matthew woke up, she was sound asleep, and he thought he would let her have another hours rest before waking her. It was quite late when he eventually drifted off and he still felt quite tired himself.




    He pushed his feet into his slippers and pulled on his dressing gown. He saw the books Caitlin had found and had a look. It really was a miraculous find but he felt there was something amiss here. He had felt breathing on his neck yesterday, the chair had been moved and the cellar door was open when he knew he had shut it.




    Before he made breakfast, he thought he would check on the bar downstairs. He entered the lounge and noticed that a glass had been left on the bar top, which hadn’t been there last night. Strange because he thought he heard glasses clinking through the night.




    He went behind the bar and saw that the cellar door was open wide, he had definitely closed and locked it. He felt for the light switch, but the light wouldn’t turn on.




    “Damn it, bulb’s gone.”




    He fetched a torch and turned it on and went into the cellar to see if they had left some bulbs there. He noticed the box of toys Caitlin had been looking at.




    He could see how she would be interested in this, but he hadn’t yet told her about his own experiences.




    When he had been putting things away in the attic, he had found some old looking bunkbeds stacked up on top of each other. He would have to talk to her today, it was only fair. At the same time, he didn’t want to scare her. It was an old building he told himself and they just had to get used to it.




    Even if there were such things as ghosts, they couldn’t harm you, could they? Matthew still remained sceptical about this sort of thing.




    He got a bulb and replaced the old one. He went upstairs and started making some breakfast for himself. He would heat a croissant up and take a cup of tea to Caitlin in half an hour or so.




    The pub was quite busy the next few days it was the last week of the six weeks holidays and things would be a little quieter but from what the locals had told them the pub always did well, even when it was not peak season.




    The unusual occurrences had settled down and it being Friday it was Caitlin’s day off, and she was all fired up to do some research on their pub which used to be an orphanage.




    Matthew had some spare time and thought this was as good a time as any to have a talk about their discoveries and what they each thought about it.




    Caitlin was upstairs putting a notebook, pens and laptop into her backpack.




    She seemed quite upbeat and eager to do some research.




    Matthew appeared in the doorway.




    “Oh Matt, there you are. You’ve remembered I am going to the library?”




    “Are you really, I didn’t know,” he said mockingly.




    She hit him playfully with a cushion off the settee.




    “I know, it’s all you have talked about for the last few days, but if I can get a word in edgeways, there is something I have been meaning to talk to you about. It has been so busy lately we haven’t had a chance to catch our breath.”




    “Yes, I know what you mean, it has been mad recently. Just the other …”




    “Okay, let me speak please, this could be important.”




    “Yes, what has happened?”




    “Well, you know how you have found the box of toys and books about the Orphanage?”




    “Yes.”




    “Well, I have made a discovery of my own and had a few unusual occurrences.




    “Like what? I’m getting worried now.”




    “The last thing I want to do is frighten you but when I was in the bar earlier in the week I felt breathing on the back of my neck, it was early in the morning before we opened. A chair had been moved and a glass was left on the bar even though we had cleared up the night before. Two mornings in a row the cellar door was open even though I had shut it, and the bulb had fused even though I knew I had replaced it not so long ago. I put a new lock on the cellar door and things seem to have settled down.”




    “Oh God! The other night when I accused you of pulling the duvet, I heard footsteps on the landing. I thought it was my imagination.”




    “Look this all can’t be down to our imaginations, maybe there is some unrest here.”




    “Well, what can we do about it?”




    “I don’t know, I think we should just carry on here. I mean nothing bad can happen really can it. It is just an old building, and we are still adjusting but there is something else that you may wish to see before you do your research?”




    “Well, I am happy here and I don’t want us moving out because of this. I think we should just stick with it, but what do you want me to see?”




    “You know when we moved in about a month ago and we put some boxes in the attic?”




    “Yes.”




    “Well, I found some old metal bunkbeds folded down under some old grey blankets.”




    Caitlin’s eyes widened. “Can I go and look? I haven’t even been up there yet. Why didn’t you say something?”




    “I didn’t make the connection until you found those boxes. Let’s go up there.”




    Matthew and Caitlin made their way up the attic steps and went in. It was cold and a little dark, apart from some light coming through the sky light. Matthew turned on the light and walked over to the bunkbeds, pulling back the blanket.




    “Wow, they look old but still intact, obviously being metal they would not wear with age. I wonder what else there is?”




    They had a quick look around but couldn’t find anything of great significance apart from an old school cap, an exercise book and a metal hula hoop with a metal stick.




    “These must be very old; I have seen these in museums,” said Caitlin.




    Chapter 5




    It was quiet in the library when Caitlin arrived. She had decided to start her mission on finding out about the children’s orphanage at Hexham library.




    The library was an old, listed building dating back to the early nineteenth century. It was built in stone and its interior had beautiful wood panelling with paintings by local artists. Some sections had more traditional style paintings and others had contemporary designs.




    Caitlin sat down at a computer next to a painting of Hexham Abbey on the wall.




    Normally when she went it was quite busy with students and school children.




    She logged onto her library account which had links to various menus of the library’s website. There were two she could start with which were the archives and local history. She clicked on the link for archives and entered the name Sleathwaite Orphanage. A list of former businesses came up under different dates.




    She scrolled down the page and scanned the list. She noticed next to the search button there was a section where she could put in dates. She entered 1912. Another list appeared. She looked down the A-Z of past local businesses found S and there, lo and behold, was Sleathwaite Orphanage. She clicked on the link. She had an adrenalin rush and felt excited about what she could find out. This was the historian in her and she loved to find out about past events and compare them to how things happened today.




    The page began to load, up popped pdf files of the old orphanage. She rubbed her hands together excitedly. The list of pdf files was:




    Sleathwaite Orphanage established 1912.




