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A grand holiday plan

‘Mother’s got something up her sleeve,’ said Philip Mannering. ‘I know she has. She’s gone all mysterious.’

‘Yes,’ said his sister, Dinah. ‘And whenever I ask what we’re going to do these hols she just says “Wait and see!” As if we were about ten years old!’

‘Where’s Jack?’ said Philip. ‘We’ll see if he knows what’s up with Mother.’

‘He’s gone out with Lucy-Ann,’ said Dinah. ‘Ah – I can hear old Kiki screeching. They’re coming!’

Jack and Lucy-Ann Trent came in together, looking very much alike with their red hair, green eyes and dozens of freckles. Jack grinned.

‘Hallo! You ought to have been with us just now. A dog barked at Kiki, and she sat on a fence and mewed like a cat at him. You never saw such a surprised dog in your life!’

‘He put his tail down and ran for his life,’ said Lucy-Ann, scratching Kiki on the head. The parrot began to mew again, knowing that the children were talking about her. Then she hissed and spat like an angry cat. The children laughed.

‘If you’d done that to the dog he’d have died of astonishment,’ said Jack. ‘Good old Kiki. Nobody can be dull when you’re about.’

Kiki began to sway herself from side to side, and made a crooning noise. Then she went off into one of her tremendous cackles.

‘Now you’re showing off,’ said Philip. ‘Don’t let’s take any notice of her. She’ll get noisy and Mother will come rushing in.’

‘That reminds me – what’s Mother gone all mysterious about?’ said Dinah. ‘Lucy-Ann, haven’t you noticed it?’

‘Well – Aunt Alison does act rather as if she’s got something up her sleeve,’ said Lucy-Ann, considering the matter. ‘Rather like she does before somebody’s birthday. I think she’s got a plan for the summer holidays.’

Jack groaned. ‘Blow! I’ve got a perfectly good plan too. Simply wizard. I’d better get mine in before Aunt Allie gets hers.’

‘What’s yours?’ asked Dinah, with interest. Jack always had wonderful plans, though not many of them came to anything.

‘Well – I thought we could all go off together on our bikes, taking a tent with us – and camp out in a different place each night,’ said Jack. ‘It would be super.’

The others looked at him scornfully. ‘You suggested that last hols and the hols before,’ said Dinah. ‘Mother said “No” then, and she’s not likely to say “Yes” now. It is a good plan, going off absolutely on our own like that – but ever since we’ve had so many adventures Mother simply won’t hear of it.’

‘Couldn’t your mother come with us?’ suggested Lucy-Ann hopefully.

‘Now you’re being silly,’ said Dinah. ‘Mother’s a dear – but grown-ups are so frightfully particular about things. We’d have to put our macs on at the first spot of rain, and coats if the sun went in, and I wouldn’t be surprised if we didn’t each have to have an umbrella strapped to our bike-handles.’

The others laughed. ‘I suppose it wouldn’t do to ask Aunt Allie too, then,’ said Lucy-Ann. ‘What a pity!’

‘What a pity, what a pity,’ agreed Kiki at once. ‘Wipe your feet and shut the door, where’s your hanky, naughty boy!’

‘Kiki’s got the idea, all right!’ said Philip. ‘That’s the kind of thing that even the nicest grown-ups say, isn’t it, Kiki, old bird?’

‘Bill isn’t like that,’ said Lucy-Ann at once. ‘Bill’s fine.’

Everyone agreed at once. Bill Cunningham, or Bill Smugs as he had first called himself to them, was their very firm friend, and had shared all their adventures with them. Sometimes they had dragged him into them, and sometimes it was the other way round – he had got into one and they had followed. It really did seem, sometimes, as Mrs Mannering said, that adventures cropped up wherever Bill and the children were.

‘I had an idea for these hols too,’ said Philip. ‘I thought it would be pretty good fun to camp down by the river, and look for otters. I’ve never had an otter for a pet. Lovely things they are. I thought—’

‘You would think of a thing like that,’ said Dinah, half crossly. ‘Just because you’re mad on all kinds of creatures from fleas to – to …’

‘Elephants,’ said Jack obligingly.

‘From fleas to elephants, you think everyone else is,’ said Dinah. ‘What a frightful holiday – looking for wet, slimy otters – and having them in the tent at night, I suppose – and all kinds of other horrible things too.’

