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	Once Eleanor walked out of the house there was a glimmer of hope for Stanley and his children. He realized why there was such a rift between him and the family. Something he felt he had to remedy. Being down and out, there was a lot for him to do before he could focus on anything other than survival.


	Candice had been through a rough patch. But she couldn’t sit back and relax. With her new baby, she had even more responsibilities. Feeling alone in the world, she had to carry on with life. 
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For my readers, I have the coolest job in the world writing for you. Thank you!

For my mom, Thank you for your patience and guidance, your use of the editor’s red pen…


	 




THE LOCATION


	
Hibberdene is a small coastal town on the KwaZulu-Natal South Coast in South Africa. It was named after C. Maxwell-Hibberd, the former postmaster-general of Natal. Hibberdene is located in the Hibiscus Coast region of the KZN South Coast and is a seaside town situated 97 km south of Durban, halfway between Scottburgh and Margate. Hibberdene has become a popular holiday destination with local and foreign tourists. It is known as an affordable destination and for its beaches. Hibberdene has five popular beaches, four of which are netted and thus are safe for swimming. Hibberdene's beaches are popular because of the warm Indian Ocean flowing across its shoreline, making diving, snorkelling and scuba diving very pleasant. Hibberdene serves as a shopping centre for the small settlements and countryside surrounding it. 
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Chapter 1


	Hilton and Dawn sat at their desks in the study early in the evening. Pierce, their little boy, had already had his bath and was fast asleep for the night. It was their time to work or take a break and relax. Hilton looked at his schedule for the week. What had started as a handyman business was now a rather large concern. The cleaning service had taken off as well as the garden service. Some of their clients opted for their gardens to be done every second week which made it easier to slot in new customers. It wasn’t unheard of to have the team do a garden and go and do another in the afternoon after working on something else during the day. Quite often when the clouds banked up they did a garden early in the morning before their job for the day. Their customers were rather impressed when their gardens were mowed and beds turned over by seven in the morning. 


	Dawn’s business was always busy. Dealing with overseas customers her business blossomed. There was always a project on the go and new computer installations booked. She had her team and they were spread around the world. They earned a fortune and were always ready for the next project. Sometimes she kept them so busy they worked on two projects at a time. Hilton’s team had jobs every single day. Sometimes tiny, but they also took on rather big renovations or painting jobs. Hilton never turned anyone away. 


	Hilton’s parents were settled at their house on the beachfront. Miles and Claire were always busy. He was kept busy with his woodwork and Claire always had something on the go to keep her occupied.


	The Kent family were happy living in their cottages on Hilton and Dawn’s property. With the help of Chelsea, their daughter, Gabe and his wife Stephanie had turned their blog in to a huge business. At times the turnover per day was over a hundred thousand. Even though they could afford to buy their own home and pay cash, they didn’t want to move. The cottages were their home. There was still a rift between Gabe and his brother Stanley. They hardly ever crossed paths. And when they did, Gabe made sure he dodged him. Even Ike, their father, didn’t want to have anything to do with Stanley. Ike and Dora were happy living with Gabe, Stephanie and the children, Chelsea and Jack. 
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	It was early in the morning when Gabe made his way to the bank with Ike. They were almost at the door when Stanley walked up to them. “Dad!”


	Ike and Gabe stopped. “Stanley, what a lovely surprise.”


	“I wanted to come and visit but I don’t have the address.”


	Gabe hoped and prayed that Ike didn’t give him the address. “You know, Stanley, at the moment it isn’t possible. We are only home in the evenings. We could meet you on the beach.”


	“Where can we meet?”


	Ike explained where and Stanley asked for directions. “Oh, the last beach you come to. Park in the public parking and you will see us sitting under the big tree. Is there a reason you wanted to come and see us? How is business?”


	“Barely making ends meet, Dad. I wanted to ask if you could maybe loan me some money. Just a few hundred. Nothing more. I will pay you back when I can.”


	“Stanley, that is out of the question. Our pensions don’t even cover the rent. You treated us so badly when we came to stay. We know you pilfered our home without batting an eyelid. On second thoughts, why don’t you go in to that sideline of things? You seemed to do rather well, stealing items from Gabe’s house and selling them. You don’t have to answer. We have proof. We had the television traced and went to the police with a list of other items that were stolen. You just took what didn’t belong to you. I can’t even loan you a cent. We live in a small cottage now. Gabe had to sell his house. Why doesn’t your wife go out and get a job?”


	“She has never worked a day in her life.”


	“Maybe the time has come that she should go out there and start. Even mom worked when we were first married. You chose to open your own company and let your wife spend the profits. That is your own doing.”


