
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


The Guardian of Sunday Afternoons

 


Copyright 2018 Jessica Baverstock

Published by Jessica Baverstock at Smashwords

 


 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your
favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 



Table of Contents

The Guardian of Sunday
Afternoons

About the Author

Other books by Jessica Baverstock

 



 The Guardian
of Sunday Afternoons

 


HELEN BREATHED IN the warm sea air, filled with the
promise of gray sand and lapping waves only half a block away,
grateful the autumn afternoon hadn’t turned cold.

She had promised the seaside, and promises
to little boys must always be kept.

This particular little boy, with a perfect
head of blond hair and an upturned nose, tugged on her hand, as if
somehow his five-year-old bulk would drag her forty-year-old frame
along the sandy pavement just that tiny bit faster.

He was a determined little blighter, who had
other plans for their afternoon, and she knew he wouldn’t take no
for an answer.

“It’ll be fun,” he said, bouncing along
beside her.

“No,” she said again. Repetition was
important with the young. It was vital to mean what you said and
not go back on your word.

“It’s not like there will be anything bad
there,” he said, making a fierce expression at her. “Not like
tigers or anything,” he said, showing his teeth. He growled and
pounced at a blueberry bush.

“Peter, do you know why I’m saying ‘no’?”
she asked, pulling the berries from his mouth as he tried to shove
more and more in.

“Because you’re mean?” he said. He bit down
on her finger, not hard but enough to show he wasn’t happy.

She considered smacking him. When she was
young they would have smacked children like him and it would have
done the little blighter the world of good too. But now it wasn’t
proper.

Instead she waved her reddening finger at
him sternly. “Because I told your mother that we’d be going to the
seaside. I told her we’d be walking along the sand and collecting
shells. Perhaps we’d build a sandcastle. I did not say we would be
detouring past the circus.”

“But you wouldn’t have to tell her,” he
said, looking very sincere as he suggested deception.

“But I would,” she said.

“Why?”

She didn’t know how to explain it to him
right away, so she kept walking as she thought. She remembered
hiding things from her mother when she was a little
girl—inconsequential things at first. She didn’t tell her mother
about the red ribbon she’d bought with her pocket money, that she
wore at school to impress the boys. She didn’t tell her mother when
the boy she liked asked to escort her home after school. She didn’t
tell her lots of things.

“Because, Peter,” she said, squeezing his
hand, “you’re very, very precious to your mummy. She let us go out
to the beach together today because she trusts me. If I lie about
where we went, then she won’t trust me anymore.”

“But she won’t find out.”

“Mummies always find out,” she said.

They walked onto the beach together. He took
his shoes off and shoved them into her hands. He raced towards the
water’s edge, and then squealed as the cold waves touched his bare
little feet.

She removed her shoes and dug her feet into
the dark sand. Her toes scraped against something. With her fingers
she unearthed an old toy. It was a small, plastic truck—buried by
one of the myriads of children who came to this beach every
year.

She held it in her hands, wondering how long
it had laid beneath the sand until her foot happened to touch it.
Funny how some things happened by accident, and other things were
just inevitable.

“Look at me, Aunty Helen,” Peter cried out.
His hands were covered in wet, sticky sand and he proudly held them
up as proof of his location.

She laughed at the child. “Why don’t we
build a sandcastle?” she called to him.

Together they sunk their hands into the wet
sand and sculpted a mound. They gave it turrets and a moat and even
a drawbridge.

“What shall we call it?” she said, sitting
back on the dry sand to survey their creation.

“Blakey Castle,” he shouted, striking a pose
beside the mound as if he were declaring it to a crowd.

She felt her arms and legs go cold. William
Blake had been the boy’s name. The little boy she knew when she had
been just a little girl herself. He had had a red bicycle and a
cute ears. She didn’t know why she’d
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