‘Shut up, Dinah,’ said Philip. ‘Otters aren’t horrible. They’re lovely. You should just see them swimming under the water. And by the way, I’m not mad on fleas. Or mosquitoes. Or horse-flies. I think they’re interesting, but you can’t say I’ve ever had things like that for pets.’

‘What about those earwigs you had once – that escaped out of the silly cage you made for them? Ugh! And that stag beetle that did tricks? And that—’

‘Oh, gosh! Now we’re off!’ said Jack, seeing one of the familiar quarrels breaking out between Philip and hotheaded Dinah. ‘I suppose we’re going to listen to a long list of Philip’s pets now! Anyway, here comes Aunt Allie. We can ask her what she thinks of our holiday ideas. Get yours in first, Philip.’

Mrs Mannering came in, with a booklet in her hand. She smiled round at the four children, and Kiki put up her crest in delighted welcome.

‘Wipe your feet and shut the door,’ she said, in a friendly tone. ‘One, two, three, GO!’ She made a noise like a pistol shot after the word ‘go’, and Mrs Mannering jumped in fright.

‘It’s all right, Mother – she keeps doing that ever since she came to our school sports, and heard the starter yelling to us, and letting off his pistol,’ grinned Philip. ‘Once she made the pistol-shot noise just when we were all in a line, ready to start – and off we went long before time! You should have heard her cackle. Bad bird!’

‘Naughty Polly, poor Polly, what a pity, what a pity,’ said Kiki. Jack tapped her on the beak.

‘Be quiet. Parrots should be seen and not heard. Aunt Allie, we’ve just been talking about holiday plans. I thought it would be a super idea if you’d let us all go off on our bikes – ride where we liked and camp out each night. I know you’ve said we couldn’t when I asked you before, but—’

‘I say “No” again,’ said Mrs Mannering very firmly.

‘Well, Mother, could we go off to the river and camp there, because I want to find out more about the otters?’ said Philip, not taking any notice of Dinah’s scowl. ‘You see—’

‘No, Philip,’ said his mother, just as firmly as before. ‘And you know why I won’t let you go on expeditions like that. I should have thought you would have given up asking me by now.’

‘But why won’t you let us go?’ wailed Lucy-Ann. ‘We shall be quite safe.’

‘Now, Lucy-Ann, you know perfectly well that as soon as I let you four out of my sight when holidays come, you immediately – yes, immediately – fall into the most frightful adventures imaginable.’ Mrs Mannering sounded quite fierce. ‘And I am quite determined that these holidays you are not going off anywhere on your own, so it’s just no good your asking me.’

‘But, Mother, that’s just silly,’ said Philip in dismay. ‘You speak as if we go out looking for adventures. We don’t. And I ask you – what possible adventure could we fall into if we just went down to the river to camp? Why, you could come and see us for yourself every evening if you wanted to.’

‘Yes – and the very first evening I came I should find you all spirited away somewhere, and mixed up with robbers and spies or rogues of some kind,’ said his mother. ‘Think of some of your holidays – first you get lost down an old copper mine on a deserted island, then another time you get shut up in the dungeons of an old castle, mixed up with spies—’

‘Oooh yes – and another time we got into the wrong aeroplane and were whisked off to the Valley of Adventure,’ said Lucy-Ann, remembering. ‘That was when we found all those amazing stolen statues hidden in caves – how their eyes gleamed when we saw them! I thought they were alive, but they weren’t.’

‘And the next time we went off with Bill to the bird-islands,’ said Jack. ‘That was grand. We had two tame puffins – do you remember, Philip?’

‘Huffin and Puffin,’ put in Kiki at once.

‘Quite right, old bird,’ said Philip. ‘Huffin and Puffin they were. I loved them.’

‘You may have gone to look for birds – but you found a whole nest of rogues,’ said his mother. ‘Gun-runners! Terribly dangerous.’

‘Well, Mother, what about last summer hols?’ said Dinah. ‘You nearly got caught up in that adventure!’

‘Horrible!’ said Mrs Mannering with a shiver. ‘That awful mountain with its weird secrets – and the mad King of the Mountain – you nearly didn’t escape from there. No – I tell you quite definitely that you can never again go off anywhere by yourselves. I’m always coming with you!’

