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“I am sorry, Mr. Riordan. Mr. Stone will not be able to meet with you this afternoon as planned … a personal issue … you are so kind … yes, that will work for Mr. Stone. Perhaps 2:00? … very well. Good day.”


She pushed another button on the communications terminal.


“Good afternoon, this is Meredith Drake for Mr. Roger Stone. I am afraid I must reschedule … ,”




“One of those days?”


Jennifer Anders, a member of the VertX Fusion administrative staff, brought a folder of financial reports for signatures and dropped it into a basket on the corner of her desk.


“I’m afraid so,” Meredith replied under her breath. “Jenny, he’s been in there for over an hour. He had another of those terrible headaches. I've had to reschedule a half-dozen meetings, including one with Garret Riordan.”


“Mr. Riordan? Oh, my god. What about the board meeting this afternoon? Without the bond renewal agreement … ,”


“You’re telling me! I saw the latest financials when I had to answer Mr. Stone’s email. I’m really scared.”


“Maybe you should go in there.”


“In there?” and she looked in the direction of the executive office.


“I don’t think so.”




He sat cross-legged on the stone dais, naked, his arms outstretched. Pale white skin gleamed through beads of sweat as lights danced in mesmerizing patterns along the walls. Jets of steam poured forth in ghostly spasms that condensed on a dome, dripping down through the wispy fog.


A ceremonial knife, unsheathed, lay in the center of the stone hearth as ritualistic chanting and drum beats filled the void.
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Port of Nanaimo, British Columbia; E-Dock

“Your purpose for visiting Canada?”


The young customs agent greeted me with a smile as I entered the Canada Border Services Agency in the Port of Nanaimo. The Dreamcatcher took on fuel as I prepared to complete the usually routine task of clearing customs.


“Strictly pleasure, Miss … ,” and I looked at her name tag, “… Miss Grahame.”


“Your passport … ,”


“That will not be necessary, Miss Grahame.”


The voice intruded from behind as a bull-dog of a man stepped to the counter. He was not smiling.


“Agent Gerber. A pleasure to see you again.”


He gave me a cold stare.


“Tell me why am I going to arrest you this fine morning, Mr. Hewitt?”


I took a step back and looked to Miss Grahame for help … she retreated quickly into the back.


“You going to review my passport or not?”


He smiled.


“I am so hoping you forgot to renew it since our last meeting.”


I pulled an envelope from my jacket inside pocket - all my entry paperwork, carefully vetted and current this time - and dropped it on the counter.


“Current, as required.”


He opened the envelope and thoroughly read each piece.


“Can I go?” I asked.


“Not yet.”




“What are you bringing with you into Canada?”


Agent Gerber lifted the inside helm station desk top and searched through my chart store.


“Nothing not listed in my declaration.”


“Do you have any plants or live animals with you?”


“Do you see any live animals?”


He turned.


“Where’s the dog?”


“Do you see a dog? You think I am hiding a Great Dane somewhere on this boat?”


That was probably not the best way to handle this.


“My wife took him to Sydney, on the ferry.”


He stared me down for a moment more, then continued.


“Do you have any meat or dairy products with you?”


“What do you need?”


He opened the refrigerator.


“Any fresh fruits or vegetables?”


“Look for yourself … oh, you already are.”


“Any items from endangered species?”


“Well, since you asked, I left my custom narwhal tusk walking stick in Friday Harbor.”


He began burrowing under my mattress.


“Funny. Don’t give up your day job … oh, that’s right. You don’t work. I forgot.”


That was a low blow. I’m a writer. Strictly freelance. And I learned a long time ago that results in a checkmark on the customs entry form for “UNEMPLOYED”.


“Do you have any firearms, ammunition or fireworks with you?”


“I don’t do fireworks.”




“I have a firearms declaration on file … oh, but you know that already.”


Agent Gerber examined the 12-gauge shotgun he removed from my secure storage locker.


“Looks a little short in the barrel.”


“You want to borrow a tape measure?”


He double-checked the trigger lock.


“Not loaded. Too bad.”


“Agent Gerber, we’ve been through this before. Everything is perfectly legal.”


“Legal. Really. Your purpose for the shotgun … let me remember … oh yes … ‘protection from animals’.”


“That is legal.”


“And if I remember you seem to think Canadian customs agents are the animals in question.”


I took a short breath and stared him down.


