BECOMING BARBOSA

Chapter 1: The Regatta Festival

Seagulls cried overhead as waves gently lapped at the
harbor in the lively valley of Fowey, Cornwall. Nestled
between rolling green hills and the sparkling blue of the
English Channel, Fowey was a picturesque gem. Its natural
beauty drew many visitors, fueling a bustling economy.

The town thrived not only on its scenery but on the
vibrant life that filled its streets. Fowey’s strategic harbor
welcomed sailors eager to load cargo, repair their weathered
ships, and savor the rich flavors of local ale and freshly
caught seafood.

The docks buzzed with laughter and conversation, where
tales of the sea mingled with the scent of brine and the
warmth of sunlit taverns. Above all, it was the town’s
people—the skilled craftsmen, resilient women, and dream-
filled children—that truly shaped its character.

The rustling leaves and calls of wildlife blended
seamlessly with the symphony of waves breaking and ships
creaking in the harbor. Street vendors shouted their wares,
mingling with the joyous laughter of children racing through
the streets. Together, these sounds formed an enchanting
melody.

Fowey’s harbor typically hosted several ships, but during
the Regatta Festival, it was entirely packed from end to end.
Everything from grand merchant galleons to luxuriously
crafted schooners lined the docks, each vessel a testament to
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the diverse power and wealth flowing through the port. No
two ships were alike, even to the untrained eye, but the true
charm lay in the banners that transformed the horizon into a
vibrant tapestry of color, dancing in the gentle sea breeze and
honoring the spirit of the festival.

Each spring, the town celebrated the Regatta Festival, a
time to bless the new season of voyages and trade while
welcoming fresh ships and sailors. The festival embodied the
spirit of blooming flowers, a vibrant resurgence after
winter’s chill. The first moon of spring brought renewed
hope for trade and prosperity celebrated through the lively
festivities.

The entire town poured into the streets, eager to revel in
the festival’s delights. Vendors proudly displayed their
goods—pop guns, penny whistles, sugar sticks, and colorful
rock candy. Skilled blacksmiths and shipwrights
demonstrated their crafts, attracting onlookers with the
rhythmic clang of metal and the scent of fresh-cut wood. The
festival’s spirit rippled through the town, spreading like
sunlight after a long storm, illuminating every corner with
life and joy.

As they walked through the heart of the town, the true
essence of the festival began to take form. The streets were
infused with the tempting scents of freshly baked bread and
pastries, strips of sundried meat sizzling on open pans, and
rich rum flowing from barrels. The savory aromas met with
the salty sea breeze, creating an intoxicating blend that could
only be found in the streets of Fowey.
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Families meandered through the town’s winding streets,
soaking in the lively atmosphere and sense of adventure.
While the festival offered delights for all, it was the boat race
that truly captured the children’s imaginations. Vessels from
across England converged on Fowey for the Regatta
Festival, their crews ready to compete in the thrilling
competition that drew not only spectators but buyers as well.

An entire side of the bay was reserved for racing boats,
where the shipwrights and sailors made last-minute
improvements to their vessels to help win the race. The
sound of hammers striking wood and the ring of iron drew
the children to the bay, beckoning them to witness a
showcase of skill and talent on the thrashing waves.

The entire town pulsed with activity, laughter, and
excitement, creating an aura of joy. Yet, just as a candle’s
light couldn’t reach the shadows beneath it, the vibrant
energy of the Regatta Festival couldn’t dispel the gloom of
Fowey’s slums. Past the cheerful bustle of the harbor and
townsquare, the colorful picture morphed into a dark and
dreary scene.

The slums of Fowey stood in stark contrast to the rest of
the town. Where the streets were paved with brick and
buildings boasted bright colors, this area was a picture of
misery and deprivation. Narrow, uneven stone pathways
made it impossible for carriages to pass, and the houses—
barely holding together—were covered in mold, with dark
spots marking the corners and sides of nearly every structure.
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With cans and buckets lined along the eaves, it was clear
that the residents here not only struggled to put food on the
table but also to secure clean drinking water. The area’s
dilapidated appearance, its crumbling buildings and
festering decay, was enough to deter even the most
determined travelers from venturing further.

In a series of such houses was the dilapidated house of
young Abner Pindell. The walls were cracked, the furnishing
sparse, and the roof leaked whenever it rained. A single
window, half-covered by a torn cloth, allowed only faint
light to filter in while the door groaned like thunder with
every struggle to open it.