    The Sleathwaite Orphanage Handbook.




    Sleathwaite Orphanage Admissions Process.




    Sleathwaite Orphanage Adoption Process.




    Sleathwaite Orphanage Prospectus




    Sleathwaite close of business 1948.




    She set about going through each of the files; writing down information in the A4 paper pad. The first file showed all the architectural designs and plans for the building, and legal documents from the local parish council.




    She opened the next file and it had been opened on 14 April 1912 by a married couple called Thomas and Emmeline Mayhew.




    ‘My goodness me.’ she said under her breath thinking of their local vicar Tom Mayhew. “I wonder if they are related.”




    Using her mobile phone, she took a photograph of the pdf file to show Tom when she next saw him. She finished making notes and going through the files.




    ‘Right, I am going to find if there are any actual books and documents to look at.’




    She walked around to the archives section of the library with her list of pdf files. The shelves were all labelled by subjects and filed alphabetically. Each shelf had codes on the books. She looked at her list she had printed and there was a code next to the file Sleathwaite Orphanage 1912. She scanned the shelves for the code and found the actual book which had been written about the history of the building. She excitedly opened it and there was an old photograph of her pub in its former glory! It looked much the same, only the building looked newer, even though it had been updated with a conservatory on the back, which led out to their gardens.




    The next page showed the photograph of all the staff and children. The couple who ran the orphanage looked stern and the children looked almost scared.




    ‘I wonder if I can take this book out,’ she thought. She looked at the side of the book and it said for reference only. She took it back to the table and read it.




    She walked up to the lady standing behind the desk she was checking through books.




    She looked up when Caitlin approached her.




    “Hi can I help?”




    “Yes please, I am interested in local history and wish to find out about a past business called Sleathwaite Orphanage established 1912.”




    “Right.”




    “I found this reference book and wondered if you had any books I could lend?”




    “You may find some books on Sleathwaite Village in our local history section.”




    “Okay thanks.”




    “Are you writing an essay?”




    “Not exactly, I am a historian though, but I have just had the most amazing find.”




    “Do you want to tell me? You look like you are about to burst with excitement.”




    “We moved into the ‘Hadrian Pub’ at Sleathwaite about six weeks ago and I was clearing out the cellar when I found this old box containing old fashioned toys. I then found another box with books about Sleathwaite Orphanage, and when I looked at the photograph it was of our pub in its former days.”




    “Really!”




    “Yes, I came here and found pdf files stored on the library’s archives and the first one was a file based on this book. The orphanage was established in 1912 by a Thomas and Emmeline Mayhew.”




    “Flippin heck!” she gasped.




    “There is another curious find though I think the people that ran the orphanage could be related to our local vicar. He has lived in Sleathwaite all of his life and his name is Thomas Mayhew and even stranger his wife is called Emily.”




    “Well, I never!”




    “So, obviously I am interested to find out about these people and their relationship to Tom the vicar.”




    “Right,” she said recovering from the shock. “That’s amazing!”




    “Isn’t it …”




    “My name is Lauren by the way, we do have some local books over here in our local history section,” she said leading the way. “As for information on those actual people you may have to go to the City Library in Newcastle. They have a larger archive section than us and an ancestry section on local pioneers.”




    “Thank you.”




    “Of course, you could just ask your friend if they have a family tree?”




    “Yes, I was going to mention it to them anyway.”




    “Well done with your find. You know it is quite amazing what you have uncovered. The BBC might be interested in your story once you find out about the link between the founders and your local vicar’s family.”




    “Really, do you think I could contact them?”




    “Why not? It will be good publicity for your pub and the village. I think a lot of people would be interested.”




    “Do you know, yes you’re right why not, but I have more research to do first.”




    “We do have some information on the history of the pub from 1952 that the solicitors sent, but nothing this far back.”




    Caitlin suddenly remembered about the strange occurrences that had happened and went on to tell her about what they had found in the attic and the strange activity about the place.




    Lauren couldn’t believe her ears. “Look I hope you don’t think I am being pushy, but if you need any help with all of this, I would be glad to offer my services. I too have an interest in local history.”




    “No, not at all and yes if you’re interested we could do some work together.”




    They exchanged telephone numbers and email addresses and Caitlin said she would be in touch.




    “Good luck with it,” said Lauren. “And I will help where I can, okay?”




    “Yeah, cheers and thanks.”




    Caitlin had a quick look at the local history section and borrowed a book about Sleathwaite Village. She didn’t have time to look at it. The time had passed so quickly.




    She walked out of the library feeling triumphant at her discoveries and even more so that she seemed to have made a friend. Working in the pub she didn’t have much time for socialising herself even though she saw regulars most days; but she hadn’t had time to make many friends in the village in the short time they had been there.




    Chapter 6




    It was Monday morning. The summer holidays had ended, and it was the first day of term. The family were in the kitchen having breakfast.




    Rachael Macalister felt harassed to death as she was trying to get the children organised for school. She had to do the drop off and then go to work and go back to school for pick up. They were in after school club, so they would be ready an hour or so later, when she got finished with her shift. Scarlett sat quietly eating her cereal.




    Rachael looked at her daughter. “You okay love?”




    “Yes.”




    “You’re quiet, you nervous?”




    “No, I am fine, anyway it’s hard to have a conversation with noisy over there.”




    Cameron had finished his cereal and had grown restless. He started running around the kitchen fiddling with electrical things. His eyes settled on the stereo, and he shouted.




    “Moosic! Moosic!”




    He pressed play and a CD started playing. It was Queen and Freddie Mercury’s voice came out of the speakers singing ‘We are the champions’. Cameron turned up the volume full blast.




