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      To my husband, Neil. Also, to my mother. A woman of courage, support, and memories of you that will last forever with you at our favorite vacation spot.
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      I wanted to give a big shout out to the first responders for everything that they have done this year, to keep us safe, and I wish to honor them.

      

      This story has two men on quads at the beach with a full cavalier, this already happened before the pandemic, and they were already protecting us! I have never seen armed protection at the beach of that caliber, and I felt safe knowing they were there. I really did see them, and still don’t know why they appeared on quads. Thank you for protecting us!

      

      This is a story of pirates and buccaneers that had the freedom and did whatever they wanted to survive and live a ruthless lifestyle.

      

      Thank goodness we’ve moved forward in society with rules, respect, and dignity for others.
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      A gold doubloon slips onto Ginger's feet while walking up the beach of Virginia’s Chincoteague Island.

      Ginger and her husband, curious about the medallion, visit a local museum seeking artifacts.

      A chance encounter with a wharf, a local historian, and a coin collector, brings them to uncover the historical significance of the medallion

      But soon enough, the couple discovers a trove of secrets about the island since the 17th century. What are the haunting details about the coin that brings back a curse from the mystic sea?
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      In another time on the island, pirates sailed the sea transporting goods with captured mates. Ships were filled with treasures of tobacco, coins, jewels, ready to attack at sea to survive. After the revolutionary war, these men would terrorize the villages to meet their needs. Old tales stay true, nothing leaves the island, but it remains buried underneath the earth’s surface as ghosts and mysterious phantoms.
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      Chincoteague,‌ ‌Virginia!‌ ‌On the‌ ‌last‌ ‌day‌ ‌of‌ ‌May,‌ my husband and I ‌booked‌ ‌a‌ ‌rental ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌island‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌week.‌ ‌We‌ ‌couldn't‌ ‌wait‌ ‌to‌ ‌get‌ ‌there‌.‌

      I needed to get away this year. I needed to unwind. One of my favorite places to go to was the beach.

      The alarm went off. I hit the snooze button, turned over and cuddled with Beau for a few minutes. I reached over, put my fingers through his freshly-cut-buzz cut, whispered in his ear, “It’s time to get up, Honey. Are you ready to get out of here and go to the beach?”

      He moaned, stretched out, and flipped the covers up off of him. Sighing, he put his hand over his mouth and said, “Let’s get ready, Ginger. You go first.” He smiled over at me.

      I got up and went to the bathroom, excited for our trip. Showered and dressed, I dried my long, wavy hair, the color of ginger cookies. In the mirror, I noticed signs of weariness but hoped to alleviate this during the next week. Dabbing on a few of my favorite cosmetics, throwing my hair up in a ponytail, and blowing a kiss in the mirror, I was happy.

      While my husband crawled out of bed, I walked down the hall towards the kitchen to start the coffee. I forgot my watch and went back to the bedroom to grab it and saw Beau struggling with his aqua blue tank top. I laughed and helped pull it over his head, kissing his cheek.

      To get us on the road, I fixed our coffees in travel mugs, and rinsed the pot out, before putting it in the sink. I grabbed my sweater off of the coat rack, and met Beau at the front door, as he slipped on his brown sandals. 

      “I’m glad that we packed the truck last night,” he said.

      “Me too.” I grabbed my purse and hung it on my shoulder. I said, “Honey, it’s going to be sunny all day. And, I checked the weather for Chincoteague. Going to be in the seventies all week.”

      “Sounds like we picked a good time to take a vacation.” He slipped on his ball cap. “No stress dealing with the contractors to finish up the buildings. My right-hand man is doing that job.”

      Key in the door, I smiled. “I’m glad. You need a break.” We both did.
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      We drove for several hours through Pennsylvania towards Harrisburg in our new red Nissan truck. The sun came up, and it was around nine in the morning. Lush fields passed by the windows, and I saw the windmills and colorful flowers. So much better than the snow. Somewhere off the highway, Beau pulled into a rest-stop, and we scurried off to the restroom.

      Meeting in the lobby, I said, “I'm hungry, can we grab a bite to eat?” Through the expansive windows, I glanced across the road. I immediately saw a pizza parlor. I pointed over to the restaurant. “How about pizza?”

      His eyes widened, “You know I love a good pizza. Hop in, Sugar, and let’s go eat lunch.” I climbed in the truck and shut the door.

      An excellent driver, to be honest, probably better than me, Bae pulled out of the parking lot. Road rage wasn’t in his vocabulary. That was my husband, my rock, a patient man in everything. He waited for passing cars, saw an opportunity, and we jetted over to the pizza parlor.

      Upon walking in, a hostess greeted us with a big smile. “Hello, two of you today?” 

      We said in unison, “Yes.”

      She grabbed two menus, and we followed her to a booth. Beau held my hand.

