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        To the unseen crew of Star of India, both past and present. And a special cheer to the incredible crew maintaining her to this day.
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      In November 1863, when Euterpe (Star of India) was launched, there were about 10,000 large ships in the British registry. Star of India is the sole survivor.

      That any of them would survive should be surprising, for the maritime actuarial tables of the day used by marine insurance underwriters predicted a lifespan for a ship of her size and construction of about 12 years. Indeed, that was about the experience for each of Euterpe’s three iron sisters also built by the Ramsey shipyard in Isle of Man. It wasn’t necessarily that they always wore out in use or became obsolete, but that ships like Star of India operated in dangerous circumstances that argued against the expectation of a long working life. The spectrum of dangers were considerable: fire, collision, grounding, storms, and hurricanes, navigational error, severe and crippling damage, mutiny, entrapment in ice, and finally if a ship survived all of that, the accumulation of wear, neglect, obsolescence, and irrelevance to their surroundings. Any one of these things would have been sufficient to kill each of the 10,000 large sailing ships that shared her moment of entering the world, and indeed did kill all but one. All of those things happened to Star of India, and despite that and in defiance of the expected, she is with us still, and is sailing still, a living thing.

      Star of India is thereby, one of the last, if not the last, authentic physical emissaries from another world that has now faded far beyond all living memory. Our historians, docents, and educational staff have taken on the task of loaning her their voice in efforts to reconstruct that vanished world and channel her stories. Usually, these narratives derive from traditional sources familiar to historians: records, news articles, logs, diaries, letters, commercial documents, oral histories, plans and drawings, photographs, documentary art, and of course  the ship herself as a physical repository of information about how things were once done.

      But there is another category of story from Star of India deeply embedded in the culture of her world of long ago, and projected forward, of the culture of the ship herself as it continues evolving in lives shared by those of us who try to explain her. I am speaking here of the world of paranormal phenomena, a category of perceptual experience that during her early life was ardently embraced and believed in by vast swaths of Western society, from common people to world leaders. While no knowledgeable person in 1863 would have dared think it likely for a ship like Star of India to last for a century and a half and still be sailing, most educated people of her day would have thought it a normal thing that any ship might be inhabited by ghosts, and that stories of encounters with such spirits would accumulate over time. These stories would simply linger into experience and memory, told and retold alongside the stories of harrowing storms, difficult passages and eccentric characters until there was no one left who remembered long gone ships or thought strange stories about them mattered anymore.

      Except that as Star of India herself lived on, so did those stories in their entire exotic range, and they continue to be the stuff of not only memory but of experience, just as they always were. All of our crew understand, remember, signify, and interpret the experience of sailing the ship and listening to the curl of water from her bow and the moan of the wind in her rig as she heels to its power, as though sensing those things channeled through another life. To express this notion does not surprise anyone or conjure disbelief. But some of us who continue to serve her also experience and remember more ephemeral aspects of her distant world and, perhaps shockingly, some of the souls who  once inhabited it. Those stories are not so comfortably shared because that portion of Star of India’s world is no longer properly considered a rational part of ours. In our own world, these are strange sources. Yet they are her stories too.

      So, do find a nice spot with a comfortable and cozy seat by the fire. For there’s a few tales we want to tell you.

      

      -Raymond Ashley, Ph.D., K.C. I., President /CEO of the Maritime Museum of San Diego

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            From the Authors

          

          SARAH & THERESA

        

      

    

    
      Ships like Star of India are alive in more ways than imaginable. The sailors, fishermen, travelers, and even the tourists have grown and fortified their beings, their stories, and their emotions, creating an unseen aura aboard. Stepping onto Star of India, the past heavy on your shoulders, you can catch glimpses of their shadows, hear their voices, feel their emotions. Many of these individual souls remain aboard, affecting the living, though their physical forms passed long ago.

      There is no question that the Star of India is one of the more haunted ships still afloat, with active entities on every deck. Multiple blog posts, articles, and even ghost-hunter shows have well-documented encounters. We gathered the experiences in this book from various staff aboard Star of India. Many of their own stories with the ship are over forty years old.

      But we have to ask, why is Star of India so paranormally active? What makes Star of India different from other ships? Did the engineers and shipbuilders give Star of India a soul? Did she grow and change based on the storms, the collisions, and captains commanding her like a child would? Or was it the sailors, travelers, emigrants, stowaways, and fishermen who changed her, grew her into a separate entity? Was it their hopes, their dreams, their stories that shaped Star of India’s soul?

      No one designs, purchases, or boards a boat without plans for something, even today. If you take a cruise, you’re hoping for some relaxation, some food, and even maybe some romance. These dreams might be shallow compared to the hopes and objectives of the emigrants who boarded Star of India, then known as Euterpe, but there’s value there. So what is Star of India’s soul like? After everything that’s happened to her, has she become a beacon, providing a home for lost souls, both dead and living?

