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When she was only seven, Peggy made a terrifying journey, with her sister Eily and brother Michael, through famine-torn Ireland. Now she sets out on another dangerous and frightening journey – to America. Crossing the Atlantic takes six long, uncomfortable weeks. What will Peggy find when she gets to the New World? And will she ever see her homeland and her beloved sister and brother again?
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CHAPTER 1


The Bridge





PEGGY RAN IN FROM SCHOOL and straight away she noticed the large sheet of paper propped behind a jug on the kitchen dresser. She grabbed it.
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‘I don’t believe it! I just don’t believe it! We got a notice about going to America too. A few in school told me their families had got them. The whole town’s talking about it.’ She was bursting with excitement.


Eily looked across at her.


‘Whisht, Peggy! Take it easy.’


Eily’s hands and arms were dusty to the elbows with flour. She was busy kneading dough to make bread.


‘Eily, aren’t you excited? How can you stand there baking bread when our whole future might depend on this bit of paper?’


Peggy looked across the kitchen. Her big sister was staring into the bowl on the scrubbed wooden table and refused to meet her eyes.


‘There’s something up! That’s it! You’re hiding something from me.’


The older girl stopped. With the back of her hand she pushed a loose bit of fair hair aside, then shrugged.


‘We’re not going.’


‘Eily, stop codding me. I’m not a fool!’ shouted Peggy.


Eily shook her head.


‘No, I’m being serious, Peggy. Things have changed,’ she said. ‘So many things are different now,’ she added in a low whisper.


‘Changed!’ shouted Peggy. ‘Even I know they’ve changed. We’ve less money than ever. Some days we don’t even get one customer in the shop and none of us can get a job. There’s even more reason for us to go now.’


‘Listen, Peggy, I told you! We’re not going away. We’re not leaving Castletaggart and that’s all there is to it!’


‘We … We … There are three of us. Why should you always be the one to decide for us?’ Peggy could feel her blood boiling. ‘What about me?’


‘You? You’re still only a child, Peggy. Someone has to be in charge…to take care of you just like a mother…’


‘A mother! A mother!’ Hot tears pricked Peggy’s eyes. ‘You! You’re not my mother!’


Eily’s face went pale. In that instant Peggy felt the sting of a slap across her face.


‘I hate you!’ screamed Peggy. ‘I hate you! I hate you …’ She kept shouting it as she pushed open the back door and ran down the narrow alley that led to Market Lane.


Two women were gossiping on a doorstep and stopped in mid-conversation to stare at her. She stuck out her tongue at them and ran hell-for-leather through the back end of Castletaggart towards the old bridge and river. She hoped there would be no one there.


Her prayers were answered. The place was deserted. She leant over the low stone bridge. Beneath it the water flowed strongly, dragging the riverweed forwards. She stared into the river, blocking out the town from her sight and her mind.


Anger and disappointment raged inside her.


I won’t forget about going. She can’t treat me like a baby! she thought.


Her breath came in gulps and tore her throat.


It’s not fair!


She was almost hypnotised by the movement of the sparkling water below and fascinated as her tears plopped into it and disappeared. Absentmindedly she put her hand up to rub her eyes. Her cheekbones smarted. She shook her head and watched the fine dust of white flour speckle the water. A tiny silver fish darted out from beneath a rock, opened its round mouth and swallowed bit after bit of it. Peggy began to giggle and shook her fingers over the water, watching the fish gobble each speck.


Already she felt calmer. In the distance she could hear a cuckoo. A forest of oaks and beech trees ran along the far side of the river, the fast-flowing water providing protection for the birds and animals against the people of the town.


This was a special place, a place where town and country met. It was her favourite spot in the whole of Castletaggart. Very few people bothered with this bridge. It was usually quiet down here, whilst the main town bridge always seemed to have crowds of people hanging around it.


Peggy pulled herself up on the bridge wall and sat on the uneven stone. She let her bare feet dangle over the clear sparkling water below.


Sometimes she’d sit here for hours, it was always so peaceful. Ever since she was a little girl it was the place she ran to …


She remembered running away down here the very first morning she was meant to go to her new school in Castletaggart. But her two old great-aunts found her just as she was about to throw her new shoes into the river. They loved Peggy and her brother and sister so much. Auntie Nano had begun to give out to her, but Auntie Lena had coaxed and cajoled her away from the bridge and helped put the black sturdy laced shoes back on. Peggy smiled to herself. Even at seven years of age she’d been a little devil. Auntie Lena had understood her worries about starting school. All the other children had Mammies to take them there.


