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Of all the skills I’m proficient at, tripping tops the list. It wouldn’t be so bad if it was isolated to tripping over objects, like the metal pail that is going to leave a dent in my left shin as I hobble toward the phone. That pales in comparison to some of my life decisions. 
A minute ago I was dutifully cleaning gear outside when the phone in abuelo’s office rang, and knowing the guys were busy, I sprinted for it. And tripped. 
I recover, hanging up an armful of dive masks on the rack on my sprint through the aisles. I politely dodge a clump of customers to get to the phone, so now I probably sound too breathless to be working at the dive shop like the responsible adult that I’m supposed to be. “Ruby Sunset, Ruby speaking.” I move the phone away from my face long enough to take a much needed breath. My name should give enough evidence that I do belong here. That I can in fact make grown up decisions. 
“Hi,” a female voice responds. “Do you give scuba tours to people who have never scuba dived before?”
“All the time,” I say. I lean my head out of the office and give an ‘I’ve got this’ smile to my brother. He nods and turns his attention to the next customers at the counter. Memorial Day rush. 
“Okay. How do I book one?” She’s polite, so I open up the scheduling app on the computer. If she was rude, I’d be rude too. One of my many faults, or so I’m told. I talk her through the usual million steps to sign up for a diving tour, take down her credit card information to reserve her spot, and when I think the conversation is wrapping up, she asks, “Um, are you the same Ruby that works at the aquarium?”
Yes, but how does she know? “Yes, I am. Were you there recently?”
“Yeah, I took one of the plane tours yesterday. The pilot, Brett, mentioned you.”
“He did?” I’ve known Brett for years, and apparently he’s a distant relative because I’ve seen him at family gatherings before. I always assumed he was nothing closer than a cousin’s cousin by marriage or something. Abuelo and mamá always talk to him at family gatherings, but I don’t think Brett likes me at all. His wife is nice, or at least she seemed to be when I met her at the company picnic. Brett usually looks at me with an expression like he smelled a dead skunk, so I’m surprised that I would come up in conversation. 
“An offhand comment. He said something about your family’s business.” 
Brett is plugging our business now? That’s unexpected. “I’ve flown with him on a couple rescues.” 
“That’s what he said. Then when I was watching a dolphin show, the announcer told the audience to wave to Ruby. You were carrying pails of fish to the trainers.” 
“That was me.” Good thing the bosses teach us to always smile at the audience. They’re paying customers, and you never know the impact you’ll have on their vacation, to summarize what Jerome says. 
“You must know everything about the ocean,” the woman comments. “Working at a dive shop and an aquarium.”
I laugh lightheartedly. “Well, the ocean is definitely my stomping ground, but I’ve got plenty to learn.” 
“You know more than me. This trip is my first time seeing an ocean.”
Wow, really? I can’t imagine not smelling saltwater with every breath and always having the waves as the background music to my life. “I hope you’re enjoying your first trip. You’ll love the dive tour tomorrow. It’s my favorite way to see the ocean.” 
“Thank you. I can’t wait.” Her voice makes me picture a bubbly lady, forty-five years old, a bouncy ponytail with its first gray hairs concealed by a few cutely placed hair wraps done at one of the tourist shops. She looks the part on her whirlwind weeklong trip, tirelessly packing her days with everything she’s dreamed of doing at the beach. 
“I’m glad you chose our shop.” 
“Thank your pilot friend for the recommendation.” We say goodbye and I jog to the front door, opening it for abuelo who is carrying a couple air tanks, a wetsuit, and a pair of fins. 
“Gracias, Ruby.” Abuelo is the combination of strength and experience. He has the weathered look of a guy who has endured hurricanes, yet he also possesses the gentle abuelo touch that has cared for injured ducklings. I’ve seen him scare off a bull shark, and I’ve seen pictures of him holding me and the twins as newborns. He’s the real ocean expert, and nobody ever offers to carry a big load for him because he doesn’t need it. 
“Good dive?” I ask him.
He looks down at his armload and shifts the tanks, then continues walking. I let the door close and follow him toward the back of the store. “Mmhmm.”
Mmhmm? That is not a usual abuelo response. He’s not one to talk anybody’s ear off, but he isn’t one to walk past me and avoid conversation either.
Abuelo sets down his tanks and fins behind the counter and glances at me. My brothers August and Axel are still busy with customers. Abuelo checks his watch and looks distracted. Maybe even worried.
“Want to dive this weekend? For fun?” I haven’t dived for fun in over a year. These days I dive all the time at the aquarium, and I still lead the occasional Ruby Sunset tour in the reefs, but diving for fun ended almost a year and a half ago. It’s not that I don’t enjoy diving. Diving is part of who I am. I much prefer diving over talking to customers or answering tourists’ questions. I love diving, but it isn’t fun anymore. It’s lonely. When I let my dreams of Dos Hermanos sink, diving lost its meaning. 
