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Chapter 1

They kicked in the door and went over to the astoni shed
old man sitting in his easy chair. He was just starting to

put down his paper and get up, when they silently shoved him

back down.
"Wha ... what is this?" Gandpa stuttered, his hands
still down on the arnms of the easy chair.

The thin, nervous one closest to himslapped himhard
wi th the back of his hand, and pointed at him "Just sit
right there, old man, and you won't get hurt. Now where's,
asswi pe?"

Grandpa put his hand to his cheek. "Wo? What are you
tal kin' about? Wat do you want?"

"W want the little punk what ripped us off,” the other,
stocky, nuscular man said quietly. “Now, where is he?"

The one who sl apped G andpa grabbed himviolently by the
front of his shirt, ripping the buttons, as his sw tchbl ade
flipped up under his nose. The stocky nman stood next to the
chair, his large, muscular build nenacing as he flexed his
fists back, and forth. He was calm and even nore threatening
in this way than the thin, nervous one was. He was al so an
ugly man, with thick, puffy cheeks, and a livid scar
underneath his chin. He was dressed in black. Both of them
were dressed, all in black.

"I''"l'l check the upstairs,"” the stocky man said as he

calmy nmounted the steps.



Suddenly, fromupstairs, there came the sound of a
scuffle, then footsteps down the stairs.

"I found him” the stocky man said, holding Gandpa’s
struggling teenage grandson with his arm behind his back.

"Tim" G andpa exclainmed. "These hoodl uns want you?"

“Shut up, old man!"™ The one next to himyelled as he
sl apped hi m agai n.

Grandpa's hands trenbled in rage, as he watched the
stocky man twist Tims armeven tighter behind his back,
maki ng himsquirmin pain.

"Ch, yes ... yes. GCkay. Gkay. I1'll be quiet. Just
don't hurt the boy."

"That's better, Ganps. Now, just sit there, and you
won't get hurt.”

The stocky man held Timup al nost off his feet as the one
who' d sl apped Grandpa wal ked slowy over to them his
swi t chbl ade down in his hand. He grabbed the struggling
teenager by the front of his shirt, bringing the sw tchbl ade
up to his throat.

"Now,” he growl ed nenacingly, "Wat did ya do with the
stuff? It ain't in the car!”

"I ... | dunped it down the sewer!™ Timsaid, clearly
terrified. "I ain't got it!"

“Bul I shit! Now | want that stuff, or the noney right
nowt "

"l gotta go to the john,” G andpa said.



"Shut-up!™ The one who' d sl apped himscreaned in his
hi gh- pi tched voi ce.

"I"mgonna soil ny pants!"™ G andpa yelled frantically,
squi rm ng back and forth in his chair.

"Let himgo," the stocky man said, |laughing. "He won't
do nothin" ... will you, old man?" He said, grinning broadly,
twisting Tims arm behind his back.

"No. No, I'll be right back, just don't hurt the boy."

“Ckay ... No funny stuff, Pops, or you're gonna get what
the assw pe here is gonna get if he don't cough up wth sone
stuff right now™

Grandpa got up fromhis chair, shuffled neekly down the
hal lway to the bathroom and turned on the light. He
carefully cl osed the door behind himand quickly went out the
ot her door to the spare bedroom This was his war room where
he kept all the souvenirs fromwhen he'd been in Vietnam

He got the old ML rifle out of its stock and ran his hand
lovingly over it. It wasn't the sane type of rifle that he'd
had in Saigon and Dai Do fighting the Vietcong, but it would
do. Gandpa sighed. It was a long tine since he'd been in
Vietnham... thirty-six years ago ... thirty-six centuries ago.
But he could renenber it all as if it were yesterday, the
infiltrators slitting throats within their own |ines while
they slept, the terrifying mass attacks in the night, the
sweet, sickly stench of death, and the slight grunt a nman
makes when a bayonet finds its mark. H's bayonet had fl ashed

red in the noonlight then.



He ran his finger over the breech, and sighed. H s wfe
had made himfile down the firing pin decades ago, afraid that
their small son woul d sonmehow di scharge it by accident.

He opened the display case and took out the bayonet,
snapping it onto the nuzzle of the old rifle with a quiet
click. If he couldn't bluff themwith the useless rifle, then
at least he still had the bayonet. He made a couple of silent
bayonet thrusts with it now, the noonlight flashing off the
still razor-sharp edge of the bayonet. Yes, he'd been a hero
back then in Dai Do, a very big hero. He'd even gotten the
Silver Star and the Congressional Medal of Honor from
President N xon. They still hung there in their dusty case
and Grandpa ran his fingers over them trying to renmenber what
it was like to be brave.

