





Chapter 59

A DIAMOND
DUST or STARS

D ays passed at sea, HMS Victory sailed round the
furthest tip of Scotland, and found herself alone
in the deepest, darkest North Sea.

Weeks passed. As the ship travelled north, the
sea grew rougher and rougher. Waves as tall as trees
crashed over the Victory,

SPLISH!

SPLLASH!

SPLOSH!

Everyone had to work together to stop the ship
from sinking. Even Woolly. The mammoth hosed up
the pools of water on the deck with her trunk, and
sprayed them back overboard.

Another night descended on the Victory as g

last they passed into calmer waters. The Pensioners
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“Goodnight, Woolly,” Elsie would say-
“HOO0Y Woolly would reply, which if translated
mammoth language means “Goodnight, Elsie”.
The gird would tuck herself in under the soft fur of
Woolly’s belly. The mammoth would then shuffle
together to protect her friend from the cold.
nade the softest, comfiest bed, and at night, as
ser, Elsie felt that she was home. Looking
up, she could see the amond dust of stars in the sky.
Everything seemed so perfect.
It couldn’s last.

And it didn’c




