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Thanks to Pat Chen for the cover, fourth one on my fourth novel

~An Introduction to Sailing~ a Book written by Sir Peter Blake was where I was able to find the terms of sailing.

When writing about the disaster to New Zealand I found ~Earth Changes~ by Carl Peterson. His idea and prophecy were to become the bases for this tale along with my vivid imagination and living with earthquakes and tremors all my life. 

Bringing the past forward into the future was an amazing thrill causing many sleepless nights thinking about how and where it was going.  Two different times fourteenth century through the twentieth to the twenty fifth century bought together by one man called Tayn and “Jenny” whose story is told in book 5.  Sands of Time. 

These stories came out of nowhere. As I began to write, the twists and turns took me from a very emotional time, to courage against adversity. All the while the adventure unfolded from the very first page, to its conclusion. 

It was an amazing journey...
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Chapter 1 Summer Work
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North Island, Tauranga. 

Jak noised his way over the ground.  He’d pause, moved on to new ground, the remnants of a sleeping bag, a torn tent, the cooking gear strewn about, ashes within the stones still intact were of no interest to him.  Skye watched Jak move to tire tracks; she moved over to inspect them. Jak looked up, wined, and then stood still as if waiting.

“What’s happened here Jak?” Was this Steve’s camp? She had no idea and there was nothing here to tell her it was.  The only thing to go on, Jak had led her here.  

“Jak come, we’ll follow the tire marks and see if we can find out which way.”  She hoisted the backpack higher on her back and they slowly follow the tracks until they reached the road.  The tire marks moved back towards the houses.  

Earlier she’d left Steve and gone back to her room to pack, wrote a quick a note to Lee placing it on the pillow, picking up her pack she dropped it out of the window and climbed out after it. Moving back into the shadows when an over whelming feeling of immediate danger overwhelmed her, she dropped into the shadows of a lupine bush some distance away.  Watched as figures firstly ran between the houses and then the loud talking, frightened 

voices mingling with the low hard menacing ones, people within the houses seemed to be herded into trucks by men dressed in black and wearing

masks. When had the trucks arrived? She hadn’t heard them. Skye watched horrified as the houses were set alight, flames making short work of the wooden structures.  About to move away herself she noticed two figures in the firelight.  She recognized Lee’s mother Mumzie.  

She felt another presence, Jak was beside her and it felt right and natural that she was able to place a hand on his thick mane not questioning why he was there, just accepting.  She quietly told him “down” and then “stay” he immediately went down head on paws beside her pack. He watched as Skye moved closer to squat behind a low growing bush close enough to hear the conversation between the two.  It was the same man who had giving orders earlier. He was tall and wore black leather pants and jacket, his long black hair tied in a pony tail.  What she was about to hear stunned her. 

“You said there was a yellow haired female. She’s not here.”

“She was asleep in the bedroom. I watched her go I sat outside her room, no one came out. She must be amongst them Leroy.”

“Well you’re not getting the fee, she’s not amongst them.” He continued. “You’ll be pleased now to have the farm.  Lee won’t need it where he’s going. He’ll be joining Lim. He’s doing well, did I tell you?”

“That’s good son I’d hate anything bad to happening to either of them.”  She adjusted her ample bosom inside the front of her dress.

“Well Ma, I must away. You will be leaving too, I guess. You now have the trucks to use and Tam will take you where ever you want to go.”  Mumzie stood there alone, as he moved off, then she moved towards the awaiting compound trucks.  Skye heard motors start up and the vehicles move off, one towards town the others in a different direction; knowing there had been a lie told.  She remembered Tam was the driver of the truck that bought them to the coast.  She would stay the night at Steve's camp and at first light she would follow the truck towards the city to find Steve.  

They were on their way bright and early; it was several hours before Skye reached houses. The road had followed the shore and she could hear the pounding surf on her right. The land to her left was flat while further back it was mountainous undulating and lush green. She had noticed many trees around this area that had orange fruit growing. She had picked one further back, taken a bite but it was so bitter to eat so she’d not bothered again. As Skye walked the houses were closer together and there were more cars and trucks moving reminding her of the New Capitol, calling Jak they moved over a bank onto the soft sand of the beach, looking each way hoping to find shelter the sun was on its decent in the sky and the day was already turning to dusk.

Noticing several small buildings at different stages of being built some were completely closed in while others only roofs and the walls, no doors or windows.  It would be drafty, but she would be hidden and relatively safe 

with Jak nearby.  The floor was hard, much harder than the ground, but Skye soon slept wrapped in her old ground sheet using the pack as a pillow.  Jak lay beside her, one ear cocked to catch the smallest sound, above waves breaking on the shore. 

The next day reaching the middle of town Skye immediately began looking for work as she had in the New Capitol while walking the streets.  Success quickly, she found a notice in the window of a cafe on a corner in the center of town. 

~Dish Washer, day work only~.  

She was taken on immediately this also led to rooms at the back of a garage where Skye and Jak could live, just two blocks away. Although Jak was not allowed inside the café he was able to sit outside in an enclosed area to the back door of the premises, while she worked. He never moved from the spot in the shade of a lean-to roof until Skye was finished for the day.  He knew they would go to the beach until sunset before returning to what they called home.  This consisted of one room a narrow bed and a chair and a very small table with a small bench and sink under the only window. There was a toilet outside, but no washing facilities except the sink. She sponged her body down each morning before dressing. It was as small as the shack she’d lived in when she’d first landed on the mainland with its quaint furniture made from driftwood.

Skye wasn’t about to complain, at least they had a roof over their heads for the time being and that was all that mattered and soon they would have money again.  They had a place to sleep and food to eat. Each day after work they would walk a different route around the city as she’d done in the New Capital to learn her way about.  She found a marketplace where she could buy cheaper food once she had her first pay, and it wasn’t long before they found the wharves. 

A busy place with trucks running in and out; she kept Jak close. More importantly she recognized the tanker tied up to a wharf. It was the tanker that visited the Island twice a year.  Skye returned to the wharf many times over the next few evenings.  She felt sure that Lee and maybe even Steve were on board, but no sign of Leroy, instinctively she knew he was linked to this huge ship docked at the wharf. Only sighting him talking to Mumzie in moonlight, she remembered her father describing him when living on the Island.  The ship was so long it over hung the wharf by two thirds its length, but that didn’t hinder the loading, what sounded like live animals in large creates, food and other such things she couldn’t recognize.  How could she find out if Lee and Steve were on board? 

One day overhearing the owner of the café talking to a customer. Cookie was a never-ending supply of gossip Skye took little notice. But this day was different the tanker had been mentioned.  Apparently, it had sailed, 

and everyone was breathing a sigh of relief.  Later when Skye asked her boss Cookie about it, she was told.

“Lovie you don’t wanna know, it won't be back till after winter, thankgoodness.”  Cookie felt sorry for the girl; Skye was a good worker. She’d taken a chance giving her a job and not regretted it. She’d just wished Skye arrived at the beginning of summer. There was still a busy time ahead and before winter arrived.  Cookie handed Skye a bag of sandwiches and an orange, left over from lunch and told her to take herself off for the day. She knew Skye had little money, so fell to helping her out where she could.

