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        If you’d like to receive my newsletter, please sign up on my website.

        WWW.WAYNESTINNETT.COM.

        Once or twice a month, I’ll bring you insights into my private life and writing habits, with updates on what I’m working on, special deals I hear about, and new books by other authors that I’m reading.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        THE GASPAR’S REVENGE

        SHIP’S STORE IS OPEN 24/7.

        There, you can purchase all kinds of swag

        related to my books, and even my books themselves,

        in whatever format you choose.

        You can find it at

        WWW.GASPARS-REVENGE.COM
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        Dedicated to Milli, who brings us such joy.

         

      

      

      

      
        
        “Dogs’ lives are short, too short, but you know that going in. You know the pain is coming, you're going to lose a dog, and there's going to be great anguish, so you live fully in the moment with her, never fail to share her joy or delight in her innocence, because you can't support the illusion that a dog can be your lifelong companion. There's such beauty in the hard honesty of that, in accepting and giving love while always aware that it comes with an unbearable price. Maybe loving dogs is a way we do penance for all the other illusions we allow ourselves and the mistakes we make because of those illusions.”

      

      

      
        
        ― Dean Koontz
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        Basse-Terre Island, Guadeloupe, Windward Islands

        Sunday, November 17, 2024

      

      

      The marina was small. There was only room for twenty or thirty boats, depending on size, all tied closely together. There were no amenities available—no electricity, no water, no finger piers, nor any other kind of dock. Just mooring posts set twenty feet apart and twenty feet from the sides, all the way around the small, square hole.

      That was the only thing it had to offer— a deep hole and dredged channel, both blasted out of the shore’s bedrock around the middle of the last century, with the rubble used to create a seawall on the exposed western side. But it was deep, with vertical sides that went down ten feet.

      The ever-present sound of the surf could be heard, though where it was breaking on the rocky southern coastline was nearly a mile away, across mostly flat, inhospitable terrain.

      Large ocean waves crashed against the southern coast, driven by the perpetual easterly wind blowing steadily across the whole Atlantic Ocean. The sound of the roaring surf was ever-present in the area, but the marina and anchorage were protected by a rocky point of land that stood out several hundred meters from the southwestern point of Basse-Terre Island.

      Most of the boats that utilized the marina were working boats, either sailing charters or small commercial fishing boats. There were also a few locally owned sport-fishing machines, available to take anglers out for a day or half-day of fulfilling their fishing dreams on a budget.

      It was the southernmost marina on the sheltered western side of Guadeloupe, and there were always dozens of sailboats anchored just outside the marina, some waiting on weather to make the mad dash south across unprotected waters to the next island, Dominica.

      Other boats had just arrived from there, seeking safe anchorage before continuing north.

      For a few of the sailboats anchored outside the marina, it was their turnaround point, the place where they loaded illegal contraband.

      The secluded location was a very good option for such illicit activities, and much closer than Dominica.

      It was almost sunset, and there were few people around the marina at that hour, except a night watchman, who mostly just listened to the radio while reading American crime thrillers.

      A lone figure stood on the seawall, looking toward a dazzling display of light as the sun neared the horizon.

      But Juaquin Esteban’s attention wasn’t on the sunset.

      A twelve-meter sportfisherman was approaching the marina, the driver perched way up at the top of the boat’s high tower. It moved slowly through the anchorage, avoiding the other boats’ anchor rodes as they lay quietly bobbing in the last minutes of daylight.

      Juaquin was a slight man with sharp, angular features, a hawk nose, and dark skin, weathered by years in the sun. His dark eyes missed little as he looked around the marina.

      Most of the charter boats were gone, since new guests had boarded, headed out for a week of sailing as soon as they arrived.

      Saturdays were turnover days for the sailing and fishing charters, when guests packed and left in the morning, and the flotilla then spruced up for the next family or group of frat boys to arrive in the afternoon.

      The fishing boats were as they’d been the previous day, tied up and waiting for the workweek to begin on Monday.

      Sundays were always slow, and the marina was quiet, which was why both Juaquin and the arriving fishing boat were there. Not to mention a few of the sailboats at anchor.

      Juaquin walked down the seawall to where he knew the boat would tie up, getting a nod of recognition from the man in the tower.

      Sirena moved close to the inner bank as it made the left turn, then the captain reversed for a moment and shifted into forward again with the wheel turned, kicking the back of the boat around and in line with his mooring spot.

      Two crewmembers fended the boat away from the poles as it entered between them, both dropping lines over the poles, which were already tied to the midship cleats at just the right length. Then one of them went forward to tie off the bow.

