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Daniel



Mahé Island, Seychelles

November 7, 2011



Daniel Parker woke with a start, a line of perspiration on his brow. He looked around the darkened cabin of the sailboat, searching for her face, but she was gone. He shook his head, as if the sudden motion could shake off the anguish of the dream, but the chains of the past bound him to her, as did the vague whisper of a prayer that she was wrong. Her words were stuck in his mind, like a prophecy playing in an endless loop, the truth of half a life spoken as if from the beginning. 

It won’t last.

The declaration had escaped her lips without effort, but not uncharitably. She had smiled at him when she spoke, her green eyes dancing above the dimples in her cheeks, her candlelight dress and red-brown Bissolotti violin luminous in the concert hall. 

Nothing does. Why would you expect us to be different?

He looked out the porthole at the lights of Victoria harbor, sparkling in the twilight before the dawn. The sky was the color of ash, but the stars were beginning to retreat on the coattails of the night. He listened to the main halyard knocking against the mast and the gurgling sounds of cavitation as the Renaissance bobbed on the occasional swell. At least we’ll have a decent wind, he thought, throwing back the thin sheet and scooting out of his rack. 

He placed his feet on the polished mahogany floorboards and took a slow breath, relishing the smoothness of the wood on his skin. He had loved the feeling of going barefoot on deck since he was a boy handling lines and trimming sails on his father’s Valiant 40. But he had paid a price for it. The soles of his feet were a patchwork of scars. 

He opened the door to the saloon and slipped stealthily into the living quarters. Dim light from the harbor filtered in through the curtains covering the windows, but the saloon and galley were still shrouded in darkness. He stepped around the weak spots in the floor and took care not to wake his son, Quentin, who was sleeping on the settee berth across from the dining table. 

He flipped on the accent lights in the galley. The LEDs glowed softly under the cabinet rails, illuminating the gas stove and granite countertops. He heated a pot of water and filled his French press, waiting precisely four minutes before pouring the steaming coffee into his Naval Academy mug. His father had given him the mug at the rechristening ceremony of the Renaissance, along with a hearty laugh and a slap on the back. It was as much a gag as a gift, for Daniel had gone to Boston College instead.

He opened the main hatch and inhaled the moist island air. Across the water sat the city of Victoria, tucked like a jeweled blanket between mountains of granite and the hem of the sea. He rummaged in the locker by the stairs and retrieved his writing chest—a genuine gift from his father, an antique from Zanzibar, in honor of their voyage. He collected the mug and went topside. 

On an ordinary morning the sight of sailboats at anchor crowned by winking stars would have brought a smile to Daniel’s face. But this morning he scarcely noticed them, troubled as he was by the portents of the dream. He sat down in the cockpit and put the mug on the bench beside him, opening the carved wooden chest and laying out paper and pen on the life raft container, which he used as a writing surface. He lit a battery-powered lantern and took a sip of coffee, struggling to suppress the dread her words had inspired. They were wrong. They had to be. The smile, the dress, the violin, the concert hall—all were exactly as he remembered. But her words had carried a different meaning. They had been ironic, not tragic; a welcome, not a farewell. 

His mind raced on the current of memory. New York City. April 1993. Daffodils blooming in Central Park, buds on the dogwoods and azaleas, a blaze of sunlight chasing away the early-spring chill. He had seen the handbills posted all over Columbia University—the Juilliard Orchestra performing at Carnegie Hall. He wouldn’t have given the concert a passing thought, if not for the photograph of the soloist. Her name was Vanessa Stone, and she was a student at Columbia, not Juilliard—a double major in biology and music. She was pretty but not remarkably so in New York City’s hall of mirrors. It was her expression that made him pause—then halt—his mad rush to a law school seminar to which he was already late. He took down one of the fliers and studied her more carefully. She held her violin tenderly, her bow just touching the strings, and looked at the camera almost curiously. The question in her eyes was as frank as it was astonishing: Why are you staring at me?

Two days later, Daniel walked into the grand lobby of Carnegie Hall clutching the handbill and the face he couldn’t forget. His seat was on the parquet level of the Stern Auditorium and close to the stage. He settled into his chair and listened to the musicians tune their instruments, annoyed at the butterflies crowding his stomach. At last, she appeared with the conductor at her side. She was dressed in a diaphanous gown that complemented her auburn hair. She nodded to the audience and then placed her violin beneath her chin, waiting for her cue.

His eyes never left hers from the beginning of the performance to the end. The music was Beethoven, his first and only violin concerto, and she played it immaculately, even the most virtuosic passages in the Kreisler cadenza. At the close of the third movement, the audience gave her a rousing ovation. She received it with an almost perfunctory bow and exited the stage with a swiftness that confirmed Daniel’s suspicion. She had come to be heard, not to be seen. The magic was in the violin.

The receiving line outside the auditorium was long, and Daniel took his place at the end. While he waited, he tried on phrases like costumes until he felt more confused than confident. When the moment came and she offered her hand, thanking him for coming, he spoke purely by instinct.

“You play like your name,” he said. 

“I beg your pardon?” she asked, taking back her hand.

“Vanessa in the old Greek. It means butterfly.” Something changed in her eyes, but she didn’t reply, so he forged ahead. “It’s like you’re somewhere else—in the air, dancing with the sun.”

She stared at him for long seconds before her lips spread into a smile. “It doesn’t last,” she said, surprising him with her candor. “It fades like everything else.”

“But it’s why you play, isn’t it? Even when it makes you uncomfortable.”

He saw it then: the inquisitive look she wore in the flier in his pocket. She tilted her head and her eyes glittered in the light. “Do I know you?”

He shook his head. “I’m Daniel.”

“Are you a student?” she asked, trying to place him anyway.

“Columbia Law,” he affirmed. 

“Law. I would have guessed poetry.” Suddenly, she caught the eye of the conductor as he bid farewell to his last guest. “I’m sorry. I have to go. It’s nice to meet you.” 

She said it almost regretfully, and he took courage. “When will you play again?”

He saw it a second time, her instinctive curiosity. “I’m graduating in May.”

He nodded. “So am I.”

She glanced at the conductor again. “I really have to go. There’s an after party.”

“Right,” he replied, feeling the moment slipping away.

Then she said the words that changed his life. “I practice at Schapiro Hall. Maybe I’ll see you there sometime.”



