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      TO MICHAEL SHANNON 

      THIS STORY OF A VOYAGE WITH LOVE 

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      
        Matthew, Mark, Luke and John,

        Bless the bed that I lie on.

        Before I lay me down to sleep

        I give my soul to Christ to keep.

        Four corners to my bed,

        Four angels round me spread,

        Two to foot and two to head

        And four to carry me when I’m dead.

        I go by sea, I go by land,

        The Lord made me with His right hand.

        If any danger come to me,

        Sweet Jesus Christ deliver me.

        He is the branch and I am the flower,

        Pray God send me a happy hour,

        And if I die before I wake

        I pray that Christ my soul will take.
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      The characters in Sabrina’s diary and the experiences recorded are authentic. It is a personal record and certain names have necessarily been altered. Also, in view of present conditions in Great Britain it seemed wiser to suppress specific dates and any mention of ports of sailing, and to hide under the pseudonym of Thornfield the true identity of the village from which this journey started.

       

      P.L.T.
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      1 Thornfield

      2 So now I will go to sleep

      3 ‘Who is that boy in the rigging?’

      4 We all sprang ashore

      5 We leaned over the rail

      6 My most wonderful thing was the Christmas Rose

      7 So we went on the Merry-go-round

      8 Some American nature

      9 Then Piet twanged his guitar

      10 Presently you are really inside Liberty

      11 We went up to bed

      12 Hands across the sea
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… August

        Now I am going to write a Diary because we are going to America because of the War. It has just been decided. I will write down everything about it because we shall be so much older when we come back that I will never remember it if I do not. So this is the beginning.

        I am Sabrina Lind, eleven years and three months and my Brother is James Lind aged nearly Nine. We are going to America because of the War. At first they thought it would be all right to let us stay at home in Sussex and just have lessons with Miss Minnett and Mr Oliphant as we did when we were Young. When we grew out of Miss Minnett she stayed on to do the mending and housekeeping and generally Potter. Miss Minnett is Fifty-two and has a Bed-ridden sister. Mr Oliphant is the Vicar of Thornfield and nobody knows how old he is. He was the one who used to teach James Latin and Mathematics and me Birds and their Nests about which he knows a good deal.

        Father said that our house which is called Thornfield (just like the Village) had stood for over nine hundred years and was old enough to take care of itself and would probably go on standing no matter what happened. Also, that as there was nothing round it but fields and farms nobody would want to drop bombs on it as it wasn’t a Military Object. He and Mother kept on saying that but James and I could see that they were nervous so we kept very quiet and stayed out of their way so that they should not notice us much. But all through the summer they seemed to notice us more than ever and we had special Treats like using up the last of the petrol to go to the Sea and killing off Mrs Metcalfe and Mrs de Quincy, two special hens, to supplement the meat Ration. Also more than the usual number of picnics. And each time we did these things it seemed to be the last time, as though we were saying goodbye to everything every minute. We were not the only ones, because Jason and Jane and Mirabel Campbell and Robert and Anna Eridge and Matthew Scott, our childhood Freinds, came to stay with us so that they could be safely out of London. And all of us felt the same thing, that this summer was not like all the other summers but only a Farewell.

        And it turned out to be just that because very soon Jason and Jane and Mirabel and Robert and Anna went to America and Matthew was sent to a Boarding-school in the West Country so as to be as far from the East as possible because his Father, who is a man of Foreign Affairs, said that when the war really came the East would be the most dangerous place, specially the South-East. But still James and I stayed on at home and everything was quiet and sunny and we got to thinking the war would never come after all. When every day is just the same you begin to feel that nothing will alter and you can just be peaceable and enjoy it. Thornfield looked very calm and sleepy, so did the Farms, Bell Farm across the lane and Gill Hope up the Hill and Hawksden up beyond the mangold fields that run to the edge of the woods. And the yellow-hammer kept whistling ‘A little bit of bread and NO cheese!’ to tell you the next day would be fine. Everybody was just the same as ever except that Annie cooked our favourite dinners quite often instead of only sometimes when she was in the Mood and Flora was never cross when we brought mud in on her newly swept carpets. Even Albert, our Gardener, was in a good temper which Father says is always an Ominus sign.

        And it was. Because just when we were so sure nothing would happen, the German plane came over. It came over one night at one o’clock in the morning and the sound was quite different from an English plane and we all woke up. You could hear it drumming and drumming like a big bee in a flower, buroom, buroom, buroom, round and round and round in the air above the house and then Father and Mother ran quickly down stairs. Father said ‘They’re over. It’s come at last, Look, the searchlights are after him!’ We knew he was peering through the little crack in the blackout we had often used to watch searchlights in the quiet nights.