Silently, he noved down the darkened hal | way past the
cl osed bat hroom door, the light still on inside, with his M
up in front of him Gandpa' s son and daughter-in-law, Tims
parents, were killed back in the early eighties in sone drug-
related foul play, |ike what threatened his only grandson now.
Back then, when Timls parents had been killed, G andpa hadn't
been able to help them but he was determ ned now that he
wouldn't let themkill one of his own again. He could hear
themthere in the living roomas they slapped his grandson
back and forth.

Qut he cane into the light, holding his rifle up in front

of him with its bayonet at the end. Both nen were turned



away from him |ooking down at the unconscious, bloody Tim at
their feet.

"Ckay," Grandpa growed. "Get away fromhim"

Both nmen whirl ed around, astonished, and stared at him
for a nonent, not noving. Suddenly, they both burst out
| aughi ng.

"dd man, put that thing away. That antique hasn't fired
for years,"” the stocky man said, smrking.

"No, No, let himcone on," the other one said |aughing.
"I haven't sliced up an old man for a long tine." G nning,
the one who' d sl apped him waved his sw tchbl ade back and
forth as he advanced toward Grandpa. He suddenly junped
forward past the rifle and slashed at him

Wth a swft, deft notion, G andpa brought the rifle
down, stepped back rapidly, and thrust the bayonet forward
deep into the man's abdonen. G andpa shouted, |i ke he'd done
so often in Dai Do. The sounds of battle roared in his ears.

The stocky man stood for a nonent, shocked, staring down
at his fallen conrade. G andpa advanced slowy toward him
hi s reddened bayonet out in front. The stocky man backed up,
his eyes narrowi ng and he nodded as if in recognition that
this old man wasn’t so “old” after all. He flipped up his
sw t chbl ade and waved it back and forth in front of him
Warily, they circled each other, G andpa thrusting at him as
t he stocky man dodged back and forth, slashing at himwth his
bl ade.



Suddenly, the stocky man took up a lanp from a tabl e next
to himand threwit at Gandpa, hitting himin the face,
knocki ng hi mdown. The ML with its bayonet clattered off into
the corner. The stocky man | eapt down on him brandi shing his
sw tchbl ade in his face.

"Now, old man," he said quietly, "good-bye."

He smled, and with an evil | ook on his face, grabbed
Grandpa's hair and turned his face to the side, exposing his
throat. Al Gandpa could think of was that he'd failed his
grandson, too.

The stocky man gave a sudden jolt, and he fell over on
his side, arching his back. He reached back frantically, as
if he had a sudden, severe itch that he couldn't quite reach
Ti m stood over him and sneering, put his foot in the mddle
of his back, and pulled the old ML's bayonet out of him

Timstood for a long time, |ooking down at him an
astoni shed | ook on his face. "Bastard!" He said.

G andpa smled. He hadn't failed his grandson after all.

Ti mreached down, and hel ped his grandfather to his feet,
and threw down the old M.

“Are you all right Ganps?’ he said. “Are you hurt?”

Grandpa took a deep sigh, and ran his fingers through his
hair. “No. I'mall right. How are you?” He reached up to
Tim s bruised face, and turned his chin sideways, |ooking at
himintently.

Timreached up to his bl eeding nouth, and nodded out of

breath. “1’m okay.”
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Grandpa | ooked all around at the dead bodi es suddenly in
his living room
“So...”" he looked up at Tim “You wanta tell nme just

what happened here?”
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Chapter 10

Mar esol awoke again in the early norning light with a
terrified cry. It was the sane nightnmare that she'd had for
the last three nights. Reliving the drowning of her famly
again and again on that small disintegrating raft, she held
her face in her hands as she sobbed. The nearness of the bow
wave on the other side of the hull of the John B, with its
subsequent watery sound all night long, only served to

reki ndl e the dream ni ght after night.

"She's crying again, Gandpa,” Timsaid quietly as they
sat out in the cockpit.

"Poor girl," Grandpa said as he sipped his norning
coffee. "She probably lost her famly in Al brie that night
before we picked her up."

Ti m shook his head sadly. "Wsh we could hel p sonmehow. "

"Yeah, it's been a real disadvantage for us not to be
able to talk to her."

"You think she's gonna stop being scared of us soon?"

"I hope so. It nust be awful to |lose your famly |ike
that, and then find yourself all alone with strangers. 1'I|
betcha that Castro doesn't paint a real conplinentary picture
of all us Yankees either. She's probably afraid that we're

gonna try to do sonething to her."
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"Li ke what ?"

"Ah, who knows." Grandpa craned his neck around and
| ooked up at the wind indicator and the sails billow ng out.
"Probably been told that we'd try and take advantage of her."

Ti m si ghed and | ooked at the open cabin, where Maresol
still sobbed quietly.

G andpa smrked. "Pretty girl, isn't she?"

"Ch, Ganps." Timrolled his eyes.

Suddenl y, G andpa | ooked over to the starboard side bow
of the John B and quickly picked up the binoculars, focusing
them "There's a ship out there, Tim" he said. "Let's cone
about and tack back toward the northeast."

