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‘But how do I get over there?’ I ask, staring across the sea at my new home.


The island I’m gazing at appears to float on the water like a tall ship stationary in its port. Currently, it’s cossetted by a calm and inviting sea. The waves are barely gentle ripples on the surface as they caress the island on this clear, sunny day. But I can easily imagine on a day when the wind is gusting fiercely, the waves might look a little less friendly as they batter the grey craggy rocks that surround the island.


The young man who is my designated guide for today looks at me with a bemused expression.


‘By boat, of course,’ he says in his broad Cornish accent. ‘You do right now, anyway. When the tide is out, you can use the causeway.’


‘I was under the impression there was a permanent path over to the island. I’m sure that’s what it said in my email.’ I reach into my bag for my phone, but my guide shakes his head.


‘No, Aurora is a tidal island. When the tide is out there’s a stone causeway, but when the tide is in,’ he gestures down the side of the harbour wall towards a white and purple motorboat moored there, ‘you take Doris here.’


‘But … Fisher, isn’t it?’ I ask, double-checking I’ve got his name right.


The young man nods.


‘Fisher, I don’t know how to drive a boat.’ I look in horror at the small motorboat bobbing about on the water.


Fisher grins at me.


‘Sorry, I mean sail,’ I apologise.


‘No, you were right the first time – it’s drive.’


‘Then why are you smiling?’ I’m becoming more anxious about this new job by the second. I so need everything to go well this time. It’s my chance to prove that I can cope with minor assignments. Otherwise, I’ll never be given the big ones again.


Earlier – when everything was going smoothly and to plan – I’d felt a little more comfortable. Fisher had met me and my little dog, Fitz, off the train after our long journey down from London to the most southerly tip of Cornwall. He’d proceeded to load all my luggage into a Land Rover without a single complaint. As we’d driven towards my temporary new home, Fisher had told me all about the busy little harbour town of St Felix. And for the first time since I accepted it, I’d begun to feel that this new assignment might actually be a good thing. It was once we’d arrived at the harbour to cross over to the island that things began to go downhill.


‘Look,’ I say now, trying to pull an email up on my phone with one hand, while holding Fitz’s lead with the other, ‘it says here the weather station is on an island a few hundred metres out to sea, but you can easily walk across from the town of St Felix using the causeway.’


‘And your message there would be right,’ Fisher says cheerily. ‘At low tide you can indeed walk or drive across to the island, but it’s not low tide right now, is it?’


‘Clearly not,’ I mutter, staring at my email as my heart sinks further.


The offer to come to Cornwall had come completely out of the blue. Due to ill health I’d been on an extended leave of absence from my position as a senior meteorologist at Met Central in London. Now I was feeling much better I’d assumed I’d be returning to my old job. But my boss had phoned and suggested this opportunity might be just what I needed to get back into the swing of things – ‘a little more gently’ had been her exact words.


As she’d gone on to explain what this new job entailed, I’d had a gut feeling it might be trouble, but I had little choice in the matter. Either I took this temporary position and proved I was capable again, or the career I’d worked so hard for over the years was just going to slip away from me, like so much else in my life had recently. At least this way I was still clinging on to some sort of career. Much like the barnacles on the harbour below me, it might be easier to let go, but there was no way either I or they intended to release our grip just yet.


‘Look … Sky, isn’t it?’ Fisher asks, imitating me.


I glance at him to see if he’s trying to be clever, but I just see a kind, tanned, handsome face looking back at me. His dark chocolate eyes are wide, and his expression completely innocent. It’s hard to imagine Fisher ever deliberately ridiculing anyone. ‘Do you mind if I call you Sky?’


‘No, of course not,’ I say, still peering down apprehensively at the boat.


‘If you want to, we can wait until later and head across to the island when the tide turns,’ he suggests. ‘Then I can drive you over in the Land Rover, no worries. But you seemed so keen to get over there and get cracking when you arrived. I thought you’d want to go immediately.’


At least I appeared keen, that’s something. ‘Yes, you’re right, we should go now. I suppose Fitz and I are going to have to get used to travelling by boat if I’m going to be living and working over there.’


I glance back at the island. The sun is now shining directly above it, and fluffy white clouds are providing the perfect backdrop to show the island at its very best.


Cumulus congestus and cumulus mediocris, I think automatically as I watch the white clouds float across the sky. Formed by the upward convection of columns of warm moist air on sunny days such as this.


‘You could only travel back and forth at low tide, if you wanted to?’ Fisher suggests, breaking into my cloud spotting. ‘But as someone who has spent a fair amount of time on Aurora, I have to say that would be very restrictive.’


‘No, you’re completely right, we should get going as soon as possible. You can teach me how to drive this boat, I assume?’


‘Of course. I’ve been sailing across to Aurora since I was a nipper.’


‘I thought you said it wasn’t sailing just now,’ I reply, allowing myself to break into a smile.


Fisher winks at me. ‘Call it what you like, it’s still the same thing. Right then, Miss Sky, let’s see if we can make a sailor out of you and your little dog!’


Once we’ve got me, Fitz and my luggage on board the little boat, there’s just enough room for Fisher to clamber aboard. After a quick lesson in boat safety, Fisher unties the mooring and we set off. I have to admit Fisher is a very good teacher; he makes everything about driving the little boat seem very straightforward. Basically, once you start the engine there are only three options – forward, neutral and reverse, and I soon have my hands gripped tightly on the steering wheel as I guide Doris, our surprisingly zippy little boat, across the sea towards the island under Fisher’s watchful gaze, and Fitz’s excited barking.


I’m surprised at how incredibly free I feel as I cross the waves. The fresh breeze blows not only my hair temporarily away from my face, but my misgivings too.


‘This feels amazing!’ I tell Fisher as we speed across the waves. ‘I had no idea it would be so much fun!’


Fisher grins. ‘I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Now, follow the route I told you a few minutes ago. Remember, that’s the best way across to Aurora. You avoid hidden rocks and swells in the ocean that way.’


‘It’s a good job you’re here,’ I tell him. ‘I would have simply driven across in a straight line.’


