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PREFACE


WHEN MY earlier book A Girl at Government House first appeared, I began to receive letters from all over Australia asking for more information about its heroine, Agnes. Which one of her suitors did she choose? This was the usual question. Some said they had sat up all night to come to the end of the story and were still left wondering. As the book was not on sale in England, it came as a surprise to get letters from there, from people who had presumably been sent the book by friends in Australia. The first of these was addressed to the publishers; it was on the notepaper of Lieutenant Colonel Charles Earle of Queen Camel, Yeovil, and commenced, ‘Gentlemen—As the grandson of Sir Henry and Lady Loch and the only son of Edith their elder daughter, “A Girl at Government House” gave me the greatest pleasure. It is so true to all the family lore I heard from my mother and grandmother. I have stayed at Government House with the Delacombes, so I was able to savour the very full diary of Lady Loch’s maid which I possess’. Thinking that the diary might be of interest to Australian Archives he had offered it to them, but the only person interested was the Tasmanian Archivist. Lieutenant Colonel Earle confessed that he did not know the diary writer’s name, but he could remember her giving the diary to his mother in the 1920s, and he offered his help if it were to be published.

Just as it took many years to discover the surname of the kitchen maid Agnes, and to trace her history, the details of Emma’s life are proving even more elusive. Old census returns and ships’ passenger lists revealed only that her maiden name was Emma Southgate and that she had been born in England. From the diary itself we learn that she had her forty-ninth birthday during the voyage to Australia, but little else emerges.

Charles Earle and his wife asked me to spend a few days with them when I was in England, and when I reached Yeovil they drove me to their ‘new’ house. I put ‘new’ in inverted commas, for the Earles had recently moved from a large old manor house into a huge medieval tithe barn, its exterior revealing the huge timbers with which it was constructed, but its interior now converted into two spacious sets of apartments, complete with air conditioning and with every kind of electronic security device that can be imagined. It was prudent to have these devices for the Earles’ rooms were full of family treasures and other precious possessions. On the wall of the dining room, for instance, were two letters in frames, one from the Duke of Wellington and one from Lord Nelson, in the course of which he apologises for the uneven writing saying, ‘It is but two weeks since the surgeon removed my right arm’. When I admired these, Charles Earle said, ‘Do you mind coming into the downstairs loo?’ And in here were two more frames of letters, apparently hung there because this room possessed the only blank walls left in the house. One large frame contained letters signed by every British sovereign from George I to the present day. The letters of the first two Georges, who usually spoke German, were written by an amanuensis and merely signed by them, but George III’s was in his own clear flowing hand. Queen Victoria’s letter was written, of course, on notepaper with a wide black border, and the first to be typed was Edward VIII’s, thanking Colonel Earle for the splendid way in which the men of his regiment had kept watch round his father’s bier as he lay in State in Westminster Hall.

The Earles and I had several long talks about Emma and her diary, which they hoped to see published. Charles Earle said the name Southgate sounded familiar, though Lady Loch and her children always called her ‘Titty’. She had been with the family when the children were born, they all loved her, and presumably ‘Titty’ was their first lisping attempt to say ‘Pretty’ when she delighted them with colourful toys.

Lord Loch was another of Sir Henry’s grandsons who helped with the diary. He had written to me about A Girl at Government House and when I was in England asked me to go across to their house, close to Stonehenge, for lunch. When the train pulled in, he was easily recognized—very like pictures of his grandfather but more heavily built, and accompanied by a large, smooth-haired, black labrador, very similar, no doubt, to Benson, the family’s labrador, who is mentioned frequently in Emma’s diary. I evidently passed the luncheon test, for the Lochs very kindly asked me if I would be able to stay with them at their castle in Scotland, where many family treasures were in the library. It fitted in well with my journey to Edinburgh for the Festival, and before leaving Edinburgh I telephoned to confirm my travel arrangements. After I had spoken to Lord Loch he said, ‘My wife is here and she would like to have a word with you’. Lady Loch confided, ‘We are looking forward to seeing you tonight, but be sure to have a bath before you come, we haven’t any water here, you know’. Was I really going to the notoriously damp west coast of Scotland? But I need not have worried, for next day the spring that supplies water to the castle began to trickle again, and we were allowed to have baths as long as they were not deeper than two inches.

