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WINDY CORNER is the fourth book in the Laura McNaughty Adventures series where Laura finds and rescues a little dog from the rocks after it was washed overboard from a passing yacht. She and her friends also enjoy a camping trip on the Conker which is an island with an abandoned lighthouse, and they take on two badger baiters who come into Stokey's Woods to dig out the badgers from their underground homes.



Laura McBean lives in the middle cottage of three with her brother Johnny and her mum on the edge of Stokey's Woods. Laura was quite a mischievous girl when she was growing up, and that is how she got the nickname of Laura McNaughty. She doesn't get into as much mischief now because she is that little bit older. But if she finds out that someone has been cruel to animals, then that person, whoever he or she maybe, will have Laura and her friends to contend with.





Books in the series:



Laura’s Revenge



Strangers In The Woods



The Injured Deer



Windy Corner



Fun in the Harbour



Nobblers’ Bend

Copyright © 2020 Michael J Holland



All rights reserved. 



No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior permission in writing from the author.



Indiepubpro@proton.me



WINDY CORNER is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.



Cover Design

by

JACQUELINE ABROMEIT

@

goodcoverdesign.co.uk



1




“Three bags of chips, please.”

“Do you want salt and vinegar on those, Laura?” asked Alan, as he tipped a bucketful of freshly chipped potatoes into one of the fryers.

“Yes please,” replied Laura, struggling to make herself heard above the sizzling noise.

Katherine and Janice had decided not to go inside the fish and chip shop because they wanted to keep an eye on their bikes. Someone had thrown a couple of bikes into the harbour a few days ago, and the girls didn't fancy fishing their own bikes out of the muddy water at low tide.

“That'll be one shilling, Laura,” said Alan, placing three neatly wrapped portions of chips onto the counter. She had the money ready and dropped a handful of pennies onto one of his huge hands.

“Did he do that thing with the salt and vinegar pots?” asked Katherine, when they were sat on the harbour wall eating their chips.

“He did,” laughed Laura, “three or four times.”

“I wonder where he learned to do that,” said Janice, giving her full attention to a fat juicy chip she had ready to pop in her mouth.

“Probably when he was still at school,” said Katherine. “Perhaps he wanted to join a circus and become a juggler.”

“Mum said people come from miles around for their fish and chips just to watch him do that,” said Laura.

The three girls were soon joined by half a dozen hungry gulls that were trying to steal their chips, and one of the bolder birds, cleverly sneaked through the small gap between Katherine and Laura and grabbed a few right off their laps.

“Janice, your dad's waving from his boat,” Katherine said, pointing towards the far end of the harbour.

“Time for me to go,” said Janice, returning her dad's wave. “You sure you don't want to come fishing for a couple of hours. Dad loves to have you on board.”

“I still get seasick,” said Katherine, “and the smell of fish makes it worse.”

“And I promised to help Big Sue feed her animals,” said Laura.

“She'll be feeding you when the chores are done,” laughed Janice. “I only went there the one time when we were catching that injured deer, and she cooked me a massive breakfast.”

Laura and Katherine watched Janice cycle the short distance along the harbour wall to her dad's fishing boat. When the mooring ropes were safely stowed away, she waved to her friends from the stern of the boat and joined her dad in the wheelhouse. She stood next to him as he carefully steered the Ferry Girl out of the harbour to join the white horses prancing over the choppy sea.

“She makes that look so easy,” said Laura, “but it isn't. I've helped her with the ropes loads of times, and it's hard work.”

“She's stronger than most of the boys at school,” said Katherine.

“And some of the teachers,” laughed Laura, remembering the time when Janice bumped into Snozzel Cartwright, the P.E. teacher, during a netball game and knocked him for a six. He ended up flat on his back with the wind knocked out of him.

They fed the last of the chips to the noisy gulls and pushed their bikes out of the harbour towards the coast road.

“I'll see you in the morning at the tidal pool,” said Laura, as she was getting on her bike ready to cycle to Big Sue's smallholding. “And don't forget your towel this time.”

“I won't forget,” laughed Katherine, as she lifted her leg over her bike's cross bar. “I'll try and remember to bring Janice, as well.”