‘And you’d have damaged the boat and possibly yourselves as well if you did that. This is your safest route by far, any other way can be very dangerous – like I said, there’s rocks around the island that you can’t see until the tide is out. Only an expert or someone very familiar with the area would attempt to cross any other way.’


‘How do you know the island so well?’ I ask him, watching the waves in front of me through the windscreen of the boat.


‘My grandad used to be a part of the Wave Watch team here. He’d often bring me across when I was small and he was on duty.’


‘Wave Watch – that’s like a sort of Coastguard, isn’t it?’


‘Kind of, except they’re all volunteers and they don’t do any rescuing, only observing. They keep a watch over the sea in the area. They look out for craft and people swimming, and keep an eye on them to make sure they don’t get into any trouble. They monitor the weather, too – a bit like you’re going to – and report back to the fishermen, so they’re aware of any severe weather that might prevent them going out in their boats. The island was the Wave Watch headquarters until recently, when it was decided you should move in.’


‘Oh, I’m sorry about that, I didn’t know. It wasn’t my decision to come here, my company just asked me to take the job. They didn’t say anything about moving anyone off the island.’


‘No need to worry, the Wave Watch have been moved to Tregarlan Castle. It’s not really a castle, just a really big house up on the hill, it’s been here for centuries, but it looks out over the same bay as the house on Aurora, so they still get a good viewpoint. You might have noticed it as we drove in?’


‘Yes, I did, it’s very impressive. I read about the house when I was looking up St Felix before I came here. Isn’t it owned by National Heritage?’


‘It’s run by them, but it’s owned by a couple of locals – Poppy and Jake Asher. She also owns the local flower shop, and he has the nursery up on Primrose Hill. It’s down to them that the Wave Watch got permission to move into Tregarlan temporarily.’


‘I’m glad I don’t have the added worry of watching out for boats in danger as well as watching the weather,’ I say, narrowly avoiding a collision with a seagull bobbing about on the waves. Luckily the seagull decides at the last minute to fly away, giving me a disdainful look as it soars up away from the boat’s path. ‘That’s quite a lot of responsibility.’


Fisher nods. ‘It is. But they do a great job, and they’ve saved a lot of lives as a result. My grandad was sad when he had to leave.’


‘Why did he have to leave?’


‘Long story,’ Fisher says, quickly. ‘Look, we’re nearly there.’ He suddenly stands up from where he’s been squeezed in-between my pieces of luggage and comes over to the controls at the bow of the boat. ‘Let me show you how to guide Doris into Aurora’s own little harbour.’


Once we’ve navigated our way into a small natural harbour created by the nearby grey and black rocks that jut out of the sea, Fisher shows me how to moor the boat to a worn wooden jetty.


He helps first Fitz and then me on to dry land, then he glances at my luggage still piled high in the boat. ‘Now, we just need to get all that up to the house.’


‘I probably should have packed a little lighter,’ I say apologetically, ‘but I wasn’t really sure what to bring.’


‘Don’t be worrying about it,’ Fisher says with a shrug. ‘You need what you need. Just give me a minute, I’ll be right back.’


He probably assumes this is all my clothes or things for Fitz, I think as I watch Fisher head up a narrow path and disappear around a bend. What he doesn’t know is that a lot of what’s concealed in my cases are things that make my life easier – items most people wouldn’t ever need to think about bringing with them to a Cornish island. But things I need in case this trip doesn’t go as well as I hope.


While I wait, and Fitz is having a good sniff of everything close by, I take a look around at the island. Now I’m here I can see that Aurora’s terrain is actually quite lush – there are leafy plants, soft areas of moss and grass, and little pink flowers scattered in between the rocks and stones. The gravel path that Fisher has just walked along carries on up towards a tall, whitewashed house at the top of the island. From here I can just make out half of the curved bay window that is going to act as my watch station.


It’s not until I hear the growl of an engine that I suddenly realise how quiet the island is, too. The tranquillity is only broken by the occasional call of seabirds swooping across the sky and diving down into the waves to look for fish, and by the lapping of the waves themselves, as they wash against the shoreline.


But all that is interrupted now by the growling noise that’s gradually getting louder. Fitz stands to attention and begins his own version of the growling, but he soon realises he has nothing to fear when a bright red, open-top Jeep rounds the bend of the hill, with Fisher in the driving seat.


‘Your carriage awaits, madam,’ he says as he pulls up next to my luggage and switches off the engine. ‘It’s a bit noisy, but it goes well. I think they chose quite wisely, all things considered.’


I look at the vehicle in front of me. ‘How did this get here?’


‘It turned up when all your equipment came. Actually, a lot of your equipment was ferried over in this. It goes much better on the cobbled causeway than the delivery van that brought the rest of the boxes.’


‘My company provided it?’ I ask in surprise.


‘You need something to get you back and forth, don’t you? Like I said, when the tide is out you can use the causeway, but when it’s in, you use Doris.’


‘Yes, sorry, of course you did. I just didn’t expect Met Central – that’s who I work for – to be this generous.’ I look at the Jeep again; it looks sporty and fun to drive. ‘I don’t know why, but I assumed we’d have to walk across the causeway to get back and forth from the mainland. This is a much better idea.’


‘You can walk, but it’ll take you a while. Take it from me, use this or the boat. It’ll be a lot easier and quicker. On some tides the causeway isn’t clear for very long. If you’re going to be any time away from the island, you need to make sure you can get back all right, otherwise you’ll be stranded until the tide turns.’


I nod. It’s actually quite a relief to know I won’t have to walk every time. Island living is already a lot more daunting than I’d anticipated, and the Jeep is a welcome addition.


‘Right then,’ Fisher says, ‘let’s get your stuff up to the house.’


We manage to move my luggage in two trips. The first Fisher drives, while Fitz watches eagerly from my lap; on the second, it’s my turn to get used to navigating the winding path and the steep incline up the hill, while Fisher looks after Fitz.


Then we move all my bags and cases into the hallway of the house. Now we’re level with it, the house seems a lot bigger than it did when I was standing at the bottom of the island.


