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      “You can’t stop the wind from blowing; you can only raise your sails and set a course.”
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      Harry and the crew of the Flying Dragon had a long voyage ahead of them. They had to get to the eastern side of Florida to save a crew of pirates. Harry discovered that the Spanish authorities were holding the crew in a jail in Saint Augustine. The crew had been offered as a sacrifice to a Kraken by an evil captain, Pierre, for a wish. Luckily for them, Krakens don’t eat humans and can’t grant wishes. Before the Kraken returned to the deep, he gave a vision to the crew of the Flying Dragon, showing what Captain Pierre had tried to do. Now, everyone was eager to rescue them from the clutches of the Spanish.

      Harry and his crew had learned that Krakens were not evil monsters and that they did not eat humans. Some of the crew speculated their bones got stuck in between the Kraken's teeth. Besides learning something new about Krakens, Harry learned quite a bit about himself. What he learned was very disturbing and would take him some time to adjust to. Harry found out that he wasn’t what he thought he was. Harry always knew he was a human pirate captain until the Kraken told him otherwise. It told Harry that he was a grizzly bear who had turned into a human. That ended up being a half-truth. The mysterious Jacques told Harry that human priorities do not drive Krakens, so when they tell you something, check the accuracy or assume it's only a half-truth. Jacques corrected some things the Kraken had told Harry. Jacques said that Harry was born in the form of a giant grizzly bear, not a real bear. He was born that way because he is a faerie creature. That was hard for Harry to hear. He was a pirate captain, and that was how it was. He discovered his memories of the time before he was a captain were a lie. They were false memories put in his head by the spirit of the North. Besides being a faerie creature, he learned he could change into the grizzly form if he didn’t control his anger. He did not know what would happen if he turned into a bear. When his anger subsided, would he transform back into human form? When he was a bear, would he still be Harry, or would he just be a mindless rampaging grizzly bear? Would he remember who his friends and crew mates were, or would he just attack any humans that were around him? Because of the danger from an uncontrolled rampage, he had to keep himself calm and only let his rage loose in an extreme emergency. Luckily for Harry, they had a long voyage before they got to Saint Augustine, and he would have plenty of time to learn to control his anger.
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      “Ship ho. They are flying a black flag.” The barrel man reported down to the captain.

      “Helmsman set an intercept course.” The captain of the Spanish War Galleon ordered.

      “Aye capitán. Setting a course.” The helmsman said.

      “Quartermaster, get a glass on that pirate. We need to find out who that is.” The captain ordered.

      “Aye, capitán.” The quartermaster responded.

      The quartermaster retrieved the glass and started watching the ship.

      “Gun master, man the guns.” The captain said.

      “Capitán, we are still too far out to see any markings.” The quartermaster said.

      “Aye, quartermaster, keep looking.” The captain said.

      “Helmsman, aim for the last quarter of the ship so we can hit them with the bow and starboard guns.” The captain ordered.

      “Aye, capitán.” The helmsman said.

      The Spanish galleon swung to a heading to ram the pirate ship. With the change in heading, the sails were filling more, and they started picking up speed. With the added speed, they would embed their prow deep into the enemy ship.

      “Midshipman, ready the swords for a boarding.” The captain said.

      “Gun Master, guns ready.”  The captain ordered now that they were close to the gun range.

      “Capitán, I can finally make out the figurehead. It is a dragon, and the sailor at the helm is the tallest, hairiest person I’ve ever seen. When I first saw him, I thought it was a bear at the helm.” The quartermaster said.

      “Helmsman, turn aside! Gun master, store the guns. That is the Flying Dragon. We are not going after it. There have been reports it is under the protection of the faerie court. A giant black bird attacked the last navy ship that encountered them. It would be better for us to find a harbor to shelter in before the coming storm,” the captain said.

      “Aye, captain, the barrelman was mistaken; there was no ship. It must have been a mirage.” The quartermaster said to the captain.

      “Capitán, I see an anchorage point, so we can do that repair you wanted.” The helmsman said.
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      “Captain, they’ve turned away.” The Quartermaster, Titus, told Harry.

      “Aye, quartermaster, we must find a safe port to ride out the storm. Shipmaster, we need to find a safe harbor.” Harry said.