      The crew quickly disappeared inside the boat as soon as Juaquin approached.

      The man in the tower, Benito Juarez, was a local with family in Venezuela, where Juaquin was from. More importantly, he was married to Juaquin’s sister, which made him family.

      Benito smiled as he strode to Sirena’s bow and easily jumped down to a sandy spot among the rocks.

      “How did it go?” Juaquin asked him.

      Benito smiled. “The same as the last four times,” he replied. “It was a brilliant idea, Juaquin. I have twelve packages stashed aboard, just as before. Got all of them on one pass, again, the same as the last three times.”

      “I’m sorry I couldn’t go this time,” Juaquin said. “There was no getting out of the meeting.”

      Benito looked past Juaquin at the anchorage. “Two of the buyers will be coming in to load shortly. The packaging has changed; come aboard and see.”

      Juaquin climbed onto Sirena’s foredeck after Benito, then followed him into the boat’s cabin, which had seating all around the back part. Ahead, he could hear voices down in the forward cabin.

      Benito raised one of the seat cushions, then the plywood beneath it, to reveal two white bundles, each with the Cartel de los Soles marking on them.

      “Whatever it is wrapped in is highly reflective,” Benito said. “That may come in handy if we ever miss one and have to send a diver down.”

      “Where are the others?” Juaquin asked.

      “There are six under these seats,” Benito said, closing the minimalistic hiding spot. “And six more in the engine room under the floor. Not the best hiding places, but for the short trip from the seamount, I think it will work. Every police and coast guard boat around here knows my boat, and everyone knows I fish out there.”

      Each of the packages contained fifty kilos of marijuana, fresh from the fields in Central Venezuela and bound for the busier tourist destinations in the Virgin Islands. Six hundred kilos in all.

      “Very good, Benito,” Juaquin said with a broad smile. “This is excellent, and our friends will be very happy.”

      He paused a moment as he grinned at his brother-in-law and childhood friend. “The next delivery will be more.”

      “More?” Benito asked, worried. “It is already a great risk, storing these under the seats and in the engine room. There are no more places to hide it from casual lookers.”

      “Not more volume,” Juaquin said. “More weight and a far greater value, which we won’t first have to buy.”

      Benito’s eyes widened. “They agreed?”

      “Si, amigo,” Juaquin replied. “The next shipment will be worth more than everything we’ve moved for the cartel this year.”

      “How much?” Benito asked.

      “The first delivery will be six packages,” Juaquin explained. “Each one will be the same dimensions as these, but one hundred kilos each, so the six of them will be the same weight as these last five loads of weed. After that, at the end of this month, we will be consigned 2,400 kilos, worth more than a hundred million U.S. dollars.”

      Benito’s eyes widened in shock. “A hundred mil— Wait, we don’t have to pay for it?”

      “No, we will be asociadas del Cartel de los Soles.”

      “How much will we make?” Benito insisted.

      “For next week’s load,” Juaquin replied. “We will both be paid twenty thousand American dollars.”

      Benito arched his eyebrows. “And the one after that? When we carry twice as much?”

      Juaquin smiled. “Doble, amigo.”
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        Windward Islands

        December 1, 2024

      

      

      It’d been a long and sometimes arduous journey, full of adventure, fun, and a few close calls, but we were nearly there. Just sixty nautical miles more, maybe fifteen hours, and we’d arrive at our destination, the city of Roseau, on the island of Dominica.

      I was looking forward to not just diving the mountainous walls the island was famous for, the rock rising straight up from the depths, but also to venturing inland, to explore the 365 rivers on the island, the many hot springs, and the surrounding emerald-green jungle.

      I’d planned to arrive a few hours after sunset, anchor near the customs house and run up a quarantine flag until they opened the next morning. Then we could be cleared into the country, where we planned to stay for at least a month as we prepared Taranis to cross the Atlantic in the wrong direction, a true test of her go-anywhere sea-going capability.

      They were called trade winds because early mariners had used the funnel of wind between the equator and thirty degrees north latitude to carry their ships westward, laden with trade goods from Europe, bound for the New World. They were also called the easterlies, because the wind at those little latitudes blew predominantly from the east, which would be right in our face the whole way across.

      Taranis wasn’t dependent on wind direction. The crossing would be easier by going north along the Eastern Seaboard of the United States and following the westerlies and Gulf Stream in the northern latitudes.

      But in the middle of winter, that wasn’t my idea of fun and it didn’t sit well with any of us. So, we planned to buck tradition and head against the trade winds for a true test of ocean-crossing ability.

      It’d be warmer in these lower latitudes, and we’d arrive in the Azores well before hurricane season started.

