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			The Island

			The Arrival

			The longtail boat carved through water the color of cheap turquoise jewelry, its engine screaming like something mechanical and dying. Win braced one hand against the salt-crusted rail and tried not to think about the presentation he was supposed to be reviewing. His laptop sat in his carry-on bag, probably getting sprayed with seawater through the zipper. The boat lurched over a wave and his stomach lurched with it.

			He had imagined something different. A proper resort transfer with cushioned seats and a canopy, maybe a uniformed driver offering cold towels and bottled water. Not this wooden death trap piloted by a weather-beaten man who kept grinning at Win’s obvious terror like it was the funniest thing he’d seen all week. The sun hammered down on his head with physical force. Win’s button-down shirt, crisp and professional when he’d left Bangkok that morning, now clung to his back like a second skin. Sweat ran down his spine. Salt spray had left white crusty streaks across his charcoal trousers.

			Everything here was too bright, too loud, too wet. The glare off the water made his eyes water. The engine noise vibrated in his chest. Even the air felt wrong, thick and heavy and tasting of salt.

			The island grew larger as they approached. Dense green jungle spilled down to white sand beaches in layers of vegetation so tangled it looked almost aggressive. A wooden pier jutted out into the water, its boards weathered to silver-gray. Win could see a figure standing at the end of it, waiting. Too far away to make out details, just a dark silhouette against the blazing sky.

			The boat driver throttled down. The engine noise dropped from a scream to a guttural rumble, then cut entirely. The sudden quiet made Win’s ears ring. He could hear water slapping against the hull, the distant cry of some bird he couldn’t name, his own breathing coming faster than it should.

			“Careful,” the driver said in Thai, gesturing toward the pier. “Wood is wet.”

			Win looked down at the gap between the boat and the pier. Maybe a meter. Maybe less. The pier boards gleamed with moisture, darkened in patches where water had pooled. He picked up his leather messenger bag and his small roller suitcase, both absurdly out of place here, and tried to calculate the timing of the jump. The boat rocked with the waves. The pier remained stationary. He’d have to time it right.

			His Italian leather shoes, beautiful and expensive and completely inappropriate for this environment, found purchase on the boat’s wooden rail. He stepped up, feeling the vessel shift under his weight. The water below looked deep and uninviting. He could see through the gaps in the pier boards to the turquoise depths beneath.

			Win jumped.

			For one horrible second he was airborne, his expensive trousers flapping around his ankles, the messenger bag swinging wild on his shoulder. His shoes hit the wet wood with a slapping sound. Slick. Too slick. His weight shifted wrong and his arms windmilled, reaching for balance that wasn’t there. He felt himself pitching backward toward the water, the world tilting at a crazy angle.

			A hand caught his upper arm. Firm grip, warm skin, pulling him forward onto a solid footing. Another hand steadied his other arm. Win stumbled, caught himself, and finally stood gasping on the pier with his heart hammering.

			“Steady,” a voice said. Male, quiet after the boat engine, almost gentle.

			Win looked up into a face he hadn’t expected. The man was maybe his age, early thirties, with sun-darkened skin that spoke of years spent outdoors. His hair was black and curled slightly at the ends, whether from salt water or natural texture Win couldn’t tell. He wore only board shorts, leaving his torso bare. His shoulders were rounded with muscle, his chest and arms defined in a way that came from actual work rather than gym machines. His hands on Win’s arms were calloused.

			He smelled like sunscreen and sea salt and something else, something clean and almost herbal. His grip remained firm, steadying, not letting go immediately even though Win had found his balance.

			“Thank you,” Win managed. His voice came out embarrassingly breathy. “I’m Win Anantachai. From Bangkok. I’m here to assess the resort’s operations and...”

			“I know who you are.” The man released Win’s arms and bent to pick up the roller suitcase, which had toppled over during Win’s near-fall. He lifted it with one hand like it weighed nothing. “I’m Kla. Dive instructor.”

			Win had expected someone older, someone who looked like management. Someone in a polo shirt with a resort logo, carrying a clipboard maybe, ready to give him the standard tour spiel. This man looked like he’d grown up in the ocean. Everything about him was fluid and easy, from the way he moved to the way he held himself, completely at home in this bright, wet, overwhelming environment.

			“The resort manager?” Win asked, trying to brush water spots off his trousers. Pointless. The fabric was soaked in places, salt-stained in others.