      “Aye, captain, We can ride out the storm in the chain of islands off the coast of the peninsula. Set a heading for north-northeast. With this wind, we should see them in a couple of hours, plenty of time to get tucked in to ride out the storm.” The ship master said after consulting the charts.

      The Flying Dragon had been preparing for battle until the Spanish galleon, for some unknown reason, turned away. It had been a week since the hoopla, and the sailing had been challenging. They had made little progress toward Florida and their destination of Saint Augustine. They had been tacking or simply drifting, waiting for a favorable breeze for days at a time. Thanks to Jacques and his fish, they had plenty of food and enough water, but the crew's morale was becoming a problem. The quartermaster had reported some general grumbling that could become an issue if left unresolved. The only cure now would be an immediate purpose. A distraction in the form of a party would not help. They did have the eventual goal of freeing Pierre’s crew, but that was a long way away, with a lot of ocean to cover.

      Sailing eastward to get around Florida was taking them towards the storm that the quartermaster referenced. They had been seeing hints of it for the last few days. The swell had been getting bigger and bigger, and then they saw the clouds way off on the horizon. Now, the clouds were getting darker and darker. They had about a half-day before they had to find anchorage or try to ride the storm out on the open ocean.

      “Quartermaster, are there any signs of land?” Harry asked as he looked out at the dark, threatening clouds.

      “Not yet, captain. We should see them soon, though,” Titus said.

      There was a loud cawing as a flock of seagulls flew over the Flying Dragon in the same direction.

      “That's a good sign we are on the right course,” Harry said, watching the birds fly by.

      “Aye, Captain, birds know where to find safety,” Titus said.

      The Flying Dragon continued fighting the waves for another hour when, finally, the barrelman called out, “Land Ho.”
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      “What’s the heading?” Harry replied.

      Titus got out his glass to verify the barrelman’s sighting and to get a heading. He looked for a few minutes while Harry waited.

      “Maintain course, captain; we are already headed for the biggest island I can see," Titus reported. “We should reach the island in two hours, where we can anchor well ahead of the storm.”

      “Aye, quartermaster,” Harry said.

      “We will see a west-facing natural harbor in a few minutes.” The shipmaster said after having taken a sighting so he could match the island to his charts.

      “I have the harbor in sight, Captain,” Titus said with his eye to the glass. “You will need to take a course heading due north in about 10 minutes.”

      “Aye, quartermaster. On your mark, I will set the new course.” Harry said.

      The quartermaster was quiet, watching and waiting until the right time to tell the captain to change course.

      “Now,” Titus yelled.

      Harry spun the wheel to set the heading. The ship slewed around with the deck tilting as it moved.

      “We need to slow down Quartermaster,” Harry said.

      “Furl the sails, raise the storm sail,” Titus ordered.

      “That should be perfect; it will keep us moving but much slower,” Harry said. “We will need soundings when we get to the entrance of the harbor.”

      “Aye, Captain,” Titus said.

      “I need three sailors doing sounding duty. I want a sounding every half-ship starting two ship lengths from the mouth of the harbor,” Titus ordered.

      It was an undeveloped protected harbor, so piloting the ship could present problems. Since Harry had never sailed into this cove, he wouldn’t know where the submerged hazards were.

      “Lookout watch to your stations,” Titus ordered.

      To help find the unknown hazards, the sailors lined the gunnels, watching for debris that might damage the ship.

      “The sailors are on station; we are ready,” Titus reported to Harry.

      “Thank you, quartermaster. Start the soundings now,” Harry ordered. “I can feel a change in the ocean depth.”

      “Start the soundings,” Titus ordered. The first sailor dropped the weight and started walking quickly towards the aft of the ship so that the line went straight down.
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      “17 fathoms,” The first sailor I yelled.

      “That's good we have plenty of clearance,” Titus said.

      Harry continued to concentrate on the ship and the harbor mouth, trying to stay in the center of the channel.

      “16 fathoms,” A sailor called out.

      “The depth is not changing quickly, so there is no sign of a shelf. If the harbor is anywhere close to this, we will have plenty of clearance,” Titus noted.

      They were now at the mouth of the harbor. The wind that had been filling the storm sail had dropped off.

      “Drop the sail,” Titus yelled to pull the storm sail in before it dropped into the ocean and became an anchor.