	“We can’t afford to go out anymore. I heard you went to the restaurant and had a meal.”


	“Yes, we were invited out for a meal. We don’t socialize or entertain if that is what you are implying, Stanley. What happened to the money? You had the jobs lined up and were out till late in the evenings.”


	“Those weren’t jobs.”


	“No, that was when you left the children with us and went to the pub and spent a fortune. On second thoughts, don’t worry about meeting us on the beach. Spend your time wisely. Go home and take a good hard look at yourself. Have a shower and shave. If you are standing here at this time of the morning you aren’t working. Sell everything you have stolen and get back on your feet. Pawn the lot. I would give you mom’s watch but your wife destroyed that. See if anyone needs a mechanic. Shove your pride in your pocket and go and find a job.” Ike put his hand in his pocket and handed a note to Stanley. “Use that for a haircut. Your hair is filthy and you look like a slob.”


	“Thanks, Dad.” Stanley stood rooted to the spot and watched as his father and Gabe walked off without turning back. He felt as though doors had been shut in his face and it hurt. 
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	He walked off feeling broken and shattered. As he walked past the barber he stopped and walked in and looked at the prices on the board.


	“Stanley! I haven’t seen you in a while. You must be rather busy these days.”


	“Quite the opposite Malcolm. Can you give me the cheapest haircut on the board?”


	“What about your normal short back and sides?” Stanley looked at the board. He was too embarrassed to say he couldn’t afford his normal haircut. “Take a seat, Stanley.”


	Stanley knew his hair looked dirty. After walking for what seemed like hours in the heat, his hair was soaked from perspiration. He sat and had his normal haircut. Short back and sides always looked smart and suited him. As he sat he thought about Gabe and what his father had said. He knew Gabe had been burgled but he didn’t know by who. He would never thieve from him. Gabe was someone he respected and looked up to and admired. Stanley wouldn’t even know how to disarm an alarm. Breaking in to a lock was something else he didn’t know about and would never even try. He didn’t have a criminal mind and didn’t think like one. He was always out to do good things for other people and help where he can. After such a long time he realized why there was such animosity from Gabe and his father. It explained why they had drifted so far apart where they had always been rather close. 
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	Gabe put his arm around Ike and hugged him as they walked in to the bank. “I know that was difficult Dad.”


	“Maybe so, Gabe. But we are not here to give handouts. I am wearing my money belt as you asked. Are you?”


	“Yes, I am. I have an enormous withdrawal to make. I will ask the bank manager if one of his men can escort us to the car when we leave.”


	“That might be a good idea.” They walked in to the bank and the teller smiled as they handed her the money belts. She counted the cash using the cash counter and did the deposit. She rolled her eyes as she immediately did the withdrawal and packed every bundle of notes in to the two money belts. She finished the transaction and cocked her head as she looked up at the door. 


	They walked in to the office and she walked over and they put the money belts around their waists. One thing Gabe always did was withdraw the entire amount of takings for the day. Most of the items they sold on their site were supplied by Hilton and Dawn. Once he had the money, it was split fifty-fifty and they would take their equal portion. Something Gabe had done from the very first sale. The two security men walked out with them and they climbed in to the car. Gabe drove home and made sure to check that they weren’t being followed. He drove in to the yard and straight in to the garage. They whistled as they walked in and Stephanie chuckled.


	“Did you stop for a beer you took so long?”


	“Nope, Stanley stopped and had a chat. Then we went in to the bank and came straight home.”


	




Chapter 2


	Stanley looked at himself in the mirror once he had his usual short back and sides style of haircut. He looked so much better. Malcolm charged him the price of the cheapest haircut and he went straight to the store. Stanley took his basket and added a loaf of bread and twelve hot dog rolls. He walked to the fridges and stood looking at the cheese. Almost forced, he had to find the cheapest block he could. The cheese would be a pleasant change for the children’s sandwiches. A tin of jam lasted quite a while but they also needed a change. He knew down to the last cent how much he had in his pocket and what he could spend.


	“Could you hand me a rather large block of cheese please?”


	He looked up and straight in to the most beautiful pair of eyes he had ever seen. The woman was so beautiful he almost took a step back. He smiled and looked at her stomach. Not that big, but for her size, he could understand she was most uncomfortable. “Sure. Which one?”


	“The cheddar, please. I would like to make a thick tangy cheese sauce tonight.”


	He took the block of cheese and put it in to her empty basket. He could see she was taking strain just by standing. “Are you buying many items?”


	“Three or four.”