“That was not my fault.”




“You were in there a long time. Any problems?”


Rhonda busied herself on her laptop over coffee at the Firehouse Grill on Front Street - across from the customs main offices. She saw me leave through the front door and cross the street a full hour after Agent Gerber had me escorted from E-dock in the harbour for “further questions”.


“I don’t think he likes me,” was the best I could offer.


We had been off-grid for two months anchoring in small coves scattered throughout the San Juan Islands on the American side of the border and the Gulf Islands in B.C. and exhausted our foodstuffs … save for the stash of fruits, cheese, and milk I had hidden in the lazarette before docking at Canadian customs.


I was kidding about the narwhal walking stick.


Rhonda had taken the ferry from Friday Harbor to Sydney, cleared customs … without issue … and spent several days cleaning up a bookkeeping mess at a new Canadian client - Patrick Co. Shipping, Ltd. She drove to Nanaimo in a rental and waited for me at the Firehouse.


“Can you blame them?” she laughed.


“Where’s Groot?”


“I left him in Sydney. Let him have a few days on dry land. He’s staying with the Patricks.”




It seemed ages ago since we left the beach house in Courseulles-sur-Mer on the Normandy coast and returned home. Angus McDonough retired and sold his stake in the Guardian News Service to an American media mogul, closing my back door to the news cycle.


He did send me the name of a “hot-shot” entrepreneur in Vancouver who he promised could get me “in tune with modern media”, whatever that was supposed to mean.


In the aftermath of the Falke investigation Interpol had petitioned the American State Department to drop my extradition warrant in exchange for providing information on the American tentacles of the Falke organization to various interested intelligence parties in the States. It took a while, but I finally received a valid American passport and my personal “Get Out of Jail Free” card that allowed me to enter the states without going to prison.


Someone forgot to tell Canada.




“So, you are back. I am surprised Customs did not arrest you.”


The voice boomed out through the noise of the restaurant, catching me by surprise. Rhonda looked up - I noticed. Like she was expecting him.


“Agent McDougall. What a pleasure,” and she smiled as he took her hand.


“Mme Hewitt, always a pleasure,” and he turned and motioned to a server for a coffee, then pulled out a chair.


“You are joining us?”


“Be nice,” Rhonda admonished me.




“Is there a reason the Canadian Security Intelligence Service just happens to be here at the Firehouse?” I asked.


“He’s not very charming. You married this?”


Rhonda gave me a stony look.


“He has his moments.”


“If you say so, madame.”


“You still working on your French, Detective?”


“Agent, not detective. It is an official language. I would have thought you knew that.”


Rhonda put down her coffee.


“OK, boys, that’s enough. Agent McDougall has some questions for you.”




“You are familiar with the Klahoose Nation?”


“Klahoose? Let me see … ,”


“I take that to mean no. The Klahoose First Nation people traditionally inhabit Desolation Sound. The settlement at Squirrel Cove on Cortes Island is where the majority of the people live and work who reside in our traditional lands.”


“Our traditional lands? You are Klahoose?”


“Yes, I am.”


“With a name like McDougall?”


The agent looked over at my wife.


“Is he always like this?”


“Always.”


He turned back to me.


“I would tell you my native family name, but you wouldn’t be able to pronounce it,” and he gave Rhonda a mischievous smile. “My daughter Penny is one of our council members.”


“I thought she was attending the university.”


“Was. She is back in Toq.”


“Uh … ,”


“Squirrel Cove for you white boys.”


Rhonda cleared her throat, a little louder than necessary.


“Sorry. She’s new to the council and wanted to spend more time at the reserve. In fact, all the council is young and college educated.”


“But off the reserve?”


He looked over to the waitress and motioned for something with a little more bite for his coffee.


“That is why I wanted to talk to you. Several years ago when I was Cultural Affairs leader, the Nation embarked on a program to recover ancestral remains that had been removed when white settlers and miners came into the area. We have successfully recovered sixteen of our ancestors and reinterred them on the island. We believe something like 300 remain missing, but finding them has been exhausting. Even once remains are found, usually at some museum, the process of reclaiming them is long and convoluted … and expensive.”


The waitress arrived with a shot glass, and Agent McDougall dumped it into his coffee.


“A Scotch latte,” he smiled.


“Why are we talking?”


He took a long swig, shivered a moment as the Scotch made its debut, and continued.