			“Noi is at the main lodge. She sent me to meet you.” Kla started walking down the pier toward the beach. He didn’t wait to see if Win followed, didn’t offer to take the messenger bag, didn’t make small talk. Just walked, his rubber flip-flops slapping quietly against the wet boards, moving with an easy confidence that made Win feel even more out of place.

			Win grabbed his messenger bag and hurried after him. His shoes squelched with each step. Water had gotten inside them somehow. The pier seemed to stretch forever, suspended above that impossible turquoise water. Fish darted beneath the boards. Win could see their shadows. His reflection looked warped and strange in the moving water.

			They reached the end of the pier and stepped onto sand so white it hurt to look at it directly. The beach curved away in both directions, edged with palm trees that provided patches of shade. The sand itself radiated heat, even through Win’s soaked shoes. He could feel sweat already beading on his forehead again, the brief cooling from the boat spray evaporating in seconds.

			The path led inland through vegetation that seemed determined to reclaim whatever space humans had carved out. Frangipani bloomed everywhere, the white and yellow flowers filling the air with a scent so thick it was almost cloying. Underneath it, something else. Something organic and rotting. Decomposing plant matter, maybe. The humid smell of things growing and dying in the tropical heat.

			“How far to the lodge?” Win asked. His voice sounded tight even to his own ears.

			“Five minutes.” Kla didn’t turn around. “You need water?”

			“I’m fine.”

			He wasn’t fine. The humidity pressed down like a physical weight. His shirt felt like a wet towel plastered to his skin. The messenger bag strap dug into his shoulder. He’d been traveling since before dawn: the taxi to the airport in Bangkok, the early morning flight to Trat, the minivan to the pier, now this. His body clock was confused. His head throbbed with the beginning of what might be a dehydration headache. And he was supposed to be professional, supposed to be assessing this property with a clear eye and sharp judgment.

			Instead he felt like he was drowning in air.

			They passed a cluster of small bungalows, each one raised on stilts with wooden stairs leading up to a covered porch. Traditional Thai architecture softened by time and weather. Flowering vines climbed the support posts. Pretty, Win thought automatically, but his professional eye caught the details: paint peeling on the railings, some of the shutters hanging slightly crooked, visible wear on the steps. He should be taking notes. He should have his phone out, documenting first impressions.

			The main lodge appeared ahead, a large open-air structure with a high peaked roof. No walls, just posts holding up layers of thatch, so Win could see straight through to the other side where more beach and more ocean waited. Everything here seemed permeable, the outside world bleeding right in through the gaps. No air conditioning, no sealed windows, just open space and moving air and the constant sound of the ocean.

			Kla set Win’s suitcase down at the base of the lodge steps. “Wait here. I’ll get Noi.”

			He disappeared into the shadowed interior of the lodge. Win stood in the sun, feeling it beat down on his head, and tried to collect himself. He needed to project competence and authority. He was here representing the ownership group, here to evaluate operations and make recommendations that could determine this property’s future.

			He pulled out his phone. The screen was smeared with salt residue but functional. Three percent battery. He’d forgotten to charge it during the flight, distracted by the financial reports he’d been reviewing. But that was fine. He’d charge it in his room, get back online, send a quick email to the office confirming his arrival.

			The phone searched for a signal. One bar flickered, then disappeared. Win held the phone higher, turning in a slow circle. Nothing. Not even roaming. He checked his settings. Roaming was enabled. Mobile data was on. The phone kept searching, the little indicator spinning, finding nothing.

			A cold knot formed in Win’s stomach. He was supposed to check in with his supervisor. He had three emails he needed to send before the end of business today, Bangkok time. The resort’s financial data was in the cloud and he needed to access it, review the numbers properly before he started making observations. He couldn’t do any of that without internet.

			He tried again, this time walking toward the edge of the lodge where he had a clearer view of the sky. Maybe the thatch was interfering with the signal. Maybe if he just moved a few meters to the left. The phone kept spinning, kept searching. His throat felt tight. This was fine. It was fine. There would be wifi in the lodge. Every resort had wifi. It might not be fast but it would be there.

			“No signal here.”

			Win spun around. Kla had returned, silent as a cat. A woman stood beside him, probably in her fifties, with short gray hair and laugh lines around her eyes. She wore loose linen pants and an embroidered blouse, looking completely at ease in the heat that was slowly suffocating Win.

