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​Billy is an old Sea Dog

He lives in a small fishing village

His old boat is seaworthy, just

He has sailed the world as a Bosun

He is now retired and bored

Maybe something will happen today
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To old sailors worldwide
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Chapter 1 – Billy Bosun
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The old sea dog calling himself Billy Bosun due to the fact that he had been a bosun on countless old freighters sailing the seven seas for years too many to remember, sat on a bollard on the windy quay.

He lived in a small forgotten fishing village on the coast of somewhere.

Not sure exactly where in the world he was, it did not really matter to old Billy Bosun. He had ended up here when no shipping company needed him anymore.

He was still able to work but the numbers in his log book were against him. The dates told the story of his age, ignoring the fact that his body was still in full working order, as was his mind.

Days on end were spent either sitting on his bollard or in his little fishing boat, Molly, setting lobster pots. Named after a long lost sweetheart in a long forgotten port, he liked the name. It was comforting and non-threatening. Like an old well-worn sweater. And just like an old sweater, the memories were full of holes as well.

A glorious life it had been, roaming across the oceans, putting into exotic ports, getting waylaid by beautiful women promising heaven on earth to gullible sailors. 

Billy could still remember the first time he had met a local woman in a South American port. They had dinner together and talked. It might have gone further but for the fact that young Billy found her bad breath off putting. Only later did he understand that she had been eating garlic and he, Billy, had never tried it.

Well, he had learned an awful lot of things since then. That knowledge had helped keep him alive through countless situations over the years. 

And now, what use all this knowledge, when nobody came for help or advice?

The sun came out and changed the whole of the small port from dull and grey to bright and beautiful. Seagulls were diving for scraps and sparrows and pigeons were scouring the cobbles for tidbits.

Billy’s mood lifted as well as he looked around at things familiar and friendly in the bright sunlight.

Then he spotted a young female hurrying towards him.
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Chapter 2 – Miss Malone
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“Billy, Billy Bosun?” The young woman called as she got closer. “I need your help. I need to go to the island out there.”

She pointed out beyond the harbor entrance at a long strip of rock, just visible over the horizon. It was several nautical miles away and it was not a friendly place.

What could she possibly want to go out there for? Billy Bosun was not the least interested in a long trip like that in his small boat. Shaking his head at her, he resumed his work repairing lobster pots.

The young woman was not that easy to dissuade. She placed herself in front of Billy, blocking out his sun. Feet firmly planted some distance apart she made an immovable obstacle.

The island she had pointed at had no name even though it did appear on charts. But as nobody ever ventured out to it, why should it have a name?

Depending on time of day and the weather, the island could appear white or it could look black. At that moment it looked white and alluringly friendly. Billy was not taken in by that and told the young lady that it was all an illusion.

Miss Malone as she had introduced herself to Billy was not to be dissuaded. She looked down at Billy, now in shadow and missing the warmth of the sun. 

“I had a call over the marine shortwave radio yesterday evening. It was from my Grandad. He is out there, on the island and he needs my help. He needs our help, yours and mine.”

“Why does he need my help? I do not know you, or your grandad.”

“But he knows you, he asked for you by your name.”

Billy squinted up at his visitor who had by now given him access to sunshine. “What is your grandad’s name?”
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Chapter 3 – Harry Prince
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“Harry Prince.” Miss Malone answered.

Billy was stunned. That was a blast from the past. Going by the nickname of Prince Harry, together they had on occasions posed as the Royal princes. Billy of course whose real name was William had played the role of the older brother and red headed Harry passed as, well Prince Harry.

That had been many years ago and they had long lost contact as mariners always changed ships and went in search of better employment or more excitement.

How Harry Prince had managed to get himself stranded on the island situated not that far from the fishing village where Billy was now, confronted by Harry’s grandaughter, was beyond his imagination.

Billy remembered Harry as a practical joker, who loved to practice without harming. One incident sprang to Billy’s mind. 

They were about to cross the equator, on their way to Valparaiso in Chile. Preparations had been made and the scene was set. All they needed were crew members to baptize. 

On board was one individual who had a distinct problem with body hygiene combined with an acute aversion to soap and water. Harry had made it his mission to sort this out. 

Before lining up candidates to be baptized, Harry had searched the cabin of this individual and taken possession of his certificate.

On the eve of the event itself, individuals who could not provide a certificate were seized and restrained in an empty cabin until the following day.

Billy could still remember the satisfied grin on Harry’s face as the smelly individual was thrown into equally smelly water, putting up an almighty fight to avoid his cleansing fate. 
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Chapter 4 – The Grandad
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Miss Malone watched Billy as his face mirrored long forgotten memories.

“So will you help me? We must hurry!” Miss Malone was if nothing else, very insistent, Billy thought.

But in this fishing village, nothing worked at speed. All things had to be considered and weighted to ascertain their importance.

“What is the color of your grandad’s hair?” Billy inquired, looking up at the young woman from his bollard seat. In the sunlight, now allowed to shine on him, his well-worn dungarees looked pale blue and the patches showed up slightly darker.

Billy had not shaved for a while and the bottom part of his face, wrinkled by sun and wind, was partially hidden by his beard. His floppy pointed hat took care of the top part. 

As Billy waited for the girl to answer, he studied her through his squinting eyes. She was quite pretty in an ordinary way, No make-up and her hair falling natural over her shoulders. Dressed practical in trousers and a jacket over a plaid shirt, in her flat shoes, she looked ready for business.

“Ginger.” She said and waited. Then, “Can we now go?”

Billy looked up at her with a slight smile on his face, shaking his head slowly. “No we cannot. I might know your grandad or he might know me. Ginger hair or not, that does not make him Harry Prince in my book. I need more before I am convinced. And even then I am not going out to
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