‘Do you want me to show you around?’ Fisher asks.


‘I really don’t want to impose on you any longer, you’ve already been so kind. I’m sure we’ll be fine from here. Thank you so much for all your help, Fisher. I really appreciate it.’


‘Not at all. It’s been my absolute pleasure.’ He looks wistfully up at the house. ‘I’ve many happy memories of time spent here at the house and on the island. I’m lucky to be the caretaker of the place now the owner only rents it out.’


‘Ah, I didn’t know that. Who is the owner?’


‘I’m not sure. I’m paid by the council, but I’ve only been doing it since my grandad retired from the job a few years ago. He loves this island even more than I do.’


He looks away from the house back to me. ‘So, any time you need anything while you’re here you just shout and I’ll be right over to help.’


‘Even if the tide is in?’ I ask, smiling.


‘Course! It’s not only Doris that can make it over here. I have my own boat too! Fisher McMurray at your service, Miss Sky, or should I call you Captain Sky now that you can sail a boat?’ He winks at me.


‘Thank you so much, Fisher. I hope you don’t regret that offer, I’m pretty sure I’ll be calling on you an awful lot in the next few days.’


‘It will be my pleasure to be at the service of Captain Sky and Seaman Fitz!’ He gives us a small salute.


And Fitz, on cue, gives a bark of approval.
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Fisher has arranged for one of his mates to collect him in a fishing boat and take him back to St Felix. As they head across the water, Fisher looks right at home in amongst the fishing nets and lobster pots filled with the catch of the day. However, I don’t feel quite so at home as I gaze up at the large white house in front of me.


My job as a meteorologist has placed me in many varied and unusual environments over the years – both in this country and abroad – and until twenty months ago, I enjoyed an exciting and challenging career. But in all that time I’ve never lived on an island before, not as small as this one anyway. So although part of me can’t help but feel like this assignment is a little below my qualifications and experience, I have to accept that living on this Cornish island is going to be enough of a challenge for me right now and one I hope my health will hold up to.


‘Come on, Sky,’ I mutter as I try to gather myself. ‘You can do this. It’s only for the summer. Make a success of this and you’ll prove you’re ready to get back to bigger and better things.’


I’m not going to be totally alone here on the island. Other than Fitz, who is currently exploring every inch of the area around the house, a young trainee meteorologist will be joining me as my assistant, which is both a relief and a worry at the same time.


I was used to having assistants, and I was looking forward to working with someone who was hopefully as keen and excited by the weather as me. But I had also grown used to being on my own lately, and I was worried that living with someone else again might be difficult and awkward.


‘No, I’m not going to worry about that right now,’ I announce to a surprised Fitz. ‘If I’ve learnt anything lately, it’s that life is for living, not worrying about what might happen. I’ve been given another chance and I’m not going to waste it. Let’s start by seeing what our new home is like.’


Fitz doesn’t need telling twice; he races into the hallway and I follow him, pausing for a moment to take in my new surroundings. The house is basic, but it’s squeaky clean and smells freshly painted. The hallway is white like the outside of the house, and the floor underneath my feet is covered in red-brick tiles. There’s a stairway with a long oak banister that leads up to what I assume must be the two bedrooms the house had promised – one for me and one for my assistant.


‘Let’s look around down here first,’ I suggest to Fitz, but he’s already ahead of me. I see his furry black tail disappearing into another room at the end of the hall.


Fitz has always been an adventurous, inquisitive little dog. I’ve only had him about eight months, but in that short time we’ve become inseparable. He’d come to me as a puppy, when my next-door neighbour’s Yorkshire terrier had accidentally got pregnant, and my neighbour was desperate for the six gorgeous puppies to go to good homes.


Fitz, whose errant father is a Jack Russell, is classed as a ‘Yorkie Russell’, he’s a scruffy mix of black, brown and white wiry fur. Even though I’d been wary at first of taking on the responsibility of a dog in my condition, I have to admit that living with Fitz has done me the power of good. He has given me not only new purpose, but also some much-needed companionship, at a time when my so-called friends had become disappointingly absent from my life. Although my health was much improved by the time Fitz arrived, I still had bad times. But even on my darkest days Fitz never left my side.


‘I see you’ve found the kitchen,’ I tell Fitz as he stands in front of me, panting. ‘Let’s get you some water.’


Fitz’s food and water bowls are packed away somewhere in one of the boxes, so I open a few of the pale blue kitchen cupboard doors to try to find him a temporary container for his water.


The cupboards are filled with brand-new, white crockery in place settings of four, along with spotless glasses, saucepans with the labels still on, and shiny cutlery in the drawers. I knew household items were being sent for my stay, but I’d assumed I’d have to unpack everything and put it all away. Perhaps Fisher had taken it upon himself to do this for me? He seemed to care an awful lot about the little island and the house that sits upon it.


I find a suitable bowl and fill it with water for Fitz, then I watch him lap thirstily from it for a moment. There’s a large fridge-freezer standing in the corner of the kitchen, so I go over and open it, and I’m overjoyed to see a few basic supplies already waiting for me, including some fresh orange juice, which I pour into one of the glasses and drink just as thirstily as Fitz had done.


‘I guess we’ll have to get used to buying our supplies from the mainland,’ I tell Fitz as he drips water on to the floor from his wet chin. I reach for some kitchen towel and give his tiny beard a wipe. ‘I don’t think we’ll be able to get a supermarket delivery out here!’


Not so long ago, when I couldn’t leave my house, my weekly supermarket delivery had been a necessity I couldn’t have survived without. When I was able to care for myself once more, and my mum had moved back to our family home, a supply of ready meals and easy-to-prepare food was essential to my recovery and energy management.


See, look how far you’ve come, I remind myself as I stare at the fridge-freezer in front of me. You’re not only looking after yourself and Fitz now, but you’re doing it all the way out here, on an island in the middle of the sea!


Alongside the fridge-freezer, there’s a large range cooker, and on the worktops, a shiny kettle and a modern four-slice toaster.


