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Chapter 3

The dead man
Jack screamed. He jumped up and ran back to the tent.

‘What is it?’ cried Mitchell.
‘I fell over a dead man!’
‘What?!’ Mitchell came out of the tent. His eyes were

wide.
‘There’s a dead man down there,’ said Jack. ‘Look.’
Slowly the boys walked towards the body. Mitchell

stayed behind Jack.
‘Who is he?’
‘I don’t know,’ said Jack.
‘Is he really dead?’
‘Look at him, Mitchell. He’s dead.’
‘Where did he come from?’
‘Maybe he fell and hit his head.’
‘Fell? Fell over what?’
‘I don’t know. Maybe the body came down the stream.

Maybe the water brought it here.’
‘What shall we do? We need to tell the police.’
‘We’ll have to walk to Once Brewed,’ said Jack. ‘We can

phone the police from the youth hostel.’
Jack walked closer to the body. Mitchell followed.
‘There’s a cut on his head,’ said Jack. ‘Look.’
Light rain fell on the man’s muddy face.
‘What’s that?’ asked Mitchell suddenly. ‘There. In the

mud beside him. Go and look, Jack.’
‘You look.’
‘No, you look. I’m not going near him.’
Slowly, Jack moved closer.



« 20 »

‘It’s a wallet.’
‘His wallet?’
‘I don’t know.’
‘Get it, Jack. Careful! Don’t touch him.’
Jack grabbed the wallet and ran back to Mitchell.
‘Let’s get out of the rain.’
They ran into the tent and sat on their sleeping bags.

They looked at the wallet. It was very wet and muddy.
They opened it, and a small envelope fell out of it. Mitchell
grabbed the envelope.

‘Careful,’ said Jack. ‘It’s very wet. Don’t tear it.’
Mitchell held the envelope up to the light. There was

something small and round in it. ‘What’s that?’
‘I don’t know. A coin, maybe.’
Mitchell put down the envelope and they looked at the

wallet. Mitchell took a card out of it.
‘His name’s Ross Gow.’
There was a picture in the wallet too. Jack looked at it. A

woman and two children smiled back at him.
Suddenly, the boys heard voices.
Jack quickly grabbed the envelope and put it back in the

wallet. The boys crawled out of the tent.
A man and a woman stood near the dead man. Beside the

stream was a small rowing boat.
‘Oh, poor Ross,’ cried the woman. She looked at the boys.

‘He fell into the stream yesterday but we couldn’t help him.
The water took him away. We couldn’t help him.’

‘He was a good friend,’ said the man. ‘Did you find him
this morning?’

‘Yes,’ Jack answered. ‘I’m sorry.’
‘Did you phone the police?’ the man asked.
‘No. We don’t have a phone with us.’



‘Ah, I see,’ said the man. ‘Then we’ll take him back to his
family. It’s very sad. Can you help me to put him in the
boat?’

‘What?!’ said Mitchell quietly.
‘Oh, poor Ross,’ cried the woman again.
‘Yes, yes, we’ll help,’ said Jack. He grabbed Mitchell and

took him over to the body.
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Mitchell’s face was white.
‘I’ll take his arms,’ said the man. ‘You take his legs.’
‘Here,’ said Jack. ‘This fell out of his pocket.’ He gave the

wallet to the man.
‘Ah, thank you,’ said the man.
They carried the dead man to the boat and put him in it.
Mitchell washed his hands in the stream.
Jack looked at the dead man. ‘It’s sad for his children,

isn’t it?’
‘Yes,’ said the woman, quickly.
‘Very sad,’ said the man. ‘Very, very sad for Susan and

little Andrew.’
‘Oh, poor Ross,’ said the woman again, and got into the

boat.
‘Thank you for your help,’ the man said to the boys. He

started to get into the boat. Then he stopped. He looked at
the boys. Then he looked at their tent.

‘You’re not supposed to put up tents along the wall.
You’re supposed to stay in campsites.’ Then he smiled. ‘But
let’s not tell anyone. Okay?’

‘Which way are you walking?’ asked the woman.
‘West, towards Once Brewed,’ answered Jack.
The man pushed the boat into the stream. ‘Thank you

again,’ he said. He jumped in and they left.
Slowly and quietly, Jack and Mitchell started to pack up

their things.
‘The rain has stopped,’ said Jack.
‘Yes,’ said Mitchell.
He found a coin on the floor of the tent.
‘Here. You dropped your Roman coin.’ He threw it across

to Jack.
Jack grabbed it out of the air and put it in his pocket.
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They packed up the tent and put on their backpacks.
Jack looked down towards the stream.

‘That man’s body was very cold, wasn’t it?’ he said.
‘Let’s not talk about it,’ said Mitchell. ‘Let’s walk.’ He

started back to the path. ‘Let’s just forget about it.’


