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			Chapter 1 ~ 

			Man Overboard

			Something kept coming closer to him.  A shape and a blurry presence was beside him. He was sinking, deeper, deeper…. 

			He felt gurgling in his throat, and there was a humming noise in his ears.  He was deep under the water now. The salt stung his eyes.  He could see the shadow of the boat up on the surface, but could not move his arms or legs.  His mind felt hazy and something that he could only describe as a gray fog was creeping over his brain.  

			The next thing Uncle Oscar remembered was he felt the strange lingering shape getting closer to him again.  His eyes half-opened, he saw a shadow before he went out again.  

			“What do you mean, you went out?” Shelly was mesmerized by this story of Uncle Oscar’s past. 

			“I went unconscious. I was drowning,” he answered with a sad expression on his face. He wasn’t sure he should share such dark subjects with Shelly, but he had always been so honest with her.

			Shelly just stared at him. She had never thought of how dangerous Uncle Oscar’s past life and work could have been.

			The dark figure in the water swam and touched the side of his face as he sank lower and lower to the ocean floor. The next thing Oscar remembered was waking up to that same feeling of this gentle being touching his cheek. As his eyes cracked open he saw her, her long white hair blowing around her face in the ocean breeze as he laid on the sand of some small island. Did they wash up on the island or had he been brought ashore by this tiny woman?

			She was a fragile looking woman, with almost purple eyes and a soft smile. Uncle Oscar went on to describe how he felt like he had met her before, but couldn’t place when or where. One thing was certain. She had saved his life.

			“How did you fall off of the boat in the first place?” Shelly asked.

			“I don’t know. The sea was very rough and I was in a spot where I had never been. I probably shouldn’t have gone off on my own,” Uncle Oscar drifted off in thought.

			“I ended up falling asleep and the next thing I knew I was back on my boat, heading home. It was as if the whole thing was a dream. And for a long time, that’s what I thought it was - a dream. Now that so much time has passed, I have a hard time picturing the woman who saved me. It’s like she’s all blurry in my mind.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 2 ~ 

			The Pelican

			Not one to be easily discouraged, Uncle Oscar had gotten right back on his boat for another treasure hunting voyage. This time, he headed out to a spot he had been to many times, where an old Volkswagen Beetle was at the bottom of the ocean. It didn’t matter how many times he had been there, he always found something new.

			On this particular day, a very friendly pelican had landed on his boat and had sat on the boat all day. Once he surfaced, he expected the pelican to leave, but it only stood staring at him. 

			To Oscar’s surprise, the pelican walked right up to him and grabbed his pants in the waist area and began pulling him. At first Oscar just laughed but then it became clear that if he didn’t move in the direction the pelican was pulling him, his pants would come down!

			Laughing, Uncle Oscar allowed himself to be led by the pelican. The pelican pulled him over to the boat’s wheel and let go of his pants. The pelican then stood and stared at Uncle Oscar.

			“Okay, okay, I’ll get going then,” Uncle Oscar laughed. 

			The pelican flew into the sky and hovered over the boat until Uncle Oscar began moving. He followed the pelican off into the waves until they came to a little island that was so covered with vegetation that it seemed like there couldn’t be anything else there. The pelican landed on the shore and waited.

			Once Uncle Oscar was ashore, the pelican waddled on into the mangroves in front of them. 

			“I’m naming you Pilot the Pelican,” Uncle Oscar told the pelican as they continued through the vegetation. The pelican just flapped its wings at him in response.

			Soon they came upon a small clearing and in the middle of it was a small wooden shack. Uncle Oscar had never known there was any type of building on this little island. The pelican stopped in front of the door, looked at him, and flew away.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3 ~ 

			The Golden Paddle Boat

			Uncle Oscar felt as if he was in a trance as he opened the door to the little shack and was greeted by the tinkling of bells and the smell of incense. The inside was much bigger than the outside appearance of the building would lead one to believe. 

			“But the most magical part of it was all the little figurines on shelves surrounding me,” Uncle Oscar told Shelly, looking her straight in the eyes.

			“Figurines? Like all the gold ones at Mira’s house? You have some at your house too,” Shelly was quickly making the connections. 

			Uncle Oscar stood looking at the glimmering gold creatures. There must have been hundreds of them, or maybe even thousands! He was completely drawn into this other world of what was most certainly magic. 

			He suddenly realized someone was standing next to him. He turned to see a woman standing there, looking at the shelf in the same direction he was staring. He felt like he had seen her before. She slowly turned her head and that’s when he noticed her eyes - they were the deepest purple. She smiled at him and he looked back at the shelf to see a glimmering gold paddle boat sitting there. He hadn’t noticed it before, but she seemed to be looking at it also.

			She reached out and picked up the golden paddle boat and handed it to Oscar. As he inspected it, turning it over in his palm, he noticed it had beautiful etchings of a manatee on the side of it. When he turned back to talk to the mysterious woman, she was gone.

			He searched the little shop, but she was nowhere to be found. Besides wanting to talk to this mysterious woman, he couldn’t leave without paying for the little paddle boat!

		

	
		
			Chapter 4 ~ 

			Growing Islands

			Uncle Oscar waited about a week and went back to the little island, but this time he went without Pilot the Pelican. He found the island easily enough, but when he searched for the shop, it wasn’t there!

			“It had just vanished,” Uncle Oscar explained, shaking his head. 

			“Where could it have gone?” Shelly asked.

			“I thought maybe it was something I had dreamed about. Sometimes I spent so much time alone on boats that I would think up stories in my head. You know, I always wanted to be a writer.” 

			Uncle Oscar explained how he had gone about his daily life and one day he was in his yard, sitting on his new dock, when he noticed a small boat that appeared to be coming his way. It wasn’t a regular boat, and as it got closer he realized it was a paddle boat. It was early morning, and usually, at this time, he had the water all to himself; it was his favorite time. 

			The woman in the paddle boat came closer and closer until he could see that it was her! It was the woman from the little shop! 

			To his surprise, she came closer and closer to the dock and pulled right up to it, looking at him with a smile on her face. 

			“Hi! I think I’ve met you before,” she said.

			Uncle Oscar and the woman, whose name was Mira, sat on the dock for hours talking
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