      Northern Europe and the Mediterranean were also on the list, through spring and summer. And Mount Olympus was on the horizon.

      Neither Savannah nor I had ever been to Dominica, and both of us had always wanted to see it, so it became the first long-range destination on our combined bucket list.

      Over the last two months, we’d stopped in many places, mostly off the grid, where we didn’t have to deal with other people. The longest we’d stayed in one place was two whole weeks on Grand Turk, while we’d provisioned, and Alberto went through his PADI training and certification as an Open Water Diver. I’d taken the same training through the Professional Underwater Dive Instructors when I was just a year older than him and had taken much more advanced classes later as a Marine.

      My friends, Boone Fischer and Emily Durand, had recently started a new dive op on Grand Turk, and both were eager to take him under their wings, though their operation wasn’t fully open.

      I studied the sky, enjoying the night crossing as I always did. The wind and sea state were usually calmer, and the surface of the water was empty for miles in any direction, while billions of stars guided our way… and my thoughts.

      The sun would soon be up; the sky to the east was already beginning to get lighter, as one by one, the stars in that direction winked out.

      The island of Guadeloupe was out there somewhere, only thirty miles away, so the brightness in that direction was partly the glow from lights on the island.

      We’d left Montserrat at noon the previous day, after spending nearly a week diving remote sites from Taranis. We settled easily into a four-on and eight-off routine for the short night crossing, with Savannah and I taking the 2200 to 0600 watches. She’d awakened me at 0200 for the last night watch and reported seeing nothing but a tanker shortly after midnight, far off on the horizon.

      We were well ahead of schedule but couldn’t possibly cover the distance before nightfall on electric propulsion only. But making the crossing under diesel power had been an option everyone nixed right away. There just wasn’t a need to hurry.

      It had quickly become our habit, traveling all the way across the Caribbean from the Florida Keys, to plan our departure from one place based on what time we’d arrive at the next. We found it easier to cruise at night and get there early in the morning, so we’d have a full day to decide if we were going to stay for a while and recharge the batteries or continue on.

      So far, we’d barely used any fuel at all—another reason to not be in a hurry on this last leg. And this time, I wanted to arrive at night.

      We already knew we’d be staying, and I wanted everyone to get a good night’s sleep at anchor before the customs house opened the next morning.

      I had a mooring reserved for the next week and would use a dinghy dock to come and go with provisions. Then we planned to explore and dive Dominica’s western shoreline all the way up to Portsmouth at the northern end of the small island.

      When we’d returned from Apalachicola several months earlier, we’d remained close to home until the equinox. Then we’d moved Taranis to a face dock in Boot Key Harbor. For the rest of September, we provisioned and prepared for the 1,500-nautical-mile trip to Dominica.

      Rusty threw a big party for us the day before we left, with friends from all up and down the Florida Keys chain coming to see us off. Rufus and his great-grandniece, Kyndall, cooked a whole 200-pound hog for the occasion.

      Out of the whole two-month trip, there were just a few days when it’d been just the three of us aboard. Looking back, Alberto had been right. All our friends started planning their vacations based on where we’d be. Deuce and Julie had joined us on the first leg, bringing their two boys, Trey and Jim, and we’d set off at mid-morning the day after the party.

      We had very little on our actual agenda, other than swimming, diving, and playing in the Bahamas for a while.

      And visiting some old friends.

      The first two days of our journey had been the roughest sea state we’d encountered during the whole trip, as we hitched a ride on the Gulf Stream, which flowed east through Florida Strait, directly into an easterly wind. The opposing forces created some fairly rough sea conditions, but nothing that Taranis couldn’t take in stride.

      The boys had enjoyed going up on the foredeck with me and Deuce, getting drenched in the sea spray that was quickly whipped away by the stiff, twenty-knot wind we were headed right into.

      From an efficiency standpoint, the current was more powerful than the wind blowing on Taranis’s nose, and four knots of boat speed was four and a half knots, speed over ground.

      Our first port of call had been Morgan’s Bluff on Andros Island, to check into the country as soon as the customs office at San Andros Airport opened and could send someone over, but we left that same day to circle back around to the west side, where we’d anchored for three days in a small, protected cove and explored the vast West Side National Park, snorkeled and free-dived the walls of the inland blue hole there, and visited friends Savannah and I knew separately.

      We made several stops in the Bahamas, revisiting familiar anchorages and seeing old friends, some for just a day or two, anchoring in tranquil coves to rest up and let the kids and Tank explore empty beaches. But in a couple of places, we stayed longer.

