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2 Cregyn Cottage

Dad led the family away from the car and up a little stone path to the side of a boathouse by
the harbour. They walked behind the building and there it was — the small cobbled backyard
of Cregyn Cottage. The cottage would be their home for a whole week, and it was so near the
beach!

From the front Cregyn Cottage looked like many of the other cottages in the village; it was
single storey and painted a bright, clean white. But the side facing the harbour was two
storey and built of large blocks of granite stone.

While their parents brought more things from the car, the children abandoned their
suitcases inside the back door of the cottage and began to explore. Inside, the cottage was
charming and much bigger than it appeared from the outside. First they went into the living
room, which had been decorated in a ‘seaside’ style with lots of blue and white cushions and
wooden-framed pictures of boats. Then there was a cosy room just off the big kitchen with a
TV and a comfy-looking armchair. It was there that Olivia spotted the porthole, above a
small stone fireplace in the corner.

‘Look!” shouted Olivia. ‘There it is! Let’s look.” She ran over and stood on her tiptoes to see
in, but it was disappointingly dark inside the hole. Georgia, who was not only the oldest, but
also the tallest, pushed her sister to one side. She peered over the edge of the brass rim, but
she too could see very little. Then Olivia spotted a switch nearby with the word ‘porthole’
written below it. When she pressed the switch a greenish light began to glow from the small,
round window. They peered through the glass together and could see part of what looked
like an old battered wooden door. It was covered in stringy grey cobwebs.

‘That’s it!” cried Olivia. ‘The smuggler’s tunnel must be behind that door!”

‘Well,” said Georgia with a frown, ‘it would be great if it’s true, but I'm sure it’s just a story.
And I bet that old door has just been put there for show.” At that moment she realised that
her father was standing behind her.
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“You might be right,” he said. ‘But it’s a fun thought that smugglers might have been here.’
Olivia looked a bit disappointed, while Georgia nodded in thoughtful agreement. T've got an
idea,’ said Dad, who had sensed the change in mood. He put his arms around both girls and
pulled them in close. With sparkling eyes he continued, ‘When you're ready for bed, let’s
turn off all the lights apart from the one in the porthole. Then I'll tell you some spooky
stories about smugglers and pirates creeping out of the tunnel and roaming through the
cottage! What do you say?’ The girls both smiled broadly. Their father was a fabulous
storyteller and clearly his imagination was already running wild.
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1 Welcome to Mousehole

As the car sped over the brow of the hill, the whole sweep of Mount’s Bay came into view
and the early afternoon sunlight shimmered on the ripples of the blue-green water. It was
the summer holidays and there were two sisters sitting in the back of the estate car. ‘We
must be nearly there,” said Georgia, a bright and curious thirteen-year-old girl who had
long, straight blonde hair. Olivia, who was just a year and a half younger, said nothing. She
was half asleep and was twirling her shorter dark brown hair around her finger.

‘Whoever spots St Michael’s Mount first can have an extra flake in their ice cream,’ said
their father, Neil. He had been driving since the early morning and had been thinking about
ice cream on and off for the last hour of the journey. Olivia immediately sat up and both
children peered beyond fields that a few months earlier had been filled with bright yellow
daffodils. Then Olivia shouted with delight at her first glimpse of the sea after the long
journey.

It was Georgia who spotted the Mount first, though, through a small gap in the hedgerow off
to the left. ‘There it is!’ she yelled and sure enough, at that moment the whole castle on St
Michael’s Mount came into view. It was perched high on its own small, rocky island,
surrounded by the sea.

‘What a wonderful sight!” said Nikki, the girls’ mother. There was a pile of leaflets from the
tourist office on her lap and one of them suddenly slid off her denim skirt as the car went
round a corner. ‘They say you can walk all the way out to it when the tide is at its lowest.
Shall we do that while we're here?’

‘Oh, yes!’ cried Georgia.
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As they neared the sea they turned right and followed the bay around to Penzance. The car
smoothly wound its way through the town with its bustling streets and shops, and then past
the large, busy harbour. At the far end of the harbour, Olivia spotted a huge wooden pirate
outside a shop. He looked fierce and was holding a pistol in one hand. She stared at it as
they drove by. ‘Dad,” she then asked, ‘were there real pirates in Penzance?’

‘Oh, yes. Definitely! And smugglers,’ replied her father enthusiastically. It was often hard to
tell whether he was being serious or joking. After a few moment’s silence while he
concentrated on driving, he spoke again. ‘In fact, I've just remembered something. Alan —
you know, the guy at work who's lending us the cottage? He told me there’s a smuggler’s
tunnel in it.’

‘What?’ shrieked Olivia.

‘Really?’ added Mum. ‘Why didn’t you tell us before?’

‘Where does the tunnel go?’ asked Georgia excitedly.

‘Hang on, hang on!” said Dad, fighting for space-to speak. ‘You can’t actually go into it.”

‘Oh,’ said both girls in disappointment.

“The cottage was renovated back in the 1960s, before Alan bought it. Some workmen found
a weird space behind a fireplace and, so they say, what looked like the entrance to a tunnel.
Anyway, it was unsafe so they blocked it all back up again. But Alan said they put a porthole
in the wall for a bit of fun, so you can look in.”

“That’s so cool!’ said Georgia. ‘I can’t wait to get there!”

On they drove, around the bay to the fishing village of Newlyn, where the salty smell of fish
and the sea filled the air. On past the old quarry at Penlee point, where they looked back and
saw the whole of the bay with the Mount seeming to rise from the centre of it.

Then the car slowed and turned left down a little hill towards the sea. It was then, at last,
that they saw Mousehole harbour. It was beautiful, with blue and white fishing boats dotted
here and there on the calm, glistening water. Children were playing on the small, golden
beaches and some were jumping off the end of the harbour wall. The sun shone over a scene
that had hardly changed in a hundred vears.
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They drove slowly through the village, past The Ship Inn and around the narrow road that
had not been built with cars in mind. As they arrived at a car park at the far end of the
harbour a seagull swooped down low in front of the car, forcing Dad to brake hard.
Everyone laughed.

The children could hardly contain their excitement. Their first impression of Mousehole had
lived up to their expectations and they could not wait to go exploring. Dad parked on the
harbour wall and the girls got out and ran as fast as they could to the little beach. It was
perfect! It was exactly how they had imagined a Cornish harbour would look.

Georgia kicked off her shoes and wiggled her toes down into the cold sand. Meanwhile
Olivia knelt down and began to search for shells and weathered sea glass. Her deep brown
eyes scanned back and forth for tiny treasures. But Mum soon called them to come and get
their suitcases from the car. ‘Oh!” cried Olivia as she suddenly remembered what Dad had
told them earlier. ‘Let’s go and see the tunnel in the cottage!”