They had marched her back to the door of the bakery shop, and then with Eily coming along too, they had all set off together through Castletaggart to school. It was early morning on a glorious autumn day, all the shops were starting to open up and droves of children were headed in the same direction towards the small white-washed building which shone like a beacon at the top of Castletaggart Hill. At the school gate a fit of shyness and pure fear shook Peggy.


The two old ladies hugged her, then Eily squeezed her hand and walked her right up to the green wooden door. Just as she was about to run into the large schoolroom to try and get a seat on the bench beside her friend Julia, she looked back.


Nano and Lena stood ramrod stiff and straight and proud in the middle of the group of mothers anxiously waiting at the gate. And even from a distance Peggy could see that Eily’s blue eyes were filled with tears – as if she was one of the mothers …


‘Peggy! Peggy!’ The call jolted her out of her dream.


She looked up. A wave of guilt washed over her. Eily was standing a few yards away, wiping her hands on her apron.


‘I knew I’d find you here. I’m so sorry, Peggy!’


‘Oh, Eily, I shouldn’t have said what I said!’


‘Still, I shouldn’t have slapped you.’


‘I really am sorry – ‘twas a dreadful thing to say.’ Peggy jumped down and ran and hugged her older sister. ‘Let’s go home,’ she said.


They walked slowly back towards the shop. They passed a row of old cottages, every single one of them empty. Those occupants who hadn’t died during the Great Famine had long since abandoned them and left Castletaggart.


‘God, this place is getting fierce shabby,’ muttered Eily. ‘At this rate there won’t be a sinner left here soon.’


Peggy bit her lip and fought the impulse to say I told you so.


‘Look, Peggy! Kennys’ drapery store has closed down.’ Eily stopped and peered in through the planks that boarded up the vacant shop window. ‘Not a thing in the place!’


Peggy stood on tiptoe so that she could see in. Every shelf was empty and a roll of dusty material lay forlornly on the counter. It seemed that every day a little bit more of Castletaggart changed. The town was no longer the busy place Peggy and Michael and Eily had finally arrived at, starving and homeless, nearly seven years ago in the middle of the Great Famine.


‘Come on, Peggy! We’d better get a move on or all my baking will be up in smoke,’ joked Eily. ‘Anyways, I don’t like leaving Nano on her own.’


The two of them quickened their pace until they reached the small shabby bakery shop at the bottom of Market Lane that was home.


‘Run up and say hello to Nano, Peggy, but mind you don’t say a word about the notice – there’s no need to upset her!’

















CHAPTER 2


Changes





THAT EVENING THE FOUR OF them sat around the table in the small cosy kitchen.
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‘You’re the best cook in the world, Eily,’ declared Michael, helping himself to some more stew. Peggy noticed that Eily barely touched her own food. It was so frustrating for her, baking and cooking, and then at the end of the day having so little to show for her hard work. But customers were thin on the ground. A boy from the butcher’s in the Main Street had left in a sheet of figures – another overdue account. And the flour barrel was only a third full.


‘I’m working at the Big House tomorrow afternoon and evening, Peggy, so you’ll have to give Nano a hand with the shop,’ said Eily. Peggy nodded. ‘No running off or forgetting about it!’


‘Is there no chance of a job for you there?’ asked Michael.


‘If there was any kind of kitchen job going it would be mine. But you know yourself it’s hard enough for them to keep the staff they have already.’


‘Well, let’s be grateful for the few hours of work you do get there when they’re extra busy,’ urged Nano.


‘Oh, I’m going daft. I nearly forgot to tell you, Nano, I met the landlord up at the cattle market. He said he’d drop into the shop within the next day or two,’ said Michael.


‘Billy Kelly! What would he want?’ Nano was worried. ‘Is it about the rent do you think?’


Peggy was just dying to talk about the notice on the dresser.


‘Not tonight,’ mouthed Eily.


Michael disappeared off to help a friend with milking and Nano got up from the table and wandered into the empty shop. ‘It’s the only place I can find time to think.’


Eily ran upstairs to change. Peggy whistled as she cleared up and brushed the floor. Hearing a tap on the small window, she stopped and ran to the door.