Rapi dly, Grandpa and Timturned the John B to the left.
G andpa turned the wheel, while in a practiced teamwrk of
seamanship, Timworked the jib. The trick was to untie the
jib fromthe starboard cleat and then pull the sail taut on
the left, without |osing too nuch headway speed to conpl ete
the turn. Timwatched the sails carefully, and then at the
right nmoment, he coordinated it all with his grandfather's
turn so that the John B turned snoothly to the port side, away

fromthe oncom ng ship.

Down bel ow, Maresol peered out of the porthole near her
bunk, as the John B began to turn, and saw the ship on the
hori zon. Cbviously the two Anericanos were avoi ding the ship,

and just as obviously seened worri ed about whether it had seen
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them She | ooked up at the two Anericanos as they | ooked
anxiously out at the ship with the binocul ars and poi nt ed.
She reached down, and felt the handl e of the knife al ongside
t he bunk. Although the Americanos had not yet nmade a nove to
nol est or take advantage of her, she was still wary. There
was sonet hi ng about these two that kept her suspicions alive.
Al t hough they had i ndeed been very kind and surprisingly
generous to her, why had they avoi ded the ship? Wo were they
real ly? Wat were they running fronf

Al l of these unanswerabl e questions continued to swrl
around inside of her head, and for the first time in her life,
she wi shed that she coul d speak the inperialists’ |anguage.
At | east then, she'd be able to listen to them as they
plotted, and could figure out what they were up to. She
si ghed and | ooked out the porthole again. Maybe then she woul d
be able to find out where on God's green earth they were

t aki ng her.

"Where are we now, Granps?" Timasked, sitting back down
in the cockpit next to his grandfather, who still | ooked
t hrough the binoculars at the departing ship.

"Well.” Gandpa said, sighing as brought down the
bi nocul ars and sat back down at the wheel, "let me check and
see." He consulted his handheld GPS, and checked the chart
that he kept rolled up next to the wheel house. "Oh, we're

right about...” He exami ned the chart closely. "Here." He
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pointed to a spot on the chart. "About hal fway between
Fl ori da and Nassau."

"How nmuch | onger until we get there?"

"Anot her coupl e of days, dependi ng upon the w nd, of
course.”

Ti m nodded. "Boy we have been lucky with the wind so
far, haven't we?"

"Yeah, we have, very lucky. W haven't been becal ned at
all the whole trip. M ght happen, you know. W gotta try to
keep cl ose enough to land so that if we do run into a |ong
wi ndl ess patch, we can crank up the diesel and slip in
sonepl ace, to get sone food and water before we run out."

"You think we m ght?"

"Never know." G andpa | ooked up at the mainsail and
squi nted. "Speaking of the wind, why don't you pull on that
mai nsheet, Tin? That sail's sagging."

Ti msuddenly felt a wave of anger. Hi s grandfather was
al ways ordering himaround. He |ooked up at the sail. "Oh,
it's all right." He shrugged.

"We can get a knot or two nore out of her if it's tight."

Timscowed. "That's all you want, is to be boss is
all,"” he grunbl ed.

"No,” Grandpa said patiently. "I just want the sai
trimed. "

"Do it yourself, then!"
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"No," Grandpa said carefully. "I'"mat the hel mright
now. Wen you're not at the helm then it's your job to keep
the boat in trim"

Angrily, Timthrew down the cushion he'd been sitting on
and stonped off to trimthe sail.

G andpa shook his head. He was actually glad to see Tim
acting alittle bit nore normally again. Not that he was
ordinarily a sullen teenager, but these small acts of
rebel l'i ous tenperanent had been an occasional part of Tims
t eenage personality. Gandpa welconed it back with m xed
feelings. It meant that Timwas recovering from his near
brush wth death with Regina, and the drug dealers, but it
al so neant that the quiet, conpliant days were over.

"Thank you,” Grandpa said as Timsullenly went by him
back into the cabin. "And talk to me in a little bit politer
tone of voice, please. |It's okay to be angry. Everybody gets
angry, but you need to talk to me in a courteous and polite
way, okay?"

"You don't to ne!"

"Yes | do, and you know that, and a little | ess angry
tone to your voice, please.™

"You just don't understand,” Timnuttered from sonewhere
in the depths of the John B s cabin.

Grandpa sighed. "Actually,” he murnmured quietly to
himsel f, "1 do."

Suddenly, G andpa renenbered hinself as a young man, al so

about age sixteen, com ng hone | ate one afternoon after
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school. His father was sitting at the kitchen table, drunk as
usual , and drinking nore beer, cursing at his nother while she
cooked supper.

"Goddamed stupid whore,"” he was saying boozily. "Can't
you get nothin' fucking right?"

"I was just thinking that...” She stood at the stove,
stirring sonmething on the burner.