‘They really have pulled out all the stops for us,’ I say to Fitz as I inspect a fancy coffee maker that grinds its own beans and froths up hot milk. ‘I didn’t expect all these home comforts, but they’re very welcome! I thought the only reason I was offered this job was because they couldn’t get anyone else to do it. But maybe they really did want me after all?’


Fitz looks up at me, his head cocked to one side.


‘You don’t care where we are as long as we’re together, do you?’ I say, lifting him up for a cuddle. ‘And you really don’t know how much I appreciate your unconditional love.’


Fitz gives me a lick on the cheek.


‘Exactly!’ I tell him, grinning. ‘Right, now we’ve quenched our thirst, let’s go and see what else this house has to offer, shall we?’


Along with the kitchen, there’s a bathroom on the ground floor and, unusually, the two bedrooms. I’ll be taking this one, I think as I look in on a bedroom with a large, king-size bed and a firm mattress – again the bed and the mattress seem brand new. No expense has been spared when it came to setting up this house for us, and yet again I can’t help but wonder why.


Fisher had told me that this house had originally been occupied by an elderly couple, but when they both passed away, the house had become quite derelict. Everyone thought the couple had owned the house and the island, but it turned out that they’d only rented it. When the Wave Watch volunteers had showed an interest in setting up a station here on the island via the local council, permission had been granted immediately by the mystery owner. No one lived on the island once it became a Wave Watch station, not until now that is.


‘Shall we go upstairs?’ I say to Fitz as we finish our exploration of the ground floor.


Fitz doesn’t need asking twice as he races ahead of me to the top of the stairs. I pause for a moment at the bottom, grateful as always that I can actually do this again. Never do I want to go back to those dark days when a flight of stairs felt like a mountain to be climbed, while carrying a backpack filled with bricks.


But thankfully today I’m able to follow Fitz, even if I do take the stairs a little more carefully and slowly than my companion.


‘Wow!’ I exclaim as I reach the top, and I’m greeted by a huge open-plan room with an enormous bay window at one end. ‘This is amazing.’


The room has clearly been designed to make the most of the view. At one end there’s a sofa, two armchairs, a couple of side tables and a TV, and at the other, right in front of the bay window, are the remains of the Wave Watch station.


They’ve taken all their equipment with them, but left behind a large desk, an office chair and the units that used to house their gadgets and machinery. It looks a lot like someone has moved out of rented accommodation, taking their possessions with them, but leaving behind the fixtures and fittings.


I go over to the window and take my first look out at the view I’m going to be spending the next few weeks, possibly months, looking at.


It’s amazing how much you can see from here – not only an incredible view over the town of St Felix, with its quaint fishermen’s cottages, winding cobbled streets, solid stone harbour and long sandy beaches, but also what feels like a never-ending seascape, stretching over the waves, and out into the deep Atlantic Ocean.


A house with a view like this, on its own island, must be worth an absolute fortune here in Cornwall, I think as I stand taking in the amazing vista surrounding me. I wonder why the owner doesn’t live here themselves, or at least rent it out as holiday accommodation; they’d make a fortune.


But for now, I’m glad they don’t. I may not have wanted to come here. I may have taken a while to accept the surprising offer to weather watch from this island. But now I’m here, I’m so glad I did accept. It may not be the most glamorous job I’ve ever done, or a job that’s going to further my career in international meteorology circles, but as I gaze out at the beautiful Cornish coastline, I wonder if a view is ever going to take my breath away quite as much as this one is right now.


*


The rest of the day is mainly spent unpacking – not only my luggage but also the many boxes of weather-recording equipment that have been sent over in advance by courier.


As I unpack the scientific instruments, I feel like I’m greeting familiar friends. There are the well-known gadgets like a rain gauge and wind sock, along with a thermometer and barometer for measuring temperature and atmospheric pressure. And the less recognisable – an anemometer for measuring wind speed, a hygrometer for measuring humidity, and a pyranometer for measuring solar radiation.


As I discover each device hidden underneath the polystyrene packing chips, and set it up in the most appropriate place either on the desk in front of me or outside of the house, I begin to feel more and more at home.


When Fitz begins to get a little restless, I take him for a short walk around the island. Short, because it only takes us ten to fifteen minutes to walk the entire circumference of Aurora, and that’s over rocky, undulating, narrow paths. It must easily be less than half a mile around the whole island.


‘Sorry,’ I apologise to Fitz when we arrive back at the house. ‘It’s not very far around here, is it? We’ll have to take you over to the mainland to give you a good walk.’


I’d been quite surprised when I first got Fitz just how much energy he had for a little dog. He was always on the go and I had hoped as he grew older that he’d calm down a little. But Fitz can outwalk me any time – not a huge achievement these days, but I feel like I am getting a little fitter and stronger every day, and much of that recovery is down to him.


As the day draws to a close, I’m totally exhausted. I know I’ve done too much, and I should have paced myself a little better – ideally the journey and all these jobs should have been spread over a number of days – but there is just so much to do before my new companion, Talia, arrives tomorrow, and I want it to be perfect for when when she gets here.


I’d initially turned down the offer of an assistant, but when it was pointed out that I couldn’t, and nor should I be expected to, monitor the weather 24/7 myself, I’d eventually agreed to a housemate. Talia, who has just completed the second year of her meteorology degree, had successfully applied for the position, which would be her work experience for the summer.


The last thing I want is for Talia to begin our time together by thinking I can’t cope, or that I need any special treatment. This assignment may appear simple on the surface, but to me the greater challenge is going to be proving I can manage, not only to Met Central, but to myself, and part of that is keeping any weakness hidden from those around me.


I know I shouldn’t view my health as a weakness. It takes an awful lot of strength to cope with a chronic illness – I should know, I’ve dealt with it for nearly two years. But currently I’m feeling so much better, and I just want to forget about it, to move on, to prove to myself I’m back to normal, even if deep down I know I’m not.