      A middle-aged Asian woman, wearing jeans and a bright pink shirt, came to the table. She had big black dark eyes with long lashes and a flawless complexion. I admit I was a little jealous. My skin never looked that good. She looked up from her notepad, and said, “My name is Mia, I’ll be your server, what can I get you two to drink?”

      Beau set down the menu, looked over at me with his bluish-green eyes, and ordered my favorite splurge drink. “You can get my wife a diet Pepsi, and I'll take an unsweetened iced tea.”

      He shrugged his shoulder, glanced over at the buffet, and said, “I think I'm going to check out the buffet.”

      “Let’s go over and see what’s available,” I agreed.

      He stood up, put his fingers through his gray hair, and let me out of the red leather booth.  We both bobbed around the buffet, turned around the corner, smacking our lips.

      “All of this looks good.” I pointed my finger at the food. “Hey, look, raspberry pizza for dessert.” They had salad, six different pizza’s to choose from, breadsticks, and so much more. 

      He snickered, grabbing two plates, and handed me one.

      “Mmm…Looks good.”  I stood by the salad and set it on my plate with the prongs.

      Beau filled his plate to the max! Back at the booth, I spoke up, “I guess we were hungry.” I sunk in the seat, scooted over, and grabbed my flatware. 

      While eating, I brought up the rental on my cell phone and scanned the rooms on the website. Everything was sleek and renovated, clean lines, perfect for relaxation. “I’m excited to go stay at the house on the island.”

      Diving into our food, we chatted about the drive ahead. Stomachs full, Beau got up and paid the bill. We walked out to the truck and got back on the road.

      I stuck a Frank Sinatra CD. My husband sang along, being a fan of Ol' Blue Eyes. “Call me irresponsible; yes, I'm unreliable. But it's undeniably true: I'm irresponsibly mad for you.”

      I beamed and kissed his cheek.
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      I grabbed a book and read while he drove. When I glanced up, I saw large billboards of local businesses for Chincoteague, Virginia.

      “We’re here,” I said, dropping my book. The vision of the marshlands, business signs, the sea salt in the air made me at home. 

      My preferred vacation spot. A place where we found solitude and serenity. 

      Crossing the causeway to the secluded island, we got a view of the wetlands. It was like they escorted us to a quieter way of life. 

      We drove down Maddox Drive, the main road, and headed to pick up our rental-house keys. We pulled in the parking lot, and Beau went inside the office.

      I decided to wait in the truck to do busywork. I checked my cell phone for any calls, emails, and deleted junk mail. Lost on the internet, the next thing I heard was the door open. Beau handed me the paperwork and an extra house key.
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      We went through a few stoplights, watching the house numbers. We were getting closer. I pointed over to the house sitting on the left-hand side of the road—a yellow, two-story home. The house’s front garden had blue flowers, a variety of plants, and was well landscaped.

      “It looks like a dollhouse, stuck in time.” I admired the quaint beach house, prettier in person than on the internet.

      We both got out of the truck, walked up the five steps, and Beau unlocked the door. He held the door open. I gasped as I looked around the front room: a white leather couch and blue turquoise pillows greeted us. The picture on the wall was of a woman standing on a pier watching the ocean waves with her little boy. A seagull flew up above her head. The opened kitchen area next to the living room had a soothing neutral gray and black color scheme.

      “Beau, I like what I see so far, don’t you?” I asked, scanning the tidy house.

      “You chose well. Better than any hotel.”

      Beau opened the back door. We stepped down on the back porch with a screened-in deck. It had a picnic table with local seashells set on the wooden planks. The outdoor ceiling was made from expansive bamboo pieces. The screened-in back door led to a long staircase down onto the backyard.

      Further exploration of the house, we found a half-bath and the bedroom. The spacious bedroom had a king-sized bed, with two dressers and a TV on the stand. The comforter is decorated with anchors in navy and white. I walked further into the room and saw a sink, a large walk-in closet to the left, and a shower to the right. Upstairs was another bathroom, two more bedrooms. One bedroom had twin-sized beds with white wicker headboards, and the other had a double bed.

      “Wow, we could’ve brought guests?” Beau jokes.

      Instead of unpacking, we dressed for the beach. Everything else could wait.
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      At the toll-booth, we paid for our week’s pass, to travel in and out of wildlife refuge. Beau grabbed his wallet, pulled out a twenty, and handed it to the attendant.  The woman, sporting a stylish short bob, smiled as she gave him a blue colored paper slip. “Have a good time here on the island.”

      We drove past the lighthouse. The red and white candied striped, one-hundred-forty-two foot structure, stood on the right. The top looked like a fancy, old-fashioned black hat. Last year, we walked up to the top, about 175 steps, and peered out over the island. A crowd waited by the entrance to wait for the tour.

      Twisting my hair in deep thought, I said,  “I’d like to tour the museum this year.”

      “Sure,” Beau replied.

      I nodded in agreement. On the beach, there was a photographer taking pictures of horses grazing. We drove past the ponies. The horses, with their earthen-toned coats, were famous. A nearby island, Misty, owes its name to the animals. This year there was a new horse corral built out of wood. I turned my head as we passed the stalls. Other tourists leaned on the fence, inspecting the fifty wild horses.

