9/22/2026 Summer Breeze

Marco smoothed the folded documents and slid them carefully into the inner breast pocket of his jacket.
The waiter stepped up carrying four large shallow bowls.
The smell drifted across the table before the bowls did.
The zuppa di pesce was crowded with food. Mussels and clams nested among chunks of white fish, pink prawns, and rings of squid. The broth shimmered with olive oil, garlic, white wine, tomatoes and fresh herbs. Underneath it all, the unmistakable smell of the sea.
The waiter set the bowls down carefully.
They ate slowly at first, savoring the seafood and dipping bread into the broth. Outside, the harbor lights reflected in the dark water.
“Marco,” Jason said. “How would you like to take your boat out for a sail?”
“I’d love to,” Marco said. “But I can’t take her out until I get my boater’s license and I can’t get that until I’m eighteen, next month.”
“You can take her out if you have someone with you who has a boater’s license.”
Marco understood right away. “You’d be willing to do that?”
“I’m a sailor at heart and, I must admit, I fell quite in love with your boat when I sailed her to the cove. Yes, I'd very much like to go sailing. Why don’t you meet me in the cove tomorrow morning and we’ll take her out?”
Marco looked at his mom.
Lucia nodded. “I can handle the bakery by myself tomorrow. Enjoy yourself.”
“If we leave at nine, we’ll catch the morning breeze off the hills,” Marco said. “That makes clearing the rocks much easier.”
“OK, nine it is,” Jason replied. “Now that you’ve finished school, what are your plans?”
“I just found out I passed my oral exams. I’ll go to Genoa University this September, if we can afford it. I hope to study marine biology.”
Lucia leaned over and spoke quietly to Marco. “We’ll find the money, hon. Don’t worry about it.”
Dinner stretched late into the night over broken bread and easy conversation. On the way home Marco asked, “Can you drop me off at the boat? I want to make sure everything is ready.”
“Not in those clothes, hon. You can get up as early as you want and take care of things then.”

Chapter 3	The Notebook
	It was still dark when Marco headed for the boat. He had a pack with a flashlight, tools, a loaf of bread, and a plastic canteen of fresh water. At the boat, he stripped off the wheel cover and opened the companionway. He swept his light across the familiar salon. Stepping over the coaming, he tossed his backpack in, then backed down, holding on to the handrails.
	On the port side lay the head, then forward of that, the navigation table. The main electrical panel was above the table. Reaching out, he turned on the main switch and toggled the interior lights. The cabin glowed in a soft light.
	The engine sat behind the removable companionway stairs. A quick inspection revealed a clean and proper engine compartment. The diesel filters looked practically new. 
	Moving to the head, Marco opened an engine access panel in the side of the shower stall. He reached in, opened the engine cooling seacock, and checked the bilge. Bone dry.
	Past the galley on the starboard side, the aft cabin opened onto a wide berth running full-beam beneath the cockpit. There was barely two feet of headroom. Underneath the mattress at the foot of the berth, a hatch opened into the hull. Marco crawled back, rolled back the mattress and pulled the hatch cover. He wedged his head into the opening. The flashlight illuminated a dry seal where the propeller shaft exited the hull. As he was shifting to back out, his light caught the reflection of silver tape securing a waterproof pouch. Inside the clear pouch he saw a notebook.
He ripped the tape off, broke the waterproof seal and opened the notebook. The pages bore his father's distinct block lettering. It began with a summary page containing columns of names, numbers, and dates. It was an investigation log.
	A voice from the quay broke through the silence. “Ahoy the boat. Permission to come aboard?” It was Jason’s voice.
	Marco quickly taped the notebook back in place, secured the cover, and scrambled out of the berth.

