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At the Lenoir City exit off the interstate, they ate at a deli.  He watched 
as she tried hard, but she threw away much more than she consumed.  He 
accepted this and made a concerted effort to make no outward sign that he 
was aware.

As they left the deli, he grabbed her unopened Cheetos.  She had 
picked them out, so she must like their taste… if ever she ate them. 

They needed a cart to get everything out to Tattoo.  She walked with him 
as he returned the cart.  Once aboard Tattoo, they separated their purchases 
and she took hers forward.  She put the frog on the berth right up against the 
bulkhead… out of sight from the cabin.  Kneeling on the deck, she coveted 
each item before she put it in her drawer beneath her berth.  Every article of 
clothing, she refolded perfectly and found an exact spot for it in the drawer.  
She inserted the posts with the jade beads into her earlobes.  

Unable to endure any longer, she grabbed the frog and buried her face 
in its tummy.  Her wracking sobs were muffl ed.  

For some reason he turned to look forward.  He saw her wretched 
condition.  Her little body was absolutely quaking.  If he hadn’t seen the 
frog legs and arms sticking out, he would have thought she was having a 
seizure.  He turned and moved quickly to the hatch and then up and into 
the cockpit where he pretended to work on the pedestal… in sight for her, 
but out of sight for him – because she was below in the darkness.  If she 
needed him she had only to call out.

His cell phone rang.  
“Sir, this is Glen, will you bring the swimmer up to the bar tonight?  

She’s become a celebrity around here and we all want to meet her.  We 
don’t care how she looks, just, please bring her to Calhoun’s tonight.”

“Glen, her name is Lori.”
“I’m sorry, Sir.  Lori.  Please Sir, it’s important for us to meet her.”
“She’s had a very rough 24 hours.  I’ll ask her, but even if she accepts, I 

can’t let her stay very long.”
“All we can ask, Sir.  Did you fi nd a crew?”
“Well… Lori wants to try it.  I’ll have to train her.  But, she’s extremely 

intelligent and I’m certain she’ll get the technical aspects of it quickly.  
We’ll see about the rest, but I’m willing to give it a try.”

Glen observed, “Anybody who can fall injured into that channel in the 
night and swim to the other side, must be persistent enough to be a crew. 
We look forward to seeing y’all tonight, Sir!” and he hung up.

Mikey walked forward and peered into the cabin.  She was in the head.  

He began to inventory what he had learned about her in this short day.  
She was a twenty four year old woman in the body of a ten year old girl… 
defi nitely undernourished for a woman her age.  She was pretty banged 
up, but had hauled herself out of a very dangerous situation.  She was well 
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educated and extremely intelligent.  Lori was perceptive and retained 
information after only one exposure.  

But, then there was the “cutter” allegation by Mary, who ought to know 
because she is a nurse.  Mikey didn’t see anything when he was sponging 
her off… but then, he wasn’t looking.  Lori was kind of “Velcro”, but Mikey 
was not discouraging that because he felt she was entitled to have someone 
to lean on in her condition.

She came from an apparently affl uent, but broken situation.  She didn’t 
have a mother and little respect for her father.  She had a couple of 
girlfriends, but had not mentioned any men friends… unless you could 
consider the “jerk” that brought her to Tennessee, and then left while she 
was in the water.  He suspected that her “love life” was non-existent.  

She was probably a super-achiever.  What he didn’t know, was what 
she needed.  If he let her need him, then he might be acquiring another 
daughter.  He didn’t know if she was just passing through or staying as a 
new chapter in his life.  Her emotional state was still unaccounted for.  She 
wanted a stuffed animal… and then used it to cry into.  Did she cry all the 
time?  Was she emotionally stable?  Could she control her emotions?  He 
had not seen what she was like when she got angry.  

He did know one thing for certain; she wanted a chance and he was 
going to give it to her.  
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Chapter 5 – Seamanship 101

In a few minutes, she regained control of her emotional outburst.  
Suddenly feeling relieved she sat up and looked down at the poor 
frog in her arms.  He had some blood mixed with the tears on his 

tummy.  She felt sorry for him and took him to the head where she made 
a damp washcloth with cold water and blotted away the blood.  She looked 
to see that Captain Mikey was out by the helm, talking on his cell phone.  
Shielding the frog from view, she slipped back to the vee-berths and put 
the stuffed animal back up against the bulkhead.  She suspected from the 
Captain’s behavior, that he wouldn’t come unsolicited into her space.  He 
seemed very respectful of her.

She decided to put on some makeup and show her face on deck.  The 
mirror in the head was not really very large, but she managed to subdue 
the black and blue signifi cantly.  She didn’t wash off any scabs because she 
didn’t want them to bleed any more.

When she arrived on deck, the Captain asked, “I had a call from Glen, 
the dock hand.  He says you have attained some sort of celebrity status at 
the bar.  Your fans are clamoring for you to appear so that they can slap 
you on the back and get your autograph, I suppose.  Anyway, will you 
accept their humble invitation?”

