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    To all those who go to sea,
and those who want to

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter One


[image: ]


“All hands on deck!” Shaun yelled down through the companionway hatch.

Jonas bolted awake, hurriedly put on his clothes and shoes, and ran up the companionway ladder and onto the deck.  “What’s going on?” he questioned Shaun in near fright.  He could see Wanderer’s bow plunge into the swells with green water coming over the bow, sweeping down the deck and off the stern.

The wind was ripping through their hair and past their ears so that neither could hear well.  “This storm came up fast and strong.  We’ve got to get the sails down,” Shaun yelled to Jonas.

Captain Will was at the helm.  Wanderer was his vessel, a fifty-seven-foot sailing cutter.  “Get Spike and Benny,” he yelled to Jonas.

“All right,” Jonas responded, as he spun around to go back down below to get Spike and Benny.  The seawater that was sweeping across the deck, from the bow back to the stern, knocked him off his feet and swept him to the stern where he was caught from going overboard by the stern rail.  Jonas looked at the sea behind Wanderer that he’d almost gotten swept into.  It would have been his sure death had he gone overboard as Captain Will and Shaun would have never been able to rescue him.  Scared and frightened, he got back on his feet and struggled through the water that was flooding across the deck.  He lifted the companionway hatch and went down below, trying not to let the water into the boat.

“Spike!  Benny!” Jonas yelled as he ran down the companionway ladder.  “Spike!  Benny!  Get up!” he yelled again, as he ran to their sleeping berths.  Shaking each of them, he called again.  “Get up, we’ve got problems.”

Spike rose to ask what the problem was, but Benny told Jonas to leave him alone as he rolled back over in his berth.

“No.  You got to get up,” Jonas shook Benny again.  “We got green water coming over the bow.  The wind is ripping through the sails.  We got to get the sails down.  It’s gonna take all of us”

That jarred Spike wide awake.  “What?” he questioned in disbelief.  The seas had been calm when he had gone to sleep earlier.

“A storm came up unexpectedly.  It’s blowing hard and the swells are getting huge.  We got to get the sails down,” he repeated

Spike got the message.  He threw on his clothes and shoes, shook Benny to wake him up, and ran behind Jonas up the companionway ladder.  Going on deck, both reported to Shaun, first mate to Captain Will.

“We got to get the jib and mainsail down,” Shaun told both of them.  “We’ll sail under the staysail alone.  That will give us enough power to navigate without plunging too hard into the swells.”  He stopped long enough to see where Benny was.  “Where’s Benny?” he asked.

Spike and Jonas looked back at the companionway.  “We woke him,” Spike told Shaun.  “Guess he went back to sleep.”

“All right, then.  Never mind him.  We’ll do this ourselves.”

Together, the three went and dropped the mainsail, furling it up and tying it off on the boom while Captain Will steered Wanderer into the wind, making it easier to drop the mainsail.  Going forward to bring the jib down, Shaun cautiously crawled out on the bowsprit and pulled on the jib as Spike slowly released its halyard.  Jonas helped Shaun furl the jib as it came down, tying it off so that it couldn’t flog about and knock Shaun off of the bowsprit or spill overboard into the ocean.  Once they were done, the three reported back to Captain Will at the helm.  He had been keeping Wanderer headed into the wind and swells while they took the sails down but now turned her off the wind so the staysail could fill and propel them slowly ahead into the mounting swells.

“Got the sails down without any problems cap’n,” Shaun reported to Captain Will.  “How’s she handlin’?”

“Good,” Captain Willis responded.  “A lot better.  That’s what she needed.  That storm came up fast, too fast.  We would have gotten those sails down earlier if we’d seen it coming.”

“That’s for sure,” Shaun answered.  He was the first mate, and most responsible to Captain Will.  Spike was Shaun’s right-hand man and the most experienced seaman on Wanderer after Captain Will and Shaun.  “I can take over now,” Shaun told Captain Will.  “Spike will stay up and finish watch with me, just to keep an eye on everything.”

“Sounds good,” Captain Will agreed.  “Won’t be light for several more hours.  We can change watch again then.”

“All right,” Shaun acknowledged.  “She’s settled down pretty good now that we’ve got those sails down.  Shouldn’t be much of a problem from here on out.”

Jonas looked at the size of the swells, and the green water that was coming over the bow when Wanderer punched her bow into the swells and wondered to himself if this was normal sailing for these men.  It seemed like an extreme situation to him, but Captain Will and Shaun handled it calmly and didn’t seem overly worried about sailing on in these rough conditions.  

Going back to his berth, Jonas pondered what had just happened, and how he had gotten there.  It was only five days earlier that he’d witnessed Captain Will and Wanderer sail up and tie off to the wharf at his small east coast village in the Chesapeake Bay.

Jonas had been fishing off of the wharf, it was a warm and sunny day, and once Wanderer was tied off, Will Johnson, owner and captain, stepped off of her and onto the wharf.  A tall and gregarious man with a full beard and whiskers, he greeted and conversed with all the people who had gathered there to admire his fine sailing vessel.  Having a fondness for finely crafted boats, Jonas had quickly joined the crowd to admire Wanderer and to hear what Captain Will had to say.  