Sitting above the sand one bite of a stale sandwich, she wasn’t that hungry, while watching the tanker disappeared over the horizon. Jak ate the sandwiches with more relish, while Skye peeled and ate the segments of the orange.  Cookie laughed when she heard Skye had taken a bite of the bitter skin; then had shown her how to peel the skin to get to the sweet segments inside. Skye found them very enjoyable. As she sat where the grass met the soft sand, she became aware of a young couple eating not far from them, the girl, not much older than herself smiled at her when their eyes met.  She stood up and approached Skye. 

“I don’t mean to pry but I couldn’t help noticing that you haven’t eaten much. I was wondering . . . would you like to eat with my brother and me?  We have more than enough to share.” Her smile lit her whole face.  Lonely for company of her own age Skye smiling accepted their invitation.  Skye 

introduced herself and learned their names David while Dorathea handed Skye a plate of chicken salad.  It tasted so good she remarked upon it.

“These vegetables are home grown, aren’t they? They are delicious, thank you for inviting me to share with you,” she asked.

“We grow all our own vegetables. We live in a commune up the inland coast of the Coromandel Peninsula. It’s beautiful up there; we come here in summer to sell what we don’t need ourselves and to buy supplies that we will need for winter.  We have noticed you eat here every night, as we do.”  David said.

“We actually live on an inland gulf; the ocean is quite different to what we are used to.  What about you Skye where are you from?”  Dorathea asked Skye who answered in return.

“I am trying to get to Auckland, I have walked the length of the Island to get here, I have family there, and being the biggest city, I guess it will take a while to find them.”

“Where are your Mother and Father then?”  Skye paused as she wondered how much she should tell them, and then decided to play it as always; thinking caution was the better part of valor.

“I have no immediate family but do have the family in Auckland.”  She noticed the look that passed between brother and sister.  She had noticed this before every time she said Auckland and decided she better find out 

what it meant.  “Could you tell me what is wrong?”  David looked at Dorathea and then took a deep breath.

“Skye it’s no more than a small fishing village. If you’ve relations still there it wouldn’t take long to find them.  Are you sure you have the right place? The largest city up this way, is right here.” David answered her.

Jak moved towards her, tired of chasing gulls she needed to think. 

“I must be going now. Thank you for the food it was nice to meet you, I really enjoyed the talk.  Maybe I’ll see you again. Come Jak.”  As she walked away her mind in turmoil at what she just been told.  

She hadn’t gone near the beach for a few days, the last conversation disturbed her; instead they went back to walking the many streets lined with houses.  Today was different somehow, perhaps she was tired she shrugged and tossed her long hair from her face as she pushed the negative thoughts away.  Jack running ahead of her, they both ran along the beach near the water's edge pleased to be away from the smelly café.  Jak loved nothing better than to chase the gulls at the water edge.  Skye was slower today he waited for her to catch up.  These days he never left her side, being separated once when children locked him in an underground bunker, had taught him to stay close. 

Skye smiled as she said “Go on then, chase them, I know you want to.”  She began to run towards the water when she heard her name being called. Stopping she looked about to see Dorathea running towards her from down the beach waving and calling to her.  Skye stood looking at Jak; he would find her when he’d had enough.  Usually she ran with him to rid her lungs of the cooking smells of the café. Now she waited for Dorathea to reach her.  

“Skye I’ve been” . . . gasp . . . “Hoping to see you again” . . . gasp . . . “We are leaving . . . gasp . . . in a couple of days with summer nearly over.” She paused to catch her breath. “We were telling Mother and Father about you.  He was saying you could come and stay the winter with us if you would like” . . .  “He will take you across to Auckland by boat in the spring” . . .  “We won’t be back this way until next summer.” As an afterthought she added.”  I would like us to be friends I’ve never had a friend.”  At that moment Jak bound up to stand beside her tongue hanging out. “Would you come meet our parent’s, they are not far away. I wish you would come spend the winter with us!” 

“Look Dorathea I’ll come and meet your parents, but to go and stay with you?  I don’t know.  I really want to get to Auckland.  I have a good job here and I am saving money and don’t wish to leave right now.” She moved with the girl, her hand at Jaks shoulder as they walked.  Skye had never seen truck-houses before.  She looked at the ring of trucks with houses on the back. Dorathea led her to one at the very end, as usual the girl and her 

dog caused a stir, people moved away giving them plenty of room as the three walked by, Jak caused fear into everyone who saw him until they got 

to know him. She kept her hand on his shoulder while being introduced to an older couple. The woman was tall thin with a bright face not unlike her daughters’ while the man showed no family resemblance at all.  He stretched out a hand to her.

“Hello Skye, these kids have driven us mad, talking about meeting you. They tell us you have no home for winter.” His hands used to hard work, were warm and very dry. “You think you might have family in Auckland?  That could well be so, there are very old families living there, but I must warn you it’s been a long time since I’ve seen anyone with your colored hair.” The tall woman at his side added in a low voice.

"Hello my dear, you are beautiful as Dorathea told us, you would be welcome to come and stay with us. The winter can get quite bad and you really need a warm home through the very cold months, Jak would be welcome too.”

“I thought you had mild winters up here. Down south they have real bad snow for up to three months. We had to live in doors. But I didn’t think it snowed this far North?”  She queried thinking there was no way Jak and she could survive in the small room with no heating, if the temperatures dropped enough for it to snow.

She’d noticed a slight change in the weather since reaching the coast and more so since living here. She’d not been worried because Matiu had given her two of Sonya’s warm jerseys to bring with her.  They were still at

the bottom of the pack.  She knew he had snow at Turangi, but he survived with his warm fire in his house living beside the lake.  The man broke into her thoughts. 

“We don’t get snows as severe but do get snow for around two months.  We have the room you would be very welcome as a companion for Dorathea.”  

” When would you be leaving?” she uttered, she needed time to think.  “I don’t like leaving work at short notice; Cookie has been good to me.”

“We’re here for another two days; you’ll need to be here by daylight Tuesday morning. We will be pulling out early it is quite a drive. Our name is Taylor if you should need to know, Sal and Eddie Taylor.” He turned and disappeared back into the motor of the truck with his cleaning rag. Sal one foot on the bottom step she was about to climb and return inside, quickly turned back to say in her quiet voice.

“Skye, I hope you do decide to come, Dorathea is taking a partner early in the spring, and it would be nice for her to have a companion of her own age over winter.”  With that she disappeared inside the truck.  Dorathea took her arm and led her back the way they’d come towards the beach.  

“Skye, please say yes.” She pleaded.

“Dorathea I have to go now but I’ll give you my answer on the beach tomorrow night, Ok.  I promise. It’s just that I need to talk to Cookie about leaving. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She turned called to Jak and as if she had

wings, she ran out of the park and down the beach to the water’s edge and then along the beach; the dog beside her, till she felt her lungs would burst.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2 Gypsies
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She sat cross-legged on the bed her thoughts on Lee and the betrayal of his mother.  She guessed it was she, they had spoken of who was also to have been sold, where did this Leroy character come into it?  The bad thoughts crept over her, chilling her as thoughts moved to Steve; she wondered what had happened to him.  Steele would blame her for him disappearing. She had already decided that whoever imprisoned Lee and his family was also responsible for Steve’s disappearance.  She sure this character Leroy had been the cause of Steve not being able to keep their meeting.

“Jak what should we do? The ship won’t be back until after the winter. Were both Steve and Lee on board?  If so, what is going to happen to them?  She knew Lee was going to be dropped off at the island.  Poor Lee would he survive the ordeal?  What of Steve? It didn’t bare thinking about. 

