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	Dedication

	Dedicated to the memory of

	Jennefer Tobin MBE

	19th April 1944 – 18th August 2023

	 

	Tireless worker for the safety of Merchant Navy seafarers, founder of a charity for 

	the rehabilitation of injured service people

	and

	owner of 17 Wilkes Street for many years.

	 

	A good friend and shipmate.

	



	




	 

	Also by David James

	A Flower in Winter

	Book 1 of the

	Flower in Winter Trilogy

	 

	 

	 

	Reviews for A Flower in Winter:

	 

	… a polished piece of careful and diligent research, detailed scene-setting, suspense building through atmospheric descriptions while always involving believable characters knit together by very fine writing. I hope for more of the same from [this author] as he clearly has the novelist’s touch: what a pity that we have had to wait for so long [for his debut]…

	Lt-Col Ewan Southby-Tailyour OBE RM (Retd)

	Royal Cruising Club’s Spring magazine, Tidings 2025

	 

	 

	 

	This book is superbly written. An incredible amount of research has obviously been undertaken. It's unusual for such a book to be an easy read - but it is! When I'd finished, I felt like I had been absorbed into a first-class film. Highly recommended!

	Caroline Schofield

	Amazon

	



	




	 

	A letter to my publisher

	25 July 2025

	 

	Ian Hooper

	Director

	Leschenault Press

	Western Australia

	 

	Dear Ian

	 

	Shortly after the publication of A Flower in Winter, a parcel arrived containing a badly typed manuscript. An anonymous note was attached: 

	 

	Dear Mr Gale, as no-one mentioned in this story is still alive, perhaps it could now be published?

	 

	I have retyped the manuscript in the hope that you agree and called the story after my belief that the souls of sailors rise again in gulls. 

	 

	Psalm 130 provides another reason for the title: Out of the depths have I cried unto thee, O Lord.

	 

	 

	Philip Gale

	



	
Prologue

	My mother, Lady Emma Teagle, died peacefully in her garden one warm June morning in 1955. Osborne told me she had been cutting roses to put in the silver bowl on the hall table. The doctor said her heart had packed up. I was not surprised for she had given much of it away throughout her long and interesting life.

	It fell upon me to go through the study she and my father had shared before he died. Sorting out their papers was a slow business. I kept our letters from school which she had carefully put in date order and tied up with blue ribbons, along with our school reports, and letters from my father to her.

	Opening yet another drawer, I found it full of letters – from a Dutch couple, a boy called Samuel da Souza, and a Cornish farmer. Four of my mother’s diaries were also in that drawer.

	I had not realised how greatly affected my parents were by the arrival of an old Dutch paddle-steamer full of Jewish refugees. That was in May 1940 when my father, Admiral Sir `William Teagle was Commander-in-Chief Nore, based in Chatham and responsible for naval operational control of the southern North Sea area from the Thames Estuary to the Humber. Nor had I realised they had stayed in touch with a few of them all their lives, even though mother had mentioned the paddle-boat, De Ruyter, in one or two letters to me. I knew all about ‘engineer’s tea’ because my father drank it every day from the stained and battered tin mug I inherited. 

	I carried that drawer into the sitting room, placed it on a small table next to an armchair, opened the first letter and entered an unknown world.

	 

	Peter Teagle

	October 1955



	
Chapter 1. 

	Cornwall – June 1940

	“It is very quiet here,” Jannie remarked after supper.

	“Not really,” their hostess, Miss Hartley, replied. “There’s the mine in the valley and three flights a day from the aerodrome.”

	“Where to?” piped up Sam, who had never seen an aeroplane close up.

	“To the Scillies. They often fly right over us.” 

	As Sam’s eyes lit up, Miriam interrupted. “Jannie, why don’t you and Sam go for a walk? Betty and I will do the washing up.”

	It was their first night in Cornwall and Mimi did not want Sam reminded of the aircraft that bombed De Ruyter, killing Henri and so many others. She also wanted to ask her friend a few questions.

	 

	The evening was warm and just light enough to be able to walk easily along the track leading to the cliff edge. When they had a clear view of the sea, Jannie stopped to point out the dark shapes of a small convoy making its way to the north. “No lighthouses to help them,” he commented. 