I spent happy hours in the library with the Lochs. It was full of interesting books and pictures, and I particularly enjoyed the huge old photograph albums with their excellent pictures of life in Victoria. Benson was often included in family photographs, but alas, there were no pictures of Titty. However, I did gain more insight into her time spent with the Lochs in Melbourne.
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CONVERSIONS




	1 inch

	2.54 centimetres




	1 foot

	30.5 centimetres




	1 yard

	0.91 metres




	1 mile

	1.61 kilometres




	1 acre

	0.405 hectares




	1 pound

	0.45 kilograms




	1 hundredweight (cwt, 112 pounds)

	50.4 kilograms




	1 ton (2240 pounds)

	1.02 tonnes





Currency

On 14 February 1966 Australian currency changed from pounds, shillings and pence (£, s, d) to dollars and cents at the rate of £1=$2. Twelve pence made up one shilling; twenty shillings made up one pound. One guinea was equal to twenty-one shillings.


PUBLISHER’S NOTE


Emma’s handwritten diary is sometimes illegible, and her spelling and grammar are frequently incorrect. To facilitate reading of this published edition of the diary, spelling, punctuation and capitalisation have been slightly modified, although some inconsistencies and irregularities have been retained to convey the original style of the author’s work.
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Lady Loch with Evelyn, Douglas and Edith. (La Trobe Collection, State Library of Victoria)


INTRODUCTION


THERE IS A widespread belief among Australians that, in the past, those great houses of Britain that are admired so much today, were only maintained by the employment of an army of servants who lived in fear of the senior staff, and never dared to question their commands. These domestic servants are presumed to have been illiterate, and this impression is reinforced when prosperous Australians start to compile family histories, and discover with a shock that their grandfathers or great grandfathers, who came out and founded the family fortunes, were themselves only able to ‘make their mark’ on their marriage certificates. Of course many remote or mountain villages in Britain were without schools last century, and as country girls were preferred as domestic servants and believed to be harder workers than their city counterparts, no doubt there were many uneducated girls in the great houses. On the other hand though, some maids had received a good, though perhaps narrow, education, and their copperplate writing, in the book of ‘Servants Wages’, where they signed each week for their pitifully small wages, would put many present day scholars to shame.

The staff in those days had to work extremely long hours for the few shillings that they earned each week. They had to remain on call until supper had been served and cleared away, until lamps and candles had been prepared for people going up to bed, and until hot-water cans had been carried to bedrooms, before their duties finally ended. And occasionally they used some of these hours of waiting to record the day’s happenings.

We are lucky that the vivid impressions of a young kitchen maid named Agnes Stokes, who came to Victoria last century, have survived until our own day. When these were published as A Girl at Government House, descendants of the governors for whom she worked declared that her narrative exactly corresponded with everything that their grandparents had told them of their life in Marvellous Melbourne, and indeed it gives us an insight into the life of the times that no history book could give us.

Agnes joined the staff of Government House in Melbourne in 1888. She probably scribbled away on a corner of the kitchen table. In view of the persistent belief that the domestics of old were quite uneducated, it comes as an added surprise to discover that, some years earlier, another of the governor’s maids was recording her experiences as she sat in a quiet corner awaiting the return of her mistress from the ball. The maid was Emma Southgate, older than Agnes, who had been Lady Loch’s trusted lady’s maid for a number of years.

While Agnes’s rambling narrative was scribbled on any scraps of paper she could lay her hands on, Emma’s record was written in a large black note book, given her, no doubt, when she was about to set out on that voyage to the other side of the world. Both journals were written in pencil, and although Emma had obviously received a much better education than the young kitchen maid, both journals are somewhat lacking in punctuation! While Agnes views life from ‘downstairs’, Emma gives us what Dr Davis McCaughey, in Victoria’s Colonial Governors, calls a ‘between stairs view’. Emma lived and worked with the other servants, but when she accompanied Lady Loch to Sydney, for instance, she shared Lady Loch’s luxurious railway carriage and marvelled at all its fittings—‘lavatories, brushes, combs, towels, sponges and dressing room’.

Emma’s journal, with its revealing ‘between stairs view’ of life at Government House, sadly ends when Sir Henry and his wife were at the peak of their popularity. It ends, naturally enough, when the writer comes to the last page of the book. If she continued it in another book, this second volume has not come down to us, and the one that is printed here has only survived because Emma, when over ninety, gave it to one of Lady Loch’s daughters, saying that it might amuse the children.