    Rachael went over to him. “No, Cam not now, we have to get to school,” she said turning it down.




    “Moosic! Moosic, I want Moosic!” shouted Cameron.




    “It’s too loud, I am turning it off!”




    “NO!”




    “Yes! Now get your book bag and you can put your lunch in it.”




    “Ahh!”




    “For god’s sake! Scarlett have you got your book bag?”




    “Yes Mum.” Scarlett got up from the chair and got her lunch.




    Cameron came back into the kitchen, trailing his book bag behind him on the floor. It was open, and the contents were falling out.




    “Cameron pick it up, look everything is coming out. Give it here,” said Rachael trying to be patient with him. “Go and get your shoes on please.”




    He went into the hall and put on his new school shoes; they were strap shoes from Clarks. When Rachael went through to the hallway Cameron was sitting on the stairs with his shoes on the wrong feet again.




    “Well done for putting them on. Here let me help you. Right, you ready Scarlett?”




    “Ready.”




    Cameron reached for his beloved headphones.




    “No Cam not for school.”




    “But I want them.”




    “School rules Cam,” said Scarlett.




    “Oh, I haven’t got ttime or t’energy to argue with you, come on in ter car you two, I have to get to work.”




    They got in the car and Scarlett helped Cameron with his seatbelt.




    ***




    Across the village at the Vicarage, Emily was getting the twins organised.




    “Right, you two, have you got everything you need?”




    “Yes Mam,” said John.




    “I haven’t got my dinner money,” said Jamie.




    “I left it there on the bookcase, I did tell you.”




    “Oh right, sorry.”




    “You both look very smart and grown up in your ties and blazers. I want to get a photograph of you both?”




    “Oh! do we have to!” said John.




    “Yes, please come on, it will only take a minute.”




    “All right then,” they chorused.




    “I am walking your way to work do you want me to walk with you?”




    “No Mam. It would be embarrassing. We are eleven now, we’re not babies,” said Jamie.




    “Okay, see you later, have a good day!”




    “Bye!” They shouted, running down the path.




    ***




    They arrived at the school. Rachael parked the car in the car park.




    “See you later Mum,” said Scarlett.




    “Okay sweetheart, have a nice day.”




    “Bye.”




    Rachael turned to Cameron. “Right, come on trouble,” she said smiling, holding his hand while they walked through the carpark.




    “Mammy can we go to Macdonald’s after school?”




    “It depends what time I get finished at work. Remember, you are at after school club.”




    “Yeah!”




    They entered the yard, time was getting on and the children were starting to line up, ready to go into class. Rachael found his line and they stood at the end.




    “Cameron you’ll have to give me those headphones.”




    “NO!” said Cameron holding onto them. He looked up at her tearfully.




    “Cammy you aren’t meant to have them in school,” she said gently.




    The teacher saw them and came up and said, “Hello, I am Miss Haslem,” she said, shaking Rachael’s hand.




    “Hi, I am just trying to explain ter Cameron that he isn’t allowed his headphones in school.”




    “Oh, it’s okay, it’s his first day back. Listen Cameron we can put them in my special box that I keep for children’s favourite things.”




    She turned to Rachael. “I’ll keep them safe when he is distracted.”




    The other children were going in with a teaching assistant and they were the only ones left in the playground.




    “Right come on Cameron,” said the teacher. “Say bye to Mummy.”




    Cameron grabbed a hold of Rachael’s legs and wouldn’t move.




    “Ohh, come on Cammy you’ll be fine,” said Rachael soothingly.




    “Cameron we are doing some special activities today, do you want to come with me and see? I will show you where your peg is to hang your coat. It has a special picture above the hook, and you are going to sit next to your friend Bill.”




    “Bill! Yes. Bye Mam!” he said still looking tearful.




    “Bye Cam.”




    The teacher held his hand. “He’ll be fine once he gets settled. Any problems and we’ll ring you.”




    The teacher led Cameron away into class.




    Emily was already in the office at the Medical Centre when Rachael walked through the door.




    “You look shattered,” said Emily cheerily, pleased to see her friend.




    “Oh, I feel exhausted,” said Rachael, making a cup of tea.




    “Sorry, do you want a brew?”




    “I have one thanks; kids get off to school okay?”




    “Yes finally. Scarlett’s no bother now she’s getting older, but Cameron can be a handful at times. He is lovely but he’s obsessed with his music and headphones, and he does struggle with things. He seems to have behavioural problems. When there’s anything he finds difficult, he puts his headphones on.”




    “Well, it is lovely that he likes music. Maybe you could encourage him to learn an instrument.”




    “Maybe when he is older. I want to try and get him to concentrate on things for more than five minutes.”




    “It will come. He is only six.”




    “Yes, but he is behind in his development.”




    “Rachael all kids are different and develop at different paces. Look at my two. In some ways they are like a carbon copy of each other and in other ways they struggle with certain things.”




    “Sorry. I never asked how they were this morning at their new school.”




    “They were fine, as cool as cucumbers and looking forward to their days.”




    “Good.”




    “Are you okay you still seem a bit preoccupied?”




    “I think Cam is autistic,” she said worriedly.




    “Ahh Rachael, try not to worry.”




    “Well, I think he has a communication disorder.”




    “Look if you’re really worried talk to the school about it, they will refer him to Psych-Ed if they think something is wrong, or talk to one of the doctors here.”




    “I will give him time to settle into school, they have a parents evening in a few weeks’ time just about how they have settled in, I can discuss it then.”




    “Have you mentioned this to James about how he could be on the Spectrum?”




    “No, I have only started to think it these last few days. We both know he struggles at some tasks, and we try to encourage him to be independent.”




    “Well, that’s good isn’t it? But you need to talk to James about your fears. It may not be autism at all.”




