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No Nevermore 






“I still can’t believe we got a flight the next morning,” Zoe marveled. 

“A 5:00 A.M. flight on standby. We were lucky because it’s the height of the tourist season. Let’s head toward Fell’s Point, where there’re boats docked along the way.”

“Maybe we’ll find Nevermore.”

“Fat chance,” said Tod. “Your dream probably had symbolic meaning. I think Nevermore means that some things just come once in your life.” 

“Like the moment in the airplane over the gulf, when you remembered what happened in the deep cave in Guatemala?” 

“Yes, the door opened then. I could have stayed in Baltimore, and we would have ended up living our separate ways.”

“It was meant to be, and I’m glad it worked out.” 

“Well, we’re here now, leaving it to the universe again.”

“An impossible task you’ve assigned, though. To find a child by traveling? Maybe you mean we’ll have an experience that will change our minds about adopting one?”

“I know it sounds crazy, Tod. But I’m taking my lead from the dream.” 






Sailboats and small yachts lined the piers and they read their names: Sea Bums, Untouchables II, Amazing Grace, and Snow Queen. 

“No Nevermore,” Zoe sighed.

The couple searched along Boston Street, then went on to rest at a gazebo at a high point in Patterson Park. “I forgot how hot and muggy Baltimore can be,” said Tod. “Maybe we should call it a day and check into a hotel.”

“Tod, we’ve agreed to find at least one good clue on our first day. I’ve been thinking about asking fishermen who are more local.” 

A homeless man, who was whittling a stick, overheard their conversation. “You’re looking for fisher boats? The watermen go out in the evening.”  

“Where would that be?” asked Zoe.

“On the east side of Fell’s Point, some old timers go crabbing. There’s Jake and Sam––no telling if Neil will show. You can catch them before they go out on their night runs.” 

Just as the homeless man had said, boats were preparing to go out. The fishermen were polite, but busy and talking about the recent fish kills on the Pocomoke river. Rockfish with lesions had appeared along stretches of the river, and you had to be careful not to touch them.

“It’s bad,” said one man. “The vapors cause skin rashes and take away your memory.”

Tod explained to Zoe. “Pollutants stress their system and cause them to be vulnerable to disease. It was a problem when I was researching dolphins in the bay.”

They overheard a fisherman complain they were down a crew member because of the sickness.

“Could you use some extra hands?” Zoe suddenly offered.

The fishermen laughed. One wondered if they had ever been on a fisher boat.

“It’s a long night, and you wouldn’t know what to do. There’s no cab to take you home from where we’re going.” 

“Have you heard of a boat named Nevermore?” Zoe remembered to ask.

“Can’t say we have,” the man replied. 

They were about to give up, when Zoe noted a bearded man who had been silent and was set apart from the others. “Your boat has a lot of character,” Zoe greeted. It was in need of a paint job, and lettering of the boat’s name had half fallen off.

The man, who was moving cages, looked up. “She’s not a sleek newfangled thing, if that’s what you mean. Ragged on the outside, but a tight ship.” The man spoke with an Old English accent. Dressed in black oilskin pants, a brown and red corduroy shirt, and an old sailor’s hat, he looked like he came from another time. 

“Are you Neil?” Zoe asked.

The man squinted his eyes. “How’d you know?” 

Zoe told about the homeless man.

“Oh, James ... he’s been junking the alleys as long as I’ve been fishing the bay. Are you looking for something yourselves? Maybe you’d like to see the bay. I get lonely at night, with only crabs rustling on the deck.”

It was an offer out of nowhere, and Zoe answered at once. “Yes, we’d love to!”

Tod was not enthused. “Maybe another day. We just arrived, and we have to check into the hotel first.”   

“Really, Tod? Wait a moment, Neil. Let me talk to my husband.” 

“Just call me Crabman. I’ll be leaving shortly.” 

“Tod, we can’t miss this. It’s our chance!”

“Staying overnight on that old boat? Are you serious? It probably takes on water, and if there’s any bad weather, it’ll likely sink.” 

“Tod, he’s been doing this his whole life, and he looks very much alive.”

“You really want to chance it with an old, eccentric crabber? Who knows what habits he has?” 

“Well, the homeless man spoke well of him.”

“Great reference. Plus, we’re supposed to be looking for a clue about a child, not an old man.”

“I know, but we can’t have just crossed the country to stay in an expensive hotel in the Inner Harbor. It’ll be far cheaper and a lot more interesting on the bay.”

“Those are good points, but not enough. Let’s get more information—ask him where he’s going, and when he plans to come back.”

Zoe asked. 

“Usually three or four nights, sometimes longer,” Crabman answered. “After I catch enough, I swing back in due time. As to where I go, I follow my instincts.” 

“I don’t think so,” said Tod quietly. “Who knows when we’ll get back? He’s obviously eccentric. Plus, he’s old and may lose track of time, or where he’s going. And there’ll likely be no phone cell signal out there, if we need any help. ”

“Tod, who’s keeping track of time! We’ve got two weeks! And that old crabber probably knows the bay like the back of his hand. I have a strong feeling about this, Tod. I could almost go alone.”

“Remember, we’ve promised not to separate on our trips.”

Tears welled in Zoe’s eyes. Untying the last rope, the man asked, “What’s your call?”

Tod started to answer when Zoe noticed EN, the last two letters left on the boat. “What’s the name of your boat?”

“Raven,” said the fisherman. “I go out at night, even in the dead moon.”

“Nevermore!” cried Zoe. “That’s what Poe’s raven said! This has to be it!”

“A coincidence,” muttered Tod.

“No. We’re meant to do this.”

“I’ve got a funny feeling about it, but if I say no, you’ll never forgive me. All right, let’s  do it.” 
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CHAPTER II  
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Crabman 






The couple picked up their packs and boarded the Raven, its deck creaking under their weight. 

“Should be a good night,” said Crabman. “With a full moon coming, crabs will be plenty.”

After that, silence enveloped the fisherman. “He doesn’t talk much for being lonely,” Tod remarked.

“Maybe he just likes having other people around.” 

The boat skimmed easily out to the bay. Behind them, the red glow from neon signs looked like rows of wobbly signatures across the water. 

Crabber steered the boat through the inlet, not taking his eyes off the water ahead. The quiet was finally broken when he droned two verses from a song.






The Raven sings in the firth; 

The Rockfish swim in the bay...






“What’s a firth?” Tod asked Zoe.

“It’s an Old English word for a woody wilderness. Isn’t it romantic? It’s like we’ve stepped back in time. The English settled this region two hundred years ago, and the locals still keep some of the old expressions.”

Tod frowned. “That old crabber doesn’t bring romance to mind.” 

“Oh Tod. Just look and listen!”

The night was warm, and the couple fell asleep on mats the crabber had laid on deck. 

When they woke in the late morning, green-fingered reaches of greenery surrounded the white-flaked boat.

“Where are we?” asked Zoe. 

Tod peered toward the distant shore, filled with trees. “Heck, if I know. It could be miles before you’d come to houses. Let’s
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