Daniel picked up his pen in the waning dark and began to write her a letter. “Dearest V: Is love like the body? Does it begin to die the day it is born? Is it like the breath of transcendence you feel when the Bissolotti is in your hands—evanescent, a chasing after the wind?” The words flowed onto the page like spilled ink, as the sky brightened and the dawn came. The first light caught him by surprise and pierced his eyes when he looked toward the east. He took another sip of his now lukewarm coffee and watched the sun rise above the distant masts of a large ship. The advent of day transformed him, lifting his spirits. He looked down at the unfinished sentence before him and thought: She doesn’t need this.

He folded up the pages he had written and placed them in the chest. He took out fresh paper and began again, telling his wife about Quentin, about climbing boulders with him on the island of La Digue, about the transformation he had seen since they set sail so many months ago. He signed his name and wrote out the address on an envelope. It would take three weeks to reach her. By then he and Quentin would be in South Africa—her last chance to join them before the long passage to Brazil. 

“Morning, Dad,” Quentin said, appearing in the companionway dressed in board shorts and a T-shirt, his wavy brown hair past his shoulders now. He had been growing it long since he met Ariadne in the South Pacific. The Australian girl had transformed everything about him—well, the girl and the sea. Every day, he seemed surer of himself, less afraid. He was even calling himself Quentin again, after years of going by “Quent.” The eighteen-year-old boy was slowly becoming a man. 

“I checked the Passage Weather report,” Quentin said, taking a seat in the cockpit. “Steady winds out of the north at eight to ten knots, seas less than a meter, and no tropical activity in the forecast. We should make decent time with the gennaker up.”

“Ten days if it holds,” Daniel replied. “More if it doesn’t.”

Quentin pointed at the letter. “Do you think she’s going to come?”

“She might,” Daniel said, giving voice to a hope he didn’t feel.

Quentin placed a postcard beside the envelope. “I wrote her something, too.”

“Good man,” Daniel said. “I’ll get the harbormaster to mail them.”

“Hey, did you hear about the Navy ship?” Quentin asked. “It put in yesterday with a bunch of Somali pirates. They’re going to be tried here.”

Daniel was intrigued. “An American ship?”

Quentin nodded. “The Gettysburg. François says it’s a cruiser.”

Daniel looked toward the sunrise and focused on the silhouette of the ship just visible above the port. He saw details he had missed earlier: the gray paint; the twin superstructures, bristling with masts and antennae; the raked bow and athletic lines. “Did François say anything else?”

Quentin nodded. “He said the Navy caught them off the coast of Oman after they tried to hijack an oil tanker. They’ve been in the brig until now.”

“François seems to know everything that happens in this place,” Daniel said. 

Quentin smirked. “The guy’s got more friends than marbles in his head.” 

Daniel laughed out loud, thinking of the garrulous and absent-minded captain of the catamaran La Boussole anchored nearby. Inside, however, he felt a vague disquiet. The number of pirate attacks had dropped off substantially in the past year, thanks to patrols by international naval forces and armed security teams on merchant ships. But the pirates were still a threat from Egypt to India to Madagascar, a vast area of ocean that included the Seychelles. Since August, he had been monitoring reports from maritime organizations in London and Dubai to see whether the end of the Southwest Monsoon—a period of high winds and heavy seas around the Horn of Africa—would trigger a fresh wave of hijacks, as it had in years past. But for two months the pirates had been largely quiet, their attacks infrequent and distant. Looking at the Gettysburg, Daniel felt the weight of his responsibility. Quentin’s life was in his hands. No matter what it took, he would bring his son home.

“Something wrong, Dad?” his son asked, examining him carefully.

“It’s nothing,” Daniel demurred. “Are we set for supplies?”

Quentin nodded. “I went through it all yesterday.”

“How about a system check?”

“I did a full workup. Engine, generator, instruments, radio, everything’s good to go.”

“And our course?”

“I plotted it twice. Outside the harbor, we take the channel south, avoiding the shoals near Isle Anonyme and the Isle of Rats. After the airport, we turn south and follow the coast of Mahé to Point du Sud. Once we’re clear of land, we sail almost due south for a thousand miles to Réunion.”

Daniel smiled. “Well done, Captain Jack. There’s just one thing you forgot.”

“What?” Quentin looked puzzled.

“Breakfast. It’s your turn. I’d like an omelet and some fresh-squeezed papaya juice when I get back from the harbormaster.”

“I was actually thinking of spam,” Quentin deadpanned, “and some of that Vegemite Ariadne’s mom left with us. I remember how much you loved it.” He laughed when his father threw his pen at him and then disappeared into the cabin below. 

“Make it quick,” Daniel called after him, taking the letter and postcard in hand. “Anchors aweigh at eight.”



It’s called crossing the bar, when a ship leaves the harbor and puts out to sea. For Daniel, the feeling it evoked was the same in all latitudes—an epinephrine shot of intoxication and danger. The blue horizon beckoned like the sea stories his father had read to him when he was a boy. Voyaging under sail was an adventure unlike any other, the ultimate test of courage and will. The risks were enormous, but the rewards were greater still.

He stood in the cockpit of the Renaissance, feet wide apart, one hand on the helm, as the 46-foot yacht glided effortlessly through the cobalt waves, bow pointed just south of east, toward the open sea. The custom-built sailboat was lithe and graceful in the water, with the high mast and spare rigging of a sloop and the bulb keel of a racing craft. Manufactured in Sweden to the exacting specifications of her original owner—a surgeon from Maine—she was the most pleasant boat Daniel had ever sailed. She had also proven herself to be exceedingly durable, surviving two knockdowns in a Force 10 storm off the coast of New Zealand with only minor leaks and a few tears in the mainsail, and shrugging off a lightning strike in the Strait of Malacca that might have split the mast of a lesser boat. 

Daniel watched as Quentin worked the main sheets and let the boom out to port, allowing the mainsail and gennaker—a headsail much larger than a jib—to drive the Renaissance forward on a leisurely four-knot run. The winds off Mahé were as fair as predicted, which surprised Daniel. In the Seychelles, November was a month of transition between the dominant monsoons, which meant that anything was possible, including a perfect calm. Two days ago, Daniel had topped up the fuel tanks, expecting to motor-sail all the way to Réunion. Now, however, he powered down the engine and enjoyed the gentle swish of the wake dovetailing behind him. 

“Motor’s off,” he called to Quentin, as his son spider-walked to the foredeck, the strains of Bob Marley’s “Get Up, Stand Up” wafting out of the cabin below.