“You have a reputation for finding things.”




“Fifty-five thousand? Really?”


“These museums are scattered all around the globe. And contacting them all has been a nightmare. To make matters worse, our assumptions of where we would find ancestral remains have been turned upside down. There is no pattern. Where we have been successful … well, you can chalk it up to beginner’s luck. Since then things have become much more difficult.


“And this does not even include private collections.”


“You want me to go into the body finding business?”


He gave me a studied stare.


“This is important to us. Be nice … not like the last time.”

Why do people keep bringing that up?


“That was not my fault.”




“Six months ago Grace Wells, who succeeded me for Cultural Affairs, finished a two-year effort to repatriate remains discovered at a museum in the UK. International law was on our side, and the museum eventually agreed to compensation and released the remains. About a month ago she flew to London to oversee the transport and our ancestor was loaded on an airline bound for Vancouver - a nonstop flight.”


“Let me guess. No ancestor.”


“That’s the short story.”


He took a deep sip from his coffee.


“The Service has no reason to be involved. Officially. The issue is simply beyond our jurisdiction.”


“Officially?”


“I believe human remains trafficking is connected to international money laundering which is within our purview. But I need proof, something substantial to hang my hat on. Without it this is somewhat of a conflict of interest what with my position in the Nation.”


He removed an envelope from his suit jacket and handed it to me.


“Our contract. I want you to find the missing remains. This will give you some degree of autonomy because of our First Nation status.”


I looked the agreement over then handed it to Rhonda.


“The Nation, not CSIS. Compensation?” she asked - the bookkeeper getting the better of her.


“Last paragraph.”


“Ah, yes … ,” and she handed it back to me, and nodded.


“Expenses?”


“As best we can.”


I let out a long, slow sigh.


“And if I am not successful?”


He finished his laced coffee in a gulp.


“I’ll have to kill you. It’s what spies do. Sorry.”




“Why don’t you visit Squirrel Cove and get a feel for this? We can decide what to do then.”


“Yeah, I definitely need to visit the settlement. And I want to talk to Grace Wells.”


“I've work to do here. I need the car. Take the Dreamcatcher in the morning. I can come later and join you on the boat.”


I kissed her goodbye, and walked back to the dock. Once aboard I checked my navigation app - 72 nautical miles. That’s about 8 hours, give or take.


“No narrow channels. Tides and currents moderate. Same with the winds.”


I made ready to cast off at first light, then turned in.
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VertX Fusion

“Landekk, my office.”


He dreaded those words.


“Allyn,” whispered his cross-cubicle mate, Lisa Maddock. “What’s got the boss worked up?”


He just shrugged.


Allyn Landekk, a financial analyst for VertX Fusion, gathered up his working notes and reports, gulped down the last of a cold coffee, and headed for the back office.


“Your 4th quarter projections, Landekk. I can't take these to the board. Not like this.”


J.T. Lomax, VertX Fusion CFO and Operations Supervisor, poured himself a scotch and with a quick gulp downed the shot, then turned to his employee.


“Mr. Lomax, my numbers are sound. Revenues have fallen short. Nothing in the marketing surveys indicates any possibilities for the immediate future. And this latest memo from the top floor - no word on the bond renewal. I simply had nowhere else to go.”


Lomax’s icy stare bore through him. Something about this grim-faced man bred respect … some would call it abject fear … from the employees of the executive office. Merely walking past a desk would cause a typist to freeze, phone calls to silence, and coffee cups to disappear.


“You read Mr. Stone’s recent email, did you not?”


“Yes, sir.”


“Yet your projections run counter to his message.”


“The numbers speak for themselves, sir. I can't help that.”


“I suggest you try. Do you have any idea what will happen if the board sees these numbers? I take it you like your job, and that new sports car you jazz around town in. Leased, is it not?”


“Leased, yes, sir.”


“A monthly payment, besides rent. And food. Like the rest of the people that work here. We are all dependent on this company moving forward, not backward. And to do that we need to present our best face to the board, and through them, those that finance this company.


“These people, Landekk, they understand risk. That is why they take their return right off the top of their investment and delegate the principal to be backed by company assets. Why do you think they keep pouring money into VertX? Short-term losses but long term collateralized assets. Have you ever studied the capitalization of Amazon? It is sound practice in this economy.


