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	There, you can purchase all kinds of swag

	related to my books, and even my books themselves,

	in whatever format you choose.

	You can find it at

	WWW.GASPARS-REVENGE.COM
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	WWW.WAYNESTINNETT.COM.

	Once a month, I’ll bring you insights into my private life and writing habits, with updates on what I’m working on, special deals I hear about, and new books by other authors that I’m reading.
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	Richard

	For the most part I’ve been a spectator watching you grow into a man,

	but I couldn’t be prouder if you were my own blood. You’ve come a long way in the last few years and I’m glad to have you around.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“Revenge is an act of passion; vengeance of justice.

	Injuries are revenged; crimes are avenged.”

	—Samuel Johnson
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	Jesse’s island in the Content Keys
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	The Florida Keys
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	Saturday, February 18

	North Miami, Florida

	 

	A light rain was falling on the troubled city—not really a rain, but more like the fine mist of a low fog, floating just above ground level. The mist seemed to be dragged along by higher clouds that it couldn’t break free of, as it plodded through the city streets toward the swamp. 

	To the west, the dull orange glow of the sun angled its rays under the thin cloud layer that extended out to the edge of the Everglades and bathed the cross streets in a golden hue that danced maniacally with the tiny raindrops.

	Traffic was light on NE 6th Avenue, which was mostly in the shadows at that hour. Among the smattering of late-evening commuters in their minivans, economy cars, pickups, and the occasional flashy European sportscar, a dark gray Dodge sedan drove slowly northward. 

	The throaty rumble of its exhaust echoed off the surrounding buildings, and every few seconds, the car’s wipers swished across the windshield, flinging water away.

	The Dodge moved steadily northward with the light traffic until it reached the stoplight at NE 129th Street. There, the driver signaled and turned left, rounding the corner in no hurry.

	The Charger proceeded leisurely toward the west, the sun reflecting off the water droplets on the windshield as the driver’s eyes scanned the opposite side of the road. 

	Just ahead, a group of men were gathering outside a building. Most wore regular street clothes, some in jeans and others in tailored suits, but a few had robes of some kind hanging from their shoulders. A handful of men stood just off the sidewalk with umbrellas, smoking cigarettes, and more were gathered under a small portico.

	The man driving the gray muscle car was young, in his mid-twenties, with short, dark-blond hair and a square jaw, clean-shaven. He wore a black shirt under a gray coat, and gloves on his hands. Not because it was cold. It rarely got cold enough in Miami for that. They were driving gloves, which permitted better control of the steering wheel during high-speed maneuvering.

	The car stopped on the street, just across from where the men were gathering. As it sat there with the engine rumbling, the wipers continued to whisper quietly across the windshield, tossing glittering droplets of water in the direction of the men congregated less than a hundred feet away.

	Several of them noticed the car idling in the middle of the street and looked over at it.

	The driver smiled, but there was no glee in his expression. He knew that he was invisible through the tinted glass and only he could foresee what was about to happen.

	Reaching up, he pulled a mask down over his face, covering his features except for his eyes and mouth. Then he pushed the button to lower the window.

	Men started shouting and scattering when the barrel of an AK-47 appeared in the open window of the slaughter car.

	The masked man opened fire, selecting targets of opportunity at random as the men pushed and shoved one another, trying to get away.

	The nearest—those who had turned and looked at him—were the first to die. The masked man continued his deliberate, brutal barrage, shooting his victims in the back with deadly precision as they tried to flee.

	When the bolt locked to the rear, the man released the empty magazine, reached into his coat pocket, and pulled out another. 

	With fluid, unhurried movements, he inserted the magazine and released the bolt, then fired twice more, dropping two more of the fleeing men.

	More than a dozen souls lay on or near the sidewalk, their blood being washed away by the rain. Some moved, and when they did, the masked man shot them again, until all of them lay still—clearly dead.

	Finally, the man pulled the rifle barrel in and placed the weapon in the backseat, along with the empty magazine. Then he closed the window and accelerated hard, the rear tires breaking loose on the wet pavement.

	After three blocks, the car braked hard, drifted sideways as it powered around the next right onto Griffing Boulevard. As cartridge casings rolled across the dash and floor, the gunman pulled his mask off, tossed it in the backseat with the AK, and stomped the gas again.

	A quarter mile farther, he slowed, casually turned left onto NE 135th and crossed the C-8 canal. A few blocks later, the car turned right onto NW 6th Ave., and then merged onto I-95, headed north.