“Diving for fun? That sounds more like my Ruby.” Abuelo spins around and looks at me, his eyebrows lowering. “Where are you thinking?” 
The answer I was looking for would’ve been a smile and him saying there’s nothing he’d like better to do this weekend. I feel my face fall at his lack of enthusiasm and I shrug. “A fun coral reef or something. Unless you have a suggestion?”
Abuelo shifts his eyes to survey the customers, my brothers, the aisles of the store. Five awkward seconds tick by, and then he looks back at me. “I’m glad you want to have fun again. Right now I need to make a phone call. We can talk diving later.” He squeezes my shoulder, steps into his office and closes the door behind him. Something is definitely up. 

      [image: ]“Here we are,” abuelo says as he idles the boat motor down. “Amber Key Reef.” 
After abuelo’s mysteriously timed phone call, he talked to me again about diving and we made today’s plan. The twins are along too, so it takes me back to when the boys were teenagers and I was still learning to dive. I’ve always done more diving with abuelo than with my own parents. August and Axel usually begged him to leave me home. Abuelo won out more often than not, so I got to tag along, at least until they got secretive and searched for a big, famous wreck when I was a teenager. During that time I got to fly with mamá quite a bit, which was cool, even though I would’ve rather been hunting for the wreck with them. Abuelo’s vessel, Abuela, rises with a wave, bringing me back to the present. 
The sun warms my bare shoulders and the breeze makes my shoulder-length hair dance. August lowers the anchor, Axel begins checking our regulators, and abuelo eyes a map of the seafloor. I inhale the salty air and look at the expanse of deep blue stretching beyond the horizon. Florida, the ocean, and diving are as much a part of my life as the air I breathe. It’s been too long since I’ve been out here with my abuelo and brothers. It’d be nice if mamá and papá were here too, but I’ll take this. August meets my eyes and I smile at him. 
Abuelo motions that we should crowd around him and the map. “This reef is a good one to dive. Haven’t been here for a few years. It’ll give us an excuse to check up on the health of it.” Everybody nods, knowing that abuelo will keep a detailed report of the dive. “August and Ruby, you’re on standby first. Axel and I will have forty minutes of bottom time.”
August and I nod, and he hoists the red and white dive flag on abuelo’s vessel. I don’t mind having forty minutes to catch up with my brother at all. Abuelo and Axel prepare to go down, and August and I watch them go through the BWRAF buddy check, the double and triple check of their BCDs, weights, releases, air, and final OKs. Sometimes all the safety checks in the world won’t do any good, but I’ve been taught to do our part to be safe. We stack our fists on top of each other’s, a tradition we’ve done as long as I can remember, and on three we say, “Conquistadores.” Don’t overthink it. I’m pretty sure the boys came up with it when they were little, and it’s just our family’s dive christening procedure. 
Abuelo and Axel flip backwards off the end of Abuela, and August starts a timer so we know when they should be up by. I grip the top rail with my hands and will my Mexican skin to get darker in the sun. Wetsuits and diving don’t exactly make for a great tan, so I’ll take advantage of these forty minutes of sunshine. August joins me, leaning forward with his forearms propped on the top rail. 
“How’s Ruby Sunset doing?” I ask. It stung when my brothers officially took over the family business and fired me. Not fired exactly, but demoted me to a contract worker. Less than a part-time employee. I was already working plenty at the aquarium, but it wasn’t about the hours or the money. Being told I no longer had an important part in the business that shares my name, the business where I literally grew up, was a punch in the gut.
August knows all this and he gives me a sympathetic smile. “We’re very busy. Taxes are robbery, but the new CPA is helping us.” 
“The new CPA,” I say with a waggle of my eyebrows. “As in Stacia? Your girlfriend?”
August grins and dips his head. “She’s a good CPA. All the small business owners I asked said she’s been really good for their companies.”
“And she likes your goatee and backwards baseball cap?” I tease. 
August laughs and nods. “We’ve been dating for a few months.” 
“Is that all?” I thought it was longer.
August grins again. “Seven months, to be precise.” 
I smile and look back to the horizon. “I’m happy for you.” 
August goes silent and I know exactly why. I was in love once too. I hope August has a better run than Tanner and I did. August gives me a minute to have a pity party, and then I restart the conversation. “Hey, abuelo seems really distracted lately.”
“Oh?” August’s tone makes me snap my head to look at him. In that one-syllable word, he conveyed both fake confusion and surprise. 
I feel one of my eyebrows dart up. “You know what’s up.”
August puffs out his cheeks and slowly exhales. His eyes shift right and left and he even looks at his diving computer on his wrist to check the time. 
“You’re a horrible actor.” 