‘Good evening, Peggy!’


‘Come on in, John, she’ll be down in a minute.’


The young farmer stepped in and sat down near the range to wait for Eily. Out of the corner of her eye, Peggy studied him. He was tall and kind of handsome with thick black curls. His hands and face were tanned and weather-beaten from working out in the fields, and although his clothes were clean, his jacket needed patching and his shirt was frayed. He was very quiet, but Eily seemed to be mad about him. Young love – that’s what Nano always whispered when she saw them together.


Eily smiled and put on her shawl when she saw John Powers.


‘We’re going up the town for a bit of a walk. Will you finish up here, Peggy? And don’t forget to warm some milk later to help Nano sleep.’


‘I’ll be fine,’ said Peggy smirking, watching them walk arm in arm down the lane. Eily deserved some happiness.


Later Peggy tiptoed into the darkened shop. It was small and clean. On one wall the shelves were stacked with jars of preserves – chutneys and jellies and jams; the other counter was for the daily bake – soda bread, brown bread, wheaten loaf, scones and fancy breads. The smell of the hot bread would fill the shop and the street. There was a small drawer unit which held fancy bakery items like glacé cherries, sugared violets, marzipan fruits.


Nano was sitting in her old chair rocking backwards and forwards. She always did that when she was worried or troubled.




* * *





The next afternoon the shop bell rang. Peggy looked through the kitchen door and saw Eily talking to Billy Kelly, the landlord. She motioned to Peggy to get Nano.


‘Auntie Nano, come quick, Mr Kelly’s in the shop. He wants to talk to you.’


‘Fetch me my good shawl – yes, the black one, pet, – and will you tidy my hair a bit at the back there please.’


Peggy got the bristle brush, re-did the bun of hair and fixed it tight with a few extra hairpins. Nano was anxious, but managed to appear serene as she walked into the shop, shook Mr Kelly by the hand and sat down in her chair.


‘Girls, will one of ye fetch this good man a cup of tea, and how about a slice of that fresh apple and cinnamon tart you made this morning, Eily?’


‘That would be grand, Miss Murphy, thank you,’ replied Mr Kelly.


He was a tall, thin, nervous type of man and he paced around the room a few times, before finally sitting down.


‘I don’t exactly know where to start,’ he mumbled.


‘The beginning – ’tis usually the best place,’ smiled Nano, sensing his nervousness.


‘Well, Miss Murphy, I’ve come along today to ask you if you’d be interested in buying this piece of property outright. You’ve been a tenant for nigh on forty years.’


Nano let out her breath with a gasp. ‘Oh, Mr Kelly, you must know that if I had enough savings I’d have bought the shop long ago.’


‘Miss Murphy, the asking price would not be too high. I know myself the roof is sagging and in need of repair,’ he pleaded. ‘Isn’t there any way you could afford it?’


Nano didn’t say a word, but just shook her head slowly from side to side. Peggy passed her a cup of weak tea. She sipped it and stared at the man beside her.


‘Mr Kelly, will I tell you something?’ she said at last. ‘You are the living image of your late father, Tom. He was a good man too …’


‘My father was fond of you and your sister and we always had the finest cakes in the town on rent day.’ He tried to smile. ‘Miss Murphy, you can see yourself how bad things are in the town. I’m a married man myself with four young children, but even with five pieces of property, things are not good. People can’t afford to pay their rent.’


Nano began to apologise. ‘Are we late with our rent again?’


‘No, listen, Miss Murphy, that’s not what I’m here about. The truth is I am selling off all my interests in the town and moving to Dublin with my family. I have a brother who has his own business there.’ He stopped. ‘What will become of us? Are we going to lose the roof over our heads? What about the three children?’


‘I’m sorry, there’s nothing more I can do. I need to raise funds myself. The O’Donnells and the Kennys have accepted assisted passage to America. I’m not the only landlord forced to do this. A group of us are trying our best to look after our tenants, so letters of application for a ship’s voucher have been delivered to many in this part of the town.’


Eily and Peggy stared at Nano. Her face was as pale as snow and her lips looked blue.


‘It came yesterday,’ Peggy said and ran to the kitchen dresser to get it.


Nano stared at it blankly. ‘So you want to pack me off on one of those old coffin ships to the New World, is that it?’


