When the tide goes out at Brean, on the north
Somerset coast, it goes out a very long way –
leaving behind an immense beach of shining sand.
The sand is very firm, just right for football, cricket
or any kind of ball game.
The sand is also perfect for making castles and
waterways, as it holds together very well – so you
can make any shape of mound or hole you fancy.
And at the northern end, below Brean Down,
where rocks poke through the sand, there are
pools of water left behind by the tide. These are
full of shrimps, as well as crabs and small fish.
So you can see there’s a lot to do on Brean Sands
when the tide goes out.
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Matt and Rosie had fished in the pools with their
nets, catching the creatures that hide under the
seaweed.
“I got 50 shrimps,” boasted Rosie.

“Who’s counting?” replied Matt, who’d caught a
big crab, easily worth more than a hundred
shrimps.

Now they were digging in the sand, damming up
the water trickling across the beach from the pools.

Rosie built a mound of sand and, wanting to make
something new, she sliced her spade across it then
pushed her fingers into the mound to make some
holes. To her surprise she saw the mound looked a
bit like a face.
This gave Rosie an idea. Thousands of small shells
were scattered across the beach – she ran off and
collected some. She brought them back and
pushed them carefully, one by one, onto the face.
“Look he’s got teeth and he’s smiling,” she
laughed.

Matt came over. The face they were looking at had
deep black eyes, big nostrils and a wide goofy grin.
“Let’s make him a body,” shouted Matt.
So that’s what they did.

3

It took a while, they worked hard. The body was
big and needed a lot of sand. When they’d done,
they stood up and looked down at their handiwork.
“Good legs!” remarked Matt. They were good legs
but the arms were more clumsy. Rosie admitted
that she wasn’t any good at hands, in fact she
hadn’t made any. But all in all they were pleased.
“Hallo Sandman,” said Rosie.

Matt dug down into the sand and found some
lugworms. There are thousands of lugworms living
in the beach at Brean. He pulled out the long
worms and laid them on the face, alongside the
teeth, to make a pair of lips. “Go on give him a
kiss,” he said

“No!” shrieked Rosie, laughing. “That’s cruel.” She
picked off the worms and buried them. Then she
gave the Sandman a kiss on the cheek, so that her
lips came back up covered in sand.
“I think we deserve an ice cream,” said Matt and
ran off across the beach to the cafe to buy some.
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“Strawberry for me,” Rosie shouted after him.
“I hope he heard me,” she continued to
herself. Then turning to the Sandman she
asked, “Do you like ice cream?”
Rosie often spoke to animals, dolls, statues,
pictures, soft toys and people on the television.
She didn’t often get a reply, so she was happy to
invent voices and answer for them.

“Oh yes, I like ice cream,” she began in a squeaky
voice.

“ICE CREAM,” came a voice from deep in the
sand, a voice that sounded like a wave crashing onto
the beach. The sound alarmed her, so that she
turned round quickly to see where the sea was, but it
was a long, long way away.
She put her hand out and put it on the Sandman’s
chest – it seemed to her that the sand was trembling.
Rosie jumped up and ran away to a safe distance.
She looked around. Everything on the beach
seemed normal – people wandering along, kids
flying kites. She thought she might be going to cry
but here came Matt with the ice creams.

“What’s up?” asked Matt, seeing her face. “What’s
the matter with you.” Rosie didn’t like to say. So he
handed her an ice cream – strawberry flavour – and
wandered over to the Sandman. Rosie followed him.
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Matt’s ice cream was chocolate and, even though he
was licking it steadily, it was melting in the sun. A
little dribble of chocolate dripped down and, caught
by the breeze, fell onto the Sandman's chest.

Both Matt and Rosie saw the Sandman shudder.
“ICE CREAM,” came the deep voice that sounded
like the crashing and hissing of a wave and the
Sandman sat up. “ICE CREAM,” said the Sandman
again more clearly and looked at Matt and Rosie,
who hadn’t run away but stood there with their
mouths open and their ice creams melting.