    “Well, I really hope not. He is our beautiful boy and I hate to think of him being faulted”.




    “Rachael, on the surface he seems a contented little boy who is as bright as a button. He seems to bring you a lot of joy.”




    “Oh, he does, he really does. Thanks Emily. We had better get on with our rounds.”




    “Yes, come on,” said Emily, standing up. “You know you can talk to me about things whenever you like. Don’t bottle them up.”




    “I know thanks, it can be hard though.”




    “I know, when my two were babies it was double trouble when they were both hungry at the same time, but I got through it. They’ve had some problems, but we got through it, and you will with Cameron.”




    “Thanks.”




    “Stop saying thanks.”




    “Thanks.” They both laughed.




    It was a beautiful September day and Rachael had opened the sunroof of the car as they drove along the road. It was quite warm, and they were enjoying the autumn breeze.




    The sunshine just made the local countryside even more stunning. They were driving along to Corbridge to see their first patient. The River Tyne looked idyllic in the sunlight as they drove over the bridge into the village.




    They were seeing an elderly lady called Mrs Taylor.




    Rachael pulled into the side of the road and parked the car. They both climbed out and Emily got their medical bags out of the boot while Rachael locked up the car.




    They walked up the drive to the couple’s bungalow and rang the doorbell.




    Having recently had a fall in their street and broken her hip, she had sustained some injuries to her legs from her fall. She was obviously becoming more dependent on her husband. She didn’t like to sit still and take it easy, so she was finding it frustrating not being able to do things for herself.




    Her husband Bob was also in his late eighties, and he had heart failure and other serious health conditions. He was in the kitchen washing the breakfast dishes when he heard the doorbell ring.




    He was slow and like Elsie was also a falls risk patient. He was slow in his mobility and took a while to answer the door.




    “Oh, good morning.”




    “Hello Mr Taylor,” said Rachael.




    “Come in, come in. Elsie is in the living room.”




    “Good morning,” said Emily. “Beautiful day.”




    “Isn’t it, here she is.”




    “Hello Elsie. How are you?” asked Rachael.




    “Oh, hello girls. I am fine. I suppose but I’m sick to death of sitting around with my feet up, but the doctors said that I have to rest.”




    “Well, you have only been out of hospital a few days, you need to give yourself time to recover,” said Emily.




    “We’ve come to change the dressings on yer legs Mrs Taylor. Is that okay?” asked Rachael.




    “Elsie, and yes of course it is pet.”




    “Is that a Yorkshire accent I detect?” asked Bob.




    “Aye it is that Yorkshire born and bred.”




    “Can I ask where you are from dear?” asked Elsie.




    “Yes, Hebden Bridge.”




    “That’s near to where the Bronte Sisters lived and quite a literary village if I am not mistaken,” said Elsie.




    “We are just being nosy you know,” said Bob.




    “That’s okay. Right Elsie these wounds seem to be healing well. We’ll give them a clean and put a fresh dressing on, okay?” said Rachael.




    Emily started to clean the wounds and Rachael got out the dressings.




    Rachael asked, “I don’t suppose anyone has been here from Occupational Health or Physiotherapy, yet have they?”




    “No, not yet love.”




    They finished and washed their hands. Emily looked around the kitchen and tidied up a bit. She went into the living room.




    “Can I get you two a cup of tea before we leave?” she asked.




    “Oh yes that would be lovely, thank you,” said Elsie.




    Rachael was filling in some forms and turned to Bill. “How are you coping?”




    “Aye, fine pet.”




    “Because we can arrange for a community health care assistant to come in to help with personal care and help in the house; and maybe to prepare some meals?”




    “Well, that would be a help wouldn’t it Else?”




    “I can get myself washed.”




    “It is just to help you with things you may find difficult at the moment. They will encourage independence and respect patient dignity,” said Rachael.




    “Well okay just till I get on my feet and feel better mind,” said Elsie.




    “Good, I’ll arrange it when I get back t’office,” said Rachael.




    Emily appeared in the doorway with a tea tray, two cups and biscuits.




    “Tea’s up!” said Emily and set the tea tray on the table.




    “Thank you,” said Bill. He looked at the tray. “Why don’t you get yourselves a cuppa?” he asked.




    “We have to be getting onto our next client,” said Emily.




    “Go on Ems, I wouldn’t mind a brew. I am parched,” said Rachael.




    “Okay then, thank you,” said Emily. And went off to make two more teas.




    They both got into Rachael’s car and drove to their next patient; a young man who had been involved in a crash on the A69 Dual carriageway. He had been riding his motor bike when a car crashed into him as he was going around the roundabout. He was knocked off his bike and ended up getting his legs trapped under the wheels of the car. The driver had been drinking and had been under the influence of drugs. He had been driving very fast.




    Now an amputee, David Thompson was now wheelchair bound. He lived in a terraced house in Hexham and Occupational Therapy had had his house adapted with equipment to help him live safely.




    Rachael and Emily had come to check on his progress and wellbeing as well as to tend to his injuries.




    “So, Mr Thompson, how are you managing?” asked Emily.




    “All right, I guess.”




    “How do you feel after your accident?” asked Rachael.




    “Some days I feel really upbeat and think I am going to beat this and move on with my life. On others I feel so angry that I have lost my legs because of some maniac. I loved my bike and now I can’t ride anymore because of that lunatic or more importantly, even walk!”




    “Well, we can help patch you up and try and make you comfortable, but maybe you could do with some counselling after such a traumatic event,” said Rachael gently patting his arm.




    “I am not really into all that, talking about my feelings.”




    “Well, you don’t have to rush into it. Think it over and talk to your partner,” said Emily.