‘No, Miss Murphy. It’s just that many people want to go to America. We’re only offering to help them. The youngsters might consider it,’ he finished off lamely.


‘How long have I got left here?’ Nano asked.


‘It will take a bit of time to find a buyer, though there is someone interested. I suppose a few weeks.’


Nano stood up. ‘I’m not blaming you, Mr Kelly, and I’m only glad that my poor sister Lena never lived to see this day. Thank you for coming to see me.’


Peggy watched as the landlord bade his embarrassed goodbyes.


‘Are you all right, Nano?’ asked Eily.


The old lady stood up. ‘I’m away to my bed, we’ll talk about this later.’ She muttered under her breath, obviously exhausted from the strain.


Peggy and Eily looked at each other. They both knew that closing the shop was enough to break their great-aunt’s heart.




* * *





It was almost midnight. Eily, Michael and Peggy sat by the range, arguing back and forth about their future.


‘Why can’t we all go to America?’ questioned Peggy. ‘That’s the simplest thing to do. Our passage will be paid.’


‘That’s no answer, Peggy!’ said Eily sternly. ‘Do you think poor Nano would survive such a voyage?’


Peggy, defeated, shook her head and added a whispered ‘No.’


‘Auntie Nano and Auntie Lena took us in when we had no one or no home. You remember, both of you, the state the three of us were in when we arrived here after weeks on the road and how the two of them cared for us and got us well again? They could have put us in a workhouse or orphans’ home, but instead we became their family. They fed us even though food was scarce and they brought us up. Never, never would I leave poor Nano – she’s all on her own now. It’s our turn to look after her.’ Eily’s cheeks blazed.


‘Maybe if I went I’d get a job fairly easy and be able to send some money home for the rest of you,’ suggested Michael.


‘I could work too,’ added Peggy. ‘I’m all but finished school, and you know well there are no jobs here. They say there’s plenty of jobs across the ocean.’ Eily started to shake her head. ‘No, no, I don’t want you to go. The three of us have been together always. We can’t split up now. Peggy’s only a baby. Who’d look after her?’


‘I’m not a baby. I’m thirteen and old enough to be in service,’ cried Peggy indignantly.


‘Look, Eily, if you’re going to stay and look after Nano you’ll need money,’ said Michael.


‘If there were jobs here we’d get them, but there aren’t any. So what else can we do?’ asked Peggy.


‘Eily, you know Peggy’s right. The two of us could go to America. I’m getting fed up hanging around here day in, day out, helping at the market sometimes or with milking or odd farm jobs. I want a proper job. Eily, I’ll fill in the application anyway for Peggy and myself, it won’t do any harm.’


‘The Molloys are going and the O’Caseys, so we wouldn’t be on our own …’ Peggy began.


‘I need time to think about it. We all have to try and work out what’s the best thing to do. Come on away to bed or we’ll be exhausted in the morning. Let’s all say a prayer that something will be sorted out,’ said Eily.




* * *





Two days later Eily told Michael there might be a vacancy for him up at Castletaggart House. A wide grin spread across his face. Maybe he could get a job at last.


Eily had been helping in the kitchens at a ball in the Big House the night before. As usual, she asked the cook if there were any vacancies. The woman shook her head.


‘Not unless you want to help with the horses in the stables?’ she joked. ‘The stable boy has just left after getting a bad kick from a mare and the head groom wants someone good and gentle with animals and unafraid of horses.’


Eily straight away mentioned her brother and his way with animals and love of horses.


Michael couldn’t believe it. Horses – working with them, grooming them, feeding them, cleaning them and maybe riding them. It would be a miracle if he could get it.


‘Stable boy, stable boy,’ no matter how often he said it, it sounded good. ‘Are you sure, Eily?’


His older sister nodded. ‘I’m not codding you, Michael. Honest to God, it’s a great opportunity.’


‘Eily, I’ll do my best to get that job. It’s all I ever wanted.’


Peggy smiled. Michael was so lucky. But what would happen to their plans if he got the job? she wondered.


Nano blessed herself. ‘Thanks be to God,’ she murmured, but added, ‘We mustn’t count our chickens before they’re hatched.’ Peggy loved her aunt and her old sayings.


Eily seemed embarrassed. She poured out another cup of tea.


‘Well, I’ve a bit more news.’ She looked up. ‘John has asked me to marry him.’