Quentin gave him a thumbs-up sign and sat down beside the bow rail, his long hair flowing out behind him. Seeing his son so at peace with the world brought Daniel a joy he could scarcely describe. It was as if Quentin had been sent back into the womb and reborn. After three quarters of a year at sea and twenty countries sprinkled like fairy dust around the equatorial belt of the earth, the years of parental anguish he and Vanessa had suffered almost seemed like someone else’s history. 

Quentin had been a challenge from birth. As a newborn, he had squalled while other children cooed. As a child, he had made impossible demands and thrown tantrums when they weren’t met. In adolescence, his moodiness had grown into low-grade misanthropy. He was extremely bright—his IQ was in the genius range—but he had treated people like irritants. After years of struggling, Daniel and Vanessa had sought professional help, but the therapy and medication had only confused him further. He was highly sensitive and emotionally immature, the psychologists said, but he was too functional to be autistic, too socially capable to have Asperger’s, and too stable to be bipolar. His agitation wasn’t mania, just intense frustration with a world that never met his expectations. He was, in short, undiagnosable, which left everyone around him floundering. 

There were only two things in Quentin’s life that brought him consistent happiness: sailing and music. He was a gifted pianist. When his fingers were on the keys, he entered a state that seemed almost dream-like—especially if Vanessa was accompanying him on the violin. And on the water, with the deck of a sailboat beneath his feet, he came alive. Sailing was pure, Quentin had said at the age of fourteen. So were Mozart and Mendelssohn, Vivaldi and Dvor?ák. The world, on the other hand, was a wretched place, full of injustice and suffering. People were the problem. They were petty and vain and desecrated the beauty around them. Those were his exact words, and they had given Daniel a rare insight into his son’s heart. Quentin carried on his shoulders a burden greater than a person could bear. Like Atlas of old, he felt the weight of the world.

Then came the train wreck that was his junior year of high school: the Harvard-bound dancer who paid no attention to him, the senior computer whiz and wannabe anarchist who hooked him on first-person shooter games, and the drug deal that landed him a suspension and—but for his grandfather’s intervention—might have put him behind bars. It was in that place of abject humiliation that Daniel had conceived of the circumnavigation. It was a second chance, a radical departure, and the fulfillment of a dream Quentin had first voiced when he was six years old. Many had called Daniel crazy to leave his law practice and sail around the world with a troubled teenager. But the doubters had been wrong. If only they could see him now, he thought. If only Vanessa could see him. 

They rounded the Isle of Rats at half past nine and turned south on the course Quentin had charted. The deep blue of the ocean stretched out before them, as did the rest of their lives. His son was not the only one who had changed in 21,000 miles. Daniel felt like a different man, the man he could have become two decades ago if only he had taken the risk and followed his dream. He sensed them again—the rays of optimism breaking through the storm clouds of the past. The future was open. Anything was possible. Even with Vanessa.

He glanced at the GPS unit in front of him, checking depth and drift, and helped Quentin tighten up the sheets, bringing both sails closer to the yacht’s centerline and perpendicular to the wind. They were on a beam reach, making four and a half knots along the east coast of Mahé. At moments, Daniel was tempted to turn on the engine again and supplement the wind. But each time he let the thought go. They were on a timetable of sorts. They had to return to Annapolis by May so Quentin could prepare for college. But that didn’t mean they were in a hurry. If Mother Nature had seen fit to give them a decent wind, they would sail at her pace.

“Dad!” Quentin cried suddenly, pointing toward the bow. “Dolphins!”

Daniel put the helm on autopilot and followed his son to the foredeck. He saw the pod right away. They were swimming alongside the sailboat, their gray bodies glistening in the clear water. They took turns in the lead, one jumping, then another. Occasionally, they would dive below the surface, only to reappear seconds later. The dolphins stayed with them for almost a mile, never straying more than twenty yards from the hull. When at last they broke away, they swam in a lazy circle, fins in the air.

“Look at that!” Quentin exclaimed. “They’re waving farewell!”

“It’s a good omen,” Daniel said, putting his hand on his son’s shoulder.

Together, they waved back.







Daniel



The Indian Ocean

06°54´56˝S, 55°35´07˝E

November 8, 2011



The squall came upon them just before noon. Quentin was the first to see the thunderclouds on the horizon, moving toward them like the vanguard of an army. He shouted a warning to Daniel, who was at the navigation station in the cabin updating the logbook. Daniel looked out a porthole and saw the dark haze of rain in the distance. The storm was still miles away, but they didn’t have much time. 

He stowed the logbook and secured the lockers and the galley. When the swells hit, everything that wasn’t attached to something or contained in a compartment would be tossed about. He turned off the audio system, stopping Billy Ocean’s “Caribbean Queen” in mid-beat, and listened to Quentin operating the winches. After many squalls at sea, they knew the drill. They would sheet in the headsail and put two reefs in the main, leaving just enough canvas to give them steerageway in the storm. 

As soon as the cabin was battened down, Daniel removed a panel in the floor and closed the seacocks—the holes in the hull through which sink water and sewage emptied into the ocean. Then he checked the bilge pump and the seals on the hatches. He glanced at the barometer. Only minutes ago, the pressure had been 1005 millibars. It was now 990. In the gale off New Zealand, the mercury had dropped to 962 millibars and stayed that way for over fifteen hours. Daniel doubted this storm would take the pressure below 975. Squalls in the tropics could be fierce, but they were short-lived. He made a note in the logbook and went topside to help Quentin tie off the sheets and secure the dinghy. 

“We’re ready,” Quentin said after a time, stowing the winch handle in one of the cockpit lockers and clipping his safety harness into the port-side jack line.

Daniel gave his son a careful look. “Are you sure you want to ride this out on deck?”

“I’ll go below if you do,” Quentin said.

Adolescent bravado, Daniel thought, but he couldn’t blame his son. There was nothing quite like the thrill of a storm at sea.

They saw the first gust of wind before they felt it. It stirred up whitecaps on the water and changed its color from cobalt blue to resin gray. “Here comes a blow!” Daniel exclaimed, gripping the helm with one hand and the deck with the other.

The gust struck the Renaissance like an invisible hand, and the sailboat heeled over hard. Daniel held on tight, his legs bent and feet wide apart, and watched as Quentin did the same. The wind gauge peaked at twenty-six knots before dropping back to seventeen. 

