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I hope you enjoy this book. The story comes from one who has been landlocked all his life and takes every opportunity to visit the water. Albeit a swimming pool, vacations at a beach, SCUBA diving, boating, or perhaps a fictional story. My sincere thanks to all of the subject matter experts who gave me details where I had none.

DRJ

A spectacular view of the sun low on the horizon, the solitude of knowing there is no one within a dozen miles, the rhythmic sound of water lapping at a boats hull, as a gentle breeze cools the skin; these are the things that free the mind and allow us to rest and be at peace.

Magiel Sanchez

“David! Quit working on that book and go mow the lawn!”

Rhonda Johnson

“When is the movie going to come out?”

Everyone Else
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TIGER COVE
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As Magiel left the docks, the sky just beyond the horizon stirred awake. He loved this time of the day. There was just enough light to see the water's glassy surface as he pulled away from the marina and out of the bay. Transitioning from the protected waters of the bay to the Caribbean Sea, he felt the rhythm of the waves shift beneath his feet. In a few hours, the humidity and heat would sweep across the deck of his fishing boat, named Tinker, causing his massive biceps to drip with sweat. Fishing charter season was still a few weeks away, and Magiel needed to find good fishing spots to ensure his clients caught lots of fish. He planned to sell the fish he caught today when he returned to the pier. With a bit of luck, he might even make enough to pay for the fuel and his dinner, but there were no guarantees out here.

Magiel grew up in Pine Bluff, Arkansas. His mother passed away when he was just four years old, leaving his father to raise him and his older brother. His dad worked full-time as a civil engineer for the railroad and did his best to support the family.

When he was seven, his dad took him and his brother to the woods every Saturday to cut wood. The only Saturdays he could remember not cutting wood were those when bad weather made the long, muddy logging roads impassable for their old pickup truck. The fireplace-sized logs were cut, split, and sold to help keep food on the table. There were many such long and hard Saturdays; hauling wood, stacking wood, clearing the limbs, and treetops.

By the time he was eleven, Magiel was wielding an axe and splitting logs after school. By the time he was fifteen, his body was starting to be noticeably different from the other boys. His shoulders were broader, his muscles much more developed, and he was easily twice as strong as any of his classmates. He made decent marks in grade school, and things pretty much stayed the same until the tenth grade. A combination of raging hormones, the influx of classmates from two other schools, and inexperience put Magiel in a challenging position.

Being physically the biggest guy on campus came with many problems and few advantages. Starting in the tenth grade, it seemed like every guy in school wanted to fight him. Mostly of them were from the eleventh-grade class, with a few seniors mixed in. Magiel hated fighting. Eventually, he confided in a football coach and asked what he could do to keep the other guys from wanting to fight him all the time. He began dressing in baggy clothes to hide his muscular physique as much as possible and laughed off their insults, but this tended only embolden them even more. 

After trying everything, he still found himself dealing with some random guy trying to prove something every other week. The coach didn’t help much, but the school staff seemed to understand his problem better and didn’t suspend him. After the third or fourth incident, Magiel decided to step into the role. He quickly got better at defending himself. He did not start the fights but knew how to end them swiftly. He thought that by showing everyone how easily he could end a fight, the others might leave him alone. However, the opposite happened instead. All through high school, guys were trying to pick fights with him. But this was just half of his troubles.

A never-ending stream of girls wanted to be his girlfriend. At first, he was flattered and enjoyed the attention. However, by the eleventh grade, he realized that these girls just wanted a status symbol on their arm, not him as a person. None of them ever asked about his hobbies (of which he had none), likes, or dislikes. They wanted to have him beside them when all their friends happened to walk by at school. He dated the cheerleaders, beauty queens, popular girls, and average girls, but it was always the same experience. By the end of high school, he was done with the dating scene.

At five feet eight inches, he wasn’t the tallest guy in the room, but he was the one everyone looked at when he entered a room. He hated the attention; it made him feel self-conscious. He tried to blend in, avoided sports, and dressed to avoid drawing attention to himself. However, there was no hiding his build. These events shaped Magiel’s opinion of people in general. Nothing since high school had really changed his mind about them.

After high school, Magiel enlisted in the army. His four-year commitment as Private Magiel J. Sanchez passed quickly. By the end of the third year, they were already pressuring him to re-enlist a few more years. He had the mental and physical stamina to excel in the grueling routines and he didn’t complain like many of the other recruits. He rather enjoyed the daily workouts and physical training. However, he had a nagging suspicion that he was growing far too accustomed to being told where, when, and how to do everything. Thinking for himself was discouraged at almost every level, and he instinctively knew this was not a healthy trait. It was far too easy to mentally check out and let those in charge make all the decisions. He realized he needed to challenge himself to think and act for himself. His first steps away from society were leaving his hometown and his army family. His desired destination was a place of solitude.