There was a silence at this. All four children were very fond of Mrs Mannering – but they did like being on their own for some part of each holidays.

‘Well – Aunt Allie – suppose Bill came with us – wouldn’t that be all right?’ asked Lucy-Ann. ‘I do always feel safe with Bill.’

‘Bill can’t be trusted to keep out of adventures either,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘He’s grand, I know, and I’d trust him more than anyone else in the world. But when you and he get together there’s just no knowing what will happen. So, these holidays, I’ve made a very safe plan – and dear old Bill isn’t in it, so perhaps we shall keep away from danger and extraordinary happenings.’

‘What’s your plan, Mother?’ said Dinah nervously. ‘Don’t say we’re going to a seaside hotel or anything like that. They’d never take Kiki.’

‘I’m taking you all for a cruise on a big ship,’ said Mrs Mannering, and she smiled. ‘I know you’ll like that. It’s tremendous fun. We shall call at all sorts of places, and see all kinds of strange and exciting things. And I shall have you under my eye, in one place all the time – the ship will be our home for some time, and if we get off at various ports we shall all go in a party together. There won’t be a chance of any strange adventure.’

The four children looked at one another. Kiki watched them. Philip spoke first.

‘It does sound rather exciting, Mother! Yes, it really does. We’ve never been on a really big ship before. Of course, I shall miss having any animals …’

‘Oh, Philip – surely you can go without your everlasting menagerie of creatures!’ cried Dinah. ‘I must say it’ll be a great relief to me to know you haven’t got mice somewhere about you, or lizards, or slow-worms! Mother, it sounds super, I think. Thanks awfully for thinking up something so exciting.’

‘Yes – it sounds smashing,’ said Jack. ‘We’ll see no end of birds I’ve never seen before.’

‘Jack’s happy so long as he’s somewhere that will provide him with birds,’ said Lucy-Ann with a laugh. ‘What with Philip with his craze for all kinds of creatures, and Jack with his passion for birds, it’s a good thing we two girls haven’t got crazes for anything as well. Aunt Allie, it’s a wizard plan of yours. When do we go?’

‘Next week,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘That will give us plenty of time to get our things ready and packed. It will be very warm on the cruise, so we must get plenty of thin clothes to wear. White’s the best thing – it doesn’t hold the heat so much. And you must all have sun-hats the whole time, so don’t begin to moan about wearing hats.’

‘Isn’t Bill coming?’ asked Philip.

‘No,’ said his mother firmly. ‘I feel rather mean about it, because he’s just finished the job he’s on, and he wants a holiday. But this time he’s not coming with us. I want a nice peaceful holiday with no adventure at all.’

‘Poor Bill,’ said Lucy-Ann. ‘Still – I daresay he’ll be glad to have a holiday without us, for a change. I say – it’s going to be fun, isn’t it?’

‘Fun!’ said Kiki, joining in, and letting off a screech of excitement. ‘Fun, fun, fun!’
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On the Viking Star

It certainly was fun getting everything ready – buying flimsy clothes and enormous hats, masses of films for the cameras, guidebooks and maps. It was to be quite a long cruise, and the ship was to go to Portugal, Madeira, French Morocco, Spain, Italy and the Aegean Islands. What a wonderful trip!

At last everything was ready. The trunks were packed and strapped. The tickets had arrived. Passports had been got, and everyone had screamed in dismay to see how hideous they looked in their passport photographs.

Kiki screamed too, just for company. She loved screeching and screaming, but she wasn’t encouraged in this, so it was a fine change to scream when everyone was doing the same.

‘Shut up, Kiki,’ said Jack, pushing her off his shoulder. ‘Fancy screaming right in my ear like that! It’s enough to make me stone deaf. Aunt Allie, will Kiki want a passport?’

‘Of course not,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘I’m not even sure she will be allowed to go with us.’

Jack stared at her in the greatest dismay. ‘But – I can’t go if Kiki doesn’t. I couldn’t leave her behind. She’d be miserable.’

‘Well, I’ll write and ask if you can take her,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘But if the answer is no, you are not to make a fuss, Jack. I’ve gone to a lot of trouble to arrange this trip, and I can’t have you upsetting it just because of Kiki. I can’t imagine that she will be allowed to go – I’m sure passengers would object to a noisy bird like that.’