	“Does it ever get really dark?” asked Sam as he looked around. 

	Jannie laughed. “Oh yes. It’s nearly midsummer now. There will be nights so dark we can’t see our noses, and thick fogs too.”

	Sam shivered. “I think there are many ghosts here. In the house too.”

	Jannie ruffled the boy’s hair. “Nee, jonge. That is just because it is all new to us.”

	He would not admit that he too felt there was a strange atmosphere in the house, and out here. Taking a cigar from his pocket, he turned his back to the sea, cupped his hands to shade the match and lit it. Before Sam could ask, Jannie said, “I learnt that years ago.” He took the cigar from his mouth and held it so the lighted end was shielded by the palm of his hand. “From sailors who weren’t supposed to smoke on watch.” Sighing, he looked at the boy. “And now it is wartime I do it here.”

	 

	When they were alone, Miriam put her tea-towel down and said, “We must talk, Betty. I’ll put the kettle on.”

	They took the tray into the sitting room and sat in the half-darkness where Mimi lit a cigarette. After a long silence she said, “I am worried about Sam. That boy has been through too much.” She looked out of the window. “He’s escaped, but his family hasn’t. He insisted on going to Dunkirk with the men. And…” she took a deep drag at her cigarette. “And they insisted on taking him.”

	Looking at Betty, she spat out, “Duty, they said! They must do their duty. How many men die doing their duty.” A tear glistened on her cheek. “Henri. Dirk too. They had done their duty getting to England. The Navy could have sailed that ship but no, they went for the honour of Holland.” 

	Mimi sighed. “I’m sorry, my dear. I had to get that off my chest.”

	Betty was silent for a long time before asking, “What do you hope for down here?”

	“I really do not know.” She looked across the dark room. “It was important to get out of London before the Germans start bombing it. Sam needs to be kept busy to stop him brooding. Jannie is most insistent about that and he is right. We think working on a farm would suit him, but what do we know?”

	Betty saw her shoulders slump. “Jannie is right,” she said brightly. “I know a lot more about farming than I did at the beginning of the war.” She laughed. “The Trevassos run a small farm and need a strong lad. They are kind, hard-working and decent people. I would not have recommended them otherwise. If they like Sam he will be made welcome and given work. They will show him what to do and,” she paused, “And I think their dog will soon be having puppies.”

	Miriam laughed. “That is what Henk said he needed.” Sensing Betty’s question, she explained, “Another Dutch sailor, now living on a farm in Hampshire. He and a Jewish woman seem to have adopted a little girl and the farmer gave her a puppy.” Suddenly serious, she said quietly, “She is three. Her parents put her on the boat and left her there.” Hearing Betty’s gasp, she went on quickly. “They had no choice. They stayed behind to look after aged parents.”

	Betty shook her head. “We know nothing of war, not yet.” She went to the window and looked out. “I work on a farm with other girls. Farmers need us to replace the boys who have joined the Army and we do a good job. Sam is needed on the farm here and will do a good job in time. But what about you, Miriam, what will you and Jannie do?”

	Miriam sighed deeply. “That is what I really wanted to talk to you about.” She sighed again. “What will we do? What is there to do once Sam is working every day?” She got up to stand beside Betty and said, almost to herself, “Jannie needs to keep busy, almost more than Sam.” She choked back a sob. “His closest friend died in his arms. What does that do to a man?”

	Betty took her arm. “What do you want to do, my dear? What do you do best?”

	Miriam turned to face her, straightening her back as she did. “What I want to do, my friend, and what I have to do, are different. Right now, I have to stay here to make sure Sam is safe. So does Jannie. When we are sure he is settled, when he is sleeping without nightmares, when the farmer tells us he wants to keep Sam on, then we may think about ourselves.”

	“But what do you do best?” Betty was persistent.

