this, children, but if You stay stil] jp One

for long enough you turn into rock. Trup
(And we all froze stiff where WeWerﬂe',v).l] {
that’s just what happened to the Sandmap
the three giant turtles. They turneq int,
three Turtle Rocks out in the bay. Ang
great coracle, the one that was wrecke
storm, well, we all know what becéme“:
don’t we?’ (And we all nodded and .‘
‘Coracle Island!”) Dadci went on.
none of them moved a muscle in tho
years. And that’s how they’ll stay un
Sandman wakes up; and just as soon
wakes up — and one day he will — he’ll w
go back home to Ireland where he belong
play. But the thing is, children, he’ll only
up when he feels someo'ne loves him

to feed him and look after him and 1'hl
home to Ireland.’ o

‘T will,” said Polly.

‘Course you will,’ Dadci said, and he
laughed and lit his pipe.

‘Another one, another one,/ said Polly,
walfting away the smoke. An old trick this — 1'd
done it myself. You talk Dadci into another
story and another stdry and another story so
you never have to go to bed. It wasn’t that
difficult either because Dadci loved telling his
stories. He’d settle back, puff his pipe, and off

he’d go again.
Next he told us the one about the lighthouse
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wasn’t his fault but he blameg hims <

Same, and it was the shame of j; th “Uust y 13

at o

from going home o Russia. Insteaq hkcp .
e

shone out from the lighthouse 1o Watﬁ
the ships. Then one night the light nevex-.
on; and when they went 1o find out what th,
matter was, he had disappeared. They f, foun,
the door locked fast from the inside. They |
to pick the lock. Inside it was all shipsha , LJ H
bed made, the washing-up done, and just..; ne

window. Can’t be a shadow of doubt about it,
children, old Sergei had turned himself into a
seagull so’s he could fly home at last to Russia.
And there’s some say,” Dadcd was finishing in a
foggy flurry of pipe smoke, ‘that if you were to
put the light going again in the lighthouse,
then that would bring old Sergei . . ." (and we
all chorused again: ‘Ivanovitch Prokoviev!’)

‘back to his lighthouse so’s he could cook

himself some more Welsh cakes and pour
himself a nice cuj & o




they run away fast as they can

. and he
out his fire and his thick bja

frizzles th s
rizzles them up so’s they’re 4 ke,
eq
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standing stones up on Buzzarg
that one. Please, Dadci.

‘But, Polly, there’s nothing mycp et
now, is there?’ said Dadci laughing, Yo
gone and told it all yourself, haven yo

‘There we are then,” said Aunty
seizing her opportunity. ‘Say gOOdnjgli'
Polly.”

‘Cooked your goose there,’ Barry sm
‘Dumbo!’ said Polly, and then she had to g

If there was one thing Uncle Rob coul’ci x
stand it was arguments. '
Barry and I lay in the dark and chatted way
into the night. We had a whole year to ca e-i‘jéz;
on. With just a little bit of sleep in between, we
were still at it at breakfast when Polly announ',
that she would be going to the beach.
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‘Not on your own you're not,” said Aunty
Eleri. And Polly looked across the table at me
with the smile of a tyrant.

‘He’s busy,” said Barry firmly.

‘Pegleg!” said Polly.

‘Parrot,” said Barry.

‘That’ll be enough of that,’ Uncle Rob
growled from behind his newspaper. As usual it
was Aunty Eleri who kept the peace and sorted
it all out. I would be shared: I'd spend the

mornings (if that was all right with me) with
Polly down on the beach, and the afternoons



Polly had grown up a lot. She told .
the way there, and then Openeq hen‘a i

Ust g

and waggled a wobbly tooth at me ut
it. She fell on her knees in the Sand peg; 19

Sandman Rocks and claspeq Kl
together. ‘I know,’ she said, beanu'ng

‘Let’s pretend we're children. We'l) builg ,

Sandman all of our own ang we’ll
fat as fat can be. You make his bo

huge sleeping giang Stretching 5, least foy,
metres from the roung rock thap Was his heaq
to the two sticking-up rocks thay made up his
feet. One rocky knee was raised up ang bent,
and one of his arms looked as if it was Pointing
out to sea, out towards the three Turle Rocks,

I began with the arms, | always do the
easiest things first. I'm like that. I wasn'y going
to have to do too much fetching ang carrying
to flesh out the arms. The sang ‘Was still wet

from the tide, heavy 1o carry but all the bette y
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