‘She can be awfully quiet if she wants to,’ said poor Jack. Kiki chose that moment to have a fit of hiccups. She hiccuped very well, and it always annoyed Mrs Mannering.

‘Stop that, Kiki,’ she ordered. Kiki stopped and looked reproachfully at Mrs Mannering. She began to cough, a small but hollow cough, copied from the gardener.

Mrs Mannering tried not to laugh. ‘The bird is so idiotic,’ she said. ‘Quite crazy. Now, where did I put that list of things that I’ve got to do before we go?’

‘One, two, three, GO!’ shouted Kiki, and Jack just stopped her making a noise like a pistol shot. Mrs Mannering went out of the room, and Jack spoke solemnly to Kiki.

‘Kiki, I may have to go without you, old bird. I can’t upset all the arrangements at the last minute because of you. But I’ll do what I can, so cheer up.’

‘God save the Queen,’ said Kiki, feeling that it must be a solemn moment by the look on Jack’s face. ‘Poor Polly, naughty Polly!’

The last few days went by slowly. Lucy-Ann complained about it. ‘Why is it that time always goes so slowly when you’re wanting something to happen quickly? It’s sickening. Thursday will never come!’

Jack was not so excited as the others, because a letter had come saying that parrots could not be taken on board. All four children were very sorry about it, and Jack looked really worried. But he did not grumble about it, or worry Mrs Mannering. She was sorry for him and offered to arrange with a woman in the village to look after Kiki for him.

‘She used to have a parrot of her own,’ she said. ‘I expect she’d enjoy having Kiki.’

‘No, thanks, Aunt Allie. I’ll arrange something,’ said Jack. ‘Don’t let’s talk about it!’

So Mrs Mannering said no more, and even when Kiki sat on the tea table and picked all the currants out of the cake before anyone noticed, she did not say a word.

On Wednesday all five went off in Mrs Mannering’s car to Southampton, followed by another with the baggage. They were in a great state of excitement. Everyone was in charge of something to carry, and Lucy-Ann kept looking at her package anxiously to make sure she still had it.

They were to stay at a hotel for the night and embark on the ship at half past eight in the morning, to catch the tide. They would be away at eleven o’clock, steaming steadily towards France – what an excitement!

They all had a very good dinner at the hotel, and then Mrs Mannering suggested going to the cinema. She felt sure that not one of the children would go to sleep if she sent them to bed at the usual time.

‘Do you mind if I go and hunt up a school friend of mine, Aunt Allie?’ said Jack. ‘He lives in Southampton, and I’d like to spring a surprise on him and go and call.’

‘All right,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘But you’re not to be late back. Do you want to go and see him too, Philip?’

‘Who’s this chappy, Jack?’ asked Philip, but Jack was halfway out of the room. A mumble came through the door.

‘What’s he say?’ said Philip.

‘Sounded like “Porky” to me,’ said Dinah.

‘Porky? Who does he mean, I wonder,’ said Philip. ‘Somebody mad on birds, I expect. I’ll come to the cinema. I’d like to see the picture – it’s got wild animals in it.’

They went off to the cinema without seeing Jack again. He was home when they came back, reading one of the guidebooks Mrs Mannering had bought.

‘Hello! See Porky?’ said Philip. He got a frown from Jack, and was puzzled. What was Jack up to? He changed the subject quickly, and began to talk about the picture they had seen.

‘Now, to bed,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘Stop talking, Philip. Off you all go – and remember, up at seven o’clock sharp in the morning.’

Everyone was awake long before seven. The girls talked together, and Philip and Jack chattered away too. Philip asked Jack about the night before.

‘Why did you shut me up when I asked you if you’d seen Porky?’ he said. ‘And anyway – who is Porky?’

‘He’s that fellow called Hogsney,’ said Jack. ‘We called him Porky. He left ages ago. He was always wanting to borrow Kiki, don’t you remember?’

‘Oh, yes, Porky, of course,’ said Philip. ‘I’d almost forgotten him. Jack, what’s up? You look sort of secretive!’

‘Don’t ask me any questions, because I don’t want to answer them,’ said Jack.