The waves came next. In a matter of minutes, they built from three feet to ten, hitting the Renaissance on her aft quarter and setting her rolling like a pendulum. Daniel fought to keep her on a southerly course, but there was only so much he could do.

The clouds trundled in, effacing the sun, and the wind gusted harder, driving the anemometer above thirty-four knots before stabilizing at twenty-five. Daniel watched as the rain approached, blotting out the sky. The drops were huge and struck at an angle, pelting the sailboat and their bodies like rubber bullets. The waves were now fifteen feet and climbing, and the winds were holding at 30 knots. Daniel gripped the helm tightly as the Renaissance bobbed like a cork in the tempestuous sea.

Over the roar of the storm, he heard Quentin whoop with frenzied joy. The heavens answered with a crackle of lightning and a crash of thunder. The skies darkened and the winds blew ferociously, driving the rain sideways. The waves grew to eighteen feet, then twenty, heaping up like walls of water, their crests strewn with spindrift. When the wind gusts passed forty knots, Daniel decided to run off before the storm. He brought the Renaissance about and headed southeast with the swells. 

“Do you want the drogue?” Quentin yelled, his voice muted by the torrential rain.

For a split-second Daniel considered it. The drogue was a cone-like sea anchor that deployed from the stern, protecting a sailboat against its greatest nemesis—a large breaking wave. He glanced at the anemometer and saw that the winds had topped out at forty-two knots. The storm was a fresh gale, a Force 8 on the Beaufort scale. It was nasty weather, to be sure, but not deadly. He shook his head and Quentin nodded in understanding.

The next fifteen minutes confirmed Daniel’s instinct. It was the decrease in sound that first alerted him to the passing of the storm. The relentless roar of the raindrops slackened to a growl, and the winds began to abate, falling to thirty knots, then twenty, then ten. The waves tossed and frothed for a while, but soon they dropped off, too, bringing an end to the roller coaster ride. Suddenly, the clouds opened up and the sun bathed their sodden skin with light. 

Daniel wiped his face and slapped Quentin on the shoulder. “That’s lucky number thirteen,” he said with a smile. “Not too much worse than the last.”

Quentin patted the bulkhead beside him. “She hardly seemed to notice.”

Daniel turned the helm and pointed the Renaissance south again. “Let’s get the sails up. I’ll check our position. I don’t think we lost too much ground.”

While Quentin hoisted the mainsail and let out the boom, Daniel went below and assessed the damage. Apart from a few pillows and chart books on the floor, the cabin looked as he had left it. He went through the cabinets and storage lockers and found a cracked water glass and a bookshelf in disarray. After straightening up, he opened the seacocks again and checked the bilge. The water level was higher than normal, but the pump was doing its job. He turned on the audio system and selected a playlist on his iPhone, listening as the ethereal opening bars of Sting’s “Desert Rose” filled the cabin. “Sailing requires a soundtrack,” his father had always said. His words were nowhere truer than on the open ocean. Without music, a sailor could drown in the silence.

Daniel went to the nav station next and fixed their position with GPS. The storm had driven them five miles to the east. It would take them an hour to make up the distance. He felt his stomach rumble and checked his watch. It was 12:32 p.m., almost time for lunch. He updated the logbook and then removed his laptop from the chart table drawer. He checked his email by satellite and saw the bulletin from the UK Maritime Trade Organization. The subject line made his skin crawl: “WARNING: PIRATE ATTACK SOUTHEAST OF SEYCHELLES.” His sense of foreboding grew as he read the text.



TO THE MASTER OF THE SV RENAISSANCE:

At 06:44 Local time (02:44 GMT) today, Somali pirates attacked the container ship MV Jade Dolphin approximately 280 nm southeast of Victoria, Seychelles. They approached the vessel in two skiffs, carrying heavy weapons. The vessel returned fire and destroyed one skiff. The second skiff was last sighted at 09°04´45˝S, 056°52´34˝E. Its current whereabouts are unknown.

Please be advised that sailing vessels are extremely vulnerable to pirate attack. We strongly recommend that you return to Victoria. If you proceed through the High Risk Area, please take precautions to avoid attack and keep this office regularly informed of your course and position.



Daniel felt a burning sensation in his gut. He read the warning a second time and plotted the site of the attack on GPS. They were 150 nautical miles away, but their current course would bring them within fifty miles of the last known position of the second pirate skiff. Mahé Island was 140 nautical miles to their north. They could reach Victoria by sunrise at top speed. But where would the pirates go in the same period? They were hunting for a ship in the Seychelles. What was more perilous: sailing closer to the inner-island group, with its high density of shipping, or farther out to sea?

He stood up and paced the length of the cabin, wracked by frustration and guilt. He saw Quentin lounging in the cockpit, typing away on his iPhone—likely sending Ariadne an email about the storm. By some miracle, the girl had turned him into a conversationalist. Damn it all to Hell! he thought, remembering Vanessa’s words and the vow he had made when she agreed to the circumnavigation.

“I’m not concerned about you,” she had said, standing on the terrace beside the swimming pool, her arms crossed to ward off the cold. “Whether or not you come back is your decision. But if you put my son in danger and he gets hurt, I’ll never be able to forgive you.”

“You have my word,” he had promised. “I’ll keep him safe.”

At once, Daniel returned to the nav station with an idea. He used the laptop and GPS to collect some information and ran a few calculations. The nearest landmass was the island of Coëtivy, home to a shrimp-processing plant and 250 residents—exactly the kind of place the pirates would avoid in their search for a valuable target. He went topside and took the helm. 

“Change in plans,” he told Quentin, starting the engine and turning the yacht to the west. “Somali pirates attacked a container ship a hundred and fifty miles to the southeast. They’re still out there.”

Quentin blanched, his mouth agape. “Shit,” he said, then: “Sorry.”

“You’re not kidding.” Daniel pushed the throttle to the stops, and the rumble of the engine drowned out the sounds of the sea. “We need to get the sails down. They’re too visible.” 

He took the main sheet in hand and brought in the boom. After a pause, Quentin followed his lead, retracting the headsail and lowering the main. When they finished, Quentin took a seat again. 

“Where are we going?” he asked, his tone nervous and uncertain.

“Coëtivy Island. We’re going to find an anchorage and figure out what to do.” 

Quentin was still for a long moment. Then his expression transformed, his jaw clenching and his blue eyes darkening. Almost unconsciously, he brought his knees to his chest. It was a posture Daniel had seen countless times but never since they had sailed out of Annapolis harbor. It was a protective mechanism, a shell Quentin deployed whenever the world spun out of control. 