	There was no pursuit.

	Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a cheap burner phone that only had one number stored in its recent call list. He tapped the screen and held the phone to his ear, cruising northward at the speed limit in light traffic.

	“Is it done?” a deep, smooth-sounding voice asked.

	“It is,” the shooter replied. “At least a dozen packages on their way to wherever the hell they go.”

	“Good,” the man on the other end said. “You made the right choice, Anthony.”

	“I told you before,” the shooter said, his voice low. “It’s Tony. Anthony was my dad.”

	The man on the other end of the call laughed. “You did good, kid. Now, proceed as planned to the pickup point. You know what to do with the car.”

	“Roger that,” Tony said, and ended the call.

	There was a chop shop on the outskirts of Miami, where he was to take the car. It seemed an extreme measure to Tony. He could police the brass—he’d been careful to make sure he’d sat far enough back that all the casings were still in the car. But he guessed stripping the car of all it was worth and crushing the rest, along with the brass or any strands of hair of skin cells, was a more permanent solution, and his new employer didn’t seem to take any unnecessary risks.

	Not a bad day’s haul, he thought, as he began stripping the phone apart. Thirty grand and all expenses paid, for just a few seconds of wet work.

	The rain suddenly stopped, and Tony laughed at the irony of his thought as he put the windows down and threw the phone parts out, one by one.

	He had another similar job to do for his new employer in two days, then another next week. Both would be another thirty grand each, and a $10,000 bonus for getting all three done in a week.

	“Not a bad week, either,” Tony said, a bloodthirsty smile crossing his face.
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	Tuesday, February 28

	The Backcountry, Florida Keys

	 

	It’d been unseasonably cold in the Florida Keys for over a week. Normally, the final days of February brought the end to high temperatures in the sixties. But a high-pressure system had pushed down from the north and stalled, bringing cold, northerly winds. 

	On this last day of February, it was just barely in the sixties, and already close to noon. But the wind had shifted more easterly as the morning wore on, and we were anticipating a warming trend to kick off March.

	While sixty-two degrees might feel like the first blast of warm summer air in some places, it rarely got that cold in the Keys, even at night. We were quite literally surrounded by a thermal blanket of water that never got below seventy degrees.

	I was wearing jeans and a long-sleeved Rusty Anchor T-shirt with a jacket over it, but was still shivering. Getting away from the cold was the reason I’d come to the Keys so many years ago.

	I found a sure-fire way to offset the chill, at least mentally, was for me to think back to a time when I’d experienced extreme cold. For me, that was the winter of 1980. I’d grown up in South Florida and went through boot camp just the summer before that. I was a seventeen-year-old PFC, fresh out of the School of Infantry at Camp Geiger in November of 1979, when I’d been assigned to Weapons Company, 1st Battalion, 8th Marines, which was getting ready to deploy to Fort Drum, New York for cold weather survival training. For three weeks in January and February, we trained in sub-freezing temperatures, lived in quickly constructed snow caves, or shelter halves, never entering any heated environment or lighting a fire. For a skinny Florida kid, that stood out as the coldest weather I’d ever experienced.

	“How long we known each other, Jesse?” my fishing partner asked, intruding on my thoughts.

	The cobia bite was on, and we were fishing in the backcountry north and west of Big Pine Key. Cobia are large gamefish often mistaken for sharks when viewed from above, due to their thick bodies and large, horizontal pectoral fins. The limit on cobia was one per person or two per vessel, and we’d already caught and released a few shorts throughout the morning—under three feet—plus a keeper I’d caught, that measured forty inches.

	“I don’t know, Dink,” I replied, turning the crank slowly. “How long have you been here?”

	“Twenty-six years, come next month,” he replied.

	“That’s longer than me,” I said. “I was still in the Marines then.”

	“I was a wet-behind-the-ears high-school dropout, and Rusty gave me a job and introduced me to some of the guides. I think I first met you right around the time you started your offshore charter business.”

	Brian “Dink” Wilcox was the exception to the rule. Most who try to make a go of living in paradise end up broke and hitchhiking north pretty quickly.

	Dink had arrived a couple years ahead of me with few possessions, from what Rusty’d told me, but he had a sharp mind and a willingness to work. Sometimes, that’s all it took. 

	In the Keys, people come and go—visitors, tourists, and those desiring to live there. But surviving in the Keys is tough, and most paradise seekers find it’s not at all like the romantic notion they thought it would be.