‘You’re being jolly mysterious,’ said Philip. ‘I believe it’s something to do with Kiki. You kept putting us all off when we asked you what you’d done with her. We thought you were feeling upset about it, so we didn’t press you.’

‘Well, don’t press me now,’ said Jack. ‘I don’t want to say anything at the moment.’

‘All right,’ said Philip, giving it up. ‘I know you’re up to something, though. Come on – let’s get up. It’s not seven yet, but we can’t lie in bed on a morning as fine as this.’

They were all on the boat at just after half past eight. Mrs Mannering found their cabins. There were three in a row – a single one for her, and two double ones for the others.

Lucy-Ann was delighted with them. ‘Why, they are just like proper little rooms,’ she said. ‘Jack, is your cabin like ours? Look, we’ve even got hot and cold water taps.’

‘We’ve got an electric fan going in our cabin,’ said Philip appearing at the door. ‘It’s wizard – lovely and cool. You’ve got one too.’

‘The water is only just below our porthole,’ said Dinah, looking out. ‘If the sea got at all rough it would slop into the hole!’

‘It would be well and truly screwed up before that happened!’ said Philip. ‘I’m glad we’re at the waterline – it will be cooler in this warm weather. I say, isn’t this super! I’m longing to sail off.’

They all went to see Mrs Mannering’s cabin, which was the same as theirs but smaller. Then they went to explore the ship. She was quite big, but not tremendous, and was white from top to bottom – white funnels, white rails, white sides.

Her name was on each of the white lifeboats slung at the sides of the deck – Viking Star. Lucy-Ann read it a dozen times over.

‘We shall have lifeboat drill tomorrow, I expect,’ said Mrs Mannering, joining them on their exploration.

‘There are big lifebelt jackets in our cabin cupboards,’ said Lucy-Ann. ‘I suppose you tie them round you.’

‘You slip them over your head, so that half the jacket is at your front and half behind – and then you tie it firmly round you with the tapes,’ said Mrs Mannering. ‘You’ll have to put it on tomorrow for lifeboat drill.’

It all sounded very exciting. They went round the ship, thrilled with everything. There was the sports deck, where someone was already playing quoits with thick rings of rope, and two others were playing deck tennis. ‘Fancy being able to play games like this on board ship!’ said Dinah.

‘There’s a cinema down below,’ said Mrs Mannering, ‘and a writing room, and library and lounge, and an enormous dining room!’

‘And gosh, look – here’s a swimming pool on the ship itself!’ cried Jack in amazement as they came to a beautiful pool at one end of the ship, shimmering blue with water.

The ship’s siren suddenly hooted twice very loudly. Lucy-Ann almost fell into the swimming pool with surprise. Mrs Mannering laughed.

‘Oh, Lucy-Ann – did it make you jump? It made me jump too.’

‘What a terrific noise!’ said Lucy-Ann. ‘My goodness, it’s a good thing Kiki isn’t here. If she began to hoot like that siren she’d be impossible.’

‘Shut up, idiot,’ said Dinah in a low voice. ‘Don’t remind Jack we’re going off without her.’

Lucy-Ann glanced round for Jack, but he wasn’t there. ‘Where’s he gone?’ she asked Dinah. But nobody had seen him go.

‘He’s somewhere about,’ said Philip. ‘I say, we must be sailing soon. Look – they’re taking up the gangways. We’ll soon be off!’

‘Let’s stand at this side and wave to all the people,’ said Lucy-Ann. She leaned over the rail and watched the people crowded together on the dockside below. They were shouting and waving. Suddenly Lucy-Ann gave a squeal.

‘Look! Look!There’s somebody with a parrot just like Kiki! Honestly, it is. Where’s Jack? I must tell him. Blow, he’s nowhere to be seen!’

The engines of the ship had now started up, and the children felt a vibration under their feet. Lucy-Ann strained her eyes to look at the parrot that was so very like Kiki.

‘It is Kiki!’ she cried. ‘Kiki! Kiki! Goodbye! I’m sure it’s you!’

The parrot was chained to a young man’s wrist. Whether it was making a noise or not the children could not tell because of the hullabaloo going on. It certainly was remarkably like Kiki.