	Miriam was silent for a long time. What she had done best died with her children. She shook her head, as if not wishing to reply. “What I do is look after people who live near me in London. Some are old, some young, some not able to work, some young mothers; all are poor. I am not poor, Betty, and I am able to help in many small ways. I thought I could leave them when I came down here. I thought I could look after Sam and help Jannie. But I cannot.” She sighed. “Jannie should come back to London with me. He will want to stay close to Sam, but I do not think that will be good for either of them. Not once Sam has settled to life on the farm. I hope he will be able to live with this family and that he will find comfort through hard work and their kindness.”

	Betty laughed. “I did not tell you they have a daughter, Annie, and she is much the same age as Sam. I think they might well become friends.”

	Miriam smiled, the blackness lifting from her thoughts. “That is the best news I have heard for days.”

	 

	Sam was mesmerised by the great arc of stars hanging over them in the vast velvet sky. “Oh Jannie,” he whispered, “have you ever seen anything like this?”

	Jannie smiled. “We cannot see stars in the city, Sam, but they are always there. It is just as dark where Oom Paul lives. Your parents could be standing in his farmyard and looking at them right now.” He put his hand on the lad’s shoulder. “When I was a boy and a long way from home, I went on deck at night, looked up at the stars, and sent messages to my Mutti and Papa.” He gave Sam a gentle nudge, “Why don’t you talk to them now?” Not waiting for an answer, he moved a few paces away. “I’ll wait here.”

	Sam closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He saw his parents, he saw Rachel, heard their voices, felt a quiet peace envelop him and raised his eyes to the heavens.

	Sam stirred after a few minutes and sought Jannie. “Danke,” he whispered, “let us go back now.”

	



	
Chapter 2.

	Sam insisted on opening the bedroom curtains once Jannie had blown out their candle. He lay on his side, gazing at the stars and listening to the music of the stream chuckling its way through the valley below. 

	When Jannie heard the boy’s quiet, even breathing he rolled over and closed his eyes. It was the first time Sam had not cried himself to sleep since they came ashore.

	Breakfast over, chores completed, boots polished and uniforms brushed down, Jannie and Sam went outside to wait for Tante Mimi and Miss Hartley. 

	“Remember, jonge, you must look Meneer Trevasso in the eyes when answering. And don’t fidget when he’s talking.”

	“Oh Jannie, you’ve told me this already.” Sam kicked at the grass. “And I shall tell him the truth. And what Papa told me to say.” Sam looked at the old engineer, “It was better on board …” and suddenly stopped, his eyes filling as memories of their last voyage came flooding back.

	Jannie stood still as Sam took a shuddering breath, his face set and grim, while those same memories swept through him. Such was the pain that he did not trust himself to speak. 

	Miriam came outside, saw their faces and walked quietly up to the men she loved. Taking Sam’s hand in hers, she drew him to her side even as she reached for Jannie. “Come, my dears,” she whispered, “We must go. Betty will catch us up.” 

	“Danke,” said Jannie, squeezing her hand before tucking her arm under his. Sam kept hold as they set off, only letting go when Miss Hartley came striding along behind them.

	“Well,” she said brightly, “This is an adventure.”

	 

	Nanjigga Farm crouched on the side of a hill sloping down to the sea, a small, granite building surrounded by granite barns, with high stone walls enclosing the yard and kitchen garden. 

	“It must be tough here when the wind’s blowing,” muttered Jannie before tapping Betty on the arm. “Please, mevrouw, one minute.” They stopped on the track a few paces from the front door.

	He and Miriam looked Sam up and down. “Polish your boots, jonge.” When Sam had rubbed one and then the other against his trouser legs, Mimi spat on her handkerchief and wiped a smear from his cheek. Recoiling, Sam choked out “That’s what Mutti did.” 

	“Forgive me,” she whispered, kissing Sam’s forehead. “I haven’t done that for twenty years.”

	Betty greeted Mrs Trevasso warmly before introducing Miriam, Jannie and Sam. 

	“Come in my dears,” said Mrs T. “Come and meet my husband.” Seeing Sam’s worried expression, she smiled at him, “Don’t worry, he won’t bite.”

	Mr Trevasso rose as they came in, noting the way the old man and boy stood close together and how they looked quickly around the room. Introductions made, he sat Jannie and Sam opposite himself, with the two women at each end of the table. 

