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Shipden Bells  

 

Chapter i 

 

Liam rubbed his sleepy eyes and stood next to his dad. They both looked out to sea. They could 

see it from their B&B bedroom window. The tide licked halfway up the legs of Cromer pier. 

“It’s beautiful, don’t it sound beautiful,” his Dad said. 

Liam could hear nothing but the waves raking pebbles along the shore. It wasn’t that beautiful; 

but it was three o’clock in the morning. 

 “Beautiful,” repeated his Dad, looking at Liam through misty eyes.  

Liam swallowed hard. The only other time he’d seen his Dad with tears was at his Grandfather’s 

funeral. Beer had been involved on that occasion. But Liam’s Dad had not touched a drop tonight; the 

intoxication came solely from whatever he heard. 

Liam hadn’t been sleeping that well before his Dad’s restlessness woke him. Images from the 

day prevented deep sleep. It’s not every day your Dad is taken away in an ambulance after nearly 

drowning in the sea.  

Liam had watched in disbelief as his non-swimming Dad thrashed in the waves. He could still 

taste the sea-salt on his lips from when he’d waded in, after his Mum had screamed at him to help the 

lifeguards rescue his Dad, who for some reason had sprinted across the pier and dived head first into 

the rising tide. What the hell? 

It was a balmy night, but Liam shivered. He preferred his Dad grumpy, with all the familiar 

nagging, not this version of his father, staring dreamy eyed out to the horizon. 

On holidays, Liam and his Dad shared a room, like his sister Bryony shared a room with their 

mum, on account of her night terrors. At eleven years old, she was three years younger than Liam. He 

couldn’t recall a time when she had been well, not really well.  

The constant doctor’s appointments and broken night’s sleep took their toll on them all, but 

Liam knew she couldn’t help it. Poor thing.  

The best he’d seen her was here in Cromer. They’d always come to the seaside for their summer 

holiday, but last year was their first time to try Cromer. Bryony relaxed, got some colour, some life in 

her limbs, smiles. She’d never seemed so happy, and that made Liam about as happy as he’d ever been 
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too, which had made it all the more puzzling when the holiday nearly didn’t happen because of her 

protests. 

They’d been due to come two weeks earlier, but Bryony pounded and wailed, screaming to the 

point of collapse, only for her to calm once they had cancelled and rearranged to travel a fortnight 

later.  

Liam was glad they’d come, and not just for Bryony’s benefit. Nor was his disturbed sleep 

entirely down to his Dad’s unnerving behaviour. The main thing rampaging through Liam’s head was 

not a thing, but a person, and that person was Corinna.  

For the last twelve months he’d fed on his memories of her. He had no photos, as no one had 

approved of them spending time together, but the image of her short black hair, pencil grey eyes and 

reluctant smile, had kept him company as he marked time through the year. That, and the sequence of 

his first ever kiss that he constantly replayed in his mind, the excitement never waning. 

A year he’d spent waiting to come back and a year older he was now, too. He rubbed his chin. 

That was stubble, just about, though it was taking longer to come through than hoped. Corinna would 

be nearly sixteen, and maybe even taller than him this time. 

But yesterday she’d stood with a crowd at the beach, by her father, the big fisherman, as they 

had watched the fallout from Liam’s Dad’s reckless act of jumping into the waves. 

And as the ambulance drove away, Liam had turned and seen Corinna, standing in the scruffy 

pale jeans and long loose shirt she constantly wore, and she looked his way, not with a smile, or light 

or excitement in her eyes, but with a face taught with worry, and she retreated with her father, back 

to the boat shed, leaving Liam alone on the beach.  
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