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Chapter One
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Tall and lean with curly blonde hair, Ted Keyes stood out in Cabo San Lucas, the small fishing village at the tip of the Baja California peninsula.  When asked where he was from, Ted Keyes would probably say Boca del Rio.  He spoke of it as if it were an enchanting place where anyone would want to live.  The tropical breeze wafted in off of the ocean warm and comforting every day, and gold and silver coins from sunken Spanish ships washed ashore with every wave.  Pirate treasures could be found by simply diving on the reefs, it only took a little effort, and anyone could do it.  That was the Boca del Rio of which Ted Keyes spoke, even though no one had ever heard of such a place. 

What brought Ted Keys to Baja California was never made clear by him.  Gringos who were already living in Cabo San Lucas wondered why Ted Keyes would leave Boca del Rio if it was so wonderful, but most already knew the answer and didn’t pry too vigorously.  At one time, Ted Keyes suggested the license for his charter boat business in Florida had expired and couldn’t be renewed, which was why he was buying the charter boat company from Dr. John.  John Jamieson wasn’t a real doctor, but he liked the sound of being called a doctor which was why he’d given himself the title.  Dr. John found it incredulous that Ted Keyes couldn’t renew his charter boat license for fishing in Florida, which was all there was to do there, causing Ted Keyes’ story to shift.  He’d been bought out by his partner which was why he had come to Cabo San Lucas searching to find another charter boat business, Ted Keyes maintained.  But in the end, gringos didn’t question one another in depth as to the other’s business, especially what their real names were, or the true reason they had left the States.  They knew better, as the same questions might be posed to them.

Regardless of Ted Keyes’ questionable but unknown past, he now hailed as “Captain,” and ran a somewhat successful charter fishing fleet of two boats out of Cabo San Lucas.  A business of two boats he had bought from Dr. John Jamieson, a man who knew nothing about boats or fishing, didn’t care to learn, and had given up on the charter business because of little to no profit.  Ted Keyes had turned the business around to provide a modest profit and employment for himself and his two employees, Carlita Garza and Javier Ramirez.  This was the early seventies, and tourism had not yet reached this tiny and remote fishing village to a large extent. 

The office for Captain Ted’s Billfishing Company was in a ramshackle building that overlooked the harbor, one of several old and run-down buildings which lined the dirt-worn street above the wharf, an unorganized gathering of wooden structures built without order that housed merchants and vendors of various commodities.  As she had worked for Dr. John of what was now Captain Ted’s Billfishing Company and was a pleasant woman of near middle age who spoke very good English, Captain Ted kept Carlita on as his assistant in the office.  She worked with care and efficiency and didn’t ask Captain Ted about his past, something he wanted to avoid.  For Carlita, she was glad to have a boss who didn’t reek of cigar smoke and bad manners and wasn’t constantly trying to get her in bed.  Carlita couldn’t imagine a more grotesque lover than John Jamieson, a vain and profane man who understood nothing about women.  She couldn’t even bring herself to call him Dr. John, instead referring to him as Mr. Jamieson, to his irritation.

Carlita was a happy and helpful person who the American fishermen found likable, proving to be a great asset for Captain Ted’s business.  Additionally, she could deal with the local authorities on Captain Ted’s behalf, as he spoke limited Spanish and knew very little of the intricacies involved in placating the government.  Carlita knew Captain understood little about their culture and was doing what she could to educate him for his own protection.  Part of that process was helping him learn to speak Spanish, whereupon she found joy in his feeble attempts, at times unable to stop laughing with him in his frustration over pronunciation.  She was happy and grateful to have a job that paid well, even though it strained her neck to look up at her six foot-seven-inch boss, and Captain Ted was glad to have someone he could trust in the operation of his business in what was to him a foreign country.

*     *     *
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Javier was the number one skipper in Captain Ted Keyes’ operation, and, as he had six children, he could be counted on to be reliable.  Something that couldn’t be said of the other skippers Captain Ted had hired who came and went as they pleased.  They were all younger and without children, and seemingly had few cares, one of which was always showing up on time for work, or at all.  Besides being an excellent boat operator, Javier knew where to find the fish, which made him important to the success of Captain Keyes’ charter company.  The American fishermen wanted fish, along with a good time, and Javier could provide both.

