
Death is On Deck

by Philip Pak



    
        
          Death is on Deck

        

        
        
          Philip Pak

        

        
          Published by Philip Pak, 2021.

        

    



    
        
          Death is on Deck

        

        
        
          Philip Pak

        

        
          Published by Philip Pak, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEATH IS ON DECK

    

    
      First edition. March 18, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Philip Pak.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393686187

    

    
    
      Written by Philip Pak.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEATH IS ON DECK

    

    
      First edition. March 18, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Philip Pak.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393686187

    

    
    
      Written by Philip Pak.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4 | Day 2 at Sea:

Chapter 5

Chapter 6 | Day 3 at sea:

Chapter 7 | Day 4 at sea:

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Epilogue

Also By Philip Pak

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    FOR GRACE

      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    FOR GRACE

      

    



  	
        
            
            Philip Pak
storypak1@gmail.com

      

    

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1  
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EDDIE LUDLOW GREW UP in the shadow of the old Yankee Stadium. It was early spring, and the Yanks, having beaten the Brooklyn Dodgers last year to win the 1949 World Series, were preparing to defend their Championship title for the upcoming season. Eddie’s father, Perry, owned a storefront and sold fruit under the 3rd Avenue ‘El’ in this old Bronx neighborhood. The overhead rumble of the ‘El’ train had been a familiar sound there since its construction in the late 1800s. The diminished rays of the sun filtering through the railroad track ties sent slices of light over the shop. 

Perry and his son lived in a two-bedroom apartment above the space that housed the business. Eddie never knew his mother, she died giving birth to him. He had no siblings. Eddie’s bedroom window faced the tracks, eye level with the subway cars. Their flickering lights illuminated his window shade about every twenty minutes as the trains rolled by. Having grown up here, he was used to the noise. A criminal justice student at a local community college, Eddie would hurry to his father’s fruit stall to help out after school. The stand was a throwback. The fruits were displayed in numerous shallow bins under the store’s awning; the price per pound written with a black marker on paper bags that were placed over upright wooden stakes attached to the bins. His father would cry out over the noise of the overhead trains advertising the fruits he had for sale. Being half deaf, he had a speech impediment and no one understood what the hell he was saying, but he had a pleasant voice and people just accepted him as a neighborhood fixture. He wore one of those old-style hearing aids in his ear that had a wire running down from the speaker in his ear to a receiver kept in his top shirt pocket. The neighborhood kids would routinely approach him and move their mouths without making a sound, making believe they were talking. Distracted, Perry would angrily start playing with the knobs on his pocket receiver trying to get it to work while one of the kids would steal some of his fruit and run away. 

It was a typical afternoon when Eddie arrived at the stand and began his usual task of loading fruit into the various bins from a large wooden crate in the rear of the store. A policeman who had the beat, happened by and paused in front of the stand. A peach caught his eye, so he grabbed it and took a bite. Apparently, he liked it, because he went on his way continuing to eat it. The cops from the local precinct regularly helped themselves to the fruit without paying. Neither Eddie nor his Dad would dare object; it was as if it was the right of the police for being protectors of the neighborhood. Eddie often thought the cop was an ordinary guy just like him, yet the uniform gave him power, like putting it on made him some kind of comic book super-hero. Being a criminal justice student, he had taken and passed the exam to become a policeman himself. Why not, his degree wasn’t much good for anything else. Every day he would check his mailbox to see if the letter of acceptance to the Police Academy had arrived.  

On a rainy afternoon the long-awaited acceptance letter from the Police Academy finally arrived. He was to begin his training in two weeks. His father was happy for him. Perry knew the stand that he had devoted his life to was a dying business, and he didn’t want his son to take it over. For now, though, it was all the family had. The rest of the day was like any other. Perry continued his inaudible chant, the neighborhood kids stole the fruit, Eddie arrived at the stand after school to help out, and the trains roared overhead just like always. 
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Chapter 2 
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SIX MONTHS PASSED AND Eddie had completed the Police Academy’s training program. Today was graduation day. He stood in front of his bedroom mirror wearing his new blue uniform, making sure everything was as it should be before heading to the City Hall ceremony where he would officially be sworn in as a New York City Policeman. He was both happy and sad. His father had passed away halfway through the training program. Eddie would be one of the only rookies on stage without someone in the audience to applaud when his name was called. The end came for Perry on a late summer’s day. He was in mid chant advertising his lemons when he suddenly keeled over from an aneurism, sending him tumbling into a bin of bananas. The neighborhood kids stole most of the fruit before anyone called for an ambulance. Perry arrived DOA at the hospital. Eddie went through his savings to pay for the simple funeral. A few of the beat cops showed up at the wake to pay their respects, and to tell Eddie how much they were going to miss his Dad’s fruit. Perry was laid to rest next to his wife. The image of the gravestone encrypted with the names of his mother and father was still vivid in his mind. It drove home how alone he was. A train roaring by his window brought him back to the present. Eddie had remained in the same upstairs apartment. He got rid of the fruit stand and rented out the lower space to a laundromat, which provided him with enough money to get by. A last look in the mirror, and a short ride on the overhead ‘El’ took him to City Hall.  

Eddie arrived at the venue and waited off stage with the rest of the graduates. The people in the audience politely endured the Mayor’s long-winded speech before getting to see what they had come for, the presentation of the new inductees. The smiling rookies came on stage and formed a line facing the audience. Eddie proudly stood with his classmates as their names were called. One by one they were handed their shiny new badges along with a handshake. At the end of the ceremony, the ‘present arms’ order was given by the sergeant. They all drew their guns. When Eddie drew his, it accidentally went off and the bullet struck the Mayor sending him crashing into the audience. People scrambled for cover. The other rookies stood there dumbfounded with their guns drawn, not knowing what to do. When things finally calmed down and everyone realized what had happened, Eddie was fired on the spot. He went from having a dream come true to a dream crushed, and from a cop to a prisoner in less than fifteen minutes. The rookies on stage were ordered to make their first arrest, Eddie Ludlow. 

After spending a short time in jail, Eddie was eventually acquitted; the shooting was deemed an accident. Luckily, the Mayor made a full recovery from the wound. With his dream of becoming a policeman over, he bounced around from one security job to another. Eddie was everything from a night watchman to a ‘Hotel Dick.’ One day he came across an ad in the newspaper for a security job aboard a ship. Always being open for something different, he sent in his resume. Several days later he received a phone call from The Apex Shipping Company, and an interview was scheduled for the following day.  

Ludlow awoke the next morning and dressed neatly for his interview. He took a bus down to the New York City Piers, where The Apex Shipping Company had a satellite office. The New York City piers have a deep port and large ships were lined up along its docks. The smell of saltwater filled the air. He spotted a small trailer that had Apex Shipping painted on its side. He climbed two wooden steps and knocked on the glass door. An older man wearing a Captain’s hat, seated behind a desk, motioned him in.  

“What can I do for you, young man?” 

There was a slight whiff of whiskey when the old man spoke. 

“I’m here for the security job that was posted in the newspaper. My name is Eddie Ludlow.”  The old man eyed him for a few seconds. 

“Sit down, Mister Ludlow, I have your resume on my desk; I was just going through it. First

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