			“I’m Noi,” she said, offering her hand. Her grip was dry and firm. “Welcome to Koh Suwan. We’re very glad you’re here.”

			“Thank you.” Win pocketed his phone, aware of how foolish he must look. “I appreciate you hosting me. But I need to ask, is there wifi I can access? I have some urgent messages I need to send.”

			Noi’s smile didn’t waver, but something flickered in her eyes. A glance toward Kla, too quick to interpret. “Ah. We have internet in the office, but it’s a satellite connection. Very slow, and it costs by the megabyte. We mainly use it for booking confirmations and emergencies.”

			“But guests must need...” Win stopped. Tried again. “How do guests check their email?”

			“Most don’t.” Kla leaned against one of the lodge posts, arms crossed over his bare chest. “That’s why they come here.”

			Win stared at him. The panic was starting to build now, a pressure in his chest that had nothing to do with the humidity. “I have work I need to do. Reports I need to file. I can’t just... I need to be connected.”

			“The satellite is in the office behind the lodge,” Noi said gently. “I can show you after you’ve settled in. But I should warn you, it’s not reliable. Sometimes the connection drops completely. And it’s quite expensive to use.”

			“I’ll pay for it,” Win said. His voice came out sharper than he intended. “Whatever it costs. I just need access.”

			Noi nodded, her expression neutral and professional. “Of course. Let me show you to your bungalow first. You can freshen up, and then we’ll get you set up with whatever you need.”

			But Win barely heard her. He was pulling out his phone again, checking one more time, hoping the signal indicator would show something, anything. Still nothing. Just that spinning wheel, searching and searching and finding only emptiness.

			His carefully planned schedule was already falling apart. He’d intended to spend the evening reviewing data, making preliminary assessments, sending his first report. Now he’d be lucky if he could send a single email. He’d be working blind, making observations without the context of the full financial picture. His supervisor would expect updates and he’d have no way to provide them.

			The control he’d wrapped around himself that morning, the professional competence he’d worn like armor, felt like it was slipping through his fingers like the sand that coated his ruined shoes. And he’d only been on this island for fifteen minutes.

			Win looked at Kla, who watched him with those dark, unreadable eyes. The dive instructor’s expression held no judgment, no sympathy, no reaction at all. He just stood there, completely comfortable in his own skin, in this place that seemed designed to strip away everything Win relied on.

			“How do you work here?” Win asked. “How do you manage anything without connectivity?”

			Kla’s mouth quirked in something that wasn’t quite a smile. “We adapt.”

			The wind picked up slightly, rustling through the palm fronds overhead. Win could smell the ocean, that salt-and-mineral scent that seemed to permeate everything. Somewhere nearby, a bird called out, its cry harsh and unfamiliar. The heat pressed down. His phone sat useless in his hand, all its power and connectivity reduced to an expensive paperweight.

			Win had come here to fix a failing business. To impose order on chaos, to find solutions to problems, to demonstrate his professional competence. But standing in this open-air lodge with his soaked clothes and dead phone and growing sense of disorientation, he felt like the one who needed fixing.

			And the worst part was, Kla seemed to know it.

			The Inspection

			Win had changed into more appropriate clothes, khaki shorts and a polo shirt that still looked too crisp for this environment. He carried a small notebook he’d found in the bungalow’s desk drawer, but his phone sat useless in his pocket. He’d tried the satellite internet in the office and managed to send one email before the connection dropped. One email in forty-five minutes of waiting for pages to load. It would have to be enough.

			Now he walked the resort grounds with Noi, cataloguing problems. Kla trailed behind them, silent, his presence like a shadow Win couldn’t shake.

			The path between the main lodge and the eastern bungalows showed visible erosion. Rain runoff had carved channels through the packed earth, exposing tree roots that jutted up like bones. Someone could trip in the dark, twist an ankle, sue. Win made a note.

			“This path needs proper drainage,” he said, gesturing at the carved-out channels. “It’s a safety hazard.”

			“The roots hold the soil in place,” Kla said from behind him. “We fill in the channels when they get too deep, but if we pave it or add concrete drainage, the trees die. Then we lose the shade, and the whole path becomes unusable in the heat.”