‘Time for bed soon,’ I say to an already snoozing Fitz. We’re currently resting on the sofa in the living area upstairs. I’d made the perfectly comfortable seats a little more supportive by adding some of the cushions I’d brought from home, and I’m sitting half-looking at the equipment still waiting to be set up, and half-mesmerised by the view through the window – a calm sea below a clear midnight-blue sky. ‘Before we go to bed I’d better check the weather for tomorrow though.’ Since all our equipment isn’t quite up and running yet, I don’t want to get caught out if I have to take the boat over in rough weather. I look at my watch, the news would nearly be over now, so I’m just in time for the weather.


I don’t often watch television forecasts. Usually wherever I am I have my own weather equipment close by, so I don’t need to. But during my time away from work I’ve found myself tuning in more often.


‘Ah, good,’ I say as the forecaster appears on my screen in front of their map. ‘This one actually knows about the weather.’


I’ve made it into a little game for myself – guessing which television forecasters do actually have some meteorological qualifications, and which ones are just weather presenters, as so many of them are these days, and so far I have a 100 per cent correct guess rate.


Tomorrow, I’m pleased to see, we’re forecast low wind speeds and high pressure over Cornwall, which should make my first solo boat trip a little easier. Fisher has helpfully pinned the coming week’s tide times on a little noticeboard in the ‘watchtower’, as I’d decided to call the part of the sitting room by the window that holds all our equipment. So, I know it will be high tide when it’s time to collect Talia from the station.


I’m not quite sure how I’ll get her luggage from the station back to the boat, but I hope we might be able to find a taxi to take us to the harbour. Either that or if, unlike me, she travels light, we might even be able to carry her luggage back ourselves.


‘Right, now we can go to bed,’ I tell Fitz as I switch off the TV. ‘I have a feeling it’s going to be a long day tomorrow.’


As Fitz and I lie on my new bed – me in between the new duvet and sheets I’ve brought with me, with my head resting on my own comfortable, familiar pillow from home, and Fitz curled up on top of the duvet at the end of the bed – I think about the arrival of our new housemate. Please let her be a nice, easy-going sort of person, I pray. I really can’t bear the thought of living and working with someone loud, brash and full of themselves. I need a calm, quiet sort of life these days. I don’t need someone that will rock my boat too much.


But I’d been assured by the lady from human resources, that Talia was absolutely lovely, and was super keen to come and work with me on this project. Apparently, she knows St Felix quite well because she has family living here, and that’s one of the reasons she was so eager to secure the placement.


Talia is a nice peaceful-sounding name, I try to convince myself as I lie worrying in the dark. I’m sure it will all be absolutely fine, and by tomorrow evening we’ll be settled in here together, ready to start work without any bother whatsoever.


But life so often mimics the weather. However calm you hope it’s going to be, there is always the chance of a storm brewing somewhere …
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The train into St Felix is running several minutes late, which is just as well because I am too.


My first solo trip across the water hadn’t exactly gone smoothly. To begin with I’d struggled to get Fitz to stay on the boat. I’d get in with him and get him settled, then I’d have to climb back out again to untie the mooring rope, by which time Fitz had decided if I was getting out again, then so was he. In the end, I’d untied the rope with Fitz still in my arms, then climbed as quickly as I could into the boat before it drifted away from the wooden jetty without us.


The crossing, thank goodness, had been fairly uneventful, but when we reached the harbour, I’d had the most enormous row with a very unhelpful harbourmaster about where my boat should be moored. He was a small, angry sort of man, with overly neat grey hair and a matching moustache, who obviously loved the power his harbourmaster’s uniform gave him. I’d been extremely apologetic in the hope he’d understand I was new to all this, but when he found out I’d come over from Aurora, this information seemed to rile him up even more.


Eventually, with the help of one of the local fishermen, I’d found my correct mooring and we’d been allowed to pull up and exit from the boat with the promise we’d be back shortly.


‘Don’t you worry about Gerald,’ my friendly fishermen had told me cheerily. ‘His bark is far worse than his bite. Harbourmaster is a serious job, but he takes it a bit too seriously, if you know what I mean. You’re doing just fine for a newcomer.’


Gratefully, Fitz and I had then rushed along to the station. There was no time to stop and get to know the town a little better, as I’d hoped we’d be able to. This morning, it’s filled with tourists and holidaymakers enjoying Cornish pasties and ice creams in the summer sunshine, so we have to weave in and out of them as we try to hurry through the narrow streets.


From what I see as we pass by, and from what I’d seen when Fisher had driven me through here yesterday, St Felix is a very pretty little harbour town. There are shops aplenty, selling everything from traditional pasties and fish and chips, to crafts, flowers and souvenirs. Old fishermen’s cottages have been turned into pretty holiday lets, and the harbour is awash with colourful bunting and red-and-white striped deckchairs for people to rest on and take in the scenery.


But Fitz and I have to race past all this, so that when we finally arrive on the station platform to greet my new colleague, I’m not feeling quite as cool and collected as I’d hoped I might.


I take a few deep breaths as the train pulls into the station, then I watch carefully for anyone disembarking who looks like they might be Talia.


Three families carrying buckets, spades, cool boxes and blankets spill from the train first, followed by a few couples, both old and young. There are some lone travellers, but they look like they might be heading to work in St Felix.


Finally, a slight-looking girl with blonde hair tied in plaits alights from the end carriage. She’s wearing frayed denim shorts and a white T-shirt with a yellow smiley sunshine in the centre.


Great! I think as I spot her. This must be Talia, and – even better – she’s not carrying much luggage, only a small holdall.


I begin to walk towards the girl, carrying Fitz in my arms. A male passenger wearing sunglasses, smart chinos and a white linen shirt alights from the train behind her, and begins to lift several suitcases down off the train on to the platform.


The girl waves at me, and I’m even more sure this must be Talia. But then she turns back and speaks to the man, they quickly divide the luggage between them and then the man gets back on to the train. But my mind is firmly on greeting Talia, so I don’t think too much about it.


‘Hello!’ I call as I get near to the girl. ‘Are you Talia?’


‘I am!’ she says, smiling warmly back at me. ‘You must be Sky.’


‘It’s great to meet you at last. Welcome to St Felix, although I think you probably know the town better than I do, don’t you?’