“ICE CREAM,” said the Sandman again looking
expectantly at the children. Rosie held her
strawberry ice out, but then remembering guiltily that
the Sandman had no hands, held it up to his mouth.
The mouth opened and Rosie pushed the ice cream
cone inside. “Mmmm ... ICE CREAM,” sighed the
Sandman licking his lips with a sandy tongue. Then
seeing Matt’s ice cream still unfinished, said “ICE
CREAM,” again in an eager tone. “ICE CREAM.”
Matt did the same as Rosie and watched as the
slippery ice cream churned inside the sandy mouth.
“Ahhh ... ICE CREAM.

The Sandman stood up. The children looked up at
him in awe and surprise. “Mmmmm ...” the tall
figure sighed, slapping his tummy.
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‘Why did we make him so big?’ they both
thought. Nevertheless they felt proud, but they
were also worried. ‘Was he theirs? How should
they look after him?’

The Sandman wasn’t paying much attention to the
children, he was looking round the beach. “HAR
... HAR ... HAR ...” he was saying in a raspy and
rumbly voice.
Brean Beach is so big that everybody has lots of
space around them to get on with whatever they
want, without disturbing others. “HAR ... HAR ...
HA HA HA,” shouted the Sandman with delight,
“FOOTBALL.”
Away the Sandman lumbered towards some boys
playing football in the distance. The children had
to run to catch up. The Sandman could move
very fast. “FOOTBALL” he laughed as he
stumbled along.
‘I think we must have made one leg shorter than
the other,’ thought Rosie, feeling guilty again.

The Sandman charged into the middle of the game
of football and kicked the ball far away across the
sand. “HAR ... HAR ... HAR ...” he bellowed and
rushed after it.
Rosie and Matt arrived in the middle of the group
of boys a few moments later. “Sorry,” they both
said. The boys were older and bigger than they
were and not very pleased.
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“Is he your friend?”
accused one of the
boys.

“I suppose ... but we’ve
only really just met him,”
answered Rosie.

“Well you tell your friend to
bring our ball back,” the boy demanded, grabbing
hold of Matt’s tee shirt. “Or else!”
The ball hit the boy hard on the side of the head.

“HAR ... HAR ... HAR” shouted the Sandman as
he thundered past, kicking the ball in front of him.
“FOOTBALL ... FOOTBALL”
The boy sat down on the sand, looking confused.

“Quick, go and get him an ice cream” said Matt to
Rosie, pulling the last of his money out of his
pocket.
“What him?” exclaimed Rosie looking at the boy
on the ground.

“No for him, you dimwit,” said Matt pointing at the
Sandman, who was being chased by by a posse of
boys. “And make it a big one.”
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Rosie ran to the cafe. “An ice cream please,” she
panted. “Can I have an extra big one for this
much?” And she held out the money that she had.

The cafe man looked at her handful of coins. “If
you’re prepared to have coconut and passionfruit –
which is very nice but has not sold well.”
“Yes, yes, yes ... please,” replied Rosie, so the man
understood she was in a hurry but also grateful.
The man made a monster ice cream, stuck a
chocolate flake in the side and handed it over just
as the football bounced into the cafe courtyard,
crashed into a table, upsetting a large family at tea
and disturbing several dozing dogs – setting them
barking.
“Good heavens what’s that?”cried the cafe man
and rushed outside. Rosie ran after him with the
ice cream and, scooping up the ball, which had
trickled into a corner, ran down to the beach
again.
She was just in time to meet the Sandman, Matt
and a group of angry footballers coming towards
her.

“Quick show him the ice cream and give me the
ball ... and delay him, keep him talking ...
anything,” hissed Matt, hiding the ball behind his
back and sidling off to meet the gang of boys.
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“ICE CREAM” shouted the Sandman

“For you,” cried Rosie holding the enormous ice
up in front of her like a trophy.

The Sandman sat down on the sand and opened
his mouth, but this time Rosie didn’t push the ice
cream inside, instead she made him lick it.
“Um ...why do you like ice cream so much?” she
started, holding the cone away from the
Sandmans’s mouth for a moment.