Daniel felt a spark of anger. The confidence his son had gained in their months at sea was genuine. Yet it was also fragile, like sea turtles hatching beneath the predatory gaze of gulls. He made a promise then to Quentin and to himself: You’re a new person. You’re not going back. I’m not going to let you.



They reached Coëtivy just before sunset. The wind had died down to a whisper, and the water around the island was as tranquil as glass. Daniel made the approach from the west, keeping his eyes on the depth gauge and aiming the bow toward a beach lined with palm trees. They didn’t have a chart for these waters, only cryptic comments in a nautical book. He saw waves breaking on a reef to the southeast, but here they were breaking on the sand. 

When they reached a depth of thirty feet, he put the throttle into neutral and nudged his son. “Are you going to help me?”

Quentin snapped out of his trance faster than Daniel expected. “Sure,” he said, scampering toward the bow and dropping the anchor. 

Daniel put the engine in reverse and let out a long length of chain. When the plumes bit into the bottom, he tested the hold and then shut off the engine. The Renaissance swung slowly around until it faced toward the west and the sun. They were alone in the anchorage, the beach fifty yards behind. Daniel saw movement on the shore—a man combing the sand. He waved, and the man waved back. 

Before long, Quentin returned from the foredeck. Daniel examined his face and saw that it had changed. There was a light in his eyes again. Daniel started to speak, but his son preempted him.

“I’ve thought about it, and I want to go on,” Quentin said. “Anything else means we give up.”

Daniel felt the pride down deep, but he knew the difference between courage and carelessness. He met his son’s eyes. “Going back to Mahé isn’t the same as going home.”

Quentin was skeptical. “I don’t follow you.”

“It’s simple. We’ll hire a deliveryman, somebody like François who won’t mind a little hazard pay. We’ll meet up with him in Réunion and make the passage to South Africa on schedule.”

Quentin frowned. “You mean we’ll fly to Réunion.”

Daniel heard the hesitation in his son’s voice. “Just this leg. After that, we’ll go on as planned.”

Quentin’s displeasure deepened. “And how do you know we won’t get hijacked between here and Mahé? If they’re looking for another ship, isn’t that where they’ll go?”

Daniel shrugged. “We’ll get the coast guard to escort us.”

“How are you going to do that?” Suddenly, Quentin grimaced. “Don’t tell me you’re going to get Grandpa to pull strings.”

Daniel took a breath and let it out. “Do you have a better plan?”

Quentin nodded. “It’s called finishing what we started. We chose this route with full knowledge of the pirate problem. We change it now and we are giving up.”

There was truth in what he said. They had agonized over the passage from Thailand to South Africa, weighing the danger of venturing into the High Risk Area against the reward of visiting the Maldives and Seychelles. They had agreed to avoid Zanzibar, much to Daniel’s chagrin—the waters off Africa’s east coast were still treacherous. But the ocean route from Sri Lanka to Réunion by way of Malé Atoll and Mahé Island was different. The ocean was vast, the chance of an attack in such remote waters negligible. They had decided to take the risk.

“You’re right,” Daniel replied, softening his tone. “And I admire you greatly for saying it. But things have changed. I made a promise to your mother.”

Quentin clenched his fists. “This isn’t about Mom. This is about me.” His voice broke with sudden emotion. “You have no idea . . . You have no idea how humiliating it was when they caught me with the drugs. Goddammit! I was just doing Hans a favor. I wasn’t a dealer. I wasn’t even a user.”

Daniel felt every ounce of his son’s misery. “I know.”

Quentin’s eyes shined with tears. “You don’t know. I thought my life was over. Getting suspended was bad enough, but the police treated me like a fucking criminal. They told me I’d go to prison if I didn’t help them out.” 

At this point, Quentin made a confession that cleaved Daniel’s heart in two. “Do you know how close I came to ending it all? I was going to do it that morning I took the Relativity down the bay. I even wrote a note. But you caught up to me. You said you’d work it all out. I didn’t believe you. I kept the note. Then you told me about this crazy idea you had . . .”

Quentin struggled to hold himself together. “This trip saved my life, Dad. Literally. I didn’t expect it to change anything, but I gave it a chance. When I met Ariadne, she saw past all of it. She just wanted to be with me. I promised her . . . I promised myself that we’d finish the trip.” 

Daniel sat down heavily. He felt as if he had been put through a meat-grinder. He spoke his question gingerly: “And if I don’t agree?”

Quentin shook his head. “If you go back, I’m not going with you.”

Daniel turned away and watched the sun dip its golden toe into the sea. He replayed Quentin’s words in his head and thought of all the miles they had covered, all the days and nights they had spent together on the deep, all the laughter and conversations and unforgettable experiences they had put between them and the past. It seemed almost sacrilegious to step foot on an airplane when they had come so far. Yet the threat remained, as did his vow. To Hell with it, he thought. You only live once.

“Okay,” Daniel exhaled, hope and dread entwined in his heart.

Quentin pumped his fist in jubilation. “Sweet!”

“But there’s only one way to do it. We go tonight under power with sails stowed and lights and AIS off. We stand two-hour watches. By the time the sun rises, we’ll be past the attack site. By sunset tomorrow, we’ll be across the tenth parallel and out of the High Risk Area.”

Quentin gave Daniel the look of intrigue and curiosity he had inherited from Vanessa. “You keep surprising me,” he said. “I never used to think of you as brave.”

Tears welled in Daniel’s eyes. The compliment filled a void that was as old as he was. How many times he had longed for his father to affirm him in this way. But Curtis had only pointed out his flaws. He put a hand on his son’s shoulder. 

“You know what? Neither did I.”
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A strange vibrato sound interrupted Daniel’s dream. He was climbing a cliff surrounded by snow-capped mountains. He didn’t know why he was there, but he didn’t question it. Vanessa was calling to him from above, her face obscured by clouds. Quentin was below him, playing out the rope. A breeze was blowing, but it was muted somehow, a murmur in the preternatural scene. The buzzing noise stood out, then faded as quickly as it came. Daniel’s unconscious mind tried gamely to find a place for it, but the disturbance was enough to disrupt the flow of the dream. 

He rolled onto his side and opened his eyes halfway. The cabin was dark as pitch. He touched the bulkhead beside him and remembered where he was—the aft berth of the Renaissance. He heard the rumble of the engine through the soundproofing he had installed in the retrofit. The glowing hands of his dive watch told him that he had twenty minutes to sleep before he had to spell Quentin. He listened for a few seconds and heard nothing amiss. Then he closed his eyes again and dozed off quickly.