‘Yes, my uncle lives here, so I’ve visited a couple of times with my mother in the past. Hello, little guy,’ she says, reaching forward to fuss Fitz, who’s looking with interest at Talia. ‘And what’s your name?’


‘This is Fitz.’ A thought occurs to me. ‘I hope you’re all right with dogs?’


‘Oh yes, I love them. Thank you so much for allowing me to come and work with you this summer, Sky. I’m so excited to be actually doing some proper work at last.’


I’m about to answer her, when Fitz suddenly starts to bark and wriggle in my arms, so I put him down on the ground.


I look past Talia, and see that the man she’d been talking to before now has a slim black Labrador on a lead. Unlike Fitz, who’s going bananas at my feet, desperate to go and see the other dog, the Labrador simply looks at him and elegantly wags its tail.


The man walks towards us in a manner that mimics his dog – smoothly with a little swagger of the hips – while I desperately try to calm Fitz down.


‘Don’t worry!’ the man calls good-naturedly. ‘Comet often has this effect on the opposite sex – a bit like her owner!’


I can’t help staring at the man now as we allow our two dogs to get closer to each other; even wearing sunglasses he looks strangely familiar, but I can’t pinpoint why. So I concentrate on the dogs instead. There is much tail wagging and sniffing, and then Fitz does what he always does to older dogs, his equivalent of a bow – his front legs stretch out in front of him, so he looks like he’s doing the aptly named yoga position of downward dog.


The black Labrador sniffs Fitz, and then playfully nudges him with her nose. Fitz leaps up immediately, happy his elder has accepted him.


‘At least we know they get along,’ the man says to my surprise. ‘That’s a good start, isn’t it? I’m certain their owners will do too … ’ He lowers his shades for a second, so I catch a glimpse of two twinkling sapphire-blue eyes and a pair of dark eyebrows raised in a playful manner.


I’m thrown by his comment. Was this stranger coming on to me? I might be a little rusty, but that sounded very much like a chat-up line.


‘Sorry to hold you up,’ I say hurriedly, hoping this guy, who still looks incredibly familiar, will move along – I really want to talk to Talia again. ‘I’m sure you have somewhere to be.’


The guy pushes his sunglasses up on his head now. He looks at me a little strangely before glancing at Talia.


‘You two obviously travelled in the same carriage together?’ I try, hoping this will move him on. ‘That’s nice. Thank you for helping Talia with her luggage. I think we can take it from here.’


‘I had no idea we were going to be on the same train,’ Talia says, smiling at the man now. ‘Quite the coincidence, really.’


‘Fate!’ the man says, winking at her. ‘But at least we’ve got to know each other on the trip.’


There’s something weird about this exchange I can’t quite put my finger on.


The man is clearly a lot older than Talia, who I know has just turned twenty. This guy looks closer to my age, so must be around the forty mark. He’s a good-looking sort of chap – if you like that kind of smooth, overly polished look. He’s tall and slim, with short, wavy, jet-black hair, styled with a bit too much product. But surely he isn’t hitting on Talia as well, is he? And why would Talia be falling for some middle-aged lothario’s chat if he is. She’s a bright, smart meteorology student?


‘You must be the infamous Sky I’ve been hearing all about,’ the man says, holding out his hand to me.


‘How do you know my name?’ I ask, shaking his hand reluctantly.


‘Er … I was told it in an email, I think?’ he says, his confident manner clearly a little rattled by my reticence. ‘And Talia here was talking about you non-stop on the train, weren’t you?’


Talia nods, also looking a little unsettled by our exchange.


But I can’t help it, there’s clearly something going on here I don’t quite understand. ‘Why would you be told my name in an email?’


‘Because, I’m your new partner, aren’t I?’ he announces, as if I should know this already. ‘Surely you recognise me?’ he flashes a set of bright white teeth and a well-practised confident smile in my direction.


I stare at him in utter confusion; he does look familiar, but my brain is currently focusing on the other piece of information about him being my new partner.


‘I’m here to help you unravel this mysterious weather conundrum we’ve all been sent to solve,’ he continues when I don’t speak. ‘Talia and I have come up with some ideas already as to what could have been causing it. Well, Talia has mainly, but I think—’


‘Wait just one minute … ’ I say, holding my hand up to silence him. ‘None of this makes any sense. I’ve come to the station today to meet Talia, she’s the only assistant I’m expecting to share weather-watching duties with. No one has ever mentioned a third person to me – not once. So, if this is Talia,’ I say, gesturing towards her, ‘who are you?’
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The man hesitates for a moment. He takes a step backwards and looks at me, as if by doing this I’m supposed to recognise him immediately. But the last few minutes have thrown me so much, it could be my next-door neighbour standing there and I probably wouldn’t have placed them.


Until now I had everything straight in my head. There was going to be me and Talia and Fitz staying on the island. I knew how it was going to work and who was going to do what. I’d planned for every scenario so it would all run smoothly. Every scenario, that is, except the one standing in front of me right now.


Hesitantly the man steps forward again when it’s clear I don’t have a clue who he is. ‘Sonny Samuels at your service,’ he says, introducing himself with a smart salute, reminding me of Fisher. ‘Jamie to my friends, which I hope you’ll consider yourself to be in the very near future!’


Now I know where I recognise him from! Sonny Samuels is a well-loved TV weather presenter – I think the last time I saw him he might have been on breakfast television – not that I watch it that often, I usually listen to the radio when I’m getting ready for work. But I’m told by those in the know that he’s very popular and has quite the following. He is, however, firmly in my weather presenter group. I’m absolutely certain he’s not a qualified meteorologist.


‘Yes, I do recognise you now,’ I say politely, ‘but I still don’t quite understand why you’re here.’


‘I’ve been sent by Met Central to help you out?’ he says, as if I should already know this. ‘I thought they would have told you? Talia certainly seemed to know all about it.’


Talia throws him a ‘please don’t include me in this’ look, but it’s too late – I’ve already turned to her, looking for answers.


‘Yes,’ she blurts out. ‘I got an email telling me Sonny was going to be joining us. That’s why I can’t stay with you on the island now.’


‘What! Since when?’