“You just get right to the point. Every time. And so fast. In two seconds you went from grieving Tanner to accusing me of knowing a secret.”
“Is there a secret?”
August flips his face to the sky and rolls his eyes in exasperation. 
I let a full two minutes tick by and then I loudly tap my toe on the deck. 
August looks at me and says, “I think there’s a lot of stress right now with the nautical grant.”
“That’s the lamest answer you could’ve come up with.” There’s always stress regarding which treasure divers will receive the nautical grant to afford the niche hobby of scanning the seafloor for valuables. 
August laughs, breaking the tension. 
“Whatever. Keep your secrets.” I shrug, the familiar feel of deflation settling inside me. 
August leans over the boat rail again. “How is the aquarium?”
“It’s good. I’m learning a lot. The high-ups think I should apply for the apprentice aquarist program.”
August nods. “There could be job security in that.”
“Since there’s none in the family business?” I don’t attempt to mask my frustration.
He turns his head and looks me square in the eyes. “It’s not that simple. Come on, I’m not Axel. Can you pretend you like me? Like usual? Let’s just catch up.”
I swallow. Something is up with the men in my family. August and abuelo are the men I connect with the most. If I can’t crack either of them and get to the bottom of the family tension, I’m sure not going to get anything out of Axel or papá. Not that I would bother trying. As much as I want to push August more, I’d rather have peace. For now. So I sigh, meet his gaze, and say, “How are mamá and papá doing?”
August looks back to the water. “Papá’s good. You talk to mamá more than I do.” Is it normal or strange that two people married for so long have both completely separate and joined lives? Whenever I talk to one parent, it’s like I’ve talked to both, but then again, talking to only one parent is only half the story. Oh well. It gives us siblings something to talk about. 
“Mamá’s good.” I watch the water and take a breath. “You think they’ll ever move back here?”
August nods. “Yeah, I think so. Not sure when, but someday.” It really bugs me that they moved away. It shouldn’t be a big deal since I’m eighteen, but family is supposed to be forever. Unless you’re in a family of treasure hunters. 
I nod, watching a bird. It’s a sandwich tern, white with a black crest on its head. It scans the water and plunges in, coming back up with a fish in its bill. Sometimes they drop their prey and come up empty, but they don’t give up. They’ll go up for a good view and dive right back in. Always trying again. 
I turn to August. “How’s that men’s Bible study you’re going to?”
“Really good. The guys are chill, and we’re working through some tough parts of scripture. A lot is making sense for the first time.” 
I smile. 
He bumps my arm. “You think you’ll ever date again?”
I snap my face toward him. Nobody’s mentioned dating to me since Tanner. I expect the wave of familiar pain to well in the depth of my stomach, and it does come, but not immediately. For some reason, I’m bothered by the delay. August waits patiently and I finally answer. “Maybe. I don’t know. It’d take the right guy.” 
“Yeah. I just wondered since you suggested diving for fun today. It’s good to see you getting back to your old self.” Thankfully he’s satisfied and switches the topic. “Anything in particular you want to find when we go down?”
“I brought the metal detector just in case.” 
August nods. “Of course. Always after a treasure. You’re not just here for fun.” His voice is clouded with a tinge of bitterness. 
“Isn’t everyone in this family?” I manage to suppress the snappiness in my voice, but I feel it deep inside, like an electrical shock flicking my nerves. Abuelo and the boys struck big. Papá and mamá are off on the Gulf to make more money. And me? I’m booted from the family business and am stuck cleaning dolphin poop for a living. 
August looks at me and searches my face. “You need to laugh again.” 
“Then make me laugh.” 
August has always been the comedian of the family. It didn’t matter if abuela was mad as a wet hen at us kids, August would get us out of trouble with his humor. 
August smiles, and I see why Stacia is falling in love with him. “You think I’m a circus dog, performing on command?” He cracks his knuckles. “My best jokes have to happen organically. Besides,” he sniffs, “I don’t do jokes and card tricks. They’re miracles.” 
“Miracles, right.” I laugh. “Tell me more about Stacia.” 
He can’t hide his goofy grin. Menso, sucker. “What do you want to know?”
“Have you told her you love her?”
August gets serious. “I think I love her. But I haven’t told her.”
“What are you waiting for?”
He swallows. “How do you know you’re in love?”
I arch an eyebrow. “You’re in love.” 
He smiles sheepishly. “Other than that floaty feeling, how do you know? This is so much different than what I ever had with Destiny.” Ah, yes. Destiny who wasn’t his destiny. No need to rehash that heartbreak. Right now he’s asking me to share my personal experience. 