“In the final analysis, VertX has a corner on a revolutionary fusion technology. That is the message. Damn your numbers.


“As for this bond delay, merely posturing by our Mr. Riordan for slightly more favorable terms - which, by the way, has been built into the financial models in anticipation of this move. The board knows this, as does Mr. Stone. And me. Now you do as well.”


He poured himself a second scotch - he did not offer one to Landekk.


”We play the game, Landekk. That’s how it works. So I want you to reimagine the possibilities given our little talk and reword your summary.”


He downed the glass.


“You have one hour before the board meeting. I suggest you make the best of it.”


“You’re still breathing. Guess it was not so bad.”


Lisa enjoyed the luxury of never having to report directly to the boss - part of Roger Stone’s corporate strategy of “layered delegation”.


Allyn Landekk tossed his notebook on his desk and plopped, frustrated, into his seat.


“You OK?”


“No, actually. I’ve been ordered to ‘reimagine’ my report. Well, actually, my report summary. In time for the board meeting.”


“Reimagine it? How?”


“It’s not happy enough. You read Mr. Stone’s email last week - apparently happy reporting is now a corporate agenda.”


She came around from the other side of the cubicle.


“Let me look,” and she pushed him out of his chair and settled in. “Hmm, well I can see why the old man is pissed … a little fine tuning here … some ‘hakuna matata’ there … ,”


“Uhm, what are you doing?”


“Making a happy place. Now, if it weren’t for this bond thing … ,”


“The old man said it was just a ploy by Riordan for better terms, and they built this into the financial models.”


“Really? Well that simplifies things … ,” and she banged out an extra paragraph before turning with a smile.


“You are welcome,” she grinned, and headed back to her desk and grabbed her coat.


“Where you going?”


“Taking the rest of the day off … for saving your sorry ass. You can cover for me.”


“Where is that summary?”


J.T. Lomax double-checked his email every few minutes. The board meeting was in less than ten. He knew Mr. Stone would be late - it was his trademark. He said it built tension, and tension could be exploited.


“These damn numbers can’t,” he grumbled.


Two messages suddenly woke his computer’s email.


“At last,” and he clicked on the attachment. “Yes, that’s better, Mr. Landekk. Very creative.”


He forwarded the attachment to his private secretary with a note,

12 copies to the board room, ASAP


He then looked at email #2.

J.T.

No financial numbers in the board meeting. I have a different agenda this afternoon. See me before the meeting. - Roger


Lomax sat back, perplexed.


VertX Executive Board Room

Roger Stone strode through the Grand Foyer toward the closed board room door, fifteen minutes late. He walked with a degree of self-confidence many found contagious. An exquisitely tailored silk suit complimented his slender frame.


He always stopped to chat with staff when he passed through the executive offices. National technology magazines called him one of the most ‘brilliant engineers in today’s tech sector’.”


But to the executive staff … ,


“A game show host?”


That made the girls in the break room laugh.


“Gentlemen,” he announced as he pushed open the door, “… and Mrs. Willoughby … ,” and he bowed his head in deference to the scion of Willoughby Investment, Ltd., the most influential money house in British Columbia. “I have some incredible news.”


“I hope they reflect some sales, Stone.”


He stood tall, a smile on his face.


“Mr. Chen, so glad you made it. I missed you at the last meeting. Some sort of medical issue, I was told.”


Li Sungh Chen, a vice-president with Industrial and Commercial Bank of China and a third generation Canuck, sat holding notes totaling more than 200 million dollars Canadian. He was in no mood for another of Roger Stone’s magic shows.


“Some sort.”


“Well, I hope it was not much more than an inconvenience.”


“Can we skip the bullshit, Stone, and get to the financials?”


“No.”


He smiled again … as a wave of concern spread around the board room.


“Lights!”


The room dimmed and a massive LCD screen on the far wall sprang to life to upbeat music and dancing graphics.

The Future Becomes The Past


A larger-than-life animation of Roger Stone walked into the center of the screen and began to speak.

VertX Fusion … what have I always called it? The energy source of the future? Our VertX Fusion Reactor promised to bring the unlimited potential of fusion technology to market first - from full-scale municipal utility districts to naval warships. Endless energy leveraging existing infrastructure.


The screen went black … ,

No more.


Silence.


