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I feel a pinch of disappointment when I see it’s not there any 

more. The distinctive whitewashed building with its striped 

awning is now home to a slightly pretentious-looking tearoom-

cum-art gallery. If I wasn’t so anxious to get back to Grace, I’d go 

in and have a coffee for old time’s sake.

I used to be friends with the boy whose parents ran Fisher-

man’s Hook. Jamie was a couple of years older than me, but 

it felt like we were kindred spirits. We’d spend hours together 

on the quayside, crabbing, swimming in the tidal pool, taking 

sneaky sips of beer from the dregs left behind by diners in the 

restaurant’s outdoor seating area. My parents believed I was safe 

under the watchful eye of Jamie’s parents, but the reality was 

they had their hands full with the restaurant and we were left 

unsupervised most of the time.

It’s funny, but the longer I spend in Saltwater, the more I 

realise that a lot of what happened here when I was a child has 

shaped me into the man I am today. One particular incident, 

involving Jamie, as it happens, sticks out in my mind. It isn’t 

something I think about very often, but when I do, it still has the 

power to shock me.

Having spent that first summer in each other’s pockets, Jamie 

and I kept in touch even after I’d returned home to Wiltshire. 

With social media still in its infancy, we communicated mainly 

by text, although as I recall none of our exchanges were especially 

profound and revolved mainly around football. I had friends at 

school, of course, but none quite like Jamie, so when my parents 

announced that we would be returning to The Anchorage the 

following year, I was beyond excited.

That second summer in Saltwater, I was thirteen and a half 

and Jamie was fifteen. There was none of that awkward, getting-

to-know-each-other-again stuff; we just picked right up where 

we left off.