The journal begins on 26 May 1884, when a group of people assembled on London’s West India Dock to board the Coptic, the ship that was to carry them to Australia for Sir Henry Loch to take up his appointment as Governor of the colony of Victoria. As well as Sir Henry and his wife and their children, the party included his two aides-de-camp, Lord Castlerosse and Mr Hughes, and his private secretary, Captain Traill. The Lochs’ two daughters, ‘Miss Edith’, aged eight, and ‘little Miss Evelyn’, six, were accompanied by their special attendants, Lucy, the nursemaid, and Mlle Heyman, their French governess. To speak French with the correct accent was an essential accomplishment for every young lady at that time, and most children of prosperous families began to acquire this skill while still in the nursery. And the Lochs’ II-year-old son, ‘Master Douglas’, was accompanied by his tutor, Mr Sturgess, under whose supervision he was to continue his lessons during the weeks they were at sea. Bringing the number up to seventeen were the members of the domestic staff, headed by the capable Mr Hawkins, the butler. The others were Mrs Calla, the middle-aged cook, Emma, the author of the journal, and three other servants, Mary, Henry and William. With them, though not appearing on the passenger list, was another important member of the family, Benson, the Lochs’ large black retriever.

Sir Henry stood out conspicuously in any group of people. At fifty-seven he was a man of upright bearing, over six feet tall, with a magnificent flowing beard, which was soon to become known as ‘the best beard in Melbourne’. The number seven is universally considered to be lucky and Sir Henry, who was the seventh son of a Scottish MP, certainly seemed to bear a charmed life. He had come unscathed through forty years of service in the Navy, the Army and the public service in some of the world’s greatest trouble spots, and has left us an account of his adventures in his book, A Narrative of Events in China. He had been in that vast country with Lord Elgin, and had been despatched under a flag of truce, which guaranteed his safety, to carry a peace treaty to Peking, when he was seized, bound with chains, and dragged through the streets to be reviled and spat on by the excited crowds. He and his companion, still bound with chains, were thrown into China’s worst prison, ‘The Board of Punishment’, where wrongdoers were tortured. Loch had lapsed into unconsciousness after his beatings, when one of his captors noticed that he wore a gold ring and, in trying to drag it off, caused so much pain that Loch struggled to sit up again. Twice the two Englishmen were taken into the courtyard to be beheaded, but each time something intervened and they were then placed in dark cells, far apart, and during this period each tried to discover if his colleague were still alive by singing ‘God Save the Queen’ and listening anxiously in the hope of hearing an answering verse. When finally released they were able to rejoin Elgin’s main force, and Loch was ultimately to return to England with the completed treaty.

After his marriage in 1862, Henry Loch was appointed Governor of the Isle of Man, a small island about thirty miles long and ten miles wide, lying between England and Ireland, a decidedly peaceful spot. But he found plenty to do there, planning a new pier where ships could berth even at low tide, reforming the education system and the postal service, encouraging the development of the island’s first railway, modernising the mental health provisions and, as early as 1881, introducing votes for women. After ten years of marriage, the Lochs’ son was born on the Isle of Man, and was christened Douglas after the principal port, Douglas, which Henry Loch had chosen as his residence in preference to the smaller ancient town of Castletown. It came as a great blow to the islanders when Sir Henry—for he had been knighted—resigned from his post after eighteen years of close involvement with the day to day life of the people. As their local historian recorded, it brought a shock of dismay. Then, after a year of valuable work with the department of lands in Britain, Sir Henry had received news of his appointment to Victoria and at once began preparations for his departure, as his predecessor there, the Marquis of Normanby, had already left the colony, which was temporarily administered by the Chief Justice, Sir William Stawell.

As they set out for that distant land, which was to be their home for the next five years, what did the travellers know of it? Sir Henry was the only one of the party who had actually set foot there, though Mr Hawkins, the butler, had an aunt in Victoria and was no doubt able to impress the rest of the staff with things he had learnt from her letters.

