
The bus climbed steadily up towards the headland with the big white building.

“What’s that place, Lynda? It’s impressive, isn’t it?”

“Central Government Offices. They put on great balls and dances, but I’m sure that there is more
to them than that! Tickets to their garden parties are very much sought after, too.”

The bus reached the crest of the road, but instead of diving back down the other side, it swung 
inland, and, still climbing, followed the folds of the hills, sometimes passing through short tunnels.

Eventually a large dam appeared. The lake behind it reflected the fir clad hills around it.

“Waterfall?” asked the driver, and they and a few others disembarked, and watched the bus 
disappear along the lakeside.

“It’s a bit of a walk,” said Lynda. “But it’s worth it, I think.”

They followed the other passengers down a series of steps. The track wound backwards and 
forwards through the woods. After a while the firs gave way to deciduous trees, interspersed with 
smaller shrubs and bushes. They passed through a wide expanse of bracken, and then, after a final 
turn around a rock, the sound of a waterfall could be heard, and soon they saw the pool, and, at last, 
the waterfall.

Pet stood there with his mouth open. Jess poked him in the ribs and he laughed.

He said “Wow!”, one of the few words that he used now and then.

The path led them closer to the waterfall and led to an observation area that overlooked the pool. 
Spray from the waterfall swept over it occasionally.

“It’s the overflow from the dam, of course. There was a waterfall here before, but it was more of 
a cascade, apparently. It’s all on that information board,” said Lynda.

Pet was pulling on Jess’ hand.

“Hey guys, Pet wants to get closer. Come on!”

A small track led closer to the waterfall, and turned along the rock face towards it.

“Look, we can go behind it!”

The track led, past a warning sign, behind the waterfall. They were surrounded by spray thrown 
up by the falling water.

“Oh, that’s amazing,” said Liz. “And wet. Thanks, Lynda!”

“You’re welcome. Shall we make our way back?”

***
They climbed back up to the dam, and waited for the next bus.

“We’ll catch the bus to the head of the lake. That’s where most of the water sports are based,” 
said Lynda.

After about ten minutes a bus chugged up the hill, and they boarded it, and it followed the 
contour of the flooded valley, with its many inlets, and eventually reached the head of the lake 



where a stream entered it. There were small sailboats for hire, and there was a slipway where people
could launch their own boats. There was a restaurant, and a gift shop, and a tourist centre.

“There’s some amazing walks from here,” said Lynda. “You should try them if you come here 
again.”

A boat towed a parasail into the air. Pet was transfixed, He pointed and said “Jess?”

“Maybe. Another time?”

Pet nodded, but she wasn’t sure if he understood.

They dined at the small restaurant. It featured pies and chips, so Pet was happy enough. He chose
one of the local pasties, and the others followed his example.

“Good one, Pet,” said Lynda. “I’d not tried the pasties before.”

Pet gave her a thumbs up.

***
Jess, Pet and Liz were walking to the club one night when someone walked out of a shadow.

“Um, you’re heading to Ravensea, aren’t you?”

“Yeah. So?”

The woman looked around.

“So, ah, would you be interested in carrying a package for me?”

Liz and Jess looked at each other.

“Our load is scheduled through the Chief,” said Liz.

“But, um, I don’t want to schedule it. Um.”

“Maybe,” said Jess. “What is it?”

She wanted to know more.

“Um, do you need to know?”

“Yes!”

“It’s nothing illegal! Like drugs. It’s just that, um, import duties on some things are so high.”

“Like alcohol? Spirits? Tobacco?”

“Yeah, yeah.”

The woman agreed far too readily, Jess thought.

“We’ll have to talk to the owner of our rig. OK?”

“OK.”

The figure melted back into the shadows.

***
Lynda looked annoyed.



“There’s one of them around, is there? We’ll have to tell the Chief.”

“OK. We weren’t happy with it. Do the Gypsies do any smuggling? The rumour in the cities is 
that they do.”

“Well, it depends on what you mean by smuggling. People are always trying to smuggle drugs, 
but the Chief and the other Leaders try to stop them. I wouldn’t do it, and you wouldn’t, would 
you?”

“No, of course not.”

“But, in most places, the police would overlook an occasional box of spirits or cigarettes or 
luxury goods. They won’t overlook drugs or guns. They won’t overlook large quantities. If you 
want to be sure, run it past the Chief. But any ‘legitimate’ smuggler wouldn’t approach you from the
shadows.”

“What shall we do?”

“Hmm. Are you OK with me talking to the Chief?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Just carry on as usual, guys. Leave it to me.”

***
The figure emerged from the shadows.

“Have you given any thought to my proposition, guys?”

“What’s in your shipment? We need to know.”

“I told you. It’s not drugs. Nothing illegal.”

“Can we see it?

“Erm, no. It’s all sealed up.”

The Chief walked into the light. Two of her larger lieutenants also walked out of the shadows.

“No one else around, Chief,” said one of them.

“Well, Tara,” said the Chief, “what are you peddling today? Last time, it was drugs, I recall. 
Even though you swore that it wasn’t.”