"Well, you let nme do the fucking thinking around here!
You' re such a goddamed stupid bitch that you don't know your
fucking ass froma goddamed hole in the ... well,"” his father
said sarcastic-ally, noticing himstanding there in the
doorway. "The no-good hippie' s back in towm! How was school
t oday, asshole? O did you think it was beneath your fuckin'’
maj esty’s dignity to even go?"

"I went to school today,"” he said quietly, in a
respectful tone of voice. Long, bitter experiences in the
past had taught himto always talk in a subservient tone of
voi ce when his father was like this. "I always go to school."

"You wat ch your fucking nouth!" his father shouted at
him pointing his finger. "O [I'll cone over there and put ny
fist right through it! You hear nme?" he slurred, shaking his
fist.

"Hi, Honey," his nother said as she smiled wearily,
brushi ng her hair out of her eyes.

"You shut the fuck up, too!"

"Can't | even say hi to ny own son?"
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Hi s father stood up, knocking over the chair, and
backhanded hi s nother.

"Shut the fuck up, ya slut!”

She fell backward against the refrigerator and put her
hand up agai nst her bl eeding nouth, her eyes full of fear.
Suddenly enraged, he’d gone to his nother and hel ped her up.

"You | eave her alone, you fuckin' useless little shit!"
his father shouted, pointing at him

Enraged, Grandpa had turned around toward his father, and
doubl ed his young fists. "You |eave her alone!" He shouted,

his voice shrilling. "You hurt her! You always hurt her!

You're the only usel ess one around here! Al you ever do is
sit around on your ass, and drink all the noney away, pissing
it down the toilet!"

Speechl ess for a nonent, his nouth open, G andpa's father
swayed boozily, just staring at him "You little shit," he
said quietly, taking off his belt. "I always knew you were a
usel ess, fuckin' hippie."

Reachi ng back with the belt, his father struck himwth
it across the face, and continued to beat himw th the belt
over and over, his face contorting with rage and hatred.

"You little bastard! You little shit-for-brains fuckin'
hi ppie! You little cocksucker! Lazy! Good fer nothin'
little bastard! You'll never anount to a pile of shit!

You' re a goddammed, fuckin--"

"No! Stop it!"™ Gandpa' s nother had screaned.
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"Shut up!™ His father said, pushing her back against the
refrigerator. Snarling, he raised the belt again, and was
about to hit her with it, too.

Suddenly, Grandpa grabbed the end of his father's belt.
"Don't you hit her anynore!" he shouted, and surprised hinself
as nmuch as his father, as he punched himhard in the face with
all of his young, enraged strength.

"Jesus Christ!" his father gasped, as he was knocked
backward, scattering the kitchen chairs and the table.
Grandpa’s father hit his head on the table when he went down,
and didn't nove, sprawl ed out on the fl oor.

"Leonard!" G andpa's nother screaned, and rushed over to
her husband, cradling his head in her |ap.

"I's he dead?" G andpa asked.

"No," she said, caressing his father's face. "He's just
passed out."

"I wish he was dead. | wish I'd killed him™"

"Don't say that, honey. Don't ever say that. He is your
father."

"I still wish he was dead."

Hi s father stirred, npaning.

"You better leave for a while. You don't want to be
around here when he cones to."

That was the very day that G andpa had joi ned the
marines, lying to the recruiter about his age. After talking

to his nother on the phone, he stayed at his uncle's house,
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| eaving for boot canmp at Fort Benning later in the week and
then eventually to Vietnam six nonths |ater.

Grandpa sighed as he renenbered the whole incident with
regret. He never saw his parents again. Both of his parents
died in an auto accident a year later. Drunk as usual, his
father had run head on into another car as they were com ng
hone froma party. He renenbered reading the letter fromhis
uncle as he sat in a foxhole near Dai Do. H's eyes filling
with tears, he let the letter fall down into the nud of the
foxhol e, and he wept unashanedly as all around himthe sounds
of battle raged.

Suddenl y, another soldier fromhis platoon splashed into
the foxhole next to him and fired a pattern of bursts out
into the darkened jungle.

"They're all around!™ he said, his voice panicky. "The
place is crawmin' with Charlie!"

Grandpa didn't care. He continued to weep unashanedly.
Nearby a nortar fell, knocking earth into the foxhol e and
shaking the ground with its deafening bl ast.

"Shit!" the other soldier said, shooting another couple

of bursts over the foxhole. "Shit! There's VC all over!

C nmon! Let's get the hell out of here!™

The other soldier grabbed his armand started to pull him
up out of the foxhole, but as soon as he stood up, a burst of
machi ne gun fire, nearly tore himin tw, and he crunpl ed back
down into the nmud of the foxhole. Another nortar blast |anded

near by, partially covering his body with earth. G andpa sat
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there staring at himfor a | ong nonent, hearing the voices of
the Vietcong officers giving orders to their nen.