	“Let me take that basket from you and we can share mine. I am only buying a few items myself.”


	“Thank you. I am sorry to be such trouble.” He took the basket and put her cheese to the side of his basket. He put it down and took the empty basket and piled it on top of the other empty baskets loaded on a trolley. Stanley walked back and lifted the basket and chose his block of cheese and put it straight in to his basket. She noticed he had checked the prices and asked him to take another but one of the bigger blocks. He obliged and put it in to his basket. “And a tub of margarine please.” He looked at the price and loaded two. He took a packet of Vienna sausages. “That is a good idea. I will have a pack of those as well, please. I am going to have hot dogs with a thick cheese sauce for supper. I do need something else.”


	“Sure.”


	“Would you mind awfully? I need a small pack of flour and a tin of mustard. Buy the strongest one you see. The dry mustard.” Stanley quickly went to go and fetch the mustard and flour and walked back to her and put the items in to the basket. She took two cartons of milk. “I use the long-life milk but I prefer using fresh milk when I make a cheese sauce.”


	“But you don’t have bread rolls. How many would you like? Six or twelve?”


	“Twelve. I was going to take an amble that way on my way out of the store.” He put out his arm and she chortled with laughter as she slipped her hand through the crook of his arm and held on as they slowly walked. “Your hair looks very smart. The barber gives a good cut.”


	“He does a good job.”


	“What do you do for a living?”


	“I am a motor mechanic. Well, not just cars but trucks as well and I fix anything motorized or mechanical.”


	“Having a friend like you on my doorstep is so handy. I respect anyone who has a trade. Nothing like those office jockeys who just step in to a job and sit behind a desk and the cash flows in every month. Whether they exert themselves or not. A fixed salary and sometimes they sit and chat. Just there for the job and no dedication at all. On the other hand, people who are hands-on really do earn their keep. But they have the upper hand. They can increase their turnover by doing just a little more. And if you own a business and need extra cash you can push the limits and work till eight or ten in the evening. Switch off the light and close your shop or office when you are ready.”


	“And what do you do?”


	“I am an online teacher. Another type of desk jockey.”


	Stanley grinned as he listened. He took the twelve rolls and was rather sad that they had reached the rows of bread and rolls. They made their way to the tills. “Anything else while you are here?”


	“Were there any packs of ham? Presliced.”


	“There were.”


	“Two of those. The country ham if you can.” Stanley put the basket on the floor and sped off and fetched the two packs of ham. He walked back and they went to the till. She put her shopping bag on the counter and Stanley unpacked her items and the teller scanned the items and she paid. Stanley paid for his items and she handed the teller one of her bags. They walked out carrying their bags. “Which way are you going?”


	“Just up the road. I don’t have that far to walk.”


	“Let me give you a lift. I am going in the same direction. Towards the traffic light and then I turn off but I can always drop you. Save your legs.” Stanley couldn’t say no. He climbed in to the comfortable Mercedes traveller and she climbed in beside him. He saw the baby bag on the back seat.


	“When is the baby due?”


	“The doctor said another two or three months at least. I don’t trust the guy so I thought I would pack and get ready. He can never give me a straight answer. First, it was a girl and then he changed his mind and said a boy. So, I don’t ask anymore and hope for the best. Hopefully, I am in the car when the time comes. It takes me forever to get ready and leave the house. Normally I would sprint. These days I am like a snail. I am sure I leave a trail of goo at the same time.” She smiled as she started the car that almost purred. 


	“I thought of camping outside the hospital during the day but they could arrest me for loitering.” Stanley grinned as she drove up to the traffic light and turned left. Heading in the same direction as he would be walking. She chatted as she drove and Stanley listened and gave his input. She was so interesting to talk with. They reached the main traffic light in Port Shepstone and she turned to him and hooted with laughter. “Oh shucks. I was engrossed in what you were telling me and lost track of my travels, didn’t I?” 


	Stanley burst in to laughter as she turned right and worked her way around the block and drove back to the village. He hadn’t even realized where they had driven. “Now stop me when I get to your turnoff or we might end up in Durban. I would offer to drop you off right at your front door but I don’t think your family would appreciate that. People always think the worst, don’t they? I would call it kindness and they would think you have been spending the day with me. Well, if I didn’t have the blimp. I don’t want to get you in to trouble. I have had such a wonderful time chatting with you.”


	Stanley had to agree. She pulled to the side of the road as he pointed. “Thank you. I thoroughly enjoyed my tour. I wish you all the best with that baby. I hope your husband isn’t mad at me for sucking up your time.” She didn’t respond to the comment and he took the bag and was about to take his items.


