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At first glance the waves looked much too big for the little dinghy where it bobbed like a bark boat in the gusty wind. The crew was actually carrying out their plan to row across the bay, despite the wind and the raw and chilly bleak. It was March already, but the winter loitered around much longer than expected at the coast this year. The sea air still carried a distinct smell of ice.

With the waves and the wind approaching from the one side, the oarsman could only row when the dinghy was in a trough of two waves. At the crest of the waves, the oars were only useful for keeping balance. The trick was to row like mad in the troughs, that is, if there was time to anticipate them in the dark before the next wave caught hold of the boat. 
Apart from a solitary oil lamp, their journey across the bay was pitch black, like rowing in a bucket of tar. Actually, the dinghy handled the waves well, despite it being only three metres long. It was made of wood, with a light blue gunwale and planks where one could sit. At one time or another, someone had painted the hull white. 
Two people were occupying the boat, one sitting on each plank: the oarsman in the middle and the hand at the stern. The hand was holding the oil lamp, but was forced to spend as much time bailing water as shining the lamp. The hull leaked considerably through a crack in the flat stern, but at this point the hand’s biggest concern was the light.

“Can’t we put that out? I can’t see anything anyway.” said the hand to the oarsman. 
“I don’t want to.” was the oarsman’s reply. 
“I know that. But it ruins my twilight vision. And we need the oil when we go ashore.”

“Maybe.”

“It’ll attract pirates.”

“Nope.” the very busy oarsman replied. 
“What do you mean Nope? How do you know that? Nope.”

“There are no pirates out at this time of night, at this time of the year.”

“They could be. How do you know they’re not?”

“Because all the pirates in these waters are passing the winter at our place. Now do shut up and let me row. Do you have North?”

“A few degrees to starboard.”

They kept rowing in silence, a silence that was only interrupted by the waves that hit hard against the planking. The crew were used to difficult seas and wind, but it was dark and they only knew roughly where they were. They were completely focused on avoiding making any disastrous mistakes. The waves constantly swept up over the gunwale and poured into the little boat. The stern kept leaking.

”I wish the Boatswain would let us walk around the bay in weather like this” said the hand and tried to bail at the same time as he was holding the lamp aloft.

“It’s too far.”

“Like he would care. No, I think he’s afraid that robbers might take the money we got for the eggs.”

A large wave ended the conversation. Both the crew members had to hold on for dear life in order not to be washed off the boat and into the violent ocean. The little crew on the dinghy were tired, hungry, wet and cold.

But they were not afraid, and they were definitely not homesick. They were not afraid because they had done the same trip a hundred times before. They were not homesick because ‘home’ was Boatswains Breaker’s Pirate Bed and Breakfast.

They had lived at Boatswains Breaker’s Pirate Bed and Breakfast for as long as they could remember. Now, this wasn’t all that long, but long enough for them to have had the time to grow really tired of the house, its guests and – perhaps more than anything – its owner. Boatswain Breaker was the owner, proprietor, butler, would-be work-horse and sole paid employee of the boarding house. He also happened to be the father of the crew. Because of him, the crew got into a puny little boat at night in very rough conditions and started to get scared when they got out of the boat, not when they got into it. Boatswain Breaker’s Pirate Bed and Breakfast was a terrible place for kids.

And kids, that was just what the crew were. At the oars were Sissela, eleven years old and strong as a young bull. She was as tall as could be expected from an eleven-year-old, had long brown hair and was about as impulsive as a puppy. On the drenched stern plank sat Sissela’s little brother David, who was nine years old. David was a thinker, creative and innovative but not as strong as his big sister. In the dilapidated dinghy it was his job to bail water and to look for land. Consequently, it bothered him to have a lighted oil lamp between himself and the coastline.

For what if they had lost their course? David looked at the compass again but he suddenly had to hang on to the gunwale in order to keep himself from being washed overboard. He had to let go of the compass that landed with a splash at his feet. Two such large waves almost on top of each other, what a night to be out at sea!

It wasn’t like it was easy to find their way home either. After having rowed a full nautical mile (yes, well, a little over a regular mile anyway) in gusty winds and rough seas, they had less than a hundred metres of soft sandy beach to aim for when they got there. On both sides of the beach were sharp rocks both above and below the surface. David was afraid he wouldn’t see them before it was too late. He would not be able to separate the breakers from all the other foam in the water. The boat would certainly be lost if they hit a sharp underwater rock. They would probably be able to save themselves up onto dry land and home, but once they got home … They could not come home to the Boatswain if the dinghy was floating in pieces in the water, that’s for sure. David looked beyond the bow as best he could while he groped in the water at his feet for the compass. He would have bail later. Were they were they should be, or would they run hard aground any second now?

He needn’t have worried. Despite Sissela having her back towards to beach, she rowed them home as safely as had she played with a boat in the tub. Sissela had a sixth sense for finding a safe passage and avoiding danger. Such a sense for the sea can only be had by being in danger many times and getting out on your own.

Suddenly, the boat slid up onto the fine-grained beach, a few seconds before Sissela stopped rowing.

“Are we there already?” she said. “Why didn’t you say?”

“Because I couldn’t see the beach, OK? I still can’t see it from here. Now can we put the lamp out before someone sees us?”

David found the compass and gently shook the water from it. Sissela put the lamp out and jumped nimbly out of the boat. She started pulling it to safety.

“We have as much water inside the boat as outside. Come over here and help me, would you?”

David got out and next to his sister and pulled as hard as he could. His strength was nothing compared to Sissela’s, so it was probably mostly the feeling of pulling together that helped Sissela to pull the boat out of immediate danger. That, and her uncanny knack of pulling exactly when the waves helped her the most.

Finally, the boat lay where it should and the kids lashed it to a bollard with a clove hitch. They put Boatswain Breaker’s mark – a knot in the shape of a skull – on the bollard and started to slowly walk towards the house way up on the cliff behind the beach.
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