The year before his discharge from the army, Magiel’s father passed away. He and his brother were shocked to receive a large inheritance just before he left the army. As soon as he completed his military duty, Magiel moved to a quiet Caribbean island and bought himself a proper fishing boat. It was three years ago when he had relocated to La Cala Island. In Spanish, the word ‘cala’ means cove or inlet, which is fitting, given the large number of such features around the island’s shores. La Cala Island is relatively small, with a population of about 35,000. The closest significant landmass is Grand Cayman Island, located just over one hundred miles to the east.

Now twenty-six years old, Magiel loved being out on the sea, alone and free from rules or others’ opinions. He loved the rolling ocean swells beneath his feet, the wind in his face, the smell of salt in the air, and the taste of salt on his lips, he loved it all. It was just him and his boat, depending on each other. Good or bad, all the decisions were his alone to make. 

A difficult day for Magiel was when the seas were too angry to accommodate his daily ventures away from land and away from people. On these days, he had to remain on land and endure polite conversations with the locals. Gradually, he was taking on more and more fishing charters. Only the money made it possible for him to endure a few hours with these people. 

Magiel lived in an apartment in town until the landlord raised the rent above his ability to pay. A large concrete dock was being built across the main bay, which was rumored to be followed by large cruise ships and an influx of tourists. As a result, many property owners were increasing their prices. Despite being an ideal tenant for the past two years, the landlord had priced him out of the apartment. 

Since leaving, he had been living on his thirty-four-foot fishing boat for the past ten months. The three-year-old Cuddy King fishing boat was paid for and well-maintained. During the fishing charter season, he usually did quite well, earning enough money for a year’s worth of groceries, marina fees, insurance, fuel, and other expenses. He hoped to increase his charter prices when the cruise ships came in. He needed to find out how to get his charter service listed with the cruise lines. In the meantime, living on the boat at the marina was manageable, but he really missed the extra space of his apartment.
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After clearing the bay, Magiel turned the boat north and eased the throttle to 75% power. The Cuddy King sliced through the warm waters of the Caribbean as the twin 425 horsepower engines purred. The sky was bathed in an early morning glow with stunning hues of orange and blue, as the sun peeked out over the horizon. 

After a thirty-minute run, he checked the Garmin Chartplotter on the dashboard to ensure he was in the right area. He eased the throttle back to idle as he approached the mountainous reef, which lay seventy feet below the surface. He was about three miles off the coast, with nothing on the surface to indicate this seemingly random spot in the ocean. However, this underwater structure was far out into the ocean currents, providing shelter for smaller fish to hide from the underwater currents. This, in turn, attracted larger fish looking to feed on them. And that was precisely where Magiel should be able to catch them.

[image: image]

Jimmy and Brent had borrowed a small skiff from a friend to go SCUBA diving. Jimmy was tall and slender, while Brent was average height and stocky. They were eighteen years old and would soon join their friends in leaving the island to start new careers and lives. 

They backed the boat trailer down the ramp and launched the skiff. While Jimmy parked the truck and boat trailer, Brent drove the boat in a large circle away from the ramp. Once he spotted Jimmy on the dock beside the boat ramp, Brent turned and coasted up to the dock. 

Jimmy jumped in and kicked off against the dock to get a little distance. Soon, Brent had the skiff headed into the open sea. The small outboard strained to push the skiff forward. The waves were unusually small today, perfect for diving from a boat. They were going to be spearfishing this morning. They needed to shoot enough fish for the fish fry on Saturday. They had two SCUBA tanks each and a large ice chest to put their catch in. Their destination was the Craig. It was always loaded with nice fish. The Craig was not visible from the surface. It was a mountain peak that reached up from the thousands of feet below to within seventy feet of the surface. A diver could easily circle the Craig a few times on a single tank of air. 

Jimmy used his GPS to navigate over the area, and then they dropped the anchor and hoped it would land on the Craig. The anchor line played out but finally stopped at about ninety feet of the one-hundred-foot-long rope. Brent tied it off to a cleat near the skiff's bow, and Jimmy killed the small outboard motor. They attached their BCDs (Buoyancy Control Devise) to an eighty-cubic-foot cylinder of compressed air and added weights, fins, and a dive mask. After final checks on the dive gear, they grabbed their spear guns and rolled backward over the side. 

Once in the water, the first order of business was to follow the anchor line down and ensure the anchor was set correctly. After that, they began the hunt for fish. The current was not terribly bad, but it would make swimming to the south a little taxing. It could also make stopping to get a shot at a fish difficult while swimming north as the current would be pushing them along. They descended to one hundred feet, the maximum depth they had planned to dive. As they swam, it became apparent that most of the fish were located at a depth of around eighty-five feet. 

After their second swim around the Craig, their air was running low. They had shot three really nice-sized fish for the fish fry, but the sharks were starting to move in, attracted by the fish blood in the water. It was time to surface. 