These questions sat heavy on her mind.  With a shake of her head she pushed those thoughts away. Right now, she and Jak had to survive the coming winter; there was a definite chill in the air the last few days to remind her winter was on its way. Leaves were changing colour on some of the trees. If what she had been told about the snow was true, they could not survive here.

Sitting on the bed combing her long hair, looking around her at the small room, the walls were thin and even now she could feel the chill of evening through them, with no way to heat the room.  She had already decided while living in the New Capitol, city life was a whole lot harder than being out in the country.  There was always something to eat out there, they had relied mostly on the café for food and the market, Cookie had told her she had the job only for the summer and was hinting the shop work would soon be over.  David arrived at the café just before closing to tell her.

“We are leaving at sunup, bad weather on the way. It is a three-hour trip at the best of times, we want to get home before it hits the coast,” adding “could you be at the camp real early, if you are coming?”  

Cookie watched the conversation between the two and later commented on the lad.  Skye decided to tell her of the offer to winter with them at their home on the Coromandel. Cookie encouraged her to go.  

“Gypsies are fine people. I’ve never had a problem with them.  And if I was to believe all the rumors, I've heard . . . well . . . I believe they have very nice homes up on the Coromandel where they winter out.  Look my dear if you have a chance of somewhere warm to go, then I suggest you go with them.”  Cookie had given some thought to what Skye would do once the café closed for the winter months, now she wouldn’t have to be concerned the girl would be looked after. 

Since arriving on the coast Matiu had not come to Skye’s mind once, so Matiu's warnings were to go unheeded. 

Skye decided in that instant to take up the Taylor’s offer and after receiving a few extra dollars in her pay; Skye had left the café for the last time, with a promise that should Skye need a job next summer, then she would be welcome to come back to the shop and the garage.  Making her way to the beach she told an excited Dorathea she’d accept their offer she would be at the truck house before daylight the following morning.  They did not stay long at the beach that night, needing to pack, Skye also noticed clouds billowing filling the sky as they made room for more coming in behind much darker and more sullen, and the air felt electric. 

The trip up the Coromandel was quite spectacular.  The narrow road in bad need of repair ran along a ruggedly beautiful coast, a contrast from the green of the hillside to the mud flats at one time called the Firth of Thames, was once an inner harbor, now mangos grew in abundance and flooded at spring high tides and where the river she had come across from time to time in her travels ran out to sea, since leaving Taupo. Leaving that behind they climbed the hills; the sea was nothing more than a blue line away out in the distance.

Giant Pohutakawa trees grew above, below and beside the road; their roots breaking through the road surface, that had to be negotiated by the 

trucks. It was slow going made slower when having to pull over to allow others traveling in the opposite direction, to pass.  The trucks from Tauranga moved in convoy back home after spending the latter part of summer selling their wares. The other side of the peninsula was already getting the full force of the storm, while rain arrived the past hour but not the wind, yet.  Eddie was thankful they’d not left any later.  Some wanted to stay to celebrated on the last night, but the majority had voted to move on out, so they all had.  

Sal had been surprised Skye traveled so light.  Sitting with a smile on her face she’d already decided Skye would make a perfect wife for David.  She liked her independence and she was strong in spite of her size. Her teeth were white, no decay from what she could see. Skye was also a traveler, used to moving about. Yes, she would make a good wife for David perhaps they could marry in the spring with Dorathea and Ken. A double wedding would be nice, she would work towards that end. 

Suddenly home was in front of them the storm was now battering the convoy of trucks. It was becoming increasingly harder to steer the trucks into a howling wind. As each arrived at their own destination, they honked their horns in goodbye to the friends they’d traveled with, and a hello for the families already safe in their homes. The Taylor’s were the last to pull in. Skye and Jak were so pleased to finally alight from the vehicle, even in a storm.  The solid ground under foot and Jak made good the freedom. Skye 

walked around trying to rid herself of the sick feeling she’d felt on the drive; secretly vowing that both she and Jak would be walking out, in the spring.

“Come along girlie you’re suffering a little motion sickness; we’ll soon fix that. Sit here” Sal indicated a chair at a large table, “I’ll make peppermint tea.”  As she lit the readymade fire in the big old stove to boil water, Skye knew its soothing powers would ease the uncomfortable feeling within her.  She looked about her; she was in a long but large room with the kitchen at one end.  The table where she sat broke the preparation and cooking area, from the lounge; big chairs a large and very long couch with bright orange and gold colored cushions filled the other end.  Eddie was lighting and soon had a roaring fire within the hearth of the large stone fireplace.  The walls were of logs and the doors of timber as was the ceilings held up by pillars of full tree trunks.  Doors leading to one bathroom and the bedrooms, while the door in the kitchen led into a large storeroom and beyond a cool room where food was stored.  

Skye learned that she would be sharing a room with Dorathea.  The two beds ran down each side with a large chest of draws in between them a large rag rug covered the floor.  Skye found her pack had already been placed at the foot of her bed.  Dorathea was full of chatter as they unpacked their belongings.  Knowing how busy everyone was going to be Sal had prepared a large pot of stew the night before knowing full well they would all 

be hungry, and it would take too long to cook a good meal on arrival. They sat by candlelight eating hot mutton stew full of vegetables with crusty white 

bread.  Jak wolfed down his plateful now he sat watching Skye head on paws, a doleful look in his eyes.

The storm raged for four days other than taking Jak out for his ablutions Skye could see nothing of her surroundings as she stood under a huge umbrella, waiting for Jak.  She removed the worst of the dampness from his coat at the door, with a big old towel Sal gave her for the purpose. Meanwhile the men took off out each day while the women cooked, mended and cleaned. Skye found she was expected to help in the everyday tasks, and soon felt she was contributing. Dorathea helped her cut down and sew two dresses for herself from the many in storage. This was the only thing Skye could not get used to, wearing cumbersome dresses Sal was adamant she must, they lived by certain rules here and while living with them she was expected to conform.  Her hair tied in a braid as did all the women, it kept her long tresses out of the way as she worked.

By the fifth morning the storm had blown itself out during the night. Skye awoke to the sun streaming in through the skylight.  It was still early when she arose and dressed in her old pants and shirt, careful to not awake the others she let both herself and Jak out thought the door. They ran along the road with a feeling of freedom they’d not felt for a week.  Skye could see the blue of the sea through the enormous Pohutakawa trees 

growing along the cliff tops. The skies still full of quickly moving clouds being blown back out to sea. The sea deep blue black was flat with no movement. 

It was a beautiful day as the girl and her dog made their way down to the beach. Feeling she was the only person alive.  Suddenly feeling cold and wishing for a jersey she called to Jak and headed back towards her new home.  She noticed the House truck parked within a cave like structure in the hillside beside the house. 

Seeing for the first time where she was living came as a surprise, it was actually an extension of the land; vegetables grew on the roof of the house.  Standing up completely out of place with their surroundings, were the skylights and chimneys where smoke rose. The front of the house appeared to be flat against the hillside.  Now she knew why it had felt as if she were in a cave it was a man-made cave.  Unlikely a true cave, earth was moved to cover the structure to be used as insulation, keeping the warmth in during winter and the heat out in the summer.  Just like her cave on the Island.

She sat down on a log across the road from her new home Jak beside her, enjoying the sun while wondering if Lee had found her cave, was he on the island, and was Steve with him, her thoughts broken by Sal calling her.

“Skye, what on earth are you doing outside dressed like that?”  She demanded her voice stressed and high pitched.