Javier had come to Captain Ted by way of his reputation, but, despite being an excellent fisherman, Javier had his problems, six children and all.  Not all of which might be his, Maria Ariana, his wife, often told him in anger when he would come home late at night drunk following a long day of fishing.  He should stay home with her and the children, Maria would insist, then he would know for certain all their children were his. 

As Javier and Maria’s parents had lived next door to one another, they had grown up together since childhood.  It seemed that both knew they would someday marry, and that was what carried through with them as they grew into adulthood.  There was never any other consideration, and they married in their late teens.  By then they were able to support themselves, Javier was working as a fisherman, and Maria helped in a small bakery.  It was Father Castillo who joined them in matrimony, to be married all their lives no matter how many children they had. 

––––––––
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“Something to consider,” Maria would tell Javier when she was upset that he didn’t come home after fishing all day.  “How many more children do you want that aren’t your own?” she would say in anger.  Maybe she would find a man who loved her more than his drink, she would scold Javier, a man worthy of her love.

It troubled Javier when Maria was upset with him, but he could only believe that all of their children were his, Maria wasn’t a person to violate her vows or faith.  He understood why his drinking late into the night bothered her, as well, a problem he needed to address, but he told her, instead, that it was required of him by Captain Ted to entertain their customers.  It was true that Captain Ted preferred to have Javier’s companionship when hosting his clients in the evening, but he didn’t require it of him.  What Captain Ted knew was that the fishermen found Javier engaging, as the fish stories he told were outlandish, none of which were to be believed, even though he declared in his broken English to the delight of the fishermen that they were absolutely true.  He would show them pictures, Javier would laugh, the next time they were there.

Maria didn’t accept the story that Captain Ted required Javier to accompany him when he entertained out-of-town customers, as Javier claimed, but Javier pleaded his case, he didn’t even like the tequila and beer he was forced to drink.  It was the plight of being a captain in the sport fishing business, he insisted.  Perhaps he should find a different way to make a living, he complained to appease Maria, but then, no work in Cabo San Lucas paid as well.  

Maria found his pleadings implausible and untruthful and told him as much.  He could change his ways if he wished, she told him, it wasn’t necessary to change his occupation.  It was only that he liked his tequila and beer more than his wife, she declared.  That surely wasn’t true, Javier would counter, which was true, he loved nothing or anyone more than her.  It had been that way all their lives, and he begged her forgiveness for his misgivings and implored her to tell him that all of their six children were his.  Maria would only respond that perhaps none were his if he didn’t stop his drinking late into the night, with or without Captain Ted.  

*     *     *
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Ted Keyes reflected longingly on his days growing up in Boca Raton, Florida.  His youth spent there had been perfect, he couldn’t have imagined one any better.  It was when he grew older that his childhood friend, Charles, convinced him there was plenty of money to be made as long as he wasn’t opposed to a little adventure.  Together, they had made a small fortune before Charlie died.  It was an accident, the official report of his death read.  A boating accident.  The boom on his sailboat had swung unexpectedly and hit him in the head and knocked him overboard.  Why else would he be floating face down in the ocean?

Ted Keyes was doubtful as to the truth of that report.  With fortunes to be made quickly in the Caribbean, there were bad people as well as good people who were involved in the process.  There were, as well, some lawmen who were more than willing to work with the criminals while arresting others.  Smuggling contraband was a dangerous trade with dishonest brokers on each end, and no one could be trusted, suppliers, buyers, or law enforcement.  As it was, there was an abundance of marijuana across the Caribbean Sea from Florida, a gateway to the demand of Americans for this drug.  The potential for large profits quickly made was irresistible to people of all different persuasions, and Ted Keyes childhood friend, Charlie, was one of them.

“Quicksilver Charlie,” as Charlie was known, had introduced Ted Keyes to smuggling because Ted owned a sailboat.  One trip to Puerto Rico and back would set him up, Charlie had convinced Ted, never again would he want for money.  Of course, it didn’t work out quite that way, and one run led to another, until eventually together they bought a bigger sailboat that could take them to the source.  Colombia had more marijuana than they could want, it came by the kilogram, and all they had to do was transport it north, where buyers eagerly awaited their arrival.  Quicksilver Charlie and Ted Keyes were young men then, and without the cares and fears they should have held, or concern for the perils that led to Quicksilver Charlie’s death.  