Jimmy swam to where the anchor line should be and found no sign of it. Brent looked down where they had set the anchor and spotted it, with the line trailing off down the steep side of the Craig. At the end of the anchor line was the cleat from the skiff. It had pulled out, and the skiff above them must have been somewhere adrift. 

Jimmy showed Brent the cleat on the end of the anchor line and signaled that they should surface. They paused their ascension at a depth of fifteen feet for a three-minute safety stop. Both were wondering how far the boat had drifted. It all depended on when the cleat had pulled out. They had been on the Craig for almost an hour. 

When they finally surfaced, they inflated their BCDs and started scanning the water around them while making slow turns. They couldn’t see the skiff anywhere, and they were both acutely aware that they were three miles from shore. 

Jimmy was the first to speak, “You see anything?”

“No, the skiff is gone. The cleat must have pulled out right after we left the anchor line. What’s our next move?”

“At the moment, I’m thinking about those sharks we saw and these dead fish tied to our weight belts. We should weigh the fish down and let them fall away from us.”

“Sounds like a plan. You think maybe five pounds of weight will do it?”

“Yeah, clip the stringers together, put the dive weights on it, and let it go. We’re probably fifty yards off the Craig by now.”

After letting their catch of dead fish sink to the bottom, Brent unclipped his SMB (Surface Marker Buoy) and inflated it. The bright orange sausage-shaped device stood four feet above the water's surface. Hopefully, someone would spot them and come to investigate. But as time went by, their hopes of being spotted were diminishing. The wind and currents steadily took them further and further from land. 

“Jimmy, did you tell anyone where we were diving today?”

“No. Did you?”

“No. What direction do you think the current is taking us?”

“The currents in this part of the Caribbean Sea will carry us north by northwest.”

“That’s what I figure. The skiff was pointed almost due south when we set the anchor, which means we are drifting north.”

After a long, tense silence, Brent said, “Jimmy, do you remember anything north of the Craig?”

“Nothing but thousands of miles of ocean. The currents will carry us towards the Gulf of Mexico.”

They both knew they wouldn’t survive long enough to reach the Gulf of Mexico; it was over two hundred miles away, and neither felt much like talking after that.
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It was almost noon, and Magiel had been fishing in this cove for about an hour. His large ice chests were already full of fish. There was another fishing spot just a mile away that he hadn’t visited since the summer before. Although he had all the fish he could keep on ice, he needed to assess the other site for fishing. 

Soon, he arrived at the other spot, and to his surprise, the fish were hungry. He was amazed at the number of fish he was catching. He’d have to return here with an empty ice chest and a paying customer. After a productive morning, Magiel decided it was time to call it a day.

He opened one of the large ice-filled chests and reached into the ice. He pulled out a plastic container with a ham sandwich in it and found a large, sealed bag with two ice-cold beers in it. This was his small celebration. Before taking a swig of his beer, he held it up slightly, looked up, and said, “Thank you for the fish, boss.” Although he didn’t consider himself overly religious, he believed in giving credit where it was due.

Magiel had been working hard all day, and now it was an hour-and-a-half ride back to the marina. He planned to sell his catch, dock the boat in his slip, and enjoy a nice hot shower before bed.

[image: A boat in the water

Description automatically generated]While finishing his sandwich and a beer, he noticed something shiny glinting on the water. Curious, he retrieved his binoculars to see if it was possibly fish jumping. Instead, he saw a skiff. He turned the wheel to change his course and get closer to investigate. For him, an unattended skiff adrift in thousands of feet of water raised red flags. Upon nearing the skiff, he called out but received no reply.

Pulling alongside, he saw that the skiff was empty, with two SCUBA tanks on the floor. He recognized the skiff as belonging to Mr. Lawson, who lived in town. Examining the currents and wind direction—which were almost due north—he considered two possibilities. The skiff might have broken free from a dock at the marina and been drifting since last night, but that didn’t explain the SCUBA tanks. The only other explanation was that someone had been SCUBA diving on the Craig, almost five miles south of his current location.

Although it was a little out of his way, he felt that if his suspicions were correct, then somewhere near the Craig, there were two SCUBA divers with no boat right now. They had to have been in the water since about 10 AM, and it was now almost four. He tied a seventy-five-foot tow line to the front cleat on the skiff. He noticed that one of the cleats on the starboard side was missing. 

Magiel began towing the skiff towards the Craig, keeping a close eye on it to ensure it was towing properly. After about forty-five minutes, he spotted something orange in the water. It was the divers. They had drifted over two miles from the Graig. Magiel pulled up and cut his engines.

“Hey guys, do you want a ride to the marina, or would you prefer to swim back?”

Neither of the guys in the water found Magiel’s question funny. He helped them aboard and pointed the boat towards the marina. They explained how they had set the anchor, how the cleat had pulled out, and how they lost their catch to the sharks. 

When they reached the bay, Magiel turned off the engines and let the two guys transfer to the skiff before untying them. They thanked him profusely as they motored towards the boat ramp. 