“Sorry Sal it was such a lovely morning I decided to take Jak for a long walk.”  She moved over to the older woman.

“You are not allowed to dress like that, you know the rules and I’m not happy about you walking alone, David should go with you.”

“But I wasn’t alone I had Jak with me. Sorry! I’ll just go and change.” following Sal inside.

“Skye you can bring those clothes here to be burnt, you won’t need them again. If you don’t have them, you won't wear them.  Hurry up, then you can make the porridge.”  A taken back she had never been treated this way before. Skye did as she was told, not wanting to rock the boat; she had more jeans in her pack these were her father’s old thread bare clothes they wouldn’t be missed anyway.

Sal turned back to cutting the loaf 

“And you can make the toast my dear.”  Dorathea made a face at Skye as she passed her.  The men disappeared with breakfast over, the two girls set about cleaning the house from top to bottom while Sal made several loaves of bread. The morning went quickly, lunchtime the two men arrived home for lunch.    

“Much damage Eddie?”  Sal asked.

“No nothing really, we were lucky. Tom’s brother arrived over from the other coast just half an hour ago they got it bad there, even a tornado, a few roofs off.” He said between mouthfuls of bacon and eggs.

Sal turned to David 

“How much more you got to do David?”  She asked.

“Not a lot Ma. Hoeing up the vegetables to stop the weeds is all. Why?”

“If you can find time, I’d like you to show Skye around.”  Skye was surprised to hear this as she finished her bread and honey. 

“I’d be happy to help with the hoeing David.”  She had been unable to get the Island out of her mind all morning. Adding, more to herself than to anyone in particular. “We had a garden once.”  

“I’d welcome your help Skye. The more hands the sooner the job is finished.”  David said as Sal nodded her approval.

The young couple left together; David held the door open for his companion as they left the house. Dorathea was more than a little annoyed at being left to do all the dishes on her own. Sal expected a hand from Dorathea after she’d finished the lunch dishes, to help her replenishing the stockroom of the purchases bought that summer. At four o clock precisely, they began preparation on the evening meal consisting of meat and veggies and a peach pie for dessert.  Sal nodded when David, Skye and Jak bound in through the front door at a little after five.  Skye realizing, she was too late to help with the preparation of the evening meal. Hoped to make up by setting the table which she did immediately, her checks red from the exercise and fresh air. David filled the fire in the hearth with enough wood to 

last the evening and opening the door to allow warmth up into the bedrooms.

The following morning there was a knock on the door. Dorathea found Amy Clark standing on the doorstep.

“Well girly, you goin’ to ask me in?”  She demanded.  She pushed past as she heard Sal’s voice answer her.  Dorathea closed the door after her and pulled herself up right. This woman would soon be her mother in law. 

“Come in Amy, I was wondering when you would pay us a visit.”  She watched as Amy took in the strange girl working at the bench.  “Amy this is our new addition to our family. Skye this is Amy Clark from down the road a way.” Sal drew herself up to full height not even coming near to the height of the other woman, who towered above her. This was indeed a feather in her cap and one Sal was going to enjoy.  “Skye had nowhere to go so we invited her to stay the winter with us.”

“She David’s intended then?” Amy asked. Aware Skye was looking at her Sal shrugged and said nothing.

“Ah then she’s not spoken for.  All’s fair in love and war Sal!”  Amy already knew of her eldest son Sonny’s reaction to this new member of their sect; he was smitten with this one. He’d seen her with David yesterday and was full of talk of her at dinner last night.

Amy decided to take a look for herself this morning to find out which way the land lay; she was absolutely delighted by what she saw; enough to throw down the challenge to Sal.  Who was now wondering if she should 

have let David and Skye get to know each other better and before showing the girl off.  

Amy had a bunch of fine lads all of them tall big and very handsome. Why Dorathea was about to marry the second lad in the spring. Strange that Ken had not been around to see Dorathea since they’d been back, Amy answered the question before it could be asked.

“Ken’s over on the other coast should have been home yesterday but he stayed to help the Jones. They were badly hit by the storm, he’ll be home tomorrow night, my dear.” Turning to Dorathea, “He has missed you, like a bear with a sore head these past weeks. Sent him away couldn’t stand him any longer.” turning back to the older woman. “Well Sal did you have good sales while away. We think we might do a trip next summer all going well.  The Browns are not going they said it was such a drag.”  Sal agreed the sales had been slow. But she couldn’t complain they’d done all right in the end. The high light for her had been finding Skye. She would have to work on David to be quicker there. It would be a bad day’s work if she lost Skye to the Clarks eldest son. Why every woman around these parts dreamed about him at some time in their lives.  It had even crossed her mind a 

couple of times especially when Eddie had been too tired, and she’d felt like more than just sleep.

Sonny flirted with everything in skirts. Him with his black eyes his dark curly hair and well-muscled body. He enjoyed and played upon the

attention of the all women in the settlement.  Sal wondered how Skye would react to Sonny’s attentions.  

The days moved by quickly as autumn turned to winter. Because the weather was colder now it was easier for Sal to manipulate Skye to keeping her away from Sonny. She was delighted that David and Skye got on so well. Dorathea had become jealous of the fact that Skye was always with David she felt she was missing out on the companionship. That was until Sal had taken her daughter into her confidence. To gaining a sister rather than just a friend was very appealing.  

Skye asked Dorathea about the barbecue everyone was talking about.

“Oh, it’s really the last get together until spring for all the families. We hibernate during the real bad weeks of winter. The men see each other while tending to the animals but we women folk won’t see any of the others until spring other than those in our own household.

“You mean to tell me you won’t see your Ken for all that time once they have the barbecue?” Skye asked.

“Yes, the next time I see him after the Barbecue will be when we are joined in early spring.” She smiled and then blushed. Skye was left 

wondering how Jak was going to stand three months of the confinement. She would have to sort something out for him.

As the sun fell lower in the sky the date for the last barbecue was set down, soon the talk was of nothing else. Sal was worried she knew that Skye would finally meet Sonny there was no way she could avoid it happening.  She was concerned more because there was no change in David and Skye’s relationship. They continued to spend a lot of time together but there were no special looks or the holding of hands she’d expect between two people falling in love. Sal knew Amy also watched.  

Both David and Skye were well aware of the rising tension between the two women and the reason why. Skye had already seen Sonny from a distance. She was not at all impressed with what she saw. She had struck up a friendship with David purely because she found more in common with him than Dorathea who was only interested in her pending marriage. Skye didn’t feel she was all that conversant in close relationships. Her time away she enjoyed with David and Jak out on the hills, she had found a certain freedom for herself.

She practiced her Martial Arts on the open hillside while David looked on. They had a lot of fun during the hours they spent together walking the hills with Jak even during cold winds.  Jak’s coat had thickened with winter and was glossy and rich of colour; now he had matured he was a superb 

specimen.  She told David of hers and Jaks journey up through the country.  David in turned told her of a young man he was attracted to on the other 

coast, and how he was afraid to tell his parents he was only interested in his own gender and one in particular.  