Sir Henry’s visit to Melbourne had taken place thirty years before and although he may have been able to assure the others that they would find themselves in a delightful spot where the sun was always shining, he may not have been able to answer all the other questions that troubled them. When he had stepped ashore from the Fottel-Oheb all those years before, he had gone straight to Passmore’s Hotel, at the corner of Lonsdale and Elizabeth streets, and he still had notes in his diary of the charges—‘bedroom 2/6, sitting room 7/6, breakfast 2/6, luncheon 2/-, dinner 3/6’—but these prices could scarcely have remained unchanged. During that visit he had met some of the district’s leading men, Mr a’Beckett, Mr Sturt and Sir William Stawell, and had dined with Mr La Trobe and his wife at their official residence at Jolimont, now replaced, he knew, by a large and impressive Government House. At the La Trobes’ table he had also met some of the great landowners, down from the country: Mr Ferrars, who had extensive kennels and hunted with his own pack of hounds, and Mitchell from the Campaspe, who described how all his Barfold shepherds had run off to the goldfields—for the year was 1852—and left his flocks untended. These tales of the goldfields made Henry Loch anxious to see them himself, so he had made his own way to Ballarat, a vast city of tents, and ridden on to Cambell’s Creek and Castlemaine, the headquarters of the mounted police, whom he found ‘a splendid body of men’. And he had survived the dangerous ride back to Melbourne through the Black Forest.

But if the travellers had sought more up-to-date information about Marvellous Melbourne than this, what would they have found? In one of the handsome volumes that had been published about the growth of the colonies they might have read:


At this moment there is nothing to differentiate the city from one of the capitals of Europe. Its streets are as well paved, as well channelled, as well lighted and as well watered as those of London, Paris, or Vienna.



Another volume declared,


There is nothing in Melbourne but the broad streets, the warmer atmosphere, the brighter sun and the newness of the public and private buildings, to efface the impression that you are in an English city. Carriages, with their liveried coachmen and footmen, are drawn up outside the principal linen drapers, jewellers and booksellers, and showy posters announce such and such operatic performance for the evening at the four theatres, with a concert perhaps at the Town Hall.



And if the staff wondered if their favourite sports would be played in the colony, they had only to read a little further:


There are in Melbourne seven rowing clubs, fifteen cricket clubs, a boat club, a coursing club, two or three amateur dramatic clubs, two yacht clubs, several football clubs, besides bowling, lacrosse, baseball, tennis, and rifle clubs. [Add to these the] associations of anglers, of canary and pigeon fanciers, of bicyclists, of old blues, of temperance societies and missionary societies [and what else could one need?]



Sir Henry was looking forward not only to taking up residence in Marvellous Melbourne, but to the weeks at sea which would precede it. He loved the sea, having entered the Navy as a lad of fourteen, and in later years having made voyages to India, to Australia, and twice to China.

Lady Loch, too, was a seasoned traveller; in fact, she had spent her whole life travelling, for her father, Edward Villiers, had died in the south of France while she and her twin sister, Edith, were still babies, and his distraught young widow, feeling that she was too impecunious to maintain an establishment of her own, had spent the rest of her life moving, with her children and her servants, into whichever of their houses her relations could lend her. When her relations moved to town for ‘the Season’, for instance, she moved into the country house that they had just vacated, and when no family residence was available, she took her three daughters over to France, where living was so much cheaper than in England. The girls had never been to school, and except for an occasional visiting tutor, they had received no education apart from travel. They were in England when Sir Henry, returning as a hero from his exploits in China, had met and fallen in love with the lovely young Elizabeth, many years his junior.

But while Sir Henry and his wife looked forward with delight to the weeks at sea, the members of their staff viewed the voyage in a very different light. Admittedly, in the course of their years in service with the Lochs, they had many times crossed and recrossed the straits that separate the Isle of Man from the mainland. On that noisy little ferry, however, they were always in sight of land, but here they were sailing to unknown seas and an unknown country. And they would be so far away from their friends and their relatives. They were only persuaded to accompany the family by the Lochs’ promises of a beautiful country with an ideal climate, and of work that would be far less arduous than that required to maintain the houses of the old country.


THE VOYAGE



26 May–8 July 1884


THE Coptic, which was to carry the Lochs’ entourage to Australia, was one of the Shaw Saville Line’s fleet, a vessel of 4367 tons, used on the Hong Kong run as well as to Cape Town, Hobart and the New Zealand ports. She had been constructed in Belfast in 1881, and was considered the last word in comfort, her cabins being lit by electric light. This ship was to survive, under the name Persia, and after being sold to a Japanese company, as Persia Maru, until she was finally broken up for scrap in Osaka in 1926.