After selling his catch at the marina docks, he backed the boat into his slip and connected it to the shore power. It was time to hit the shower and call it a day.
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It was a dreary Wednesday morning, and the forecast indicated a tropical storm would be racing by the island that afternoon. Magiel decided to secure the boat and take care of some errands in town. First on the agenda was a haircut. He didn’t need to impress anyone, he simply found that long hair was uncomfortable, hot, and he didn’t like it when it could reach his eyes. 

After leaving the barbershop, he stopped at the general store to pick up a few new T-shirts. After a month on the boat, the sweat, salt water, and fish turned nice T-shirts into stained-laden old rags. He hardly wore his jeans. They only saw daylight when he was going to town, and his shorts were just some cutoff jeans. 

He stepped into the changing room, discarded the old, dingy t-shirt, and pulled on a new one before paying for it and leaving the general store. With a new t-shirt and a spiffy haircut, he almost blended in with the townsfolk. Next on the agenda was grocery shopping.

Walking down the aisles, he picked up bread, ramen noodles, ketchup, salt, mustard, lemons, oranges, a few apples, bananas, and several other miscellaneous items. Lastly, he turned down the meat aisle to shop for hotdogs, steaks, and hamburger patties. As he walked, he noticed Jessica Lawson coming towards him. She looked as stunning as ever, reminding him of one of the beauty queens he had briefly dated in high school. However, Jessica was older and slightly less audacious, almost timid or shy. Perhaps she was nothing like the girls in high school. He didn’t know her at all and had never spoken to her. He had, however, heard of the Lawsons; they were one of the wealthiest families on the island. It was a small island, and everyone tended to know everyone. 

As he paid for the groceries, he thought about the Lawsons and the influence they wielded over the island. It was just a rumor, but it wouldn’t hurt to have friends like the Lawsons. He stopped by the general store and purchased a nice polo shirt, jeans, and a new pair of shoes. The shoes were a brand he had never heard of before. They were called Vans. The style was a cross between a casual deck shoe and a dress shoe, making them the perfect mix of function and form. 

The following morning, the seas were still rough, and the fishing would not likely be productive. So, Magiel decided to head for the Craig. Once he arrived, he dropped anchor and dove to retrieve the lost anchor. He tied a hand line to the anchor line and swam back to his boat. Once on board, he put his mask and fins away and hauled up Mr. Lawson’s anchor. 

When he returned to the marina, he cleaned and polished the nearly new anchor from Mr. Lawson’s skiff. He left the rope and torn out cleat attached as he had found it. Afterward, he showered and changed into a new polo shirt, jeans, and shoes. 

On his way out of the marina, the dock master motioned for him to come to the office. It was time to sign a new lease for the slip where his boat was docked. After he signed the contract, the dock master looked at it and said, “M A G I E L? Isn’t it usually spelled M I G U E L? Like in the Bible.”

Magiel said, “I suppose. I’m not sure why mine is spelled differently. Anything else?”

“Nope. You have any issues here at the marina?”

“Nope. See you later.”

It was a pleasant walk to the Lawson’s house. The winds were still gusting, and the sky remained overcast. He rang the doorbell, and after a moment, Jessica opened the door. 

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“I hope so ma’am. I need to see Mr. Lawson. Is he home?”

“Wait here, and I’ll check. Who should I say is calling?”

“Magiel Sanchez”

“What do you want with my father?”

“I have something that belongs to him.”

Suddenly, she closed the door. He had to stand there for a few minutes. When the door opened again, it was Mr. Lawson standing in the doorway.

“Hello. I am Bob Lawson, and my daughter tells me you are Magiel Sanchez. You wanted to see me?”

“Yes, Mr. Lawson. I came to return this. It was lost on the Craig, and I retrieved it. It looks fairly new, and it seems to me you could epoxy the cleat back in if you wanted.”

“Why did you think to retrieve the anchor for me?”

“Well, I figured that if it were my anchor and cleat, I’d want them back so I wouldn’t have to buy new ones.”

“I hear you’re the guy that rescued Jimmy and Brent.”

“I just happened to spot the skiff and figured there might be some missing divers around. Anyway, here’s your anchor, rope, and cleat.”

Magiel handed the items to Mr. Lawson and turned to leave.

“Mr. Sanchez, how can I repay you?”

“You don’t owe me anything. It was just the right thing to do.”

Magiel waved over his shoulder and walked back to the street. He didn’t notice the curtain in the upstairs window as Jessica watched him walk away.

She was intrigued by Magiel, not because of his build, she had dated plenty of jocks in high school, but because he was not from the island. One day, a few years ago, he had simply appeared, and no one really knew much about him.
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While fishing the following week, Magiel couldn't shake thoughts of Jessica. At first, he would dismiss these thoughts, reasoning that she was probably just like all the other beauty queens from high school. Yet a couple of hours later, he would think about her again. What could he and a rich girl possibly have in common?

