Summer Breeze		End of chapter 1c		   	  By: Dave Howe 	 “That's not your boat. It’s my father's. What are you doing with it?”
Jaguar just stood there. “You must be Mark Patterson? Right?”
“How do you know my name?” Mark asked.
“I used to work with your father. He talked about you all the time.”
“You work for EIGO?”
“Well, technically I’m retired. But I am helping train Catherine to take over Paul’s district. And,” he continued, “I’m here to return your sailboat.”

Chapter 2	Il Doge 
Mark watched his mother lay out his clothes. His suit, purchased for the oral exams, was spread out on the bed. White shirt and blue tie lay beside it. Leather shoes and black socks were on the floor.
“What do they mean they have information about Dad’s estate?”
“I don’t know, hon,” she replied. “Maybe it’s something about his job. We’ll just have to wait and see.”
“Why don’t they just tell us? Why do we have to go to a restaurant to find out?”
“That’s just the way men do things. They like to make a big deal about things. I think it makes them feel important.”
“Why do I have to dress up?”
“Honey, if I get a dinner invitation, I’m going to dress up. And if I dress up, you’re going to dress up. Got it?”
“Il Doge, that’s the fancy one in the Hotel Cenobio dei Dogi, isn’t it?”
“That’s the one. Now you finish getting dressed while I change.”
Twenty minutes later his mother emerged. At thirty-seven, the black cocktail dress made her look striking. 
“Wow, Mom, you look great.”
“You don’t look so bad yourself. Let's get going. We don’t want to keep our important hosts waiting.”
Lucia’s vehicle, a Fiat Fiorino Combi, doubled as the bakery delivery van. They drove the two miles to the restaurant and parked in the hillside lot.
At the door, the greeting was warm. “Signora Patterson! Buonasera! It is a pleasure to see you. Your guests arrived a few minutes ago.” 
“Hi Francesca,” Lucia whispered as she reached out and touched the waitress on her arm. “How’s your mom?”
“She’s better, Luci. Thanks for the bread you sent. Rosemary is her favorite. Please follow me to your table.”
At the table, Jason stood. “Hello, Mrs. Patterson, I’m Jason Dodge. This is Catherine Rose.”
Lucia extended her hand to Jason and nodded at Catherine. “I’m glad to meet you,” she said. “I understand you've already met Mark.” Mark shook Jason’s hand and pulled out a chair for his mom.
The waiter appeared with four menus.
“We’re pretty new here, Lucia. Would you mind ordering for us?”
Lucia smiled and glanced at the menu. “How about a big zuppa di pesce for the table? Something we can all share.”
Jason nodded. “Sounds good to me.”
Lucia caught the waiter's attention. “A zuppa di pesce, please. Whatever is freshest today. Enough for four. Is the catch good tonight?”
“Orata, branzino, mussels, clams, prawns. There is also some squid.”
“Perfect,” Lucia said. “And a bottle of the Vermentino,” she added.
The waiter smiled. “Excellent choice, Signora Patterson. And I’ll bring plenty of bread for the broth.”
“Good,” Lucia said. “That’s the important part.”
The waiter collected the menus and disappeared toward the kitchen.
Mark leaned back in his chair and looked out through the restaurant window. Beyond the glass, the lights of Camogli were beginning to appear along the waterfront. The last light of the day still hung over the sea.
The waiter returned with the wine. He opened the bottle and poured a small amount into Lucia's glass.
She tasted it and nodded.
“That's good.”
The waiter filled the other glasses.
Mark lifted his glass and looked at Jason.
“To Dad?”
Jason raised his glass.
“To Paul.”
The four glasses touched.
“To Paul,” Lucia said quietly.
For a moment nobody spoke.
“I want to start by apologizing for not contacting you sooner,” Jason said. “This is the kind of thing our company hasn't dealt with before.” He paused. “Let me start with our role. I am retired, but I was a manager for EIGO and I knew Paul. “I’m here to help Catherine take over Paul’s district, covering the Ligurian coast from Portofino west to the French border, including Camogli here and Genoa.” 
Catherine nodded.
“About ten years ago, we asked Paul to buy a sailboat to use as a mobile office, here, in Genoa and in Portofino. We reimbursed him for the purchase, of course. EIGO didn’t want our name on the title so Paul was listed as the owner.”
He continued. “When Paul died we spirited the boat away to our office in Spain to make sure the business papers were secured. Then, after much discussion with our solicitors, it was decided that the boat belonged to Paul, not EIGO.” 
He looked straight at Mark. “Your father had a will, and he left the boat to you, Mark.”
Jason pulled some papers from his vest pocket and handed them to Mark. “These are the transfer documents. Since you are seventeen, your mom will need to co-sign as legal guardian, but the vessel is officially yours.”
Mark smoothed the folded documents and slid them carefully into the inner breast pocket of his jacket.
“You’ll need this,” Jason said as he slid over a set of keys on a yellow float. “One key is to the main hatch and the other is for the diesel.”
Mark held the keys for a moment, then slid them into his pocket. “Thanks,” he said.

