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  THE INJURED DEER is the third in the series of the Laura McNaughty Adventures where we find Laura busy trying to help an injured deer she saw in Stokey's woods, and the grumpy Harbour Master has come to Laura's attention for being cruel to the sea birds living in and around the harbour.



  Laura 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.
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It was Laura's turn to dive down to the seabed and tie a rope to Paul's rowing boat. Janice had tried, but she just couldn't get down deep enough. She began to feel frightened when the light began to fade and came rushing back to the surface gasping for air.

“I can't get down. I get too scared,” spluttered Janice, as she swam back to the ladder to be helped out of the water by her friends.

Johnny and Paul had managed to get down a bit deeper than Janice, but they too, couldn't find the courage to descend the last few feet into the murky water where the light couldn't reach.

They were trying to attach a rope to Paul's rowing boat that had filled with water during a recent storm and was now sitting on the seabed in about twelve feet of water at low tide. The boat was Paul's birthday present, and he desperately wanted to get it back to the surface to be able to use it again.

Laura adjusted her swimming goggles and began taking deep breaths. She took five big gulps of air and then dived down through the water. The heavy rope slowed her progress as she dragged it downwards, but she knew that she wasn't too far from the bottom when the water suddenly got colder and a lot darker.

The outline of Paul's boat appeared through the smoky darkness as she dived deeper, and she was soon on the sandy bottom scattering crabs and small flat fish in all directions as she swam over towards the boat. Her lungs were near to bursting as she tied the rope to the front of the boat where Paul told her she would find a metal ring, and then she swam furiously back to the surface and drank in as much fresh air as she could.

“All done,” she said, as she pulled herself out of the water onto the bottom rung of the ladder amid cheers and clapping from her friends.

“You all right, sis?” asked Johnny. “You're shaking all over.”

“There was a conger eel down there curled up in the front of the boat. I didn't realise what it was at first because everything was happening so quickly, and then it started to move. The last thing I remember was how big it’s eyes were as it watched me swim for the surface.”

“Its teeth are even bigger,” laughed Johnny, giving his sister a playful nudge.

Janice and Paul attached the rope to an old winch on the quarry jetty, and they were soon joined by Laura and Johnny.

“I wonder how long it’s been since this winch was used,” said Johnny, taking hold of one of the winch’s handles.

“The quarry closed long before we were born,” said Janice. “So it’s been a good while.”

The rowing boat wouldn't budge at first, but slowly it began to move off the seabed as the four of them turned the winch's big handles. Fifteen minutes later the front of Paul's boat was poking its nose out of the water like an inquisitive seal.

“Don't forget to put the break on the winch. We don't want to do that again,” said Laura, as she and Janice were getting ready to jump back into the water. They were going to attach a big float to the boat to stop it sinking again. Luckily for Paul, Janice's dad was a fisherman, and she had borrowed the float from his fishing boat which was moored in the harbour.

“You’ll have to hurry,” said Paul. “The brake isn’t holding.”

Janice and Laura jumped from the quarry jetty into the water, and Johnny quickly lowered the float down to them.

“It’s beginning to slip,” shouted Paul, and Johnny raced back to the winch, and between them they put all of their weight on the handles to try and stop the boat from sinking a second time.

“We can’t hold it for much longer,” shouted Johnny.

Janice spent a lot of time helping her dad on his fishing boat and was used to working with ropes, so it wasn’t long before she had the big float securely tied to the front of Paul’s boat.

“We’ve finished,” shouted Laura. “You can let go now.”

“All we have to do now is to pull it along to the end of the jetty into the shallow water,” said Paul, “and then I can bale her out.”

“Best we get cracking then,” said Janice, grabbing the end of the rope.

With the four of them on the rope it didn’t take long to pull the boat along the length of the jetty and into shallow water.

“I’ll come back tomorrow with a bucket and bale the water out,” said Paul. “And I can’t thank you enough for all your help today. My mum and dad saved up for ages to buy it for me. It would have been a shame if I had lost it.”

“That’s what friends are for,” said Laura, picking up her bike ready to cycle home.
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Trudy came rushing out of the kitchen door to greet Laura and Johnny when they arrived home in her usual boisterous way.

“If your tail wags any quicker, it will fall off,” laughed Laura. And the two of them began rolling around on the grass for a bit of a carry-on.

“I'll put the bikes away,” said Johnny, and he pushed them into the garden shed away from the free-for-all wrestling match taking place on the garden lawn.

“What are you smiling about?” asked Laura, when Johnny joined her on the lawn and began tickling Trudy's ear.

“I bet that conger eel was just as frightened as you were. One minute it was having a quiet nap in Paul's boat, and suddenly a big monster appeared out of nowhere waving a bit of rope around. I can't wait to tell the boys up at the travellers' camp. They'll love it.”

They were soon joined by their mum who had come out into the garden to see what all the laughter was about.

“Give me your wet swimming things, and I'll hang them on the line for you,” said Mrs McBean. “And there's cake on the kitchen table if you're hungry.”

Cake was one of the words Trudy recognised, and she was first into the kitchen enjoying the smell of freshly baked cake not long out of the oven.

Later that day, Laura left through her front door and walked the short distance to the level crossing which was only a stone's throw from the railway cottage where she lived. She turned left onto the abandoned railway line and made her way down the track through the undergrowth and weeds to the signal box at the far end of the station buildings.

The signal box was a perfect place to watch the birds and other wildlife through her binoculars as they played and foraged for food in and around the empty buildings. But this afternoon she was on the look-out for a young male deer with an injured hind leg that she had spotted the previous week in Stokey's Woods.

Laura had been upset and concerned for the animal when she had first seen it limping through the woods, so she decided to try and help the deer in any way she could. She would start by leaving a few carrots for it to eat, but first she would have to find out what part of the woods the young buck was using because injured animals tended to slip away from the herd and hide.

After a while she decided to walk along the overgrown railway line towards the village to see if her luck would change. A slight breeze coming off the sea would mean the deer wouldn't pick up her scent and get panicked into making a hasty retreat back into Stokey's woods and hurt itself even more in the process.

There wasn't much that Laura didn't know about the local wildlife, and she knew all the favourite places where the roe deer slept and grazed for food.

Twenty minutes later she came to the end of the railway tracks with still no sign of the injured deer. She knew that she would eventually find it, but patience would be required plus a few early mornings spent hiding behind bushes and getting soaked by the morning dew. She smiled to herself when she thought about asking Janice to join her in the pre-dawn searches, but after their recent adventures in the local graveyard together, thought that it might not be such a good idea.
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“Mum, I think I might go to the travellers' camp tomorrow and ask the horse doctor about the injured deer,” said Laura, when she was back home having her tea.

“You might be disappointed if you do, Laura, because an injured deer would
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