      Having met many of the volunteers, we would say that her spirit is caring, motherly. Though she no longer carries passengers to new lands, today she brings the hopes and dreams of countless visitors and volunteers, looking for a window into the past. Volunteers, who themselves may feel a little lost, have found refuge in Star of India.

      Like so many souls before.

      We have taken some liberties in bringing these stories to life, though we’ve done all we can to be accurate. Most of Star of India’s ghost stories are oral traditions, written down after the fact and, we admit, likely embellished. Our goal is to bring the lost souls’ stories, both how they lived and how they continue to haunt, into the light of day. We hope these stories may provide insight as to why Star of India’s soul calls and provides a refuge to other lost souls.

      Star of India circumnavigated the world 21 times using sail power alone and today, enjoys her retirement as the flagship of the Maritime Museum of San Diego. The sisters in her fleet include, the 1898 ferryboat, Berkeley, the 1904 luxury steam-yacht, Medea, the 1914 San Diego Pilot Boat, the 1984 Californian, who is the official flagship of the Golden State, and the 1970 as a replica of the 18th century Royal Navy frigate Rose.

      Thank you to those who shared their stories with us and helped us bring this book to life. We appreciate your time and energy and acknowledging that those frightening moments made great stories. While we acknowledge in the last section of this book the names of those who contributed, we have changed the names of those who shared their modern stories. Any errors made are ours and ours alone.

      We hope you’re reading this on a dark and stormy night with some hot chocolate or an adult beverage, like a good ol’ fashioned grog.

      As we say on crew, after an excellent day of sailing, here’s to cheating death!

      

      -Sarah and Theresa
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            Three Ghosts—One Night

          

          DEMI’S STORY

        

      

    

    
      
        
        2016

      

      

      
        
        Authors’ Note: This story, as with many of them, is helpful if you’ve perused the map of Star of India on the previous page.

      

      

      Demi’s trainer had said that every shift of working Night Watch aboard Star of India would be the same. Turn off the lights, take out the trash, clean the heads, which is what her coworkers called the restrooms aboard. Rinse and repeat every night regardless of the weather. And for the most part, it was that easy. What her trainer left out was that even though the museum would be closed, she wouldn’t be alone.

      It was 2016, and Star of India was in the process of having her main deck replaced. The crew had built temporary structures to allow safe boarding on and off the ship. The bridge stretching across the width of her main by the saloons creaked and moaned with every step she made as Demi brought the trash bags from the lower decks to store beside the large one topside.

      Though she loved being aboard Star of India during the day—at night—everything changed. The bulwarks that felt friendly, protecting those from falling overboard during the day, seemed to cage her in at night. The rooms full of ropes, sails, and boxes of cargo seemed mundane during the day, but at night, were transformed into shadowy places entities could hide in.

      There was an oppressive feeling of something watching her as she walked around the ship collecting trash and cleaning, making her rush every night so she could leave as fast as possible.

      Tonight was incredibly foreboding, and she sensed those eyes watching her every move, every twitch. A nervous sweat accumulated on Demi’s brow despite the cool breeze off the San Diego Bay as she finished the faucets’ final wipe downs. One of her last duties was to switch the lights off, down below on the orlop deck (see map).

      When her feet descended the ladder to the long-planked orlop, she looked forward, toward the bow of the ship, like she had every evening before, to ensure those lights were off. Darkness greeted her with a faint memory of the emigrants from the late 1800s who had spent three months aboard, living on this deck with nearly no sunlight and only tiny portholes for light. A creeping chill fell upon her shoulders, despite the sweat drizzling down her back. She flicked off the light middeck then hurried up the two ladders to the main deck, keeping her eyes forward, ignoring the darkness in front of her. Other staff had told her they’d seen shifting shadows in the darkness, heard sounds they couldn’t explain. She didn’t want to risk experiencing any of those tonight. Not when the past felt so present.

      Or any night, for that matter.

      Demi’s breaths came fast as she shut the two wooden doors, sealing the deck below. She let out a slow exhale, but the tension in her shoulders did not lessen.

      She had to check. It was almost an obsession.

      Her feet crept toward the cargo hold, toward the square hole in the vessel’s heart that went down through two decks. Her fingers landed atop the cold metal bulwark, a divider, that kept people from stepping into the hole to peer below, but left enough of an opening to peer through it. The chilled touch of the metal on her skin wasn’t what sent bumps to rise upon her flesh as she looked down. The lights she’d turned off… were back on.

      Demi shook her head and said into the night, “That’s the third night in a row that light’s turned back on.” And just like on those previous nights, she thought, Nope. I’m not going back down there. The next shift can turn them off. If whatever was down there wanted them on, then they could stay on for all she cared.

      She tried to loosen her shoulders, aching with tension. The back of her shirt was soaked through with sweat.

      Something was going to happen.