	“Take the bag. I refuse to buy the recycled bags from the store. By the time you arrive home, they have a tear or hole. My apology for taking you to town and wasting your time.” He laughed as he took the bag and waved as she took to the road. Stanley smiled as he carried on walking. There was still quite a way to go but the drive had been a pleasant one. He wondered about her husband or her partner. She had asked about his children and family but she hadn’t said a word about hers. He wondered if there was a reason for that. It took him forever to walk to the house. 
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	Stanley walked in to the house and Eleanor stood with her hands on her hips and yelled. “Where the bloody hell have you been! You have been gone for the entire day!”


	“I walked to the village.”


	“What about fixing the car?”


	“I don’t have money to buy the spare part.”


	“What did you buy? Spending our money on rubbish again! And you bought a shopping bag! Now that is an absolute waste of money. The bags from the store cost a few cents!” He walked to the kitchen and switched on the kettle and took a pot and put it on the stove and switched it on so that it would be ready for the boiled water. He put the bread and bread rolls on the counter and put the cheese straight in to the fridge. Stanley frowned as he took the rather large block of cheese, the packet of flour, ham, mustard, milk, and a huge slab of chocolate he hadn’t even seen. He knew he had taken the right bag. Hers was the red one and he had been given the black. 


	Stanley smiled as he took another pot and handed the small block of cheese to his daughter Louise to grate for him. He made the cheese sauce and put the packet of Vienna sausages in to the pot and filled it with the boiling water from the kettle and waited for them to boil. He buttered four rolls and put them on a plate and waited for the Vienna sausages. Stanley poured the cheese sauce in to a jug and put it in the middle of the table. He took the slab of chocolate and put it on the table as well. “I refuse to have a hot dog for supper!” Eleanor glared at him. He made the hot dogs and put the plate in the middle of the table and the children walked in to the kitchen and sat down at the table. Eleanor begrudgingly sat down and ate her hot dog without adding the cheese sauce.


	“Eleanor, after supper, please ask your parents to fetch you. I am trying as hard as I can to get a job or earn an income. I don’t have any transport at the moment.”


	“Use one of the kid's bicycles!” She yelled.


	“The children ride to school on their bicycles. The school is not close and is quite a distance to pedal.”


	“Why can’t they double up on one bicycle and you can use the other for the time being? And why should I leave? If I leave I am never coming back. And look at you! Who are you trying to impress by having a haircut? You say we don’t have money and you squander money on yourself.” 


	Stanley didn’t answer but looked at her gold bracelets, rings, and her diamond pendant and several chains. She was dripping in gold. So much gold adorned her body that it was overdone and looked rather cheap and low class. Rather tacky the way she wore a ring on every single finger and had gold bracelets up the length of her arm. But he always kept quiet and never commented or retaliated. Knowing how she always reacted he had become her doormat and she took advantage of his good nature.


	Stanley felt the terrible atmosphere at the table. Mark and Louise his children looked down at their plates as they ate and he spoke with Eleanor. He had to speak with her while she was sitting down and there was nothing within reach for her to grab and hurl in the air and smash. “I found out what you did, Eleanor. You ransacked Gabe's home every time the family came to visit. They thought it was me. The television set you stole from them was traced. Did you pawn their television set after you stole it from their home? If you did, and you used your name at the pawnshop, your name is on record. And they might have you on video when you sold them the stolen set.”


	“Well, then they have my details. Your parents wouldn’t give us a dime and neither would Gabe so I took.”


	“When they came to stay I had an agreement with Gabe. Yet you shoved five people in one room and asked for even more money. Forcing Stephanie to cook the meals at supper time and babysit the children. They were paying guests! Rather leave after supper. I know your parents still pay you a monthly allowance and we don’t see a cent. I would prefer it if you left or you get a job and you pay your way.”


	“Get a job? Oh, I don’t think so. I would never stoop so low and degrade myself. My parents would never agree to that. My father would have a lot to say.” She finished her hot dog and stood up and took the slab of chocolate. “I will have that, thank you.”


	Stanley snatched the slab of chocolate out of her hand. “Oh, I don’t think so. That is our dessert.” She snorted and walked out of the kitchen and went straight to the bedroom and slammed the door as hard as she could. Stanley stood up as she left the kitchen. He made another hot dog for each of them and sat down to eat. The children looked at the cheese sauce and he helped to pour it over their sausage and they took a bite. He could see the appreciation written all over their faces. 