The Lochs’ party must have had an extraordinary amount of baggage, for the family carried with them not only clothes for both formal and informal occasions, but many household belongings, including their huge stocks of monogrammed household linen and all the crested family silver, and the children’s books and toys. The silver was carried in locked boxes, many of them individually constructed to fit large pieces of unusual shape. Much of the clothing, too, travelled in specially shaped boxes—hat boxes, bonnet boxes, helmet cases, and very long narrow boxes to carry guns and ceremonial swords. One wonders where the passage money for this large party came from, for though Sir Henry belonged to a well-known Scottish family, it was not a particularly wealthy one, and during the eighteen years that he had spent on the Isle of Man, his salary was an extremely modest one. Lady Loch, however, possessed a considerable fortune. Her mother, the charming young widow, had numerous male friends who found her company fascinating, and one of these left his enormous fortune to her daughters.
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The Lochs and their children travelled First Class and enjoyed the comforts of the dining saloon on the upper deck.

The Lochs, their ADCs, and their children, of course, travelled in the ship’s best cabins, and so did Mlle Heyman, sharing the little girls’ cabin, while Mr Sturgess, the tutor, shared with Master Douglas. The rest of the staff travelled in the Second Class section of the ship, though Emma was privileged in sleeping in a tiny First Class cabin, near Lady Loch’s, so that she would be at hand to dress or undress her mistress at any hour of the day or night. This does not imply that Lady Loch was incapable, of course, but merely that fashionable ladies found it useful to have someone at hand to help with the elaborate clothing that they habitually wore. First there were their lace-trimmed underclothes of linen or fine muslin, with their freshly ironed frills and tucks, and before the days of press-studs these were all fastened by small white linen buttons or narrow silk ribbons. The boned corsets, too, had to be correctly laced up and tied very firmly, and the ‘improvers’ placed correctly. These improvers were of two kinds—bust improvers, made of soft padding that filled out the bodice of the dress so that its embroidery could be displayed to the best advantage, and bustle improvers, which were tied on at the waist to help support the frilled bustle and the train. Ladies who had to dress themselves had round, long-handled mirrors set at an angle so that when the glass was held at shoulder height, it reassured the wearer that her improver was in its right position and was supporting her bustle and train correctly. The elaborate hair styles that were fashionable in the 1880s also called for skilled attention. Travel guide books of the times advised ladies who were going on a sea voyage always to take with them three ‘transformations’, the name given to the fashionable wigs of that time. One transformation should be suitable for morning wear, and an elaborate or curled one for evening wear, and the third was to be kept in reserve, to use when one of the others was being washed or recurled.

A huge variety of clothes, too, was needed for the voyage. The large shipping companies all issued guides for their passengers, sometimes of three or four hundred pages, giving information about the clothes they should take, and about the things they might expect to see on the voyage. One guide warned ladies to take plenty of warm clothing as ‘recent investigation confirms all experience in giving woollen fabrics first place as regards health’, and went on to insist that in the tropics, nothing but flannel should be worn next to the skin. It explained that sleeping on deck was advisable for healthy passengers during the few days at certain seasons when the temperature below was not easily borne, but again warned the passengers that flannel must be worn and a resting place under cover selected.

The shipping companies’ guides listed the birds likely to be seen on the voyage, and the fish, and gave charts to help identify the unfamiliar stars that would appear in the heavens when the ship reached southern latitudes: thus we find Emma commenting on the first sighting of the Southern Cross. The guides also gave detailed descriptions of all the ports of call, but as the Coptic’s passengers were only to come in sight of land twice during the whole voyage these were hardly relevant.

Many passenger ships printed a weekly news sheet while they were at sea, with articles, serious or frivolous, contributed by those on board, but the Coptic’s passengers, who certainly did not lack talent, must have been feeling lethargic when a weekly paper was suggested, and the attempt to start one came to nothing, so that the only record of the day-to-day happenings on the ship is that given in Emma’s journal. It starts in late May 1884.

May 26th 1884

Left the Euston Hotel at 9 for S.W. Indian Docks and went aboard about 10.30. The Coptic did not sail till 2, reaching Gravesend about 4 p.m. We stayed there all night and as it was smooth might have slept well. Some way one could not manage to rest; all the noises were so great taking on cargo. We left Gravesend about 10.40. Sent off postcards and letters. Most beautiful quiet night.

