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  Ditty Box is the fictionalisation of my grandparents love story. 

Blitz, the second book in the series, takes place in World War II
and is the story of my parents romance. 




Ditty Boxes were used by enlisted sailors to store their most treasured
personal possessions while at sea. 

Examples of these would be letters from family members, favourite photographs
and other treasures found at various ports-of-call.
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Phil Field pushed his dark hair under his woollen cap, then raised his hand to shield his eyes from the sunshine and the spray of the waves. The fishing boat was still too far from the shore to see more than a blur, but he stared intently, hoping to see a splash of colour showing his girlfriend’s dress. Dora liked to wear bright colours, but today there was too much moisture in the air to make out anything distinct on the barbican quay.

“Phil, stop daydreaming and get back to work.”

He obeyed the skipper’s command. Together, he and the other crew member made sure the boxes had the correct amount of fish in them and ice covered the top layer. He had no more time to search the fish market area. They tied up at the bottom of the steps and handed the boxes to the market porters who came to help unload the boat. Phil hauled the last box up from the deck and climbed the steps, deliberately not looking for Dora until he had taken the fish box into the market. On his way back to the boat, he scanned the women queuing to buy the fish. He could still see no sign of Dora, and he frowned. Where could she be?

At the top of the steps a hand touched his arm, and he turned with a smile on his face, expecting to see Dora. The smile disappeared when he saw not his girlfriend, but Enid Kelly standing behind him.

“Hi, Phil.” Enid’s voice sounded breathless. Her face appeared flushed, as if she’d been running. “Did you have a good trip?”

Phil nodded, then turned to climb down the steps to the boat. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Enid’s bright smile fade as she turned away. Phil knew the girl liked him, but he couldn’t deal with her now. His main purpose had to be finding out why Dora hadn’t come to meet him.

Once they’d washed decks and everything looked neat the men were free to go home. Phil walked toward his mother’s house, but his eyes lit up as he saw Dora disappear around the corner of the street. He changed direction and hurried after her. He rounded the building and shock overwhelmed him and for a moment he couldn’t speak.

Dora had her arms around a man – a stranger. Phil’s temper rose as she raised her face to the man. The stranger leaned toward Dora and they exchanged a passionate kiss.

Phil found his voice and stormed forward, incensed by what he’d seen.

“Dora, what are you doing?”

“Phil!” At least the woman had the decency to look embarrassed at being caught out. “I…”

“Clear off, mate.” The stranger took a threatening step toward Phil. “She’s mine now.”

Rage flooded through Phil. How dare this man lay claim to his Dora? He raised his fists and took a step of his own toward the man, but Dora pushed herself between the two of them.

“Stop it, both of you.” Her voice rose to a screaming pitch. “Phil, we’re over. I can’t stay at home every night when you’re away. I like a good time and you’re at sea all the time, which means I’m stuck with no one to take me out. Jim and I enjoy doing the same type of things, so I’m with him now.”

“Why didn’t you tell me before you threw yourself at him?” His voice came out as a growl. “You didn’t even have the decency to meet me at the fish market to save me embarrassment.”

“I didn’t know you would be in this early.” Dora shrugged. “You’ll find someone else.”

His former girlfriend linked her arm with her new beau, and they turned and walked away from him.

Phil wandered the streets. He’d really thought Dora was the one. The girl he would end up marrying and spend his life with. Fool! All the while she’d been with him because he took her out on the town. No doubt once her new boyfriend ran out of money, she’d ditch him like she had Phil.
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“Is that you, son?”

“Yes, Mum. I’m just going to wash up.”

He was in no mood to smile and talk with his mother until he’d thought about what had happened with Dora. He washed and changed into his non-work clothes, then sat on his bed as he thought about the past few months. Had there been signs of her seeing someone else?

Dora’s words convinced him she had been two-timing him. On his recent returns from fishing trips, she’d rushed up to him at the last moment and she’d also avoided some of their favourite haunts, insisting they go somewhere new. The more he thought about it, the more he became convinced she had been seeing the other man at the same time as dating him.

“Phil. Your meal’s ready.” His mother’s voice floated up the stairs, and he sighed.

“Coming, Mum.”

He vowed to put thoughts of Dora behind him. Phil entered the kitchen and when he sat at the table, his mother put a plate piled high with food in front of him.