        Then suddenly there were five loud explosions and then six more and the earth seemed to be running and running under the house and the house trembled and the explosions were thumping in our ears. After that there was a terrible silence and I knew that Father and Mother were looking at each other in the darkness and I felt myself getting small and tight inside. Then Father said quietly ‘Meg, they must go!’ and Mother said ‘Oh, John!’ and James and I lay very still and pretended to be asleep when they came up again. We could each feel what the other was thinking but we didn’t say anything.

        In the morning there was a great enormous Crayter in the middle of Farmer Gadd’s cornfield and two of his horses killed, Old Solem and Prince. And Jim Leeves, the Cowman, who was up with Saffron in case she calved, had a splinter of bomb in his leg and had to go to Tunbridge Wells Hospital. We went with William and Walter and Susie Gadd to see the Crayter. The corn was all crushed and fallen round the edge and the hole in the earth was deep enough to put the cow-byre in and there were the horses all bloody and dead and I felt sick. Walter and James went down into the crayter and found some jagged pieces of bomb and kept them for souvenires. And all that day we kept finding things that the bombs had done. There were trees torn up by the roots at the edge of Ratt’s Wood and one bomb had fallen right in the river at the bend where the Spindle-Trees grow and one had exploded right on the top of the Bell Farm Oasthouse but luckily there were no hops in it. A great many people came out from the Village to see the crayter. And they all said things like,

        ‘I heard un, a gurt long whustlin sound, it were,’ and ‘It warn’t nicely-mannered to drup un on t’crops.’ And everybody said it would be bad luck for the German if he came again as we would get him as Sure as Eggs. But Father was very anxious that night and sat up watching. Every time I woke there was a rumble of voices coming from down-stairs and I knew they were planning.
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        The very next day the cable came from Aunt Harriet in America saying SEND CHILDREN AT ONCE, WOULD BE SO DELIGHTED, SURE IT IS WISEST MUCH LOVE HARRIET and Father and Mother and Miss Minnett went about looking very stiff and straight as though they were thinking private thoughts and did not want them to be known. That was the day Annie let me scrape the pudding-bowl without grumbling though I did not enjoy it as much as usual and Flora gave James her postcard with the Frosted Robin on it and let him help her clean the silver, and Albert actually asked us to pick the tomatoes which he never allows generally because he doesn’t like children trapezing over his garden. So we knew that we were going and that they were all trying to be kind about it. But what is the good of being kind when you are going to do just what everybody doesn’t want?

        Father said tonight ‘Well, Sabrina, you’re old enough now to take care of yourself and James, too. The proper time to see the world is when you are young.’ And he told us how he’d always wanted to be a Cabin Boy and go to sea and see the world. But Mother didn’t say anything. Neither did James and I. We do not want to be cabin boys and see the world if there is a war on in England. We want to stay here. But we do not tell them so because their faces will crumple.

         

        
… August

        We are in London tonight staying at Bean’s Hotel where Father has always stayed since he was a Boy and his Father before him. The bathroom has a glass screen round the shower and the enamel is not chipped and we have three towels each instead of just one. When you push aside the black curtains you can see nothing but darkness but the cars have tiny shaded lamps and long thin lights like comets stream out in front of them. In Piccadilly Circus they go round and round in the darkness like fish in an Acquarium and as you walk along to the Hotel people flash lamps at you so as not to bump. Once there were old women sitting at the corners selling flowers but now they have turned into men who call out ‘Flash, Lady, Flash, Mister, Buy a Flash to show you the way Home.’ But Father does not need a flash. He has cat’s eyes that can see in the dark perfectly. James says he is Our Father which Art in Heaven because he does everything perfectly. We all held on to him and once he stoped at a Pillar Box and said ‘May I help you across the road, Madam?’ and pretended to be very hurt when it did not take his arm.

        When we got inside the Hotel we could not see for a minute because we were drowned in light. The man at the Counter gave Father two keys, Thirty-Five and Thirty-Four, and asked him how he was after all this time and when he heard about the bombs he just said cheerfully ‘Well, there’ll be plenty more of those and we can take them all. Yes, SIR.’ Then he told Father how Mr Churchill had hit him right in the middle when he said he had nothing to offer but blood and tears and Father said ‘Yes, Joe, that’s the kind of thing we understand.’ But Mother hurried us into the lift after that and would not answer when James asked her why Mr Churchill had to go about hitting people.

