
On their first morning in Sandra Bay, Jess and Liz slept in. Pet, however, woke up at around seven 
o’clock, and went for a walk around the Camp.

When he came back, he was excited.

“What is it, Pet? What’s up?”

Jess followed him out onto the patio of the chalet.

“Oh, you’re right, Pet. That view is awesome!”

She and Pet breakfasted out on the patio. She had her usual muesli, and he had his usual cereal. 
The view from the Camp was amazing, as it was higher than the town of Sandra Bay, so the whole 
town and bay lay spread out below them.

She realized that Pet had never seen the sea. She hadn’t seen the sea! Baklaw City was inland, 
and they had never travelled to the nearest coast when they lived there. It seemed so long ago now, 
but in fact it was only a few weeks.

She looked at Pet. He was no longer the shy, quiet boy that he had been in Baklaw City. He was 
confident, outgoing, and friendly. He’d also filled out quite a bit and was now more muscled than he
had been. She put her hand on his arm, and he smiled at her.

“Jess!” he said.

She was always amazed at how much feeling he could get into the word. Liz came out of the 
chalet, yawning.

“Liz!” said Pet.

“Morning, Pet. Morning Jess. What a view!”

The town of Sandra Bay was situated at left side of the bay, and to the right the beach swept 
around to a craggy headland crowned by a lighthouse. Sand dunes paralleled the beach and small 
groups of houses clustered close to the road behind them.

The sea was a deep, dark green, and little boats dotted its surface. A larger vessel threaded its 
way through the throng, its long white wake setting the yachts and other boats bobbing. A long 
breakwater enclosed a marina full of yachts and small pleasure boats.

On the town side of the bay, the houses and other buildings ran all the way out to the headland, 
where a flag flew from a large white building. Below the hill was the small port, with cranes 
swinging to and fro, loading an old freighter.

A river snaked it’s way down the valley through farmlands until it disappeared from sight as it 
entered the town. It reappeared where the broad mouth of the river divided the town into two and 
discharged into the bay. Small boats could be seen, moored in the river mouth or travelling up and 
down stream.

It was a pretty seaside town. Most of the houses seemed to be single story, set in comfortable 
grounds. They could see that the nearer houses often had small boats parked in their grounds, and 
the occasional house boasted a swimming pool. Trees were abundant, shrubs were everywhere, and 
the overall impression was of pastel houses set in parkland. Towards the centre of the town they 
could see taller buildings. Shops and offices, most likely.



After breakfast Jess and the other two set off to find the Chief.

“Oh, hullo guys. Are you going in to see Lynda? The doctors want to keep her in for a day or so, 
just in case.”

“Yeah, Chief. Do you know of anyone who is going that way?”

“No, sorry. But there is a bus.”

“A bus? Outside a Gypsy Camp?”

The Chief laughed. “Yes, it’s unusual, isn’t it? Sandra Bay is Gypsy friendly. They also treat their
menfolk a lot better than many places, too!”

***
Pet liked the bus. It wasn’t as high as a rig of course, but they could see quite a bit as they rode 
down the hill into town. Jess was interested too, and she and Liz were pointing out the sights to one 
another. A church here, a shopping centre there. A sports field. A school!

The woman, seated in front of them, was laughing at them.

“You like our little town do you, guys?”

“Yes, very much,” said Liz. “We’ve just been in Beldamme. It seems a lot more relaxed here.”

The woman nodded. “Yeah, I was brought up there, but I’m glad I moved here. I met Derek 
here.”

She indicated the man seated next to her. He grinned.

“You’re Gypsies, aren’t you? I work at the Camp, cleaning. I heard that a Gypsy rig was attacked
by ferals! Shocking!”

“Yeah, that was us. Our rig was stopped by them, and our friend, the owner, was injured. We’re 
on our way to see her in hospital.”

“That was your truck? Oh, it must have been scary!”

“Well, we didn’t have time to be scared. Although Jess was scared for Pet, here. I was too! But 
we had to help our friend. She’s not too badly hurt.”

“Oh, this is our stop. Come on, Derek. Nice to have met you. Give your friend our best wishes!”

“Thank you. We will.”

***
They arrived at the bus station. Pet was a bit confused by all the buses and the parking bays, but Liz
and Jess found the hospital bus. Soon they were descending from the bus outside the hospital.

It was pleasant building, open and airy. They walked up the steps and were directed down a long 
wide corridor. Doctors, nurses, visitors, and the occasional ambulatory patient, walked up and 
down, looking for the most part, reasonably cheerful.

They found Lynda’s ward. She was in the sun room, talking with an older woman.

“Guys! You found me! Now smuggle me out of here!”

The older woman laughed.



“Oh, this June. She’s another Gypsy, here for the same reason as I am. She got a knock on the 
head.”

“Yeah, my grandson accidentally hit me with a baseball. Knocked me out! Poor kid.”

“So, how are you, Lynda?” asked Jess.

Pet just walked up and hugged her.”

“Aww! Thanks, Pet! June, this is the boy who saved me!”