A single flute began a hauntingly beautiful solo in the background as an image began to appear as if out of a mist … ,

The VertX Fusion Reactor is yesterday’s technology. Today we enter a new era - of technology, of power generation … and profitability.

Introducing the VertX Fusion Module, a totally scalable technological breakthrough our scientists have been working on in complete secrecy that propels VertX instantly to the forefront of power generation worldwide.

With but a simple change to the formulation the VertX Fusion Module can be scaled in any size and form, fit into any existing power generating scheme dependent on antiquated fossil fuels, and into our own standalone modular energy capsules. It can power great cities … or your rustic cabin in the woods. It will relegate solar and windmills to the dustbin of history while not only eliminating carbon emissions, but reducing our production carbon footprint.

And while our scientists have been laboring away on the dramatic breakthrough, VertX has performed its due diligence by securing a series of commitments from the G20 nations of the world - advance orders for the VertX Fusion Module to the tune of … ,


A dramatic music buildup … ,

Three billion dollars in advance commitments.


The screen went dark and the lights came up. Roger Stone stood with a sheaf of papers in his hands.


“The orders, ladies and gentlemen. Here they are. Financial stability, soaring profits, and best of all, patents established in all worldwide jurisdictions on the VertX Fusion Module process and equipment.”


He took a sip of water, and in a low and measured voice, almost a whisper … ,


“We did it. Thanks to you.”


“What the hell is going on in there?”


Meredith Drake looked up, surprised, as the door to the executive conference room burst open and board members and select staff poured out, a buzz of excitement and shouts filling the Grand Foyer.


Even from Mr. Chen.


Roger Stone finally emerged, escorting Mrs. Willoughby dutifully on his arm, a large smile on her face.


”Details, Mrs. Willoughby. The power of fusion is in the details. My staff will have the classified materials to you by the end of the week. And as for Mr. Riordan, well, let him be damned. Thanks to you, we simply no longer need him.”


The crowd dissipated down the hallway to the elevators where smartly uniformed operators waited to escort the board members to the lower floor car park.


Stone watched until the last board member entered the elevator, then turned and hurried back to Meredith Drake’s desk.


“Meredith, cancel Mr. Lomax’s schedule for tomorrow. He has a meeting with Mrs. Willoughby at 8:00 sharp. He will be signing papers and facilitating a wire transfer.”


“Yes, sir, Mr. Stone.”


“Then order my car ready and alert Captain Merrick. I want to leave aboard Fusion Too by 4:00.”


“Uhm, your yacht, sir? What about the meeting with Mr. Riordan?”


Lomax slammed his office door and began to pace.


“What the hell does he think he’s doing? We weren’t ready for this. And to announce it … without consulting me.”


He sat at his desk and lit a cigarette.


“That’s one bridge too far, Roger Stone.”


Squirrel Cove, Cortes Island

“The outside moorage is reserved for some hotshot from the city. No telling when they show up.”


I pulled up to the community dock at Squirrel Cove on Cortes Island a little after 4:00 in the afternoon. It had taken over 9 hours to reach the Klahoose settlement. Dreamcatcher's cruising speed is only 10 knots - one has to plan ahead.


“OK. I've a little business to do, then I’ll head to the inner cove for the night.”


“Need fuel? Tide’s good to tie up at the store’s dock for at least two hours.”


“No, topped off in Nanaimo. And I’m good for power. A little water is all.”


The conversation with the dock master was like out of a Humphrey Bogart movie - timeless, traditional. The heart of a small marine settlement.


I squared up the mooring lines, filled my fresh water tank, and headed off to the Squirrel Cove Trading Company store.


“I’m looking for Penny McDougall. I tried calling but it just went to voice mail.”


“Cell service is a little spotty, even with the new towers … ,” and the woman behind the counter turned to help a customer, leaving me with a half-finished sentence.


“You looking for Penny? I saw her in the gallery a bit ago. She might still be there,” interjected one of the resident shoppers. This little outpost was the only store on this side of Cortes Island.


The craft shop and gallery was next to the store.


“Penny McDougall?”


A woman in her early thirties was just leaving the gallery when I approached.


“Yes. I am Penny. Mr. … ?”


“Hewitt. Larry Hewitt.”


“Oh, yes,” and she offered me her handshake. “My father told me he was going to talk to you. I must say I am surprised to see you here so soon. Things generally don’t move so fast in the islands.”