      The sailors reeled in the sail and then went back to nervously watching the ocean surface.

      “12 fathoms.”

      “Ready the anchor,” Titus ordered. If the depth changed too quickly, they would need to drop the anchor to keep the ship from grounding.

      “14 fathoms.”

      “Hmm, that must have been a ridge extending out from the arms of the harbor,” Titus said.

      “13 fathoms.”

      Now, the ship was past the mouth of the harbor and was past the entrance of the harbor.

      "We should be well-protected from the storm coming from the east. We just need to tuck ourselves up against the arm of the harbor,” Titus said, pointing to the arm of the harbor on the starboard side of the ship.

      The harbor arms were low hills of limestone covered in small palm trees and a few short oaks. The top of the ridge, which was the arm, was about the same height as the top of the mast, about 100 feet above the deck. In the middle of the harbor was a small island with a giant rock as big as the dragon.

      “Sunken tree on the port side,” a sailor on the port side of the ship yelled out.

      “10 fathoms.”

      Harry spun the wheel to get the ship moving towards the starboard side.

      “Come on, get away from that tree. It won’t play nice with you,” Harry said to the ship, trying to encourage it to respond a little better than the sluggish response he was getting from it.

      “Seven fathoms.”

      The ship continued to be stubborn, but it finally turned enough to the starboard to avoid the tree.

      “Drop the anchor,” Harry ordered.

      The ship dragged the anchor for a few meters before it found something solid to grab.

      “Six fathoms,” A sailor said. That was just six feet to spare below the keel.

      “Not much room to spare,” Titus said.

      “Yes, you're right, but it's still enough,” Harry responded. “Shipmaster, did you get those soundings?” Harry asked. He had been furiously scribbling at the chart table, trying to add all the information to the chart.

      “Can you do that again? I want to get the soundings on the sides of the channel,” the shipmaster said with a smile.

      “Haha,” Harry let out a huge belly laugh, feeling the stress leave him.

      “Secure the ship. We have probably two hours before the storm gets here.” Harry said, looking up at the clouds skipping across the sky above them. “We will take the dingies out in one hour with enough supplies to survive for a few days on land. Anyone who wants to disembark and ride out the storm on land can come with us. If not, there are plenty of supplies here, and they can weather the storm below deck in relative comfort. We don’t know what’s in the jungle; going ashore could be a big risk.” Harry said.

      The crew immediately started securing everything that could go flying in rough weather. A few days ago, what looked like a minor storm now stretched across the horizon. Before they had entered the harbor's protective embrace, the ocean was getting very choppy, and off in the distance, they could see waterspouts spinning up.

      “This is going to be a wild ride, quartermaster,” Harry said after he had grabbed a few things from his cabin.

      “You’re right, captain; as much as I trust this ship, I think having solid ground below my feet will be good,” Titus replied, tucking his bedroll securely under his arm. He also went down to his cabin to retrieve some of his things.

      It took just a few more minutes for most of the crew to assemble on the deck in anticipation of going ashore.

      “Ring the bell,” the quartermaster yelled to a sailor close to the bells. The ringing bells were to alert everyone that they were launching the dingies and to get up to the deck immediately. One sailor stood in the hatch, ready to close and secure it when given the order.

      “You are welcome also, John,” the quartermaster yelled out to the sailor in the hatch. The wind was really blowing now, making it hard to hear each other.

      “Aye, quartermaster, but I prefer the sea. I will take my chances here.” John yelled back.

      “OK, John. Secure the hatch when you are sure everyone who wants to go ashore is above deck,”  Titus said. “Alright, crew, load up, and let's get over to the shore.”

      The crew loaded up in the dinghies and rowed to shore quickly; no one wanted to be in a little row boat when the storm really hit.

      “I need three groups of sailors: one to pull the dingies up above high tide, another to help Bob and Greg move supplies, and the final group to clear a campsite,” Harry ordered.

      “There are blades in the boats for clearing a site for us to camp. We will rough it, sleeping on the bare ground. When you clear the undergrowth, remember, we need some trees to secure the sails so we have a little shelter from the storm.” Titus ordered.