I gulp. “I didn’t realize it until I lost him. I was too focused on the treasure diving to see the real treasure.” I pause, thinking about the words that just came out of my mouth, words that were so deep inside I didn’t know they existed. Words that are too deep for me. I swallow. “Looking back, I know I was in love because at the time I would’ve done anything for him.” I look at August. “Don’t wait too long to tell her.”
August watches me with his mouth in a small O. He shows his surprise for a beat and then cracks a grin. “Don’t go all serious on me like that again.” 
I laugh and a second later abuelo and Axel break through the surface. Fifty seconds later August’s alarm dings. The divers are safe and it’s our turn. August and I suit up and I grab my metal detector. You never know where a piece of Spanish eight is buried in the sand. Like August telling Stacia he loves her while he can, I don’t want to miss my chance at a treasure. If it’s right in front of me, I don’t want to blindly swim past. 
Abuelo and Axel brief us on what to expect and we go through all the safety checks. “Two hundred feet southeast is a small wreck, but you don’t have enough time to check it out.”
August nods in agreement, because he has Stacia and his men’s Bible study and Ruby Sunset to resurface for. He’s a sandwich tern that has patience to take to the sky between dives, the level headedness to get perspective before diving in. He wisely says, “We’ll save that for another day.” I tamp down a twinge of resentment in my chest.
When it’s my turn, I sit on the edge of the boat, press my finned feet against the deck, and flip backward over the edge. I settle down, my eyes adjusting to the blue filter down here, listening to my regulator and keeping an eye on August. Dive buddies are supposed to stay close enough to help in an emergency, but with clear visibility like this, it’s tempting to stray farther. With abuelo’s casual comment about a shipwreck so close, the sensible and reckless halves of my brain are battling. Two hundred feet is out of visibility, way too far to be ready to help in less than five seconds. But a shipwreck? If it’s so close, why’d we bother at the reef? Why did I say I wanted to dive for fun, anyway? 
Sometimes, if I stop to think about it, scuba diving is kind of scary. Choosing to go to an environment that would kill me in less than two minutes if I mess up. Going somewhere that requires me to wear a bunch of protective gear and carry the brightest flashlights known to man. Swimming into the depths where potentially dangerous animals with gills thrive. Yeah, it’s kind of unnerving, so I don’t stop to think about it. 
Abuelo warns me that I should slow down and think more often. And mamá calls me every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday at 8:00 p.m. Not to catch up, but to check up. She knows where I like to be and she knows when sharks hunt, so she calls me at shark feeding time because she knows I’ll be out of the water to answer, even if for no other reason than to prevent the embarrassment that I would endure if she has to call abuelo, or worse, my brothers, to check on me if I don’t answer. 
But it’s only 2 o’clock on the weekend, so time is on my side and abuelo and my brothers are with me. They never let me leave their sight. Like I’m a problem child or something. August and I hold onto the anchor line as we descend. It’s a shallow dive, so we won’t need any deco stops if we’re only down for forty minutes. I look at my dive computer. 
August and I hover just above the coral reef and watch with amusement as the fish scatter. They’re part of a whole other world that never even thinks about ours until our fins and masked faces invade. Carefree little fish, none of them fazed by their schoolmate who got snatched by the sandwich tern. They’re just darting around, living for the moment in their isolated world. 
August and I nod and begin perusing the reef, letting the colors and busyness flood our senses. Using my overpriced scuba-safe phone case, I take some pictures of the coral. I haven’t uploaded anything to the dive app for months, but these pictures are turning out fantastic. When August is good and intent on a large piece of brain coral, I check my dive computer. Twenty minutes. Plenty of time to wander two hundred feet southeast at this depth. It’s shallow enough that there’s adequate sunlight. Two hundred feet isn’t that far. I’ll be able to find my way back to August. My accomplished abuelo and overachieving twin brothers would disagree that twenty minutes is plenty of time to start exploring two hundred feet away, but I don’t want to pass up the chance. 
With the compass on my dive computer as my guide and my metal detector in my left hand, I swim southeast. In a few minutes I see a dark shape resting on the seafloor. A shipwreck. It’s not a modern vessel, but I can’t tell if it’s an old Spanish galleon. I swim closer, the familiar excitement in my stomach building. This ship is upright, as if it peacefully settled straight down to its grave. A treasure diver’s rare jackpot. Spying an opening just under the deck, I swim over and assess it. Large enough for my shoulders and air tanks. I check the time. Fifteen minutes. I’ll take the risk. I reach up and click on my headlamp, then squeeze into the narrow chamber in the old ship, tucking the metal detector close against my chest so it doesn’t snag. Maybe if I find an artifact of value or historical interest, the archaeology society will give abuelo the grant again. And something tells me that this would have been a perfect spot for a rich captain to hide a nice piece of treasure. Or at least a favorite navigating tool. 