	My old buddy, Rusty Thurman, could probably rattle off the names of a hundred people who’d tried and failed, and thousands more whose names he couldn’t remember. He often hired people who were down to pocket change. And for a few, his generosity was a turning point in their lives.

	“Then, I’d say we’ve known each other almost twenty-four years,” I replied softly, feeling a slight bump on my line as I slowly reeled it in. It wasn’t a hit, but something big had passed close to the lure and disturbed the water.

	“So, why is it this is the first time me and you ever been fishin’ together?” Dink asked.

	Whatever had nudged my lure had disappeared, so I finished retrieving the line and cast beyond the spot where I’d felt movement.

	“I don’t know,” I replied. “You’re a pretty busy guy and I guess it’d be sort of unbecoming if either of us were to hire the other for a day.”

	“Yeah, I suppose that’s true,” he said with a chuckle, as he removed his lure and put a different one on the swivel. He cast toward the shoal, far to the left of my line.

	“It’s a damn shame, ya know,” he offered. “One of my favorite things to do, but I hardly ever get to do it just for fun with anyone I know.”

	“I know just what you—”

	There was an explosion of water as my rod tip bent toward the surface and the reel began to sing. The fish had taken my lure and dived for the bottom.

	“Fish on!” Dink shouted, as he quickly cranked his line in.

	Cobia are a migratory species and can be found in all oceans around the globe, but they don’t like water below sixty-five degrees. So, in winter, the beasties head south just like the snowbirds. And anglers are there waiting for them.

	Dink put his rod in a holder and was already maneuvering the boat with the electric trolling motor.

	I tightened the drag a little as my rod bent almost double with the weight and strength of what I knew to be a big fish—at least a fifty-pounder.

	“Work him steady,” Dink coached, out of habit. Using foot pedals, he was able to move the boat so that the fish was out in front of us. “He’s comin’ up, he’s comin’ up!”

	I’d only seen a glimpse of the fish but knew it was either a big cobia or a lemon shark. He turned and started another run, shaking his big head, which told me it probably wasn’t a shark.

	“It’s a cobia!” Dink shouted, seeing the line shake. “A big one!”

	I managed to turn the fish around and cranked furiously as he got nearer the boat. Then he sounded again.

	“Don’t let him go deep, Jesse! There’s a rusted-out old car and a ton of coral down there.”

	“A car?” I asked, as I pulled back, muscling the fish away from the bottom.

	“Yeah, a car,” Dink said. “Don’t let him go under the boat.”

	“He’s not,” I growled, pulling hard.

	“My cousin up in Miami is a geomancer,” he said, as I continued fighting the fish. “She says the car was left out here by some rich Arabian sheik."

	"Get the gaff! He’s coming up again.”

	A moment later, Dink gaffed the fish and pulled it aboard in one fluid movement. Out here on the water, Dink was as graceful as a swan, even though he was six feet tall and a gangly, clumsy mess on shore. 

	He said he had a rare disorder, though I wasn’t even sure it was ever diagnosed. On land, he was as ungainly as the proverbial bull in a china shop, but the moment he stepped onto a boat, his awkwardness went away. He said he’d just spent so much time on the water that he had perpetual sea legs.

	“Whoa!” Dink shouted, standing in the back of the boat and looking down at the great fish flopping on the deck. “That thing’s gotta be sixty pounds!”

	The cobia thrashed violently, lifting its entire body off the deck, which was clear of any gear for just that reason.

	“Take that one to Rufus,” I told him. “The other one will already be more than Savannah can fit into the freezer.”

	He opened the fish box and slid the great fish in alongside another, slightly smaller cobia. “You sure?”

	Dink was like a lot of the guides in the Middle Keys; he lived hand- to-mouth, paying the rent with client money, usually in cash, and subsisting off what he could catch during his off time. Not that he or any of the other guides were destitute. I imagine like many others, Dink had a stash of cash, or maybe even gold, that he was saving up for when he got too old to fish.

	“Yeah, I’m sure,” I told him, and grinned. “I’ll get some of it back from Rufus’s grill.”

	Dink had an arrangement with Rufus, the Jamaican chef at the Rusty Anchor. He’d give the old man a part of his catch each day and sell the rest, and in exchange, Rufus would pack him a lunch and feed him dinner. Rusty and Rufus had arrangements like that with a few guides and as a result, rarely had to buy fish. Fifty pounds of whole fish, minus four or five pounds that a guide could eat in a week, was a profitable arrangement for Rusty. And it made life easy for the single guides.