‘They told me you’d only got two bedrooms in the house,’ Talia says quickly, looking increasingly worried. ‘That’s why I’m going to be staying with my uncle in the town.’


‘No, that can’t be right,’ I say, shaking my head. ‘You’re supposed to be staying with me.’ I turn my gaze to Sonny again. ‘Is this something to do with you?’


Sonny looks annoyed now. ‘Actually, I offered to stay in a hotel or a cottage or something. Let me assure you I have no desire to stay on an island in the middle of the sea. But they’re pretty booked up here for the summer, so it was thought best I stay on the island with you, and Talia go to her family. Are you sure you didn’t get the email? It seems a bit lax on Met Central’s part not to tell you. Maybe it went into your junk file? Where’s your phone – shall we take a look?’


‘No, that won’t be necessary,’ I tell him firmly. ‘There definitely wasn’t an email.’ I sigh. We can’t stand here all day debating this, we need to get back to the boat or there won’t be time to make the crossing. The train has long departed now, and we’re the only ones remaining on the station platform. ‘Look, you’re here now. I suppose I’m going to have to deal with it for the time being. But I will be checking up on you later with Met Central.’


‘That sounds like a threat!’ Sonny says, grinning.


I don’t grin back. This might be a laugh to him, but I can’t cope with unexpected surprises – it’s too stressful. I like to know what I’m doing and when, so I can be prepared. An over-exuberant weather presenter was simply not in any of my plans for this summer.


‘You’re all right with me moving in, aren’t you?’ he continues, unabashed, when I don’t answer. ‘I’m a great house guest. I clean up after myself and I don’t snore – not that we’ll be sharing the same bed or anything … ’ He winks, in a way that likely allows him to get away with those sorts of remarks in his usual company.


I don’t acknowledge his innuendo, but continue to stare at him, not quite believing that this is happening. I’d been worried enough that sharing with Talia might affect my carefully practised routines. But the thought of Sonny Samuels disturbing both the peace of the island and my internal equilibrium is just too much to comprehend.


‘Like I said, I’ll need to make some phone calls,’ I say eventually. ‘Even though you both seem to know all about this change of plan, I’m not sure I’m comfortable with it.’


‘Many women would be more than delighted to be stuck on an island with me,’ Sonny says, playfully. ‘I’m sure you’ll come round to the idea.’


‘I wouldn’t bank on it,’ I mutter, turning away from him.


‘Look, why don’t we all go and get a coffee and talk about this?’ Talia suggests, trying to lighten the situation. ‘There are some gorgeous little tearooms in the town.’


‘That’s a lovely idea, Talia,’ I say, smiling at her. None of this is Talia’s fault, and I’m keen for her to know I don’t blame her. ‘But I’m afraid we don’t have time.’ I glance at my watch. This was one of those days Fisher had warned me about when high tide wasn’t that high, and therefore didn’t last as long as it sometimes did. ‘We have to get back over to the island before the tide goes out too far and we have to walk across. I guess you both know Aurora is tidal?’


‘Of course,’ Sonny says, nodding with Talia. ‘We take a boat across when the tide is in, and they said there would be some sort of vehicle for us to use on the causeway when it’s low.’


How come he knows this and I hadn’t?


‘That’s right. So we need to make the crossing back over in the boat as soon as possible, because our Jeep is over on the island right now.’


‘I like a Jeep,’ Sonny says approvingly. ‘Very cool.’


‘Why don’t you drop me off at my uncle’s house on the way back to the harbour, if there’s time?’ Talia suggests. ‘I can get settled in there while you two sort out what’s what over on the island. I’ll walk over later when the tide is out; that way you won’t need to fetch me.’


‘I’m still not happy you’ve been evicted from your place on Aurora,’ I tell her. ‘Everything has already been arranged, as far as I’m concerned.’ I can’t help throwing another disapproving look at Sonny. ‘Besides,’ I say, grasping at any reason to stop me having to live with him, ‘what if our two dogs don’t get along – no one has thought of that, have they?’


But as I look over at the dogs, I’ve already answered my own question.


Fitz and Comet, tired of listening to us talk over their heads, are sitting together on the platform. Comet pants as she waits to find out what’s happening next, which makes her look like she’s smiling, and Fitz sits happily next to her doing the same, except his tongue occasionally extends just far enough to give Comet a friendly lick.


‘Looks like that’s one problem we won’t have to worry about,’ Sonny says, smiling at the two dogs. ‘Unlike their owners, they seem to be best friends already.’


Luckily, a large seven-seater taxi that’s just finished a drop-off at the station is available to take us back to the harbour – there is no way we could have managed all Talia and Sonny’s luggage and the two dogs ourselves. We drop Talia off at the prettily named ‘Blue Canary Bakery’, which her Uncle Ant owns with his husband, Dec.


I’m amused by their names, but Talia says you soon get used to it and forget about their TV counterparts. She also tells us that the Blue Canary bakes the most delicious cakes and pastries, and she promises to bring some over to the island with her later.


The taxi drops me, Sonny and the dogs off at the harbour. I debate whether I’ve time to make some phone calls before we have to leave, but annoyingly there’s just not enough time according to Fisher’s list of tide times; it will have to wait until we get to the island.


Between us we manage to load all Sonny’s luggage onto the boat. Then we persuade Comet to jump in, and finally Sonny passes Fitz to me, before leaping effortlessly down on to the deck beside the two dogs and his suitcases and bags.


‘How many times have you done this before?’ Sonny asks as I start up the boat, ready to guide it out of the harbour.


‘Not that many,’ I reply, not wanting him to know how inexperienced I am.


‘I thought not. Perhaps you’d better wait a moment.’


‘And why would that be?’


‘Because we’ve not untied the boat from the harbour yet,’ Sonny says, grinning as he points to the mooring rope still attached to a ring on the harbour wall.


I feel my cheeks flush.


‘Oh yes,’ I reply lightly, as if it’s just a minor matter. ‘Perhaps you’d be so kind?’


‘Since you ask so nicely.’ Sonny deftly climbs back up on to the harbour.


We don’t quite manage to depart before Gerald the harbourmaster spots us and immediately heads our way.