The smile disappeared from the Sandmans’s face
and he became serious. “I LIKE ICE CREAM” he
answered. “WORMS LIKE MUD, BIRDS LIKE
WORMS, BIG BIRDS LIKE LITTLE BIRDS. I
LIKE ICE CREAM.”

“Is it e-co-logical then?” asked Rosie slowly, hoping
she’d got the right word.
The Sandman gave her a plain look. “ICE
CREAM,” he pronounced and stuck out his sandy
tongue. She allowed him a couple more licks.
“OK ...” and she thought of a subject that really
interested her. “Can animals talk to each other?”
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“Mmmmmmm ...” hummed the Sandman
“WORMS say ‘I like you MUD – MUD, MUD
come with ME.’ MUD goes with WORMS ...
BIRDS say ‘I like you WORMS – WORMS,
WORMS come with ME.’ WORMS go with
BIRDS ...”

At that moment Matt came back. “OK.” he said.
“They’re going up the other end of the beach.”

“BIG BIRDS say ‘I like you LITTLE BIRDS ...”

“OK , OK I understand ...” interrupted Rosie. The
conversation hadn’t gone quite how she’d hoped.
“... and the little birds go with the big birds.”
“NO” corrected the Sandman “Little BIRDS fly
away FAST.”
“What’s this about?” asked Matt.

Rosie shrugged and cast her eyes up towards the
sky.
“ICE CREAM” demanded the Sandman and he
opened his mouth wide. Rosie pushed in the rest
of the ice cream rather abruptly.

“No not yet,” cried Matt throwing his hands in the
air. “They haven’t gone far enough. You can still
see them.”
Not only that, the boys were kicking the ball as
they walked, so that it was in full view.
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“Mmmmmmm ...” hummed the Sandman and
stood up. “HAR, HAR, HAR” he cried as he
slapped his tummy and looked around. “HAR,
HAR, HAR ...” and seeing the group of boys
“FOOTBALL !”

“Oh NO” shouted Rosie and Matt, but it was too
late, the Sandman had lumbered off after the game
of football. The children ran after him.
But for the next hour or so everything went
surprisingly well. The boys skillfully and good
naturedly kicked the ball to each other, while the
Sandman chased it to and fro. “HAR, HAR,
HAR ...” he called out.

The boys even included Matt and Rosie in the
game – which is how everything went a bit wrong.
Rosie, who had kicked the ball really quite expertly
up till then, found the ball sliding awkwardly off
her foot. It span a few yards and trickled to a stop
in front of the Sandman who, with a bellow of
delight, kicked it.
The ball sailed high into the sky, arching over the
beach and the heads of holiday-makers and over
the roof of the cafe.

“Go and get it,” they all shouted at her, except for
the Sandman who beamed with pleasure.

”I can’t,” pleaded Rosie ... but it was no good, she
had to go.
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The cafe courtyard was in disarray. The cafe man,
who had the football under his arm, was being told
off by a large woman with tea down her front. A
small dog was wolfing down a cake under the table
and a round-faced boy was crying – his chips were
scattered on the ground and stuck to his tee shirt
with tomato ketchup, looking like a terrible wound.
Rosie stood around awkwardly while the cafe man
placated the woman and gave the job of clearing
up to a couple of assistants.
When the cafe man saw Rosie he came over. “Is
this what you’re after? he said holding the football
in front of him but not handing it over. Rosie
couldn’t reply but tried to look as if she was sorry.
“Do you know you’ve just cost me £20?”
He went into the part of the cafe that was also the
shop. Rosie followed, swallowing hard and
wondering what she could say.

The cafe man went behind the counter and peered
through a small window that overlooked the beach.
When he turned back round again his expression
had changed. “Is that the Sandman you’ve got
out there?” he asked in a strange, cracked
voice. Rosie could only nod.
The cafe man glanced up at a clock.
“Oh then we must be quick ... we must
be quick.”
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“Come on, help me” he said and went behind the
ice cream counter, motioning Rosie to follow him.

