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A WAVE OF THEFT

by Louisa 

16 August 1840


The water swells against this giant clipper, as I lay in my cabin. ‘Tis warm, and droplets trickle down beneath my nightdress. My baby sister, Eleanor, clutches my hand with her plump fingers. The sighs and groans of my governess, Miss Williams, who sleeps nearby, have awoken me. Only one like little Eleanor can sleep through this noise.


We have left our grand home in England, and are sailing to New York so Father can expand his business. My older brother, baby sister, and I are the only children on this boat of wealthy men and women.  Although I am 11-years-of-age, Mother says I must still have a governess to care for me so I do not get in anyone’s way. I am very jealous of Edmund, my older brother. He has his own cabin, and is considered mature at 14.



It was just the day before last I caught him swigging Father’s prized rum and laughing like a mule. He needs a governess more than I.










Annabelle

17 August 1840


There are a few people on this big ship who have caught my attention. 


Mrs. Welch, for example, often forgets to wear her petticoats and Mr. Welch smokes so many cigars, he resembles a human chimney.



Mrs. Adams looks like a whale. She is also really horrible. She calls Edmund, Eleanor and me “vermin.” And Mr. Adams scares me slightly, with his cold eyes like ice and a red sunburned face that reminds me of a ripe tomato. I have more awful things to say about these two but it is not ladylike to do so. Although the Adams are especially rich, and well-liked, to me they are not at all genuine. Mother and Father ought not socialize with them. 


The Wells’ are an odd couple with a finicky and limited appetite. They fuss over everything!

Mr. Roberts is the only bachelor on the trip. He mostly keeps to himself, but during the rare moments he speaks to others, his eyes wander suspiciously as he plays with the ruby ring on his finger. 


Nathaniel Johnson, the first mate, pays attention to me, unlike most grown-ups, and likes to fool around. Although I like him, I somehow have the feeling that Captain Taylor doesn’t and would probably like him better if he were more serious. I’m not sure.


Captain Taylor is a very kind and helpful man. He makes the passengers feel safe and taken care of.



















Annabelle

18 August 1840


Yet again, I was awoken early this morning, this time by the shrill sounds of Mrs. Adam’s high–pitched screams and her heavy lumbering footsteps coming down the corridor. When I opened the cabin door, I saw her running madly in her dressing gown, looking like a charging hippopotamus. Her loud voice echoed, “My earrings are gone! Gone, I tell you, gone!” Mr. Adams ran after her, looking embarrassed, still in his nightcap.

Before I could see much more, my governess, Miss Williams, yanked me back inside, telling me not to stare or to be rude, but I didn’t care. I wanted to see more. In a world of properness and boring, I yearned for some excitement.













Annabelle

19 August 1840


I am overjoyed to tell you that today when Miss Williams was trying to make Eleanor sit still to learn her letters, I slipped out and walked down the corridor to see what I could find. I stopped when I passed the Adams’ door. 


“…You’re always so careless about things!” Mr. Adams barked impatiently. “How do you know your earrings were stolen? You could have misplaced them like you’ve done so many times before.”


Mrs. Adams was still upset from the day before. I could hear her sobbing.  Then I heard footsteps inside, coming towards the door. Nervous, I rushed off, running headlong into the Captain and his smiling face.








           


Annabelle

20 August 1840


Today Edmund turned 15 and we all visited Mother and Father’s stateroom for a celebration. Father had told me he had purchased a gift of cufflinks for my brother. 


Mother had gotten all sorts of sweets, but before I could get to the chocolate, Edmund had already eaten half of it. 


Shortly into the afternoon, Father excused himself to take out Edmund’s present, but he couldn’t seem to find it. “My dearest Elizabeth,” he called to Mother, “Have you seen that little brown box?”


“I think I saw it on the bureau last night, darling, but my memory often deceives me,” she replied. 


Father went back to the bedroom and started combing through the drawers. He even looked under the bureau. When he returned, the usual spark in his eyes was not present.


“Charles, I am sure it will turn up. It always does. Remember when you thought you had lost your pocket watch when it had fallen off its chain and it had merely slipped through a hole in your pocket?  You found it a week later. Relax, dear,” Mother reassured him. 


We continued enjoying ourselves, but Father remained slightly tense. I wonder where Edmund’s gift could possibly be.











Annabelle

21 August 1840


I was invited to visit the Wells’ for dinner today. It wasn’t something I really wanted to do, but Miss Williams insisted that I go. She said it was the polite thing to do. 


When I arrived the steward was just bringing in a tray on which sat a large dish protected by a round metal cover. Mrs. Wells scrutinized the dish when it was uncovered. You should have seen her face when she saw the salt pork and the dried biscuits, obviously meant to go to another room. Her mouth pinched as if she had swallowed a lemon and immediately ordered the steward to remove the dish he brought and replace it with a plate of some cheese, olives, sardines, figs, and French plums. This was followed by a lecture on good taste and the importance of eating fine foods. 