Suddenly, he junped up out of the foxhole scream ng.
Enraged, he sprayed the jungle around himw th bullets from
his ML6 until the nmagazine was enpty. Bullets buzzed, whined,
and popped all around him crackling through the air. A
Vi et cong sol di er suddenly charged himw th his bayonet, and
Grandpa hit the bayonet up away fromhimw th the butt of his
enpty ML6 kicking the Vietcong soldier in the chest.

Westling the rifle away fromhim he plunged it deeply in the
man' s abdomen, and the Vietcong sol dier screanmed in agony.

Grandpa | ooked up and they were all around him shooting
and charging himw th their bayonets, scream ng and yelling,
with the night lighting up all around himw th nortar bl asts
and bursts of light fromnuzzle fire. G andpa screaned too as
he parried off the Vietcong bayonets and fought with the eneny
all by hinmself in frenzied hand-to-hand conbat. Bullets and
bayonets cut into his arns, and |egs, but none of themwere
debilitating or fatal. Blood was pouring into his eyes and it
was difficult to see, but he didn't care. He didn't care if
he |lived or died.

Finally, after what seened to be an eternity, he stood
al one, with dead Vietcong soldiers all around himin the
darkened jungle. He was shaking all over and covered with
bl ood, both fromthe Vietcong soldiers and his omn. Slowy at
first but then growng in a crescendo was a new sound, m xed

in with the sounds of battle, now further away. At first, he
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ignored it as he stood there, shaking and weepi ng, not sure
whi ch was blinding himnore, tears or his own bl ood, but soon
the cheering fromthe other marines echoed loudly in the
jungl e.

The captain wal ked up to himand put his hand on his
shoul der. "Son," he said his voice full of awe. "That was
t he goddamdest thing | ever sawin nmy life! |In fact, that
was t he goddammdest thing | ever heard of!"

The captain put his armaround himand gently guided him
back to conpany headquarters as he continued to weep
hel pl essly. "C non, son, we gotta get you to a nedic,"” he
said, as all around himthe other marines continued to cheer
and to pound himon the back, and shoul ders.

After a while, as Grandpa sat in the MASH unit recovering
fromhis nunmerous but superficial wounds, he suddenly realized
what had happened, and what he had done. He |eaned over the
side of the bed and threw up into a netal bedpan. Al arned,
the charge nurse called the physician, thinking that he was
going into a delayed shock from his wounds, but G andpa was
fine. He was fine when he was di scharged fromthe hospital
two days later, and he was fine when the general pinned the
Silver Star to his chest. He was even fine when President
Ni xon put the Congressional Medal of Honor over his head. He
was fine ... just fine. Just a young man who had never gotten
a chance to say good-bye to his nother or to hear his father
say to himonce that he was a good boy and that he | oved him

and that he was proud of what he'd done.
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Sadl y, he fingered the Congressional Medal of Honor there
on his chest while the president decorated the man next to
him He sighed. He would have gladly traded it all for just
one good word fromhis father. G andpa sighed as he sat there
at the wheel of the John B. It was rough bei ng sixteen.

Al nost as rough as it was being fifty-five, he laughed to
hi nsel f.

All of these thoughts, feelings, and i mages occurred in
qui ck flashes. G andpa had pondered those events adequately
in the past, so there was no need to do so now. They were
just long ago nenories of an al nbst but not quite forgotten

rebel | i ous youth.

Ti m st onped down the cabin steps and began choppi ng
carrots angrily.

"Trimthat sail!"™ he nuttered angrily to hinself. "Tote
that barge! Thinks he's a big man! | know how to do stuff!
["'m not stupid!"”

"Tin?" his grandfather called fromthe cockpit, his voice
alittle too cheerful.

"Yes?" Timsaid testily.

"You' re gonna nake rice tonight, right?"

"Yeah,” Timnunbled, still chopping the carrots. "What
of it?" He said under his breath.

"You want ne to make it?"

"l can do it, Grandpa."
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"You sure? It's kind of tricky if you never done it
before. You gotta stir --"
"l can do it, Grandpa."

"kay." G andpa said.

Mar esol peeked out between the curtains in front of her
bunk and wat ched as the young Anericano was furiously chopping
carrots. She reached back and touched the knife. Something
was happening. The two Anmericanos were argui ng about
sonet hing. Probably about her.

She continued to watch through the curtains as the young
Aneri cano cooked supper. So far, they had not tried to poison
or drug her, but instead of easing her suspicions, it only
served to confuse her and nmake her nore wary of other nore
subtle plots. Suddenly, a thought occurred to her. WMaybe
these two weren't CI A agents after all, but just a couple of
rich Americano tourists sailing in their |uxurious yacht,
idling away their tine while the poor workers they oppressed
starved. Her eyes narrowed. That nade them even worse than
the CIA since their greed and oppression supported the
activities of the CIA and the capitalist taskmasters. She
blinked. But they didn't seemto be greedy. They'd actually
been ki nd, and generous with her since she'd been on the boat,
and Maresol found herself very confused and perpl exed. Wat

were these two up to?
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Mar esol suddenly noticed that the young Americano was
putting way too nuch rice in a pan on the stove. He filled
the pan alnost to the top, and then poured in just enough
water to cover it. Wat was he doing? Maresol noved back
fromthe curtains. It was going to explode all over. They
were going to sink fromall the ricel!

