Flying With Dophins (Book 2)

Extract from Chapter 4

And then all her resilience was gone. After all she’d been through in the last couple of days, her body suddenly gave up. She fell forwards onto the soft sand, and lay still, completely breathless. Her world dissolved into twinkling blackness.

‘Hey man, you got black feet!’

Kat was startled into wakefulness, unable at first to make out where she was. She felt her body being pulled into a sitting position, and then squinted as a bright light was shone into her face.

‘You got yellow hair, man, but your face is all black too.’

At first Kat couldn’t make out the owner of the voice.  Shading her eyes with her hand, she looked around herself. In front of her glowed the embers of a well constructed beach fire. And clustered all round her with their backs to the fire were half a dozen or so young boys, each with bare legs, twinkly black eyes, shining white teeth and dark faces.

One child who was a head or so taller than the others came forward, and grabbed her hand, shaking it solemnly.

‘My name’s Billie,’ he said, bowing slightly. He was dressed in baggy shorts, a dirty string vest and a baseball cap tipped back-to-front on the back of his head. He spoke in a soft, lilting accent.

‘Where d’you come from, man?’ asked one of the other children. ‘Shouldn’t be walkin’ aroun’ the island this time o’ night,’ offered another.

Kat couldn’t help smiling. She looked round at their eager faces, reflecting in the glow of the firelight, and decided she’d got nothing to lose. She’d have to trust them.

‘Hi guys, I’m Kat,’ she started, coughing at a sudden dryness in her throat.

‘Hey, drink for the lady,’ said Billie. A half-shell of coconut was thrust into her hand, filled with liquid. Kat coughed again, and then took a tentative sip. It was absolutely delicious, and very refreshing. She took another gulp, much to the delight of the six dark-faced boys.

‘Can you boys keep a secret?’ asked Kat, her thirst quenched by the coconut milk. They all nodded solemnly. ‘Well,’ she went on, looking round her, ‘did you hear about the plane that nearly crashed on your island?’

‘Yeah, man, whole island’s buzzin’ about the ‘mergency landing of that 757,’ said Billie with authority.

‘Well, I was on that plane,’ said Kat. The boys’ eyes widened visibly. ‘Thing is, we were all stuck in that customs place at the airport –‘

‘Bet that Captain Eustace was in control, eh man?’ interrupted one of the boys.

‘Yeah, exactly, he was the one giving the orders,’ went on Kat. ‘And there was no air conditioning and I couldn’t breathe and they said we’d have to wait until they could get us onto different flights and it might have taken hours and hours and …’

‘So you got out, man?’ said one of the boys looking at her eagerly.

‘I climbed out of the toilet window,’ said Kat in a whisper.

‘Respect, man,’ said Billie. Then he looked at her carefully. ‘But that ain’t all, right?’ he asked with childish intuition.