He needed crew, Captain Will had announced to the crowd, one more young man of strength and stamina to help sail his vessel to the Caribbean Sea.  Jonas had quickly rushed to the forefront of those gathered and introduced himself to Captain Will.  He was Jonas Abrams, Jonas told Captain Will with outstretched hand, and was strong with great endurance, having worked his family’s farm all his life. 

Jonas was fifteen, tall and big for his age, and Captain Will saw he was strong and of a mature age, capable of being on his own, free of constraints from his parents.  Jonas told Captain Will of his experience sailing small boats about their harbor, a joy of his since boyhood, and how he’d always wanted a larger boat of his own.

This was no small boat, Captain Will had told Jonas on that fateful day.  Wanderer was a full fifty-seven feet in length, cutter rigged with tall masts and heavy sails, as he could clearly see.  Jonas was overly excited about the prospect of sailing such a fine craft and had eagerly told Captain Will so, adding that a finer sailing vessel he had never seen in their harbor.  That won Captain Will’s respect and admiration, and he told the young Jonas to come back the next day to further discuss his prospects.  There was much he needed to do before sailing for the islands of the Caribbean, Captain Will had said, as this was his last port of call before setting sail directly for St. Thomas Island.

Jonas remembered as he lay in his berth how he had rushed home to tell his father and mother the prospects of his sailing aboard Wanderer, the finest sailing craft he’d ever seen.  From their coastal harbor, Captain Will was sailing directly to the Caribbean, Jonas remembered relaying to both his mother and father, to explore those fabulous islands.  Opportunity abound in the islands of the Caribbean, Jonas had implored his parents, as he watched both of them shaking their heads. 

“This is eighteen-fifty,” Jonas had addressed his mother and father, “and the time is right for a young man like me to make his mark.”

Jonas’ mother was shocked to hear of such a thing, her son sailing off to the Caribbean Islands with a man she didn’t even know.  “Those islands are awash with pirates,” she had told Jonas.  “There is no telling what could happen to you there.”

“I don’t think there are pirates around there anymore,” had been Jonas’ answer to his mother.  “I will be all right.”

“You don’t know that, and who is this Captain Will?” Jonas’ mother had wanted to know.

“Captain Will is a fine man and a competent sailor,” Jonas had answered.

“How do you know such a thing?” Jonas’ mother had questioned.  “You have only met this man today.”

“I can tell, mother.  He is a good man.  He stands tall and has a full beard and whiskers.”

“That means nothing,” Jonas’ mother had replied.  “It isn’t a good idea.”

“Listen to your mother,” Jonas’ father had interjected.  “She is right.  We don’t know this man.  He could be a pirate himself.”  Jonas’ father stood tall himself and had a full beard and whiskers.

“No, father.  He isn’t.  He’s a fine man.”  Jonas had been certain at the time, as his father saw.

“There will be no more discussion about this now,” Jonas’ father had told him.  “We will talk about this later, after dinner.”  

It was before dinner that Jonas’ father talked to his mother.  “Jonas is nearly a full-grown man,” Jonas’ father had told his wife.  “He will be making his own decisions about his life soon enough.”

“But this is too dangerous for him,” Jonas’ mother had answered her husband.  “We have no idea who this man is, and what he is up to.”

“That is true,” Jonas’ father had to agree.  “I will go with Jonas tomorrow to meet this man.”

It was after dinner that Jonas’ father took him aside to talk privately.  Jonas remembered well, as he lay in his berth thinking about how all of this had come about.  “You are nearly a grown man now, Jonas.  It is time that your mother and I can no longer tell you what you can do and what you cannot, but this is a serious situation.  Not one to be taken lightly.”

Jonas had agreed with his father.  “I know, father.” 

“We hear stories of pirates in the Caribbean Islands,” Jonas’ father had added.  “Some of them even dare to come this far north to raid other ships.”

Jonas agreed again.  He’d heard the stories.  “But that was years ago,” Jonas had answered.  “There aren’t any pirates around here anymore.”

Jonas’ father had nodded his head as if in agreement, but went on, “They kill men on the ships they plunder, or take them as slaves for their own ships.  They are ruthless and dangerous men.”

“That’s true, father, but still, I don’t think there are any left in the Caribbean.”

Without answering, Jonas’ father had given Jonas his final advice.  “So, son, you must think this through thoroughly, but whatever you decide, I won’t stand in your way.”

“Thank you father, but what about mother?”

“She is worried and afraid for your welfare.”

“I will be safe.”

As his berth swayed back and forth with the rolling of Wanderer, Jonas considered how understanding his father had been about his desire to join Captain Will.  And it was the next morning that his father had gone with him to meet Captain Will Johnson, a fine man, as Jonas had described him.  Upon first glance of Wanderer, Jonas’ father had been suspicious.  How had this man
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