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Each of the boats went past the reviewing
stand on its way to the lineup. As the otters’ boat
drifted by, Nellie held out her handkerchief.
“Captain, carry this for luck.”

“Thank you, dear lady,” Bertie said,
reaching out for it.

“Don’t drop it,” she said with a
mischievous smile. “It wouldn’t do.”

“Not a chance,” he said gallantly, before
absent-mindedly trying to stick it in his vest. He
thought better of it, re-folding it and putting it in
his cap.

Though the otters were favored to win, the
badgers did their best to look smart in their white
vests and blue caps and as they passed the
reviewing stand they all tipped their hats on cue
and yelled, “Hip, Hip, Hurrah!”

“Bravo!” Lord Cutshaw shouted. Then he
turned to Nellie and quietly confided, “You
should have given the badgers your pretty token.”

“But Daddy, where’s the harm in cheering
for our own flesh and blood?”

“That’s a good luck token,” her father said
with a wry grin. “The badgers need it most.”

“You’re absolutely wicked,” Nellie said,
giving him a playful shove.
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Oakley Badger, captain of the badger crew
looked about along the shoreline for a sign. He
spotted his wife and waved to her and she waved
back, but he couldn’t see Buckthorn. He touched
near his eye and down. The message was clear.
“Where’s the boy?” She shrugged.

Chios looked at Dad. “You’re the aquatic
sort. Hard muscle, and not a bit of fat on you if I
may be so bold. If the badgers and foxes can
form a crew, why not the beavers?”

“We’re not known for being team
players,” Dad answered with unusual frankness.
“Well not sport teams. | must say the Missus is
my other half. She completes me and I’d be lost
without her.” He felt her paw slip over the top of
his and he reached over with the other paw to
give it a pat.

Lord Cutshaw stood and hit the bell
several times for silence. “Oyez, oyez! | declare
this regatta open! Mr. Flag Bearer, are the crews
in order?”

“Aye, sir! Lined and poised, the lot of
them!”

“Then with no further ado, my lovely
daughter Nellie will give the signal!”
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With her eyes fixed on the otter’s craft, she
shouted, “Ready...set...GO!” She struck the bell
a resounding smack with the mallet.

The three crews dug in with gusto, their
captains calling the cadence with a sharp, regular,
“Pull! Pull! Pull?”

The boats looked splendid as they traced
white wakes on the choppy surface. All along the
shore the spectators shouted and chanted. Some
yelled “Otters, Otters!” Others chanted, “Go
Badgers, Go!” The foxes were riotous and
brought large red flags to wave. The majority of
the folks though were just yelling, “Faster,
faster!!” They were all so splendid that no one
wished bad luck on any of them.

Though she tried to be ladylike, Nellie was
pumping her fists yelling, “Go Bertie, go!”

Her mother nudged her. “Don’t you mean
‘Go Otters’?”

My mother was also cheering the otters.
“You can do it, lad! Go, Bertie, Go!”

Dad tapped her shoulder. “Why are you so
fond of Hurricane Bertie?”

“He promised to spend part of the purse on
a new china set.”
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“Really??” He pumped his fists in the air.
“Come on, Bertie!”

The boats were making their way around
the turn. The badgers were having trouble
coordinating their oars to round the bend. The
otters, which had a substantial lead, had already
gone about and were on the return leg.

On the shore one of the more sharp eared
foxes stopped cheering. She asked her husband,
“Do you hear that rumbling sound?”

“How can you hear a rumbling over this
crowd?”

“But | do.”

Suddenly a wave of foamy water came
sweeping across the reservoir. As the spectators
watched in horrified fascination, it dumped the
badgers and foxes out. The otters, which were
more experienced, leaned into the wave. They
were ducked but came out on top.

The reviewing stand took the full brunt of
the wave. It upset the stage and sent the
dignitaries tumbling. Nellie, who was leaning
over the edge, fell into the water.

“Help!” she cried. “Somebody help me!”
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Dad, clinging to one of the pontoons,
called out for his wife. Mum answered him,
swimming over to his location.

Bertram Otter got the boat turned around
and raced for the wreckage. As soon as he was
close, he plunged into the water and in a few
strokes made it to the struggling Nellie.

“Easy, girl, it’s going to be all right.”

“Bertie, thank Heavens!”

He did a strong backstroke, pulling her
along toward a floating pontoon. “Grab on to this
and I’ll go back for a runabout.”

She gripped a broken rope, winding a bit
of it around her wrist. “Be careful,” she said. “I
don’t want anything to happen to you.”

Dad was absolutely mortified by the scope
of the disaster. “All my water! It’s gone! It’s all
gone!”

**k%k

No one was seriously injured, though Buck
and Bramble were still missing. Other than the
reviewing stand there was little property damage.

Lord Cutshaw stood with what dignity he
could muster in his dripping jacket and spoke