‘We’re off! We’ve moved away from the quay!’ cried Philip. ‘Hurrah, we’re off!’ He waved madly to everyone. Lucy-Ann waved too, and watched the parrot. It was getting smaller as the ship moved away towards the open water. Its owner seemed to be having trouble with it. It was flapping its wings, and pecking at him.

Then it suddenly rose into the air – the chain parted – and the parrot sailed right over the stretch of water between quay and ship, screeching madly.

‘It is Kiki, it is, it is!’ yelled Lucy-Ann. ‘Jack, where are you? JACK!’
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Everyone settles in

Dinah, Lucy-Ann and Philip rushed to find Jack. The parrot had reached the ship, and they had lost sight of it. They were all certain it was Kiki, and Philip had a shrewd idea that Jack would not be quite so surprised about it as they themselves were.

Jack was nowhere to be found. It was most exasperating. They hunted for him everywhere, and at last Lucy-Ann thought of his cabin. ‘He might be there,’ she said. ‘Though why he wants to go and shut himself up there just at the exciting moment when the ship is leaving Southampton, I really can’t imagine! And where’s the parrot? She seems to have disappeared too.’

They went down the stairs to the cabins and found their way to the passage where theirs were. They flung open Jack’s door and crowded in. ‘Jack! Are you here? What do you think we’ve just seen?’

They stopped in surprise at what they saw. Jack was sitting on his bed in the cabin, and Kiki was on his shoulder, making a curious crooning noise into his ear, pulling at it gently.

‘Gosh!’ said Philip. ‘So she found you. I suppose it is Kiki?’

‘Of course, idiot,’ said Jack. ‘What a bit of luck, wasn’t it? Old Porky brough her down to the quay to see me off, chained to his wrist – and she broke the chain and flew over to me! Came into my porthole too – brainy old bird!’

‘Porky? The boy you used to know at school! Did you give Kiki to him to mind for you?’ said Lucy-Ann, amazed. ‘But – how did she get down here?’

‘I brought her in the car yesterday,’ said Jack, putting one hand over his ear so that Kiki could not nibble it. ‘She was in the picnic basket I was carrying, as quiet as a mouse. I was terrified one of you would ask me to open the basket and get you out something to eat!’

‘But I say – won’t Porky be upset to have her escape like that?’ said Dinah.

‘And how did she know you were here, if you were down in your cabin?’ wondered Lucy-Ann. ‘Perhaps she heard me call her. That must have been it – she heard me yelling “Kiki! Kiki!”, broke her chain in her excitement and flew over – and by a lucky chance she chose your very porthole!’

‘You’d better tell Aunt Allie all that,’ said Jack, with a grin. ‘It makes a very fine story – better than mine!’

The three stared at him in silence. ‘You’re a determined old fraud, Jack,’ said Philip at last. ‘You arranged it all; I bet you did! Yes, even arranged for the chain to snap and for Kiki to see or hear you at your porthole.’

Jack grinned again. ‘Well, I think Lucy-Ann’s idea is very good – shouting to Kiki like that and making her so excited that she flew across to the ship. Anyway, she’s here, and here she stays. I’d better keep her down in the cabin, I think.’

They all made a fuss of old Kiki, who enjoyed it very much indeed. She couldn’t understand the noise the vibration of the engines made, and kept cocking her head on one side to listen. She tried an imitation, but not a very good one.

‘Now don’t you do any funny noises,’ Jack warned her. ‘You don’t want to be hauled up before the Captain, do you?’

‘Pop goes the weasel,’ said Kiki, and pecked his ear. Then she suddenly gave a most realistic sneeze.

‘Don’t,’ said Jack. ‘Use your handkerchief! Gosh, Kiki, I couldn’t have gone without you.’

Everyone was pleased to know that Kiki was safely with them. They broke the news as gently as possible to Mrs Mannering. She listened in annoyance, but it did not seem to occur to her for one moment that Kiki’s arrival was anything but an unfortunate accident. She sighed.

‘All right. If she’s here, she’s here. But for goodness’ sake, Jack, keep her locked up in the cabin. You really will get into trouble if the passengers complain about her, and she may be sent to the crew’s deck and put in a cage if you don’t keep a firm hand on her.’

So Kiki was locked into the cabin, and passed the first day wondering whether she was giddy, or whether there was a slight earthquake going on all the time. She had no idea she was in a big ship, and could not understand its movements, though she had many a time been in small boats.