        James and I like being in a Hotel, specially when we are allowed to work the lift. We would like to live in one with all the family and Annie and Flora and the two ponies and the Mongrel Dog but not Miss Minnett because she is so fussy about manners and her false teeth clap up and down and her stays creak when she breathes. But we can’t live here or anywhere in England because we are going away. Whenever I remember that I feel tight and empty as though I were lost.

        I have just looked out through a crack and there are twenty-seven searchlights pointing in the sky and the place where they meet is a little hole of light. You can feel their reflections on your nose when you press it against the window pane. There is an aeroplane high up, circling round and round, but it has a steady quiet sound, not buroom, buroom, so it is one of ours. The door is open between our room and theirs. Mother is sitting on the big bed sewing on Emily’s ear. Emily is James’ flannel monkey. He does not play with her any more, merely takes her about so that she can See Life. Mother is sewing the ear with great care, bending over it very gently. O I cannot think of her, I cannot think of her.

         

        
… August

        Today has been full of taxis. First we went to the American Consol which is where you write your name on three forms several times and give your age and the address you are going to and that allows you to go to America. On the way we drove over a large hose-pipe in the road and a soldier on guard said it was taking water to a resevoir in the Square so that if a bomb falls on the water-mains there will be planty in the Square. But not to bath with, only for drinking.

        A doctor listened to our hearts and looked down our throats and made us say Ninety-Nine and hit our knees with a ruler. When they jerked he said everything was all right. You cannot get into America unless you can say Ninety-Nine and your knees jerk. Then he asked Mother were we mentally sound and she laughed and said she thought so. But he said it was serious and not a laughing matter and she had better be sure. So she said solemnly she was quite sure but she was giggling when we came out.

        Then we had another taxi to the place where you buy tickets. It was full of pictures saying ‘Madiera, the Isle of Gold’ and ‘Come to Cairo for the Winter.’ They were all very bright and beautiful. But Father said that they were only baubles and what we needed was the Isles of the Blessed but nobody could get a ticket for those.

        He looked over the plan of the ship and bought us the last two berths. The man said they were good ones and above the waterline. We have never been on a large ship before except going to Ireland and I want to be above the water-line. But James wants to be below it and see the ocean rushing past the porthole with perhaps fishes in it or sea-weed. But Father said above the water-line was very important and he looked hard at the Cleark behind the counter, who nodded. Their faces are full of Secrets.

        After that we had our photographs taken and when they were finished we took them in another taxi to the Passport Office. Here we stood in a cue for two hours because although Father knows an important man in the Passport Office he does not want us to have Special Priviledges. Special Priviledges are getting in front of everybody else in a cue. ‘No Special Priviledges,’ he says every time Mother suggests something or somebody, ‘They must take their chance with the rest.’ And their two faces look like boxes, all shut up, as they always do when they don’t agree on anything.

        The passports are lovely, pink pages inside and the Royal Standard in gold outside. Mine says Miss Sabrina Lind and James’s says Mr James Lind which he has never been called before. They are going to be sewn inside our coats with Aunt Harriet’s address and Ten Pounds in notes. James said we could do a lot with Ten Pounds each but Father said not so much as you’d think because that was all we would get till the war was over. You are only allowed to take Ten Pounds out of England and when that is gone you just have to go without. Or save.

        After that we had another taxi back to Bean’s Hotel and Mother said we could have Anything we Liked to eat no matter how expensive but we were too tired to benefit by it. They want to give us everything they can but we do not want anything, just not to go away.

        James fell asleep without undressing and Mother covered him up with the ieder-down and when she had tucked him in she stood there very still looking down at him. And she said My Son. Then she looked over at me and said My Daughter. But I could not say anything only look back at her and feel sick. Then Father came in and said ‘Don’t, Meg!’ and took her out and closed the door.

         

        
… August

        This is our last night at home. It is very difficult to think that we shall not be here any more. It seems as if no place can really exist unless you are in it. But it does because when you go away and come back it is still there living its own life.

        Tomorrow we are taking the train for the ship that will take us to America. At any other time that would be an exciting idea. But now I do not like to think about it. Everything is very still. You can hear the horses clumping their hooves in the stables and the snowy owl that nests in the Gadd’s barn is hooting on the roof. And away over behind Ratt’s Wood there is a high double bark. That is a fox. Or perhaps a vixen. Tonight is like today, very quiet as though it were waiting for something. Everybody has been going about carefully as though they were cups that might spill over.