They both made ice creams, loading scoops of
coconut and passionfruit into cones and ignoring
the customers who were coming in. The cafe man
packed them into plastic sandcastle buckets – then,
not forgetting the ball, he and Rosie rushed out
and ran down to the beach.
There were Matt and the boys with the Sandman.
“He won’t remember me,” muttered the cafe man,
“why should he?”

But it seemed to Rosie, when the cafe man held an
ice cream out for the Sandman, that the Sandman
gave him an extra pleased and happy smile.

There were ice creams for everyone, for Matt,
Rosie and the boys in the football team. Everybody
saved the main part of their ice creams for the
Sandman and laughed as they pushed them into
his sandy mouth.
‘HAR ... HAR ... HAR, ICE CREAM” the
Sandman laughed. “HAR ... HAR ... HAR
FOOTBALL.” The Sandman was standing
with his back to the sea but everyone else
had noticed that the tide was sliding across
the beach and where there had been sand
there was now water. The terrible truth
was that there couldn’t be any more
football.
18

The Sandman, as if realising something was wrong
by the looks on their faces, turned around and saw
the water now rippling across the beach. When he
turned back he wasn’t grinning but smiling in a
wistful way. Rosie suddenly felt frightened.

The Sandman held out his big stumpy arm. The big
boys seemed to understand and patted and slapped
it in a friendly kind of way. The cafe man grabbed it
and shook it eagerly. The Sandman looked into the
cafe man’s eyes and laughed ‘HE HE’ he said.
‘Nice to see you again,’ replied the cafe man.
Then the Sandman cuffed Matt gently round the
head, which made Matt feel deeply pleased and
oddly bashful, so that he couldn’t say anything.

Rosie had her hands to her mouth and was blinking
hard to keep back the tears, “Oh Sandman,” she
whispered so no one else could hear. The Sandman
leant forward and put his mouth to her ear. He said
some words that sounded like the swishing and
swoshing of the sea. He patted her carefully
on the shoulder, then stepped back a few paces.
“FOOTBALL” the Sandman
shouted. He kicked the football far
out into the water and then, with
the briefest of looks at all his
friends, he ran into the waves.
“Goodbye,” called out Rosie.
19

He ran for quite a long way but then he fell into a
heap of sand, which the waves washed and wore
away. And soon there was nothing to see but a
milky patch in the water, which the spectators took
to be ice cream leaking out between the grains of
sand.

The big boys sounded oddly croaky when they tried
to speak. Rosie sobbed on the cafe man’s shoulder.
Matt chewed his thumbnail and watched the
football as the waves gradually brought it back to
shore.
“You were lucky to meet him,” said the cafe man to
Rosie, when she’d stopped crying. “He doesn’t turn
up very often. I’d be out business if he did.” And,
holding her shoulders, he made her look at him
and give him a smile. Then he got up and went
back to his cafe.

The boys collected their ball from the water and
with a few ‘See ya ...’s to Matt and Rosie, walked off
up the narrow margin of beach that is beyond the
reach of the tide.

Matt and Rosie, who’d forgotten about their buckets
and spades and fishing nets, walked up the sandy
road towards the place where they were staying.
“I don’t think we should say very much about this,”
said Matt, and so they didn’t. But nor did they
forget about the Sandman either.
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The incident was however talked about in a partial
and incomplete way by several groups of animals who
were present on the beach that day. And as you know
gossip and stories spread a long way, sometimes
hundreds of miles and even more kilometres.
Many creatures were less interested in the
Sandman than in the huge tidal range of the
Bristol Channel, which, if it wasn’t
mentioned before, is the second highest
in the world and can be as great as 49
feet or around 15 metres.
This means that between high and
low tide the sea can go up and down
by as much the height of three full
grown elephants standing on top of
each other with a baby elephant
standing on the top.

Many fish thought this was unlikely,
but it is in fact TRUE. But to be fair
most fish have never seen an elephant.

Another interesting piece of information
is that passionfruit and coconut was the
most popular flavour of ice cream at Brean
Cafe on the day following Sandman’s visit and
remained so for the rest of that season.
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