The smuggler backed up, only to run into one of the lieutenants. All the fight appeared to go out 
of her.

“OK, Penny, It’s some drugs. Not much. Just a little. The police wouldn’t notice!”

“Get out of here, Tara. I’ve told you before. No drugs. You are permanently banned.”

The smuggler disappeared into the shadows.

“I’ve known her a long time,” observed the Chief. “Good night, guys. Thanks for telling me 
about her. She’ll not bother you again.”

She and her two lieutenants disappeared into the dark.

“The Chief’s called Penny?” asked Liz.



“I’d forget that if I were you,” came from the shadows.

***
Jess swung the big rig out onto the highway. She felt confident in her ability to handle it now. She 
felt, more than saw, the big trailer follow the motor unit onto the highway. The rig felt almost like 
an extension to her body. Next to her, Pet had his feet up on the dashboard, and Lynda was in the 
remaining seat in the front row. Liz was seated in the second row, with her feet on the back of Pet’s 
seat.

“Do you miss the driving, Lynda?” asked Jess.

“Yeah, of course, but I can put up with it. Anyway, it’s a week to Ravensea, and then I won’t be 
able to drive while it’s being repaired. I’ll survive. What are you going to do?”

“What do you mean, Lynda?”

“Well, the rig will be in the shop for, what, a month? You won’t want to hang around for that 
long, will you?”

“We hadn’t thought,” said Liz. “Would you mind if we swapped rigs? Or is it ‘crews’?”

“Nah. I wouldn’t mind. Crews are only temporary, but I’d work with you any time. I’ll miss you,
especially Pet.”

She rubbed his arm, and he smiled.

“You three seem like a stable team. Anyway, you need to think about it. Turn the radio on Jess. 
Let’s have some music.”

So they sang along, as they followed the rig in front of them down the highway.

***
The last night stop on the trip was on the mainland side of the ferry crossing. They could seethe 
island off in the distance, and the ferries were coming and going every hour or so.

Jess drove the rig into the Camp, following the other rigs in the usual loop around the parking 
area. The two rigs behind followed them closely, and they parked in a line as usual.

“Oh, look! Buses!” said Jess.

There were a couple of the big overland buses in the car park. They were uncommon, at least in 
this region.

“Are they Gypsy vehicles, Lynda?”

“No, their drivers have what they call a Guild. We do work with them sometimes, and now and 
then one joins a convoy, if we are going the same way. They’re armoured, as you can see, and there 
are shutters for the windows. Their drivers are tough! They have to be to take on some parts of the 
Wild alone.”

Jess and Liz looked around the terminus. Lynda had ‘borrowed’ Pet to move some cargo, so Jess 
and Liz were by themselves.

“Have you ever been on a ferry, Jess?” asked Liz.

“No, not even a tiny one.”



“So, yet another new experience.”

They laughed.

A small town had grown up to support the ferry service. It surrounded the mainland ferry 
terminus, and was known by most inhabitants as “Mainland.”. The Gypsy Camp formed a large part
of the town, but unlike other camps, there was no clear boundary between it and the town.

Lynda and Pet came up to them, cargo transfer completed.

“The Chief wants all crews to be in the social club at seven. It’s the usual pre-crossing briefing, 
that’s all. Let’s find our chalet.”

***
“Right!” said the Chief. “Most of you have been to the island before. Who hasn’t?”

A number of hands went including Jess and Liz’s. When Pet saw them put up their hands he did 
too, and Jess took his other hand and smiled at him.

“OK. The ferries can take four trucks at a time, so the following rigs will be on the ten o’clock 
sailing.”

She named the four rigs. Lynda’s rig was not called.

“The rest of you will be on the next sailing at eleven, and the Leader of that group will be Rose, 
OK?”

Everyone nodded.

“Let the sailors direct you. They have their own ways of loading their ships, just as we have our 
own ways of loading our rigs.

“Apart from ourselves, there’s the two overland buses, which you might have seen, some smaller
local vehicles, and a few foot passengers, but no other rigs on those sailings. The ferry office tell me
that it will be ‘choppy’.”

There were several groans.

“Now, I will be at Ravensea for two weeks, then I’m heading back to Sandra Bay and on from 
there. Ravensea is a common place for crews to change, so let me know your plans as soon as you 
can. Lynda is dropping out as she needs to get her rig repaired after the feral attack, and Jess, Liz 
and Pet have told me that they are looking for another rig. They’re new, but they’re good. There will
be other crews wanting to get back on the road in Ravensea, I’m sure, and other Leaders.

“Any questions? No? OK, thank you. End of meeting.”

***
Jess had been driving the morning legs, so she drove the rig onto the ferry. She was nervous as there
was not much room to spare, but she got the rig loaded to the satisfaction of the deck crew. The last 
two rigs eased in and parked alongside her, and the deck crew ran about tying the rigs down.

“Right,” said Lynda, patting her rig. “Let’s go below and find a seat.”

When they were all seated, Jess asked, “Do they really need to tie them down? Is it going to be 
that rough?”