While Magiel was out fishing, trying to forget about the wealthy girl named Jessica, she and Brent were enjoying lunch on the island. Brent and Jessica had known each other since kindergarten; they were more like siblings than actual siblings tended to be. They shared a strong friendship and made it a point to have lunch once a week to catch up on their lives.

A gentle tropical breeze made for an ideal lunch setting on this clear day. They were sitting on a secluded bench with a view of the ocean. Brent had brought sandwiches, chips, and drinks, as it was his turn to buy lunch.

After they hugged and sat down, Jessica asked, “Brent, what do you know about that guy Magiel who lives at the marina?”

"Let’s see. He’s built like a tank, he’s quiet, owns a boat, and enjoys fishing. Rumor has it that he’s a loner and tends to keep to himself. After he saved Jimmy and me, I asked the guys at the marina about him, and they all said the same thing. I can’t help but wonder what he might be hiding from. People like him are often alone for a reason. Just look at him—he could have any girl on the island he wants. So, what could be so bad that he chooses to be alone? I mean, he could even be wanted for murder or something. Still, he saved Jimmy and me without a second thought. That has to mean something, right? Why do you ask?"

“He brought Dad’s anchor to the house.”

“You mean he went to the Craig and dove just to retrieve the skiff anchor?”

“Yes, and Dad says the anchor was cleaned and polished, just like new.”

“What did he want for it?”

She replied, “Nothing.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, Dad asked him, and he said Dad owed him nothing.”

Brent replied, “Humm. This Magiel is a strange guy.”

“Interesting,” Jessica remarked. 

“Jessica! You really didn't just say that, did you? Stay away from him. He's got some baggage, and I’m telling you, he’s trouble.” 

“Perhaps,” she acknowledged. 

Jessica then changed the subject while they enjoyed the rest of their lunch.
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A seaplane landed near a small cove two miles southwest of the main harbor. Before the long flight, the pilot had studied the island's coastline and found a secluded spot near town to land. He and one passenger jumped onto the deserted sandy shore and tied the plane to a nearby coconut tree. They quickly made their way along the coast toward town and soon saw signs of civilization.

Suddenly, the pilot noticed a couple, a guy and a girl, sitting on a bench under a palm tree. The pilot, Gill James, and his companion, Barney Clark, had a specific purpose for being here. Gill was the pilot and also a contractor. He was heavyset, in his late thirties, and his job was to fly the plane and assist in recovering a package. On the other hand, Barney was the brains and muscle of the operation. As one of the mob's favorite enforcers, he called the shots on this trip and knew how to intimidate people to ensure compliance with their plans.

As they watched the couple on the beach, Barney said, “Okay, let’s take them.” 

The two swiftly moved from the underbrush and grabbed Brent and Jessica. Barney quickly placed his large, strong hand on Brent’s shoulder and applied enough pressure to keep him seated. 

“Hey, man! What’s up?” Brent protested. 

Barney tightened his grip on Brent’s shoulder to the point where it became uncomfortable. 

“Shut up, and no one will get hurt. We just need a little information. We’re looking for someone who runs fishing charters.” 

“Dude! That’s not us. Just let us go,” Brent replied. 

Barney asked, “You live on this island, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I live here.”

Barney asked, “Great. Who runs the fishing charters here?”

“Dude! There are four main fishing charters on the island.”

“How many boats do they have?”

Brent answered, “Four. Four fishing charters, one boat each.”

“Out of those, how many have young captains?”

“Two. You might be looking for the Mary Jane or the Tinker, both boats have young captains.”

“Where can we find the captain of the boat named Tinker?”

“Tinker docks at the marina. That’s probably where the captain will be.”

“Alright then, take us to the marina. Where’s your car?”

Barney and Brent climbed into the front seat of Brent's car, while Gill and Jessica settled into the back. A few minutes later, they arrived at the marina docks.

"Which boat is the Tinker?" Barney asked.

"Look over there! The slip is empty. I'm pretty sure he goes out fishing all day and won't be back until sunset," Brent replied.

"Alright then, take us to the captain of the Mary Jane. Where is he?" Barney inquired.

"The Mary Jane is right over there," Brent said, pointing. "But I don’t see anyone on board. The owner should know where the captain is."

"Alright, take us to the boat owner. But I warn you; if this turns out to be a wild goose chase, it will cost you. So don’t waste our time." 

Jessica and Brent were now being held at gunpoint. They got back into Brent’s car and drove to Mr. Davidson’s house. Mr. Davidson owned the ‘Mary Jane’ but his health had kept him off the water for the last few years, so he hired others to captain his fishing charters. He was startled by the knock on his door.

“Mr. Davidson?” Brent inquired.

“Yes?” 

Brent asked, “May we come in?” 

“Depends on who you are and what you want.”

Barney didn’t have time to play nice. The humidity was overwhelming, and his suit jacket was becoming drenched with sweat. His patience was wearing thin. 