    “I will. He does his best and tries to help, but I want to do it for myself.”




    “Has the physio been to see you yet?” asked Emily.




    “No, but they have been in touch. They are coming this week to do some exercises with me on my upper body. They have said my wounds have to heal first before they will think about prosthetics, obviously.”




    “Well at least they are making a start, but it will take time,” said Emily.




    Rachael nodded in agreement. They made him comfortable and saw to his injuries.




    “We will call back and see you soon, just to make sure that the open wound is healing all right?” said Rachael.




    “Is your partner at work today?” asked Emily.




    “Yes, he is. His boss has been really good. He goes in for a couple of hours every day and brings work home with him. I am hoping to get back myself soon, they are wheelchair accessible. That is where we met at work,” he said.




    “Well don’t rush back too soon. You have been through a big ordeal,” advised Rachael. “It could take a good few months.”




    “Yes, I realise that. It is just I am eager to get better.”




    “Just one stage at a time,” said Emily.




    They finished the rest of their rounds and went back to the office to do paperwork and make some phone calls.




    Chapter 7




    James was walking Sammy along the road down to the field where the sheep were grazing. He opened the gate and Sammy sped off into the field barking. James thought that it was unusual for him to make a fuss. He looked towards the far end of the field and saw some sheep gathered together, bleating loudly. He started running and could hear Sammy barking frantically and jumping up and down.




    Sammy saw his master and ran towards him, whining.




    “What’s up boy? Oh god!”




    There were two sheep lying on the grass, both covered in blood. He reached out to the first one which was unresponsive and felt for a pulse. He was dead. The second was breathing, but had its eyes closed, presumably unconscious. He took out his phone and phoned the police and the vet for assistance. The police said that they would inform the RSPCA.




    James took off his jacket. It was getting really warm anyway and put it on the wound of the unconscious sheep to suppress the blood. The time seemed like an eternity until help arrived.




    The police came first, followed by the vet and then the RSPCA.




    “Hello James.” It was Sergeant Jones. “I’ll just have a look around. You didn’t leave the gate open or could there be a hole in the fence or the hedge?”




    “I didn’t leave the gate open, and I don’t know of any holes. Could they have been savaged by another animal or do you think this is the work of some evil person?”




    “I don’t know. Is that a public road?”




    “No, it is private, but at the bottom it leads onto public access.”




    The vet looked up and said, “These wounds aren’t bullet wounds. Look at the edge of the wounds. That looks like it could be teeth marks.”




    The RSPCA officer said that there had recently been a few offences of dogs being let off leads near private property and damaging livestock.




    “Do you see any dog walkers around here?” he asked.




    “No.”




    “Right, well for the protection of these animals, we need to make sure that they can’t get out and that dogs can’t get in. We need to make it secure and put notices up about trespassing.”




    Sergeant Jones was having a look along the fence. He reached the bottom where the fence met the bushes and hedges. There was a gap big enough for a large dog to get through. He looked down at the ground and there were spots of blood on the earth. He shouted up to the others. James and the RSPCA officer whose name was David walked down.




    “It looks like an animal or a dog got through.”




    “I try to keep on top of maintaining the fences and hedges. I put up chicken wire, so they couldn’t get through.”




    The policeman looked at the bottom of the hedge where the hole was.




    “Look! See the chicken wire there. That has been cut. An animal couldn’t have got through unless it dug a hole and there is no hole and no signs of earth being turned over, to cover their tracks.”




    “So, it has been deliberate. How can people be so evil to treat animals like this?” said James angrily. “Not to mention how much it is going to cost me. Luckily, I have insurance against this sort of thing, but my premiums will go up.”




    The policeman and the RSPCA officer looked at each other, shaking their heads.




    “Well, we shall start making enquiries and get to the bottom of this,” said Sergeant Jones.




    “Have you seen anybody acting suspicious, hanging around?” asked David.




    “No, I don’t usually see people walking their dogs up on this road and the bottom gate onto the parallel road is always locked. I always use the farm entrance and so do visitors, like you lot have,” said James.




    They walked back up the field to see how the vet was getting on. Sammy was keeping watch, supervising him.




    “How are you getting on. How is he?” asked James.




    The vet looked up.




    “I have cleaned up the wound and put in some stitches. The wound is quite deep. I have tranquilised him but I would like to take him in for surgery so I can check the extent of the injury. I am hoping we found him in time. It is unfortunate about the other one. Unfortunately, he is long gone.”




    “Oh, well, I suppose that is the best thing for it,” said James.




    Sammy grew restless and started licking his hand.




    “Okay boy, not long now.”




    The vet brought his land rover along the road and they put both sheep on the trailer at the back. James watched them drive away, feeling sick to his stomach.




    “Right James; we’ll be in touch as soon as we have some news,” said David.




    “Rest assured whoever instigated this will be imprisoned for such cruelty, not only about your sheep but training dogs to be vicious makes my blood boil.”




    “Thanks for coming.”




    They walked up to the top road with Sammy running on ahead. After all the commotion, James decided to get some lunch before seeing to his afternoon jobs. Not that he felt especially hungry, but he needed to keep his strength up.




    ***




    As the week went on the weather was getting exceptionally warm. It was baking hot, about twenty-five degrees Celsius. It was Wednesday afternoon and Patrick was enjoying the freedom of being outside. He stretched out on the sun lounger and breathed in the fresh air. His partner Philip was inside making afternoon tea.




    They had been living there for about six weeks now and had moved next door to Tom and Emily, the reverend and his wife and boys. The garden was well secluded, could not be overlooked and had a beautiful view of the open countryside. The house next door was set further back than theirs. They had invited them round for a cup of tea when they had first moved in. They were a friendly family and had welcomed them into the area. They seemed quite accepting of their relationship and lifestyle. It was their choice after all, this being the twenty-first century.