Wednesday May 28th

Arrived at Plymouth at 12 noon. Several passengers came on board. A stiff breeze blowing from east. Captain found 18 stowaways on board and sent them off. Pilot left at 2 p.m. We nearly all succumbed to seasickness. Young ladies sick, Mrs Calla, Mary and self.

FOR SOMEONE who considered herself a seasoned traveller and sea lover, as Emma did, this was a new and devastating experience. The English Channel bore no terrors for her as she had been unaffected by it on the many occasions she had crossed it with her employers, sometimes, indeed, ministering to them when they were prostrated. Even more frequently she had made the journey from the Isle of Man to the various English and Scottish ports that ran regular services during the summer months. Everyone looked forward to these journeys on the paddle steamers and even the shortest crossing meant being at sea for about four hours. The steamers had an arrangement to synchronise their departure times, two vessels leaving at the same time and trying to race each other to the landing stage, a race which created tremendous interest and excitement among the passengers. There was usually a large crowd of people on the wharf, cheering on the ship they had tipped to win. In the 1880s the return fare for first class passengers was only four shillings, for second class three shillings—with a bottle of beer thrown in—so the ships, some of which could carry 2000 passengers, were usually crowded.
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The Hoe, Plymouth.

Thursday May 29th

Lovely weather. Got into Bay of Biscay at 2 this morning. Heavy ground swell. We have sighted lots of vessels. They don’t come very near. We have altered our watches half an hour.

Friday May 30th

Lovely bright day again. Out of the Bay into the Atlantic Ocean. Heavy ground swell. Each day we find the heat greater. Got a glimpse of Portugal. All keeping well. Reading, knitting and resting. The time glides away imperceptibly. Great delight to think one week has already passed away.

Saturday May 31st

Heavy swell and very much warmer. Awnings are up in all parts of the vessel to shade the decks as there are so many children. Have suffered all day with windy spasms. Nothing seems to touch them. Cannot enjoy anything.

Sunday June 1st

Had a wretched night. Wind reached my heart and at 1 this morning I thought I should die on the floor of my cabin. I grew cold and faint with pain. At last summoned up courage to go to Lady Loch’s cabin opposite but she did not hear or see me, so crept back and lay across my box and after an hour or two began to feel better. The glands of the stomach are still so sore from pain I am afraid to cough and almost to speak. Nice service in the Saloon at 10.30. Lady Loch played that beautiful hymn ‘For Those in Peril on the Sea’ and two others well known that all might join in. The Purser read the service. The Captain has a sweet tenor voice. The heat has been steadily increasing All passengers dressed in the white and Sunday best, look smart and just as they should do on Whit Sunday.

Monday June 2nd

Tenerife. When we got up this morning we looked for the beautiful rugged rocks of Tenerife and about 10 reached the Bay. It is very beautiful, each rock a different shape and the water blue as a sapphire. Sir Henry, Lady Loch, the two young ladies, Master Douglas, Lord Castlerosse, Captain Grant and Mr Sturgess went ashore early. Mr Hawkins, Mary, Henry and William also went later on, but had great difficulty to get into a small boat. The swell was great and Lucy hung to a rope ladder ever so long, making us all so nervous for fear she should fall. Mrs Calla gave up all thought of landing after seeing Lucy hang over the deep for nearly a quarter of an hour. Luckily she had someone below her very brave, which helped to give her nerve. Such lots of Spaniards came aboard with straw hats, lemons, bananas, oranges, singing birds, parrots, etc. They look a very dirty race—and no great beauty to my mind. We take on coal here and then some weeks before another chance to land. Mr Hawkins came back with Mary, loaded with biscuits, chocolate, apricots, tangerines, oranges, green figs, etc., which we have paid our respects to and enjoyed. We were to leave at 6 tonight. The coaling is not finished so hope we may get a quiet night. An accident happened this morning which made us feel sick, involving a young woman who was watching a party that was leaving for the shore. She had her hand on a pipe and a rope from the coal barge broke the pipe and her poor hand was wedged in a vice. The seamen were prompt and knocked a wedge in and the poor fingers were released. One is much bruised but she was very brave and neither screamed nor uttered one word—though she fainted later on. The doctor had gone ashore but the Captain was very kind and did his utmost to soothe her. The ladies and gentlemen all came back looking hot and weary—tho’ they seem to have enjoyed the little change.