But all that was behind Captain Ted Keyes now.  He had his sport fishing fleet of two boats, and half of the small fortune acquired in his partnership with Charlie, Charlie’s half being lost with his death.  Captain Ted Keyes had escaped their smuggling operation with his life, but not his name, and without knowing the true nature of Charlie’s death.  He had fled to the Baja peninsula and this small quiet fishing village of Cabo San Lucas hoping to live anonymously.  Authorities would not find him here, he believed, if they were looking for him, or anyone else of questionable intent who might be after him.  Those responsible for Charlie’s death.

*     *     *
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Javier knew nothing of Captain Ted Keyes’ past and didn’t care to, either.  Neither did Maria, who had her own plight with which to deal.  Her life was overly full with six children, as they were only spread out by a year or slightly more.  The oldest, Juan Carlos, was ten, and the youngest, Rosita, was still in diapers.  No wonder her husband tended to his work so diligently, she considered, she would do the same if she had the choice.  But she loved every one of her children, regardless of the burden of their care, they were her life, and each held a special place in her heart.  Not one had a speck of dirt on their clothing when they started their day, and each had all he or she could eat with every meal.  

With the continual supply of dirty laundry, cooking, and cleaning, however, the young and lovely Maria was wearing with age.  Her mother had died shortly after Maria’s birth, she was the last of eleven children, and Maria often thought that was her mother’s blessing.  Having delivered so many children, what else would she have wanted to do but go to the Great Beyond, her mission in life complete?  She was blessed with only six children, Maria considered, maybe it was good Javier was out late at night drinking instead of at home.  

*     *     *
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Having overheard Javier telling Captain Ted that Maria said none of his children were his, Santiago, Javier’s twelve-year-old deckhand, stepped in to tell Javier that maybe it was true.  How did he know which children were his or not?

“What do you know about making children?” Javier asked Santiago with a wry grin on his face.  He found it funny that this twelve-year-old was questioning him about whose children were whose.

“Nothing” Santiago answered, “but that doesn’t mean you do.”

Captain Ted broke out in laughter upon hearing what Santiago told Javier.  “Got a point there, Javier,” he continued laughing.

“Well... I guess that could be true,” Javier had to admit, “but when do you plan on finding out?”

“I talked to Isabella yesterday,” Santiago answered defensively.  He hadn’t.

“You talked to Isabella yesterday?” Javier repeated Santiago’s statement as a question.  The wry grin was still on his face.  “That’s it?”

“I talked to her before,” Santiago answered as if it were true.

“Well now, we’re getting somewhere,” Javier said.  “What else?”

“I know where she lives.”  He did know that, as she lived near where he did.

“You know where she lives.  Have you been following her?”

“No.”

“What’s her last name?” Javier teased.

“Do you know how old she is?”

“She is twelve like me.”  That was true, they were in the same grade at school.

“I see,” Javier let up.  “I guess you are well on your way to making babies then.”

“She real pretty?” Captain Ted came to Santiago’s rescue.

“Oh yes, Captain Ted, she’s real pretty.”

“That’s good then,” Captain Ted answered.  “You’ll get to know her in time.  Don’t worry.”
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Chapter Two
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Carlita had long considered that Captain Ted should know about her uncle, Jose Victorio Garza, who was an officer with the federal police.  It was late one afternoon when they were relaxing in front of the office overlooking the harbor when Carlita decided to warn Captain Ted Keyes.  Her uncle was a man who wielded power that he abused and couldn’t be trusted as he operated on both sides of the law.  It was well known that he was involved in the marijuana trade and actively ran a smuggling ring.  Something to be aware of, she warned Captain Ted, if he were to ever encounter Jose Victorio, who wasn’t a man to be countered or offended.  

It wasn’t in Captain Ted’s nature to offend people, and for the most part, he wasn’t openly aggressive, and he thanked Carlita for the information which was vital for his ability to live peacefully in Mexico.  What he now fully realized was that he had a friend and confidant in Carlita.  One who could advise him in her quiet way on how to navigate any issues that might arise in Mexico, especially when dealing with the federales like her uncle Jose Victorio Garza.  It was because of this that he allowed Carlita to know he knew something about marijuana being smuggled into the States and wanted nothing to do with it.

*     *     *
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It was later that same day while still sitting outside in front of his office that Captain Ted noticed a young gringo talking to Javier who was washing his boat.  Javier was shaking his head no and motioning that there was no work for him there.  The young American continued pressing Javier for work, he looked desperate, but Javier continued to deny the possibility of him being hired by Captain Ted.  After the young American left, Captain Ted went to the dock and Javier.