	The door to the yard banged open. “Dad…!” Annie came dancing into the parlour, eyes gleaming with excitement. She was bursting with the thrill of her gallop across the fields on Janet, their chestnut mare, and itching to tell her father they had jumped the new five-bar gate into the field.

	She stopped, staring at the two men in unusual uniforms and the neat suit of the elegant older woman. Only Miss Hartley was familiar.

	“Hello honey,” smiled Miss Hartley. “Did you enjoy your ride?”

	“Oh yes, Miss H. It was …”

	“Tell us later, Annie,” interrupted Mr T. “Come and meet our guests.” He patted the empty chair beside him.

	Annie sat down and looked more closely at the strangers. The men, no, one man and a boy, were obviously foreign, sailors she guessed. The woman could be English and definitely lived in a city. They all looked awkward and out of place, especially the boy. She wondered why he was staring at her.

	Sam had never seen a girl wearing trousers, nor one in a shirt streaked with sweat, nor one so brown, radiating good health, curiosity and humour sparkling in her clear grey eyes. 

	“Annie.” He rolled her name around beneath his breath and only stopped staring when he heard Mis Hartley say “…and this is Sam.” 

	“And Sam is why we are here,” Tante Mimi said, addressing Mr Trevasso. “Miss Hartley has told us you might like help on the farm.” She looked fondly at Sam. “He is a good boy and a hard worker.”

	“Ja,” Jannie confirmed, breaking his awkward silence, “Very good worker.” 

	Mr T gazed at the boy. Miss Hartley had told him Sam was sixteen and had been a sailor, but he was much younger than that. He thought a boy that pale and skinny could not have been much of a sailor and doubted he would be any use on the farm. He sucked contemplatively on his pipe before saying, “Show me your hands, boy.”

	Jannie nodded at Sam and growled, “It’s alright jonge.”

	Sam stood, conscious of everyone staring at him, squared his shoulders and walked round the table to the farmer. Bowing slightly, he held out his right hand.

	Mr T took it in his own large brown hand and shook it. He was surprised by the strength of Sam’s grip. He was even more surprised when he turned it over to examine the calluses he had felt, and saw that Sam’s palm and fingers were ingrained with dirt. His left hand was the same.

	Sam laughed when he saw his expression. “I am an engineer, meneer. It is not possible to have clean hands.”

	Jannie said nothing.

	Mimi had seen the sudden interest in Annie’s eyes and was beginning to wonder if it was wise to leave Sam on the farm.

	Mrs T had also seen Annie’s interest and wondered the same.

	Mr T admired Sam’s spirit and thought he would like to have him on the farm, as long as he was a quick learner.

	Annie was intrigued.

	“Well, Sam,” replied Mr Trevasso, “We don’t have much use for engineers on the farm.” He sensed Sam stiffen. Going on in his slow, measured way, he added, “However, if you can shovel coal all day there is much to be shovelled on the farm.” His eyes twinkled. “Much else to do too, if you are willing to learn.”

	Sam studied the man before him. He looked kind. He turned towards Mrs Trevasso. “I can also cook, mevrouw, and make tea and coffee.” He looked to Jannie for confirmation. “We sailors are very clean and wash our own clothes. My mother…” Abruptly he stopped, his face suddenly gaunt. Taking a deep breath, he continued, “My mother taught me many things.” He sat down, staring at the table.

	Annie shivered. The room felt cold. It was the first time she had seen the face of war.

	Mrs T rose to her feet. “Come Sam, we’ll make a pot of tea.”

	Annie saw her father smiling to himself and knew he would take the boy on. She wondered how long Sam would last.

	



	
Chapter 3.

	After a quick lunch, Betty announced, “I have to go back to work today. I had hoped for another day off, but I’ve had a letter asking me to come straightaway.”

	“What do you do?” Jannie did not know about the Women’s Land Army; Betty enlightened him.

	“Hard work,” he mused.

	“Very,” laughed Betty, “I’ll be away for a couple of weeks.” Sensing their concern, she added, “Jim Semmens knows the house well. He’ll help if you have any problems.”

	With that she stood up, patted Mimi on the back and left.