        Father went away this morning. He has been called up into the Air Force but he says we will see him before we go. We went round the stables with him first. Each of the horses has a different smell. You can shut your eyes and tell them by the smell just as you can tell human beings. Miss Minnett smells of rubber and tooth-paste. Mother smells of walnuts and Floris Sweetbriar. Annie has a closed-window smell which is nice out of doors but I do not like going into her room, it is too much. When Father drove away he took Farmer Gadd with him. Farmers are exemptible from war service but since the bombs made a crayter in his field he is angry and wants to volunteer and he has also given the soldiers one of his water-meadows for an Observation Post. There are two big searchlights in the meadow and an air gun with sandbags round it. And today there have been many men down from London in Green Line Coaches to dig out our river. They say if they widen it the tanks will not be able to get across if there is an Invasion. James and I watched them all the morning and twice we tickled trout and caught them. But it was not cheerful because James kept asking me what Mother would do all alone in the house without him or Father if an Invasion came across our river. James is specially worried now about going to America because he has just remembered that in ten years he will be called up and that he ought to be here ready for that. The men who were digging the river said it would not be nearly so long as ten years. Two at the Most they said and they all turned their thumbs up.

        In the afternoon we put away all the toys except Wilson, who is a small pig I have really grown out of but of which I am rather fond and, of course, Emily. We tidied the cupboards and Annie and Flora helped and Miss Minnett creaked about telling us about her Sister’s operation and trying to be soothing and she let Annie and Flora have tea with us in the Schoolroom. Then we went with Mother to say good-bye to William and Walter and Susie and the Baby. Mrs Gadd looked very anxious when she heard we were going away and I knew she was thinking what about her children too. I wish she could have our tickets and our berths above the water-line for them. Aunt Harriet wouldn’t know the difference because she has never seen us and we could help on the farm instead of Walter and William. William gave me his Nightingale’s Egg, the only one any of us have ever found. I did not want to take it because it is his Treasure. But he made me.

        Now we are sitting still waiting to go to bed. There is nothing to do but wait for tomorrow. It is very quiet and not a bit like a war. We are all very far away from each other, keeping our faces neat and pleasant till we can go to bed. We have both told Mother that we want to go to America, we have told it to everybody. It is easier that way because they can think What Heartless Children and not be sorry for us and we can keep ourselves tight and together. When your face begins to go it just slips and then it goes right off and you cry. James is reading Alice. He has read the same page over and over. I think I will say goodnight to my Dairy now and go to bed.

         

        
… August

        The train is going too quickly for me to write very well. James is holding the exercise book steady on the table while I put my Dairy down in it. Every now and then I look up and when he sees me he looks away quickly to Romulus in his basinette or to Pel writing a letter on the other side of the carriage. But I must begin at the beginning. This morning we left home and we do not know when we will come back but it is no good thinking of that. We drove from Thornfield to London in the car with James sitting on top of the luggage. The hood was down and all the way his hair was flying in the wind and he was holding tightly to the place where his Ten Pounds is sewn inside his coat. Because what if it blew away, where would we be then? We also had our names on linen labels stitched on to our coats. This makes you feel rather public, like a parcel.

        There were barriers across the roads all the way, some of them made of barrels filled with cement and some of big concrete pillars like the top of an old castle. Mother had to show her License and Identity Card twice to the soldiers. One of them said ‘Coming back?’ and she said ‘I am.’ ‘Not the kids?’ said the soldier and she said No that we were going to America and he said ‘All aboard for Dixie. Pass!’

        It was not quite dark when we came to London and the Barrage Balloons were all up, shining in the sky like silver whales. Everywhere you looked you could see them until we got right into the city and lost them in the darkness. Euston station has great black pillars over the entrance and it is very dark and gloomy. Father says its proper name is Abandon Hope All Ye Who Enter Here even in peace time. It took us ages to get in at the gate because there were cars and taxis coming from every street and trying to squeeze through. Porters were running everywhere being shouted at so anxiously that they could hardly decide who to go to next. James rushed out of our car as soon as it stopped and caught one by the leg shouting ‘I’ve hooked him.’ And the Porter was so pleased he’d been hooked that he took every bit of luggage, even Emily and Wilson. Then we walked along by the train looking down the row of windows till we found one that said Sabrina Lind and James Lind on a label. And there suddenly was everybody in the world.