      The sailors started working on their assigned tasks. Harry helped with the boats. With one hand, he grabbed the prow and pulled. It shot up the beach well above high tide, coming to rest with its nose just in the jungle. Once there, he grabbed the gunnel and flipped it so there was less chance of it being swept out to sea in the case of a storm-driven tide. The rest of the crew struggled to get the other boats up where they needed to be.

      “Quartermaster, if you guys can’t get them up here, let me know, and I’ll pull them up. I will start clearing the jungle and see what we have for a campsite.” Harry said.

      “Aye, captain,” Titus said, taking a break from trying to drag one boat up with four other sailors. “Come on, men, we need to get these secured. I’m sure we can do it without the captain rescuing us.”

      Micah, Greg, the ship's cook, and Bob, the cargo master, were moving the supplies out of the boats and up to the jungle's edge.

      “We will have these boats unloaded in a couple of trips, and then we can help pull them up,” Micah said to the struggling sailors as he rolled a barrel up the beach.

      Once Micah, Greg, and Bob started helping, they quickly pulled up the last boats to the edge of the jungle.

      “Wow, Bob, you might be as strong as our captain,” Titus said after seeing Bob grab a dingy and pull it up. “What's your secret?”

      “Moving barrels of salted pork. It builds muscles,” Bob said, winking at Micah.
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        * * *

      

      Harry got to work clearing the jungle so they could set up a campsite. They didn’t have tents, so they were going to secure a sail between some sturdy trees. It would provide some shelter from the rain. As the other sailors finished getting the boats up on shore and supplies secured, they started helping Harry. Working together, it didn’t take long to clear a good-sized campsite.

      “Let’s get this sail set up,” Harry yelled over the wind as they finished with the undergrowth.

      “We don’t want anyone learning to fly today; we need everyone holding a line to keep the sail from taking off to parts unknown,” Titus ordered. While the rest of the crew had been slashing away at the jungle, Titus and a few other sailors had spent the time stringing a rope through the grommets in the sail. That task was complicated by the wind that kept grabbing it and undoing their work.

      “I need topmen to climb those trees; we need lines to rig the sail. The wind will only get worse, so we need to make sure they are very secure.” Titus ordered. The topmen, the sailors that work in the rigging above the ship, shimmied up the trees, pulling along the ropes behind them.

      While they were preparing the anchor ropes, the rest of the crew spread out the sail and kept it from flying off. The wind was really blowing; it kept tugging on the sail so hard on the sail that a few sailors found themselves being pulled up off their feet.

      “Secure” was called out by the sailors when they had the ropes tied to the trees.

      “Alright, raise the sail,” Titus ordered.

      The wind helped the sail jump into position. As it rose, the sailors on the lines that would tether it were dragged along until the securing knots tightened up. Now, the sail was pulling at the trees.

      “Hurrah,” the sailors all cheered, seeing the lines held and the sail was secure.

      “Well done men,” Harry said.

      Just as they finished setting up the sail, they could hear the beginning of the rain. It started with a few big drops that struck their shelter with a sharp snap sound. Soon, the drops became a torrent. After a bit it was raining so hard it seemed like they had camped under a waterfall.

      The storm continued for hours, with the wind increasing until it was causing the sail to jerk and yank on the trees in its desire to play with its old friend. In response to the sail's tugging, the trees were creaking in protest against being pulled. The sail would jump up, pulling the trees towards each other. Then, it would slap down toward the pirates below. The dance of the wind, sail, and trees continued for hours, each trying to prove they were stronger than the others.

      Throughout the entire show, Harry contributed to the symphony with an ear-shattering snore. Micah usually made a cup of tea for Harry, which helped reduce the volume of his snoring. Unfortunately, there was no hot water in their campsite for Micah to use, so the crew had the pleasure of hearing Harry at full volume all night.

      Having given up on the possibility of sleep, Micah watched the storm from the edge of the sail.

      “Are you looking for monsters?” Bob asked, sitting down next to him.

      “No, I was just watching the rain. I enjoy seeing and hearing it.” Micah said.

      “It's just water falling from the sky,” Bob said.

      “Every storm is different. Storms here in the Caribbean differ from those further up the coast and different from those in Spain. The rain hitting the big leaves of the palms sounds like a drum with a loose head. The rain that falls on the sand sounds like a broom sweeping up the deck. Sitting here listening to the rain, I can tell what the water is hitting. I can tell that for the last hour, people have been out in the storm watching us. I can hear the water hitting their heads.”