“I have a short grace period on the dock before I have to anchor up the cove. I was hoping we could talk.”


“If you can give me a few minutes. Nation business.”


“Sure. I’ll just browse around inside a while.”


Browse, indeed. The gallery overwhelmed me with its stunning Salish artwork, something I've studied since I was in college … a lifetime ago.


“You seem to know the designs. I can usually tell. You follow the forms with your eyes. Most people, most Outsiders, don’t do that.”


His face was remarkable, deeply bronzed, weathered, an ageless visage that spoke of ritual fires, spirit dances, and chanting into the wee hours of the night.


“Actually, born and raised in Burnaby, strictly off-reserve. It’s the face that makes people think that.”


I liked this guy immediately.


“My Outside name is Kaufmann. Timothy Kaufmann. My traditional name … well, I doubt you can pronounce it. I am the resident carver and reluctant cultural director.”


His smile was as grand as the view out the window to the mountains in the east.


“Your carvings?”


Behind him, hanging on the wall, were ceremonial masks. They looked new, the colors bright, the angles sharp.


“I taught myself the forms by studying the traditional masks we have been able to locate and return to the Nation. You can tell the difference by the pigments.”


My gaze was drawn to a particularly striking mask.


“Raven?”


“Yes. Very good. The trickster in traditional beliefs.”


I looked over the display counter.


“A lot of variations here.”


“Strictly souvenir stuff. Boaters buy them, mostly. And some who come for the resort. The real carvings - by myself and others - some are sold here but most are handled through brokers in the city.”


“What about real ‘real’ ones … by that I mean … ,”


“Traditional masks are not for sale, here or anywhere else.”


Our conversation was interrupted by Penny McDougall as she entered the gallery.


“Mr. Hewitt, I see you've met Tim.”


“Yes … and it’s Larry, if you please.”


“I've made time for you. Perhaps a walk down to the dock?”


I turned back to the carver.


“I’d like to come back and spend some time. Personal as well as business.”


“I’ll be here.”


“The trade in ancestral artifacts is still a serious problem. With the rise of newly enfranchised high rollers, mostly from the tech and energy sectors, pressure in the black market for unique collectibles is increasing. It is hard to counter.”


“Tim’s carvings … he said they were replicas. That would imply there are originals not on display.”


Penny just laughed.


“My father told me you picked out … what did he call it … whispers in conversations. You are right. We have our collection safely sequestered at the university in Vancouver under tight security, thanks to recent changes in provincial laws. We used to rotate a few items back here for display from time to time, but no longer. Tim and some of the other carvers often spend time in the city working on their craft with the originals … inside the university’s museum.”


“A reasonable precaution.”


We walked along for a moment, and I noticed a change … subtle but telling … in her body language.


“You lost one.”


She stopped, turned, as a single tear began to roll down her cheek.


“Yes. Raven, one of our sacred spirit guides. About two years ago.”


“I did not handle the situation well. I have to admit that.”


Our conversation turned to the theft of the ancestral remains.


“We had a reburial ceremony and everything. A university anthropologist had taken a DNA sample to compare to the one the museum returned - that took an act of providence to allow - and when the results came back we were all devastated. The remains were contemporary.


“I've never felt so violated. I think every one in the Nation felt that way.”


“Your father told me Grace Wells was suspected of playing a part in the theft.”


“Some people lashed out at her. Angry at the world, mostly. I have to admit I thought so at first. She felt so much shame at letting the Nation down. It clouded everyone’s thoughts. I know now that was unfair.”


“What about a reconciliation?”


“She left Squirrel Cove and moved to a cabin her great grandfather built at the head of Toba Inlet. She is completely isolated up there. And I can't blame her, after all that was said.”


“You haven’t spoken to her?”


“Not since she left. The RCMP did, and my father, unofficially, of course. And your FBI, since the plane that carried the remains diverted to Portland. That is where we believe the exchange was made.”


“Portland?”

Nobody told me that.


Penny’s cell phone rang.


“Excuse me a moment … ,” and she turned away as I looked out and watched some of the boats clearing from the dock.


“Very well. I’ll be there shortly,” and she turned back to me. “I am sorry, Mr. Hewitt … ,”


“Larry, please.”


“Larry, yes. I have to attend to some issues up at the community center. We are hosting a reception tomorrow night. So if there is nothing more.”