[image: Image]

Tenerife.

THE RUGGED ROCKS OF TENERIFE that greeted the travellers’ eyes were the twin summits of its tallest mountain, the Peak, over 12 000 feet high—some ‘rock’ indeed. The island of Tenerife is one of the Canary Islands and contains the capital, Santa Cruz, a busy port, shipping the island’s fruit crops to many parts of the world. Mr Hawkins, the butler, a veritable Admiral Crighton, returned from his visit to the shore bearing a selection of its choicest subtropical fruit, a very welcome addition to the Coptic’s menu.

The Peak, which is visible on a clear day from nearly a hundred miles away, is composed of lava and white pumice stone, and gives its name to the island, ‘Tenerife’ meaning ‘white mountain’.

In contrast to the Peak’s great height, Table Mountain, looming behind Cape Town, the only other land that the passengers saw, rises to only 3600 feet.

Wednesday June 4th

Fine bright morning, very fresh on deck. Close below. I felt good for nothing first thing for want of air. Soon recovered upstairs. Mr Hawkins says they had a great desire to get up a weekly paper and have applied to 1st Class Cabin passengers, but they don’t seem equal to anything of the kind and I fear it will drop thro’ for want of support. A French steamer passed us about 3 p.m. Plenty of music. The piano is always going, then the Purser plays the accordion very well as accompanist. Several play concertinas. There is a great demand for a piano in the Second Saloon. As there are many passengers and none too much room there is a fear the request may not be

June 4th

African Coast near Ashanti. Quite a nice gathering in the Steerage. Our head steward in the 2nd Class Cabin sang a sweet song. Henry also obliged with a song and the men cooks are quite like Christy’s minstrels. Such a merry party always singing. It was quite warm. The Captain said we cross the Sun today.

Thursday June 5th

Very hot. The hottest day we have had. I could not sleep for the heat of the cabins last night and fear the heat will be terrific tonight. Mrs Calla made us some nice lemonade for dinner and we had some ice to cool it. We need cooling. Everyone looks half-baked except the Captain, officers and Chief Stewards, who have donned their white costumes and look so clean and fresh. Thermometer is 83 degrees [Fahrenheit] in cabin. Same last night. ’Tis rather trying.

Friday June 6th

Fine bright hot day. We all feel the heat very much. Poor Benson more than anyone. He pants and seems so restless. I hope he won’t go mad poor dear. We should be sorry and everyone has got a pat or kind word for him. The sooner we cross the Line the better. There will be some hope of cooler weather.

Such a storm of rain. It came all in a minute without any warning and lasted about half an hour. It caused quite a panic in our cabin as the water came down in large drops from the ventilator. We rushed to remove all wearing apparel. We hope the rain will cool the vessel and the air too. A poor woman has been fainting away again and again from the heat and want of nourishment. Unfortunately she cannot relish the food cooked on board and has scarcely eaten anything since she came aboard. The doctor ordered her some eggs at once, and we hope she will obtain great benefit from them.

Saturday June 7th

Wet, damp, muggy morning. We have not had much sleep and feel very limp. Poor Lucy so sick and faint for want of air. I can’t imagine how people live in such a climate. It is simply killing. Rain eased about 12 noon and the air is lighter and more bearable. Still squally. The days are drawing in so fast. Quite dark at 6 p.m. We seem to have jumped from the height of summer to the depth of winter in a fortnight—it is really wonderful. An entertainment was given in Second Saloon for Sir Henry, Lady Loch and party. Mr Cox first showed off with some sleight of hand tricks, which greatly amused the company. Then some ladies sang a duet; they were both so nervous I much dreaded a breakdown and there was a sad want of music to accompany the singers. Mary sang the ‘The Skipper and his boy’. She sang bravely tho’ I believe it was more pain than pleasure to her. The German recited a piece in the German language so clearly that everyone seemed to have a good idea of what he was saying tho’ few know German. The party broke up at 10 p.m.

Sunday June 8th

Trinity. Lovely morning, fresher than yesterday. Attended Divine Service on upper deck at 10.30. Very solemn and well conducted. Good singing. Lucy better today I am glad to say and able to attend.

