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      The nap was the best thing that had happened to me in a hundred years.

      I mean literally one hundred years. The last nap this good was in 1926, in a hammock in Havana, where I'd fallen asleep after finishing an assignment involving a sugar baron and a haunted warehouse. That last nap lasted four hours. This one was going on five and showed no signs of stopping. Just pure bliss.

      The afternoon sun warmed my face through the apartment window. LA traffic hummed below. Tibby was a warm, heavy weight on my stomach, purring so deeply my ribs vibrated. I was boneless, dissolved into the kind of sleep where your body forgets it has edges and just melts into the cushions.

      Six green checks in a row. Six assignments completed since the cosmic forces had started this latest stretch. My wells were full, my scars were quiet, and I had absolutely nothing to do except lie here and let the sun move across the ceiling at whatever pace the sun felt like moving.

      I was getting good at this. The last three assignments had gone smoothly, or as smoothly as cosmic community service ever went. I'd figured out how to read the assignments faster, adapt to new magic systems quicker, avoid the obvious traps. Nine hundred years of practice was finally paying off.

      The shelf on my wall held the proof. Cael's black raven feather was still warm sometimes when he was thinking of me. The acorn from Greenhollow pulsed gently with living magic. The ingredients for mama's eggrolls were long since used, but the memory still sat in my chest.

      Six for six. A perfect record lately.

      I was, for possibly the first time in nine hundred years, genuinely relaxed.

      Which is exactly when the universe decided I was getting too comfortable.

      The pull started behind my sternum. Soft at first, almost polite. I kept my eyes closed.

      "No. Not yet."

      The tap became a tug. Then a yank.

      "Five more minutes."

      The apartment shimmered. I could feel it without looking, the walls going soft at the edges, the furniture losing its certainty. The light shifted from afternoon gold to something silvery and insistent.

      Tibby stopped purring. I opened one eye and found him sitting on the windowsill, staring at the full moon that had no business being visible before sunset.

      "The moon doesn't care about comfortable," he said.

      "The moon doesn't care about a lot of things." I sat up slowly, every muscle protesting the interruption. My back cracked in three places. "I was having a genuinely transcendent experience on this couch, Tibby. Transcendent."

      "I noticed. You were drooling."

      "I was not—" I touched my chin. I had absolutely been drooling. "That's irrelevant."

      The pull intensified. Fifteen seconds, maybe less. The kitchen was already going transparent, the refrigerator becoming a suggestion rather than an appliance. The floor beneath my feet had gone soft, uncertain, halfway between solid and memory.

      I stood and stretched, feeling the familiar resignation settle over me. The raven feather in my pocket pulsed warm. Cael's gift, carried with me always now, a habit I didn't question anymore.

      "Six in a row," I said, rolling my shoulders. "I'm on a streak."

      "Don't say that."

      "What? I'm being confident. There's a difference between confidence and—"

      "You just jinxed yourself."

      "I don't believe in jinxes."

      "You're a nine-hundred-year-old witch who time-travels for cosmic community service. You don't get to not believe in jinxes."

      "I'm being realistic. I've figured this out. I know how to read assignments, I know how to adapt, I know how to—"

      The world went silver. The couch disappeared, the walls folded, the traffic noise stretched thin and snapped. I fell.

      Warm sand under my palms, fine and white, heated by a sun that meant business. Salt air filled my lungs, clean and bright, carrying the smell of tropical flowers and something green and growing.

      I pushed myself up and looked around.

      A beach. A gorgeous beach, actually, designed for post‐

      cards. Turquoise water lapped at white sand, palm trees swayed in a breeze that felt warm on my skin. Cliffs rose to the west, dark volcanic rock draped in green vines. To the east, a cove curved around gentle blue-green water where the waves barely bothered to break.

      A seahawk circled high overhead, riding thermals in slow spirals, its wingspan enormous.

      I brushed sand off my knees. For once, for once in nine hundred years of cosmic drop-offs, the moon had landed me somewhere that wasn't mud, hay, camel dung, or an active battlefield. White sand and palm trees and water so blue it looked artificial.

      "See?" I said out loud, grinning despite myself. "Streak continues. This is going to be—"

      A noise behind me. Outraged, furious splashing, and I turned.

      Tibby was in the surf, water up to his belly, twenty pounds of orange tabby plastered flat with saltwater, ears pinned back, eyes wide with the pure concentrated outrage that only a cat can produce. His fur, normally fluffy and impressive, was matted against his body, making him look roughly half his usual size and twice his usual fury.

      "Nine hundred years," he said, each word a separate sentence. "Nine. Hundred. Years. Of loyal service. And you land me in the ocean."

      "I didn't land you anywhere. The moon—"

      "The moon is your employer. This is a workplace grievance."

      He waded toward dry sand, each step deliberate and furious, his legs lifting high and planting down with purpose. When he reached the beach he shook, a full-body convulsion that sent a perfect circle of water droplets spraying in every direction, catching the sunlight. Then he

      sat down, soaking wet, and began grooming himself with the intensity of someone filing a formal complaint with the universe's human resources department.

      I tried not to smile. Failed completely.

      "Don't," he said without looking up.

      "I didn't say anything."

      "Your face is saying plenty."

      The pull in my chest shifted. The assignment arriving now, That familiar pressure, different from the transport. The sky was blazing with sunset, orange and gold pouring across the water.

      Silver script wrote itself across the sky in flowing ancient letters. Moon script, beautiful, shimmering, and always maddeningly brief. Four words.

      FIND THE BRIGHT ORANGE KEY.

      I stared. Read it again. Then a third time, because assignments this clear usually meant I was missing something.

      But no. Four words, simple and direct. No metaphors about bridges or preventing mediocre people from gaining power or ensuring two specific individuals met before the stars aligned.

      Just find a key. A bright orange key.

      "That's it?" I said.

      Tibby looked up from his grooming long enough to read the sky. His ears swiveled forward. "That's it."

      "Find a key."

      "A bright orange key, specifically."

      "No riddles. No vague cosmic nonsense. Just find something." I laughed. Actually laughed. "Finally. Finally they give me an assignment that makes sense."

      "That's what worries me."

      "What? This is great! Clear objective. Specific thing to

      find. I don't have to interpret anything or figure out what 'ensure harmony' means or—" I spread my arms. "This is going to be easy."

      "You just said 'easy.'"

      "So?"

      "So you also said you were on a streak, and look where that got me." He gestured at his soaking wet body with one paw.

      "That's different. This is—" I looked at the sky. The silver script was already fading, dissolving into the sunset. "Four words. Find the bright orange key. How hard can that be?"

      Tibby closed his eyes. "I'm going to remember you said that."

      "Said what?"

      "'How hard can that be.'"

      "You're being paranoid."

      "I'm being realistic. You're a nine-hundred-year-old witch with six consecutive green checks who just landed on a tropical island and said the words 'how hard can that be' about an assignment from cosmic forces who have spent nine centuries making your life complicated."

      "They gave me a simple assignment."

      "They never give simple assignments."

      "Well maybe I've earned simple! Maybe six green checks in a row means they trust me with—"

      Then, I heard shouting. Loud, chaotic shouting from down the beach. The sound of wood banging against wood and rope slapping rope and men arguing in at least three different keys at once. I turned.

      Down the beach, maybe a hundred yards east, where the sand curved toward the cove, a ship sat at anchor. A collection of repairs held together

      by optimism. The hull was dark with tar, the sails patched in at least four different colors of canvas, and the flag hanging limp from the mast was black. Pirates.

      And on the beach below the ship, absolute chaos.

      Twenty-five men, give or take, and every one of them doing something wrong. Crates were going in the wrong direction. Two men carried one toward the tree line while another man carried an identical crate back toward the water, and they nearly collided in the middle, spinning around each other in a confused dance before continuing in their original wrong directions. Ropes that should have been coiled lay tangled in figure eights on the sand, and a pirate was trying to untangle one by pulling from the center, which anyone who'd ever dealt with rope could tell you only made it worse. Two men were carrying the same barrel in opposite directions, each one pulling his end with total conviction and neither one making any progress at all. The barrel sat between them, going nowhere, while they grunted and strained and called each other names that weren't appropriate for any audience.

      Near the water, a pirate attempted to stack crates three high. The top crate wobbled. He steadied it. The middle crate shifted. He steadied that. The bottom crate, offended by the weight above it, slid sideways on the wet sand. All three crashed down. The pirate stood in the wreckage, arms still extended in the shape of a crate that was no longer there, and stared at the sky with the expression of a man questioning his life choices.

      "Still think this is going to be easy?" Tibby said.

      I watched a pirate trip over a rope, stumble into another pirate, who fell backward into a third pirate, who dropped a crate that split open and spilled moldy biscuits

      across the sand. A seagull swooped down and immediately rejected one of them.

      "I'm on a streak," I said, but it came out quieter this time.

      "Mm-hmm."

      "Six green checks."

      "You've mentioned that."

      "I know what I'm doing."

      "Sure, baby."

      I started walking toward the chaos. Tibby fell into step beside me, leaving a trail of wet paw prints and wounded dignity.

      The pirates continued their symphony of incompetence. Somewhere in that mess was a bright orange key. Or someone who knew where a bright orange key was. Or someone who could at least point me toward something that wasn't actively falling apart.

      The seahawk circled overhead, silent and watchful.

      I had thirty days to find one key on one island.

      How hard could it be?

      Tibby's ears went flat.

      "Don't answer that," I said.

      "Wasn't going to."

      We walked into the chaos.
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      One man sat apart from the chaos.

      He was perched on a crate near the waterline, not fighting, not carrying, not helping. Just watching. Solid build, weathered face, eyes that tracked the mess without expression. His clothes were standard pirate issue: dark coat, heavy boots, sun-beaten hat. But the scarf around his neck stopped me.

      Magenta silk, clean and bright. Fabric that had no business being within a hundred miles of these men and this ship and this island. Everything about him said pirate. The scarf said careful, chosen, taken dead seriously.

      "That's the captain," I said.

      "Obviously," Tibby said, still damp and radiating resentment.

      I walked into the chaos. Pirates parted around me, some confused, some suspicious, one nearly dropping another crate in surprise.

      "I'm looking for a bright orange key," I said to no one in particular and everyone at once.

      Total silence. Twenty-five men stopped what they were doing, which, given what they'd been doing, was probably an improvement. The barrel men stopped pulling. The crate carriers froze. Even the rope tanglers looked up.

      The man on the crate, the captain with his magenta scarf, studied me for a long moment. Something close to a smile crossed his face, then disappeared.

      "Three weeks," he said. His voice was deep, unhurried, the voice of someone who expected to be listened to. "Three weeks my crew has searched this island for that key. And you just walk out of the ocean asking for it."

      "I walked out of the sky, actually. The ocean was his problem." I gestured at Tibby, who was sitting on a dry rock looking small and furious and dripping.

      "You have magic," the captain said. It wasn't a question.

      "Some."

      "Good. You're with us." He stood up, the magenta scarf catching the last of the sunset light. "Captain Fancy Pete. Don't call me that to my face."

      "Then what do I call you?"

      "Captain." His eyes swept the crew, still frozen. "Get back to work. We sail at dawn."

      A pirate near me muttered as he passed. "Don't call him Fancy Pete. The scarf is—" He paused, searching for words. "Sacred."

      "Sacred?"

      "He sleeps with it on. Washes it himself. If you touch it, you're on the sandbar."

      "The sandbar?"

      The pirate pointed. Fifty yards off the beach, a strip of exposed sand barely wider than a man, ankle-deep water on all sides. "Stand there until he says you can come back.

      Last man was out there six hours for looking at the scarf wrong."

      "Looking at it wrong?"

      "Dismissively. The Captain noticed." The pirate shrugged and walked away, dragging a rope that immediately tangled around his own ankles.

      Pete. Captain Pete, Fancy Pete, whatever his name was. He was back on his crate, watching his crew stumble through basic tasks with the expression of a man who'd given up expecting competence and settled for avoiding catastrophe. Then I heard it — a sound from below deck of the anchored ship. Through the open hatch. A low, grinding click, deliberate and slow, something hard dragging against metal bars, testing the strength of them with terrible patience.

      Every pirate on the beach looked up. Carefully. The way you look when you hear a familiar sound that means trouble.

      "Don't go near the hold," one pirate said. Young, maybe eighteen, thin-faced and watchful. "Colonel's quarters. He's resting."

      "The Colonel?"

      "Resting," the pirate repeated, and turned away.

      Tibby appeared beside me. He was staring at the ship. Hard. Staring the way he stared when something was there that I couldn't see.

      "Tibby?"

      His ears went flat. "Something in there."

      "Something?"

      "Something mean."

      "Mean how?"

      "Mean that enjoys Monday mornings."

      From inside the ship, another low grinding click, delib‐

      erate and slow. Whoever was in that cage was counting the seconds until they could get out.

      "Let's meet the crew," I said, because whatever was below deck could wait until I understood what I was dealing with up here.

      Twenty-five men. Most of them were interchangeable: sun-beaten faces, patched clothes, the weariness that comes from months at sea looking for something you'll probably never find. But a few stood out.

      Jenkins. Older pirate, barrel-chested, with a scar across his left eyebrow that gave him a permanent expression of mild surprise. He was the one who'd been carrying a barrel in the wrong direction. When I asked him about the key, he spat—all the pirates spat before speaking—and said, "Been digging three weeks. Found seventeen decoys. Bright orange rocks, mostly. One was an orange crab. Colonel pecked me for that one."

      "Pecked you?"

      "The Colonel doesn't like wasted effort."

      Morgan. Younger, nervous energy, couldn't stand still. He was the one who'd tried to stack the crates and failed. "I accidentally stepped on the Colonel's tail feather last month," he said, touching his shoulder unconsciously. "He remembers. Pecks me every morning. First thing. Doesn't matter where I hide, he finds me."

      Gibbs was quiet and thoughtful, moving like he was doing math in his head constantly and the numbers never added up. "I made eye contact with the Colonel during dinner. Extended eye contact. He considers it insubordination." He let that sit. "I was just staring into space. He happened to be in the way."

      I was starting to get a picture of the Colonel. Before I'd even met him.

      And then there was Finn.

      The youngest. Eighteen at most. Genuinely thin, underfed, meals clearly irregular and portions small. His wrists were narrow enough that his sleeves hung loose, and his collarbones cast shadows against his neck. He had a habit of touching the back of his neck. More a memory than a scar.

      He was carrying a coil of rope that was clearly too heavy for him. Struggling with it. Nobody helped.

      I walked over. "Here."

      I took one end. Together we carried it to where it needed to go, which turned out to be nowhere in particular, just a spot on the beach that Pete had pointed at for reasons only Pete understood.

      "Thank you," Finn said.

      "When did you eat last?"

      He blinked, surprised by the question. "Yesterday morning. Maybe the day before. Hard to keep track. Captain says hunger keeps men sharp."

      I looked at Pete, perched on his crate in his scarf, watching his crew work.

      "Captain Pete is wearing a silk scarf on a tropical island," I said. "He's not sharp. He's delusional."

      That startled a laugh out of Finn. Quickly swallowed. He glanced toward Pete, then back at me, checking whether the laugh had been heard. Whether anyone had noticed.

      I dug into my bag, the small supply kit I always carried, the one that survived transport because the cosmic forces at least had the decency to let me keep my belongings. An energy bar. Dense, practical, wrapped in foil that had no

      business existing in whatever century this world approximated.

      "Here."

      Finn stared at the bar. Then at me. Then at the bar. His hand moved toward it, then stopped, hovering.

      "If the Colonel sees—"

      "Eat."

      "You don't understand. He remembers. Jenkins ate an extra biscuit three weeks ago. Still gets pecked for it. Every morning. This would be unsanctioned food. The Colonel doesn't distinguish between crimes. A biscuit and a mutiny are the same thing to him."

      "I'll handle the Colonel."

      "Nobody handles the Colonel."

      "I'm not nobody."

      Something shifted in his face. A loosening, a crack in the resignation he wore. He took the bar. His hands were shaking slightly. He ate it carefully, breaking off small pieces, chewing slowly, making the food last.

      I watched him eat and felt that familiar ache, the one that showed up in every assignment, the one that said there are people who need things here and you can help.

      Some things are simpler than magic.

      Night fell fast in the tropics. The crew built a fire on the beach. Rations distributed: fish and fruit and not much of either. They ate in silence, glancing at Pete occasionally, then away.

      Pete sat apart. The scarf caught the firelight. He ate his full ration without looking at anyone.

      I sat with Tibby near the waterline, away from the crew. The seahawk was still up there somewhere, invisible against the dark sky. I could feel her, somehow, watching.

      The raven feather in my pocket pulsed warm.

      "You felt that?" My voice barely carried over the surf.

      "Felt what?"

      "The feather. It went warm when I was looking at the bird."

      Tibby looked up at the sky. At me. "Cael?"

      "Maybe. Or something Cael sent." I touched the feather through the fabric of my pocket. Still warm. "She's been up there since we arrived, circling and watching."

      "She's waiting for something."

      "For what?"

      "Don't know yet." He settled against my leg. "But she knows you. I can feel it."

      We sat in silence for a while. The fire crackled. Stars appeared, thick and brilliant. The crew talked in low voices about decoys and digging and how Jenkins had wasted a whole afternoon following an orange crab.

      I heard it again. From the ship.

      The grinding click. Louder this time, impatient.

      Every pirate on the beach went quiet.

      "The Colonel wakes at dawn," Finn said. He'd drifted over to where I was sitting, drawn maybe by the fact that I'd fed him, or maybe just by the instinct that some people are safer to be near than others. "That's when inspections happen."

      "Inspections?"

      "He checks everyone. Every morning. If you've done something wrong, anything wrong, anything he thinks is wrong, he lets you know." Finn touched the back of his neck again. "He has a list. I don't know how a bird keeps a list, but he has one."

      "A bird?"

      "The Colonel is a parrot."

      I stared at him. "The terrifying enforcer who pecks

      people for eating extra biscuits and making eye contact is a parrot."

      "He's not just any parrot."

      "What kind of parrot?"

      Finn looked toward the ship. The grinding click came again. "You'll see tomorrow. At dawn. When he inspects."

      "I can't wait."

      "You should wait. Everyone should wait. But the Colonel doesn't care what you want."

      The crew started moving toward the ship. Rowing out in small groups. Climbing aboard. Heading below deck to hammocks strung too close together in a space too small for twenty-five men.

      Pete stayed on the beach. Sitting on his crate. Staring at the fire.

      "Tomorrow we search the caves," he said without looking at me. "West side of the island. That's where the chest is."

      "Chest?"

      "The treasure chest. The one the key opens. Been there for centuries. Everyone knows about it. Nobody can open it." He stood up, scarf settling around his shoulders. "You're going to help me open it."

      "What's in it?"

      "Treasure."

      "What kind of treasure?"

      "The kind worth three weeks of searching." He looked at me directly for the first time. "The kind worth six more if that's what it takes."

      He walked toward the water. Toward the rowboat that would take him to his ship. He didn't look back.

      I watched him go.

      "He doesn't know," Tibby said.

      "Doesn't know what?"

      "What's in the chest. He just knows it's locked and he wants it open." Tibby's ears were still flat. "That's never a good combination."

      The last rowboat pushed off. The beach was empty except for me, Tibby, and the dying fire.

      The ship rocked gently at anchor. Below deck, in the hold, behind bars, something patient and mean was waiting for morning.

      I pulled out my bedroll. The sand was still warm from the day's sun. Stars overhead. The sound of waves. If you ignored the incompetent pirates and the mysterious Colonel and the locked chest and the key I was supposed to find, this was actually kind of nice.

      "Six green checks," I said to the sky. "I've got this."

      Tibby didn't answer. The seahawk circled, silent and watchful.

      I fell asleep to the sound of waves and the distant grinding click of something testing the bars of its cage.
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      Dawn came too early and too loud.

      A whistle. One sharp note carrying across the water from the ship.

      I sat up in my bedroll. The beach was gray with predawn light. The crew was already moving, stumbling out of rowboats, forming a ragged line on the sand. Nobody looked happy about it. Several looked terrified.

      Pete stood at the waterline, two fingers still in his mouth from the whistle. The scarf bright even in the dim light.

      "What's happening?" I asked Tibby, who was awake and alert beside me.

      "Watch."

      The crew stood at attention. Sort of. The pirate version of attention, which involved standing mostly still while swaying slightly and looking like you desperately wished you were anywhere else.

      Then I heard it. Small wings, coming from the ship.

      Something launched off the deck rail. Flying toward the beach. Getting closer.

      A parrot. A terrible parrot.

      Much smaller than I'd expected. Patchy feathers, molting in at least three places, bald spots visible even from a distance. One eye noticeably larger than the other. Head permanently tilted at an angle that suggested either deep contemplation or a factory defect. A parrot that looked like it had been assembled from secondhand parts by someone working from a bad description.

      He landed on Pete's shoulder.

      Colonel Pecker had arrived.

      He surveyed the crew from his perch. Both mismatched eyes tracking slowly across the line of men. The head tilt made it look like he was taking notes. Mental notes. A list. Every man on the beach was frozen. They knew what was coming. Frozen the way soldiers freeze during inspection. The Colonel launched. First victim: Jenkins. The parrot flew straight at him. Landed on his head. Three rapid pecks, sharp, precise, angry. Jenkins yelped. His hat flew off and rolled down the beach into the surf. He stood at attention while his hat floated away. He did not go after it.

      The Colonel flew back to Pete's shoulder, briefly, then launched again. Second victim: Morgan. Direct hit to the shoulder. The spot where Morgan had stepped on the tail feather. Five pecks this time. Each one deliberate and measured. The Colonel wasn't just pecking. He was making a point. Morgan's eyes watered but he didn't move. Didn't flinch. Just stood there and took it. Third victim: Gibbs. The Colonel landed on Gibbs's shoulder. Didn't peck. Just stared at him from three inches away. One large eye. One small eye. The permanent tilt. Gibbs went rigid. Five seconds. Ten. The Colonel's beak was close enough to take out an eye.

      Then the Colonel screamed.

      Point blank. Full volume. The sound of a rusty gate being torn off its hinges in a hurricane.

      Gibbs didn't flinch. Didn't blink. Stood there and took it.

      The Colonel flew back to Pete's shoulder, apparently satisfied.

      I stared. This was it. This was the terrifying enforcer. The name that made grown pirates go white. The Colonel whose inspections required firm ground and clear mornings and absolute compliance.

      A parrot. A small, ugly, molting parrot with one eye bigger than the other and a head that tilted permanently to one side.

      And every man on this beach was terrified of him.

      Tibby was beside me. He was looking at Colonel Pecker with an expression I'd never seen before on his face, one ancient creature sizing up another.

      "That," Tibby said, "is the worst creature I've ever seen."

      Colonel Pecker turned. The tilt.

      "And I've faced demons, curses, and a raven god."

      The Colonel screamed at Tibby. Full volume, three feet away. The sheer audacity of being spoken about by something that wasn't even a bird.

      Tibby didn't flinch. Every hair held still. Nine hundred years of warm sarcasm and quiet authority versus the concentrated soul of a tax collector who had been mean before the job made it official.

      "I've been screamed at by gods." Tibby's voice was flat. Almost bored. "You're a pigeon with delusions of grandeur."

      The silence on the beach was total. Waves breaking. Wind in the palms. Twenty-five pirates holding their breath.

      Colonel Pecker's feathers puffed. What was left of them, anyway. His head tilted further, past contemplation, past defect, into something that looked almost like disbelief.

      No one had ever talked back. In the entire history of this crew, no living thing had stood within range of the Colonel and said something other than "yes sir" or nothing at all.

      The crew looked horrified. And, underneath the horror, delighted.

      Pete observed the standoff without expression. "The Colonel doesn't like cats."

      Tibby didn't look away from the parrot. "The Colonel can get in line."

      I stepped between them. "We're here for a key. Not a pecking contest."

      One more second. Two. The Colonel held Tibby's gaze with his mismatched eyes.

      He turned away. Dismissing Tibby. Flying back to Pete's shoulder with the air of someone who had decided this wasn't worth his time. For now.

      Tibby began grooming. Aggressively casual. Completely unbothered and also capable of destruction.

      "I could take him," Tibby muttered.

      "Please don't."

      "I could."

      "I believe you. Please don't."

      Pete addressed the crew. "We sail for the west cliffs. Everyone on the ship. Even the cat."

      Tibby, who had just started to dry out from yesterday's ocean landing, went rigid. "No."

      "Yes," I said.

      "Absolutely not."

      "Tibby—"

      "I have made my position clear on water. I have been making my position clear on water for nine hundred years. The position has not changed."

      Pete watched this exchange without expression. "Ship, not boat. Boats are what children play with in bathtubs."

      Tibby's eyes flattened. "I'd rather be in a bathtub."

      We got on the ship.

      The smell hit me first. Tar, salt, mildew, old wood, layered over something deeper and less pleasant that I decided not to investigate. Rope everywhere, coiled and hanging and strung between things in patterns that probably made sense to someone. The deck pitched gently at anchor, a slow rocking that my stomach noticed immediately and filed a
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