I grab a narrow door frame and pull my body further into the dark. My light illuminates the pulse of bubbles from my regulator, a wooden wall full of barnacles, and a long narrow hallway. Nothing too spooky, so I swim forward. A few angelfish swim in front of my face. Through a gunport, a diluted ray of sunlight gives a weak glow of blue. I keep swimming, picturing the sweaty sailors running along the decks, firing the cannons, fighting to keep the vessel afloat. Did one of them hide a little something for me to find all these years later? 
At the next gunport I stop to investigate a mound on the floor. It’s covered in barnacles but is mostly round. A cannonball. I take a few pictures, playing with the sunlight trickling through the gunport. The pictures are the only evidence I’ll take with me. It’s definitely not worth my energy to haul it up right now. Besides, we’re not those divers who wreck ship gravesites. I glance at my watch. Nine minutes left. I keep swimming.
A thump on my air tank startles me and I almost scream into the water. I whirl around and see a turtle coast past me. Who sneaks up on people like that? And why was I so unaware that I didn’t know it was coming? I spin my body around and bump my face against the wall, knocking the regulator out of my mouth. Don’t panic. It’s happened before. I exhale through my mouth, stretch my right arm out, grab the regulator, and pop it back in my mouth. Except somewhere in the process, my hose gets hooked on something just far enough behind my body that I can’t tell what’s going on. I turn back around, and the regulator gets pulled out of my mouth again. What am I tangled in? I give a little yank to free my hose and just then my wrist computer alerts me that I need to start going up. Now. I turn to swim back toward the doorway. Except I’m still tangled. Not my best dive, that’s for sure. And my wrist computer insists that I have to start going up. 
Don’t panic. Don’t hold your breath. Those are the first diving rules abuelo taught me. This hallway is starting to feel too narrow and dark. A pair of angelfish swims past me, oblivious that I don’t have gills. I reach behind me and try again to disentangle my hose without pulling the regulator from my mouth. It feels like a piece of chain or something. A little something left for me to find from some rich captain. I fiddle with the hose behind my back, focusing on steady breathing. Ahead of me a shadow approaches. August. When he makes it to me, I point to my back. He reaches over my head and works for a minute. He grabs my hand and pulls me out of the narrow hall, out of the ship, and into the open water. We swim northwest fast and find the boat’s anchor rope and ascend. 
With about two breaths left in my tank, we emerge. The fresh air feels amazing, but I keep my face down. I can’t look at abuelo or my brothers. They know. They know that once again, I was impulsive and chose tesoro, treasure, over safety. I don’t want to hear about it from them. August nudges me to climb into the boat first and I see abuelo’s face. Locked on mine and a mix of disappointment and fear. Exactly the opposite of what I intended. 
One day I’ll make him proud. 
He holds up my reserve air tank, the pony tank. “Never leave this in the boat again.” He’s told me that before. Today I ditched it after the triple check because I planned to not need it. I made it up in time.
August tugs my short, sporty ponytail. “Ya’ know, to some of us, you’re worth more than a tissue donor.” 
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“Good Monday morning, Ruby.” That would be my boss, Robin. 
“What’s your plan to tempt me to quit today?” My tone is dry, but we both know I’m joking. I’ve worked here since I was sixteen, two years and counting. The first month I was pretty sure Robin gave me all the nasty jobs just to see if I could really make it in the aquarist role. But either I passed the initiation or I just got used to scrubbing rocks and glass, because I do whatever Robin assigns me without batting an eye. 
See, everybody thinks that I should apply for the apprentice aquarist program like my best friend Janie. She’s already a junior aquarist and well on her way to earning a senior role. When she graduates, she won’t owe student loans and she’ll make a ton more money than I will, even though we’ll be doing pretty much the same thing. 
Everyone wonders why I don’t enlist myself in the apprenticeship. Here’s why: because I don’t know if I really want to be an aquarist. Based on an aptitude test I took when I was sixteen, this is the best fit for me. Mamá wasn’t exactly thrilled to see how high I scored for Ability to Work In Dangerous Situations, but papá’s an underwater welder, and mamá is a self-employed pilot, so what did she expect? That I would get a safe office job? No, thank you. I wish I could be a full-time wreck diver, but that’s not exactly a paid position, at least until you find a big treasure. And working at my entry-level baby aquarist role makes me enough money to live now, to be free to dive in the ocean whenever I want. 
Really, I’m mostly cool with all the aquarist duties. Well, swimming in the tank with that huge grouper makes me nervous, and flipping the sharks upside down for exams is a little intrusive. I love the dolphins, but I’m not a big fan of the whole captivity thing, because everybody knows that dolphins need to swim hundreds of miles a day to be healthy. And don’t get me started on the annoying tourists. They’re relentless with their stupid questions. I expected to siphon marine mammal poo by the ton, but I didn’t expect to answer questions about it from forty-two people every week. But other than that, the aquarist thing should work for me. 