With all the barriers down, they were now able to enjoy each other’s company as friends. Jak enjoyed these times out on the hills he felt a reserve in Skye when she was in the dwelling only to have it disappear when they were free on the hillside. Skye was beginning to think it was going to be alright to spend winter here with David and his family, she could put up with the dress and hair code; but she wasn’t happy about the standoff attentions she was getting from Sonny and his Mother. She was very much on her guard where the Clarks were concerned.
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Chapter 3 Life on the Tanker
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Meanwhile Steve was in all sorts of trouble;

By the time Steve woke he was lying on a bunk in a small room. His head ached he’d obviously been hit hard on the back of his head.  He felt the sore point gingerly with his fingertips, and then rubbed his arm where it itched; it was the same feeling after a Stan inoculation. He stood up slowly hoping his legs would hold his weight. The door was locked from the outside and the round window was so dirty he couldn’t see through it. The slow movement of buoyancy beneath his feet was unlike anything he’d felt before. Then he remembered when he and Stan had been just lads, taken a small boat out on the lake until the breeze had got up.  He was on water, a ship. His ears picked up sounds of yelling in the distance. Then the whole place seemed to shudder as engines starting up. Where in the hell was he? God he was thirsty! He sat back on the bunk picked up the bottle of colored water on the chest beside the bed and took a long drink. Then lay back on the bunk as a feeling a lot more than natural tiredness took over. He realized too late the drink was laced with something to make him sleep.  Drowsily now . . . well . . . next . . . time . . . zzzz.  

Next time he woke to see a tall blonde woman standing beside the bunk.

"Hello there, how are you feeling?"  Appreciatively “Well you’re a bit of alright, aren’t you?  Hungry?  Here’s some grub I see you didn’t find the bathroom yet, through that door.” She pointed to a door he’d not noticed until now “Take a shower plenty of hot water. See you.” She moved to the door.

“Wait a minute!”  Swinging his legs on to a moving floor due to the swell of the sea he did not stand immediately due to the dizziness he was feeling. 

“The boss will be down in a minute. I suggest you take up his offer; for your own health.  Bye!” and she was gone, the key turned in the lock after her. Steve looked at the two plates on the small table, he suddenly realized he’d gone a long time without food, or it felt like it. There was a large steak covering half a plate along with chips and veggies and on the other a large piece of Apple pie and cheese.  He fell on the food amazed at the flavor; he couldn’t remember the last time he ate.  

He went through to the bathroom undressed and stood under jets of hot water to wet him before he began to soap himself.  Food and the hot shower he began to feel better. Only when he pulled back the curtain to retrieve a towel did he realize that he wasn’t alone. A tallish skinny, man dressed in black leather leaned against the wall at the door, he handed him the towel after looking him from head to toe and commenting more to himself.

“We’ll have to keep you covered up. The rest of us won’t get a look see in at all.” He moved back into the cabin after introducing himself.  “I’m Leroy the owner of this ship; and the law around here. What do we call you?”

Steve took his time needing to clean his teeth. He had no other clothes than what he’d just taken off, so he put them back on. He walked out into the cabin and sat down on the bunk; Leroy occupied the only chair. The smoke from the marijuana cigarette filled the cabin. Steve recognized the smell from his days at University. A small number of those in his class had indulged from time to time; none of them had amounted to much. Steele had given him quite a speech on the reasons why not to smoke and he hadn’t. One always took heed of Steele.  He was more than a little pissed off that Leroy filled the cabin with the smoke, but he said nothing instead he breathed shallow hoping by doing so his lungs would not fill with the vile smoke, he said.

“My name is Davis Johns. I can’t help wondering what I’m doing here.” A knock on the door, Leroy opened the door. The same blonde came in with a tray placed two large mugs of coffee on the table she picked up the two empty plates, he watched Leroy placed his hand on the cheeks of her backside. He followed her to the door where he added as his hand went lower till his fingers disappeared between her cheeks.

“I won’t be long here Daphne,” returning to the chair, asked Steve. “Milk and sugar?”

“Yes please both, one sugar though.” He spoke up when he saw Leroy help himself to three rounded spoonful of the white crystals.”

“Don’t worry I usually have one, but I need an energy rush with that promise.” Leroy laughed at what he was hinting, as he nodded in the direction of the door. He added the sugar and milk to Steve’s cup and after stirring it handed it to the other man.

“Well Davis, you might say you were in the wrong place at the wrong time you weren’t meant to be picked up. But I decided that once you were on board, I’d keep you. You see, I have a proposition I’d like to put to you. I need a right-hand man. The last one was screwing my girl and he met the ultimate end. There is no one I like enough on board to replace him, so I’ve chosen you.”

“What is it you want, exactly?” He understood none of it, but he’d been warned to take care.

“I travel between the top of New Zealand and the Australian coast. We have some very unusual people on board, and I need protection just in case someone suddenly decides they want what I have . . . if you get my drift?” Leroy knew all about that, a worker himself at one time; he’d done exactly that, taken control of the ship several years ago, changed the type of business and built his reputation and a huge fortune since. He stubbed the cigarette between his thumb and first finger then blew on it to see that it was out before putting it back into his pocket.

Both men were silent as they drank their coffee then Leroy asked.


“Where do you come from?  I’ve never seen the likes of you before.”



“I come from the Southern Island. I was following a run away, a young girl actually. I wonder if perhaps you might have picked her up too.”

“Ah huh, you don’t mean a young piece with long blonde hair?” Leroy searched the face of the other man, but there was nothing there to read.  He remembered the girl Mumzie had mentioned. But he wasn’t about to say anything about that or what his business was to this young man, just yet. 

“Yes could be, her name is Skye.  If you have her I would very much like to see her if it’s possible?”

“We’ll see. I have a few so-called passengers they stay below, it’s easier that way. Everyone lives down stairs in the hold of the ship we have them up occasionally for exercise so if you should happen to see her when you are up on the bridge deck, let me know. You still haven’t answered me about the position I have offered you?”  He stood up to leave.

“What’s the alternative?” Steve asked as looking him straight in the eye.

“I’m afraid Davis we don’t carry passengers like you, you would join those in the hold.” The answer was delivered with a steady but very cold eye. What the hell was going on Steve wondered, he hadn’t a clue.

Steve felt a headache coming on, a side effect of whatever they’d given him to knock him out that he now tried to ignore, as he answered.

“Then I’ll join you.” far from what he felt a smile from ear to ear.  Steve held out his hand and the two men shook on the deal.  Leroy opened the door then turned.  

“You need anything more?  By the way I’ll get one of the girls to look for more clothing. We’re bound to have something to fit your frame. See to it in the morning. Good night,”

He was gone and the door shut behind him. Steve did not hear the lock move this time.

He lay on the bunk once more his head hurt something awful. The motion of the ship helped to sooth his frayed nerves while his head pounded to the throb of the engines. He’d never felt as bad as he did now. The next three days Steve stayed in his cabin as he went into sweats. He slept, woke in a lather. He remembered someone bathing his body. He lay unable to help himself as hands massaged his body with oil, to become more daring in places he’d rather not mention, the feeling of relief was amazing. After which he fell into a restful sleep. 

He had no idea of the time, whether it be night and day it all became one. Then one morning he woke feeling able to stand under the shower, weak but much better he was extremely hungry. He’d lost weight, the past few days and needed a good workout and a good breakfast.  Meanwhile the shower felt good, a small but clear voice called from his cabin.

“Hello, you must be feeling better?”

“Yes thanks, I need a good breakfast. Could you see to it?” He yelled above the shower. Feeling a little embarrassed as he remembered the consequence of the massages. He removed himself from the shower rapped the towel around his waist he went into the cabin. He found a set of clean clothes lay on his bunk, now made with fresh bedding. He was just tending to the last button on the shirt, as a knock came a young lass no more than fifteen, dark loose curls hung about her young face entered with a tray, a plate sausages bacon eggs and tomatoes and another plate piled high with toast. This she set down on the table and turned to look him in the eye. Those eyes were a lot older than her years; he noticed something else ... apprehension. 