“Are you going out with Dora tonight?” Her voice sounded disapproving, as it always did when she mentioned his ex-girlfriend.

“No, Mum. Dora and I are over.” He bent his head and tucked into his food to avoid his mother’s look. Hopefully, she wouldn’t ask for details of what happened. To avoid this, he spoke as soon as his mouth was empty. “Where is everyone?”

“Your father’s at work, and the others are all either at work or out enjoying themselves. The younger ones are round at Nan’s.”

Phil carried on with his meal, glossing over the reference to his father. Ray King was his mother’s second husband. His own father had died at sea when Phil was seven years old. Ray was the only father he’d known as the man had brought him up and given him good values to live his life by.

“So what happened with you and Dora?” His mother couldn’t hold back her curiosity any longer. “Did you have a row?”

“Dora found someone else, Mum. Said she didn’t want to be always waiting for me to come back from sea.”

“I know you won’t believe me, but if that’s how she feels, it’s better to know now rather than later.” His mother patted his arm, then took his empty plate and moved to the sink. “Why don’t you go out and treat yourself to a drink? It will be better than sitting here moping.”

At first Phil didn’t answer, then did as his mother suggested. He had to put Dora right out of his mind and what better way to do it than to get roaring drunk.

He avoided the places he’d gone with his ex-girlfriend. There were plenty of other drinking places to visit. Several hours later, he staggered from the last pub. Phil knew when to stop drinking, but this time he’d gone slightly over his limit and now he had to concentrate to stay on his feet.

“Phil, are you all right?”

The female voice came from his right and he blinked as he tried to focus on the face of the speaker.

“It’s me, Enid. Do you need help to get home?”

“Enid, my little flower. You’re so lovely offering to help me.”

He saw Enid blink at his effusive welcome and reached out to pull her to him. She took a step back, and Phil saw the panic in her eyes.

“Thank you, Phil. Do you want my help, or not?”

Although her voice sounded stronger, she did not step forward again, but kept her distance.

“I don’t want to go home, but your company would be lovely.” Phil reached for her again, but Enid took fright, turned and ran away into the darkness.

Phil shrugged and turned toward his own home. He had enough presence of mind to enter the house quietly so his mother didn’t find out about his drunken binge.

“Phil.” His mother called up the stairs the next morning, but he rolled over and pulled the covers over his head, trying to block out her voice. “Phil, you need to get up. There’s a message here from your skipper. You’re needed on the boat.”

A curse escaped his lips as he sat up. His pounding head drowned out any more of his mother’s words. The bedroom curtains hadn’t been pulled completely across and his movement brought him in line with the sun pouring through the crack.

“Phil, did you hear me?”

“Yes, I heard you. I’m coming down.”

It was a struggle to wash and dress, but he arrived in the kitchen ten minutes later, looking slightly better than when he’d first looked in the bathroom mirror. His mother didn’t agree with his assessment of his looks.

“Gracious me, Phil. Whatever did you get up to last night? You look terrible.”

He took a piece of toast from the rack on the table. “Did you say there was a message from the skipper?”

His mother raised her eyebrows at his evasive manner, then shrugged and turned away to pick up the duffle bag he always took to sea.

“He sent a boy round to say there had been a sighting of shoals of John Dory and he needs you as soon as possible so they can catch some before they disappear.”

Phil nodded his thanks to his mother as she handed him the bag, then kissed her on the cheek and hurried out the door. On his way to the harbour he saw Enid walking along the other side of the street. When she saw him, she stopped, and once again he saw the panic in her eyes. He vaguely remembered his drunken advances to her and wondered if he should cross over and apologise. Before he could move, she turned and disappeared from view into a dress shop.

The skipper already had the boat ready to leave and as soon as Phil arrived, he cast off and they were out of the harbour and passing the breakwater in no time. This was an unexpected trip so the boat only stayed out for one day and returned with a full catch.

The fishing scene remained quiet over the next week and the skipper took the opportunity to get the boat maintenance done, including scrubbing and refurbishing the decks, plus cleaning out the hold ready for the next big catch. Phil’s mother took advantage of her son’s time on shore and got him to turn over the empty vegetable garden and clean the cobwebs from the parts of the house she couldn’t reach.