No, diving in a tank is not like diving in the open ocean, tank props are a joke compared to a real shipwreck, and swimming with the captive animals isn’t as adrenaline-inducing as when a wild shark or stingray approaches, but it’s still cool. I love when the little kids light up when I wave to them from underwater or make bubble rings with my regulator. On the dry side of the glass, I can see they’re squealing with delight, jumping up and down to see my tricks. It’s easy to share my love for the ocean, so I guess the aquarist career is a good fit in that regard. I toss another handful of cold fish on the scale, watch the numbers register, and push them into Baby’s food pail. 
Baby. When I first started, I had mapped out a detailed plan for how to release Baby, one of the bottlenose dolphins, and her mamá. My plan was flawless, à la Free Willy, and would’ve gotten me locked up, no doubt. Transplanting her into a wild pod would be like throwing a long-haired, declawed, snooty cat into the jungle without its pureed food. So now, instead of plotting her escape, I just put a little extra love into weighing her feed. But every time I see a wild pod, I fantasize about secretly teaching Baby life skills and then sacrificing my own freedom to release her. Maybe the jail time would be worth it so I could eventually swim with her in the ocean and we could explore shipwrecks together. I smile at the thought. 
Most people assume I’m reckless and have an adrenaline addict’s death wish. That’s not exactly how I see it. I’d love to live a long time and make all sorts of famous finds. Like Tanner and I planned. Tanner was my diving buddy, and someday we might have even gotten married, assuming I had enough time to mature into a responsible adult. Tanner was smart and responsible and adhered to rules like a Navy diver. We always had air reserves, tethers, dive flags and surface marker buoys, and we had to follow every stinkin’ diving rule to a T. And look where it got him. Some menso, loser, was stupid enough to get high and drunk before riding a jet ski and plowed Tanner over. Tanner always told me to look on the bright side of things, so the only bright side of his pointless death was that his corneas and a bunch of other tissues made other people’s dreams come true. He didn’t deserve to die then and in that way, but to a few people out there, his death meant their quality of life. So the way I see it, you gotta live while you can, because when your number’s up, it’s up. 
Tanner and I set our sights on discovering the location of Dos Hermanos, a Spanish galleon that’s been missing since it mysteriously sank somewhere between the Bahamas and Florida back in the 1600s. Emphasis on somewhere. The ship was rumored to have almost three hundred tons of gold coins, with precious stones besides. That’s like twenty billion dollars today. Never mind the two hundred cannons and six hundred men to protect it all. For a long time nobody else had Dos Hermanos on their radar, but last summer a couple divers mentioned the wreck in an interview that went viral, so now loads of divers have gotten excited to find one of the biggest underwater treasures. Among treasure divers, there’s basically an unspoken race to find her. 
But Tanner and I were excited about Dos Hermanos long before anybody else even thought of her, way before the viral video. And not just for the lore of saying that we found the treasure, but for the challenge and thrill. It’d be like the ultimate game of Hide-N-Seek. That’s not to say that I wouldn’t want a lifetime of glory in the diving world too, but what Tanner and I really loved about Dos Hermanos was the mystery behind her. Hurricane, maybe. Pirates, maybe. Ship design flaw or sailor error, maybe. All these questions surround Dos Hermanos, and the only thing people know for sure is that she was carrying one of the most valuable loads of all time. Tanner was determined to locate an original parchment of an ancient Vulgate – the Latin translation of the Holy Bible. I didn’t see how a parchment could still be legible after soaking in seawater for four hundred years, but he never laughed at me for wanting to find an old ruby, so I didn’t laugh at him either. 
I wouldn’t say Tanner and I dedicated our lives to finding her, but she did take over all of our spare time for a couple years. We weren’t in a race, just a real-life game of deduction and reasoning. Our days of diving and our evenings of research were fun, and life was good. We’d study pictures of the ocean taken from space until our eyes ached, stare at the boat’s sonar while we slowly hunted an area, and bought every book about galleons we could afford. We found some clues as to where Dos Hermanos might lay, and we learned a history professor’s worth of knowledge. I think we were close to finding her. We always kept a list of locations that made the boat sonar beep wildly, and as we had time and gas money, we’d dive, find nothing overly interesting, and check the locations off the list. We had a few coordinates left to explore. 
When I saw Tanner’s head get smashed in by that stupid jet ski, it overhauled the way I view the whole life and death thing. Recently, I overheard abuelo tell his lady friend that I’ve become jaded. I think I’m just realistic about it, after watching what happened to Tanner. One second you can be at the top of your game, so close to your treasure, and the next you can be getting sliced apart into organ donations. 