Soon, the suspense was killing her, and she timdly
peeked out again through the side of the curtain to see the
rice on the stove begin to boil over, and Timfrantically
ladling it into another pan.

"Eeek!" she squeaked involuntarily, and retreated back
agai n on the bunk.

Curiosity eventually got the best of her, and she peeked
out once nore to see Timstill ladling a boiling rice vol cano
into other pots and pans that continued to send geysers of
rice up into the air. The young Anericano even had rice in
his hair. She |aughed to herself.

Suddenly, the old Anericano started to conme down into the
cabin, and Maresol noticed that he stopped dead in his tracks
upon seeing Timstruggling with the rice. The old nman
retreated quickly, shaking his head and smling. Wy did he
do that? A senior Cl A agent woul d not have tol erated such
i nconpetence in a junior partner, and neither would a rich,
oppressive capitalist. She sat back on the bunk anazed and
per pl exed, and she hid underneath the pillow to ponder these

gquestions further. Supper was going to be | ate anyhow.
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Supper that evening was good, but strained. Still wary
of being drugged or poisoned, Maresol cautiously waited until
the two Anericanos began eating their food first, and then she
ate heartily. She was amazed at how well and quickly the
young Anericano had hidden the rice that up until only a few
m nut es before was covering all of the bul kheads, galley, and
carpeting. The old Anericano seened anused, but didn't appear
to mention the overflowing rice that Maresol knew he was wel |
aware of. The young Anericano, on the other hand, ate
qui etly, | ooking down at his plate.

She stood up fromthe table after having eaten her fill.
She still didn't always finish her plate, however, just in
case the Anmericanos had put sonmething in it, and she stood by
the tabl e, hanging her head. She still didn't know exactly
what these two were up to, but she neverthel ess thought that
it would be the height of rudeness and ingratitude not to at
| east thank them for being kind to her, even if it was part of
a plot of sone sort. Alnobst as nuch a surprise to her as to
Ti mand G andpa, she thanked them

"Senor Cl A agents, or rich, lazy capitalists, or whatever
you are," she said in Spanish, still hanging her head, | ooking
down at the floor. "thank you for saving ny life, and for
being so kind and generous to ne. | am however, a | oyal
Cuban citizen, and will do nothing at all willingly to
enbarrass ny country or its unselfish and gl orious |eader,

Fidel Castro. | go now"
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Mar esol turned, and then as she passed by the door to the
bat hroom she paused, and as an afterthought, opened the door.
Timstarted to cone up out of his seat in a panic with his
nmout h open, but it was too late. There in the sink sat three
encrusted pans enbedded in a still snoldering nountain of
excess rice lava. Maresol put her hand to her nouth, but it
was too late. Her shoul ders shook, and she suddenly burst out
| aughi ng and | ooked back at the two Anericanos who still sat
at the table. The old nman was al so | aughing, as if he already
knew what it was that she was | ooking at, while the young
Aneri cano bl ushed and | ooked down at his plate. For a nonent,
just briefly before she went inside, her eyes net G andpa's
eyes, and they shared the joke. Those eyes bothered her
suddenly. They were so full of |ife, gentleness, and warnth,
devoid of any pretense or guile. How could anybody with
i nnocent eyes |ike that do anything wong?

Mar esol | ay down again on her bunk and drew t he curtai ns.
Her grandnother's warning to her that "the Devil is very
handsone"” canme back into her head, as well as all the |essons
in school about the great, evil, "inperialist” giant to the
north. Wy had she |eft Cuba? She crossed herself. It was
evidently the will of God that she suffer, for sone unknown
sin that she had comm tted.

“Holy Mot her of God," she prayed, "forgive ne."

Then, she renmenbered the dark, storny sea, and the raft
pitching up and down in the cruel waves as one by one her

famly all slipped off and into the water. First, her sister
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A oria was washed overboard with a terrified scream Her
Uncl e Juan dove in to try and save her, but he never returned
to the raft either. Then her nother, who was still tearfully
hol ding G oria' s baby, was swept overboard by another wave.

"Maria!" her father called out, and then also went in
after her like Uncle Juan had, but he too di sappeared beneath
t he dark waves and never returned.

Maresol still clung to the heaving raft in the cruel,
angry sea, weeping bitterly. Surely she was bei ng puni shed
for not trying to save her famly, too, she thought m serably
as she held her face in her hands.

"I ama coward,” she whispered. "I was neant to drown,
too."

"She's crying again, Grandpa,” Timsaid quietly as he sat

in the cockpit near the door.