Phil felt thankful when they returned to sea and he stood on the deck with the wind blowing through his hair as they sailed past the breakwater. He loved being out on the water, and couldn’t think of any other way he’d like to earn a living. With only himself to consider, he didn’t need to worry about providing for others. He earned enough to pay his mother board and lodging and to enjoy a few nights out when ashore. His stepfather had encouraged him to save a small amount each payday, and it had surprised him at how quickly the sum increased. Phil didn’t know what he would do with this money, but his mother advised him to leave it alone.

“Your father and I won’t be here forever and when we’re gone, you’ll need to set up on your own, if you haven’t found a wife by then. Either way, the money will give you a reasonable start.”

Phil could see the wisdom in his mother’s words, so he continued to put away money for his future.

Their journeys out to sea were short, only a few days at a time. He was pleased, as this gave him no time to think about romance. He’d accepted Dora had moved on, but had no inclination to look for another girlfriend. Maybe after a few more months he might be interested, but for now the single life was more his style.

He occasionally saw Enid in the streets. At first she avoided him, but after several ‘almost’ meetings, she’d taken to smiling and nodding her head before moving on without saying a word. Phil breathed a silent sigh of relief that his drunken pass had not had a lasting effect.

His half sibling, Henry, had started school this year, which meant his mother no longer had young ones under her feet during the day. Ever since his own birth twenty-five years ago, the houses the family lived in had been full of children, but now his mother would at least have a modicum of freedom. He made up his mind to take some of his savings next time he came ashore, and treat the busy woman to a day out.

Stormy weather hovered over Plymouth, making it impossible for the boats to put out to sea. After several days being stuck indoors, Phil visited the pub for the evening. He didn’t have far to go, but was determined to enjoy himself.

Several of his mates were in the bar and he sat beside the roaring fire with them as they discussed the weather, fishing and the future. The married ones left first, muttering the wives would nag them if they stayed too long. As the evening wore on, the group gradually reduced in number until only Phil remained.

“Another pint, love?” the barmaid asked.

“Just one more,” Phil replied with a smile. “Then I should go.”

The ‘one more’ turned into two as he started chatting to the barmaid, but when she asked if he’d like a third, he shook his head.

“No, it’s time I went home, but thanks for asking.”

Phil left the warmth of the fire and turned his coat collar up as he walked outside. He hadn’t thought he’d drunk that much, but the stiff wind buffeted him and he staggered as the alcohol hit him with full force.

His uneven steps continued for some time until he stopped and realised he’d gone the wrong way, away from home instead of toward it. Phil looked around. Where was he? He didn’t recognise his surroundings. In his befuddled state he wasn’t sure which way to go.

He leaned against a wall to steady his head and get a lead on his bearings, but several minutes later, he knew he was lost.

“Well, Phil.” He knew he talked to himself, but his drunken haze made it sensible to voice his feelings out loud. “The best thing to do is head for the harbour. Take in the air and see if you can smell the sea.”

He obeyed his own instructions and sniffed the surrounding air. This made him cough as the odours of a nearby rubbish heap attacked his nose. Taking a deep breath, he moved forward and turned the corner of the building and took another sniff.

“Left. The sea is to the left.”

Still staggering, he headed to the left, but another sniff led him to the right until he had to admit trying to find the sea by smell was not a good idea. A bench sat on the edge of the rough land at the side of the road, and he sank down on to it. His eyes slowly closed.

“Mustn’t sleep,” he muttered. “Got to get home before I sleep.”

His words drifted away as he succumbed to the heaviness of his eyes and he knew no more until he felt rough hands on his body. Opening his eyes, he saw two ruffians pulling at his coat to search his pockets.

“Hey, what do you think you’re doing?”

He pushed the men who at first were startled he’d woken up. They soon recovered and hit him, but Phil wasn’t so drunk he couldn’t fight back. He landed several punches on the smaller of the two men, but when he tried to stand, the other one hit him, and the blow landed on his head, knocking him unconscious.
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“Phil? Is that you?”

A soft feminine voice brought him back to semi-awareness.

“It is you. What happened?” The woman sounded surprised.

Phil struggled to sit up and the owner of the voice put her arms around him and pulled him upright. He tried to see who had spoken to him, but his eyes refused to open. His hands moved to his face to prize the lids open with his fingers, but the unknown woman pulled them away.

“No, don’t touch your eyes. They’re very swollen and you’ll do more damage.” She looped her hands under his arm and pulled. “Let me help you up. I live close by and can patch you up before I help you get home.”

Their route to the woman’s home was a wandering one as Phil staggered from side to side of the narrow road. He did not know what time it was, if night had passed and day had arrived, but the calmness of the weather made him think it was around dawn. He shivered and wondered why he no longer wore his thick seaman’s coat. His companion interrupted his thoughts, leaning him against a wall while she unlocked the door into a building. She turned to one side of the hallway and helped him to the room inside. Once there, he collapsed and lay back on a padded seat. He felt a soft blanket being tucked around him. Pain lanced through his head, and he knew no more.

When he woke the sun was shining brightly through the thin curtains covering the windows. It took him a few moments to realise his eyes, although sore, could open. He looked blearily around the room, wondering where he was. Then he remembered the woman who had rescued him. There was no sign of her and he wondered if she had led him here, then left him. Phil struggled to sit up, but the opening of the door made him glance that way.

“Stay still, Phil.” The woman hurried across the room and pushed him gently back onto the pillows behind him. “How are you feeling?”

Now that he could see, he recognised Enid. It must have been her who rescued him, but he could only remember arriving in this room and collapsing on the bed.

“I don’t know.” Phil tried to shake his head, but cried out as pain exploded once more.

“Lie still,” Enid admonished. “You’ve had quite a beating. Do you remember what happened?”

Phil struggled to remember the events of the night before.

“I had too much to drink,” he muttered sheepishly. “I guess I passed out in the street. Thank you for helping me.”

“Your injuries wouldn’t come from passing out because of too much alcohol. I’m sure someone has beaten you.”

The mists in Phil’s mind cleared. He frowned as memories of the two ruffians surfaced.

“Two men. I woke up sitting on a seat by a wall, and they were rifling through my clothes. When they saw I was awake, they hit me several times. I tried to hit back, but one of them landed a punch on my head and I don’t remember any more.”

“Could you identify the men?”

“No.” Phil tried to shake his head, then thought better of it. “They must have taken my coat, though. Shame, it was a good coat to wear in the bad weather at sea.”

“I think we’d best get you home. Your mother will be worried about you.” Enid bent to help him up from the bed, and Phil gratefully accepted her help.

She led him into the hallway outside her room and turned toward the back of the house to get out into the yard. There, she pointed to the outdoor privy and stood back to let him enter.

Phil shut the door behind him and relieved himself in the sparkling clean toilet. When he returned outside, Enid took him back through the house to the front door. As they left the premises, to his surprise he recognised the narrow lane. It was only a few streets from his mother’s house. He wondered why Enid hadn’t contacted his mother so his stepfather and brother could come and retrieve him. He then realised a woman walking the streets in the dark of night would not be safe, so Enid had done the best she could under the circumstances.

He felt steadier on his feet the further they walked, but Enid still held his arm to make sure he didn’t fall. At the corner of his mother’s street, Phil stopped and turned to face his companion.

“Enid, I think I can make the rest of the way on my own.” She opened her mouth to speak, but Phil shushed her. “It wouldn’t do your reputation any good if someone realised I spent the night in your room. If you’re worried about me making it to my mother’s front door, then watch from here, but after your wonderful help, I’d rather people didn’t whisper about you.”

Enid nodded, understanding his reasoning. She let go his arm and took a step back, but Phil leaned forward and kissed her cheek.

“Thank you, Enid. I hate to think what would have happened if you hadn’t found me.”

She sent him a shy smile before he walked down the street to his mother’s. When he got there and turned to look back, Enid lifted a hand to wave, then disappeared back the way they had come. He opened the door and entered the house.

“Phil, is that you?” His mother’s voice echoed from the kitchen.

He walked through to the back of the house.

“Yes, it’s me.”

His mother turned to him with a smile, but her eyes widened in shock when she saw the state of his face.

“Philip John Field, whatever has happened to you? Did you drink too much and get into a brawl?”

“Not exactly. I had a bit too much to drink, but then I got set upon by a couple of men who took my coat and all the money I had left in my pockets. Which reminds me, we’d better change the lock on the door as my keys have gone too.”

“You can do the changing as it was your fault the keys got lost. Are you all right, though? You look terrible. There are bruises all around your eyes and your nose is a bit out of line. Where did you spend the night?”

“I’m sore, but I’ll be all right. I washed my face when I woke up this morning in the seamen’s mission.” The last bit was a lie, but it was one his mother wouldn’t bother to check.