Abner was a chubby boy with a head full of cowlicked
blonde hair and large, inquisitive eyes. His clothes were
worn and patched, a testament to his family’s struggles, but
his spirit remained undimmed. Despite his awkward
appearance and slow speech, he always wore a wide, hopeful
grin. His vibrant outlook on life stemmed from his elder
sister, Nellie, who worked tirelessly for a better life for him
and her baby, Terry.

Nellie was a resilient young mother, expertly balancing
household chores while guiding her younger brother to
confront their harsh reality. The joyful laughter of the baby,
crawling with delight, fueled their determination and became
a source of hope in their lives.

“Nellie, please! The festival’s startin’, and I promised
Edgar I’d meet him early!” Abner begged, bouncing on his
heels, struggling to contain his excitement. His eyes sparkled



BECOMING BARBOSA

with anticipation, a vibrant light that brightened even their

home’s weary, dim interior.

Nellie looked up from her sweeping and brushed a strand
of hair from her dirt-smudged forehead.

“Alright, but be careful, Abner. Make sure to stay with
Edgar, will you?” Her soft and gentle manner was the glue
that held the family together.

“I'will! And I’1l get you somethin’ sweet, [ swear.” Abner
announced, his voice ringing with joyous excitement. He
turned on his heel and headed toward the door but stopped
short as he blocked his nephew’s attempt to escape.

Scooping Terry up, Abner jokingly inquired about his
intended getaway, but the baby didn’t easily reveal his plan.
The playful exchange between her brother and the baby
brought a bright smile to Nellie’s face.

Abner put Terry down on the ground but not before
kissing him on both cheeks. He headed out, walking down
the road to where his friend Edgar lived. Leaping from rock
to rock across the muddy ground, he felt a surge of
excitement as he anticipated reaching his friends and the
Regatta Festival.

As Abner left the slums, a wave of vibrant colors and
enticing scents greeted him, drawing him into the heart of
the festival. Brightly colored banners adorned every house,
creating a charming scene that seemed to lift his spirits with
each step. The cheerful hum of chatter and laughter echoed
through the bustling streets, invigorating his energy.
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As he hurried through town, the lilting sound of music
reached his ears from a street corner. He paused briefly,
drawn to the melody and the small crowd gathered to enjoy
it. But the tempting aroma of freshly baked bread from a
nearby stall soon pulled his attention away, his stomach
growling in protest. With a wistful glance, he reminded
himself of his mission—there was no time to linger. He had
to meet Edgar, squeeze in some games, and claim their spots
at the docks before the best seats for the boat race were gone.

Weaving through the lively streets, Abner cast envious
glances at the children playing and the clusters of festival-
goers filling the vendor stalls. He muttered quick apologies
as he squeezed past a group, his pace quickening with
urgency. Finally, he turned off the main street and, with his
signature clumsy trot, arrived at Edgar’s house.

“Edgar! Ya ready yet?” Abner called out as he stepped
through the doorway of Edgar’s house. His voice brimmed
with childish excitement and hopeful anticipation as he
searched for his friend.

“Well, hello, dear. Come on in. The boys are just in the
other room. Come, come!” Edgar’s mother, Nora, greeted
Abner with a warm smile and motioned down the hall.

Although not wealthy, Edgar Barbosa lived comfortably
thanks to his father, Isaac, a former sailor whose years at sea
had earned him both skill and a respected reputation among
ship owners. Now a craftsman, he worked from his home
workshop, building and repairing intricate ship components.
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Edgar was a young, scrappy English boy with a mop of
messy, dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to see
right through you. Despite his small stature, he carried
himself with a confidence that defied his age. His clothes,
though modest, were always neat and well-kept, reflecting
the care of his loving mother. Edgar’s hands were already
calloused from helping his father with various tasks, hinting
at the hard work and dedication ingrained in him.

His mother, Nora, was a warm and caring woman who
would do anything for her family. She spent most of her free
time in the kitchen, trying new recipes and preparing
delicious meals. Cooking was her passion, and there was no
denying that she was a wonderful cook. Her nurturing spirit
and culinary talents created a home filled with love and
mouthwatering aromas, making their modest house a haven
of warmth and comfort.