"Aw, poor girl." G andpa shook his head. "Wy don't you
bring her up on deck? 1It's tinme we introduced our young guest
to the sunshine. |It'd be good for her to cone out for a
while."

“Sure.”

"Carefully though, huh? | nean, don't frighten the poor
thing. You know, knock first."

Timrolled his eyes. Sonetimes G andpa coul d be so
stupid. O course, everybody knows that you' re supposed to

knock before entering a room "I wll,"” he said inpatiently,

and then went down into the cabin.
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"I hope so,” Grandpa said to hinself, still wondering
where the m ssing kitchen knife m ght actually be.

Timhesitated before the curtain to Maresol's bunk as she
continued to weep forlornly. H's heart was racing as he
knocked on the bul khead beside the curtain, and cleared his
throat. "Maresol," he said quietly. "Wy don't you cone out

on deck with us? It's a beautiful day out there.”

Mar esol ceased sobbing and strai ghtened, suddenly
terrified. Wre they comng for her finally? Now? She
touched the handl e of the knife there beside her, between the
bunk and the hull of the John B. The young Anericano knocked
again, and called to her gently. Maresol stayed still,
wai ting. Soon, however, the young Americano inexplicably
sighed, |ike he was di sappointed, and then turned around, and
went back away fromthe curtain. There was sonething in his
voi ce that called to Maresol, however, sonething beyond the
words ... sonmething pleasant and sonet hing i nnocent |ike the
old man. It was sonething different that she couldn't
explain. She suddenly opened the curtain.

"Que' ?" she said. "What is it?"

Timturned around, and his face brightened. He beckoned
to her. "It ... it's a nice day out today,” Tim stamered.
"We were hoping that you mght like to cone up, and enjoy sone

of the sunshine, instead of staying down here in the dark.
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It's really a beautiful day out there.” He swung his arm up
to the cabin door, toward the cockpit where G andpa sat.

Mar esol shook her head, and inmediately the young
Ameri cano's handsone face fell and his shoul ders sl unped. He
was really disappointed that she didn't want to cone up with
theminto the sunshine, Mresol thought.

She reconsidered, and | ooked out of the porthole near her
bunk. It had been a long tinme since she'd even wanted to go
out into the elenents again, but suddenly she felt stifled
down there in the cabin. The young Anmericano turned around
and clinbed up the stairs, disappearing through the cabin
door. Carefully, Maresol stepped out into the cabin and
gingerly, for the first tinme, clinbed up the steps behind him
into the sunshine, blinking her eyes against it.

"She won't cone out, Granps,” Timwas saying. "She --"
He stopped in m dsentence when he saw her com ng up out of the
cabin into the cockpit.

“Well...” Grandpa beaned at her. "She snuck out behind
you, Tim"

Timsmled at her, and beckoned for her to sit down,
patti ng one of the cushions beside him "She's as quiet as a
cat. | didn't even hear her."

Mar esol blinked several nore tines, and shaded her eyes
agai nst the sudden brightness. She carefully stepped out into
the cockpit and her eyes darted back and forth between the old

man, and the young Anericano. She sighed and breathed in

deeply. It did feel good to be out again. She |ooked al

144



around. Nothing at all could be seen but an endl ess bl ue
sunny sky, and an endl ess blue, rolling ocean. Were were
they? The young Anericano patted the cushi on beside him
again. Maresol warily took the cushion and noved it as far
away from himand as close to the cabin door as she coul d,
t hen sat down.

"There we are,” Grandpa said triunmphantly. "See, we
don't bite."

"Ch, Grandpa.” Timrolled his eyes.

"Way don't you turn on the radio for our young guest?
Get her feeling maybe a little nore confortable.™

"Can't. W're out of range. Al we get is static.”

"Ch. Too bad."

"Why don't you play us sonething, Gandpa. On your
gui tar?"

Grandpa shrugged. "If you want. Here, you take the
wheel, and I'll go down and get it."

Mar esol watched the two Anmericanos carefully as they
swi tched places and the old one went down into the cabin
again. She began to relax, and to | ook around at the boat
fromthe outside. She shook her head. It was a very nice
boat. A very rich one. It nust have cost thousands and
t housands of American noney. U.S. currency, Maresol knew
wel |, was highly prized in Cuba by not only Castro hinself for
the boost to the failing econony that its influx provided, but
al so by the black market that woul d accept nothing el se. She

sniffed in disgust. How nuch food could that noney buy to
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give to the starving, oppressed poor working class in Anmerica?
How many ragged people would it cl othe?

