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Introduction
When the Sea Came In is a story that takes place in Australia
about a hundred and fifty years in the future. Because of global
warming, sea levels have risen. Over a period of about a
hundred years, there have been three ‘Great Floods’, when
huge waves covered cities and towns all along the coast in
every continent. 

The world has become much hotter. There have been
terrible wars as people have tried to escape to cooler parts of
the world. Huge numbers of people all over the world have
died and life has completely changed. There is very little oil
and fuel, and cars, planes, television and computers no longer
exist. People live in small towns and villages and
communication is difficult. 

When the story begins, we learn that the last Great Flood
was thirty years ago. The interior of Australia is too hot for
people to live in, so people now live in towns and villages near
the new coastline. In the small town of Axel, life is calm but
still not completely safe. There is danger from bandits, and
there is always the possibility of another Great Flood…
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Chapter 1

Mark makes trouble
The sun was high in the sky as Loudon Traherne rode back
towards the farmhouse. He had spent the morning training
young horses with two of his best men, and now he was tired
and wanted his lunch. It was early summer, and hot for this
time of year. The grass was green and Loudon hoped it would
stay like that. Two years ago there had been a bad drought and
forty of his horses had died. He couldn’t afford to have that
happen again. They needed rain, not drought.

Loudon rode as easily as if he was part of his horse. His skin
was brown from the sun, his grey hair reached his shoulders
and his back was straight. His eyes were as blue as the sea on
a sunny day. He looked like a man who had seen big trouble,
and had lived to tell the story. 

And just now, Loudon was seeing trouble. Standing by the
back door of his farmhouse were two of the most important
people in the town of Axel. Terry Dryden owned Dryden’s, the
biggest store in town, while Big Barry Flanagan was Axel’s
chief policeman. Loudon knew from their faces exactly why
they had come to see him.

‘Okay, okay,’ he said. ‘What’s he done this time?’ 
Big Barry spoke first. ‘What hasn’t Mark done, Loudon?

That’s the question!’ Flanagan didn’t like being angry with
Loudon – they were friends – but he couldn’t stop himself. 

Loudon sighed. ‘Okay, has he robbed the bank, killed an
old lady, robbed Dryden’s?’

‘Yes – your son and the Laidlaw boys did rob our store – last
night. They stole clothes, shoes, knives, guns. Guns, Loudon!’
The speaker was Dryden, a small man with almost no hair.

‘They stole guns!’ said Loudon, sounding shocked. ‘But
why? Mark’s never used guns – or knives.’
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‘They were obviously planning to use them, Loudon,’ said
Flanagan, looking serious. ‘I’ve already put the Laidlaw boys in
jail. There’s only one reason why Mark isn’t with them and
that’s because he’s your son.’

‘Either that boy leaves town and doesn’t come back, or he
goes to jail for a long time,’ shouted Dryden, then added, ‘and
I mean a long time.’ 

‘Well, maybe you should put him in jail,’ said Loudon,
climbing off his horse.

Dryden and Flanagan hadn’t expected Loudon to say that.
Flanagan put a friendly hand on his shoulder. ‘Loudon, we
don’t want to put Mark in jail or make him leave town. You
know that. We’ve got children. We know what seventeen-year-
old boys are like. But he needs to be controlled, Loudon. You’ve
got to make him behave.’

‘Do you think I haven’t tried?’ asked Loudon. ‘You know,
ever since Martha died…’ He stopped talking and looked away,
and suddenly he didn’t look angry any more, just very sad.

Seeing Loudon like this made Dryden and Flanagan feel
uncomfortable. Loudon was the mayor of the town, and they
needed their leader to be strong. His sadness reminded them of
their own sadness, their difficult early lives. They could never
forget that thirty years ago the last Great Flood had killed many
of their family and friends who lived on the coast. There had
been no big floods since then, but there was always the danger
of storms or cyclones or drought. Martha, Loudon’s wife, had
died in a storm only two years ago.

‘Loudon, we want to help,’ said Dryden. ‘But Mark needs to
understand that he can’t continue like this. He’s out on the
streets every night with his group. People are frightened of
them, and this time they stole guns. Where’s it going to end?’

‘Okay, okay,’ said Loudon. He stood up very straight and
looked both men in the eye. ‘I’ll make sure he behaves. That’s
a promise.’ 



These were the words Dryden and Flanagan wanted to hear.
They wanted a quiet town with quiet, friendly townspeople. 

‘So that’s all right, then,’ said Big Barry. Loudon knew what
he meant. He meant, You’d better make it all right. If not, Mark
leaves town or goes to jail. It's one or the other.

‘He’ll behave,’ replied Loudon, looking tired. ‘No worries.’
The two men shook hands with Loudon and walked away,

down the path that went along the side of the farmhouse. As
they walked, they admired the big, beautiful building. On each
of the doors there was a picture of a horse’s head. This was the
Traherne trademark. When someone bought a Traherne horse,
he was always given a paper with this trademark at the top. It
proved that the horse came from the Traherne farm. 

‘I’ve got three of those pictures at home,’ Barry Flanagan
said. ‘I only ever buy Traherne horses.’

As the men approached the gate, a tall, good-looking man
called Rangle came walking the other way. He was Loudon’s
farm manager, and had worked with him for many years. ‘Hi,’
he said to them, looking as if he knew exactly why they had
come. The whole town was talking about Mark – but that was
nothing new.

Mark Traherne sat staring into the fire that he had lit. The
rabbit he had caught earlier that day was almost cooked. He
hadn’t eaten all day and he was hungry. Since early that
morning he had ridden many kilometres, down to the coast. He
wondered what the townspeople would do to him. Put him in
jail, probably. Perhaps jail wouldn’t be too bad, he thought.
Johnny Laidlaw had spent six weeks in jail a year ago, and he
seemed okay. But a Traherne in jail – that didn’t sound right.

Now the rabbit looked cooked, and Mark took it off the fire.
He took a knife from his bag – a knife he had stolen from
Dryden’s last night. It’s a knife that could kill a man, he
thought, looking at its bright silver edge. He didn’t want to kill
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