“Well, Liz helped too,” said Jess. “I was so worried when Pet was dragging you to safety, and 
then Liz left the rig to help him.”

“Oh, thanks, Liz. I didn’t know that! The Chief didn’t tell me. I can’t remember anything! One 
minute we were on the road, the next, I’m in here. You’ll have to tell me the whole story. Maybe 
you’ll have to tell me again tomorrow, though. I’m still forgetting things. Doc says that’s to be 
expected. She’s got a lot of influence around here!”

“When do you get out, pal?”

“Tomorrow, they say. If they don’t let us out, June and I are going to tunnel our way out, aren’t 
we?”

June just laughed. They chatted for a while, then Jess, Liz and Pet left. Pet gave Lynda another 
hug,

***
At around three-thirty the rest of the convoy arrived, led by Rose. The Chief and her crew, and Jess, 
Liz and Pet were waiting behind Lynda’s rig. Of course, everyone asked how Lynda was, and then 
they congratulated Lynda’s crew.

“Thanks, guys,” said Liz. “We only reacted to what was happening. If Joanie hadn’t been behind 
us, who know what might have happened?”

“Right, team,” said the Chief. “I might, quite rightly, get rapped over the knuckles for this. I let 
you spread out too much. But don’t worry about that. I don’t know where we are headed next, and 
some of you might not want to carry on. Just let me know when you decide. Hopefully we will be 
headed up the coast. We might even pick up a rig or two if we head that way.”

Since the Chief had a lot to do with the clan’s scheduling, it was likely that they would head up 
the coast.

***
The next day Liz, Jess and Pet went in to the town on the bus.

“Look, Jess! Look at the boys!”

They’d just come from Beldamme, where the boys and men were dressed in conservative 
clothing, and seemed quiet and reserved. Here the boys were laughing and smiling. Their clothing 
was much brighter and less uniform than in Beldamme. They walked with their wives in a 
comfortable way, and the idea of a cop stopping them because they weren’t holding hands seemed 
ludicrous.

“There’s a boy by himself, there!” pointed Jess.



The boy was about their age, Jess estimated. No one seem perturbed that he was by himself.

They descended from the bus at the bus station and walked through to the sea front. All three of 
them stood stunned. None of them had been to the sea in their lives, and they had not anticipated the
flower gardens, the little trucks selling food, ice cream, and other treats and other trucks selling 
beach toys and hats and other knick-knacks.

They crossed the road through the dense, slow moving traffic and climbed the steps to the 
esplanade. It was obviously a popular walk, and couples and groups of people were casually 
strolling along it.

There were no children to be seen, apart from some older girls and neuts, and it was apparent 
that, even in this Gypsy and man friendly town, the children were brought up in a system similar to 
Baklow City with separate nurseries and schools for the different sexes. Jess had got used to and 
enjoyed seeing kids of all genders around.

“No kids,” said Liz.

Jess laughed.

“Now we know we really are Gypsies! I was thinking that too!”

They passed down some steps onto the beach.

“You know, I feel rather overdressed,” Liz commented.

The standard wear on the beach seemed to be one piece bathing suits for the females and neuts, 
and trunks for the males, but there were some fully dressed people around, so they didn’t stand out 
too much.

“Oh, look, boys,” said Jess.

A group of totally naked boys were frolicking in the surf, supervised by an older looking neut 
and a couple of younger women.

“At least they get out a bit, here. I remember how surprised Pet was when we first went to the 
park, back in Baklow city! It’s sad now I come to think of it.”

Pet suddenly sat down and took his shoes and socks off.

“What?”

He grinned and walked into the uprush from the latest wave. He giggled as the backwash washed
the sand from around his feet.

“Liz? Jess?” he said.

“Good idea, Pet! Why not?”

Jess and Liz quickly removed their shoes and socks and followed Pet’s example.

“Oh, that feels heavenly! Eek! That made my jeans wet!”

“Like this,” said Liz, pulling the legs of her jeans up as high as she could.

Eventually the inevitable happened, and a larger than usual wave caught them unawares, soaking
them to their knees. They staggered out of the surf laughing.



“Hey,” yelled a woman who was passing by, pointing to one of Jess’ shoes which was floating 
away.

A young girl grabbed it for her, but her other shoe and her socks were nowhere to be seen.

They walked along the beach for a while, carrying their shoes. Pet suddenly stopped and 
laughed. He pointed at his shoes and then at Jess’ one shoe, and laughed again.

“What? Oh, I get it. Very funny.”

“What?” asked Liz, with a puzzled look on her face.

“Pet was just pointing out that he’s usually the one to lose a shoe!”

“Oh, yeah! Very funny, Pet!”

“Let’s get some lunch. Shall we try here?”

They ate in a restaurant which was a little more upmarket than they would usually choose. Pet 
was a bit confused by the menu and all the cutlery.

“Shall I order for you, Pet?”

Of course, he didn’t understand what she said, but he got the idea. He nodded, so she got him a 
fish dish with a side order of chunky chips. She and Liz shared a big bowl of seafood chowder. 
When Pet saw it he was very interested.