        There were Aunt Lucia and Uncle Julian carrying very interesting packages. Uncle Julian is the kind of man who has only got to smile to make you feel better from everything and Aunt Lucia is our favourite aunt because she wears cherries in her hat and is an artist. There were also Great-Aunt Christina and Great-Aunt Betsy fighting as usual except that Aunt Betsy does not really fight but turns the other cheek to Aunt Christina. You feel her neck must be terribly painful bending her cheek from side to side while Aunt Christina is rude to it. Aunt Betsy is very gentle and rather kind but you can’t really like her very much. Aunt Christina is much nicer and her bark is worse than her bite. She is deaf and has an ear-trumpet and you have to shout down it. She roared at Mother when she saw us and said ‘Late as usual! Hurrump! I think you’re a great Fool, Meg, to send them away. Stuff and Nonsense. Perfect Idiocey! How much were their fares, I’ll send you a cheque.’ Then Aunt Betsy took the Trumpet and shreiked down it ‘That will be about Sixty Pounds! How very Kind, Christina dear!’ and Aunt Christina glared at her and said ‘Shut up, Betsy, and don’t Christina me!’

        Then came the Cleark who had sold us the tickets above the waterline bringing funny papers for each of us. And after that Pel came, very flurried and laughing and dropping everything as usual, and with her Martin carrying Romulus sound asleep in the Basinette. Pel is our Family Friend. She writes books. After Father and Mother we love her best in the world as we have known her always. And Martin is our Next Best after her. Pel is taking Romulus to America and Keeping an Eye on us too. She makes you laugh and dance inside yourself and at the same time you feel that she is somebody who will always be there and that is a very safe feeling. Father calls her Glorious Pel and Lovely Woman and Angel One but you know that she knows he doesn’t seriously mean it and that he only thinks she’s glorious because she thinks we are. He says it with his sweet society face, all turning upwards, but his family face turns downwards and is sadder and nicer and Pel knows he thinks nobody really glorious in the world except Mother and James and me. So she just says ‘All right, John, Darling, all right!’ very soothingly and then he feels he does not have to make any more efforts. James picked up her bag and Uncle Julian picked up her bunch of carnations and told her she’d be dropping the baby next and she said ‘I did. This morning. But he doesn’t seem any the worse!’ So everybody laughed and the heavy weight in my stomach flew away for a moment. Lots of people came up to say good-bye to Pel and they had loving-cups which are beer in a large mug and James and I had sips from the froth and pretended we liked it.

        But all the time I was looking at the clock and thinking Ten More Minutes and then Nine More Minutes and leaning against Mother and not daring to look at her. Then suddenly Aunt Christina roared ‘John, John! Here he is! Late as usual!’ And there was Father pushing through the crowd and he was wearing a new blue uniform with wings on the sleeves. He looked round and said ‘Well, everybody? Aunt Bets, Aunt Christina! Wonderful Lucia, glorious Pell!’ But after that was over he took James and me and held us tightly to his sides. I could feel the bones in his leg and the bones in his arm. He looked at us for a long time as though he were remembering every bit of our faces. Then he said – oh, I must remember exactly what he said. He said ‘Sabrina and James, there are two things that are more important than any others – Love and Courrage. Will you remember?’ He said if we kept that in our minds our going to America would be easy. He said it would be a Weight Off his Mind to have us there while he was fighting. And that he would take care of Mother for us and as soon as the war was over we would all be together again. Then I looked at the clock and there was only one minute more and arms and faces were waving about us but I could only see their two faces for ever and ever.

        Then Pel said ‘Please Sabrina, please James, carry the basinette into the train for me.’ So we left them and carried Romulus very carefully into the carriage. He did not wake up. And then the window was between us and the guard was banging the doors and we leant out and kissed them and the whistle blew. Oh, don’t cry, Mother, Don’t cry, little one! We will be all right. And Father stood with his face very straight and saluted us and the train moved off and the hands waved out of the window.

        We all have a seat each so we can stretch out and sleep. Romulus has not woken up. James is holding the book down hard, his brown fingers are like wet slugs. I pretend not to see how wet they are. Oh, please let us come back soon, please. Goodnight, goodnight, goodnight.

         

        
… August

        Oh dear, what an exciting day. Not the birthday kind of excitement but the sort that makes you feel empty inside and the middle part of you all quivery like a telegraph wire.

        When we woke up this morning it was raining and we had a waiter with L.M.S. on his collar and bacon and eggs for breakfast. Romulus was wide awake looking very rosie and we boiled milk for him in Pel’s little Tommy Cooker. And then the train stopped. There was no station and we could see nothing but rails and rails running in the rain and beyond them a large shed with two black funnels standing up behind it. Everybody else got out and began tramping across the rails in the rain. We stayed in our seats because Pel said if you waited anywhere long enough somebody was sure to rescue you. And sure enough they did. Two men came and took the luggage and another took Romulus and picked up Pel’s carnations. And they weren’t porters at all but Rescuers in bowler hats and overcoats. Then we came through the rain to the shed and inside there were people anxiously saying good-bye to each other at the door. There was one man with a long nose who was hugging and kissing a big boy of fourteen. We knew he was fourteen because he had won sixpence from us in the train playing Halma and he told us. It was sad but I would have felt sorrier for the boy whose name is Jacob if he had not insisted on playing for money and won ours.