“I’m Gina, I’m here to look after you, I have been in training with Daphne the last few days and she has been teaching me how to look after you. Her face blushing bright red as she went into the bathroom he heard her cleaning the conveniences. She came out, her colour back to normal, retrieving the towel from the floor, about to leave she added.

“I’ll be back to show you to Leroy’s cabin, in about half an hour for coffee.”  The door closed behind her.

As he was led to Leroy’s cabin he notice this part of the ship was in good condition. Leroy’s cabin showed signs of wear and tear, but everything was spotlessly clean.

“Come in Davis, have a seat.” Leroy’s hand showed him to the couch that ran the length of one wall. “Would you like tea or coffee at this hour?”  

“Coffee thanks.” He sat down at the appointed place and looked about him. The room was a lot bigger than his, a king-size bed in an alcove off to one end and a door leading into a bathroom area. Everything in order, a table with four chairs in the middle of the room as well as a desk in one corner, and a small bench with facilities to make a hot drink, where Leroy was tending to the coffee; he seemed to find pleasure in making.

“Milk and sugar?” he asked looking up from what he was doing.

“Both thanks, one sugar,” Steve nodded. “You run a clean ship Leroy.” He added. “Thanks,” as he took the mug.

“I’ll show you around after this.” He lifted his mug up. “You had a bit of a bad spin the past week due to the drugs we gave you, sorry about that. You are not a user I take it. I just stick to smoking marijuana myself.”

“I partake in none of it; I hope that’s not going to be a problem?”  

“Hell no . . . prefer it that way!  Everyone is free to choose their poison, some of them are on the real bad stuff but that’s their problem makes them nasty at times, that is who I need protection from. Hence your job! And when they become too much of a problem, they meet the ultimate 

end anyway. When we’ve finished this I’ll take you up to the bridge. It’ll give you some idea as to what we do on board. Might as well see the worst of the operation and better if you see rather than I tell you about it.” Leroy finished his coffee then added when he saw Steve drain his cup, “Come on.” He stood up from the table and led Steve out the door along to the steps leading to the deck above. 

Steve looked about him the intense blue of the sea overwhelmed him, the salt fresh air filling his lungs felt good. As his eyes followed the cloud filled horizon from where they had come but when turning, came to the Island the ship was circling, contrasts of lush green and rock reaching skyward out of the sea.  

It was large in area, a mountain behind high cliffs over two thirds it circumference, a beach and trees behind blue of water trapped within the reef.  ‘Why did it look familiar?’ He asked himself. The growth was lush and fresh looking. Voices and then thrashing of water close to the ships side drew Steve to move towards the rail. Large barrels were being tipped over board and the contents being dropped into the sea.  The sea was alive with creatures as they fed on whatever the barrels had contained. Sharks! He’d read about them seen pictures; they were all around the coast of Australia.  He’d never seen such a fulminating frenzy before.

“Good god Leroy, what are they being fed on?” he asked the other man standing alongside and now joined by the tall blonde on his other side; all stood watching. 

“Human meat,” was the answer. Steve went cold as the realization of Leroy’s answer sunk in. He nearly asked Leroy to repeat what he’d just heard, but something told him to stay calm and say nothing at all. Instead he watched the swilling masses of agitated shark bodies in the water. He suddenly realized he was watching the ultimate death. A nose and the open cavern of a mouth with rows of razor-sharp teeth could be seen very clearly, rose from the water to grab franticly at a body part left afloat.  

As the ship moved on around the Island, he took notice concentrating on the rocky sides while trying to hold the contents of his stomach in place.  The bush clad mountain rose straight out of the sea, waves broke against rock where bush could never live. A wash with salt water rocks rose to become steep and rugged cliffs, where seabirds called home, made white with their droppings. They passed by a small beach with thick growth jagged hillside, moving onto a rocky outcrop falling into the sea from the cliffs above, on passed a small and very deep harbor within a small half-moon of high cliffs to reach the lagoon site again, arriving where the sharks were waiting and more full barrels were ready to be emptied into the sea as before. The fourth time they’d circled the Island the feeding now over, the 

sea was calm. Steve could see the shadow like shapes swimming below in the clear water, relentlessly back and forth; still waiting.  

Pulling the lob of his ear he still felt sick with the horror at what he’d just witnessed. Leaning over the rail eyes unseeing he swallowed several 

times trying to accept the horror of the last two hours.  He’d felt sure Leroy would be watching him closely and was determined to not show any emotion. Suddenly the ship was no longer moving, huge engines were idling, waiting. Steve straightened up and turned his head to towards where Leroy stood. He needn’t have worried for Leroy stood holding the rail with both hands; legs wide apart, head thrown back in fervent excitement as the tall long-haired blonde squatted in front of him her mouth working him. Steve couldn’t move but watched in fascination. Leroy began pushing himself at her, as agitated as the sharks had been just moments before until the bucking and her attentions were no longer needed. Daphne replaced everything buttoned his trousers, before she moved away to the ladder that would take her to the cabins below.  Suddenly there was a voice from below. 

“Leroy what you are doing Bro?” came the yell from the main deck.  Steve turned back to the deck below to where a tall figure stood looking up, at where Leroy stood.  A large man beside him held the end of the rope attached around his neck. Leroy looked down at the figure whose white leather pants and jacket were now gray and blotched with the dirt from ten days in the hold while Steve recognized the man as Skye’s companion back at the river and again on the beach.  

“No offence Lee,” Leroy yelled back. “Mumzie wants you to spend time with Lim; he needs company after being on the Island all this time. You should both have fun like, the old days. The boys will take you over with supplies and we’ll see you next time we come by.” More quietly as if to himself, but Steve picked up his next words. “That’s if you can survive that long.”  The figure on the deck below minced along as he was led to the side of the ship.  Leroy yelled once more to the figure in white. “You’ll have fun fuckin one another.” The figure pulled at the rope obviously biting into his neck, he looked up once more.

“Leroy what happened to Freddy?” Obviously afraid of what he might hear, while trying to pull the rope away from his throat.

“Fed to the sharks I would think. We don’t like queers on board ship they’re disruptive. We tried with Lim.  It didn’t work.” 

“You bastard I’ll get you for this Leroy. Believe me I’ll get you!”  To which Leroy roared with laughter. He stood watching his older half-brother being lowered into the motorized boat. Soon it was skimming over the water around the reef into the harbor. They watched as Lee stood on the beach beside boxes of supplies. Within no time at all the boat was back on board and the ships engines began to throb once more causing the ship to shudder until the large bulk was steadily moving through the sea toward its next destination; Australia. 

“Lunch time Davis! I bet you are hungry.” Leroy called frowning as he watched Steve start when he realized he was being spoken to. Steve followed the tall back-leathered figure down to the cabin once more.  Where the table had been set for two, a bowl full of salad sat in the middle and two large plates of fish and chips and a handle of beer. Steve wondered how he 

was going to manage to eat.  But the hunger of the past week was still with him and the fish was beautifully cooked, almost as good as Mrs. Mac’s.  

“Well, what did you think of the operation Davis?”

“I’ve got to be honest Leroy it was a bit of a shock. Whom are you working for?” Steve asked.  