A sudden surge of energy swells in me and I throw a dead fish onto the scale and grit my teeth. I’m losing time. Fast. The other divers are closing in. I took off too much time from searching for Dos Hermanos after Tanner died. It’s time for me to get back in the game. I need to find Dos Hermanos, because every day that ticks by is lost time. Because if I don’t find her for Tanner and me, someone else will. And that someone will probably be more like a seagull than a harmless observer. Treasure diving is what my family does and what Tanner and I did, and I need to win this round of the game. 

      [image: ]The beach is quiet right now, just the way I like it. The tourists have gone out to eat, so I jog to my favorite tide pool with my nature notebook in hand. My work schedule often interferes with low tide, so this is my once a week treat to myself. Nature journaling is one of the many parts of the aquarist gig that I’m drawn to. The Latin names, watching wildlife in its habitat, getting eye level with the creatures. I smile. 
I flip open to the first blank page and start sketching a sea star. When I have the basic outline, I write, from memory:
Kingdom: Animalia. Phylum: Echinodermata. Class: Asteroidea. 
Then I grab my colored pencils from my bag and add the perfect shading. I jot down some observations: 
Tube feet respond to stimulus (gentle pressure with a small rock). Movements along rocks appear normal with steady speed. Bright colors and firm body shape indicate good health. All five limbs–
“Ruby, I thought I’d find you here,” a man’s voice makes me jump out of the tide pool. Yipes, it’s Marco, the thorn in abuelo’s flesh. I slam my notebook shut and clutch my bag. I don’t trust Marco at all. Never have. “How’s your abuelo doing?”
“Good. I’ll tell him you said hi.” I take long, fast steps toward the road, hoping Marco will take the hint. He grabs my arm. Ew. His dirty, skinny fingers smell like dead fish and cigarettes, and his mustache is thin and screams untrustworthy.  
“Has Francisco applied for the grant yet?” Francisco is abuelo, and Marco is talking about the nautical archaeology grant that sponsors treasure hunting dives. Receiving the grant makes it possible to go on a big dive. It’s a big deal and there’s a lot of competition among dreamers. Marco doesn’t care about abuelo, but he does care about treasures. His gnarled knuckles are unnecessarily tight around my upper arm. I have to keep my cool. 
“The treasure diving grant? I assume he applied. I’ll ask him for you.” I know for a fact that abuelo applied for the grant, and I’m pretty sure that Marco knows that too. Once upon a time he and abuelo were diving buddies. But that was before abuelo and the twins made their huge discovery. Then we all saw Marco’s true colors, that he only wanted to ride in on abuelo’s coattails and be credited with the legendary find. I pull my arm free. 
His dry lips curve into a sly smile, emphasizing his gray whiskers. “When you find Dos Hermanos, I’ll be right behind you.” Super creepy. 
“Dos Hermanos?” Marco might be messing with me, but I’m from Florida. I grew up dodging tourists, avoiding eye contact with druggies, and staying clear of selfish divers. I know how to fake a poker face. “I haven’t even thought about her since Tanner died.” 
One year, four months. Tanner was ticked when I blurted out to Marco what we were searching for back when we were like fifteen. I couldn’t help it. The weasel of an old man was talking down to us like we were young fools. So I marched up to him and informed him that we were smart enough and skilled enough to find a wreck like Dos Hermanos. Tanner gave himself a face palm and then dragged me away from Marco, who grinned wickedly with his new bit of information. He got exactly what he wanted, and that’s the way Marco is. He makes a snide comment just to get someone to spill the information he wants. 
Like right now, he’s holding a map, tempting me. “You don’t have to search alone. I have some information about her location.” His dark eyes bore into my face, daring me to call him out on his selfish motives. “Let’s join forces, Ruby.” On top of his primeval motive, he wears a salesman smile. 
“I’ll think about it. I gotta take this call.” For the first time ever, I’m glad my mamá is calling me right on schedule. I answer my phone and hurry away from Marco, looking over my shoulder every four steps. It’s a short walk home, and I lock the sliding door on the patio as soon as I’m in. I duck behind our potted plants and scan the yard for any sign of Marco. Nothing. I run through the house and lock the other doors, too. 
Abuelo appears just as I’m shoving my weight into the front door, which is swelled from humidity. I force the deadbolt down. Abuelo lowers his salt-and-pepper eyebrows. “You okay, Ruby?” 
I point to my phone and force nonchalance. “Just talking to mamá!”
He doesn’t believe me that nothing’s wrong, I can tell, but he nods and says, “Tell her te quiero.” 