As Abner moved through the house, the lingering scent
of breakfast made his stomach growl and his mouth water.
He headed to the workshop, where Edgar was waiting,
helping his father with a broken tiller.

“Pass me that mallet, son,” Issac said, his voice steady
and reassuring. Edgar handed it over, watching intently as
his father expertly drove the wooden pegs into place.

“l dare say you’ll make a fine craftsman one day, Edgar.”
He said with a proud smile. “Though | reckon the sea’s
already calling to you, huh?”
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Edgar smiled brightly at his father’s knowing words. He
had always been captivated by life aboard a ship, riding
strong tides into endless horizons. Hours spent at the docks
were his favorite, where he eagerly absorbed the trades and
tricks of the sailors and captains who came ashore. The voice
of his friend pulled him from his imagination.

“He’s gonna make a great captain one day, Mr. Issac. Bet
on it!” Edgar turned to his friend, grinning at the
encouragement.

“C’mon. We ain’t gonna have time for no games!” Abner
urged. Edgar glanced at his father, who smiled and waved
him off with a chuckle.

“Go on, you two. We’ll be on our way soon enough; just
gotta finish this for the Kendall boys’ ship,” Issac instructed
as he worked. Edgar joyously jumped up and raced toward
his friend.

“Hold on, you two. Eat this first. I won’t have you
wandering the streets on empty stomachs.” She offered them
freshly baked pastries with a warm, motherly smile. Edgar
took one while Abner grabbed two. “And mind you, stay out
of trouble!”

“Bye, Mother!” Edgar shouted as he bolted into the street.

“Thank you, Mrs. Barbosa!” Abner called, trailing
behind, crumbs flying from his mouth.

Stepping into the festival, a wave of excitement washed
over them. Their faces lit up, smiles spreading wide as The
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Regatta promised endless possibilities for fun, and they both
knew that thrilling adventures awaited them.

They weaved through the bustling crowd, each step
introducing them to fresh sights and sounds—it was all a
twelve-year-old boy’s dream come true.

Ahead, a sudden commotion caught their attention, the
buzz of excitement drawing them in. When they reached the
scene, neither was surprised to find a familiar face at the
center of the spectacle.

It was Clara, standing confidently in front of the Ring
Toss booth. The crowd around her cheered her on as she took
aim, preparing to ring one last bottle to win a miniature
wooden boat. The owner of the stall stood nearby, his
expression tight with concern, knowing the loss was
becoming inevitable.

Abner and Edgar watched in awe as Clara effortlessly
landed the final hoop, securing the top prize and earning a
cheer from the crowd. They both chuckled as the owner
begrudgingly handed over the toy vessel, while Clara
proudly raised it high for all to see, earning more applause
from the onlookers.

As the loud crowd dispersed to find another champion,
Clara walked over to her friends waiting for her. Her fiery
red hair billowed in the wind, and her green eyes sparkled
with pride as she saw her friends.
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“Took you two long enough to get here.” She teased,
firing the insult before they could shower her with praise for
winning.

“If you had made me wait any longer, [ would’ve gone to
the harbor myself.” She handed the boat to Edgar and tied
her hair back with a ribbon, quickly securing it in place.

“Thank you!” Edgar said as he scanned the boat with
devotion. Abner looked at Clara with his big eyes, prompting
her to promise she would win him a prize next. They all
laughed and began their journey toward the harbor.

As they crossed the streets toward the harbor, they
admired the various stalls and performances set up around
town. In the distance, they watched a man playing with fire,
swinging the burning sticks in the air with ease and putting
them out by putting them in his mouth. The sight stopped the
children in their tracks, watching the performance with
amazement like the rest of the crowd around them.

“Bet I can do that too,” Abner announced, causing Edgar
and Clara to look at him with shocked eyes. They started
laughing once they realized he was joking.

“With a little practice, | am sure you can light the stick.”
Clara teased. But their joyous moment was interrupted by a
familiar but disdainful voice.

“You’d eat just about anything, wouldn’t ya, Abner?”
jeered Thomas, a local bully, from behind them, making all
three turn sharply. Thomas regularly teased and bullied
Abner for his weight, his dim-wittedness, and his poverty.

10
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Thomas got right in Abner’s face, then pushed him to the
ground, and then laughed loudly. Edgar immediately jumped
in to defend his friend.

“O1, don’t you touch my friend!” Edgar stood firm, ready
to defend Abner. Thomas sneered, stepping closer with a
mocking grin.