      We had no itinerary for that first part of the passage, and no new places to explore, since Savannah and I were both quite familiar with the Bahamas. We enjoyed each day, never knowing what the next one would bring.

      From there, it’d been another two hundred nautical miles along the Bahama Bank, in absolutely ideal sea conditions, overnighting here and there all the way to Long Island, where we’d anchored off a pristine, white sand beach for a whole week and never saw another person— not even footprints in the sand. Three boats sailed by, and might have anchored in another cove, but we never saw them.

      Deuce and Julie stayed aboard for five weeks, all the way to the Turks and Caicos, and all four of them left tanned and healthy after the boys earned their Open Water certifications.

      Alberto had said Taranis was a “vacation destination,” and maybe he wasn’t far off the mark. It was easier with more people, not harder.

      As long as they were the right people.

      We motored on electric nearly all the time, so that over the last two months and fifteen hundred nautical miles, we’d burned a total of just over ten gallons of fuel. One hundred and fifty nautical miles to the gallon, and I thought that was way too much, since we were traveling at the speed of mud.

      Rusty and Sid were on Grand Turk when we arrived, planning to spend two weeks there with everyone, then sail with us for a couple weeks more. Even with nine people aboard, it wasn’t cramped. Alberto even abandoned his cabin to camp out with Trey and Jim in the wheelhouse, turning the big lounge seat on the port side into a tent.

      We spent a good bit of the two weeks on Grand Turk provisioning and making minor repairs. With nine people aboard, it was difficult to keep fresh food on hand, especially fruits and vegetables, so we were making daily trips to a little market within a short walk of the marina.

      Protein was never a problem. We caught at least one fish a day and wherever we stopped, we found ample spearfishing and lobster.

      So when we arrived in Grand Turk, we had enough fish in the freezer to last all nine of us for a month.

      Except, three of the nine were adolescent or teen boys.

      Two things of note happened while we were in Grand Turk. All three boys learned to dive, and we had our first ugly encounter with people.

      A couple of drunken Hispanic sailors had accosted the boys on the beach, and from what Trey had said, they’d teased Alberto about hanging around with two white kids. He said the two men fled quickly when Tank came lumbering out of the shadows, hackles up, and teeth bared.

      Trey called Tank’s canine teeth “mouth knives.”

      Our nearly one-year-old puppy weighed 115 pounds, so the description was appropriate.

      It was the first time Tank had showed any sort of aggression toward anyone.
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      Logistics was the bigger problem when it came to provisioning the boat. We had no car or means of getting around on shore, so grocery runs were limited to what could be carried by hand, and it took multiple trips to stock up for weeks of off-the-grid living.

      Boone was over-the-top helpful, offering the use of a beat-up old Ford Ranger they’d be using to haul tanks and gear to the boat once the dive-op actually opened. It was red, with white diagonal stripes on both doors like a dive flag.

      Trey and Jim had joined Alberto in getting certified, and we did some great first-timer dives around the area, using Taranis as our base, refilling tanks as needed, and moving to a new dive site whenever things got crowded— and by that, I mean when the first boat showed up.

      We had a lobster dinner up on the flybridge the evening the boys graduated, under a glorious blue sky, with the sun slowly sinking toward the horizon.

      That’d been mid-November, so we’d also celebrated Rusty’s birthday, as well as the Marine Corps birthday.

      It’d been a very comfortable eighty degrees every day we were there.

      From the Turks and Caicos, we “roared” across the Windward Passage at four knots, encountering slightly rougher seas than we’d had in the last several weeks, but still not as bad as the first day in the Gulf Stream. Sid didn’t mind it, and Rusty seemed to enjoy it.

      We explored Old San Juan for a few days, checking out the history of the old Castillo San Felipe del Morro, its high ramparts on a cliff overlooking the entrance to San Juan Bay.

      There was a younger couple anchored nearby, and they’d joined us on the tour, along with their daughter and son. Alberto really enjoyed that, after not having Trey and Jim around for the previous week and being stuck with just a bunch of old folks.

      In the Virgin Islands, we anchored in a number of places, including Jost Van Dyke, where we’d swum ashore and enjoyed the original Painkiller cocktail at the famous Soggy Dollar beach bar. It’d changed a lot since I was last there, with a hotel just beyond the bar and at least forty people on the beach.

      We’d left at noon and crossed over to Norman Island, arriving the next morning, to see an old friend, John Wilson.

      Then, we explored the U.S. and British Virgin Islands for another week, finding anchorages with few or no other boats. With her shallower draft, Taranis could get into places a cruising sailboat couldn’t.