	Fortunately, she had told Miriam what shops there were and that there was a bank in the little town, as well as a post office and police house. While Sam washed up, Mimi and Jannie made a list. Miriam loved lists. Mr T had told them what the boy needed, and that Sam should wear his boots to work. They did not have to buy much, just one shirt, some vests and another pair of dungarees. Mr T explained they had oilskins and gumboots that should fit and not to buy too much, as Sam was a growing boy.

	Having registered their arrival at the police house and finished their shopping, they walked back to their new home. “Let’s go exploring.” Jannie had found a map in the bookcase and laid it flat on the table. “We are here,” putting his finger on the map. “Here is the valley and there is the sea. It’s not far.”

	A sudden, muffled explosion shook the house, rattling crockery, windows and doors. Terrified, Sam ran outside. 

	Jannie froze. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to dispel the fear that gripped his stomach. 

	“What on earth…? Anxious and frightened, Miriam turned to Jannie. She was appalled to see him trembling, his face white and his eyes tightly closed. As she reached for his hand, he shook himself, opened his eyes and looked at her. “Too many ghosts,” he whispered. “Where’s Sam?”

	They found him outside. “What was that?” Sam’s voice quavered.

	There were no aeroplanes about, no ships to be seen. Just machinery working in the valley below them. Jannie relaxed when he remembered they were in mining country. It must have been blasting, deep underground. 

	“Let’s ask Jim,” he suggested quietly. “I don’t think it’s anything to worry about.”

	It was as Jannie thought. Most afternoons, except Saturdays and Sundays, the miners blasted the rock they had been drilling that day and then went home while the dust settled. 

	Jim also told them that, as the valley was busy during the day, visitors were not welcome.

	They walked home, wondering what other surprises might be in store for them.

	***

	Sam’s tears returned that night. Mimi and Jannie were talking quietly in the kitchen when Jannie held up his hand. Mimi saw him cock his head towards the open door before she too heard Sam’s muffled sob.

	“That poor boy,” she whispered. “Shall I go to him?”

	Jannie shook his head. “Nee, my dear, leave him for a minute or two.” He poured them both another brandy and lit a cigarette. “Perhaps that explosion gave him a nachtmerrie.” He asked, “How d’you say that in English?”

	“Nightmare.” Mimi helped herself to a cigarette, thinking, Jannie must be worried, to forget his manners. She reached for his hand and shook it lightly. “I’m surprised you don’t have them.”

	Jannie looked at Miriam, his face bleak, and whispered, “I do.” 

	Feeling him trembling again, Miriam put her hands behind his head and drew it to her breast. “You poor dear man,” she said, her voice soft as she stroked his neck, “You poor, dear, kind man.” She felt the tension in his shoulders and massaged them gently, all the while rocking him to and fro, as if he were a child.

	After a while Jannie put his arms around Miriam, pulled her closer and ran his fingers up and down her spine. She gave a little gasp, kissed the top of his head and whispered, “Perhaps we had better stop.”

	Leaning back, Jannie smiled at her and asked, “Why?” before kissing the inside of her wrist. “You are even more beautiful when you go pink.”

	Miriam pushed him away as he stood up. “And you are a very naughty man.” 

	They jumped as Sam pushed the door open and asked, “Why is Jannie naughty?” 

	He gazed at them sleepily, dried tears still on his cheeks.

	Miriam was first to respond. “Because he tells me stories.”

	Sam nodded and came further into the kitchen. He looked at Jannie, “That bang.” He gulped, “It was like the bomb,” and burst into tears. Jannie wrapped his arms around the boy and pulled him to his chest.

	“Not so noisy,” he whispered, ruffling Sam’s hair. “But it made all of us jump.” He put a hand under Sam’s chin and gently lifted it. “Did you see how high Mimi went?”

	Sam nodded. “Nearly as high as you.”

	Mimi laughed. “Shall I put the kettle on?”

	



	
Chapter 4.

	“It’s time to go.” Jannie was waiting by the back door with Sam’s knapsack. “You don’t want to be late on your first day.”

	Sam put on his jacket and cap, hugged Mimi and walked slowly out of the house.

