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Born in Saundersfoot, Cyril James Morris joined the Royal Navy as an apprentice at age sixteen. He served twenty-two years as a marine and aeronautical engineer, followed by training as a helicopter anti-submarine pilot and eventually as a helicopter maintenance test pilot. After his retirement he became a lobster fisherman in Saundersfoot for a couple of years and then took up a position in the U.S.A. as an aerostat flight director. He returned to Saundersfoot in 2014 to pursue his writing.
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‘It is an ancient Mariner,


And he stoppeth one of three…’



Samuel Taylor Coleridge


1772 – 1834


The Rime of the Ancient Mariner














This story is dedicated to:


‘They that go down to the sea in small ships’



Psalm 107 v 23














My gratitude to Carly Holmes, the editor of this book, for her professionalism and guidance in arranging the matters that authors overlook or take for granted














THE OLD MAN





There is a story never told


That tears away my heart and soul,


May I behold that beauteous day


When all my fears are cast away


And I give back all that was lost


Back to the sea that ever tossed


Them on this sacred shore.














Chapter 1





It never ceased to amaze him how in the summertime the early rising sun over Carmarthen Bay streamed through the small window and accurately framed the shadow of two of the four window frames surrounding the glass panes on to the far wall, highlighting his ancestors. On the right was his father. A black and white image, shoulders bent over the gunnels of a boat, spokeshave in hand, smoothing the fine ash topside. He had been a boat-builder and the one in his picture, a substantial, open-topped clinker rowing boat, was the last one he built. Determined to finish it before he passed on. The boat was still there, completed with a fine pair of oars resting in galvanised rowlocks, but now unused, paint fading, resting in the garden outside that overlooked the beach. The bow of the boat attached by a clip to a rusty steel cable leading to an even rustier hand-winch.
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To the left of his father’s picture was a faded sepia photograph of his grandfather, just as he remembered him in his old fishing smock and sailor’s cap. Weathered, people would probably say, and they would be right, but he remembered the crinkly eyes and, best of all, the stories he told him when he was a boy as he taught him how to mend his nets with one of the two ivory needles that still hung either side of a brass key on the bottom of the picture frame. Those were the good days.


Perhaps it was now his turn. He’d thought about it for a long time, but the pain never went away. He lived on his own since his wife died. No son or daughter to pass them on to, but the stories should not die. They were part of a family’s heritage. They ought to be remembered by someone, somewhere, somehow. No-one else could do it, he was the only one left and he wasn’t sure how many more years he had before the stories would be lost forever.
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He shifted to make himself more comfortable in his grandfather’s kitchen chair alongside the oak table next to the old range. To the right of the fire was a box full of driftwood picked up from the beach. On the side of the box was a single word ‘CRAN,’ painted in blue; Grandfather’s favourite colour, the ever-changing colour of the sky and sea. His gaze shifted to the badly painted sign that was propped up against the wall under the window. At the beginning of the summer he had painted it. Every day since then he had looked at it, undecided if he had the courage. He should, he knew that. He should have put it up outside in the garden weeks ago, but he hadn’t, had he? Taking a final slurp of lukewarm tea he slid the mug back onto the table, got up, stretched, collected his net-needle, picked up the sign and carried it into the garden. It was a first step. The easy bit, but could he follow through?














Chapter 2





The teenage boy with the tousled black hair and tatty beige T-shirt was there again at the bottom of the shallow, sloping, concrete slipway that led from the back garden to the beach. He remembered seeing him yesterday and the day before in the same place, staring. Or rather a part of him, the upper torso, only the head and shoulders, the boat outside concealing the rest of his body. He’d hung around for a while before wandering off towards the harbour. Today he seemed in no hurry to move on. What did he want? What was he looking at so intently? Maybe he should ask him, but the doubts crept in again. He knew most of the boys in the village but only by sight. He never talked to them. He hadn’t spoken to anyone since that tragic night. Not to his father or his wife. Not anyone. It was weeks back then, how many he could not remember, before he could even do anything. In the end his father had made him get on with mending the damaged nets. Now they were locked in the shed, half hidden behind a stack of boxes, since he couldn’t bear to fish anymore.


Shed was the wrong word. It was more like an Aladdin’s cave. It was his father’s workshop where he kept the tools and equipment to build boats. That was his passion and how he made his living. Most of the boats in the harbour were constructed by him. His tools were a cacophony of saws of every ilk, chisels, spokeshaves, clamps and more basic tools like hammers, mallets and screwdrivers. Hand tools were his trade and that was all he needed to build a boat. Hanging from the beams were old port and starboard oil lamps picked up from junk shops and jumble sales. There were brass fairleads for mooring ropes and all sorts of bow-shackles in different sizes. He carved all the floats for the nets from local wood. Cork was a rarity picked up from the beach. Lead weights were moulded for the bottom of the nets from lead piping melted down on an old primus stove. Surprisingly, amongst the junk, was his wife’s old typewriter from her secretarial days. He never threw anything away.


He couldn’t remember when he’d last opened the shed to put a full box of pebbles or a new net inside. There were six boxes already there, one on top of the other. It had taken a long time to fill them. The seventh and last one was outside not yet filled. It wasn’t just a question of picking up any old pebble as he walked along the beach. It had to be a certain size, colour and shape. It took ages to fill a box, months, some of them years. Before he went out looking, he would remove the least desirably shaped pebble from the box in the hope that he could replace it with a better one.


Grandfather had a thing about the number seven. He said it was the most important number in not only this world but also in the stars. He was always talking about it: the Seven Wonders of the World, the Seven Great Continents, Africa, Antarctica, Asia, Australia, Europe, North America and South America. Then of course the Seven Pillars of Wisdom as in the Bible and the Seven Sisters in the sky and many more. His favourite was the seven colours of the rainbow. A message from the skies. He always went fishing if he saw a rainbow. Perhaps that’s why he decided to sail the Seven Seas to find out about these things and that’s where all his stories came from. He always used seven nets knotted together with a bowline when he was fishing. Each net was seventy feet long, a total length of four hundred and ninety feet of net, and he always set his nets in seven fathoms of water, at a depth of forty-two feet where the herrings spawned.


To please the memory of his grandfather he made new nets all the time, just like he had made, in groups of seven that he knew he would never use, but it helped to pass the time. They were stored in the shed. That was why as he worked the sheet-bend knots with his net-needle he had come to the conclusion that he had to pass on the stories. He was thinking all this while the boy was watching him.
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“A tender tale of love and loss that pulls you in like the tide’
Jack Smylie Wild, author of Riverwise
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