Laura decided to take the shortcut through Stokey's woods and stop by the big oak tree at Monkey's Bottom on the off chance she would get a glimpse of the young foxes that played in that part of the woods. She had been watching them since early spring when they had first emerged from their den as tiny cubs, and most days, she would run the short distance from the railway cottages through Stokey's woods and immerse herself in their foxy world.

She turned off the coast road onto the beach and managed to get a quick glimpse of the Ferry Girl before it disappeared over the horizon and out of sight. She wondered if Janice was steering the boat because her friend often took the helm once the Ferry Girl was clear of the harbour and out of sight of the grumpy Harbour Master.

 The baldy-headed Harbour Master had often been on the receiving end of one of Laura's pranks, but he could never be quite sure if she was responsible, so he treated her and her friends with a great deal of suspicion.
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It was teatime when Laura arrived home from Big Sue's, and as usual, Trudy was there to greet her. The first squeak of the garden gate was all it took to get the family dog out of her basket and into the garden. And in no time at all the two of them were rolling about on the lawn having a carry-on. Eventually, an exhausted Trudy sloped off to the kitchen to get a much-needed drink of water leaving Laura sprawled out on the grass enjoying the late afternoon sunshine.

“Hello, sis,” said Johnny, leaning out of the opened window of the garden shed. “I'm going fishing with Paul and Charley up at the quarry quay later. Do you want to come?”

“No thanks, Johnny. I noticed some crows and gulls flying low over the rocks at Windy Corner earlier on. I'll take Trudy for a walk over there after tea and see what's causing all the fuss.”

“Could be something dead floating in the sea,” said Johnny, screwing up his face.

“Probably,” said Laura. “Gulls and crows will eat just about anything.”

The tide was going out when Laura and Trudy arrived at the beach, and she noticed a few gulls had landed on the rocks and were peering over the edge into the water.

“Come on, girl,” said Laura, and the two of them ran across the beach towards the screeching gulls. The soft sand made it hard going for Trudy, but Laura was in her element and seemed to float across the surface of the sand effortlessly.

All of the gulls, except one, had flown away by the time Laura reached the rocks, and it stubbornly refused to move, even after she had tried to shoo it away.

 “That's all I need,” she said to herself. “A stroppy herring gull that won't shut up.” When Trudy eventually arrived at Windy Corner, the gull decided enough was enough and flew away, screeching defiantly.

“What is it, girl?” asked Laura, when Trudy began barking and sniffing the wet sand at the base of the rocks. Her tail was wagging like crazy, so Laura knew her dog was getting excited about something. “That thing will fall off one of these days,” giggled Laura, as she followed her dog towards the far side of the rocks.

She quickly rounded the bend of the rocky outcrop and got on her hands and knees to get a better look at what Trudy had found. At first glance, all she could see was a bundle of soaking wet fur, but on closer inspection, she noticed a collar with a name tag attached.

I wonder if it's still alive, she thought, and began gently pulling the dog from a small gap between the rocks. A slight whimper and a racing heartbeat told her that there was still life in the little animal as she lifted it clear of the wet sand. Laura went back round the rocks and gently laid the dog down. She then took off her jumper and carefully wrapped the shivering bundle inside the warm material.

She was in two minds whether to take the dog home and ask her mum to light a fire to keep it warm or go to the travellers' camp and ask the travellers' horse doctor, to take care of it. Even if he wasn't there, the travellers always had a campfire burning so there would be heat. The horse doctor, she thought, and hurried back across the beach and into the woods.

Normally it would only take Laura ten minutes to run through Stokey's Woods to the travellers' camp from the beach, but it was a full twenty minutes before she arrived at his wagon with her precious package.

“What you got there, young Beany?” asked the horse doctor, coming from behind his wagon. “Lightning's ears pricked up a couple of minutes ago, so I guessed you were coming to see us. Apart from me, you're the only other person he does that for. And as I'm already here, it must have been you.” He laughed in his booming way at his own joke scaring the living daylights out of a flock of wood pigeons roosting nearby.

“I found a small dog












OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/Clipboard-Image.png





OPS/images/badger-internal-ebook.jpeg