It’s odd that children are expected to be polite, when adults don’t always follow that rule. 
 











Annabelle
22 August 1840


Ever since the earrings and cufflinks went missing, there has been a lot of gossiping. Fingers point to Miss Williams whenever she wears the brooch we got her for Christmas, not expecting someone of her station to have such nice jewels.


I heard Mrs. Adams whisper to her husband and comment, “The dear is wearing more jewelry lately.” 


I can tell you for sure my governess is innocent!











Annabelle

23 August 1840


Mr. Johnson, the very kind first mate, was nice enough to give me a deck of cards this morning. So while Eleanor was napping this afternoon, Miss Williams and I played a game of Hearts. I was surprised that she cheated by switching cards when she thought I wasn’t looking. I never would have thought that of her. Maybe my assumption of her innocence involving the missing jewelry was wrong.











Annabelle

* * * * * *


Damn that girl Annabelle! Clever that little devil is. She might even find me out! I wish she were one of those girls who spend all her time sewing and playing dolls. Instead, though, she pokes her​ inquisitive little nose where it should not be, and sneaks away every chance she gets. She cannot disrupt me from my plan! These days it’s hard to sleep at night. But that's what I get for keeping stolen jewelry under my pillow…






* * * * * *

24 August 1840


With so many days on the sea and not much to do, there’s a lot of rum and whiskey flowing. I could not sleep last night as the raucous of drunk passengers kept me awake. I don’t know how Miss Williams slept through it. Maybe she is used to loud nighttime noises considering her thunderous snore. I decided to take advantage of her unconscious state and slipped out.  I am disgusted that normally controlled behaviors had become so unruly.










Annabelle

* * * * * *


Last night while a tipsy group of passengers were out on the deck, I had a drink with Mr. Roberts and noticed he wasn’t wearing his dazzling ruby ring. I excused myself, stealing into his room while he wasn’t there. He would be too drunk to know who I was, even if he caught me.  I found the ring easily, put it in my pocket, and went back to my cabin, with enough loot to pay off my debt. Hopefully that little runt Annabelle won’t play her detective games.
* * * * * *

27 August 1840


Mr. Roberts has not left his room since his ring was stolen, and Mrs. Adams will not speak to her husband, blaming him for misplacing her diamond earrings. And poor Father, always so meticulous, is distraught about not having found the cufflinks meant for Edmund. The atmosphere on the ship has become quite eerie, with everyone constantly looking over their shoulder. I am feeling uneasy, and for the first time do not want to stray from Miss Williams. 











Annabelle

28 August 1840


Only one more day until we are in America! I am thrilled at the prospect of reaching land. I can’t wait to escape the confinements of this ship and the mysterious cloud that hangs over it.











Annabelle

***


The day dawned bright and clear on 29 August 1840. The sails were full blown as the Queen Victoria gracefully pulled into the busy New York harbor. All the women were decked out in the finest linen. Their full skirts swirled as they disembarked. The men stood tall in their crisp pressed shirts. Big wooden trunks were hauled off the steep gangplank, as droves of people scurried around the pier.


“That’s okay, sir, I can handle my own bags,” Captain Taylor politely said to the short, slight porter, as he straightened his own navy blue commanding uniform. 


Captain Taylor noticed Mrs. Adams waddling off, waving goodbye as she and Mr. Adams went to greet the carriage waiting for them. He saw Mr. Roberts slipping by barely saying a word to anyone. Soon the quiet man was lost in the milling crowd. 

Miss Williams was holding Eleanor’s hand, as they made their way off the ship. Edmund and his father looked deep in conversation, while Annabelle joyfully skipped off, her mother calling after her.


“Annabelle, dear, don’t go off like that,” she said sternly. “We don’t want to lose you.”


Annabelle turned to listen to her mother, not paying attention to where she was going, and without realizing it, she crashed into the captain, toppling him and herself. Startled, she immediately apologized. “Sorry!” she said, her surprised face hiding a slight fear mixed with laughter at seeing the captain sprawled on the ground.

Mr. and Mrs. Daniels came rushing up, Miss Williams behind them.


“Our deepest apologies, Captain Taylor.” As they talked with the captain, they did not see Eleanor grab the sparkling objects that had fallen from the captain’s pocket. 


“Father, look,” she toddled back to Mr. Daniels with her hands

 full. “See what I found!” 


“Eleanor!” Mr. Daniels began to reprimand her.  


The captain stammered as he reached for the objects in the little girl’s hand. “Oh, oh, thank you… thank you, dear… Here, I’ll, I’ll, I’ll just take this back now.” But Eleanor didn’t relinquish any of it.



“Wait!” Annabelle came running. “I need to see that!” She pried the small shiny things from Eleanor. There was a pair of diamond earrings, some new cufflinks, and a ruby ring.

THE END!
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