“Do you want a taste, Pet?” she said, offering him a spoonful.

He nodded and she gave him a taste. He shook his head and then he concentrated on his fish 
dish. He looked a bit unsure at first, but then he ate a bit and discovered it was fish and dug in to it. 
Jess realized that he had only seen battered fish before. He loved the chunky chips and dunked them
in the cheesy sauce.

It was a very pleasant meal. Afterwards they walked through the town centre, where they bought 
Jess some new shoes. There were the usual shops, but there was also a small market place. One stall
was selling seafood, and Pet was fascinated, Crabs and shellfish were rare in Baklaw City, which 
was far from the sea. There was even an octopus which Pet stared at for a long time. Jess couldn’t 
even guess what he thought of it.

They passed a meat stall where Pet was on more familiar ground, However, they were selling the
local pasty type of pie, which they hadn’t seen before. Pet wanted to see what they were like, so he 
bought one. Unlike in Beldamme the young stall holder didn’t act as if it was strange for a man to 
have money, and when Pet smiled at her, she blushed, but Pet didn’t seem to notice. Pet showed Liz 
and Jess that his pasty had vegetables in it!

Then they went to pick up Lynda, who was being discharged from the hospital. Lynda was eager 
to leave, so she signed the necessary papers, and she was, she said, free! They took a cab back to the
Camp, and as soon as she stepped out of the car, Lynda sighed.

“You know, whichever town I’m in, the Camp feels like home! Of course it feels even more like 
home if my family is there too.”

“They’re in Beldamme, aren’t they?”

“Yeah, but I’m going to suggest that they move here. I like it here.”



***
That evening everyone welcomed Lynda back. Jess and Liz had to describe what had happened 
several times, and Pet was patted on the back for his part in it all.

The Chief stood up and said “Quiet, please, for a minute. We’re headed up the coast to Ravensea,
on the Island, next. Most of you have said that you want to continue, but can the rest of you let me 
know as soon as possible, please? Micki, who some of you know, is going to join us, so we will be 
up to eight rigs again if everyone stays.

“Yes, that mean that Lynda is coming along, but she can’t drive so her ‘pilots’ will be Jess and 
Liz.

“I’ve been fined by the Committee. No surprises there. I voted for it myself. I’ve been instructed 
to tell you to keep the rigs closer together, not that it’s really necessary to tell you now! We’ve all 
been shaken up by the incident.

“As is customary, half the fine will go to those most affected. Lynda will get most of it, but Pet 
gets some, and Liz and Jess will get a little.”

“Thanks, Chief,” said Lynda. “We should all have known better.”

“I agree. Thanks, Lynda. Well, that’s all I have to say,” said the Chief. “Enjoy the rest of the 
evening, everyone!”

“Why does Pet keep pointing at your feet, Jess? What’s that about?” asked Lynda.

“Oh, I lost a shoe in the sea. Pet thinks it’s funny because he is usually the one who loses a 
shoe.”

Lynda laughed.

“Oh, that is funny, Pet!”

She turned to Jess and Liz.

“Do you have any plans for the next few days, guys?”

“No, not yet. Do you have any ideas, Lynda.”

“Yes! We can visit the lake, and the waterfall, and we can go to the beach again!”

“Yeah! Sounds good. Hey, what’s Ravensea like? Everyone seems to want to go there.”

“They do. It’s where the rigs are from. I’ll get my rig fixed up when we get there. It’s a Gypsy 
town, probably the biggest of them, and a lovely place too.”

“I didn’t know Gypsies had towns.”

“Yeah, a few. I’m going to turn in. I’m tired. The doctors warned me. See you in the morning.”

Pet and a few of the other menfolk wandered over to the pinball machines.

“I got another letter from Ruby today. Oh, I miss her!” said Liz.

Jess held her friends hand.

“How is she?”



“Oh, I think that she’s missing me too. She keeps talking about selling up and coming to join us 
on the road. What do you think, Jess?”

Jess pondered. She thought that probably she, Liz and Pet made a good team. She wasn’t sure 
that she liked the idea, but she couldn’t tell Liz that directly.

“Mmm. Maybe. Could we be a team of four?”

Liz took the hint and sighed. “We work well as a team of three, don’t we?”

“Why don’t we invite her along next time we are back in Baklaw City? Then we can see how it 
goes.”

Liz brightened up. “Yeah, that’s a good idea. We’ll do that!”

“I think we should head back that way soon.”

Liz nodded. “Oh, by the way, they are changing the law! You know, the castration one. It will 
only apply if the man is proven to be dangerous. Some people don’t even like that, apparently. I 
don’t blame them.”

“Oh, good! So we can go back?”

“Well, it has to be ratified by Central Government, of course. And we’d have to surrender to the 
authorities if we went back, but Ruby’s lawyer says that we would either be let off, or given a small 
fine. But it looks like it.”

Jess looked at her friend. It was obvious that Liz didn’t want to rush back. Liz looked at her and 
they laughed.

***


