“It’s all right, mother. I’ve got another three minutes.” To her surprise
Fenella saw her father take off his hat. He clasped grandma in his arms and
pressed her to him. “God bless you, mother!” she heard him say.

And grandma put her hand, with the black thread glove that was worn
through on her ring finger, against his cheek, and she sobbed, “God bless
you, my own brave son!”

This was so awful that Fenella quickly turned her back on them,
swallowed once, twice, and frowned terribly at a little green star on a mast
head. But she had to turn round again; her father was going.

“Good-bye, Fenella. Be a good girl.” His cold, wet moustache brushed
her cheek. But Fenella caught hold of the lapels of his coat.

“How long am I going to stay?” she whispered anxiously. He wouldn’t
look at her. He shook her urgently, and gently said, “We’ll see about that.
Here! Where’s your hand?” He pressed something into her palm. “Here’s a
shilling in case you should need it.”

A shilling! She must be going away for ever! “Father!” cried Fenella.
But he was gone. He was the last off the ship. The sailors put their
shoulders to the gangway. A huge coil of dark rope went flying through the
air and fell “thump” on the wharf. A bell rang; a whistle shrilled. Silently
the dark wharf began to slip, to slide, to edge away from them. Now there
was a rush of water between. Fenella strained to see with all her might.
“Was that father turning round?” — or waving? — or standing alone? — or
walking off by himself? The strip of water grew broader, darker. Now the
Picton boat began to swing round steady, pointing out to sea. It was no good
looking any longer. There was nothing to be seen but a few lights, the face
of the town clock hanging in the air, and more lights, little patches of them,
on the dark hills.

The freshening wind tugged at Fenella’s skirts; she went back to her
grandma. To her relief grandma seemed no longer sad. She had put the two
sausages of luggage one on top of the other, and she was sitting on them,
her hands folded, her head a little on one side. There was an intent, bright
look on her face. Then Fenella saw that her lips were moving and guessed
that she was praying. But the old woman gave her a bright nod as if to say
the prayer was nearly over. She unclasped her hands, sighed, clasped them
again, bent forward, and at last gave herself a soft shake.

“And now, child,” she said, fingering the bow of her bonnet strings, “I
think we ought to see about our cabins. Keep close to me, and mind you
don’t slip.”

“Yes, grandma!”
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