“What’s he running from?” Captain Ted asked Javier.  He could always tell when young men were running from something.  They were desperately looking for work and had a haunted look about themselves.  This one reeked of shady dealings that spoke of double-dealing and backstabbing.  Captain Ted didn’t want anyone like that anywhere near him or his charter fleet and reminded Javier once again that he wouldn’t hire any gringos who wanted to get paid under the table, no matter how good their story was of experience and knowledge about boats and fish.

Javier didn’t need to be reminded.  He knew who to trust, and who to avoid.  In addition, he wasn’t about to jeopardize his job, it was the best he could acquire in this small fishing village and he planned on keeping it.  Sport fishing hadn’t yet blossomed into the industry it was yet to become, and working for a man with means like Captain Ted was a rare opportunity for Javier.  This was the biggest reason Javier resisted pressures from his uncle, Pedro, to go to work for him.  Pedro, like Carlita’s uncle, Jose Victorio Garza, was involved in the marijuana trade.  Javier’s uncle, Pedro, however, wasn’t part of the federal police, he worked independently and lived in constant fear that the federales would jail him to crush his business in support of their profits.  Reason enough, Javier considered, to avoid his uncle’s enterprise and continue working for Captain Ted.

Captain Ted understood Javier’s uncle Pedro’s fears.  It was part of being in an illegal trade, especially when law enforcement worked on both sides.  It was this that made him especially concerned when Carlita came to him with the word her uncle, Jose Victorio Garza, was requesting to one day meet him.  Captain Ted had no interest in meeting Jose Victorio, why would he seek out the police when he was in Mexico to hide from them, was his underlying premise.  But Jose Victorio was interested in meeting him, just as he was interested in getting to know about all the gringos who came to his jurisdiction in lower Baja.  

Jose Victorio knew gringos usually had a reason for coming to Mexico to live other than for a vacation or retirement, and in Captain Ted’s case, he suspected there was more to him than Captain Ted wanted the police to know.  For one thing, Captain Ted had enough money to buy a sport fishing business with two boats.  For ordinary Mexicans, that was a lot, and Jose Victorio wanted to know how Captain Ted had come about that money.  Carlita didn’t know, or at least she told her uncle she didn’t know, and Captain Ted wasn’t readily revealing anything about his past to anyone, as far as Jose Victorio could tell.

Jose Victorio had done what he could to find out about Captain Ted, and the story that he came from Boca del Rio brought Captain Ted under suspicion.  Jose Victorio couldn’t find the existence of any town or area by that name, even in Florida, where Captain Ted Keyes was supposed to be from.  To Jose Victorio, that was proof positive Captain Ted had something to hide, and being an officer of the federal police, he knew what that meant, Captain Ted was an easy target for men like him.  It wouldn’t take much to get money from this gringo without even knowing exactly what he was running from.  Jose Victorio knew that only an intimation that he knew about Captain Ted’s crimes would be needed to extort him.

*     *     *
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Captain Ted was about as eager to meet with Jose Victorio Garza of the federal police as he was with Captain Cervantez of the Cabo San Lucas Police who had demanded a meeting.  Ever since he’d first arrived in Cabo San Lucas, Captain Cervantez had dogged him. him.  Before he’d even gotten settled into his rented house, Sergeant Alvarado came to tell him that Captain Cervantez wanted him to come to the police station for an interview.

“Interview?” Captain Ted questioned, wondering what had gotten lost in the translation.

“Si, senor.” Sgt. Alvarado answered, nodding his head dutifully.

“What kind of interview?”

“Captain Cervantez will interview you.  See that you are good for Cabo San Lucas.”

“Good for Cabo San Lucas?”

“Si, senor.  Make sure you are good,”

“Okay,” Captain Ted agreed.  “I will come to the station tomorrow.”

“No, senor.  You come with me now.  We drive in your Bronco.”

Captain Ted looked around to see if Sgt. Alvarado had driven there.  “How’d you get here?” he asked.

“I walked.  It not far.”  Sgt. Alvarado was relatively young, probably in his late twenties, and spoke very good English.

Captain Ted acquiesced and drove his Ford Bronco with Sgt. Alvarado in it down the dirt road to the police station as demanded.  When they pulled up in front, Captain Cervantez stepped out through the door and onto the walkway before the small adobe building, Captain Ted started to turn the motor off but Sgt. Alvarado held his hand out and told Captain Ted to leave the motor running.  Captain Ted did as he was told, putting the transmission in park.