	“Nervous, jonge?” 

	Sam nodded. “Why do I have to go?”

	Jannie looked at him. “You know why. They need a strong young lad on the farm, not an old man like me.” He kicked a stone along the track. “Someone has to work, or we’ll soon run out of money.”

	They walked on in silence until Jannie stopped to light a cigar. “I don’t have many left,” he said sadly. “I should have bought more from your papa.”

	Sam looked at him. “I never saw you there.”

	“That’s because you were at school or on the quay. I used to go once a week, mid-morning when we were on the Hoek run.” He nudged Sam, “Of course, that stopped when you came onboard.

	“Why?” asked Sam, intrigued.

	“I had you to train, jonge. I couldn’t leave you alone in the engine room, could I?”

	Sam laughed. “I learn quickly, don’t I?” He was ever so proud of being rated Engineer Second Class.

	“Indeed you do,” Jannie replied fondly. “And you will learn to be a farmer even faster.”

	Sam scowled at him and walked on.

	Mr Trevasso met them at the farmyard gate. “Morning Sam. Morning Jannie.” He led them across the yard to the back door of the farm house. “Come on in. We’ve just finished breakfast.”

	Mrs T sat them at the table and poured two mugs of tea. “When you’ve finished that, Sam, Annie will show you round the farm. She’ll be here in a minute.”

	Once the young people had gone, Jannie was not surprised when Mr T suggested he might like to look around with him. 

	Leaning on a gate overlooking the cove below, Jannie turned to Frank Trevasso. “You have a good place here, but it must be hard work.”

	“Very.” They both lit up, taciturn, hard-working men who conserved words as carefully as they conserved energy.

	“Sam will learn quickly.” 

	Frank nodded. “Annie will teach him.” He looked at Jannie, “I hope he behaves himself.”

	Jannie laughed, “He’s too young for …” He stopped abruptly, cursing his loose tongue.

	Frank looked steadily at Jannie. “I guessed as much. How old is he?”

	“His papers say he is sixteen…”

	“Never mind what they say. How old is he?”

	Jannie paused, took a long drag on his cigarette, exhaled and replied, “He is fourteen; and a Jew.” Frank raised an eyebrow. “His father got him false papers, got them for the whole family.” He looked at the farmer. “It is difficult for Jews to get into England.”

	They were silent for several minutes. Eventually Frank stirred. “He’s welcome here, Jannie. We have enough work to keep him busy.”

	Jannie gave a brief nod. “He needs to be kept busy. That is why we left London. There is not much for him to do there. He needs to be kept so busy he is too tired to think.”

	Straightening and turning to face the farmer, he told him, “That boy has seen too much, been through too much. He needs time and hard work, kindness and…” He stopped, his voice breaking, “…and love. He needs to be loved.”

	“What happened, Jannie?”

	Jannie stared out to sea for a long time, his shoulders slumped. Frank noticed his hands were trembling and remained silent. Eventually Jannie gripped the top bar of the gate with both hands, his knuckles white. He pushed himself away and looked at the farmer.

	Never had Frank seen such lines etched into a man’s face. His lips were compressed, a muscle working in his cheek; his eyes, sunk into his skull, were glistening with unshed tears. “We were bombed, that is what happened.” He sighed and closed his eyes. Frank had to bend his head to hear what Jannie said. “Bombed and shot at on our way back from Dunkirk.” There was another long silence before he continued in that same soft, low monotone. “Many were killed. My friend …” He brushed away a tear, “My friend Henri was wounded.” 

	He stopped again, shook his head, opened his eyes and straightened up. “He bled to death in my arms.”

	Jannie gripped Frank’s arm, “We went to war, meneer. That is what happened, and that is why we are here.”

	Panting a little, he let go of Frank’s arm. “You have to keep him busy, so busy he cannot think, make him so tired he sleeps without dreams.”

	Frank nodded slowly, his eyes never leaving Jannie’s gaunt face. “And what about you, Jannie? What will you do?”

	



	
Chapter 5.

	“What will I do?” Jannie sighed. “I do not know.” He looked at Frank. “That is, apart from making sure Sam is safe. We promised to do that.”
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