The next sound, when it came, tore apart the night. 

He sat up straight, his nerves ablaze, as the clamor of automatic gunfire pierced his ears. There were multiple guns, and they were close. 

He heard the shouts next, in high-pitched English: “Captain, don’t be afraid! We don’t want to hurt you! We just want the ship!”

He moved without thought, his reflexes driving him out of the cabin and into the nav station. He switched on AIS, sending out a signal with their course and speed. Then he pressed the unmarked red button. It was a safeguard of last resort, something he never imagined he would have to use. It felt inconsequential beneath his fingertips, but it was the only thing that could save them now. 

His next instinct was Quentin. He launched himself up the companionway and found his son standing in the cockpit with his hands in the air. Daniel saw the skiff closing in from astern, dark faces and gun barrels glinting in the moonlight. He spoke to Quentin with a firmness that belied his terror. 

“Don’t move. Do whatever they say.”



The hijacking was a disorderly affair. The pirates swarmed over the gunwales of the sailboat as if they were scaling the ramparts of a fort, shouting lustily and pointing their guns in every direction. They were dressed in Western-style T-shirts, shorts, and flip-flops in various stages of wear. A large-boned Somali lashed a towline from the skiff to a cleat on the Renaissance. A second pirate—tall and clever-looking—trained his gun on the Parkers. The other Somalis took flashlights from their pockets and went below to ransack the saloon. 

In the melee, only one pirate seemed composed. He was young and handsome, with high cheekbones and eyes that burned with transparent intelligence. He was wearing a red Nike T-shirt, khaki cargo shorts, and Velcro sandals. He slung his weapon over his shoulder and sat down on one of the benches, gesturing for Daniel and Quentin to join him. Daniel swallowed the lump in his throat and nodded, moving slowly to avoid provoking the guard. Quentin sat beside him.

“I am Afyareh,” the pirate said in English. “I am sorry for this.” He waved his hand toward the galley where his companions were raiding the refrigerator. “They are hungry. I will make sure they leave your belongings alone.” He looked at Daniel with understanding. “I know this is difficult for you. But you have nothing to fear from us. We are not killers. We are here for money, nothing more.”

You’re bandits and thieves, Daniel thought angrily, the adrenaline still surging through his veins. But he kept his expression passive. “What are you going to do with us?”

“We will take you to Somalia,” Afyareh replied. “And then we will talk to your family and see about a price. If they are reasonable, it will be over soon. If not . . .” He allowed the threat to hang in the air, then shrugged. “But America is the land of caano—milk. I’m sure they will comply.”

How did he . . .? Daniel thought in confusion. Then he remembered the flag on the mast. The stars and stripes were a dead giveaway. He felt nausea swirling in his stomach. 

“The U.S. government will never let you get away with this,” he said, injecting steel into his voice. “They’ll treat you like terrorists. It would be much better if you let us go.”

The pirate raised an eyebrow. “Your government is not omnipotent. If they were, they would have captured General Aideed in 1993 and ended the war that made all of us beggars.”

Daniel was taken aback. Everything he had read about Somali pirates suggested they were illiterate peasants, trigger-happy and perpetually high on qat. Their masters were the educated ones, not the grunts in the boats. “Where are you from?” he asked, hoping to buy more time. Every second that passed took them further away from Somalia.

The pirate tilted his head. “I am from many places. But enough talk. Now we go.” 

He stood and moved to the helm, studying the throttle and controls. He took a device out of his pocket and stared at the glowing screen. GPS, Daniel thought. He’s deciding on a heading. Seconds later, the pirate pushed a button and nodded as the rudder turned five degrees to starboard. He pushed the button repeatedly and the Renaissance came about, passing through the eye of the wind. When the boat was pointing just west of north, he shoved the throttle to the stops.

“It handles well,” he said to Daniel. “And you have plenty of fuel. That makes everything easier. Now come. Let’s save your boat from my men.”



They went below—Afyareh first, then Daniel and Quentin, and finally their guard. Daniel switched on the lights and was shocked by what he saw. The galley was a disaster. The cabinets and refrigerator had been tossed. Milk cartons were upended in the sink. Food was strewn across the countertops. A pirate was scooping peanut butter out of the container with his hand. Another was chugging water straight from the bottle.

To his surprise, Afyareh seemed just as angry. He began to shout in Somali, waving his arm around and pointing at the mess. Most of the pirates looked ashamed, but one of them—a young man with ermine-like eyes and a cut on his cheek—yelled back. Afyareh fixed the pirate with a wintry stare and spoke a few words in a low tone. It must have been a question, because all of the pirates nodded except the man with the cut. The man looked around in disgust and barked what sounded like a curse.

Silence descended on the saloon. Afyareh picked up a wedge of cheese and broke it into chunks, passing one to each of the pirates. He examined the refrigerator and took out a package of deli meat and a loaf of bread. He handed out slices of bread and meat to his companions, then took the bottle of water and wiped the mouth on his T-shirt before taking a long drink. 

He looked at Daniel. “From now on, my men will behave.” He pointed at the dining booth. “You will sit there. Liban and Sondare will sit with you.” He gestured at the tall man who had guarded them in the cockpit and a gangly kid with eager eyes. “They will not disturb you when you sleep. If you need to use the bathroom, they will accompany you. In the morning, you can cook breakfast. I have questions about the boat, but they can wait until tomorrow.” 

With that, Afyareh turned to address his men again. Daniel slid into the back of the booth, while Quentin took a seat on one of the wings. Daniel examined his son carefully. He was clearly scared, but his eyes were still bright. He hadn’t withdrawn like the afternoon before. Daniel felt the pride again, along with something more elemental—love.

“It’s going to be okay,” he said quietly. “They’re not here to hurt us.”

Quentin looked suddenly guilty. “I fell asleep on watch. I’m sorry.”

Daniel shook his head. “It was better that way. You didn’t resist.” He saw Liban moving toward them and lowered his voice. “I got a message out.”

Quentin’s eyes widened. “SSAS?”

Daniel nodded almost imperceptibly.

“No talk, Captain,” Liban said in heavily accented English, taking a seat on the starboard bench a few feet away, his AK-47 stretched across his lap. “Sleep.”