“I work for myself. I contract to anyone who wants my services.  I rid them of pests, human or animal.”

“Including your own brother?”

“Are that’s a bit different Mumzie asked me to take Lee away for a break, he’s as queer as a coot you know. He can't come to harm on the Island.  It’s good for the sole beside he has our third brother living there. We dropped Lim off a few years ago. Not long after we found the Island to be precise.”

“What about the person he asked about.  What was the name? Oh yes . . . Freddy.” Leroy’s body language and face told Steve the conversation was at a close and there would be no answer to his questions, time to change the subject. “Where we headed now?”  Steve asked 

“Australia we’re going to have a new engine fitted so we’ll be spending several weeks on the beautiful sunshine coast, which they are rebuilding by the way. I own quite a bit of property there. It’s the only place to be now and the women are something else, Daphne’s from there. By the way rude 

of me, I didn’t ask how you like Gina?  We picked her up last time we were in Australia.”  

“She’s fine.” Steve went on. “Leroy would you mind if I went and laid down I still feel a bit headachy.”

“No not at all, we always take the afternoons to relax. Do what you want.  And we’ll see you for dinner about seven.”

Steve was pleased to get back to his cabin where Gina waited for him.  She jumped up as he entered the cabin and stood to one side as he went into the bathroom to relieve himself. He called out, 

“You can go Gina” his skin felt sticky, so he stripped and stood under the jets of cool water for the second time that day. After drying himself, alone now he lay on the cot, wrapped only in the towel, it was so hot. He did not see the girl return to the cabin nor did he see her stand looking at his sleeping form shaped from the hard-manual work he was used to doing. He lay peaceful and relaxed. Breathing quickly as her eyes swept up to his dark reddish waves. Her hand reached out to remove the towel, her movements stopped when Steve’s hand shot out and grabbed her wrist.

“No Gina! I don’t need that.” Gina sighed and moved away Steve covered himself once more, and only when he heard the door close did, he relaxed. Daphne stood outside the cabin, beckoning her, a questioning look on her face. Gina shook her head and shrugged moving slowly toward the other girl.
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Chapter 4 Friendly Warning
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Exactly at seven Steve knocked on the cabin door.

“Come in Davis . . . Drink?”  Leroy was sitting on the couch with a drink in his hand. Daphne stood behind Leroy, her eyes touched his brazen and knowingly as they swept down to his groin and back up again.  Ignoring her Steven answered.  

“No liquor just juice or water thanks.”  Daphne passed him a long tall glass of water with lemon floating on top.  It was cool and refreshing.   

“How long will we be staying in Australia?” He asked Leroy, they were sipping coffee after a meal of roast lamb potatoes, sweet kumera and boiled cabbage. 

"We winter there." Answered his host, apple pie always the sweet after the main meal, served in different ways with small blocks of cheese one day, cream either whipped or of the pouring type, even frozen cream on the odd occasion. As he was to learn later it was Leroy’s favorite and he wanted no other. Daphne hovered over Leroy dealing to his every demand sometimes even ahead of him. He was after all; a creature of habit and she knew him very well.  

The days past as the huge ship cut through undulating sea Leroy had explained to him that this ship really didn’t ride the rough too well. They always spent the winter in Australia and waited till the storm season was 

over. Some of the worst storms came in the change of the seasons when the hot air from the north met the cold air streams from the south.  

Steve spent many hours up on the bridge looking at the different moods of the sea. Thinking how small man really was against the might of the sea. It was times like this when he allowed his thoughts to return to the valley. Wondering how they were all managing with the winter, the second Homestead would be finished and the Dossen’s and Keri would be settled in. Then before he knew it his thoughts were on Skye; he felt a dread when thinking about her. He’d made a mess of things he had no one but himself to blame should anything happened to Skye. Steele would never forgive him. One thing he was sure and Steve had come to the conclusion by something Leroy had said one evening; Skye had not been captured at Tauranga. He felt almost certain she was still in New Zealand and there was small comfort in the fact that more than likely Jak would have found her and they were together again.  

The one wish that he clung too was that Steele had also arrived, found them and they were back at the valley. His top priority now was to get a message home to let them all know he was still alive. It would have to be from Australia, as the ship had no communications on it as far as he could tell. To avoid suspicion he had very carefully quizzed Gina but she knew nothing.  So he let it be, he could do nothing until they reached land.  

The activities on the main deck by the crew, now that their work was done, always in the afternoons because they did not arise until mid-day, were of complete anarchy.  Men and women fought, drank, partook in drugs and sex, it was like one big party. What Steve witnessed made him sick and when he bought it up to Leroy during dinner he was surprised to find that Leroy knew and often loved to watch the comings and goings of those below.  

Steve asked him at one point what he was supposed to be doing on board.  Leroy’s answer was,    

“Protecting me!  Davis you are here to guard me in the event any of those below deciding they wanted more out of life than what they’re already getting.”

“I don’t fight but I’m good with fire arms.” Steve said, thinking it wouldn’t be bad to know if there were an armory on board. But Leroy’s answer puzzled him.

“No, you don’t need to be armed at all, Davis just your height and muscle would put anyone off from a confrontation with you.” 

Steve detected a note of something else in his voice but was unable to come to any conclusion, so he said nothing. 

His relationship with Gina grew to one of friendship. She’d lost the wary eye and was able to smile and joke quite openly with him. Obviously she felt comfortable. But he’d noted the few times he’d seen her in the 

company of Daphne and or Leroy that she reverted back to that lost soul he’d first met.

He puzzled over the reasons he was getting preferential treatment and was beginning to wonder if Leroy had actually believed his lie about his name and to who he was, it seemed the right thing to do at the time, to hide his identity. The Sinclair name might be known about the country. Steele had made it very clear from the outset he wanted the families of all the men protected. The Sinclair name was never to be associated to the movement; so far Steele had just been a voice over the radio to most, other than his two brothers and very close family friends Brian, Ian and Angus. It was as if the man at the top of the movement was a phantom figure . . . other than when he became just one of the men; and that was the way Steele had wanted it. Until everything was set in place then and only then, would his identity be revealed. 

Although nothing had been said Steve knew Steele had intended to begin operations, when Steele left him to follow Skye. It would only be something extremely important to stop his brother from pursuing someone as important to him as Skye was. Could Leroy suspect somehow that he was 

an important figure?  Be asking for a ransom for his release; Steve would have to be very careful and not drop his guard for a single moment.

The sea was a dark blue colour and the sun was high in the sky when he noted cloud a long low cloud billowing out of the sea. He moved to the 

wheelhouse and pushed his head around the door frame to ask the only man present. There were usually two men at all times.  This one he noticed never spoke.

“Billy,” he asked the man steering the ship was probably the hardest man to get to know of all the crew; he never spoke to anyone. But the cloud formation was something Steve had not noticed before. “What is all that cloud over there?”  He pointed, the other man looked at him, then nodding he wrote something down on a piece of paper handed it to Steve. Steve read it screwed it up and walked away to the other side of the bridge he leant on the rail as he opened the note read the few words once more, before tearing it up into many small pieces. He let the wind take the confetti out to sea while contemplating what he’d read.

Australian coast.  Can’t speak. Warning. Watch the blonde.  Steve nodded to the man in the wheelhouse and left.

Later that night at dinner Leroy told Steve, after a couple of carefully chosen questions; about Billy. 

