


I can remember very clearly, even now, what it was like
when we climbed over the wall into the garden of the
big house. We knew we weren't supposed to, but we




Over the wall it wasn't much like the kind of garden we
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We plunged deeper and deeper into . We thought we
were completely lost; then all at once we pushed aside
a screen of branches and saw something absolutely
astonishing.




It was a ship. At least, it wasnt real ship: but you
could see 1t was meant to be a ship. Bushes had been
cut into the shape of the bows and stern, and two trees
rrimmed to look like funnels. On cither side of these

there were two tall thin trees with not many branches

that were obviously meant to be the masts,
Then Alice said: "Come on. I here's nobody about.
Let’s get a look at it.”




Towud.s the back of the ship there was also something
a tree house or a small garden shed perched on top

-

na tree-stump. A set of wooden steps led up

| we climbed them and went in.

Inside there was a wheel with spokes that stuck out,
just as if it were a proper ship. On a little shelf ther
was a telescope, and next to 1t a photo in a brown

wooden frame of a man in uniform. From the roof
hung an old lantern. Through the windows you cou
see for miles. You could almost believe you were at s

And then suddenly we were taken by surprise by a
voice which said: “Well, what have we here, Bosun?

Stowaways?"



Swabbing the decks turned out to be sweeping away
the leaves; but tea really was tea, with madeira cake and
cucumber sandwiches. At the end of it Mrs Tredegar
(that was her name) said: “The Bosun will see you
ashore. And why not come aboard again tomorrow? I'm
sure that's what the Captain would have wished.”

}'hcrc was a thin lady in a dark dress looking up at us.
Whaf do yonthlnk. Bosun? Shall we clap them in
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Wm." Sﬁl:d_ ﬂ)e Bosun, who actually looked
. “Swabbin' the decks is the thing, if




We took turns to stand at
the wheel and steer the ship.

Mrs Tredegar showed us how

to use the telescope.

Next morning, with permission
from our aunt, we were back at

the green ship.

We climbed the masts.

By the end of the day we
were a fully-n'amcd' crew.




On our next visit Mrs Tredegar pmduccd an old atlas,
and every day after that we im.lgincd that we were
R a }\.xlm tree (there 1‘\'.111} was a p.dm tree ) became the

yoyaging to some new place. s 25
g far-off shore of Egypt.

were in the Arctic.

One chilly day we prerended we
e O sheep that had got

v i an Iralian ruin; Bushes became icebergs and some
into the ganden by mistake became polar-bears
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The last few days of our holiday were hot and sunny.
They got hotter and hotter. We wore sunhats and
played deck-quoits and drank lots of limejuice. It

seemed as though we were heading southward through
tropical seas.




ers had to be shaved; which scemed to include
cket of so:psuds
he kitchen, and

First-tum
Alice as well as me. There was a bu
and a sort of wooden butterknife from ¢

we all got very wet.
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Eventually i
Eventually it became so hot that M i
- De at Mrs Tredegar decided
d‘“. R mnt.'::t have reached the Equator, and that we
e ceremony omessmg the Line. The

1a beard made of
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Y3 A huge warm wind blew through the gardcn.
: Mrs Tredegar took the wheel.
“What would the captain have done:” she sad.
“Steer into the eye of the storm. That's it.
Steer into the eve of the storm.”

’::next dat{‘:B the last full day of our holiday and it
¥ agl?:‘ hat we should stay overnight at the big
Wse. 15y md 1er was hotter than ever and

4 strange colour and large drops
re’s going to be a storm,”
crew, into ;he




And what a storm 1t was!
. -~ -
¥ There were huge claps of thunder; lightning
\'l'.l(k]\\l ACTOSS (lh‘ \\'ll\)]l‘ u" lhv.‘ \k\



I 'he swaving of the lantern ar
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truly at sea vd the storm seemed K




At some point we must have fallen asleep, because
when we awoke we were on the floor of the
wheelhouse and early morning sunlight was shining
on us.

Mirs Tredegar was still at the wheel.

“She came through,” she said. “She came through.”
Then she turned and looked at us and said: “Well

done, crew. The captain would have been proud of
you.”

And then Mrs Tredegar walked out across the grass
and with a long trail of ivy tied up the battered ship

as if she had come into port at last.
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And so gradually, year by year, the trees are growing
back into their old shape; they are becoming ordinary
trees, and soon there will no longer be any way at all
of knowing that they were once the Green Ship