“Probably not. Unless we hit a freak wave, of course. I’ve been over twice before, but never with
my own rig. It’s another level of worry! You parked her well, though, Jess.”

“Thanks. I could sense your tension. It didn’t help!”

“Sorry! Did anyone tell you how long the crossing was?”

“Someone said that it would take three hours.”

“That’s about right.”

***
Pet and Jess went out on the deck. It was a grey day and spray from the choppy seas blew around 
them. Jess shivered and Pet wrapped her up in his arms. She kissed him.

“Did you expect this when I picked you out, Pet?”

Pet as he always did, looked into her eyes with his deep brown eyes, and said “Jess”.

“Exactly! Let’s go in.”

***
Liz drove the rig off the ferry. It was just a matter of following the sailors’ instructions and 
following the rig in front. The last two rigs had to drive off first, to give the first two room to 
disembark, then they let Rose, the Leader, and Liz to overtake and they were back in the right order.
Rose led them into the parking area and stopped behind the four rigs which had crossed earlier.

“Leader, all. That’s it. Lunch break. The Chief will let us know when we are leaving. Respond.”

The three rig drivers, starting with Liz, sent their “Rogers” in order and they shut down the rigs 
and went to get their lunches.

The Chief strolled over. “I’ve got a rig going north that needs a crew. They’re at Ravensea, and 
the convoy leaves in a week. How does that sound?”

“Good,” said Liz, speaking for them all.

“I’ll introduce you to Jazz when we get there then. It’s been good having you in my convoy.”

“Aww! I’m going to miss you guys,” said Lynda.

“Us too,” said Jess.

Pet stood up and hugged the Chief, and they all laughed.

“Thanks Pet,” she said.

***
After lunch they drove across the island to Ravensea. It was a Gypsy town, but really, it didn’t look 
too different from other towns. It was green town, and it was difficult at first to judge the size of it. 
There were many normal houses, but also plenty of houses that were once caravans or containers. 
All the houses were set in gardens with trees and bushes everywhere. There were sealed roads, but 
also plenty of gravel roads. There were conventional shops with glass windows and others operating
out of trailers or shipping containers.

They visited the tiny harbour and watched the small fishing boats heading out or coming back 
with their catch. They went sight-seeing around the island.



***
Lynda came looking for them one day. “There you are. Do you want to see what makes this place 
different?”

She took them back to the parking area.

“Right, I have to take my rig in for repair. Can you drive, please, Jess?”

She directed them a little way out of town to where a long white building was built into the 
hillside. They drove down a slope and into a maintenance area, where Lynda handed her rig over to 
an elderly mechanic.

“We’ll let you know when she’s ready, Lynda.”

“Thanks, Mahala.”

***
Lynda then took them down in a lift, to another level. The doors opened to the sound of hundreds of
machines operating, with clanking of linkages and hissing of air hoses. There were people talking 
and a radio station struggled against the din. It was a rig production line, and stretched deep into the
hillside. The whole level was lit by overhead lights and by natural light ducted from high above.

The nearest rig was a light apple green, and as they watched a mechanic ran up the ladder and 
into the cab. The big engine started up, and the rig moved forward and disappeared under an 
archway.

“This line produces about one rig a month. It shuts down for a few months every year but still 
produces around six to eight rigs. That is all it can manage, but demand is much higher. Most of the 
parts have to be shipped in, and that is a bottleneck. I spent much of one summer bringing in 
engines, once, three to a load.”

“What parts are made here, Lynda?”

“Most of the bodywork is made on the other side of the island. One driver I met spent all her 
time bringing in the sheet metal for them. She said that it was so noisy over there when they are 
operating, but most of it is automated.”

“Jess! Liz!” said Pet.

“What is it, Pet? Oh, my goodness!”

“She’s beautiful,” said Liz.

The next rig had been pulled by a tractor into the position that the apple green rig had just left. It 
was mostly red but the main panels were outlined by a narrow gold line, and a wide gold strip ran 
down the middle of the rig, and, Jess suspected, over the top of it. The chrome of the bumpers, and 
mud guards, was gleaming as were the four muffler pipes and the wheel hubs. The tyres were jet 
black, and were as polished as the rest of the rig.

“Do you want to have a look?” asked one of the engineers. She motioned them over.

“Don’t touch. Finger prints. Here are some gloves. Don’t get into her, please. Just look.”

The door was open and the engine cover was titled forward. Everything gleamed.

“Thank you,” Lynda said to the engineer.



“She’s a nice machine, isn’t she?” said the engineer.

“Jess?” said Pet, his eyes gleaming as they walked away.

“Sorry, Pet. We couldn’t afford it, I’m sure.”

“It’s not that hard,” said Lynda. “My current rig is my fifth. It took me about eight years to work 
up to it, and I was doing it by myself. Mmm. The clan owns half of all rigs. You could do it, if you 
really want to.”

Jess looked at Pet and Liz.

“Dammit, I want one of those rigs! What about you, Liz?”

“I’m in, buddy! I’m in!”

Pet reached out and hugged them both.

“And Pet’s in too,” laughed Lynda.

***