Three pairs of eyes fixed on Eily’s glowing face.


‘You said yes, Eily! Oh you did say yes,’ urged Peggy, squeezing her sister’s hand. Eily shyly tossed back her long fair hair. ‘Well, I suppose, sort of … there are lots of things to be considered.’ However it was clear to them all that Eily was brimming over with happiness.


‘How are John and his father managing up on the farm?’ asked Nano. ‘I hope poor old Josh hasn’t had one of his turns recently?’


Everyone in Castletaggart knew about Joshua Powers. At the height of the Great Famine he had lost his wife, two sons and young daughter to famine fever. Joshua roamed his fields, flinging sods of turf and stones at the sky and cursing God for what he had done. He spent five days like that until John, his eldest son, got him calmed down. However, from time to time the memory would come back and he would rant and rave and curse and wander the fields again. Locally he was known as Cursing Josh Powers.


Nano looked at Eily, Michael and Peggy and thanked the heavens that God had sent these special children to herself and Lena. Large tears filled her eyes and she took out her big white hanky and blew her nose loudly.


Eily looked over at her. ‘Auntie Nano, don’t tell me you’re crying with happiness? Aren’t you the silly one!’ Eily put her arms around the old lady, sensing her sadness. ‘Don’t fret. Powers’ cottage may be a bit small, but there’ll be space for you. You don’t think I’d run off and leave you on your own? Nano, there’s a little room that used to be John’s sister’s – it’ll be yours and Peggy’ll have the settle bed in the kitchen.’


Peggy, who had been dreaming, suddenly snapped out of it. A settle bed up at Powers’ farm, miles from the town and friends! No chance of a job, only helping Eily with the house! Peggy just managed to hold her tongue.




* * *





Peggy stood out in the yard. She dragged the soaking wet clothes from the bucket and started to stretch them across the rope that was strung across the cobbled yard.


Michael came out to join her.


‘Are you going to give me a hand, Michael?’ she joked.


Michael bent down and dragged out an old bed sheet. He let the water drip all over his shoes.


‘Michael!’ Peggy stared at him. ‘What’s wrong with you? Fling it up on the line before you soak yourself.’


‘Peg, I want to talk to you.’


She looked at him. Something was up, she could tell.


‘Spit it out, Michael, whatever it is.’


Michael blushed red as a turkey cock.


‘I got the job, the one up at Castletaggart House.’


Peggy stared at her brother. She felt betrayed.


‘I’ll be living in over the stables. Imagine, they have twenty horses and I’ll be helping to look after them all.’


‘Oh, Michael,’ Peggy swallowed hard, ‘I’m so happy for you.’


‘I never believed it would happen. All my life I’ve loved animals and wanted to work with them. You remember when I left school how hard I tried to get work on a farm. I thought it would never happen – and now!’ Peggy pinned a smile across her face.


Michael stopped and looked right at her. ‘Peggy, I suppose I’m letting you down. There’s no need for me to go to America now. I never wanted to go anyway. I’ve got my chance here at home and I’ll grab it.’


‘I know, Michael. So now I’m on my own.’


‘Don’t be cross with me, Peggy. I’m real sorry, but this is my dream come true – working with horses. We all have dreams and must follow them, so Peggy, you must do what you want!’ Michael lifted the empty enamel bucket. ‘Eily and Nano think it’s grand. In two days’ time I’ll be living in at the Big House.’


The next day a brown envelope was delivered, addressed to Michael and Margaret O’Driscoll. It contained another notice and two vouchers. The silver-printed vouchers could be used at Masters & McCabes Shipping Office at Queenstown ‘as payment for passage to America. On receipt of said voucher a ticket would be issued to the bearer.’ The notice gave details about emigration and advice on what to bring, and wished the applicants luck.


Michael glanced at his voucher, shrugged his shoulders and pushed it back in the envelope. He had other things on his mind.


Every hour or so, Peggy would take her voucher out and look at it. ‘Passage to America’ – the words burned in her mind.


‘Eily, please, I could go on my own. I’d get a job straight away and I’d send money home,’ Peggy pleaded.


‘No! No! You’re too young. You’d never survive in a strange country on your own,’ Eily kept answering back.


‘But I want to go. It’s not just what you want, this is something I want!’


‘At thirteen you think it’s important what you want, you little devil!’