“Come,” Sgt. Alvarado said as he motioned for Captain Ted to get out of the vehicle.  “You will meet Captain Cervantez.”

Getting out of the vehicle, Captain Ted walked over to Captain Cervantez with an outstretched hand and introduced himself.  Captain Cervantez took his hand and shook it.  “Buenos dias, Captain Cervantez,” Captain Ted greeted Captain Cervantez while sizing him up.

“Buenos dias, amigo,” Captain Cervantez nodded.  “I glad meet you,” he said in his heavy accent.  His English wasn’t as good as Sgt. Alvarado’s, but then Captain Ted couldn’t pass judgment as he spoke virtually no Spanish.

“I am glad to meet you as well,” Captain Ted returned the greeting.

“You have very good Ford,” Captain Cervantez said as he began to walk around it, inspecting its condition.

“Yes,” Captain Ted agreed.  “It is a very nice vehicle.”

“What is meaning, vehicle?” Captain Cervantez asked.

“Just another word for car.”

“I see.  It runs very good,” Captain Cervantez said as he listened to the motor run.

“Yes,” Captain Ted replied.  He didn’t like Captain Cervantez’s interest in his Bronco.

“Please, sir,” Captain Cervantez motioned towards the door to the station, “come to my office.”

Captain Ted followed Captain Cervantez into the squalor of his office.  It was dimly lit, most of the light coming through the front window.  Papers were scattered on Captain Cervantez’s desk, in the middle of it was a stapler.  Captain Cervantez’s pride and joy, Captain Ted mused to himself, judging by all the notices and bulletins stapled to every wall in the room.  Beside his desk was a wooden chair that looked to be older than Captain Cervantez, who appeared to be in his mid-forties.  He was a squat and overweight man with a bulging mid-section that hung over the belt for his gun holster.

Sergeant Alvarado shut the front door behind Captain Ted, went to the Bronco, turned off the motor, and then stood by the door to the office as if he were guarding it.

Captain Cervantez sat in the chair behind his desk and motioned for Captain Ted to sit in the wooden chair beside it.  “Now, senor, what I do for you?” he questioned.

Captain Ted was surprised by the question and was unsure how to answer.  There were many implications to that question, he considered as he answered.  “Sgt. Alvarado said you wanted to interview me,” he said hesitantly.

“Yes, senor.  I like meet all people who come to our small village.”

“That is good,”

“Si, we are simple people and want no harm come us.”

“Yes, that is good.  I bring you no harm,” Captain Ted offered.

“Why you come to our humble fishing village, senor, if you don’t care me ask?”

“No, not at all,” Captain Ted lied.  This was the last thing he wanted the police to ask him.  “Mexico is a beautiful country,” he stammered for an adequate answer.  “People here are peaceful, not like in the States.”

“Why you in trouble in States?”

“Oh, no, sir, I’m not in trouble,” Captain Ted lied again.

“You plan live here?”

“Yes.”

“I see.  You know gringos come here when in law trouble.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, they come here hide.”

“I suppose,” Captain Ted tried to appear unconcerned.

“Why you come here, senor?” Captain Cervantez asked again.

“I like it here,” Captain Ted replied.  He’d never been to Mexico before and knew nothing about Cabo San Lucas before coming there, or the rest of the country.

“I see.  You want live here, si?”

“Si.”

That is a very good Ford Bronco.”

“Si,” Captain Ted could only answer.

“Have you seen patrol car?”

“No,”

“It is old nineteen-forty-nine Chevy.  Run bad.”

“That isn’t good,” Captain Ted was clear about where this was going.

“No, not good Captain Cabo San Lucas Police have bad patrol car.”

“No, that isn’t good,” Captain Ted repeated himself, kissing his Bronco goodbye.

“You donate to police in States?”

“No sir.  I never did.”

“Maybe donate Cabo San Lucas Police?”