The first day seemed lovely and long. The Viking Star slid easily through the calm, blue water, her engines purring sweetly, leaving behind her a creamy wake that seemed to have no end, but to stretch right back to the horizon itself. England was soon left behind. The first stop was to be Lisbon in Portugal.

It was fun to go down to meals in the big dining room and choose what they liked from the long menu. It was fun to go up on the sports deck and play deck tennis and try to keep their balance as they ran for the rubber ring. It was even fun to go to bed – because it meant snuggling down into a narrow, bunk-like bed, turning out the light, feeling the breeze from the electric fan cooling their hot bodies and hearing the plish-plish-plash of the water just below their portholes.

‘Lovely!’ said Lucy-Ann before she fell asleep. ‘I hope this trip doesn’t turn into an adventure. I like it as it is. It’s quite exciting enough without having an adventure.’

It wasn’t quite so nice in the Bay of Biscay! The sea was rough and choppy there, and the boat pitched and tossed and rolled. Mrs Mannering didn’t like it at all. She stayed in her cabin, but the four children were as right as rain. They turned up to every meal in the dining room, and ate steadily right down the menu. They would even have gone up to try and play deck tennis on the sports deck if one of the stewards had not firmly forbidden them to.

And then, quite suddenly as it seemed, everything changed. The sea grew blue and calm, the sun shone out very hotly indeed, the sky was brilliant, and every officer and man appeared in spotless white.

Mrs Mannering felt all right again – and Kiki grew very, very impatient at being kept in the cabin. She was already great friends with the steward and stewardess who looked after the cabins. They had soon got over their astonishment at finding her in Jack’s cabin.

They had not seen her at first. She was sitting behind the little curtain that hung at the side of the porthole, which Jack had to keep shut in case Kiki flew out. It was the stewardess who heard her first. She had come in to make the beds.

Kiki watched her slyly from behind the curtain. Then she spoke in a firm and decided voice.

‘Put the kettle on.’

The stewardess was startled. She looked round at the door, thinking that someone must be there speaking to her. But nobody was.

Kiki gave a loud hiccup. ‘Pardon,’ she said. The stewardess felt alarmed. She looked all round. She opened the cupboard door.

‘What a pity, what a pity!’ said Kiki, in such a mournful voice that the stewardess could bear it no longer and flew to find the steward. He was a dour and determined Scot with very little patience.

He came into the cabin and looked round. ‘What’s to do, wumman?’ he said to the stewardess. ‘What’s scairt ye? There’s naught here.’

Kiki gave a loud cough, and then sneezed violently. ‘Pardon,’ she said. ‘Where’s your hanky?’

Now it was the steward’s turn to look amazed. He stared all round the cabin. Kiki gave a loud and realistic yawn. She had a wonderful collection of noises. She couldn’t resist looking round the curtain to see how her performance was going.

The steward saw her and strode over to the porthole. ‘Now look ye here – it’s a parrot!’ he said. ‘Did ever ye hear the like? A fine and clever bird it must be to do all that! Well, Polly – you’re a clever wee bird, that’s what you are!’

Kiki flew to the top of the cupboard and looked at the steward and stewardess, first out of one eye and then out of the other. Then she made a noise like the dinner-gong being beaten for the ship’s meals. At the end she went off into one of her cackles of laughter.

‘It fair beats ye, doesn’t it?’ said the Scots steward, amazed. ‘A rare, bonny bird it is. The laddie that owns it should think shame on himself to keep it shut up here.’

‘It scared me, right enough,’ said the stewardess. ‘I wonder if it would like a grape. My great-aunt’s parrot loved grapes. I’ll go and get some.’

Pretty soon Kiki was enjoying some black grapes, and when Jack came along to see her, he found the cabin floor scattered with grape pips, and two admiring people gaping at Kiki in delight.

‘Dirty bird!’ said Jack sternly, looking down at the pips. ‘You come down off that cupboard and pick up these pips.’

‘Pips,’ said Kiki. ‘Pops. Pip goes the weasel.’

‘I hope she hasn’t been annoying you,’ said Jack to the stewardess.

‘Oh, she’s wonderful,’ said the woman. ‘I never saw such a clever bird. You ought to take her up and show her off.’
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