        Well, when all the people who were not going to America had gone, we waited in a long cue because the Evvacuee children had to go on board first, then the Tourists and then us. An Evvaccuee is a child from five to sixteen who is being sent to America or Canada by the Government to save them. They do not have to pay the fare which is very kind of the Government. Well, we waited all the morning and then we had to boil some more milk for Romulus. It is Awful the way babies have to be fed so often. James got very cross at having to wait and when a boy came up and took the toy hen from the basinette James hit him. Then the boy’s mother hit James so I pushed her as hard as I could into the wall of the shed. After all, he is only young and childish and she had no right to hit him. Then Pel smoothed it over by lending the boy the hen and she grinned at the mother and said ‘What a life!’ and they both laughed and it was all right and we began to like the boy.

        And then, just as we thought we would have to wait there for ever and never go to America at all, the three men in bowler hats, who turned out to be important Officials in disguise, took us to the front of the cue. They said that Romulus being a baby must not be kept waiting though he had already been waiting for hours. We unsewed the Passports and our Ten Pounds and showed them to the man at the table and he said ‘Pass!’ Then he asked Pel if she had any diamonds and she said ‘Only this and I would rather not part with it.’ He looked at her and smiled with two gold teeth and said ‘You don’t have to. Pass!’ And she was so pleased she dropped her carnations again.

        Then the Officials led us through the shed and as we came through the big doors we saw the ship. It was waiting there in the water, very still and steady with the gangway leaning against its side. Pel put down her hand and touched the dusty wharf. ‘I must feel it once more, just once more.’ she said. And we put our hands down too and touched the earth of England for the last time. And so we went up.

        When we got to our deck there was a terrible noise of people shouting at each other and running about recognising their luggage and trying to find their cabins. In the middle of the ship was a blackboard saying ‘All Passengers are Required to Carry Life Belts all the Time.’ And just beside it at a long counter called the Purser’s Office people were waiting in a cue to complain that they had been put in the wrong place. But we did not have to complain because we were in the right place in a cabin above the waterline with the porthole covered with boards. Outside there is a black arrow and a sign saying ‘Follow the Arrow for Lifeboat Station D. Six Blasts or Over Indicates a Lifeboat Warning and Thereafter All Passengers are Immediately Required on Deck.’ Pel’s cabin is just opposite ours and when we went into it we found a very old lady sitting on one of the beds. So we came out very quickly and Pel said ‘Never mind. After one night with Romulus she will very likely move and then we will have it to ourselves.’

        So we went on deck and watched the luggage coming up in fishing nets and a sailor rescued James from being beheaded by a cabin trunk that fell out of the net by mistake. At last when all the luggage had been put in the right cabins and we had had lunch, there was a long blast on the ship’s funnel just like the roar of a bull and the gangway was drawn up and we began to move. You could look down and see the little thin line of water grow wider and wider as the ship went gently out into the water. Jacob came and stood beside us because we were his Only Friends. And he cried. But we stood close to Pel watching the shore slipping away and the soft green hills behind it. Pel said that we would keep that line of green in our hearts till we came back to it.

        And just then there were Six Short Blasts on the funnel so we ran to our cabins and tied on our lifebelts and Pel tucked Romulus inside hers as he is too small for one of his own. Then we followed the Arrow and it led us to the top deck. Everybody else was there fumbling and tying and asking if it was a Torpedo and in the middle of the noise Pel dropped her purse and a steward trod on it and she shreiked ‘My Mirror! Seven Years Bad Luck!’ But it wasn’t broken after all. So then we stood in rows waiting and the ship moved on into the still water and James suddenly said ‘I can swim. I can swim half a mile. I can dive off the top mast. I can do the Crawl.’ And by that you knew he was frightened because he always begins to boast when he is frightened. But a steward told him there was no need for that today because this was just Drill and we could now take off the belts. So James felt relieved and we all went down to supper. On the way we heard the Old Lady complaining to the Purser about having Romulus in her cabin. And another not quite so old but wearing gloves and a hat was saying ‘This is a horrible ship. My cabin is a Disgrace. I want to get off and go home. I never wanted to come, anyway, but my Daughter insisted. Could you ask the Pilot to take me off in his boat?’ But the Purser said No, he was very sorry but he couldn’t because once you were on a ship you were on for good. And the lady went away with weeping and nashing of teeth.