We collected together after tea in Saloon and sang hymns—‘Abide with me’ and several favourite and well-known hymns. The heat was great and our sacred concert was soon over. We had a good walk and went to cabin at 9 p.m. We enjoy these moonlight walks more than anything. Several places vacant today at meal time—two from our table. Many are suffering from faintness. The doctor must find plenty to do.

Monday June 9th

Very hot again. We all feel very weak and languid. Poor Lucy has scarcely eaten anything these last two days. At 1 this morning the heat was almost unbearable. Got up several times and tried to make a little air with my fan—if this heat was to last I feel sure we should collapse. Sat on deck all morning. Benson has been moved forward and seems to feel the heat less. Quantities of flying fish to be seen. Two flew on board and were caught. They are beautifully marked. We crossed the Line about 12.15. No ceremony. There has been such rough work carried on at this place and many complaints about it. The Captain will not sanction or allow anything to be done to those who cross for the first time. The joke was carried too far. There is to be a little fun this evening I have just heard.

About 7 p.m. Father Neptune arrived over the bow of the steamer with his retainers, who carried a gong and dinner bell, which they did not fail to use. One would have thought the demons of the deep had been loosened, such a noise and uproar they made. They seemed to have a pretty good idea who had and who had not crossed the Line before. Each victim was led to a place screened off with sails or canvas. Here he had to take a pill or some harmless medicine—then if he happened to open his mouth when spoken to, a brush with soft soap, or something very like it, is popped in and he is pushed backwards into a bath and the hose well used. All the gentlemen of Sir Henry’s suite were handed down one after the other, but got off by paying ten shillings each. They came for Master Loch but Miss Edith and Miss Evelyn cried so bitterly, he too was let off with a fine. We were all very excited when they hunted out of his hiding place Mr Hawkins, who paid his footing and got off. William also paid but Henry suffered going thro’ the ceremony and bore it very

Tuesday June 10th

Another hot day. Slept fairly well and felt a little more strength coming. Sat on deck all morning, reading and chatting. Lucy very seedy again, can eat nothing—seems to lose all pluck and won’t even try. It makes her look so weak and thin. Champagne has been recommended by the doctor as it did her good last week.

Had a nice evening on deck and saw the Southern Cross very distinctly. The stars are very brilliant tonight. The Evening Star is so wonderfully bright. The reflection in the water beautiful. Sat on deck till 8 p.m., chatting and buzzing, and then put little girls to bed and after reading for a short time turned in and slept better on the whole than I have done for a week.

Wednesday June 11th

Dull morning, not actually raining but I much fear close at hand. Fine all day and not so warm as yesterday. Thermometer is 79 degrees in the cabin. Had several trots on upper deck and felt all the better for extra exertion.

A concert in Steerage lasting till 9.30. Some capital songs were sung. One gentleman played a solo on a whistle very nicely. Another played the concertina and sang ‘Down by the river side where the sweet lilies grow’ extremely well. Another gave a reading of ‘The Wreck of the Hesperus’. It was altogether a very pleasant time. The Southern Cross very distinct tonight. An hour or so ago it was pitch dark—not a star to be seen—and now the heavens are all glitter.

Thursday 12th June

Dull grey morning. Came out clear and fine about 11. Sat on deck till 12 noon, then went to my sanctuary and commenced a letter to Jenny.

Such a nice cool night. All slept better. Lucy a little better. Unequal to any exertion. L wish she could throw off this attack, it makes me so depressed and she looks as if she is fading away. There is a dear little white-headed boy in our Saloon. Youngest child of Mr and Mrs Cox. He is a perfect picture. So round, fat and good tempered. Goes trotting about in such a careful but independent way. There is another child called Daisy, a girl, equally attractive, so good tempered, plump and easy-going—everyone has something to say to her. There is a large family of them—father, mother and six children.

Friday June 13th

Nice cool morning. Thermometer is 74 degrees. Busy morning getting out linen for the week from the box room. It takes up a lot of time and helps to pass the long morning pleasantly. Lucy better today I am glad to say.

Had a rubber in the evening. Mary and Mr Hawkins against Mrs Calla and me. We beat them—it was rather an exciting game. We both got 9 holes and we only just saved ourselves. Went to bed at 9.30. Heavy swell. Had some difficulty to fix myself in bed. Everything in the cabin seems on the move and I am afraid of getting a nasty blow when I am asleep and not on the alert for No. 1.
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