“Si.​
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Chapter Three
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In his youth, growing up in Boca Raton, Ted Keyes had often dreamed of having a charter fishing business of his own.  He hadn’t imagined it would come about in Baja California, however, the result of fleeing the law.  His two-boat fleet was enough for him, life in Mexico had its own pace, and he was happy in its existence.  It didn’t cost much to live in Cabo San Lucas, he by now knew his way around, and lived simply, as did the locals.  He had grown fond of this small town; it was quiet and peaceful and the sun-drenched adobe buildings that made up the center of town had an artistic charm.  He was even taken with the burros that carried the street merchants' wares, they were so docile and peaceful and happy to be of use.  The people were friendly once they knew him, and the food was excellent, far better than his cooking.  In the winters when it was comfortably warm, he spent time on the beaches alongside the sea, although the summers were too hot for him, driving him to the shade and cold drinks.  Most importantly, he had escaped the fate that had befallen his partner, Quicksilver Charlie, to live this new life of his, and he was glad for it.  He would never again let a good friend convince him money was easily made.

*     *     *
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Even though other smugglers had transitioned to speedboats, Quicksilver Charlie had clung to sailboats.  They stood out less, he maintained, given all the sailors that came and went from the Caribbean Islands, and besides that, he preferred the peaceful quiet of being propelled by the wind alone.  What he hadn’t considered, however, was how fast a speedboat from a competitor or rival could come up on him and confiscate his load of marijuana at gunpoint.  He’d never considered, either, that his sources would accuse him of cheating them leading to their reprisal.  

And that is what happened after Benitez Gonzalez double-crossed Charlie by keeping the money paid by him for a load of marijuana and then blaming Quicksilver Charlie for the loss.  Charlie was only a few miles out from Puerto Rico, after having sailed from Colombia when a speedboat came straight at him and rammed the side of his sailboat.  Two men held their guns on Charlie while the third smashed his head against the boom of his sailboat, making his death look like a boating accident.  They then threw Charlie’s body overboard and took all his marijuana, setting Tequila Sunset adrift.

Authorities in Puerto Rico would get reports of a sailboat drifting unattended, but they didn’t care.  It happened all the time, they said, probably another drug deal gone bad.  It would be Thomas Manning and his wife’s misfortune to sail upon Charlie floating in the ocean face down, bringing them to the grisly task of retrieving his body and delivering it to the unconcerned authorities in Puerto Rico.

Captain Ted would learn weeks after the incident from Charlie’s next of kin, his brother, Bob.  It was then that Captain Ted knew he was in trouble as well.  This was the work of the criminal underworld, he knew, not the accidental gybe of a sailboat’s boom.  Grabbing what money he could readily access and some clothes, Captain Ted loaded up his Ford Bronco and sped for Mexico.  Crossing through the lower states, he only stopped for gas and coffee, knowing he could sleep when he reached safety.  He wasn’t even sure if he was running from law enforcement or the criminal underworld.

What started as an adventure for these two young men ended up being a death sentence for Quicksilver Charlie and potentially the same for Captain Ted.  No way to disband a working partnership, Captain Ted lamented, but at least he wasn’t dead.  His good friend was, however, something he would have to reconcile with later, given he didn’t meet the same fate.  He felt safer crossing the border into Mexico, potentially out of the reach of American law enforcement, but then he began to consider the reach of Colombians, the men he figured who had dealt Charlie his final reckoning.  

*     *     *
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Marie St. John had found Captain Ted Keyes when she first came to Cabo San Lucas.  He was one of the few Americans in Cabo San Lucas who had apparent means and stood out, besides the fact he towered head and shoulders above everyone else, and it was because of this that she had sought out his acquaintance.  She came from San Francisco, she claimed, and carried an air and pretense to attest to her seeming wealth.  Ever after her first visit to Cabo San Lucas, Marie always sought Captain Ted out when she returned.  He was never sure why, they had very little in common, but he never turned her away, even though he should have.

The rumor was that Marie St. John had gotten her money by way of swindling her brothers and sisters.  It was a small matter of getting her senile and failing father to sign a new will, one that excluded her siblings.  Unbeknownst to her father, the papers Marie gave him to sign designated her as the sole heir to his ample estate, not a simple temporary power of attorney authorizing her to appoint his caregivers, as she told him.

––––––––
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It was Carlita who had contemptuously given Marie the title of “Lady.”  Carlita didn’t much care for Marie and her phony pretenses.  Carlita was a woman who possessed values beyond wealth, something that meant more to the people of Cabo San Lucas than money.  Captain Ted knew how Carlita felt about Marie and couldn’t disagree.  He even wondered, himself, why he accepted her overtures.  Perhaps it was because she spoke English, or the quality wine she brought with her that kept him in her arms.  Or maybe it was that he just didn’t know how
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