        After supper we came to bed. James has the top berth. Emily and Wilson are in it with him. He is having both tonight because he feels rather small. Before we came in from the deck we wished on the first star.

        
          
            
               

              Star light

              Star bright,

              First star I’ve seen tonight,

              Wish I may

              Wish I might

              That the wish may come true

              That I wish tonight.
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        I cannot tell the wish, even in a Dairy because it is unlucky but it is about the war and Thornfield. I told James I had invented an idea tonight and it was the idea of choosing a star every night and saying goodnight to Them on it. And he said ‘Well, it is funny, I have invented that very same thing. So I will do it too.’

        The ship is making a very enginey noise and it has begun to shake a little. So now I will go to sleep. I hope I shall not always feel as empty as this.

         

        
… August

        It is a funny feeling to be going to America on a ship that is not going to America. All day we have been standing quite still in the water and you can see the green shore looking as smooth as though a hand had stroked it and in the distance there is more land, dim and shimmery and lavender-coloured. Even if we knew the name of it I could not put it in the Dairy because Pel says it would be censorible. The green shore and the sunlight and the blue water remind me of Ireland where we go in the summer to stay with Grandfather. There are shrimps under the rocks and curraghs to sail in and when the clouds are down on a particular mountain it will rain and when they are not it will be fine.

        Ever since we got up we have been watching the land and the aeroplanes marked with English markings that come swooping over the ship and then up into the sky again. Behind us there are seven other ships waiting to sail and near them are three destroyers and a battleship. This is a Convoy. Our steward, whose name is Appleton but James calls him Appletart, told us that an Armed Merchantman is also coming with us. This sounds more protective, somehow, than the others but Appleton says it is not.

        Also we have met two new friends called Thomas and Susan Mercury who are lucky because they are travelling with their Mother who is an artist. This means painting and drawing and sculping but not writing. The way we met them was that Thomas dropped his knife over the rails and it fell into a Lifeboat and James climbed over into the Lifeboat and rescued it. And now everybody is talking about it. There are a lot of old ladies sprinkled about the boat and they all keep saying to each other ‘Did you hear about the little boy who got into the Lifeboat? It’s Propesterous. The Captain should be told. All these children are really running wild. It is shocking.’ They are also saying that they will complain at being held up all this time and the one who wanted to go off with the Pilot and whose name is Mrs Birdie keeps on standing by the Purser’s Office even when it is closed saying ‘Monstrous, monstrous. I insist on being put Ashore.’ But Appletart says there is no hope for her unless she jumps over and swims.

        All the people on this ship are women and children except a few foreign men with large noses and very short legs who do not speak very good English and always sit on the soft chairs in the lounge so that everybody else has the hard ones. There are three hundred Evvaccuee children who climb all over the ship and make a terrific noise and have a lovely time and keep the babies awake. James and I have made friends with several of them. We keep our autograph books in our pockets in case we should meet somebody important. We have only got one name so far, Mrs Patience, who is the oldest person we have ever seen and therefore important for an autograph. She is the one who does not want Romulus in the cabin because she says she can’t sleep. But Pel said she snored steadily for seven hours last night and that should be enough for anybody. Mrs Patience shows us her picture postcards and the photographs of her Great-grand-Children and says the Stewards and Stewardesses are a Disgrace and that she has never known such a dirty ship. But Pel says they are not really. It is only because there are so few of them and all the rest are needed in England and we are very lucky to have any. Then Mrs Patience sniffs and says that Pel can be a Martyr if she likes but she has paid Cabin Fare and therefore expects Cabin Amenities. (These are comforts.) She wears a white woolen Tam-o-shanta and about seven coats because when you are old you feel colder. And over them all she wears a tartan rug.

        The short-legged foreign men have taken all the deck-chairs though they are only Tourists so we lie on the deck on rugs with our Lifebelts for pillows because we must never leave them behind for a minute. Nor babies either. A very cross man with gold ribbon on his cap came roaring down the corridor this morning and said ‘Who belongs to that child in the pink coat and black perambulator on the lower deck?’ And Pel said ‘If it’s the one with the absurd nose I do.’ And he said ‘Woman, what will you do if we are torpedoed? Hadn’t thought of that, I suppose? You must not lose sight of him for one second.’ So Pel said meekly that she wouldn’t and he said Hump and went away.