			Win turned to look at him. “There are solutions. Permeable materials. Decorative stone that allows water flow while providing a stable surface.”

			“That costs money.”

			“Less than a lawsuit.”

			Kla’s expression didn’t change. “In five years here, no one’s fallen. People watch where they step.”

			Win wrote in his notebook: Erosion control needed. Liability issue. Kla resistant to changes.

			They moved on. The beach itself stretched beautiful and wild in both directions, but Win’s professional eye caught the disorder immediately. Driftwood lay scattered across the sand in tangles. Dried seaweed formed brown, brittle piles near the high tide line. Coconut husks split open where they’d fallen, browning and rotting. At the properties Win had consulted on in Phuket and Samui, staff raked the beaches every morning before the guests woke. It was basic hospitality, creating the picture-perfect paradise guests expected.

			“The beach needs daily maintenance,” Win said, making another note. “This looks unkempt. Guests are paying for a premium experience.”

			“The seaweed protects the sand,” Kla said. His voice remained level, patient even. “During storms, it absorbs wave energy and prevents erosion. We remove it, the beach washes away faster. We’d lose a meter of sand every year.”

			“You could move it to a less visible area.”

			“The ghost crabs eat it. The crabs feed the birds. The birds spread seeds that grow into the vegetation that holds the whole beach system together.” Kla gestured at the palm trees behind them. “Everything here has a purpose.”

			Win felt his jaw tighten. “Everything also has an aesthetic. Guests aren’t marine biologists. They want a beautiful beach, not an ecology lesson.”

			“Then maybe they should go somewhere else.”

			Win stared at Kla, trying to determine if that was defiance or a simple statement of fact. The dive instructor’s expression gave nothing away.

			Noi cleared her throat gently. “Perhaps we should continue the tour?”

			They walked to the guest bungalows. Win noted peeling paint on the railings, shutters that hung slightly crooked, visible wear on the wooden steps. Small things individually, but together they created an impression of neglect. He’d been trained to spot these details, to see the gap between what existed and what should exist.

			“The bungalows need maintenance,” Win said, running his hand along a railing where the varnish had worn away to bare wood. “Fresh paint, carpentry repairs, new fixtures where needed.”

			“The paint fades because of the salt spray,” Kla said. “It’ll fade again in six months no matter how many coats we put on. The wood swells and contracts with the humidity, that’s why the shutters hang the way they do. We could replace them with plastic or metal, but then they’d look like every other resort in Thailand. Is that what you want?”

			“I want them to look maintained.”

			“They are maintained. Just not in the way you’re used to.”

			Win wrote: Cosmetic repairs needed throughout. Paint, hardware, shutters. Kla opposes any modifications.

			The air had grown heavier as they walked. Win felt it pressing against his skin, thicker somehow than it had been earlier. The sun sat lower in the sky now, its light turning strange and golden. The ocean had changed color too, shifting from that bright turquoise to something darker, more gray-green. The wind had picked up, rustling through the palm fronds with a sound like rushing water.

			“There’s a storm coming,” Noi said, glancing at the horizon. “We should head back to the lodge.”

			They walked in silence. Win’s shirt clung to his back despite the cooling air. His notebook felt damp in his hand, the pages starting to curl from the humidity. Everything here seemed determined to resist documentation, to remain wild and unquantified.

			By the time they reached the main lodge, the sky had darkened noticeably. Those purple-gray clouds Win had seen in the distance now loomed closer, building up in layers that looked almost solid. The wind came in gusts now, strong enough to make the thatch roofing creak and shift.

			“Dinner will be ready soon,” Noi said. “Please, make yourself comfortable. I need to check the kitchen.”

			She disappeared into the back. Win found a spot at the long communal table and pulled out his notebook, reviewing his observations while he waited. The resort had problems. Real problems. And Kla’s resistance to addressing them would need to be documented in his report.

			The dive instructor moved to one of the posts and leaned against it, arms crossed, watching the approaching storm with calm focus.

			Noi returned with food: fragrant jasmine rice, a green curry with chicken that made Win’s eyes water just from the smell, som tam with dried shrimp, grilled fish that had probably been swimming that morning. She set everything out on the long communal table and gestured for them to sit.

			Two other guests joined them, a young French couple who nodded politely and kept to themselves at the far end of the table. Win sat across from Kla, painfully aware of the dive instructor’s presence, of those dark eyes that seemed to see through every professional defense Win had erected.

