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How could it have come to this? All I did was steal a dress and a bonnet. The magistrate sentenced me to transportation, and the bailiffs put me in chains on board a ship called the Lady Penrhyn.
During the voyage, I met Molly. She told me she wasn’t a convict, but her mother was, and had died of a fever just a week after we set sail. 
Molly’s eyes were full of tears and she looked so scared, so I gave her my little rag doll, the only thing I owned. 
That was just over three months ago, and now, here we are in this strange new land…







	
			

			





	
			

			





	
			

			


Today when we came ashore, the sky lit up with bright flashes of lightning as a fierce storm swept over us. 
I was so frightened as the marine ordered us over the side of the swaying ship, but I had to put my fear aside so I could help Molly. 
Neither of us dared to look down until we stepped into the longboat below. 
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