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      The Pacific Ocean rolled out to the horizon and they wanted him to walk the plank. As if this were the high seas three hundred years ago. Joe didn’t know why they just didn’t shoot him.

      Joe’s hands were tied behind his back and another rope was bound around his midsection at sternum level just to keep his arms tight against this body. He wasn’t wearing a shirt—that was ripped off in the struggle when the bad men came. He called them pirates because he had no idea who or what they were, but they certainly acted like pirates. Making him walk plank being just one example.

      The sun was hot on his bare skin when the breezed didn’t blow. The breeze cut across his shoulders and around his arms. He should have been fishing and enjoying the breeze, but instead he’d been attacked by pirates in the year twenty-nineteen.

      He stood on the deck of a ship that was made of old pine wood that creaked with the rolling waves and the sails above snapped and waved and something ticked up there as the breeze knocked it against a pole. It was a ship straight out of The Pirates Of The Caribbean, out of place with the other modern fishing boats and occasional yacht off the Oregon coast. Joe wondered where was the coast guard or where were the other fishing boats he had seen two hours ago. A ship like this should not go unnoticed. It stuck out like a wolf in a hen house, like a crocodile swimming with the ducks.

      His feet were bare and he had a splinter stuck in the bottom of his left foot. The deck was damp as the lead pirate named Stucky swatted Joe on his backside and pushed him towards the wooden plank jutting over the pacific at the edge of the boat.

      “Over the edge, baby,” Stucky ordered and chuckled. He sounded like he wanted to speak pirate. The only thing missing was a cliché “argh” and he used “baby” instead of “matey.”

      The other two “pirates” hoot and hollered and whistled as if they were construction workers catcalling women on the street. That may have been an old fashioned metaphor, but the pirates and their ship was even older than that. To Joe, the whole situation didn’t make much sense.

      The pirate ship came up on Joe when he had dozed off in his deck chair on his boat, The Pompadour. He awoke to find a large, looming wooden ship, its port side facing him. There were two men in a small boat already gripping and pulling themselves up onto The Pompadour.

      At that point Joe was wide awake. His back brain noticed his fishing rod had been snapped. As he struggled to stand up a harpoon flashed from the wooden ship, whipped past his face, and struck the wall behind him, missing his head by mere inches.

      “You just take it nice and easy,” said the first pirate to step on board. His name was Cleetus. He wore a red bandana on his head and he wore two gold hoop earrings, one in each ear. His brown hair, sticking out from the back of the bandanna was matted and wet.

      The second pirate wore no bandanna. Instead, his weathered, bald head was brown from the sun with a half dozen scabs. His name was Nessie and he wore an eye patch over his right eye. Both men carried knives, but Cleetus also carried a gun. It was the only modern thing about them, among their poofy white shirts and tattered pants, Cleetus carried a forty-five handgun.

      They looted The Pompadour, taking everything they could carry onto their boat they called Scurvy. Joe had been tied up on the deck of Scurvy watching them carry his stereo, laptop, and flat screen television. They raided his galley, too, and brought on over food and utensils and cookware. They even gathered up his clothes and took everything that wasn’t bolted down. Including his fishing gear.

      They left the boat floating, unanchored, in the water. It would be found at some point with Joe nowhere to be found. He’d be one of the missing like something out of the Pacific Ocean’s equivalent of the Bermuda Triangle.

      Now he would walk the plank not knowing why these men wanted him dead. They had everything from his boat. Why not just leave him alone out on the water?

      Then Stucky stepped around to the front of Joe, blocking his way to the plank. Stucky was the hairy pirate, with a thick black beard peppered with gray. Hairy eyebrows and thick chest hair sticking out of the white poofy shirt. Stucky also wore a black bandanna that was dark with sweat. His breath smelled like tuna and his teeth were yellow.  He was a tall, burly man with blood-shot eyes.

      “Any last words before you walk the plank, baby?” Stucky asked.

      And in Joe’s mind the only question worth asking was, “Why?” His voice cracked and his emotions slipped enough to show his fear. Joe hated himself for it. To rebound from that, he asked, “You have everything from my boat. Isn’t that enough? Why take my life, too?”

      Stucky slapped him across the face with an open hand. His cheek burned.

      “Slow down, me lad,” Stucky said. “Three questions is more than enough for us befuddled pirates on the open seas.”

      “Why?” Joe asked again.

      Stucky raised a finger. “That’s a tall order to answer, isn’t it now?”

      “Don’t waste your breath on him,” Cleetus said.

      “Feed him to the fishies,” Nessie said.

      Joe couldn’t see the other two for they were behind him. They weren’t close and he didn’t know if they were pointing weapons at him.

      “Ah, but we are better than that, me lassies,” Stucky said.
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