      “If we're lucky, it will be the tribe I lived with for a short time. When the rain stops, I’ll go out and try to talk to them.” Bob said.

      “It would be great if that's them. A friendly tribe from which we can recover from this storm would be good. Wait—you lived here before?” Micah asked.

      As Micah said that, a loud scrapping noise came from somewhere on the beach.

      “That didn’t sound good. We better check. But I still want to hear about you living here later,” Micah said.

      “Sailor,” Bob said to the man on watch. “Rouse the quartermaster and captain and tell them we are investigating something big that came ashore.”

      “Aye, sir.” The sailor responded.

      As Micah and Bob started the short walk down to the source of the noise, Harry abruptly stopped snoring and started barking out orders.

      When they reached the beach, they saw the Flying Dragon a few hundred feet from where they were standing. The wind had been blowing so hard that it snapped the anchor line and pushed it well up onto the sand. It was currently a high tide with an added storm surge, so the entire crew would need to work very hard to get it afloat again.

      The sailors aboard the ship came out of the hatch to see what had happened. They looked a little dazed. When the ship had hit the sand, it would have sent them flying.

      “Ahoy there. You guys look a little banged up.” Bob said to the sailors.

      “Oh, hi, Bob. I guess the boat missed the Captain.” A sailor said with a little chuckle.

      Harry and Titus walked up just as the sailor said that. “Well, I guess you guys are spending the night with us,” Harry told the sailors on the tilted deck. “It looks like it won’t go anywhere. Tell the others to climb down with their bedrolls, and they can find a spot under the sail.” Harry said.

      “Aye, captain,” the sailors said as they went below to get their things. Once they were back up top, they lowered a ladder and joined the rest of the crew under the sail.

      The newcomers had no trouble finding a dry spot at the campsite. With Harry’s snoring and the deafening pounding of the rain, they were going to have a hard time sleeping.

      “Wow, this is loud. I think it would have been better to stay on the listing ship. I could have slept there once I tied myself into a bunk,” Micah heard an unknown sailor say.

      The storm slowly decreased in intensity until the last drop hitting the sail signaled the insects to begin their night songs.

      ‘I’m not sure what's louder, the night creatures or Harry’s snoring,’ Micah thought.
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      The storm tired of throwing things around right about the time the sun started thinking about waking up. As an apology, the storm painted the sky with a beautiful dark pink and orange dawn, slowly shifting in color as the sun moved up the sky.

      Micah was the only witness in the camp to the artistic abilities of the clouds and the sun. He had kept his vigil at the edge of the sail to see if the native islanders would get curious and explore closer to the camp. The tribesmen continued to watch the strangers from a spot in the jungle about a hundred feet from the edge of the sail. About every hour, a different tribesman would take a shift doing surveillance. Micah had seen six different natives during the evening. Some were better at doing their camouflage than others. The first one Micah had seen didn’t remove the leaves from the sticks before he tied them to himself. Somehow, the camouflage made him more conspicuous. From that point, Micah knew where to look for the other watchers and could find them quickly, except for one. There was one person who knew how to apply camouflage—that one he hadn’t seen for at least ten minutes. When Micah finally located him, he realized the man had been standing motionless, looking at the camp through leaves right where Micah had been looking. He was finally visible when he stood up a little, exposing his eyes. Once the rain had stopped, Micah stretched and went over to Bob. He woke him so they could go out and talk to the watchers.

      “Bob, you awake?” Micah said as he gently shook him.

      “Uh, what? Yeah, I’m awake.” Bob mumbled.

      “The rain has stopped, and I know where our watcher is, so we can go over there and talk to him,” Micah said.

      “We better tell the captain and the quartermaster before we leave to explore,” Bob said.

      “Yeah, you’re right. I’ll stay here and watch the tribesman. I know where he is now. His camouflage is pretty good, and if I look away for too long, I won't be able to find him again.” Micah explained.

      “I’ll be right back then,” Bob said.

      Bob took a few moments to step carefully over all the sleeping sailors to get to Harry.

      Harry was still sleeping soundly, even with the sky lightening up.
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      “Captain,” Bob said to Harry, bending down to try not to shout too loud. After how loud Harry had snored during the night, Bob talking to him at any volume wouldn’t wake anyone else.

