December 5, 1957

My name is Virginia Powell  I'm ten years old, and this is my diary:

I'm alive.

My head hurts, my paw hurts, I feel sick, but I'm alive.

Mr. Stafford found this notebook in some luggage that washed up.  It's wrinkly from being wet, but mostly dry now.  He said I should rest, so I'm going to write.  He doesn't want me to do much because of my paw.  It got cut open during the accident.  Hurts worse than anything ever!  I can barely wiggle the fingers, and it's swollen.  At least it's my left paw, so I can write.  It's been two days since the crash.  The airplane (I think it's a DC-6) is on the reef.  The silver tail is sticking up like a fin, and there's a big shiny slick on the ocean.  It looks like a dead whale bleeding a dirty rainbow.  Mr. Stafford says that's good because it can be seen from the sky.  I can see Mr. Stafford's orange life vest.  He keeps swimming out to the plane to look for survivors and anything useful.  He says we made it, so maybe others did too.  There were three of us yesterday, but the woman with the head injury died this morning She never talked, so I don't know her name.  Mr. Stafford took her away and buried her somewhere.  My parents are okay.  I can feel it.  They're on another part of the island.  It's rocky and hard to get around, so it makes sense that we haven't found them.  There's another island I can see in the distance.  Maybe they got there?  I can't climb because of my paw, so I'm stuck here on the cliff.  There's a spot I can walk around, but it's almost 100 feet down to the beach.  It's not a nice sand beach.  It's a nasty beach of rocks.  Mr. Stafford says it's my job to watch for any rescue boats or planes.  They'll see the wreck and maybe the smoke from our fire.  There's a flare gun here.  Mr. Stafford showed me how to use it.  If I see anything, I have to shoot it in the air.  I hope it doesn't hurt to shoot it.  
 
December 6

Mr. Stafford said I can call him John.  It's so weird to call an adult by their first name, but I'm trying to get used to it.  I'd be dead if it wasn't for him.  That's crazy to think about.  He doesn't talk a lot, but he works really hard.  I think I ask too many questions and it annoys him.  He told me he was in the Marines, and he was on islands similar to this during the war.  I guess that's how he knows what to do.  He wears a wedding ring.  I don't know if his wife was on the airplane, and I'm afraid to ask.  We still haven't seen any rescue planes or boats.  It's been cloudy, and storms keep coming in.  It rains every day, so it's hard to keep the fire going.  John said he's not going out to the crash anymore because of the sharks.  We have a lot of stuff now.  Whatever he could drag up the cliff.  John says we're going to get rescued soon, but collecting all this was something for him to do.  We got a fire ax, two knives, canned food, matches, lighters, boxes of tiny bottles of booze, and lots of luggage to sort through.  More brushes, combs, compacts, and toothbrushes than anyone needs.  We even found a pistol, but it only has six bullets, and it was in the water.  John says it might not work.  There was a lifeboat, but it got torn up on the rocks.  Now it's only good as a tent to keep the rain off us.  There was a first-aid kit, which we need.  My paw has to be cleaned several times a day.  I hate it!  It hurts so much, but John says it has to be done.  My paw looks ugly.  It's gross and oozing stuff, and the fingertips turned black.  Smells bad, and the flies want to get to it.  I keep it covered, and we have a camp in the open so the wind blows the bugs away.  John says the doctors will be able to fix it when help comes.  I hope they come soon.  
 
December 8

Big storm came in, and we had to move the camp.  There's a cave that John found, and we stayed there.  He had to carry me.  I'm so sick and dizzy.  I can barely write.  But my paw doesn't hurt much anymore.  I think I'm getting better.  
 
[No date recorded.  The following entry is near-illegible]

I HATE HIM!  I HATE HIM!  I HOPE HE DIES!  HE CUT IT OFF!  HE HELD ME DOWN AND CUT IT OFF!  I BEGGED HIM TO STOP, BUT HE WOULDN'T LISTEN!  I WILL NEVER FORGIVE HIM!  NEVER!
 
December 18

My fever is down.  I'm feeling a little better.  I haven't been able to write because I was crying and sleeping so much.  It hurts a lot, and I'm still angry.  I can't look at what he did to me.  I don't want to think about it.  I won't look at him when it cleans it.  I get dizzy when I stand, and he has to help me with... everything.  He knows I'm mad at him because I won't talk to him.  He talks to me, though.  He told me the airplane is gone.  The storm carried it away.  There's nothing to see from the sky now.

I don't think anyone is coming to get us.  

It hurts too much to write. 
 
December 21

We ate the last of the canned food today.  I hate this stupid island.  I want to go home.  I miss my friends.  I even miss school.  I wish my parents never brought me on this trip.  They're dead.  I know that now.

At least I can potty on my own again.

Still hurts too much to write.  