			He ate carefully, grateful for something to do with his hands. The curry was excellent, perfectly balanced between heat and coconut sweetness. The som tam made his lips tingle. Real food, prepared with care, nothing like the hotel buffets he usually endured on business trips.

			Win pulled out his phone halfway through the meal. Still no signal, but he opened his notes app anyway and started typing observations from memory. He could sync them later, whenever he got back online. The screen glowed in the dimming light.

			“You’re doing it again,” Kla said.

			Win looked up, irritation flaring. “I’m taking notes.”

			“You’re hiding.” Kla set down his fork with deliberate care. “You’ve been on this island for eight hours. Have you actually looked at it? Or just at what you think needs fixing?”

			“I’m here to assess operations and make recommendations. That’s my job.”

			“Your job.” Kla leaned back in his chair. “Right. Look at the horizon. Tell me what you see.”

			Win glanced toward the open side of the lodge where the ocean stretched out into gathering darkness. “I see water.”

			“What else?”

			“I don’t...” Win stopped. Looked again, properly this time, because Kla was watching him with an intensity that demanded honesty. The sky had turned a deep purple-blue, the color of a bruise spreading across the heavens. The clouds sat heavy and low, their undersides catching the last reflected light from the already-set sun. The ocean had gone slate-gray, its surface restless with choppy waves that broke white at their crests. Even the air tasted different now. Salt and ozone and something electric, something wild.

			The palm trees bent in the wind, their fronds streaming sideways. Lightning flickered somewhere far out, too distant for thunder yet. The whole world seemed poised on the edge of something, waiting.

			“It’s beautiful,” Win said quietly.

			“It’s dangerous.” Kla’s voice held no judgment, just statement of fact. “That storm will hit tonight. Maybe in an hour, maybe three. When it does, the beach will reshape itself. Waves will come up over the seawall. The wind will tear branches off trees. The power might go out. The satellite internet definitely will.”

			“And?”

			“And none of that is broken. None of that needs fixing.” Kla leaned forward. “This place has survived a hundred storms. It’ll survive a hundred more. Because it knows how to bend. How to absorb damage and rebuild. You want to make it rigid, make it resist. But resistance gets broken.”

			Win set his phone down on the table. His hands felt empty without it, exposed. “You think I don’t understand nature.”

			“I think you understand the concept of nature. But I don’t think you’ve felt it.” Kla gestured at the gathering storm. “That out there doesn’t care about your schedule or your profit margins. It does what it does. We either adapt or we get hurt.”

			“That’s not a business model.”

			“No. It’s survival.”

			The wind gusted hard enough to make the entire lodge creak. One of the hanging lanterns swayed, its flame guttering. The French couple stood and excused themselves, disappearing toward their bungalow before the rain started. Noi was already securing shutters in the kitchen area, the sound of wood sliding into place barely audible over the rising wind.

			Win looked at his phone, dark and useless on the table. He looked at his notebook with its careful lists of problems and solutions. He looked at Kla, who sat calm and still, completely comfortable in the face of approaching chaos.

			“I came here to help,” Win said. “To save this place from closure.”

			“I know.” Kla’s expression softened slightly. “But maybe the place doesn’t need saving. Maybe it just needs people to stop trying to turn it into something it’s not.”

			“And what is it?”

			“Wild.” Kla stood, picked up his empty plate. “Real. Honest about what it can and can’t be.” He paused, looking down at Win. “That storm is coming. You should secure your bungalow. Close the shutters, bring anything loose inside. If the wind gets strong enough, it’ll take whatever isn’t tied down.”

			He walked away, leaving Win alone at the table with the remains of dinner and his useless devices. Outside, the lightning flashed again, closer now. The thunder followed a few seconds later, a low rumble that Win felt in his chest.

			The colors had gone bruised and heavy. The air pressed down with weight and promise. Everything felt charged, poised, waiting for release.

			Win closed his notebook and looked out at the horizon. Really looked, the way Kla had challenged him to. The storm was coming, massive and indifferent, and Win had absolutely no control over it. He could make lists, he could document problems, he could send reports recommending changes. But the storm would do what it wanted. The island would respond how it needed to. And Win, with all his training and professional expertise, would just have to watch.

			For some reason, that thought terrified him more than any financial report ever had.