Daniel complied without a word, lying down and bending at the waist to conform to the shape of the booth. Quentin followed his lead on the opposite side. There was just enough room for them to rest in relative comfort. Daniel closed his eyes and imagined Vanessa and his parents on the other side of the world, oblivious to the peril that had befallen them, but not for much longer. Afyareh and his band of brigands had no idea of the storm they had unleashed or the power of the people who would move heaven and earth to contain it.
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Daniel had never been fond of praying. He was a Parker and Parkers were Catholic. But attending mass on Sundays was as far as his devotion had taken him. The rituals of public worship and penitence had a certain resonance—he had always appreciated the gravitas of ceremony and tradition—but the more mystical aspects of faith made as much sense to him as sitting on Santa’s lap at the shopping mall and asking for a gift. Life at sea hadn’t altered his habits much. Even sudden storms didn’t inspire him to pray, only to batten the hatches and trust his sailing instincts and the workmanship of the hardy Swedes who built the Renaissance to stay upright and afloat on the heaving sea. 

After thirty hours in captivity, however, he found himself reciting the rosary. At first the words arose in him unconsciously, like an effervescence of the heart, but it wasn’t long before he embraced them with intention. The sailboat that had been his dream—and Quentin’s rebirth—had become their prison. The Somalis were all around them like a virus in the bloodstream, their incessant chatter, the shine of their weapons, and the stench of their unwashed bodies infecting everything.

For a while, Daniel had maintained the stoical composure he had inherited from his father, planting his feet firmly in the moment and focusing his energies on survival. The sudden appearance of the plane yesterday had even given him cause to smile. The secret message had alerted the authorities. The Navy knew what had happened and where they were. The wheels of salvation were spinning. 

But the hours upon hours of stifling confinement in the cabin, punctuated by the occasional gun being waved in his face, had turned his emotions against him in silent mutiny. The worst of it had come in the night when he tried to sleep. He saw his life flash before him, not in an instant but in slow motion, a cascade of mistakes and failures, poor choices and venial sins. 

He saw the way his marriage to the firm—and his underlying quest for his father’s approval—had supplanted his marriage to Vanessa, the way he had left her to shoulder the burden of Quentin alone. He remembered the nights he slept at the office to get a deal just right, the Saturdays he had spent on the bay entertaining clients and ignoring his family, the meaningless fling he had with Rachel Perkins, one of his paralegals, out of lust and boredom, and the excuses he had made—how good he had been at making excuses!—to shut Vanessa up whenever she questioned his priorities. 

There was blame to go around, of course. She had her own issues—the anxiety and panic attacks, her obsessive-compulsive tendencies, the tensions with her mother she never quite resolved. But the fault for the mortification of their love wasn’t hers as much as it was his. He had taken her for granted, living off the interest of their relationship and drawing from the principal whenever it suited him without regard to the way it made her feel. There had always been a reason for it—making partner, achieving financial security, and aiming for early retirement. But these were placeholders for the missing pieces of his identity, an attempt to answer the question that had beleaguered him since his youth: what does it mean to be a man?

When morning finally came and he opened his eyes to see Liban staring at him, his battered AK-47 resting casually on his lap, Daniel realized that his skin was taut with the residue of tears. He tried to shake off the cords of misery, to hold fast to the hope that rescue was coming and with it the possibility of redemption, but his powers of denial and obfuscation had abandoned him. He mouthed the petition silently: “Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death. Amen.”

“Captain,” said the pirate called Afyareh, “my men are hungry. It is time for breakfast.”

Daniel sat up and glanced at his son, who looked like he had been awake for some time. Quentin spoke quietly: “I’ll help you, Dad.”

Daniel nodded, grateful for the distraction. “Why don’t you get some fruit?” 

He left the booth and went aft to the galley, pulling out a tin of oatmeal and setting a pot on the stove to boil. The simple rhythms of food preparation did more to counteract his despondency than all his mental gymnastics in the night. Quentin brought him a bag of mangoes, and they cut them into bowls. If there was one bright spot in the ordeal it was Afyareh’s sense of propriety. He was a rogue like the rest of them, but at least he was civilized. 

They ate the meal in shifts of three—an innovation of Afyareh’s that prevented overcrowding in the cabin. The pirates handled the food with their hands, except for Afyareh, who used utensils, and all of them gestured their appreciation—a few nods, a word of thanks from the skinny one, Dhuuban, and a quick smile from Sondare who looked to Daniel like he was fifteen. 

Quentin had been the one to pick up their names. He had always had a gift for languages, and he had collected local phrases like souvenirs at their many ports of call. But his facility with Somali pronunciation, uttered as it was in rapid-fire bursts, surprised Daniel. He had addressed the pirates by name at dinner the day before, and they had looked at him in wonderment. Afyareh in particular had been fascinated with Quentin’s talent and had spent the evening teaching him Somali words. Quentin absorbed the lessons like a sponge, and repeated the words with such fluency that Afyareh clapped his hands. Only Mas, the pirate with the cut on his cheek, seemed displeased. He sat aloof in the companionway as the sky darkened behind him, cradling his gun as if it were his child.

After everyone ate breakfast, Afyareh ordered his men topside and spelled Liban on watch while Daniel and Quentin took showers and changed clothes. When they were dressed, the pirate beckoned them to come. “You should get some air,” he said and led the way to the cockpit. 

Daniel blinked away the bright sunshine. The sea was as flat as a bathtub, the swells under a meter in height and the wind barely five knots. The sky was dotted with small clouds, and the air was thick with humidity. Almost immediately, beads of sweat formed on Daniel’s brow and his polo shirt stuck to his skin. He sat down beside Quentin and watched Afyareh scan the horizon with his binoculars. He felt a twinge of satisfaction. He knows they’re coming. The only question is when.

An hour passed, and then two and three. The sun rose in the sky, warming the atmosphere with relentless intensity. After months at sea, Daniel’s skin was tan, as was Quentin’s. Still, they applied copious amounts of sunblock to ward off the ultraviolet rays. The pirates eyed the lotion with interest, and then, almost sheepishly, they asked to try it. 

“They think it will make them handsome like David Hasselhoff,” Afyareh explained. “They saw Baywatch on satellite TV.”

Around noon, Daniel went below and fixed sandwiches and cheese, which the pirates devoured as if they had never eaten before. At the current rate of consumption, he guessed that their food stores would last for another four or five days, as would their fuel supply—long enough to reach the Somali coast. In a strange way, the adequacy of their provisions brought him consolation. The fewer the disruptions, the less likely something would go wrong before freedom arrived.