Suddenly the old Anericano cane back out of the cabin,
carrying a guitar case. He set it down on the seat opposite
her and opened it up, taking out a gleam ng black and yell ow
acoustic guitar. Maresol's eyes opened wide. It too was very
expensi ve-| ooki ng. None of the old, and cracked guitars that
Mar esol had ever seen in Cuba, even those of professional
nmusi ci ans, | ooked nearly as nice as this one. Suddenly, she
was of fended. Even the great Cuban classical guitarist Juan
Rodregos didn't have as nice a guitar as this one. And what
do greedy, rich, oppressive inperialists know of real nusic
and culture, being so overly concerned with nothing but noney
and how to get nore? She sniffed, as G andpa funbled on the
guitar, trying to tune it.

Suddenly, nmuch to her surprise and shock, the old man
began to play a very conplicated and very beautiful classical
pi ece on his guitar. Maresol's nmouth fell open. The old
Anmericano was good. Not only that, but he seened to play with
an ease, a fluid, practiced grace that actually raised
goosebunps on her arm She even recognized it as a piece she
had attenpted to play herself on her neighbor's piano in Cuba.
She knew firsthand that it was not an easy piece of nusic.
Maresol ' s nmout h renai ned open as she watched his ninble
fingers fly over the frets and strings as if the very
intricate nusic he was playing were nothing at all. Suddenly,

he was done. Maresol inpulsively stood up and appl auded.
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"Muy bien, Senor CIAl'" she said. "Very, very good!"

G andpa sm | ed.

"I think she likes it, Ganps,” Timsaid. "Wat was
t hat ?"

"Gavotte en Rondeau, by Bach.™

"Bach! Johann Sebastian Bach!" Maresol said
enthusiastically, sitting down. "Yes, | know that one!"
“Ah...” Gandpa smled. "Another classical nusic

afi ci onado. "

Timrolled his eyes.

"Well, okay, for an appreciative audi ence, another one.”

Agai n, G andpa played a song, and once nore Maresol was
enthralled with his expertise and interpretation of the nusic.

"Aye." Maresol smled with pleasure after the song was
finished. "That was very, very nice, Senor rich capitalist!
Where did you learn howto play |like that, and have enough
time to get all the noney for this boat?"

"I wsh | knew what she just said, Grandpa. |It's too bad
she doesn't speak English.”

"Yeah. Too bad. But, l|like they say, nusic is the
i nternational |anguage.”

"Do you know one in Spani sh?"

"What, you nmean ne sing?" G andpa |aughed. "Now that
woul d nmake her junp overboard and swi m back to Cuba!”

“"No. | nean a song from Cuba. Did you ever play any
songs from Cuba when you were playing with the Florida

Synphony?"
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"Ch, a Cuban conposer? Yeah. Sure. Here's one.”

Suddenly, nuch to Maresol's surprise, and delight, the
ol d Anericano began to play a guitar solo witten by Rodregos.
He knew of Rodregos! Maresol sat listening, entranced. She
had heard Rodregos play once and suddenly realized that
al though this old man wasn't nearly as good as him he was
better than anybody el se Maresol had ever heard. She
appl auded again, this tine with tears in her eyes.

That evening, as Maresol lay in her bunk, she tossed and
turned. She couldn't sleep. Sonething was wong, and she
couldn't figure out what it was. These two Anericanos did not
at all fit the nold of the stereotyped greedy, rich Anmerican.
| ndeed, they had been very generous and nice to her. They
al so knew and appreciated culture and nusic, and when she was
crying earlier, the young Anericano actually seened worried
about her, and concerned for her well-being. Wat was his
nane again? Tim That was it. H's name was Tim and the old
Anmericano was called "G andpa.” It didn't sound |ike a nane,
nore like a title. Perhaps it was sonething |ike "Col onel" or
"Major," like the old Soviet KGB. Maresol shook her head.

No. These two were not spies. She was sure of that now.

Mar esol was not sure what bothered her the nost, whether
it was that Gandpa, and Timdidn't fit the typical picture of
Aneri cans she'd been taught in school, or the old man's eyes.
They were so warm and i nnocent-1ooking. Then there was the
problemwith Timas well. Yes, the devil is very handsone,

but he was not a devil. Just watching him Maresol could tel
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that he was a good, kind, decent young nman, just like the old
one.

Mar esol turned over. She could hear the music again in
her m nd, and she sml|ed as she renenbered it. The way the
old Anericano played, it was a thing of true beauty. It had
touched her soul. Misic doesn't lie, she thought.

But then there was suddenly sonmething that bothered her

the nost of all. She turned over in her bunk and tried not to
think of it, but it was still there, forcing its way into her
consciousness. It was a misty, indistinct nenory that was

al nrost nore of a feeling than a real thought, since it
occurred when she was still on the raft, sem conscious. Those
strong, mascul i ne hands bot hered her now as she thought of
themlifting her up with ease fromthe raft onto the John B.
She buried her face in the pillow as she renenbered anot her
sayi ng her grandnot her had.

"You can tell a ot about a man in how he touches you.
There is nothing so gentle as true strength, and yet nothing
so strong as true gentleness.™

Those hands kept bothering her. They were so gentle.
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