			The Turn

			Win made it halfway back to his bungalow before the wind hit.

			Not the gusts he’d felt earlier, those preliminary warnings. This was something different. The palm trees bent sideways, their fronds streaming horizontal. Loose leaves and small branches tore free, whipping past his face. The air itself seemed to move as a solid mass, pushing against him hard enough that he had to lean into it to keep walking.

			The first drops of rain fell, heavy and warm, hitting his shoulders like thrown pebbles. Within seconds the drops became a sheet, then a wall. Water poured from the sky with an intensity Win had never experienced. He couldn’t see more than a few meters ahead. The path disappeared under instant puddles.

			He ran for his bungalow, shoes slapping through water that was already ankle-deep in places. The thatch roofing groaned and creaked above him. He fumbled with the door latch, his hands slick with rain, and finally got inside.

			The bungalow felt like a small boat in rough seas. Every gust made the entire structure shudder. Rain hammered against the roof with a sound like drumming fists. Win moved around the room, latching the shutters the way Kla had suggested. The wooden slats fitted snugly into their frames, blocking out most of the wind but also most of the light. The interior darkened to twilight.

			He stood in the center of the room, dripping onto the teak floor, listening to the storm rage outside. His heart pounded. More than weather, this was nature asserting itself, reminding everyone who held the real power here. Win was alone in a wooden box that swayed with each gust.

			A sound cut through the roar of wind and rain. Someone shouting. Win couldn’t make out words, just the urgency of the tone. He moved to one of the shuttered windows and opened it a crack. Rain sprayed in immediately, soaking his face.

			Through the gap he could see figures moving near the beach. Two people, maybe three, struggling with something large and canvas. Staff members trying to secure equipment before the storm tore it away. Even as Win watched, a gust caught the edge of whatever they were working with and yanked it from their hands. The canvas flapped wild, a corner whipping one of the workers hard enough to knock them sideways.

			Win closed the shutter. Not his problem. He was here to assess operations, not to do manual labor. The staff were trained for this. They knew what they were doing.

			The shouting came again. Closer now. More urgent.

			Win opened the door. The wind tried to rip it from his hands. Rain lashed at his face, driven horizontal by the gusts. He had to squint to see anything at all.

			Kla stood at the bottom of the bungalow steps, soaked to the skin, his shirt plastered against his chest. He had to shout to be heard over the wind.

			“The boats! We need help!”

			“What?”

			“The boats at the dock!” Kla gestured toward the beach. “The lines are slipping! We need more hands or we’ll lose them!”

			Win hesitated. He was already soaked from his run back to the bungalow. His notebook was inside, probably already warping from the humidity. His phone needed charging. He should stay inside where it was relatively safe.

			“Now!” Kla yelled.

			Win stepped out into the storm.

			The wind hit him like a physical force. He grabbed the railing to steady himself, then followed Kla down the steps. His borrowed flip-flops were useless in the mud and standing water. He kicked them off and went barefoot, feeling sand and small stones dig into his soles.

			They ran toward the beach. The palm trees thrashed overhead, their trunks bending in ways that looked impossible. Fronds tore loose and cartwheeled through the air. The roar was incredible, a combination of wind and crashing waves and rain so heavy it was almost solid.

			The dock came into view through the sheets of rain. Three boats were tied there, longtail boats like the one that had brought Win to the island. The water had risen with the storm surge, waves slamming into the dock’s supports with enough force to make the whole structure shudder. The boats bucked and strained against their lines, pulling at the cleats with each surge.

			Noi was already there, along with two other staff members Win hadn’t met. They were trying to secure additional lines, to tie the boats down more firmly before the waves tore them free. One of the longtails had already broken loose at the bow, its front end swinging wild while the stern line held. Another wave crashed over the dock and the boat slammed sideways into the pilings. The sound of fiberglass hitting wood was audible even over the storm.

			“That one!” Kla pointed at the loose boat. “We need to pull it in and get another line on it before it breaks the stern cleat!”

			Win nodded, not trusting his voice to carry over the wind. He followed Kla onto the dock. The wet boards were treacherous, water washing over them with each wave. Win’s bare feet found better purchase than his shoes would have, but he still slipped twice reaching the loose boat.

			Kla grabbed the bow line that was trailing in the water. “Pull when I say! We need to bring the nose in close enough to loop
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