He pulled the gun from behind Brent’s back for Mr. Davidson to see. Mr. Davidson stepped back, allowing them to enter. 

They made Brent and Jessica sit on the couch while Gill stood between them and the door, holding his pistol at the ready. Barney took the old man, Mr. Davidson, to the kitchen for a private conversation.

"Sit down!" Barney ordered.

Mr. Davidson sat at the kitchen table.

“I don’t have time to play games, so I will get straight to the point. Where can I find the captain of the Mary Jane?”

“I hire different guys.” Mr. Davidson replied.

Barney suddenly struck Mr. Davidson on the head with the gun. 

“Now! Think very carefully before you answer. Three months ago, you had a fishing charter. Who was the captain?”

“Three months ago? I was paying Carlos to captain all my fishing charters. He got a job at the power plant a few weeks ago.”

“Where can I find Carlos?”

“I’m not sure. He used to hang out at the Billiards Room when he worked for me. You might find him there playing pool.”

“Where else could he be?”

“He lives at his mother’s house on Leafy Street.”

Barney pulled Mr. Davidson by his collar and marched him back into the living room. Jessica and Brent noticed the trickle of blood running down Mr. Davidson's face.

Barney looked at Jessica and asked, “Do you know where the Billiards Room is?”

Jessica said, “Yes.”

He asked, “Do you know the house on Leafy Street that Carlos lives in?”

Jessica had lived on La Cala Island her entire life and knew many people in the community. Carlos graduated from high school a year or two after her, and she knew where his mother lived. Carlos's mother was a Sunday School teacher at the church that Jessica attended.

“Yes, I know where Carlos lives,” she confirmed.

Barney sensed that it was a good time to lighten their load. He looked at Mr. Davidson and asked, “Is that your tool shed out back?”

Mr. Davidson said, “Yes.”

Barney picked up a lamp from the table beside the couch. He detached the six-foot electrical cord from it and coiled the cord around his hand. He did the same thing to the lamp on the left side of the couch. He drew a knife from his belt and cut the curtain strings.

“Alright, you two, follow me.” Barney gestured with his gun for Brent and Mr. Davidson to head towards the kitchen. As he walked through the kitchen, Barney grabbed two dish towels and followed them to the tool shed. He opened the shed’s door and glanced inside.

Barney extended his open hand, palm up, toward Brent, saying, “I’ll need your car keys.” After Brent handed Barney his car key, Barney said, “Get on the floor.” He then motioned for them to enter the shed while brandishing his gun.

Barney took the cords from the house and tied their hands behind their backs. Next, he tied their feet and used a dish towel to gag them. Convinced they couldn't escape; he closed and locked the shed door. Barney observed that there were no nearby houses, so it would probably take some time before anyone discovered the men inside the tool shed.

Back in the living room, he announced, “I just tied them up. They’ll be fine. Let’s go find this Carlos guy.”

He handed Brent’s keys to Jessica and waved the gun as he said, “No funny business. It would be a shame for you to have come all this way and end up dead.”

They locked Mr. Davidson’s front door and drove to the Billiards Room. Once they arrived, Gill and Jessica remained in the car while Barney went inside to find Carlos.

Barney walked into the air-conditioned Billiards Room bar and restaurant, pleased to soak in the cooler air. He approached the bar and ordered a beer. A minute later he was enjoying the refreshing chill of the ice-cold drink. From past experience, he understood that the best way to obtain the information he wanted was to be patient. After serving several other customers, the bartender finally came over to Barney.

“I haven't seen you in here before. Are you new to the island?”

Barney replied, “I’m just vacationing. I thought I’d try somewhere that wasn’t so crowded. A buddy of mine suggested La Cala Island.”

The bartender said, “When we start getting those cruise ships in here, this place will change a lot. It won’t be so quiet anymore.”  

“By the way, my friend told me the fishing is great here. He mentioned that I should look up a guy named Carlos. Have you ever heard of him?”

“Sure, it’s a small island. Everybody knows everybody. That’s Carlos over there at the second pool table, but he doesn’t do fishing guides anymore; he got a job at the power plant.”

“That’s too bad. But I bet he can recommend someone. Thanks.”

With that, Barney left the bar, finishing what was left of his beer. He watched as Carlos sank the eight ball and won his pool game.

"Hey man, you're really good," Barney said.

Carlos replied, "Not really. There are a lot of guys who are better at this than I am."

Barney continued, "The guy at the bar mentioned that you don’t do fishing charters anymore."

"I got a new job that pays better," Carlos explained.

"I heard about that. I think a buddy of mine chartered a fishing trip with you about three months ago. It was either the second or third week of the month. His name is Williams; he's a short, chubby guy."

“Sorry mate. I can’t help you. Three months ago, I was off the island all month, visiting my aunt and uncle. It must have been someone else. Go to the marina. There are several boats there that do fishing charters. Maybe he was on one of them.”