	“Much appreciated,” he said, looking around the flats. “Can’t believe an offshore guy skunked me in my own backcountry fishin’ hole.”

	Dink had told me earlier that the spot we were fishing was one of his favorites, a deep hole surrounded by the skinny waters of Turkey Basin, just southeast of Marvin Key. I didn’t get this far out into the backcountry often—it was a good ten miles from my tiny island, southeast of the Content Keys. But I was no stranger to the backcountry.

	It was my backyard.

	“I do live out here,” I replied. “But I don’t think I’ve ever fished this exact spot; it’s a little far from the house. I take tourists offshore because they pay more for the experience. Personally, I prefer fishing the backcountry, but I don’t bring clients out here.”

	While he was busy securing his own gear, I pulled my phone out, opened the Navionics app, and dropped a pin on our location. I fully intended to come back and fish Dink’s spot again.

	“Well, judgin’ by those two in the fish box,” he said, taking a seat at the helm, “and the other two little ones you caught to my one, me and the other backcountry guides appreciate that.”

	The two fish in the box probably had a combined weight of over a hundred pounds and would provide a good forty or fifty pounds of meat, and two being the limit, our day of cobia fishing was finished.

	 I put my rod in a holder and started getting my gear together. “Is there really a car down there?” I asked, then looked up at him. “And just what the hell is a geomancer? Some new slang term for a person in a long-distance relationship?”

	He laughed heartily and started the outboard. “Nothin’ like that,” he replied, dropping the boat into gear as I hauled the trolling motor up.

	Once I’d secured it, Dink turned north toward the natural cuts between the shoals. “The car’s there—I seen it,” he replied, carefully following a well-used trail on his small chart plotter. “Back during the Renaissance age, they considered geomancy to be one of the seven ‘forbidden arts.’”

	“What exactly is it?” I asked.

	“You probably heard of one of the other six—hydromancy, or water divination.”

	“Divining rods?”

	He nodded. “Findin’ water is just one thing a hydromancer does. What a geomancer does is they interpret markin’s on the ground or patterns you make when you toss a handful of sand or dirt or rocks on the ground.”

	“And your cousin up in Miami? She charges people to what? Read their dirt?”

	He shrugged. “Somethin’ like that. It’s more of a hobby for her. She waits tables for a livin’.”

	“And she told you that some Arab sheik dropped a car off his boat or something?”

	He glanced up for a second. Not at the water ahead of us, but at me. Then he turned his attention back to the plotter. “Look around,” he said, carefully following the breadcrumbs on the screen. “This cut we’re in is all of three feet deep and in some places, only six wide. Ain’t no boat big enough to haul a car ever gonna get to this spot. That’s why I asked my cousin about it.”

	“Good point,” I said. “And you’re sure it’s a car?”

	“It’s a car, alright,” he insisted. “I dove down and checked it out with a scuba mask. The thing’s all covered with coral, but it definitely looks like a car to me. A big one, like one of those long, low Dousies or maybe a Rolls—you know, a real long hood and little trunk. I got no idea how it got there. But it wasn’t on no boat, I can promise ya that.”
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	A perplexing story if it was true. Turkey Basin probably covered just a square mile and, aside from the winding natural channel Dink had found, and a couple others I could see, it was no more than two or three feet deep on average, with a lot of it being less than a foot. 

	Dink’s boat was a custom-built flats skiff, designed for the skinny water. Like my Maverick Mirage, it probably only drew twelve inches with the engine tilted up out of the water and using a pole, but he could go aground in a number of places in the basin.

	Entering the channel east of Marvin Key, the water deepened, and Dink brought his skiff up on plane. Once we were clear of the shoals, he turned northeast, skirting the outside of Sawyer and Johnston Keys, then angling away from a group of boats anchored at Content Passage, a popular party spot, with sandy beaches and easy-to-reach ledges where lobster liked to hide.

	I wasn’t going to tell Dink, and with the noise of the engine, wind, and the rush of water, talking was all but impossible anyway, but I had every intention of returning to his fishing spot to have a look at the car, if there really was one there.

	Twenty minutes later, Dink turned into Harbor Channel and slowed a little as we passed the island Mac Travis lived on with his girlfriend, Melanie Woodson. Mel actually owned the island, which she’d inherited after her dad had been killed. Wood, as everyone called her father, had owned it originally and built a house there, and Mac had worked for the old bridge builder for several years when Mel was just a kid. 