      “Did you know,” I said, remembering the factoid, “the local fire department auctioned the horses off?”

      “Ginger, one year, we need to visit when the horses cross over the island.”

      The sun shone with a dazzling glitter, and I put my sunglasses on as we drove through Chincoteague Island. Seventy-five degrees, dust of clouds peeked through the electric-blue sky with a slight breeze in the air.

      We drove further up to the shoreline and saw Tom’s Cove on the right-hand side of the road. Ahead we saw a truck with a clam catcher, scrolling around, and crushing them down into small pieces, flowing down flat on the parking lot.

      Beau pulled into a spot close to the restrooms. I got out of the truck, noting seashells from one end of the parking lot to the other. I grabbed my beach bag from the truck’s bed and went to the restroom to remove my outer clothes.

      While walking over the cascade of sand, we saw a sign for the bird-hatching area that was closed for the breeding season. The sand felt hot to the touch. My sandals slid into a large mound of sand. To help, my husband put his hand out, pulling me out of the quagmire.

      Five feet away from the ocean, rhythmic waves, I set down my beach bag and laid the beach towels down on the sand. My husband set the cooler of drinks down. Beau and I stood at the edge of the water and held our arms out. I felt a slight breeze. My hair fluttered.  I grabbed my ponytail holder and put my hair up in a topknot.

      The water sparkled like diamonds. Gray and off-white seagulls flapped above as if someone had thrown them a treat. The water climbed up the shore, and when it receded, it sucked back sand and shells. White snow caps depleted as they rustled up to our feet. The line of the surf became like a delicate stream of white lace.

      I inhaled, held it for a minute, the salt-air clearing out my lungs. With the movement of the surf, I felt a few cracked shells sticking on my feet.

      We returned to go set-up on our beach chairs. Time to relax, get some sun, and listen to the world.

      Beau and I walked up to the shore, I stood at the edge of the water and held my arms out. I felt a slight breeze. My hair blew in my face, and I  grabbed my ponytail holder to put my hair up in a knot.

      The sun shone down on the water with sparkles like diamonds glittering off of the waves. Gray and off-white seagulls flapped around the sky as if someone had thrown them a treat. The waves roared, the water climbed up the shore, with the water receding back into the ocean, sucking back the sand as it sizzled from the salt of the sea. White snow caps depleted as they rustled up to our feet. The line of the surf became like a delicate stream of white lace.

      I took a deep breath, held it for a minute. The fresh salt-air cleared out my lungs. I felt a few cracked shells sticking on my feet. We turned around to go set-up on our beach chairs, relax, and get some sun.

      A young girl with blonde curly-springy hair had a pink ribbon tied in a knot on the top of her head, she held onto a pink bucket, and skipped down to the water. Her light blue bathing suit matched her powder blue sandals. She stood by her mother as a seagull flew by, she held out her hand, threw a couple of chips onto the sand, as a few seagulls’ waddled up to her. The fat one snatched it in its large beak. The little girl giggled and reached out for her mother's hand.

      My husband set the cooler of drinks down on the blanket to keep it in place. He set up the beach chairs, extended them outwards towards the gleaming sun. He pulled off his tank-top, and his muscles bulged out profusely. I got up and sprayed his chest and arms with 30 SPF suntan lotion.

      Beau reached down, snapped open a can of soda, handed the cold drink to me. My throat was parched. I took a sip and sighed. “Thanks, I needed that.”

      I reached into my beach-bag, pulled out my book, and put on my sunglasses. I wiggled my feet in the soft hot sand. Feeling the softness of the warm sand nestle in between my toes was relaxing. After ten minutes, I got up out of the chair, reached for the bottle of spray lotion, and handed it to Beau. “Would you spray my back for me?”

      “Sure, turn around.” I got goosebumps from the coldness hitting my back. I leaned down to spray my feet, my legs, and my stomach. My husband smirked at me. “Hey! Watch when you bend over. Your boobs popped out.”

      “I didn’t mean to do that!”

      A seagull flew across the sky. The gull flew like he was going to conquer a small meal. Then he went into the other bay, waiting for his prey.

      I felt my shoulder get hot, pulled on my bathing suit top, and saw a white stripe.  “Time to head back to the house. I’m getting burned.”

      “Ginger, I’ll grab the cooler and chairs,” Beau offered.

      I put my sandals on, wrapped the towels around my neck, and followed him towards the parking lot. Still, on the beach, I felt something hard fall on my toe. “Ouch! What in the world was that?”

      I hunched down, reached my hands out, and felt around in the sand. I felt a rigid, textured surface. I picked a shiny piece up out of the sand and wiped it off with my towel. What is this? Part of a lost necklace? A big cross was carved inside the middle of the half-dollar sized piece. I zipped open the pocket of my beach bag and set it inside.
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