After cleaning up, they returned to the cockpit and saw a flock of frigatebirds circling on the thermals above them. Guray lifted his gun to shoot at them, but Afyareh shouted him down. When Guray saw that the argument was lost, he went to the bow to sulk. Afyareh sat down next to Quentin and spoke a string of agitated words to Liban. Liban shook his head derisively. 

“What was that about?” Quentin asked after a time.

Afyareh hesitated, as if calculating the cost of a truthful answer. Then he shrugged. “He doesn’t like black birds. They remind him of the ones he saw when his father died. I told him these are sea birds. Those were Somali crows. He doesn’t believe me. He’s very superstitious.”

Daniel looked at the young pirate. “How is it that your English is so good?”

Afyareh fixed him with an inscrutable look. “I learned it in school.”

“You must have had an excellent teacher,” Daniel probed.

The pirate’s eyes narrowed. “Not good enough.”

The response caught Daniel off guard. Something













Author’s Note



On February 18, 2011, a band of Somali pirates hijacked the U.S.-flagged sailing vessel Quest in the Indian Ocean, taking four Americans hostage. The U.S. government responded to the crisis with overwhelming force, deploying three Navy ships, a crack team of SEALs, and an FBI negotiator to bring the sailors home. For four days, the pirates sailed the Quest toward Somalia while the Navy tried to negotiate a resolution. Finally, sixty miles from the coast, the USS Sterett, a Navy destroyer, attempted a “shouldering” maneuver, hoping to change the sailboat’s course and buy additional time. As the destroyer closed in, three pirates opened fire on the hostages, killing all of them. 

I watched the media coverage of the tragedy with a heavy heart and a curious eye, wondering how the government’s extraordinary intervention could have gone so terribly wrong. After the incident faded from the headlines, my literary agent suggested I write a novel about lawlessness in the Horn of Africa. I was working on The Garden of Burning Sand at the time and set the concept aside. When my publishers asked for a third book, I dusted it off and dived in. 

Before I go on, I should be clear: The Tears of Dark Water is not a fictionalized retelling of the Quest incident. I took great care to ensure that neither my characters nor the events in the story paralleled real life, beyond the fixed stars of ethnicity, U.S. government policy, and the tactics and procedures of various government agencies, military and civilian. Daniel Parker died only on the page. The deaths of Scott and Jean Adam, Bob Riggle, and Phyllis Macay were all too real. As much as I devoted myself to the research, this novel is a product of my imagination.

The attentive reader will no doubt surmise that The Tears of Dark Water is not really “about” Somali piracy. It is about the multi-dimensional fallout of Somalia’s disintegration over the past two decades. Piracy offered me a narrative framework to explore not only how a hijacking and hostage crisis could end in tragedy but also how the breakdown of social order on land could inspire young Somalis to take to the ocean. In contrast to the buccaneers of Blackbeard’s day, most Somali pirates are motivated as much by desperation as they are by greed, perhaps more so. As Sarandac, the leader of the Quest pirates, told the Navy during the negotiations (the recording of which I heard at his trial): “The situation in Somalia is bad. It is better for us to die than to return [empty handed].”

At the same time, hostage taking for ransom is an evil that cannot be justified by appealing to the misfortunes of its perpetrators. Some accounts of Somali piracy have construed the pirates as victims rather than criminals, muddying the moral waters and creating undue sympathy for their plight. It requires a fine balance to humanize a wrongdoer without compromising one’s judgment about the wrong. Yet that is the balance I attempted to strike in the story. As much as Najiib and the Shabaab deserved the blame for what happened, Ismail made no attempt to excuse the hijacking on account of their crimes. He took the punishment himself, recognizing that in the realm of criminal activity, as in all human society, a multiplication of wrongs can never make the world right.

As for Somalia itself, I found it to be a truly fascinating place, far more than I imagined when I began my research. Straddling the cultural and spiritual border between Africa and Arabia, it is a land of extremes, where waterless deserts give way to fertile farmland and tropical seacoasts, and where the warrior spirit so evident in the Somali character is tempered by a national passion for poetry. Having visited the country and befriended Somalis from all walks of life, both in Mogadishu and in the diaspora, I echo the great British journalist, Richard Dowden, who called them “people times ten.” Somalis are sui generis, unique in many ways, and I consider it a privilege to have immersed myself in their culture, their faith, and their history, both tragic and inspiring.

Although I am not an expert in these matters, it is my view that the future of Somalia is as bright as the young Somalis I met who believe that with the right combination of education, entrepreneurism, ­ingenuity, and outside support their country will rise again. It is already happening despite the ongoing campaign of senseless violence by the Shabaab. For the first time in twenty years, Somalia has a democratically elected government. Numerous countries, including Britain and Turkey, have embassies in Mogadishu. High-speed Internet has made its debut. Educated Somalis who could live in the diaspora are risking their lives to invest in their country—people like Dr. Deqo Mohamed, daughter of Dr. Hawa Abdi, the Nobel Peace Prize nominee and founder of Hawa Abdi Village (www.dhaf.org), and Omar Nor, a journalist in Mogadishu, both of whom I had the privilege to spend time with. Shop by shop, street by street, neighborhood by neighborhood, the Somali people are rebuilding. It is my hope and prayer that one day Mogadishu will again deserve to be called “The Jewel of the Indian Ocean.”

What a joy it would be to see it.
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A Walk Across the Sun
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Ahalya Ghai and her younger sister Sita are as close as sisters can be. But their loving and secure childhood ends abruptly one day when a tsunami rips through their village on India's Coromandel coast. Their home is swept away, and Ahalya and Sita are the sole survivors of their family. Destitute, their only hope is to find refuge at a convent in Chennai, many miles away. A driver agrees to take them. But the moment they get into that car their fate is sealed. The two sisters – confused, alone, totally reliant on each other – are sold. Worse, they are separated. 



On the other side of the world, Washington lawyer Thomas Clarke is struggling to cope after the death of his baby daughter and the collapse of his marriage to Priya. He takes a sabbatical from his high-pressure job and accepts a position with the Bombay branch of an international anti-trafficking group. 



Thomas is now on a path that not only involves saving himself and his marriage, but the lives of two sisters who cannot bear to be apart. Spanning the globe, A Walk Across the Sun is an unforgettable tale of the transformative power of love, even in the face of unimaginable obstacles.
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