OUR CRUISING ADVENTURE

Everyone laughed when my sister Rosemary said she'd booked for us to go Cruising in the Spring.


People are funny. Why shouldn't we? We've both 'washed those men right out of our hair', as the old Hymn has it. After years of being taken for granted we can do whatever we like. The tickets are booked. The Course is set. The Crew is waiting to give us the “Cruise of a Lifetime: The Caribbean Adventure”. All discounted courtesy of our local 'Make the Most of Your Final Years Group'. The Best Wishes Charity Shop will just have to do without us for 10 days... 


I will keep a log – in the 'Diary' sense – Just to make you all green with envy. Ain't I bad? 


Southampton here we come!


Day 1 – I WANT TO GO HOME! I feel sick all the time. Good thing I brought my own hot water bottle. I doubt they have them in the Caribbean. Teddy GylesB soothes my heaving tummy. His sweet rubber head nods every time I have a ripple. No sign of Rosemary. Off making contacts.
Day 2 – Still no sign of Rosemary. But I'm content. I am brought tea regularly and I have my complete Bridget Jones in the faux-leather book cover labelled “Practical Retailing”. Sheer. Bliss.

Day 3 - Rosemary bursts through the door. “Did you see that? We just passed Gibraltar! I'm going to see the Captain right away.” “What's the matter?” “Daisy, are you a complete idiot!? It's an outrage! We paid for Caribbean, not for the bloody Med.” 

R can be a bit sweary. But she did the booking so she has to blow off steam. Like when we were kids and I got a Brownie badge before she did. She swore all the way home then sweetly asked me if I'd help her with her knots to get her badge. She tied me to a tree at the end of the garden and left me there. They didn't find me for 3 hours. It was very cold by then. Must think positively...
Day 4 – Feel a bit better so go up on deck. Bump into R. She's had her hair done, is lippied up, and sports more mascara than a tin of boot polish! I remind her of our no cosmetics pact. She says she needed to impress the Captain to get our money back. But it didn't work. He showed her the small print. We're been booked on “The Caribbean-alike Adventure Cruise” and have to put up with it. Love her use of the passive tense. But at least he's re-allocated her to a top deck cabin in compensation. Lucky her! I told her she needed new glasses.

After a lie down and a biscuit I go back on deck to watch the coast of Spain slip by. See R on the top deck chatting to a man with a white cap. When I try to join them a Crewman wags his finger in my face: Not Allowed. I shout Co-eee to R. But she doesn't hear me.

Later I visit the Dining Hall for the first time. See R at a table and go to sit with her. But a Steward firmly bars me. “Captain's Table, Ma'am. Invitation only.” I tell him R's my sister. “Invitation only, Ma'am,” he insists. 

Realise I hate being Ma'amed. Hate even more being shown to the furthest table where the waitress hustles me through my meal just so she can clear the table. Rubbish food anyway.

Suddenly EVERYONE ELSE is standing up. Tables and chairs are packed away. A man with a synthesiser, and a woman with a microphone that draws attention to her cleavage, appear and tell us they will sing our favourite hits from the 90s. “Love is in the Air.” Really? The noise is appalling. I go out on deck and collide with a man smoking a cigar. He throws it over the side so he can catch me as I trip. 

“If you wanted to talk to me you could just say hello,” he says. “I needed a good reason to stop smoking,” he says, “and here you are. It's like you were sent to me.” 

Bloomin' cheek!
Go back inside when I'm sure the music has stopped. Mistake. They've gone to Karaoke. And... There is R looking straight at the Captain and singing, “I Will Always Love You!” You didn't know R could sing? You were right. She can't. I go out again. Cigar man is pulling out another from his pocket. But when he sees me looking he stops and grins sheepishly. Idiot! What a day! Can things get worse?
Day 5 – Yes they can! I am woken by klaxons, alarm bells, incoherent announcements, and fierce banging on the door. The last is R. Her hair is a mess and her mascara looks like a desperate clown's. She is not quite wearing a red nighty with 'It's been a hard day... Pet Me And I'll Purrrrr' printed on it. So vulgar.

She is locked out of her cabin. Can't get back in till tomorrow. Do I have anything she can wear? Obviously not. The 47 minutes she shakes her head as she examines every item in my case is worse than being called 'Ma'am' by the entire crew sneering as they dance around me in waves of condescension... 

R does grudgingly accepts my last-resort denims and the Best Wishes knitted jumper with moth holes. 

As for the emergency, the Captain told her a MAB cruiser has hit a reef off Sardinia and we're diverted to save crew and passengers... A what Cruiser? 

“That's what they call them: A 'Meet A Billionaire' Cruise. Billionaires like to get away from their family with no questions asked so they book on a culture cruise. The 'Culture' is provided by non-billionaires of all sexes who pay for the chance to rub shoulders with Big Money. So our Captain may be gone for days. 

We go up on deck to see the lifeboats bobbing over the waves bringing the rescued passengers to our side. The very helpful sailors tenderly assist them up the gangway. The rescued are mostly women for some reason. Perhaps they're always saved first. We wave to welcome them. R cheers on the men.

But the Woman next to us is furious. She punches the air and stamps her feet and curses. “Don't you know who they are?” asks R. “I don't care who they are. I just want them to go back!” The woman picks up a deck quoit, possibly for the exercise, or possibly just to throw at them. But when I tell her they're Billionaires her eyes widen. She drops the quoit on her foot and groans, but starts waving welcome furiously.

The last of the rescued passengers arrives. There are about 30 of them, 20 women and 10 men, and they line up on the deck looking tired and hungry. R tells me the Captain has stayed on their Cruiser to supervise the salvage operation. How does she always know these things?

She dismisses all the women as gold-diggers but asks if I recognise any of the male Billionaires. Of course I don't. But I wonder how she's so sure who's rich and who's not. She taps her nose. Then the  Vice Captain tells us that most of the new Guests will be accommodated without inconvenience until we dock at Lisbon in two days time. A few will travel on to Southampton with us. But to show their gratitude the Billionaires will host a Special Sherry Festival just for us night that they had planned to do on their own vessel.

I join in the cheer. After all this is turning into a bit of an adventure and, while I am not much of a drinker, I do enjoy a nice sherry.

Conversation at Dinner is very lively. But still not invited to Captain's Table. Just as well. No sign of him or R. She could be anywhere. Good luck to her.

I walk around my poor person's deck alone. In the still of the night sea it is clear that some people are expressing their gratitude already. Warm friendly sounds are coming out of the shadows, doorways, cupboards, and even the odd life boat. Good luck to them as well. Except the ones who got into my cabin and locked the door on me. I bang it but they just laugh. I'm tearful wondering if I have to find an empty lifeboat to spend the night. The sea laps against the boat like it understands.

I feel like crying. And I do.

“Can I help?” says a familiar voice.
To be continued
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