	It being a Tuesday, I was surprised to see Mac’s Cajun first mate sitting on the dock, legs swinging as he chugged a beer.

	“How well you know that guy?” Dink asked, nodding at Trufante and getting a friendly wave in return.

	I waved back. “Tru? I know him well enough to say hi,” I said. “Mac and Mel live out here for the same reason Savannah and I do—privacy. So, I don’t really know them all that well, either. But Tru strikes me as a friendly enough guy, though.”

	“Friendly, yeah,” Dink said, heading toward my dock and bringing the boat down off plane. “But if there’s any trouble going on, odds are Trufante’s hip deep in it.”

	“I’ve heard that said,” I agreed.

	Dink entered my little channel, and when we reached the turning basin, he easily maneuvered the skiff around to pull up to the dock on the starboard side, bow facing out.

	Finn came trotting down the steps with Alberto right behind him, and Savannah following them both.

	“Catch anything?” Alberto asked, as we tied the boat off.

	Dink hung his head and pouted in mock shame. “Your dad skunked me," he said, opening the fish box. “He caught both of ’em.”

	“Fire!” Alberto said, stepping down into the boat and squatting next to the open box. “They’re big!”

	“Well, you’ll just have to take the bigger one, Dink,” Savannah said, smiling brightly. “We barely have room in the freezer as it is.”

	He laughed and cut his eyes toward me. “Y’all plan this?”

	“No, we just have similar thoughts sometimes.” I reached down, grabbed the smaller cobia at the gills and lifted it out, then laid it on the dock and looked up at my wife. “This’ll be twenty or thirty pounds of meat. We’ll grill tonight and put the rest in the freezer aboard the Revenge.”

	Finn looked down at the fish and barked once, then began sniffing it.

	“No sushi,” I told him, placing my tackle box on the dock. “You can have some at dinner.”

	He sat back on his haunches and looked at me, cocking his head slightly.

	That made Dink laugh. “He’s such a cool dog.”

	I stepped up onto the dock with my rod in hand and pulled the mutt’s big, goofy head to my thigh, rubbing his neck vigorously. “This old man?” I said in a playful voice. “He’s just the opposite of cool.”

	“Would you like to stay a while?” Savannah asked Dink. “I was about to make lunch for Alberto. It’s no trouble to make more.”

	“Thanks, but I gotta get back to the Rusty Anchor. Genie’s picking me up at two and we’re goin’ up to Long Key to see her sister.”

	He stepped back aboard and started the engine as Alberto and I got his lines and tossed them aboard.

	“We oughta do this again before the next twenty years,” he said, dropping the outboard into gear. “Fun hanging out with ya.”

	“Definitely,” I replied. “Be careful.”

	“Want me to carry the fish?” Alberto asked, as Dink’s boat idled toward Harbor Channel.

	I grinned at my adopted son. “It weighs forty or fifty pounds. Think you can handle that?”

	He bent down and grabbed the fish’s tail in one hand and the narrow gap between the underside of the gills with the other and then tried to lift it.

	“Maybe you better do it,” he said, releasing the fish. “How much did you say it weighs?”

	Savannah laughed. “Almost as much as you.”

	He looked up at me. “Can you pick up something as heavy as you?”

	I smiled at him and picked up the fish. “Two-twenty? Yeah, and probably a little more. Remember the two Yamaha 60s we helped Angie replace a couple weeks ago?”

	He nodded. “The old ones on her houseboat didn’t work anymore.”

	“Those were about 250 pounds each.”

	“You lifted them out of Rusty’s truck easy!”

	“Don’t worry, little man, you’ll get stronger as you get older. You’re not done growing by a long shot.”

	“But when I get older, I’ll weigh even more.”

	Savannah and I both laughed as I carried the fish to the new cleaning table I’d built at the foot of the dock. I turned on the water and used a short hose connected to the spigot to wet the surface. As soon as it flowed into the water below, I started to see movement—crabs coming for a feast.

	While I got to work, Alberto and Finn headed over to the garden to see what Jimmy was up to.

	“Did you have fun?” Savannah asked.

	“We had a large time,” I replied, as I carefully sliced through the belly of the fish. “Dink took me to one of his favorite spots—that’s where we caught the cobia. It’s way back—in the middle of Turkey Basin, and really hard to get to. He claims there’s a car at the bottom of a fourteen-foot-deep hole there.”