	Stanley heard the door slam again and then they heard the voices. He knew her parents had arrived. A feeling of relief seemed to wash over his body. He heard the high pitched shrill sound of her mother’s voice and even her father who had a rather squeaky voice. Which rather matched his pointy face. He heard the doors closing and the car pulled away and drove up the driveway. He was almost relieved that Eleanor was gone. 


	Stanley stood up and went to go and close and lock the front door. Something Eleanor never did. Every door was always left wide open. It always seemed to be rather an effort for her to close a door when she left a room. The only time she closed the door was when she was in the toilet or bathroom. When she lay in the bath he always heard her on the phone chatting with someone. He walked back to the kitchen and sat down with the children.


	The children looked at him. “We will survive and we are going to do well. I will get a job so don’t worry about anything. Have you done your homework?”


	“We have, Daddy.”


	Stanley laughed as he took the slab of chocolate and gave them each a row of chocolate and took one for himself. He packed the remainder of the chocolate in to the cupboard. “Mom stole the things from Uncle Gabe’s house. Even gran’s watch. We are going to make things better and I am going to pay every cent back to granddad and Uncle Gabe.”


	“We will help Dad. When we arrived home there was another man here.”


	“I know, Mark. I presume that happens just about every day.” Mark and Louise nodded their heads but didn’t comment. They were similar to Stanley in many ways. Even though they were rather young, they never spoke out of turn or badly of anyone and backed off from any altercations. They were almost scared of their mother. 
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	The next morning Stanley walked to the village and went to every workshop he could think of looking for a job. There were no positions available. But he still left his details. He walked home and smiled as Louise had just finished mashing the potatoes and Mark had heated the Vienna sausages that were left over from the previous evening. Even the remaining cheese sauce had been heated up and drizzled over their mash and the Vienna sausages. They sat and had their splendid meal and chatted about school. The children seemed a lot happier just with the three of them together. “Dad, thank you for our sandwiches. When I opened my lunch box and saw I had ham and cheese I didn’t want it to end. That was so nice!” Mark said.


	Stanley grinned and looked at Mark. “I thought you might like something different for a change. You might have that every day for a while. We can’t waste the ham. You can’t keep it forever. We can take a piece and chop it up and make another cheese sauce. We might have some macaroni in the cupboard. Then we can make a kind of ham dish.”


	“I can do that tomorrow night Dad. When we eat this kind of food I enjoy it even more.” Stanley grinned as he took the chocolate and gave them each a piece. It was such a big slab there was still enough for another night.


	Mark held up his chocolate and waved it in the air. “And pudding!”


	“And pudding Mark. We are spoilt.” He saw them off to bed and sat in his bedroom and held his phone in his hands and dialled Gabe.


	Gabe looked at the number and answered the phone, knowing who it was. “Gabe, I am not asking for a handout but I need your advice. Eleanor has gone for good. I asked her to leave. I left my details with every workshop in the village. There aren’t any jobs available at the moment. It might be a bit far to walk to Port Shepstone. Do you think I should sell the house and rather survive on the money and rent something else?”


	“Stanley, if I were you I would sell but it might take some time. Even if you rent out your house you will have to pay rent somewhere else. That might be your saving grace. I will keep a lookout and see if I hear of any jobs. What are you looking for?”


	“Anything Gabe. Even if I need to do physical labour I don’t mind. I had a haircut and bought rolls and Vienna sausages and we feasted on hot dogs. Please tell dad I said thanks.”


	“We do that sometimes. How good are you with gates that are motorized?”


	“They are a breeze. If you can think of something let me know the day before the job starts. At the moment I am on foot. I need to earn some money first. I have to buy a spare part for the car.”


	“What spare part is it Stanley?” Stanley told him and he wrote down the details. “And how are the children getting to school?”


	“They still have the bicycles you bought for them a couple of years back. Gabe, I know you won’t believe me. It wasn’t me. It was Eleanor. She was the one who broke in to your house. I didn’t know what she was up to. When your family came to stay I didn’t realize until I arrived home that she had moved them in to one bedroom. That is something I would never do. If I agree to something, I stick by my word. When dad said it was me I realized what she was doing. Gabe, I am so sorry. If I had known I would have returned everything and even replaced some of the things that had vanished. I mentioned it the night she left and she didn’t deny what she had done. I feel rotten but now I understand why you don’t want to have anything to do with me.”


	“Thanks for clearing that up Stanley. Let me see what I can do.”


	Gabe put down the phone and felt awful. He thought it was Stanley but he realized that it was Eleanor and Stanley was being honest. The pieces of the puzzle seemed to click in to place. The break-ins always happened in the mornings when the children were at school and Stanley was at work. 
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