      Harry didn’t move or show any signs of having woken up. “Captain,” Bob said a little louder. Harry still didn’t move. “Captain,” Bob said a third time and now tried shaking him.

      “I’m awake,” Harry said, cracking open his eyes. “What can I do for you, Bob?” Harry asked.

      “Your cabin boy has seen some inhabitants of the island watching us, and we are going to talk to them,” Bob said.

      “Oh,” Harry said, opening his eyes fully and sitting up. “I’ll go with you. Have you told the quartermaster yet?”

      “No, I was going to him next. Micah is over at the sail's northeast edge, waiting for me to get back.”  Bob said.

      “Thank you. I’ll wait there while you inform the quartermaster.” Harry said.

      Bob headed out to where the quartermaster was sleeping while Harry carefully stepped over to Micah.

      “Good morning, Micah. What do you see?” Harry asked.

      “Good morning, captain. We have company, or more correctly, our island hosts are aware of our presence. There have been different tribesmen watching us all night.” Micah said.

      “All night. Did you not sleep?” Harry asked.

      “No, with all the noise, I couldn’t sleep,” Micah said.

      “The storm must have been thunderous for you not to sleep. That's interesting. I slept soundly and didn’t hear any of the storm,” Harry said.

      “Yeah, there was a lot of noise last night,” Micah said, not correcting the captain that he was the primary source of it. ”Anyway, to get back to why you came over here, the tribesman is right over there.” Micah said, pointing with his chin so it wasn’t so apparent to the watcher.

      “Where is he? I can’t see him,” Harry said.

      “If you look over there under that tall palm tree, you should be able to see his eyes,” Micah said. “Bob thinks he knows the tribe and wants to talk to them.”

      “Oh, now I see him. Wow, his camouflage is incredible. He is standing up, not concealed by any foliage, and I still couldn’t see him,” Harry said.

      “I think he noticed you when you walked over here. His eyes got very, very big when he saw you. Bob and I will talk to him if it's okay with you. You going over to him might make him a little nervous.” Micah said.

      “Ok, then I will try to look small and non-threatening over here while you guys talk to him,” Harry said.

      “That's a good joke,” Micah said, laughing. “You looking small.”

      “No need to laugh. I can look small—ish,” Harry said, joining in the laughter.

      “What’s so funny, you two?” Bob asked as he walked up to them.

      “The captain said he will try to look small,” Micah said, bursting out in more laughter.

      “I think lack of sleep is catching up with you, Micah,” Bob said. “The quartermaster said he would wake the crew in a few minutes and appraise the situation with the Dragon.”

      “That's good; now, you two see if you can talk to our visitor,” Harry said.

      Micah and Bob started towards the tribesman empty-handed so as not to alarm him. As they approached him, he stood up and raised an empty, open hand in greeting. Bob did likewise and followed it up with some words that Micah didn’t know.
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      “Bob, is that you?” The tribesman asked in the common language.

      “Yes, it’s me. Choparao, is that you? I didn’t recognize you with all the camouflage.” Bob said. “Wow, you’re all grown up.”

      “Bob! I’ve missed you. What are you doing with that smelly, noisy group?” Choparao asked as he ran to Bob and gave him an enormous hug.

      “They are my shipmates. I am the cargo master for the Flying Dragon. The captain, Harry, is the giant over there trying to look non-threatening.” Bob said after returning the hug.

      “Well, he’s not very good at it. When I first saw him, I thought he was a Sasquatch.” Choparao said.

      “Yeah, he has that effect,” Bob said. “If you are okay with it, I want to get the captain over here and introduce him?”

      “Well, if he’s your captain, and you trust him, I will trust him also; yes, bring him over here,” Choparao said.

      “Ok, Captain, you can come over,” Bob yelled.

      Harry crashed through the underbrush, plowing down bushes and small trees. He left a path through the jungle, marking his passage.

      “Wow, I can see now how there is a clearing where there was jungle just yesterday,” Choparao said. “He just pushes all the vegetation out of his way, leaving nothing but sand.”

      “Hi, I’m Harry,” Harry said, sticking out his hand to shake.

      Harry's grip engulfed Choparao's offered hand up to his forearm.

      “Wow
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