“Or what, Bar-Bo-Sa! You gonna cry for mommy?”
Thomas teased, taking another step closer. Edgar closed his
fist and raised it quickly, making Thomas flinch back, his
bravado crumbling in an instant.

Seeing everyone laughing only fueled Thomas’ anger.
With a growl, he lunged at Edgar, desperate to reclaim his
lost pride. But before Thomas could reach him, Clara
stepped in front, halting him in his tracks.

“Don’t even think about it, Thomas. You’ll regret it.” The
fiery presence of Clara, coupled with Edgar’s readiness to
fight, caused Thomas to back off. He walked away,
mumbling something under his breath.

“You, okay?” Edgar walked to Abner and offered him his
hand to pull him from the ground.

“Yeah,” Abner grumbled, clearly frustrated by what had
just happened, unable to defend himself. But Edgar and
Clara’s reassuring presence quickly wiped the gloomy look
from his face.

“Don’t pay attention to that fool,” Clara said.

11
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“Let’s go now, or we won’t get our spot.” Edgar pulled
both Clara and Abner toward the harbor.

As the trio reached the harbor, they watched ship captains
strolling across the decks while groups of sailors gathered,
sharing stories of their adventures. This was what excited
Edgar most—Iearning from the seasoned captains and
sailors. The largest group among them sat by the harbor
steps, gathered around an old man.

Though Abner and Clara were eager to head to their spot
by the bay, Edgar was more interested in what the old man
was saying. He pulled them both toward the stairs, getting
closer to hear his words.

“It came outta the fog, silent as the grave. | caught just a
glimpse and then gone like it was never there!” The old man
said as everyone around him listened intently. “I knew right
then it was the ghost ship. Seeing it meant doom for me, my
crew, and my ship. I didn’t waste a second—sailed us out of
those cursed waters before it could pull us down into the
shadows.”

“Ghost ship? That’s just a story to scare kids,” Edgar fired
back, the only one to dispute the old man’s tale. “No such
thing.”

His bold act caused everyone to turn toward him, even
Abner and Clara, who started pulling him away from the
place. But Edgar stood firm, ready to put his pride on the
line.

12
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“Young lad, have you ever set foot on the open sea?” The
man asked, looking directly into Edgar’s eyes. His wrinkled
skin, weak eyes, and crooked teeth became clear as he neared
Edgar.

“Not yet, but I will,” Edgar retorted.

“Then pray you never cross paths with what | saw. The
ghost ship is real, lad, and it’s no story to trifle with.” The
old man said with such conviction that even Edgar believed
him for a second, but he quickly shook away the doubts and
fear.

“I’ll sail every sea and tame every tide. No ghost ship or
no pirate ship will scare me.” The last sentence caused a roar
of laughter among the crowd of people listening to the old
man.

It was common knowledge that the seas were infested
with pirates who would loot anything and everything that
sailed the seas. They had no honor, no code, and no shame
in what they did. The King of Britain had sanctioned the
imprisonment of every pirate and tasked the royal navy to
defend the waters.

But the pirates were as skilled as they were notorious,
often slipping through the grasp of the royal navy. Every
trader and sailor feared coming into contact with a pirate
because it meant an inevitable loss and possibly death.

But Edgar was adamant and didn’t show the slightest
deviation in his determination to sail the seas. While
everyone snickered, the old man studied Edgar in silence,
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and a slight smile of admiration took over his face. Edgar
caught the look, and with a respectful nod exchanged
between them, he turned and walked with Clara and Abner
toward the bay where the racing ships were being prepared.

The three of them sat in their favorite spot, a large broken
trunk on a little hill that overlooked the bay and the entire
sea in front of them.

“I can’t wait,” Abner announced joyously, watching the
many ships below being prepared.

“Let’s pick our winners. I bet on the one with the sun and
rose flag.” Clara announced loudly.

“I’'m pickin’ the one with the, uh... lion face and the
sword.” Abner declared. They both immediately turned to
Edgar, but he wasn’t looking at the ships. Instead, Edgar was
looking across the horizon. Abner touched his arm to bring
him back into the conversation, but Edgar’s mind was sailing
on the tides before him.

“One day, | will rule the seas!”” Edgar declared. Abner and
Clara looked at Edgar and then at the sea that he was
referring to. The look on his face said more than he did.
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