    Philip and Patrick were both naturists and enjoyed living at home without having to wear clothes unless it was too chilly, but this weather was ideal. They always wore clothes when they had guests, especially those who didn’t practise naturism and they respected that not everyone approved of this kind of lifestyle. There were individuals who were very judgemental. It seemed almost as if they had to be ashamed of their bodies and that nudity is a sin; but as a matter of fact, a lot of tribal communities practiced naturism in their everyday lives and celebrations. The ancient Greeks didn’t wear clothing when practising sport such as Gymnastics. They called it gymnos, meaning naked or bare.




    They were both I.T consultants and wore suits to the office all week. It was nice to come home, shake off the days’ worries and be able to shed the suits and relax in the sun. They had both finished work early and were enjoying the peace and quiet of the garden.




    Patrick had never liked wearing clothes for long, right from when he was a toddler. His parents gave up trying to keep him dressed inside the house when he was little and just let him play in the paddling pool and round the house in the nude, as nature intended. As he grew older though he became more private about when he was naked in the house. He grew up to accept that not too many people approved, and he didn’t want to be known as a freak.




    When he first met Philip, it was at a naturist event; some art weekend that offered the opportunity to join British Naturism, where they became members and quickly became friends. Philip enjoyed being in the buff, so to speak, and had always been curious about naturism but had felt shy and a little reserved about it. Having got to know Patrick and seeing how free, relaxed and happy he was, he couldn’t help but fall in love with him. Neither had ever realised that they were gay until then and it just sort of happened. They had been blissfully happy since.




    Philip finished making the sandwiches and stepped outside into the sunshine. It felt refreshing feeling a slight breeze. He walked into the middle of the lawn and put the plates on the table.




    “Come on Patrick, tea is ready,” said Philip. He walked back to the kitchen for the teacups.




    Philip placed a towel on the chair and sat down.




    “There you are sleepyhead, you nodded off in the sun,” said Philip, giving him a kiss.




    They both sat down, Philip took his flip flops off and stretched his legs, the grass tickling his bare feet.




    “I hope this weather lasts,” said Patrick.




    “I was reading that we are going to have a heatwave for the next two to three weeks,” said Philip.




    “Suits me!”




    “Why so you don’t have to wear any clothes?”




    “Why else, less washing,” said Patrick, grinning.




    “The office will be scorching, and we still have to wear a tie; pity it isn’t clothes optional,” said Philip.




    “Yes, I bet we would have a lot of surprised faces if we turned up with just our Lanyards on.”




    “We wouldn’t have any pockets,” said Philip laughing. “We would have to carry bum bags!”




    They finished their tea and Patrick took in the dishes.




    He came out and got the hose out to water the plants.




    “What are you doing, just relax,” said Philip, stretching his long bare body in the sun.




    “They just need some water like us,” he said, turning the hose onto Philip and laughing.




    “I am going to get you!” Philip screamed with the shock and Patrick chased him around the garden. They were both laughing and were drenched. Good job there were no clothes to dry.




    “Let’s get in the hot tub,” said Patrick.




    “Okay, just one thing Patrick.”




    “What? ahh!”




    Philip soaked him again with the hose.




    “You little …!”




    They relaxed in the hot tub, enjoying the warm bubbly water on their skins. Patrick snuggled into Philip in the water.




    “I love you!”




    “Me too, I can’t think of anyone else I would rather be with than here in our private retreat with you.”




    “Aah bless!”said Patrick.




    They stayed in the garden until about seven p.m. and then went indoors for the rest of the evening When they went into the sitting room to watch television.




    “Come on Philip, bed now. We have to be up for work in the morning,” said Patrick, grabbing his hand.




    “Okay bossy, I was comfy,” he said, moaning.




    They went up to bed and snuggled down together, enjoying the feel of each other’s bodies between the clean Egyptian sheets. Within minutes, they were both fast asleep.




    Patrick was up early in the morning making breakfast and packed lunches for work. He had the back door open to let in some air. It was still warm, even at such an early hour. He was making soft boiled eggs when Philip came in with his hair all stuck up.




    “You should have woken me,” he said yawning.




    “You looked so peaceful.”




    Patrick served him his breakfast and sat down to his own.




    He opened his tablet to check his work emails.




    “Can’t you do that at work.”




    “Not really, good job I checked, we all have to go for a staff meeting at ten o’clock and have to reschedule any appointments with clients.”




    “Why?”




    “It says there has been a breach of conduct in security.”




    “Oh God, I wonder what that is about.”




    “I don’t know. All of my files are backed up.”




    “So are mine.”




    “We had better get some clothes on and hurry up. The traffic will start getting busy soon.”




    “I’ll drive,” said Patrick.




    They were soon suited, booted and looking smart. They both took a pride in their appearance and liked to look smart for work, even though they couldn’t wait to get out of their suits by the time they got home. They got into the car and Patrick reversed their Audi out of the drive.




    Chapter 8




    Caitlin walked along the road in the sunshine. She had arranged to meet Tom Mayhew. She had told him about her discoveries about the pub being a former orphanage and about the proprietors having the same names as himself and Emily.




    She had armed herself with all the information she had collated. Tom was amazed about the pub and said that they could have been his great grandparents or aunt and uncle. He was going to check on the family tree.




    She walked along the long drive and rang the bell. Tom answered the door. Emily was at work and the boys were at school.




    “Hello Caitlin, come in,” he said, shaking her hand.




    She told him about the librarian she had met and her idea of contacting the BBC local news and he thought it was a brilliant idea.




    “I’ll make us a brew. Do you want a cup of tea?”




    “Yes okay, thanks.”