Inside she cringed.  “I don’t need any more humiliation.”
But, she decided to “buck up” and nodded, “yes.”  
“Good!” he said, “We’ll get a bite to eat and you can bask in your ‘fi fteen 
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She answered their questions as if she could remember everything 
perfectly. There was no mention of “the Jerk” by anyone.  She answered 
with great aplomb about why and how she got the dress off. They asked if 
she were naked when she swam across.  She offered that she would not 
answer such a personal question.  That, then became the question of the 
evening and she defl ected it, phrased differently, every time.  They could 
not stump her.  

Mikey muscled to the bar and, off to her side, asked the bar tender to 
bring her a chef’s salad with a couple of different dressings on the side.  
He nodded.  

After about an hour, a whole gin and tonic, and some attempt at the 
salad, he noticed she was holding on tight to the bar.  

He said loudly, “Ladies and gentlemen, I’m afraid Miss Baxter must 
end this indelicate roast and retire to rebuild her strength for the next 
competition.  Stand back, you Lubbers!”  

One young fellow offered her his arm to escort her to the door, but she 
took Captain Mikey’s arm instead.  She grinned.

“Meet my Chief of Security.”  
She held on tight - she was tipsy.  The young folks made a path, although 

some started good natured taunting. 
“Miss… Oh Miss… can I have your autograph?”
They pushed out into the night air.  Some of the partiers followed them 

out, wanting to prolong the festivities.  They fell back when Captain Mikey 
draped the little white sweater over her shoulders as she stopped to catch 
her breath.  She sagged a little, but he caught her elbow.  

Glen ran up to them and asked, “Is everything all right?”
Lori looked at him and said, “Thank you! you are a sport!  Thank you 

for rescuing my purse.”  
She held up the canvas purse with the dried mud on it and waved 

it around.

When they got through the gate and to the foot of the dock, Captain 
Mikey carried her over the uneven surface, to Tattoo.  

As he helped her to the dark vee-berth, she asked, “Tee shirt?”  
He brought one to her and helped her get the jumper over her head.  

He helped her into the tee shirt and then handed her the frog.  
“Lori, you are one hell of a lady.  G’night sailor!”  
He left her sitting in the dark.

He awoke in the middle of the night, to fi nd her and the frog nestled into 
him in his own berth.  Resolving himself to the situation, he reached above 
and pulled a blanket from the compartment.  He spread it over her.  Her hair 
smelled so good to him.  He closed his eyes… and then it was morning.  
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“Lori… Lori?” He said quietly.  “We have to get up.”
She stirred and then opened her eyes.  She moved to rub her eyes and 

he grabbed her hand. 
“Don’t rub your eyes,” he said.  
She struggled to sit up, so he helped her.  She rubbed her ears.  He’d 

forgotten about women and sleeping in earrings.   She looked down the 
front of her tee-shirt and confi rmed that the necklace was still there.

He helped her to stand and then she shuffl ed into the head… the aft 
head… his head!  

“I know,” she groaned, “…the instructions are on the bulkhead.”   

There’s really no modesty on a boat.  When she had fi nished, the door 
opened slightly.  

“I forgot my toothbrush.”  
He went to the drawer beneath her berth.  Opening it he found that the 

tray was neatly laid out with every item in its place.  He picked up her tooth 
brush and a hair brush.  Tapping on the door caused a hand to reach out.  

“Thank you.”

He went to the book rack and pulled out the Chapman to lay it where 
she would clearly see it.  He began making a list of tasks to be accomplished 
during the day. Suddenly,  he remembered it was Sunday.  

He made coffee… only to discover that she didn’t drink coffee.  He made 
instant oatmeal for them both.  She ate most of hers.  He again made an 
effort not to notice.  He gave her a small bowl of fruit, which she ate.  She 
swallowed a vitamin with her orange juice… no argument… no hesitation!

She went to her berth and put on fresh clothes for the day… Khaki 
shorts and a red tee shirt.  She wore her boat shoes without socks… just 
like Captain Mikey.  She slipped into the head to check her hair and the 
condition of her face.  The swelling in her lips was gone.  Most of the red 
was out of her eye and she was certain that there was a signifi cant lessening 
of the black and blue… but now, a hint of brown.  She took off the band-aid 
from her cheek bone and applied another dab of Neosporin to it and the 
cut on her eyebrow.  Two swipes of the hair brush and she turned to 
Captain Mikey, who was watching through the open door.  He nodded 
and motioned her to sit beside him on the settee.  He began:

“First, today is Sunday.  We won’t work today, but I’m also a day behind.  
We’ll use some of the day to get you started on terminology and safety.  
This big book is Chapman.  It’s like a how-to bible for boat people.  There’s 
a section in here about parts of a sailboat.  

“Because we have to go through the Tennessee-Tombigbee Waterway, 
we can’t have a mast and sails… there are some bridges we couldn’t pass 
under.  Our mast has been shipped to a boatyard in Mobile, Alabama 
where we’ll step it later in our passage.  

“Tomorrow, I’ll inspect all of the safety equipment.  We’ll also break 