One long blast of a ship’s horn shattered the serenity of Squirrel Cove. I abandoned my laptop and came out on deck as the bow of a massive yacht appeared to the east, just rounding the point.


The sleek super yacht slowly rounded the corner and approached the marine dock. Three prolonged blasts gave signal the yacht had shifted into reverse, its powerful propellers churning the quiet cove into spasms of swirling water.


The ship’s horn was my cue to clear the dock. I cast off my mooring lines and fired up the Dreamcatcher's engines then headed off at a snail’s pace up the beach to anchor.


“Reserved for the outboard moorage? That thing is way too long and deep for that dock.”


From the foredeck the anchor suddenly dropped into the cove headed for the soft muddy bottom as the behemoth backed down, setting the anchor. From astern a small boat zipped eastward to set a stern anchor then turned back to the mothership.


“OK, asshole, why then did you boot me off the dock if you’re going to anchor?”


My irritated question did not wait long to be answered. Two giant doors opened astern, reaching down below the waterline, and disgorged three excursion boats. I guessed each to be about 6 meters in length, preloaded with passengers. They fell upon the hapless dock, taking the entire outboard moorage.


“That’s why.”


I reached for my binoculars to get a better view of the Starship Enterprise as it dropped out of warp … ,


“Fusion Too. I wonder who owns that?”


I decided to find out.


By the time I motored over in my Zodiac a service truck emblazoned with a stylish Salish Bear backed down the dock to where one of the excursion boats had returned loaded with luggage. One crew member began hauling bags as the driver opened the covered bed.


Tied to the dock, the sleek black Klahoose water taxi named Goat 1 took on passengers and luggage. A gleaming white form of a mountain goat - the nation’s sacred symbol - adorned its bow. It was bound for the Klahoose Wilderness Lodge, an 18 nautical mile trip up Homfray Channel to the eastern mainland.


I worked my way past smartly uniformed Fusion Too crew members and noisy passengers and entered the Squirrel Cove Trading Co.


“Looks like an invasion,” I remarked as nattily dressed passengers from the yacht filled the aisles, handling everything not nailed down.


“Is this all there is?” asked a young woman, mid-twenties, who looked over a selection of clothing. “I need a sweater. Nobody told me I’d have to be outside.” She grabbed one and yelled over the noise in the store, “Is this cashmere?”


“No. Mountain goat,” replied the clerk with a subtle smile. She then turned to me and whispered, “Polyester.”


“Thank god they’ve got liquor,” protested a woman in her late fifties. “I still don’t know why we do not remain on the yacht. One can just imagine what accommodations they have in this shit-hole place.”


“Now mother, mind your manners,” her husband answered back.


She grabbed two bottles of scotch. “Christ, I can buy better at Costco.”


The clerk just smiled.


“Welcome to Squirrel Cove.”


I retreated to the gallery which, much to my relief, was closed.


“Come on in, quickly, so no one sees.”


Tim Kaufmann, covered with a fine dust of wood particles, saw me through the window and met me at the door.


“I’m doing some fine finishing … a euphemism for hiding out. When the Fusion Too arrives all hell breaks loose.”


“It comes here often?”


“Too often if you ask me. Most boaters show a little respect and appreciate the secluded nature of the cove. That’s why they come. This thing, it’s more like a floating casino - loud, noisy, too much booze. They prebook the lodge on the mainland, all the B&Bs, a few private homes, you name it. It’s like an invasion.”


“That’s what I thought. Who are they?”


“The boat is owned by some high tech company in Vancouver. Fusion, something.”


“The name. Fusion Too.”


“Stone is the guy’s name, the CEO. Roger Stone. He brings business contacts, investors, politicians … anyone he needs to impress. All high rollers. And they spend a lot while they are here. I’ll be busy in the gallery all day tomorrow.”


“They stay long?”


“A couple of days. Until they all get bored pretending to learn about First Nation culture. I heard once this guy Stone lectures them all the way here.”


“Vancouver, you said. For me, that’s over 10 hours. That’s one lecture.”


Tim laughed.


“That monster out there … one of the crew once told me just over 2 hours from Vancouver. That’s almost 50 knots.”


“Good god.”


“Yeah. Not exactly a model of carbon efficiency.”


“I would think some might take offense to such a waste.”


“In private, yes. But it’s a huge boost to the local economy. That is hard to turn down. And then there
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