    They settled down at the dining table and Caitlin took out her work from her backpack. She showed Tom everything and told him what she had found at the pub.




    “Could I see them next time I come?”




    “Of course, and the attic.”




    “What’s in the attic?”




    “Matt found old trestle bunk beds, a school cap, an exercise book with old fashioned cursive handwriting in it and a metal hoop with a metal pole to control it.”




    “This is amazing,” said Tom, taking out the family tree and spreading it across the table. “Right, this is the Mayhew side of the family. I have traced it back from my immediate family now. That’s us there in that box, then to my parents and then my grandparents and great grandparents and there are aunties and uncles, as well as cousins and brothers and sisters.”




    “Did your parents mention anything about your ancestors owning an orphanage in Sleathwaite?”




    “No, but they did say that my grandparents and great grandparents were educators.”




    He traced his finger along the lines of relations and saw a Thomas and Emmeline Mayhew – Thomas Mayhew born 29 May 1887 and Emmeline Parkin born 30 June 1887. Married 25 June 1910.




    Thomas Mayhew died 4 April 1970 aged 83.




    Emmeline Mayhew died 25 May 1971, aged 84.




    He traced his finger from his parents, to his grandparents to check the relationships, and worked out that Thomas and Emmeline Mayhew were in fact his great grandparents.




    “Look Caitlin, they were my great grandparents; see they are the parents of my grandparents!”




    “Well, I never! I did wonder if there could be a connection. We could check where they were located, if that is possible.”




    “I’ll put their names into Google,” he said, turning on his laptop.




    “Right, there are a number of links. I will click on this ancestry one. It mentions their names.”




    “Okay. It says, Thomas and Emmeline Mayhew were born, raised and married in Sleathwaite. They were proud educators and ran an orphanage in Sleathwaite which closed in 1948. They lived in the village until their deaths in 1970/71.”




    “Really, are there any more links for information?”




    “Yes, for a more detailed report you have to pay a small subscription to Ancestry U.K.”




    “Well, it’s worth doing,” said Caitlin, taking out her purse.




    “No, I will pay. I don’t mean to sound rude, but they are my family and I thank you for discovering it and for the work you are putting in. Right it’s £45 and I will receive the full report in 7–14 days.”




    “Can I borrow it, when it comes?”




    “Of course, what are your plans?”




    “I am going to write an article and get it published and contact the BBC, with your permission, if you are on board?”




    “Of course, we could end up being famous, and who knows where it could lead?”




    “I know it may lead nowhere or it could end up being successful, but we won’t know if we don’t try.”




    “What about your dissertation?”




    “Oh, I have nearly finished it, and besides; it’s nothing compared to this.”




    “Well, let me know if I can do anything? I am very interested.”




    “Thank you for your time and for getting involved.”




    “Not at all, thank you!”




    “So, how are the new neighbours settling in?” asked Caitlin.




    “Oh, they seem a friendly couple, quiet, and they keep themselves to themselves. They seem to have settled in well though. We invited them for tea and cake not long after they moved in, and they have had all of us round for a drink.”




    “Good, you’ll have to tell them about our pub. We are always happy to welcome new people.”




    “Of course, yes, no problem.”




    “Bye then.”




    “Bye Caitlin.”




    ***




    It was a rainy afternoon in Sleathwaite. Rachael and James had come up to the school for Scarlett and Cameron’s parents evening.




    They had already seen Scarlett’s teachers. They had received an excellent report, saying she was doing exceptionally well for her age and was well above target. They said that she was more on the level of a child who is a year older. They were both very pleased with her.




    “Well done Scarlett!” said James.




    “They say that you are doing really well. You are well above target and more on the level a child in the next year above you should be,” said Rachael smiling.




    “Thanks, I know that I have to get on with it, so I work hard. I may as well make the most of it and try to enjoy it, which I do,” said Scarlett.




    They were sitting in the book corner waiting to see Cameron’s teacher. Cameron was looking through the books.




    “I can’t find it,” he said.




    “Which book are you looking for?” asked James.




    “The Harry Potter book, ah here it is.” He pulled it out from under a pile of books and they tumbled onto the floor.




    “Cam!” said James, frustrated.




    “Read it Mammy,” said Cameron, pushing it onto Rachael’s knee.




    “Please,” said Rachael.




    “All right please,” he said as he climbed onto her knee and bumped her cheek with his head.




    “Ow!” said Rachael.




    “Sorry.”




    Miss Haslem came to get them.




    “Hello Mr and Mrs McCalister. Hello Scarlett; you have grown since I last saw you.”




    Scarlett smiled and said, “Hello.”




    “Right shall we go through.”




    They went through to the classroom and sat down at one of the tables. The teacher looked down at her notes and looked up smiling.




    “Well, Cameron’s a lovely boy isn’t he, very gentle and always cheerful.”




    They both looked at each other and smiled. The teacher showed them some work he had done. They all looked down at the pictures he had drawn.




    “However, I do have some concerns he does seem to have problems in forming his letters, his pencil control is quite shaky, and he seems to find activities difficult that involve fine motor skills. He does try hard but then gets frustrated. He seems to find it difficult to follow instructions. We don’t overload him, and we adapt activities to his needs.”




    “Yes, we’ve noticed that, and we do try to help him, but we also try to encourage him to do things for himself,” said James.




    “Good, he is very proud of you all and seems to enjoy living on the farm.”




    “Yes, he helps James with the animals,” said Rachael. “I was wondering how he gets on with the other children? We are concerned that he might have a communication disorder and could be on the Autistic Spectrum.”




