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FUN IN THE HARBOUR is the fifth book in the series where Laura and her friends meet Mystic Marge, the barge lady, at the local canal festival. One of Big Sue’s llamas becomes ill, and Blackjack, the travellers’ horse doctor, is called into action to save him. The bad-tempered canal lock keeper gets more than he bargained for when Laura and her friends get their revenge in the dark, cold waters of the harbour. And what ghostly phantom lurks above the organ in the village church.



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.



Welcome to the Laura McNaughty Adventures. The stories are suitable for all age groups, from kids of all levels to teens and adults too. It’s just good family reading. The books can be read in any order as the stories stand alone.
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“Hurry up, Laura, you're taking ages,” said Johnny, as he waited for his sister to bring her bike out of the garden shed.

Laura wheeled her bike out of the shed and laid it down on the lawn. “I must have a slow puncture. Can I borrow your pump?”

“It'll only go down again, sis. Grab one of the inner tubes hanging up at the back of the shed, and I'll change it for you. It won't take long.”

Ten minutes later, with Laura's bike fixed, they cycled along the short path from the railway cottages to the village road. Only this time they were heading in the opposite direction from the village towards the canal. The village road was quiet as usual, and they only saw one horse and cart in the ten minutes it took them to reach the bridge that carried the road over the canal.

“I've never seen so many canal barges,” said Laura, looking over the bridge wall. “And they're all the colours of the rainbow.”

“Nanny Conks said that the last time the canal boat people came here for their festival, there were between twenty and thirty barges moored alongside the canal, all the way up to the basin,” said Johnny.

They carefully climbed down the steep bank to the canal towpath and got back on their bikes. The wonderful cooking smells coming from the many barges filled their noses as they pedalled along the narrow path making their mouths water with hunger.

They played a game between themselves as they passed the barges trying to identify the cooking smells wafting out of the opened doors and windows.

“That one's definitely bacon,” said Johnny, as they passed a bright yellow and green one.

“Pork sausages,” said Laura, stopping her bike to get a better look at the wonderful display of flowers on a light blue barge with white stripes. “There must be at least forty pots on the roof. I wonder where they get the plants from.”

“I grow them from seed,” said a voice, coming through an opened window on the barge. “I wasn't earwigging, but you are so close I heard everything you said.”

Laura and Johnny were taken by surprise and quickly looked along the length of the barge to see where the voice was coming from.

“Did I make you jump?” asked a woman, giggling to herself as she climbed out of the cabin onto a small deck area at the rear end of the barge.

“And you're right. It’s pork sausages for tea. Would you like to come on board, and I'll show you round?”

“Can we come back another day?” asked Laura. “We haven’t got time this afternoon.”

“Absolutely. Pop on board next time you’re passing.”

They were just about to leave when Johnny noticed a weird thing dangling from the roof of the cabin just inside the entrance.

“It's a dreamcatcher,” she said, noticing Johnny's glance. “Lots of people are intrigued when they see it for the first time.”

Laura and Johnny had never heard of a dreamcatcher and stared in puzzlement at what looked like a spider's web made from coloured bits of string.

“I'll tell you all about it when I see you next.” She waved them goodbye and went back inside.

After a few minutes they reached the canal basin which was about the same size as a football pitch and joined three canals together using lock gates. It was jam-packed with colourful barges of all shapes and sizes.

“I reckon you could get to the other side of the basin by crossing from one barge to another,” said Johnny, shaking his head in amazement.

“Mum said there would be lots of them, but I never expected anything like this,” said Laura.

There were too many people milling about to cycle safely so they carefully pushed their bikes through the crowd following the path round the basin to the lock gates at the far side.

“I think we should go back through the quarry when we go home,” said Laura, as she carried her bike across the top of the wooden lock gate. “There will be even more people getting in the way by then.”

Johnny nodded in agreement as he followed Laura over the lock gate.

“Don't fall in,” she said mischievously, grinning from ear to ear as she looked down into the lock.

“He got exactly what he deserved,” said Johnny, laughing out loud when he remembered the bad-tempered lock keeper slipping on the ice and falling into the freezing cold canal last winter.

Safely across the lock gate they got back on their bikes and began cycling along the next section of the canal towards the tunnel.

“Look at all the moorhens,” said Laura, as they cycled passed three families of these hardy little water birds, drifting lazily along the canal in the tranquil afternoon.

“I still get coots and moorhens mixed up,” said Johnny.

“Coots have got white beaks and moorhens have red ones,” said Laura. “I used to have the same problem until Aunty Nancy suggested the word, mister, to help me tell the difference. Not the whole word, just the initials: M.R.”

“M, for moorhen and R, for red.”

“Clever clogs,” said Johnny, patting his sister on the back.

Fifteen minutes later they arrived at the entrance to the tunnel and cycled straight into the darkness without stopping. The walls were wet and felt slimy to the touch from the constant drips of water seeping through the brickwork. The far entrance to the tunnel was just a small speck of light in the distance, and a cool breeze chilled their skin as it raced along the surface of the water.

“How far is it to the cavern?” asked Johnny, who was in front of Laura because the path was not wide enough to ride side by side.

“Not long now. The horse doctor said it’s just passed the first ventilation shaft. If we get off our bikes when we see the light shining down, we shouldn’t miss it.”

They put their bikes up against the tunnel wall and pulled open a rusty old gate leading into a massive cavern. The darkness disappeared when they switched on their torches and shone the beams upwards towards muffled squeaking noises coming from the roof of the cavern.

“Let’s get a bit closer,” whispered Laura. “I want to get a better look.”

They moved deeper into the cavern, amazed at the huge number of little bats hanging by their claws while they slept.

“They don’t seem to be bothered by the light from the torches,” said Johnny, gazing upwards.

“As long as we don’t stay too long,” said Laura. “We don’t want them waking up before it’s dark.”

“Look at that,” said Johnny, shining his torch beam on a massive stalactite.

“I wouldn’t stand there for too long,” joked Laura, playfully nudging her brother. “If it dropped down, it would cut you in half.”

“It’s been there for hundreds of years, sis, so I don’t think it’s ready to fall off just yet.”

Johnny cast a nervous glance up into the gloom, and just for a second, imagined hundreds of razor-sharp stalactites bombarding them through the darkness. She’s done it again, he thought. She always manages to spook me, and he laughed out loud at the thought.

Laura joined in the laughter. “Got you again,” she said, reading her brother’s thoughts.

She and Johnny began searching the smelly floor of the cavern for a dead bat to take back with them so the travellers’ horse doctor could identify what type of bat had made its home in the cavern. But time was running out as the light from their torches began to fade.

“Here’s one,” said Johnny, holding up the small mammal. “The rats have chewed its claws off, but the rest of it is still in one piece.”

Laura put the bat into her rucksack just as the batteries in her torch died.

“Come on, sis, let’s get out of here before mine goes out as well.”

They made their way through the rocky debris lying on the ground, being careful not to slip on the carpet of bat droppings.

“What’s that smell?” asked Johnny, when they got to the gate.

“Smells like a garden fire,” said Laura. “Just like when we burn the grass cuttings at home.”

When they got to their bikes the smell was even stronger, and there was smoke in the tunnel. Not a lot of smoke. But definitely smoke.

“The breeze is bringing smoke into the tunnel,” said Johnny.

“Perhaps some kids are having a campfire near the far entrance,” Laura suggested.

“Too much smoke for that, sis. I think it’s probably a grass fire in one of the fields. We had better get moving.”

They got on their bikes and pedalled like mad to
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