“Thanks. I’ll do that.” Barney left the restaurant and went back to the car.

Once in the car, he said, “Let’s go to the marina. We need to find the captain of that other boat; the one named Tinker.”

As Jessica was driving, it occurred to her that the guys didn’t know anything about the island, and she might be able to use that to her advantage. She decided to test her theory. She turned right at the next street, went three blocks, and then turned left again. They were still heading toward the marina, just on a different road that wasn't a direct route. The guys said nothing, but she was already too late to use this information to her benefit. The tall masts of the boats in the marina were now visible in the distance, leaving her with no choice but to continue toward the marina.

When they arrived at the marina, Barney asked Jessica, “Where is the boat named ‘Tinker’?”

“How should I know? I haven’t been here in ages,” she replied. “It’s not that big of a marina. Just walk down the docks until you find the boat you’re looking for.” 

Barney scowled as he considered her suggestion. 

“Gill, go see if you can spot a fishing boat named Tinker,” he instructed.

Gill felt relieved to finally step out of the hot, stuffy car. He strolled along the docks and eventually returned to the vehicle. 

“Well?” Barney asked, eager for news. 

“I saw a boat named Tinker. It was leaving the fish market over there and headed toward that third dock,” Gill replied, pointing. 

“Good job. Let’s go,” Barney said.

The two men walked alongside Jessica, each holding one of her arms. 

Magiel was preparing his first spring line, securing it to the cleats on the dock, when he noticed the trio approaching him. Jessica appeared tense and uncomfortable. He stood up and greeted them, saying, “Hello. Can I help you?”

“Perhaps. Do you offer fishing charters?” one of the men asked.

“Yes, I do. However, it’s a bit late in the day. Would you be interested in a fishing charter tomorrow?” Magiel replied.

Barney pulled his gun from the concealed holster at his hip, beneath his sports jacket. He aimed the weapon at Magiel and asked, “May I come aboard?”

“As you wish,” Magiel replied.

As Barney gestured with the gun, he added, “After you, Captain.”

Magiel was suddenly wondering where this situation was headed. What could these men possibly want? He definitely didn’t like the fact that someone had just taken him at gunpoint. In his mind, he visualized the 9mm semi-automatic pistol he had stored in his cabin, below deck. He also recalled the fishing gaff tucked below the starboard railing at the back of the boat. He mentally checked off anything nearby that could be used as a weapon until he noticed that the other man also had a gun. One gun was an acceptable risk, but facing two guns would require everything to line up perfectly for him to have a chance at taking out both armed men. The smartest move here was to wait for a better opportunity.
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THE UNSCHEDULED CHARTER
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It had only been twenty minutes, but it felt like an hour since they had been locked in the small, dark shed. There had been no sounds from outside since they heard the car pull away. 

Brent started trying to free himself, but the knots were too secure. After ten minutes of effort, he concluded that it was useless to continue trying to untie himself. 

He looked around and spotted a shovel in the corner. If he could just maneuver past the push mower and reach it. He struggled for the next twenty minutes, rolling and twisting, until he finally managed to knock the shovel down with his feet. The handle was now close enough for him to grab, but he was exhausted and needed to rest. 

As he lay there resting, he noticed that Mr. Davidson's breathing was short and strained. He suspected that Mr. Davidson was experiencing breathing difficulties due to his illness and the excitement. However, until they were free, there was nothing he could do to help Mr. Davidson. 

He reached out and managed to graze the shovel handle with his fingertips. The push mower pressed into his back, but he had to keep trying. He used his legs to squirm and adjust his position. Finally, he had a firm grip on the shovel handle. Now, he needed to work his grip down to the hopefully sharp blade of the shovel.

The shovel blade was far from sharp; it was so dull that it would struggle to cut through butter. Feeling defeated, Brent glanced around the shed once more. He noticed a pair of hedge clippers leaning against the door frame. They would surely be sharper than the shovel, but he would have to roll over Mr. Davidson's legs to reach them. He was surprised to discover that the cramped space aided his efforts. He turned off the push mower and quickly rolled over Mr. Davison’s legs. He managed to get there, but he had to squirm and wallow on the dirt floor to turn his back to the door jamb. Now there was a new pressing matter at hand. He had somehow managed to disturb a hidden ant mound in the small tool shed. The ants were attacking his legs. He heard Mr. Davidson starting to make noises. He realized that the ants must also be stinging him. He needed to concentrate on the hedge trimmers. He rolled over and managed once again to get close enough for his fingertips to graze the handles, but not close enough to grasp them. With one final, awkward lunge, the hedge trimmers tumbled over and landed beside him. In a few minutes, he had them opened and was using the sharp blades to cut his hands free. Once he and Mr. Davidson were free, he took the hammer and knocked a board loose. After that, he reached out and used the claws of the hammer to pry the locked hasp loose from the door. Once outside, they both took off their pants to rid themselves of the biting ants.

