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Monday 7th February

From: [NIGHTOWL@CYBER . COM Sent:jat 16:00
To: | zuasTERGPRIME. O Uk | Sublect faute AHOY!

i e s
Hi, guys!

Neato news from CyberSnax - heart of
the New York cyber world! I’ve been
promoted! Mr Lewin has given me my own
mop! Things sure are looking good for
your Transatlantic dishwasher buddy!
And if that wasn’t exciting enough,
I‘'ve got some other news for you. Keep
your eyes open for a real amazing ship
that’'s heading your way. It's called

*The Stonewall Jay*. It just left New

York and it’'s making straight for
Portsmouth.

Check it out, guys! It‘s an ex-US Navy
warship. It was hwght by some big

company md ﬁm& up so it looks
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. cabins!
I went aboard while it was in New York,

and it was a gas.
Heck! My new mop is hollering at me to
go swab some floors. Catch you soon,

guys.

Mitch ‘Aharr! Jim, lad,’ Zanelli

Portsmouth, England.

Monday 21st february, 10 a.m.

It was one of those bright, sunlit February days
that made Tamsyn Smith feel that maybe winter
in England wasn’t so very bad after all.

She was with her friends, Josh Allan and Rob
Zanelli, down at the docks which fronted the
enclosed haven that was Portsmouth Harbour.
They were part of a short queue moving along a
floating boom towards a large, impressive grey
warship.

The Stonewall Jay.

It had arrived in the harbour on Saturday. Rob,
Tamsyn and Josh had been awaiting its arrival
ever since they had received the e-mail from their
American friend, Mitch.

Although Mitch and Rob shared the same last
name, they weren't related so far as they knew.
Rob had contacted Mitch some time ago via the
Internet, and they had become firm, if separated,
friends.
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As this was half-term week, Rob and the others
had decided to avoid the rush of eager beavers
over the weekend and leave their visit until the
initial scrum had subsided a little.

Behind them, in permanent dry dock, the famil-
iar dark shape of HMS Victory lifted its spiky
masts and web-like rigging into the brilliant blue
sky.

}Illob looked at the drab grey shape of the
Stonewall Jay and then ran his eyes over the
romantic contours of the old eighteenth-century
warship.

He pointed to the Victory. ‘Now that,’ he said,
‘is what I call a proper warship. Launched in 1765.
104 guns. Crew of 850 officers and men. And on
the 21st of October, 1805, Admiral Lord Nelson
was fatally wounded whilst leading the British
fleet to victory against—’

‘Oh, stop showing off, Rob,” Tamsyn said with
a laugh. “Anyone in the world could get informa-
tion like that off the Internet.’

“True,” admitted Rob, ‘but they’d have to remem-
ber it as well. That's the difference.’

Josh got behind Rob’s wheelchair to assist
Tamsyn in pushing their friend up the slope. Rob
had lost the use of his legs in a car crash five years
ago when he had been eight years old.

The Stonewall Jay had limited wheelchair
access, which meant Rob could take a good look
around above decks; but there was no way he
could join his friends for the full guided tour.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ he said as they came
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onto the deck. ‘There’s plenty to look at up here.
And you can tell me about all the other stuff.’

The small group of visitors was gathered
together by a ramrod-stiff man in a crisp, smart
US Navy Uniform.

‘Welcome aboard the US Stonewall Jay,’ the
man said in a strong Australian accent. ‘I hope
you have an interesting, enjoyable and informa-
tive tour, and I would remind you that visitors
are asked to keep to the main designated tour
routes at all times, as signified by the yellow
arrows.’

‘Excuse me,” Tamsyn said to the man as they
manoeuvred Rob’s wheelchair out of the main
huddle of people. ‘I've been wondering about this
ever since I found out the ship’s name. What kind
of a bird is a Stonewall Jay? I've looked the name
up all over the place, but I can’t find it anywhere.’

The crewman smiled. ‘It isn’t named after a
bird, miss. Stonewall Jay is short for Stonewall
Jackson. He was a general in the American Civil
War.’

‘Oh, I see.” Well, that was one mystery solved.

There were about twenty people in the group
to which Tamsyn and Josh attached themselves.
They gave Rob a wave as they headed in through
a small, narrow entrance.

Rob turned and made his way down to the
stern where two massive gun turrets squatted
threateningly on the deck, pointing their once
deadly weapons away towards Portsdown Hill.

Josh and Tamsyn trooped along with the rest as
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the tour led them along narrow corridors and up
steep, cramped stairways towards the bridge.

They crammed together in the wheelhouse.

“This ship,” announced their guide, ‘was built in
1923. It is 160 metres long and has a beam, at the
widest point, of 25 metres. It held a crew of 727
officers and men, and could steam at a maximum
of 21 knots. If you take a look through the
window, here, you will see the forward gun turret,
consisting of an armoured barbette, and two
twelve-inch guns.’

Josh peered through the lofty window down at
the bow of the ship. ‘Twelve inches? he said to
Tamsyn. ‘That’s about 30 centimetres, isn’t it?
What a titchy little gun for such a big ship.’

“That’s not how long they were, twit! I think he
means the bullets it shot were twelve inches
across,” Tamsyn said, over the continuing voice of
their guide.

‘T know. I was kidding. And you mean shells,’
Josh corrected her. ‘Big guns like that fire shells,
not bullets.’

“Thanks, Josh,’ said Tamsyn, giving him a look.
‘I'm glad you told me that. Look, I'm not inter-
ested in how they went around blowing things
up. I want to know what things were like for the
crew and stuff like that.’

As the snake of tourists made its way down
below decks, their guide poured out a continuous
stream of information. A steep descent took them
to the engine room. The ship’s engines were
massive.
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“Wow,’ said Josh, gazing at the huge machin-
ery. ‘Amazing! We could do with one of these in
our washing machine — it's always breaking
down.’ '

‘Keep up, Josh,” Tamsyn threw back as the
tour moved on. ‘You don’t want to get lost.”

The guide led them out of the engine room.
The sudden change from the drab grey walls and
functional appearance of the rest of the ship
was quite dramatic. There were carpets in this
area, and brass light fittings and pristine paint-
work, as well as the smell of polish and air
freshener.

“This area was originally the crew’s quarters,’
he told them. ‘But now they’ve been converted
into berths for travellers who want to experience
a cruise with a difference.”

The tour did an about-turn and set off towards
the boiler room. They came into the room on an
upper gallery.

Tamsyn stared down into the great dark gulf.
Her imagination peopled the room with sweating
stokers, shovelling coal into the huge greedy boil-
ers while the ship ploughed through the water
into battle. '

‘It reminds me of that old black and white film,’
Tamsyn said. “You know? The one all about that
ship in the Second World War.’ She looked round
to Josh. ‘Know the one I mean?’

A strange face stared at her.

‘Oh, sorry. I thought you were ... er ..." She
peered over the woman'’s shoulder, expecting to