‘At barely thirteen you saved Michael and me from the workhouse and brought us all the way from Duneen to Castletaggart. You pushed us and made us walk and got food for us and forced us to survive the Famine,’ Peggy reminded her.


‘That was different. I had no choice,’ Eily admitted.


‘But I feel I’ve no choice. The shop will close down. You and John will be getting married. I’ve seen Powers’ cottage, there won’t be space for me there. Nano is the one that needs a home. You’ve been trying to get work for the last two years and if you couldn’t, how do you think I’d ever get a job?’


Peggy’s question hung in the air.


Over the next few days she kept on asking and asking. She stuck out her chin and used every ounce of O’Driscoll stubbornness to get her way.


‘Nano, if you were young, what would you do?’ She forced her great-aunt to answer.


Nano rocked backwards and forwards and after much consideration grudgingly said: ‘I’ll tell you something, Peggy, if my sister Lena were still alive and the two of us were in our heyday and young, we would be the first ones to take a passage to America. Such a chance of an adventure we’d never have missed.’


She patted Peggy on the hand. ‘I’ll talk to Eily,’ the old lady assured her.


That night there was a meeting in the back kitchen of Murphys’ Bakery. Peggy stayed up in the bedroom as down below Nano, Eily and John Powers argued and discussed her future. She listened to the singsong of their voices, wondering what the outcome would be.




* * *





Eily’s eyes were red-rimmed and her face was blotchy when she slowly climbed the stairs and came in to sit on Peggy’s wooden bed.


‘Well, Peggy!’


Peggy raised herself up in the bed. They hugged each other.


Eily looked tired. ‘Yes. The answer is yes.’ She tossed the envelope on to the beige blanket.


‘Are you angry with me?’ asked Peggy.


‘No, pet, I’m not.’ Eily sat down on the corner of the bed. ‘I’m just sad. Sad for myself I suppose. I’ll miss you. It’ll be so lonely. Michael will be gone, and then if you’re on the far side of the world …’ she trailed off. ‘Why do you have to go, Peggy? Don’t you think you’d be happy with the rest of us on the farm?’


Peggy stared at the strands of wool in the blanket, and didn’t answer.


Eily had begun to cry. ‘It’s just so sad. Oh, Peggy, you’re my little sister. How can I ever let you go? I can’t bear parting!’


‘I know how you feel,’ Peggy said. ‘Do you remember the day that Mother left home to look for Father?’ Eily looked puzzled but nodded. ‘I wasn’t even seven, but I can remember that awful day as if it was yesterday. I knew as she walked down that little road that she would never come back.’


‘Peggy, none of us knew that. She was going to the roadworks to search for Father. We all thought she’d come back,’ said Eily.


‘No, I never believed it. I knew it would be the last time I’d see her. We never saw her again. Sometimes I pretend it’s that day again, just so I can remember her.’


‘Oh, Peggy, you poor little pet, we all miss her and Father. Day in, day out, for the first two years, every time that shop bell downstairs rang I’d run into the shop just in case one of them would be standing there looking for us.’


‘I did the same,’ whispered Peggy. ‘Sometimes I’m scared, Eily, that I won’t remember them. I even try to think what Mother looked like to remind myself.’


Eily got up from the bed, picked up an oval-shaped mirror and held it in front of Peggy’s face.


‘Look, Peggy, look at yourself. You look just like her.’


Peggy stared at the round face under a mop of thick chestnut-coloured hair, the two big brown eyes and neat slightly tilted nose, the freckles and small white teeth.


‘When you go away, Peggy, what will I have to remind me of you and Mother?’ sighed Eily.


Peggy hugged her. ‘You’re the most important person in the world to me, Eily. You’ve loved me like a mother, yet you’re my sister and my best friend. Nothing will change that,’ she whispered.


‘Peggy, I can’t understand you – aren’t you frightened about going? About the ship, and America, and being on your own?’ asked Eily.


‘No, no. I remember things that were worse, a lot worse,’ said Peggy firmly.


‘I’ll talk to the schoolmaster tomorrow,’ said Eily. ‘And do you know Nell Molloy? I heard herself and her family are going to America too. I’ll call up and talk to her, she might keep an eye on you. And I suppose we’d better bake a mountain of oatcakes as they’re meant to be the best thing to last the long journey.’
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