	“A car?”

	“A big fancy car, according to him,” I replied. “His cousin in Miami told him a sheik put it there.”

	“Now you’re just pulling my leg.”

	I looked up at her and grinned. “Is that a request?”

	She playfully punched my arm. “You’re an old perv.”

	“You bring that out in me,” I said, without missing a beat.

	“So, when are we going there to dive on the car?”

	Savannah and I had been together ever since Christmas Eve over three years ago, when Florence called me out of the blue and invited me to dinner.

	During those last three years, we’d often lived in some pretty close quarters, either aboard my old sailboat, Salty Dog, Armstrong’s research vessel, Ambrosia, or on the island. There was little about me she didn’t know.

	“Are we busy tomorrow?" I asked, with a grin.

	She smiled and looked toward the west. “Never too busy for an adventure, Jesse.”
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	Later that evening, Jimmy and I broiled some of the cobia over a driftwood fire on the grill. With driftwood, you never really knew what kind of taste you might get, but the salty flavor always came through, and there was always the added effect of the light show. Different woods absorbed different elements from seawater at varying rates, and often released a colorful flame. 

	Everyone knows there’s sodium and chlorine in seawater, which combine to form salt, but there are lots of other elements dissolved in it to a much lesser extent. The first difference between a driftwood fire and one built with wood that’s never been in seawater is the overall color. Sodium-chloride burns yellow, so the overall color of the driftwood fire is more yellow than the typical orange.

	Besides salt, one of the most common elements found in seawater is magnesium, which burns bright white when the wood’s been soaking in seawater for some time and is then dried. Sulfur will give off a blue flame. And barium makes a green flame.

	Jimmy’s girlfriend, Naomi, a self-confessed Cajun transplant, had made a bed of rice and beans for the fish, along with a salad using vegetables we grew in our own garden. The meal was thoroughly satisfying. 

	It had warmed considerably throughout the afternoon, and the wind had clocked all the way around to the southeast by dinnertime, pushing Old Man Winter back up to the Midwest, where he belonged. So we were once more comfortable eating outside in regular Keys clothes—shorts and flipflops. A common response when someone complained about South Florida weather was, “If you don’t like it, just wait an hour.”

	But two days of jeans and jackets was asking a lot. It’d taken me almost an hour just to find them.

	After dinner and cleaning up, I lit a fire in the firepit for later, knowing that even the slightly warmer temperature was going to make the mosquitoes more active. Then we all went out to the north pier to watch the sun go down. 

	We could see a sunset over water from my island only about half the year, depending on where on the island you were watching from, since all the islands and mangrove clusters of the backcountry were to our west. 

	But in winter, the only thing between the north pier and the sunset was a small bunch of mangroves, clustered in the shallows, a little to the right of where the sun would disappear. And they were more than two miles away, seeming to float on the horizon.

	“A car?” Jimmy asked, a bit dubious, sitting beside Naomi at the end. “Out in Turkey Basin? No way, man. Not unless it was dropped from a helicopter or something. That’s the domain of small skiffs and kayaks. I don’t go out there much, on account of it constantly changing, but I’m sure I’d have noticed a car.”

	“It’s a mystery,” I said. “that is, if it’s real. You know Dink.”

	“Oh yeah, he can definitely tell a sea story, man,” my friend and first mate agreed. “I’ve known him since I was a high school senior and he was working for Rusty.”

	Jimmy had served in the Navy, and I was in the Marines, so out of habit, we shared a lot of the same nautical vernacular. Anything I was standing on was a deck, whether it was the floor of a house, the lawn outside it, or an actual boat’s deck. To go inside a boat or a house, I opened a hatch and walked through it. To look outside, I had big, square portholes in three bulkheads of the living room. According to Savannah, most normal people called them windows and walls. But after twenty years in the Corps, it was a habit I couldn’t break. 

	Calling Dink’s tale a “sea story” was the nautical equivalent of saying it was a tall tale—a whopper that got more outlandish with each telling. Paul Bunyan was probably just a short man, if he ever existed at all. But stories become myths and myths become legends. It was the same with sea stories.

	“Tell them the good part,” Savannah said, slowly kicking her feet in the water.

	“Well, according to Dink,” I began, “and he got this from his cousin, the car was put there by an Arabian sheik.”

	“A sheik,” Jimmy
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