    “Well, if you are concerned, I can refer him to Psych-Ed but this is more to do with his co-ordination and fine motor skills. He could have Dyspraxia and children get frustrated and have poor communication problems when they have that disability. He cannot cope with too many instructions at once, and he seems to have problems with Sequencing and Ordering. That is why he is struggling with multiplication. He does try to get on with the other children and seems to like the company of his two friends, Bill and Oliver, who have similar problems.”




    “I think we should have him referred to someone,” said Rachael looking at James worriedly.




    “I agree,” said James sadly.




    “I am a nurse why didn’t I think of Dyspraxia?” said Rachael.




    “Sometimes we don’t like to admit what could be happening to those closest to us because we want to protect them,” said Miss Haslem. “Right; well in that case I will refer him to Psych-Ed but they may also suggest that you take him to see a physiotherapist and an occupational therapist.”




    “Would that be at Hexham Community General?” asked James.




    “I think it would be at The Great Northern Children’s Hospital in Newcastle. We have had children attending there before.”




    “Well, if it is going to help him,” said Rachael.




    “Try not to worry. Has he had his eyes tested recently?”




    “No, why?”




    “Well, I think he may need glasses. I have put him at the front of the class, but I think it may make things easier for him when it comes to close up work and work we do on the white board.”




    “Yes, we’ll sort it out,” said James.




    “Now there is one more thing I would like to discuss which I think would be nice for Cameron and good for his confidence.”




    “Yes?”




    “We often have school trips to farms. It is good for numeracy and social aspects. Cameron obviously has a good upbringing living on a farm and joining in with the work there. I was wondering if I could bring his class to the farm and if you have time you could show us round and talk to the children about farming.”




    “I would be glad to,” said James. “We can do some activities.”




    “Good – thank you, I will be in touch to make arrangements and let you know how I get on with Psych-Ed. You will probably receive a letter.”




    “Thank you for your help,” said Rachael.




    “Oh, it’s a pleasure. He is a lovely boy, very attached to his headphones. We have been having music classes and he loves joining in with that. He hands out the instruments and collects them afterwards, and then he feels important.”




    James said, “Yes, we have trouble getting him to take off his headphones. I sometimes wonder if he is trying to block out situations, he finds difficult.”




    “Well, he could be, but it is good that he likes music,” said the teacher. Well goodbye. Nice to see you both and don’t worry too much. He is a trier and a pleasure to have in my class.”




    “Bye.”




    Chapter 9




    They were in car on the A1 going passed the Metro Shopping Centre. It was teaming down with rain. Cameron was getting restless.




    “I want my moosic on!”




    They were listening to the news on the car radio. He started kicking the back of the passenger seat with his feet.




    “Cam that hurts. Stop it!” said James.




    “I am trying to drive!” said Rachael. “James turn on the music please and let’s have some peace and quiet.”




    “We can’t just give in to him all the time. I am trying to listen to that.”




    “Right Cameron enough!” said Rachael. “Dad will put your music on if you promise to sit in your car seat sensibly and quietly?”




    “Okay.”




    James looked at Rachael but rather than start a row he turned off the news and turned on the music to Jungle Book.




    “I want my Queen CD.”




    “Let’s just have something quiet,” said James.




    They all sang along to the ‘Bare Necessities’ and then listened to the rest of the story. Cameron settled down with his thumb in his mouth and was soon fast asleep.




    “Thank God for that,” said Rachael seeing him in the car mirror.




    “How are you doing back there then Scarlett?” asked James.




    “Okay, a bit tired.”




    “Well close your eyes then, have a snooze.”




    They were in North Yorkshire going through Barrow Bridge on the A1. Both children were fast asleep.




    “Are you okay love after parents evening?”




    “Yes, but I am a bit annoyed with myself for thinking he was on the Spectrum. I suppose we won’t know anything until he has been diagnosed.”




    “Don’t beat yourself up Rach. We are just going to have to try and be a bit more patient with him.”




    “I can’t believe I didn’t think of Dyspraxia though. I suppose I didn’t really want to believe anything was wrong.”




    “Me too, but once we know what we are dealing with, we can try and help him.”




    “I know – it can be exhausting though.”




    I know, let’s just take one step at a time.”




    They joined the slip road for Leeds and continued their journey. It was dark by the time they pulled into the driveway of Rachael’s parents at Hebden Bridge.




    “Hello! Hello!” George, Rachael’s Dad came out of the house waving, followed by his wife Marian.




    “Hi Dad, Mum,” said Rachael, kissing both of them.




    The children woke up and got out of the car.




    “Grandma!” Scarlett ran up the drive and gave her a big hug.




    “Grandad! Grandma!” Cameron flew at them excitedly, nearly knocking them over with excitement.




    “Right, you all must be hungry. I have cooked us some tea,” said Marian.




    “Thanks Mum,” said Rachael, following her into the kitchen.




    “You look a bit subdued love, you all right?”




    “Yes, a bit tired I suppose. We went to the parents evening.”




    “Oh, how did that go?”




    George came into the kitchen and joined in the conversation.




    “Are you helping your Mam? Sit down and relax for once.”




    Rachael put the pan on the hob and sat down at the kitchen table.




    “Scarlett is doing exceptionally well; well above target and hitting targets for the year above her.”




    “Brilliant, I always said she was a brainbox,” said George triumphantly.




    “That’s fantastic news,” said Marian. “I know that look and I know when something is worrying you. Out with it lass,” she said, gently.




    “It’s Cameron.”




    “Well, he’s fine, bright as a button.”




    “Hush George, let her speak.”




    “He’s struggling at school and at home he is finding it hard to do activities which involve co-ordination, fine motor skills and communication.”




    “He’s just a bit shy with those he doesn’t know,” said Marian.




    “It’s more than that. He is battling with ordering, sequencing and following simple instructions. It’s having an effect on his writing and numeracy.”
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