“You’d better get yourself sorted, then go see your skipper. He sent a boy round about an hour ago with a message for you to go down to the harbour.”

Phil nodded and made his way to the scullery. After washing, he went to his room and changed his clothes into his work attire. What to do about his coat? He rummaged in the wardrobe and found the tatty old jacket he’d worn before he bought the new coat.

“This will have to do,” he muttered as he left the room.

It didn’t take him long to reach the harbour. The skipper was on deck when he got to the fishing boat and he welcomed Phil with a handshake.

“What the heck happened to you?”

“I got set upon by a couple of men when I was on my way home last night. They even took my coat. I’m lucky I didn’t freeze to death.”

“Phil, come inside the cabin. I’ve got something to tell you.”

A very pensive Phil followed the skipper into the cabin. Why did the skipper look so concerned?
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The skipper turned toward him, a deep worried look on his face.

“Phil, I’m sorry to say I’m giving up fishing. I’ve sold the boat and the new owner has sons who will run it with him, so I’ll have to let you go.”

Phil’s heart sank. He’d known the skipper had been considering retiring, but hadn’t expected this to happen so suddenly.

“I’m really not happy about this. You’ve been a good worker and I’m sure you’ll quickly get another job. If you need a reference, I’m happy to supply one.”

“When will this happen?” Phil sounded calm, even though his insides were churning.

“With immediate effect. A quick handover was a stipulation of the sale.”

“I see.” Phil held out his hand. “Good luck, skipper. I hope you enjoy your retirement. We’ll have to go out for a drink sometime.”

“All the best for the future, Phil.”

With a shake of hands, Phil turned and made his way onto the deck and down the gangplank. He wandered aimlessly, trying to get his mind around the fact he was unemployed. There wasn’t much chance of a job on any of the other fishing boats. Families ran a lot of them and they would have no room for outsiders.

Phil thought of going for a beer while he thought through his options, but realised with no wages coming in, he’d have to cut back on the alcohol. When he was younger, he’d talked his problems over with his mother, who was a good listener and always had sensible suggestions to make. He hoped she could help this time.

His feet turned toward home, and with drooping shoulders, he entered the house. Thankfully, none of the rest of the family were home and his mother took one look at him and pulled the kettle off the range to make a pot of tea.

“What’s happened now?”

“I need your advice, Mum. The skipper’s retiring. He’s sold the boat to a man who will have his own sons as crew. This means I’m out of a job.”

“How about the other skippers? Do you think you’d have a chance getting a job with another boat?”

“I don’t think so. Most of them are family owned. I might have to come ashore, although I don’t think there’s much in the way of work in Plymouth at the moment.”

“Let me think about it. I’ll ask around and see if any of my friends know of openings anywhere. Maybe Dad can come up with some ideas. When do you finish on the boat?”

“As of now, I’m unemployed.” His mother blinked and looked aghast. “Don’t blame the skipper, Mum. It was part of the deal for the handover to take place immediately. He had to go along with it or lose the sale.”

Grace King harrumphed but didn’t make any other comment about the skipper.

“I’m going to see if there’s anything going on the boats, just to make sure there isn’t anything. Then I’ll check on shore.”

“All right, love.” She paused. “Phil. Don’t go drinking, will you? You won’t have money to waste on the booze until you find another job.”

Phil nodded and went out the door and headed for the docks.

Several hours later a beer really tempted him, but his mother’s words about not wasting money on booze rang in his mind. He shook his head and turned away from the pub. Hands in pockets and shoulders slumped, he trudged away from the harbour and headed for home. Perhaps his mother’s friends had come up with some suggestions.

Phil had almost reached home when Enid’s voice interrupted his thoughts.

“You’re looking better. Not happy, but not as ill as you were this morning.”

“Hi, Enid. I’m fine now.” To his surprise, he realised his words were true. The worry about finding a job had brushed away any thoughts of his hangover.

“So why the long face?” Her blue eyes sparkled with concern.

“I’ve lost my job.” The stark truth sounded awful when spoken out loud.

“Because of your drinking?” Enid’s hand clapped across her mouth and Phil realised she hadn’t meant to ask out loud.

“No.” He found a smile to soften the mood. “My skipper has sold the boat and the new owner’s family will crew it from now on. I’ve been going from boat to boat trying to find a new berth, but there’s nothing to be had.”