Mr. Davidson was not feeling well and looked a little pale. However, he insisted on going to the police station before seeking medical attention. When Brent parked at the police station, he noticed Mr. Davidson appeared to be getting worse.

"Mr. Davidson, let me go inside and get the police to follow us to the hospital. We can explain everything once we arrive there," Brent suggested.

Mr. Davidson remained silent, simply nodding his approval. Brent rushed into the police station. From behind the counter, police officer Linda Anderson asked, “Can I help you?” 

“Yes, ma'am. My name is Brent Janson, and I need to send an urgent message to Officer Marty Stanza.”

“Officer Stanza is off duty today. Marty is at his sister’s house, about three miles from town. He’s helping them build a treehouse for his nephew and niece.”

Brent asked the officer, “Can I borrow a phone to check if he’s still at his apartment? This is really urgent.”

“You can use the phone on that desk over there,” replied officer Anderson.

Brent picked up the phone and dialed Marty’s cell phone.

“Hello?”

“Marty, it’s Brent. Can you meet me at the hospital?”

“When?”

“Now.”

“It’ll take me a little while to get there. I’m at my sister’s place. What’s going on?”

“It’s a long story. I need to make a police statement and get the police involved. But right now, I need to take Mr. Davison to the hospital. He doesn’t look too good. Please meet me at the hospital as soon as you can. If you can’t make it, call the police chief. I have to hang up and drive to the hospital. Bye.”

Marty hung up the phone, feeling a surge of concern. He had a multitude of questions, and the hospital was the only place that could provide the answers he needed. He went inside to change his clothes before heading to the hospital. He decided not to call anyone until he had more information about what was happening. Marty had known Brent since childhood, and he knew that Brent wasn’t one to exaggerate or make careless requests. If Brent asked him to come to the hospital, there was undoubtedly a serious reason behind it. As he walked to his car, Marty slipped on a t-shirt featuring the police department's logo.

Brent drove directly to the ER entrance, where ambulances delivered injured patients. He quickly exited the car, ran inside, and retrieved a wheelchair for Mr. Davidson.

[image: image]

As they boarded the boat, Jessica blurted out, “They kidnapped me and Brent and left Brent and Mr. Davidson tied up in Mr. Davidson’s tool shed.”

The tall guy said, “Shut up!”

“What’s this about?” Magiel asked. 

Once they were all inside the wheelhouse, the taller guy, who seemed to be the leader, said, “You had a fishing charter by the name of Williams three months ago. Take us where you took him.”

Clearly, this was the man in charge. “Sure thing. My name is Magiel. What’s yours?” “You can just call me Sir as long as I have this,” Barney said, gesturing with the gun.

“Yes, sir. I need to check my charter log to see where I took Mr. Williams. Is that alright?”

“Go ahead. But if you try anything funny, I’ll take you down right here and now. Understood?” 

“Yes, sir.”

Under a watchful eye and the threat of a gun, Magiel slowly retrieved his logbook from a dry box filled with various maps and papers. He flipped through the pages. “Here it is, three months ago. I had eight fishing charters that month. No one is named Williams, but there was one charter for a man who said his name was David Ghantt. He paid in cash. I don’t require ID for cash-paying customers, so it’s possible he could be your Williams using a different name.”

Barney considered this and finally asked, "What did this Ghantt guy look like?" 

Magiel took a moment and replied, "If he’s the guy I remember, he was a white guy, about my height and heavyset. He was wearing a baseball cap."

Barney said, “Take us where you took him.”  

“You’re the boss,” Magiel replied. 

Under Barney's watchful eye, he untied Tinker and started the engines. 

Magiel had a good idea of where he had taken the customer that these guys were asking about. After fishing at Craig, the customer wanted to fish closer to shore, so they explored a couple of coves and fished in the mangroves.

When one of the guys asked Magiel the name of the cove, he replied, “Dude! There are hundreds of coves on this island. Only a few actually have names, and those are just what the local fishermen call them. You won’t find any cove names on a map.”

The guy asked about nearby landmarks, specifically if there were any roads close to the coves. 

“There is a highway about a mile inland from one of the coves, but I don't think there are any notable landmarks near the other one we fished.”

“How do you remember where you fished three months ago?”

“Look here in the log. This is where I document where we fished and what we caught. It’s all part of the record.”

The taller gunman glanced at the log. “What does this mean?”

He pointed to a notation that read ‘RS3’.

“That means we caught three red snappers.”

It was clear that only Magiel could interpret the shorthand codes in the log.  

“Okay, take us to the first place you took him.”

The boat was drifting away from the dock as Magiel shifted the throttles from neutral to drive, gradually moving away from the marina.

“You know, it might help if you could tell me what this guy is accused of doing




































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters;
These see the works of the LORD, and his wonders in the deep.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image010.jpg
1A Cala






d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image009.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg





