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            The days pass happily with me wherever my ship sails." ~ Joshua Slocum
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The SS Adventure slows as it nears Grenada. 

Mac stands at the railing. His flippers rest on the cool metal. The water below shines bright blue. Green hills rise from the shore. He has stood like this before.

He never dreamed of this. But Mac followed a smell. It led to sushi. Sushi led to trouble. Trouble led to a talent show. Mac danced. The crowd cheered. Now Mac is the star of SS Adventure.

He is the ship’s entertainer. He dances. He bows. He is paid in perfect rows of sushi.

Mac’s stomach growls at the thought. He sniffs and wiggles his eyebrows. 

“Is that fish?”

Behind him, a voice answers, “That’s chocolate and nutmeg.”

Mac turns and sees Jackson. 

Jackson works in Guest Services on the ship. He helps passengers. He answers questions. He also keeps an eye on Mac.

Jackson smiles and watches as the ship gets closer to port. “Grenada grows spices.”

Mac wiggles one eyebrow. “Spice fish?” 

“No.”

Mac leans over the railing again. Small sailboats dot the harbor. Their sails flash red, blue, and bright yellow. They tip and glide across the water.

Mac’s eyebrows shoot up. “Boat dance.”

“That’s Sailing Week,” Jackson says. “It’s a big race.”

Mac blinks. “Race?”

Before Jackson can answer...

Boom!

A cannon fires from shore.

Mac jumps straight up. “Sailboat explosion,” he yells, then hides. 

Passengers laugh.

Jackson sighs. “It’s just a race-start cannon.”

The sails snap tight. Boats surge forward.

Mac grips the railing. “They are chasing each other.”

“They’re racing,” Jackson says.

The wind gusts. One boat leans sharply, then steadies.

Mac squints at the water. “How do they make it move?”

“They don’t,” Jackson says. “The wind does.”

“The wind decides who moves,” says Captain Sol, the captain of the SS Adventure.

Mac studies the ripples below. Dark lines stretch across the water.

“The sailboats listen to the wind,” Mac says. “This ship has big engines.”

“I would not fight it,” Mac says proudly. “I would command it.”

Captain Sol’s smile grows. “Respect the wind.”

Mac raises his eyebrows, then points at the boats. “Can I sail one?”

“Not today,” Captain Sol says gently.

Mac tilts his head. “Can I sail the ship?”

Jackson makes a choking sound.

Captain Sol smiles slightly. “Maybe one day.”

Mac's eyebrows droop just a little. One small sailboat near the marina struggles. Its sail flaps wildly.

“That one needs help,” Mac says.

Before Jackson can grab him, another voice calls from behind.

“Mac, no helping unless asked, remember?”

Chef Kenji stands in the doorway to the galley. He is the ship's head chef. He makes the sushi Mac loves. He also guards it carefully.

Chef Kenji points a wooden spoon at him. “No grabbing ropes. No grabbing sails. No grabbing anything.”

Mac blinks. “Even wind?”

“Especially wind,” Chef Kenji mutters.

Mac leans forward again. The small boat tips slightly.

Mac’s flippers twitch. He likes helping, and sometimes helping works. Sometimes helping makes a mess.

Captain Sol watches the harbor.

“One day,” he says quietly, “you may stand beside me at the helm.”

Mac’s eyebrows shoot up. “Beside you?”

“When you understand the wind,” Captain Sol says.

Mac looks at the water again. Challenge accepted. Without another word, he darts toward the stairs.

“Mac,” Jackson calls.

“I am respecting the wind,” Mac shouts back.

Jackson groans. 

Chef Kenji mutters, “This will not end calmly.”

Captain Sol watches the sails fill. 

“Let us hope,” he tells Chef Kenji. 

Then he whispers, “Respect the wind.” 

Out in the harbor, the race continues. And so does Mac.
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When Mac reaches the dock, the crowd cheers. Mac bows. No one pays attention to Mac. 

“They are cheering for the boats,” Jackson explains between huffs. He is out of breath from running to catch up with Mac. 

The marina buzzes with festival music. Drums beat somewhere close by. The smell of chocolate and salt air drifts past. 

Mac sniffs the air and then looks all around, eyes wide. “So many boats.” 

“They're getting ready for the Junior Sailing Final,” Jackson says. “Kids race, too. Not just grown-ups.” 

Near the water, a boy is wrestling with a rope. The rope is winning. 

He pulls one way. The knot slips. He pulls the other way. It slips again. 

“My knot won't stay,” the boy mutters. 

Mac tilts his head. “That knot is being very rude.” 

The boy looks up, surprised. Then he laughs. “You have no idea.” 

“I'm Jackson,” Jackson says. Then he points to Mac. “This is Mac.” 

Mac bows. Kai laughs.

“I'm Kai,” the boy says. “My uncle builds wooden boats. He lives on Petite Martinique. I'm practicing for the Junior Sailing Final this week.” 

Mac's eyebrows shoot up. “I love races!” 

Kai looks back down at his knot, frowning. “I just need this rope to behave.” 

Mac waddles closer. His eyebrows dance proudly. “I am excellent at rope.” 

“No, you are not,” Jackson calls out. 

Mac ignores this. He grabs the nearest line and gives it a mighty pull. 

Wrong choice. 

The sail bursts open above them, snapping wide in the wind. 

“Whoa!” Kai grabs the mast to steady himself. “Wrong rope!” 

Mac freezes, one flipper still holding the line. 

The sail flaps like a giant, angry flag. Jackson ducks. Kai holds on tight until it finally settles back down. 

Mac looks up at Kai. “Oops. Sorry.” 

Kai stares at him for a second. Then he bursts out laughing.

Mac grins. “Thank you.”

Jackson sighs and shakes his head, but he's smiling too.

The rope swings gently above them. Kai smiles at Mac. A new friendship begins.
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Kai laughs as the sail settles down.

Mac blinks. “That rope was sneaky.”

Kai laughs again and climbs into the little boat. “Want to go for a sail?” He holds his hand out to Mac. “You can sit here. But don't grab anything.”

Mac looks at Jackson, then at the small wooden boat. It rocks gently in the water.

Mac hops carefully into the boat. It tips.

He yelps and grabs the side.

Kai steadies it. “Careful.”

Mac sits very still. “I was testing it.”

“Sure,” Kai says.

“You can come too,” Kai tells Jackson.

“Thank you. I will come,” Jackson says. “Someone has to keep an eye on Mac.”

Kai, Mac, and Jackson settle into the little boat.

“I like it,” Mac says. “It looks fast.”

“It is fast,” Kai says. “When I do it right.”

Kai picks up one rope. “This controls the sail.”

Mac leans close. “Important rope.”

Kai nods. “The wind fills the sail. It pushes the boat.”

Mac looks up at the cloth flapping above them. “The wind goes in there?”

“Sort of,” Kai says. “You let the wind catch it.”

Mac nods very seriously. “So, the sail is like a trap. For wind.”

Kai thinks about it. “Kind of.”

Kai pushes away from the dock. The little boat drifts out into the harbor.

Mac looks all around. Bigger boats race in the distance. Music floats over the water. From the docks comes the smell of sweet chocolate.

Mac sniffs the air. “What’s that smell?”

Kai laughs. “That's Grenada.”

“Grenada smells good.”

Then a breeze pushes against the sail. The boat moves faster.

Mac's eyes widen. “It's working!”

Kai grins. “Yep.”

Mac grabs the rope beside him. “I will help.”

“Wait!” Kai yells.

Too late. Mac pulls hard. The sail tightens. The boat slows.

Mac blinks. “Why did it stop?”

Kai reaches over and loosens the rope—the sail shifts. The boat catches the wind again and moves forward.

Mac stares. “You made it go.”

Kai shakes his head. “The wind did.”

Mac frowns. “But I pulled very hard to tell the wind where to go.”

“That was the problem,” Kai says.

Mac looks at the rope. Then at the sail. “So, wind does not like being bossed.”

Kai grins. “Nope.”

Mac sits back and looks at the water instead. Dark lines stretch across the surface. Little ripples dance in patches.

“What does that? Fish?” he asks.

Kai follows his gaze. “It’s from the wind blowing on the water. It shows where the wind is going.”

Mac squints hard. “The water tells you where the wind is?”

Kai nods. “If you watch.”

Mac looks from the ripples to the sail and back again. That is interesting.

He likes helping with his flippers. He likes grabbing, pulling, and fixing.

Watching is hard. But the boat is moving smoothly.

Mac points. “There. Wiggly water.”
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Kai turns the boat a little. The sail fills again. The boat speeds up.

Mac gasps. “I found the wind!”

“Yep
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