      She headed toward the forward of the ship, pulling a black trash bag out from her belt. The crackle of the plastic was loud in the cool night. She wiped the sweat from her brow as she passed the Cook’s Cabin (see map) and the window she did not dare look into at night. There was something off about that room, but she couldn’t quite place her finger on it.

      The trash can forward on the main deck wasn’t as full as the others had been, so she decided to leave it in its can until she was ready to leave the ship. “Not dealing with that yet,” she said aloud to the wind and anything else listening. She walked back toward the middeck, where the main trash can and other bags were. Though she kept her eyes straight, Demi saw the soft glow of light emanating from below.

      She dropped off the garbage load beside the open, full can, the rank of the day’s garbage hitting her nose. Deciding to wait to tie it off until she was ready to leave, Demi proceeded under the temporary bridge into the saloon. Her steps passed the First Mate’s Cabin, another opening she refused to look in. A man had committed suicide in there a century ago, and yet, everyone said his spirit remained trapped inside that cabin.

      She gulped, then returned to work, moving on to the saloon to start wiping the long wooden table where the officers and first-class passengers had eaten their meals when Star was active. With her hands sweeping the rag across the luminous face of the table, two tugs pulled on her hoodie. Demi shook her head.

      Nope. Nothing there. Nothing trying to get her attention. She’d caught her hoodie on a non-existent nail or a sliver of wood. That was totally it.

      The sound of footsteps creaking on the temporary bridge made Demi jump. She let out a little squeal.

      Jesus, it’s probably just Dan. The security team member liked to use the head in the saloon on his break, and this wasn’t the first time Dan had startled her. She looked at her watch. 10:07 shone at her.

      Dan doesn’t take his break until 10:30.

      She swallowed down the lump in her throat.

      Probably just some homeless guy. Though the last thing she wanted was to chase a stowaway off the ship.

      Summoning her courage, Demi hollered, “Hey. The ship’s closed!” She began to walk toward the temporary bridge, hoping her voice would be enough to scare whoever it was.

      The footsteps stopped.

      That’s right, get off my ship.

      Silence reigned.

      Or just stay there like a creeper.

      She slowly stepped out from under the bridge and looked up, her heart racing.

      No one. No shadows, no dark silhouettes in the night. Just the San Diego moon and stars.

      No way. There’s no way someone could have gotten away. It’s gotta be Dan being a dick. Maybe they jumped to the poop deck? Without making any sound. Could totally happen. Even her mental voice shook with the strain.

      Well, no one was going to play a joke on her. Raising her chin and squaring her shoulders, Demi rushed up the ladder to the bridge, each step echoing loudly across the empty ship.

      “Dan, stop messing with me. It’s not funny,” she yelled.

      Her feet landed on the varnished and scarred wood of the poop deck. No one.

      Maybe he’s hiding behind the companion way.

      With slow, measured steps, Demi proceeded aft, toward the end of the companion way. A man could easily be hiding there, but why? Her hands shook, and she stuffed them into the pockets of her hoodie before forcing herself to keep walking.

      Just before she reached the end of the structure, light shining from the gangway leading to the museum’s ferryboat Berkeley caught her eye. Dan stood on the well-lit gangway, more than a hundred feet away, closing up the other boats.

      Holding her breath, Demi looked around the end of the companionway. Still no one there.

      Alright, I’m done. She rushed across the poop deck, across the temporary bridge, and down the ladder to grab the last bag out from the can and start hauling the garbage bags off the ship.

      Reaching the main deck, she gasped and rocked to a stop.

      The overloaded trash can was empty. And there was a new trash bag, carefully tied off, added to the pile she’d left behind. Someone or something had finished collecting the trash for her.

      Demi whipped around, searching for the helpful prankster.

      No one.

      Gulping, she whispered, “Thanks?”

      Though they were cumbersome, Demi grabbed all four bags and hauled them off the ship, ending her last night as Night Watch aboard Star of India. The next morning, she requested a different position at the museum, one that didn’t require being alone aboard the ship at night.

      
        
        Authors’ Note: It took us some time to deconstruct Demi’s story as the entire evening was a frightening affair for her and very complex. As we’ve gotten to know the entities aboard Star of India, and their stories, we’ve concluded Demi encountered three separate entities in one night, a record no one else we spoke to could beat.

      

      

      
        
          	
        The footsteps on the temporary deck and in other places are a trademark of Captain Storry (Chapter 3)
      

      	
        The tugging on her hoodie and the trash being tied up were likely Johnny, both teasing and helping her (Chapter 2)
      

      	
        The lights being turned back on was likely done by the spirit historically named “Chinyman” (Chapter 5), a denigrating term we address in his chapter.
      

      

      

      
        
        Demi had several more encounters with spirits aboard Star of India, including one with Captain McBarnett (Chapter 2) and even one aboard the Ferryboat Berkeley not included in this book.

      

        

      
        We want to give an extra shout-out to Demi for sharing these stories that were so frightening to her. We can’t tell you how much we appreciate it, and had some sleepless nights ourselves, processing this story.
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