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Wonderful as it was, the sight of Skye's Cuillin mountains soaring up in front of them couldn't raise Moll's spirits. She just couldn't work out what was wrong with Douglas. Until a few days ago she'd thought she knew him almost as well as she knew herself, but clearly that wasn't the case. Something was troubling him and she had no idea what. He was doing his best to hide it, but now and then a worried frown appeared and he checked his phone more frequently than usual. She'd asked straight out if he was worried about his health or that of anyone in the family, or concerned over money or work. Each time he'd said no and she'd believed him.

"Is it me, then? Or ... someone else?"

"Don't be daft, Moll! You know I love you. Everything is fine."

She believed that too, all except the last three words. Something was definitely making him unhappy. She stopped asking though, as that seemed to be adding to the problem.

It couldn't be this trip could it? She'd thought he'd be in his element. Douglas was what's known as a ferry enthusiast, although ferry obsessive would be nearer the mark. He photographed as many as he possibly could and subscribed to Ship's Monthly magazine and visited the Maritime Photographic website at least once a week. Most of their previous trips had involved looking at ferries, at least for part of the time.

She'd never complained because in truth she didn't mind. Moll was pleased he had a hobby which took them to interesting places and they always spent plenty of time doing other things too. Douglas made time for a good look round any gardens or natural beauty spots nearby. They admired the local birdlife and laughed at their usually unsuccessful attempts to capture the feathered creatures on camera.

"Why is it they stay still right up until I get them in focus?" Molly wondered.

"Someone should make them issue timetables!" Douglas had replied with a chuckle.

It was a standing joke among their family that any collection of holiday pictures always included a patch of ground or a twig where an attractive bird had been just a fraction of a second before. Not many people realised the tradition had begun on honeymoon. Moll and Douglas had watched entranced as a fabulous bird soared above them.

"It's an eagle," Moll had said. She'd spoken quietly, as though the sound of her voice might disturb it.

"I booked it just for you," Douglas had joked, speaking just as softly.

It wasn't until nearly too late they thought of trying to get a photograph. When it was developed, all anyone could see was a tiny black speck, but to Moll and Douglas it was a treasured image. The magnificent animals had been even rarer back then and seeing one one their honeymoon had seemed like a good omen.

Whether it had anything to do with the bird or not they'd had forty wonderful years, sharing their lives and growing ever closer. During that time, Moll had asked Douglas to teach her to take photographs.

"Great idea, love. That way when a ferry comes in we can each be in a different location. If the sun isn't right for one of us, or there's something in the way the other might have more luck."

"Actually, I was thinking of taking pictures of our garden and the flowers we see when we go away."

"Ah."

"I suppose I could snap the odd ferry, if you're really nice to me," she'd teased Douglas.

"I'm always nice to you."

"That's true."

And it was. He was a wonderful husband in so many ways, including indulging her passion for everything floral. Douglas was patient when she spent hours browsing garden centres and plant nurseries, even if he did sometimes leave her to it and find a comfy spot to study ferry timetables. Still, this time the holiday was to celebrate their fortieth wedding anniversary and he'd promised it would all be for her. That didn't seem quite fair to Moll as it was his anniversary too, so she'd chosen a location which should please them both.

"I'd like to go to the Isle of Skye," She'd declared.

"Are you sure? Not Versailles, Monet's garden at Giverny? Or ..."

"The hanging gardens of Babylon? No. Now you've taught me to take photos, I thought I'd 'collect' wild flowers of Scotland and do a talk for the gardening club. Maybe I'll even photograph an eagle!"

He'd grinned at that and immediately begun searching for holiday accommodation on the island. She'd known she could leave that to him. Douglas knew the sort of places she'd like to say, and Moll, in looking up the locations of the ferry ports, as well as more usual places of interest, had discovered the island was small enough that they could travel from anywhere to anywhere in the same day.

What Moll hadn't told Douglas was that she remembered how he sighed wistfully whenever he saw pictures of Caledonian MacBrayne ferries and so had chosen a location where several of them, plus the elusive birds they both so admired, were to be found. As soon as they'd decided the dates of the trip, Moll had gone onto the internet and looked up details of wildlife tours. She was delighted to learn that there were not one, but two species of eagle on Skye; Golden and White-tailed Sea Eagles. The timing of their trip was perfect, as that's when the eagles would be feeding their chicks, and so regularly in the same area and far easier to spot than usual. Special boat tours were offered, on which views of the eagles were almost guaranteed. Douglas would love it as much as she would, Moll was sure. The only snag was that lots of other people had discovered it was the perfect time to take an eagle watching trip. Every ticket, for the entire week was sold.

"I can put you on the waiting list," she was told.

"Please do."  At the time Moll had been confident that someone would drop out in the weeks before their trip, but she'd heard nothing.

Other than Moll's slight disappointment that it didn't seem likely they'd get to see the eagles, the first part of their holiday had gone really well. They'd been on some lovely walks, including the steep climb up to the Old Man of Storr. Getting up there had been hard work, but well worth it for the amazing views. Of course they'd taken pictures and the huge piece of upright rock had stayed obligingly still. On another day they'd been to see the Fairy Pools, which had enchanted Moll – once she got there. First they had to cross stepping stones through a stream. The stream wasn't deep, but it was wide. The stones were solid and plenty big enough for her feet, but they were a good stride apart and seemed quite high.

Douglas had taken one look at them and squeezed her hand. "You'll be fine, love. Let's watch how people do it and then we can follow them over."

Bless him, he knew she'd be nervous and would need a moment to get her confidence up. They'd watched a few people go over, including a small girl and her father carrying a baby in a backpack.

"Come on then," Douglas said, taking her hand and pulling her gently towards the stream.

"There's a group coming back down," Moll pointed out.

"Best hurry then."

In trying not to hold anyone up, Moll forgot some of her nerves and she was able to follow Douglas's sure footed lead.

"Well done, love!" he said when she reached the opposite bank.

They'd taken lots of pictures of water flowing in and out of the pretty pools and Moll had photographed flowers there and everywhere else they'd visited.

Until this trip Douglas had not had a single Caledonian MacBrayne ferry picture in his collection and they'd already bagged four on the journey to Scotland and another two on the island. He was especially pleased to realise each one was different, ranging from one which only had space for ten cars up to one as large as the ones they'd once seen going out from Portsmouth to the Isle of Wight.

Each morning of the trip, Douglas had asked her to pick a destination and she'd programmed the sat nav for a route which included places she wanted to see as well as one of the tiny and picturesque ferry ports which dotted the Scottish coast. Where possible she'd timed the journey to coincide with a Caledonian MacBrayne arrival or departure. It had been fun working it out and surprising him.

"Oh! Look, Moll, a CalMac!" he'd exclaimed the first time.

"Hmm and it looks as though you'll be just in time to get a picture. Off you go."

"Are you sure?"

"Go or you'll miss it!"

He'd happily obeyed and
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