      Savannah and I had talked a few times about a full-time hired crew, even if it was just one person. She’d brought up the idea of another married couple and I had to admit, if one was a qualified skipper and the other a chef, it would be ideal.

      But for the time being, I thought it was a bit pretentious and unnecessary since we could both cook, pilot, and navigate, and we had Alberto in a pinch.

      Besides, we had no clock to answer to, so most of our crossings were short, less than fifty miles, taking less than half a day. We stopped and rested when we were tired, explored serene coves when we had the energy, and motored through the night when and where we could. The ocean was a magical place at night.

      If Taranis had a flaw, it was access to the flybridge. From the lower helm, you had to go aft about forty feet to the cockpit, up the ladder to the flybridge deck, then forty feet forward. But at four knots, she only traveled the length of a football field in a full minute, and I could stop and grab a beer on the way in less time.

      Rusty and Sid had flown home from St. Thomas when we’d stopped in to visit with Jerry and Alicia Snyder for a few days. They’d also left tanned and relaxed.

      From there, it’d been just the three of us on a one-hundred-mile crossing from the Virgin Islands to Marigot Bay in St. Martin, where we picked up our new “crew” and continued that night to Gustavia Harbor on the island of St. Barts. We spent several days there provisioning again and exploring the many shops.

      While standing on the high overlook above Gustavia, I once more felt a strange, almost mystical connection to the island. Jimmy Saunders would insist that it was a past life trying to open its memories to my mind.

      During the long crossing to St. Martin, Alberto had worked as a full crewman, sharing equally in all the chores and watches. Tank stayed with him during the early watch, then Savannah took over from 2200 to 0200.

      He was starting to come into his own now, physically as well as mentally. Come summer, he’d be a teenager, and he was already gaining muscle.

      I couldn’t help comparing him to where I was at that age, just moving up into junior high, my first crush, and seventh grade track and field. It had been my sprinting ability on the track that had gotten the football coach’s attention.

      But Alberto already had nearly a fourth of the required high school credits he’d need to graduate, and was on track to do just that when most kids his age would be finishing their sophomore year.

      His schooling was beginning to reach the point where we had to study to help him study, so maybe a tutor with boating experience would be a good first crew to hire.

      Alberto had come to me one day after leaving St. Thomas and pointed out that the motor compartments in the amas had been getting hot. Not too hot to trigger an automatic shutdown, but close on some days. He’d gone a step further and shown me where over the past month, had those motors been slightly smaller, we’d have been able to not only cover the same distance in the same time frame, but would have used considerably less energy and produced far less heat.

      We ordered a set of forty-kilowatt replacement motors to be delivered and installed in Dominica, and in the meantime, a higher output cooling fan.

      While in St. Kitts, the discussion had turned to college options. At just fifteen, we didn’t think Alberto would be prepared to become a dorm-dwelling, full-time student at a major school.

      We hoped to be back before then, so he could do his senior year in a semi-private school in the Keys, then look at a local college for a couple of years until he matured more.

      If he kept on the trajectory he planned for himself, with no input or prodding from us, he’d graduate college at the age of nineteen.

      That gave us two years before he’d be academically ready for a senior year in high school, and five before he’d start a senior year in college, when his peers would be freshmen.

      So we had two more years to see how far around the world we could go, add more places to our bucket list, and then tick them off.

      I was hoping for halfway—through the Med, then the Suez Canal into the Red Sea, and across the Indian Ocean. Looking at latitude and longitude, the opposite side of the world from the Keys was off the northwest coast of Australia, the farthest place on Earth we could go before we started getting closer to home again.

      My plan was to drop anchor in Shark Bay near the town of Denham, Western Australia, not too far from that point, before flying home so Alberto could go to school.

      We spent two weeks leisurely hopping around the Leeward Islands southward, stopping in many beautiful places where cruisers were the only tourists and were welcomed by the locals.

      The whole way, Taranis performed almost perfectly. The only mishap was when one of the inverters actually did overheat and fail, and I hadn’t been paying attention. That was the reason for most of the fuel consumption—we had to run both generators for several hours to recharge the batteries, and the big diesel main engine had to remain underway.

      We were in the tropics, getting down into the “little latitudes,” less than sixteen degrees above the equator. The water was warmer and the air was hotter, so the inside of the motor compartments were overheating, and, as Alberto had pointed out, we were overpowered, making things even hotter down there.

      Alberto’s recommendation had been a good one and would end the overheating problem simply by virtue of the smaller motors producing less heat.

      When we arrived in Roseau the next day, there would be a box waiting for us—a pair of higher output cooling fans
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