‘I was wondering when you were coming back,’ he calls down to me. ‘It’s about time you left for the island, otherwise there’s a chance you’ll run aground.’


‘Thank you, yes, I’m aware of that. Fisher, the caretaker of the island, left me strict instructions on how long the tides will last for the next few days.’


‘Fisher … ’ he says, smirking. ‘That’d be about right.’


‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ I ask, biting when I don’t want to. I just want to get over to the island as quickly as I can and sort out this Sonny mess. ‘Fisher has been very helpful to me.’


‘I bet he has. Fisher and his grandfather put the welfare of that island above anything else.’


‘What’s wrong with that?’ The last thing I need right now is another argument with this jobsworth. But Fisher had been nothing but patient and kind with me and Fitz, and I feel like I owe him a defence.


‘It doesn’t matter,’ Gerald says, shrugging. ‘Wacky Walter Weather wants to have a bit more loyalty to his colleagues and less towards an island, that’s all.’


I stare at him for a moment, knowing I should probably leave it, but I can’t help myself. ‘And just who is Wacky Walter Weather?’ I ask.


Gerald grins, but not in a pleasant way. It’s mean and mocking, which makes me dislike him even more.


‘Wacky Walter Weather is your friend Fisher’s grandfather – that’s what folk around here call him on account of his weird and wonderful ways of forecasting the weather.’


‘Nothing wrong with that,’ I say through slightly gritted teeth. I know of those who like to use old wives’ tales and such-like to try to predict the weather, and there’s nothing wrong in it. But I also know how much better and more reliable it is to use the scientific formula that we choose. ‘Each to their own.’


‘You clearly haven’t met Walter then,’ Gerald continues, ‘he’s trouble. Always trying to stir up problems for us folk just going about our day-to-day business. Bloomin’ good job they threw him out of the Wave Watch when they did.’


Fisher had mentioned something about this, but I’d much rather hear his version than Gerald’s.


‘Do I know you?’ Gerald demands, suddenly turning to Sonny, who is watching our altercation with interest. ‘You look familiar?’


Sonny’s eyes light up, clearly happy to be recognised. ‘You may know me from Breakfast AM?’ he says, turning on his TV smile. ‘Until recently I presented the weather there.’


‘Nope,’ Gerald says stoutly. ‘Never watched it.’


‘Er … newspapers, then? I’m featured in the gossip columns a lot with my wife?’


Gerald just stares blankly at him.


‘No, not a gossip sort of guy, eh?’ Sonny continues unabashed when Gerald doesn’t respond. ‘What about an advert I did for Sunshine Cruises last year? That was shown at peak times quite a bit.’


Gerald turns his head a little. ‘Yeah, the dumb boat advert – that’s it. You were dressed as a sea captain – now I remember. Your uniform wasn’t correct – it was really annoying.’


‘Ah well, that’s not down to me, I’m afraid. But there, we have it at last. Now don’t treat me any differently because of my fame, I’m new here too, and eager to learn just like Sky.’


‘Hmm … ’ Gerald eyes him suspiciously. ‘Well, you’d best be getting over to that island if that’s where you’re heading. Are you getting paid to sit and watch the weather too?’ he says, smirking again. ‘Just like this one?’ He nods his head derisively in my direction.


Sonny stiffens, and I see his whole demeanour change from chilled and relaxed to steadfast and determined in a second.


‘I can assure you, Gerald, we’re here to do much more than sit and watch the weather. We’re here to record some very unusual collisions of charged particles in the solar wind. They’ve been colliding with molecules in the earth’s upper atmosphere, and it’s resulted in some particularly extreme circumstances.’ Sonny says all this with an airy confidence. Even though I’m pretty sure he has no idea what he’s just described, it sounds like he does and even I’m taken aback. ‘Sky here is an extremely well-respected and highly qualified meteorologist. She wouldn’t have been sent here if this work wasn’t of the utmost importance.’


Gerald looks similarly shocked for a moment, but then he folds his arms defensively across his chest. ‘Don’t try and fool me with your clever language and long words, you’re just talking about clouds, sun and rain. There’s nothing new you two can tell me about the weather; I sit in that office over there day after day watching it change. You don’t need some fancy degree and a silly title to teach you how to do that.’


‘No, you don’t,’ Sonny says quickly. ‘Just as I’m sure you don’t need any qualifications or too much brain power to sit and watch boats come in and out of a harbour all day long … ’


I grin, knowing exactly what he’s getting at.


Gerald nods in agreement, then his expression slowly begins to change as he realises what Sonny’s inferring. But luckily for us, at that moment a holidaymaker comes over to ask Gerald a question about the harbour, so he’s immediately distracted.


Sonny takes this as his cue to escape. ‘Chocks away!’ he calls as he throws the rope on to the deck, then follows it by leaping athletically down there himself.


‘I think you’ll find that’s anchors away,’ I say, smiling to myself as I look through the windshield and begin guiding the boat out of the harbour. ‘We’re not flying.’


‘I don’t know,’ Sonny responds swiftly. ‘We might experience some extreme turbulence on this crossing – if our past conversations are anything to go by.’


I quickly turn my head to look at him, but he’s already sitting back in the boat with his arm around Comet on one side of him, and Fitz on the other.


I sigh as I look back out to the island.


When I’d agreed to this, I knew if I created a calm environment, got enough rest and had a peaceful regular routine, I would be able cope with this assignment and prove myself to Met Central. I’d had it all planned out and I was confident of what the weeks ahead would be like.


But now Sonny Samuels has been thrown into the mix, I get the feeling that dealing with the over-exuberant weather presenter sitting in the back of my boat is going to cause me more trouble than anything else this island could ever throw at me.




OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Also by this author



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Chapter Thirty-Two



		Chapter Thirty-Three



		Chapter Thirty-Four



		Inspiration & Thanks













		Cover



		Table of Contents









OEBPS/images/ch01.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch03.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch02.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch04.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780751581003.jpg
‘A perfect, sparkling, summer read” Cathy Bramley

Ali Mc'Namara |