“Oh dear, that’s not good. There doesn’t seem to be much in the way of jobs for men in Plymouth at the moment.” Enid shook her head. “What are you going to do?”

“Don’t know. I’m hoping my mum and dad will have some ideas, but for now, I’ll have to knuckle down and keep my spending low.” Phil grinned at her. “No more drinking in the pubs.”

“If I hear of anything, I’ll let you know.” Enid stood on tiptoe and kissed Phil on the cheek, causing a look of surprise to cross his features.

Before he could react, Enid had turned on her heel and marched off down the street.

When he reached home, his stepfather sat at the kitchen table.

“Hi, Dad. Did Mum tell you my news?” Phil always called his mother’s husband Dad. He didn’t remember his own father, so this man was the only father he’d known.

“She did.” Ray King looked uncertain for a few moments, then appeared to make a decision. “Sit down, son. I have a suggestion to make.”

Phil did as he was told and sat opposite Ray. The older man leaned toward him and for a few moments he didn’t speak.

“You had any luck with the other boats?” Phil shook his head and Ray continued. “Do you want to continue to work with or near the sea?”

“I’d like to. It’s all I’ve ever known.” Phil wondered what Dad was getting at. He’d just told him there were no jobs on the fishing boats.

“Don’t answer this right away. You need to think about what I’m about to suggest.” Ray looks him straight in the eye and his words came out in a rush. “Have you considered joining the Royal Navy?”

Phil blinked in surprise. Joining the Royal Navy had never crossed his mind. It would mean he wouldn’t have to leave the sea, but did it mean he’d be at sea for long periods? Would he be ashore for a time while he trained? He would have to investigate what enlisting would mean.

“Thanks, Dad. I hadn’t actually thought of joining up, but I’ll look into it.”

Later in the day, he wandered along to the recruitment office to see if they had any information he could take home with him. The outside of the office looked like a shop, but when he opened the door, he saw there was only one desk facing the door, with posters advertising the Royal Navy plastered across the wall. Behind the desk sat a man, obviously a Navy officer. His short, dark hair was tidy, and his uniform looked spotless. Beneath the jacket he could see a sparkling white shirt with a black tie. The officer beamed at him when Phil announced he was interested in joining the Royal Navy.

“You certainly look old enough.” The man’s voice boomed so loud Phil blinked in surprise.

“I’d like some information to help me make my decision.”

“Do you have any experience with the sea?”

“I’ve been a fisherman since I left school and started work.”

“Excellent! Why are you leaving fishing?”

Phil wasn’t sure if he wanted to answer the man’s question. His reasons for leaving the sea were his concern and not the business of anyone else.

“If I decide to join, would I have to train ashore for some months before I go to sea, or would I immediately join a ship?” Even as he spoke, he thought his query sounded ridiculous. Of course he’d have to train before joining a ship.

The officer replied with exactly the same words he’d thought. The man shuffled papers across his desk and tidied a pile of them together along with a blank form.

“Here you go. If you think of other questions you need to ask, just pop in. There’s always someone here.” He offered the paperwork to Phil. “In the meantime, these leaflets should give you all the information you need, plus this form will need to be filled out if you decide to enlist.”

Phil took the paperwork and thanked him, and with a nod, he left the recruitment office. Nobody was in the house when he reached home and he made himself a cup of tea and took it up to his room. Spreading the papers out on his bed, he methodically read each one. When he finished, he leaned back against the headboard and went over what he’d learnt.

There were several pros and cons about joining up. First, he could stay at sea, but a lot of his freedom would be restricted. His Majesty’s Royal Navy offered the possibility of rising in the ranks and the pay would reflect this. The starter pay wasn’t much, but at least it would be regular and he wouldn’t have to dish out money for accommodation, food or uniform clothing. The biggest con would be not seeing his family, although the younger members still at home could spread out a bit if he weren’t there.

Phil picked up the application form. The first questions were what he’d expected. Name, address, what previous experience he’d had. At first he thought this would refer to the sea, but further questions showed examples of what they expected as answers. These included bakers, plumbers, engineers. Totally confused, his mind cleared as he realised ships at sea would need these experienced people to feed the crew and maintain the ship. The sound of the front door shutting drifted up the stairs. Phil collected all the paper together and headed downstairs, hoping his father had
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