I nod and flop onto the wicker sofa to proceed with our conversation, which I don’t expect to go very deep, as usual. “Abuelo says he loves you.” Abuelo’s weathered face gives me that deliberate unimpressed look. We both know that I was supposed to say “I love you,” rather than “abuelo loves you.” I love my mamá, and she loves me, in our own sort of way. Last year, just a few weeks after Tanner died, mamá and papá decided to move to the Gulf so papá could take an even higher-paying underwater welding job. As if he didn’t make enough running Ruby Sunset and doing underwater welding here. Whatever. I’m named after a treasure, so obviously money and precious metals and stones are a big deal to my parents. Papá probably just wants to make enough so he can retire early and have more time to treasure dive with abuelo and the twins. Weird priorities, I know. But I get it. I really do. Even if they picked a horrible time to ditch me for more money. 
I could’ve gone with them if I’d really wanted. But my life is here with abuelo and the diving shop and my job at the aquarium. If I had left here, it would’ve been the end of Dos Hermanos, and many times, the hope of eventually finding Dos Hermanos has been my reason for getting out of bed, for taking on another day. Like the sandwich tern diving for the fish again, trusting that the treasure is down there. 

      [image: ]I’ll be honest, I’m pretty spooked by Marco right now. Not only is he both smart and selfish enough to beat me to Dos Hermanos, he’s shrewd enough to use somebody to get more information. And abuelo is way too smart to give out any intel, but that doesn’t mean Marco will leave us alone. 
I’ve got two hours before my shift at the aquarium, so I walk down to Ruby Sunset. I don’t know who was named first, me or the dive shop, but papá and mamá started it around the time I was born. When papá canceled his welding contracts here and took the underwater job on the rig last year, they passed the business to August and Axel. Nobody even asked if I wanted to be part of the family business. It’s probably because they all think I’m impulsive and would run down the business in a month, but it still stings to be left out. I mean, we’re family, not politicians. Papá and mamá had always had a job for me at the shop. When August and Axel took over, they said they might occasionally hire me as a contract worker when things got busy, but that I should keep my aquarium job and make long-term plans outside of Ruby Sunset. 
I sigh, trying to blow out the same pang of frustration I feel every time my thoughts wander back to the scenes in my life that can be symbolized by tripping over metal pails that bruise my shins. I step onto the parking lot and instantly recognize a brand new car. Marco is here. I walk in like I own the place, because even if I don’t, I grew up here, and stride to the counter. August and Axel are facing Marco, who only acknowledges me with his wicked smile. 
“I’ve got the coordinates. Forty-thousand and you’ll have them, too.” Marco extends his right hand. But he’s full of it, because nobody would sell the GPS coordinates to a huge find, even for forty-thousand. Partly because even though it worked for Mel Fisher to have exclusive dive rights, that’s pretty much impossible now. And partly because when you find a big wreck, you want your name linked with it, not the name of someone who bought your effort from you. 
“What’s the offer?” I ask in my sweet, youngest sibling voice. Sometimes it still works, though its effectiveness drops more with each birthday. 
All three men turn to me. The twins both have their arms crossed on their muscular chests. August tips his head toward Marco. “He says he found Dos Hermanos.” August says this gently, because he knows what that ship means to me. 
I feign surprise and address Marco with my best confused face. “So last night, when you invited me to join forces, you already knew where she was?”
Marco gives his salesman smile. “I had a busy night. Let’s summarize to say now I know with certainty.”
I don’t believe him, but I’ll go along with his tactic. “Lucky! Why would you sell us the coordinates?” Because that would be really stupid.
Marco looks hurt, but we all know he’s acting. “Ruby, I’m surprised you have to ask. Francisco and I were like brothers. His grandkids are like my own grandkids. When one of us wins, we win together.” If Marco has any grandkids, nobody knows because his wife left decades ago because she was sick of being bullied. Rumor has it she and the kids snuck their way back to her parents and they all moved into the woods together. This guy is not to be trusted. 
“It’s nice of you to offer, but we can’t afford forty-thousand, and you know how our family feels about loans,” Axel says. 
Marco turns back to my brothers. “Or are you saying you don’t need the coordinates? You already know where she lies?” A-ha. This is the information Marco is seeking. 
August puts his hands on the counter and leans forward. “He’s saying we’re not interested in buying the coordinates. We find wrecks ourselves, no purchase necessary.” True. And it’s obvious Marco is trying to use me to get to Dos Hermanos, because August and Axel have never been interested in finding her. 
“Have you found Dos Hermanos, too?” Marco asks in a low, gravelly voice. His eyes are tinged black with greed. I want to call his bluff. My heart hammers because I so badly hope he’s lying. If someone as evil as Marco finds her, she’ll be raided like the Egyptian pyramids before any country’s jurisdiction has time to protect her. But we can’t let him know he’s under our skin. 
Axel points to the door. “Here comes abuelo, and we don’t want him to catch us wasting time during business hours. Marco, make your purchases. August, get back to hanging the new wetsuits.” 

      [image: ]“Abuelo, do you think I’ll ever find Dos Hermanos?” I
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