        That is why we have to have Romulus down to meals though he always puts his foot in the spinach. We take it in turns to hold him so the others can eat and sometimes a very pretty lady who sits at the next table with Mrs Birdie takes him and gives us a rest. So does the doctor who sits at our table and is telling Pel the story of his Life. It is not very interesting because he did not begin as a Cabin Boy but only as an ordinary doctor and he took a long time to pass his exams because, he says, he is stupider than he looks. The story is also about the wife he has just got and is therefore rather fond of and he will only be able to spend three hours with her when the ship docks as he has to come back with the Convoy. When he told her that part Pel said that the worst thing about war was not the hardship and the labour but the separations of people who love each other. And I looked at James and knew that we were both thinking of Thornfield. Oh, what are they all doing now? Mother will be quite alone tonight. She will be sitting in the big white chair in the study with Mouse (who is a cat not a mouse) on her knee and she will have her folded away brooding look that makes her seem so small and loveable. She will be thinking of us out on the sea. And here we are not even moving. There is no way of telling her not to think of us on the sea and be anxious. We cannot get to her anywhere. O dear darrling! I have told James we will have hot baths tonight. When you have a hot bath everything changes and is smoothed out and perhaps tonight we won’t remember so much when we go to bed.

         

        
… August

        The ship is moving. It is rocking sideways and up and down and the waves are hurling themselves against it. We cannot see anything because the porthole is boarded up. I have been sick three times and James has been sick five times. Pel cannot afford to be sick because she has to look after Romulus and bath and feed him and wash the napkins because there are so few stewardesses. But still she is sick all the same. An Apple is supposed to be good but it doesn’t really help. Neither does Celery or dry toast. I cannot sit up to write in my dairy tonight because when I do there is a weight running round and round in my head. Besides there is really nothing to say about sea-sickness, you can only feel it. The ship is going up and down very giddily. James has just been sick again.

         

        
… August

        Today is sunny and calm and the ship is lolling about in the water and we are lying on deck being careful to move as little as possible. Thomas and Susan have been sick, too, but not so often as James which makes him very proud. Pel brings us Oranges and Apples and then lies down again quickly. She says that tomorrow we will all have our Sea Legs but James thinks as he has been the illest he may not get his till the day after.

        On board ship you are always being told great secrets and then you discover that everybody else knows about it too. Today we heard that the reason we were held up so long before setting out was that there were U.Boats (German) outside in the Ocean and we had to be screened by a fishing fleet as well as our Convoy. Everybody got very excited about this and sat a little closer to their Lifebelts. And whenever we feel able to sit up we keep an eye open for U.Boats which can be recognised by their Periscopes. But there is never anything but ocean and no land anywhere though aeroplanes keep coming out and swooping over us as though they were keeping watch. Behind us the other ships follow in a semi-circle and the destroyers move backwards and forwards among them. But the Battleship goes along beside us because we are the first ship of the line. It is long and thin and lies very deep in the water and its silver shape cuts the sea in two. We can see sailors standing by the guns and every few minutes a different set of flags runs up the mast and lights flash signals all day long.

        Whenever James looks for U.Boats he begins shouting ‘I can row, I can row with one oar. I can work an oxiliary motor and I like hard tack and bully beef.’ And by that you know he is a little frightened that something may be going to happen. Pel knows too. So she began to tell us a story about a Desert Island where a group of people were wrecked, quite nicely wrecked in a calm sea and more because they wanted the adventure than because of U.Boats and Torpedoes.

        She tucked James into the rug on one side of her and Romulus on the other and went on and on in the drowsy voice she uses when she is really enjoying a story. And suddenly it seemed to be quite true and as though it were really happening. There we all were on a wooden raft, using Thomas’ shirt for a sail and Susan making soup from bully beef on the Tommy Cooker. James was trailing a mackerel line which he had been thoughtful enough to bring with him and I was opening a tin of Hard Tack with the knife Father gave me last birthday. Romulus was there, too, but travelling in a more romantic manner as his prambulator was being drawn over the water by a sea-horse who every now and then threw up his head and neighed with Pleasure. Presently James shouted ‘Heave ho, my Hearties, land ahead!’ and we saw the outlines of a Coral Island shining in the sunlight and smelt the aromatic scent of tropical vegetation and Thanked Heaven for our delivery. It was no time, Pel said, before we had skimmed over the intervening waters and passed the breakers and were sailing safely in a calm Lagoon at the edge of which was a golden strand strewn with Cocoanuts and festooned with a great variety of natural Flora, particularly Palm-trees. We had just got to the part where Thomas leaped overboard and courageously pulled the raft to shore and James was asking if he hadn’t jumped overboard, too, just as courageously, when the gong sounded and we had to go carefully down to tea.
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