“He is the ships Master. Billy knows the sea well. His knowledge is paramount to our safety.”  Leroy laughed as he went on.  “We had to cut his 

tongue out so that he would stay on board when I took over. He refused to sail the ship for us and he found out while he was recouping from the operation that he needed the job and us. He agreed to work with us, we’ve 

had no bother with him since. I still don’t trust him that’s why we have someone watch him at all times. Why?  Have you something to report?”

“Good heavens no, just wondered why he never spoke. How long before we hit port?” He asked changing the subject thinking ‘bloody barbarians’ while realizing Billy could probably be his only ally on board ship.

Leroy had been a reasonably conversational companion throughout the voyage, but one had to overlook the hunger for sexual activity the fascination for cruelty and torturous killings. Daphne proved to be more than adequate for his insatiable appetite for they openly acted upon these whims whenever it came upon them and where ever they happened to be.  

They were sailing down the Australian coast when Steve learnt of another side to Leroy one he’d not seen before although on reflection there had to be more to this man, no one could do what he did and stay sane. It was while they were having drinks before dinner that the ship took on a shuddering. It sounded and felt like engine trouble. A knock at the door confirmed this.  

The man he had not seen before told Leroy the engine about to be replaced had all but given up the ghost. There was nothing they could do. They’d have to limp into port as they were. Leroy went white in the face as 

he tried to control himself. This was something he could do nothing about, Leroy had no control over and he didn’t like that at all.  

Steve sat watching him saying nothing then in a voice he’d not heard Leroy use before, high pitched and uncontrolled, he was very red in the face as he spoke.

“You either keep that fuckin’ engine running or you and the others down in the fuckin’ engine room will be shark meat do you hear me?”  The man looked at Steve then back at Leroy.  

“Look Leroy I know a bit about engines perhaps I could take a look after dinner.” Steve’s answer was not what Leroy wanted to hear; he spoke again in a high-pitched voice, letting his rage come through.

“No Davis it’s not your job, the engine was about to fail, but not out at sea. You heard me sailor get moving.”  Leroy had trouble controlling himself, he changed colour in the face several times as he sat there.  

He turned to Daphne his eyes defiantly insane.

“Go get Gina, me lov and have a little fun, while we eat. Daphne left the cabin to return a while later with the young girl. They sat on the bed and the blond her hands undoing buttons; all the time clothing was being removed while kissing the other girl until both lay naked on the bed. Daphne ran her hands up over her body and down again.  Gina lay eyes closed biting her bottom lip.

“Enjoy it girl.” Leroy yelled at her as he ate his meal and drank the hard liquor, he’d been partaking all evening. The ship still shuddered something awful. Steve kept his eyes on his plate he’d never seen so much 

nudity it had never been part of his life until now; tried to ignore what was happening on the bed. That was until Leroy said in his high voice words slurred now. 

“Unless you want to end up like those bloody engine workers, you’d better watch. I know you’ve not had a woman since you’ve been on board.  If you don’t want her after this, the other men will.”  His eyes glazed with booze and madness turned back to the spectacle on the bed.  Steve noticed Leroy had drunk non-stop, the food untouched since he’d been told the news of the engine. As one bottle emptied Daphne stopped what she was doing to slide from the bed to place another bottle in front of him before returning her attention toward Gina on the bed, while making sure she paraded in front of Steve as she did so. He couldn’t believe the blatant display that was happening.  

Steve with his gaze set on the wall above the bed, began thinking about what Leroy said, there must be some sort of camera in his room Leroy was keeping an eye on him, he had nothing to hide, but the warning Billy gave him, he was now going to have to watch Daphne more closely.  It took four bottles in total, for Gina to reach fever pitch with Daphne’s administrations, with a quiver an animalistic cry, seconds before Leroy’s head hit the table; he was out cold. Daphne left Gina and took over immediately telling Steve to leave, that she and Gina would look after Leroy.
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Chapter 5 Quick Thinking
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Thankfully to be out of it and back in his cabin Steve began a search of the cabin convinced there must be a hidden camera. It took a while to work out what he had always thought was a light socket without a lamp was in fact a camera lens. It wasn’t turned on, but he found the switch and he activated it. It must be attached to a monitor somewhere else, probably tapes as well. He undressed, pulling on his underpants on after a cool shower then lay on the bed as he did each afternoon with only the towel hiding his nudity; it was hotter than ever, the air still, but for the fan circulating overhead at one speed, low; but disturbing the warm air was better than nothing.  The bridge and the cool air up on deck was what he really needed.  But he had a feeling Daphne was about to make a move on him and he needed evidence that it was Daphne coming on to him rather than the other way around. So long as the camera was hooked up and the tape was running. 

He heard his door open he stayed still eyes closed. Daphne’s distinct perfume filled the small cabin while the leather of her pants squeaked as she moved towards him. She stood looking at him for some time. He felt rather than saw her reach for him. His arm moved swiftly to engage and hold hers in a vise like grip about the wrist.  Daphne cried out, unsuccessfully trying to remove herself from his hold.  

“Awwwa! What you doing Davis?  You’ve never had Gina!  Too young for you?  Well I’m going show you what a real woman is like.”  She twisted away from him. “Come on Davis I got Leroy drunk just so we’d have time together.”  She moved toward him again, but he sat up on the side of the bed.

“Daphne, I don’t want that from you or Gina. I know you gave me attention when I was too ill to do anything about it. I didn’t want it then and I don’t want it now. Go away.”  He realized he was making an enemy of her, but he didn’t care, and she was after all, playing into his trap. 

“Look Davis I can make your wildest dreams come true, please let me show you.” She pleaded. “We have all night; Leroy won’t wake up for hours.”

“Sorry Daphne,” he tried another tactic, “I won’t do it to Leroy. He’s been a good friend. You did this same act with his last right-hand man didn’t you?” 

“What if I did? He wanted me like mad, he couldn’t stop shooting off the night I had him. He was fed to the sharks because he told everyone about me. Served him right, we could have had many more nights like that one, but he told everyone. You’re different you won’t talk.” She moved toward him, once more he warned her off with an arm. Steele stood up his back to the camera and her, he reached for his jeans, pulled them on in one 

swift movement, moved to open the door of the cabin, he was gone, leaving her standing where she was in the middle of his cabin. 

Obviously, she did not know about the camera he thought as he made his way to the bridge deck and the cool night air he took in gulps of the fresh warm air thankful to be away from her suffocating perfume. He heard a noise turned to see the man supposed to be watching Billy leave the deck and go below. He waved to Billy who waved back with what looked like a grin his mouth grotesque.  Steve stepped in to the wheelhouse and spoke in a quiet voice.  

“I owe you. Thanks!  I also think I can trust you. Remember the name Steve Sinclair. My true name; remember it. Leroy told me how you ended up here. That is why I am telling you the truth. Things are going to improve very soon. Can we count on you to help should it be needed? Also, is there a radio onboard.” Billy nodded and held up a thumb as a sign of acknowledgement; his eyes filling with unshed tears spoke volumes. He scribbled words down handed it to Steve 

I could get a message away if you know the coordinates.  

Steve in return spoke quietly,

“I’ll get them for you.”

Steve left the bridge house and sat in the corner of the bridge deck with his head on his arms, holding his raised knees, he slept. The next morning, he 

was so stiff, he did half an hour of exercises before he was able to loosen the effected muscles. 

Back down in his cabin he found the door wide open and Gina there trying to straighten the mess Daphne had left the night before.  She’d taken her anger out on everything that had been his.  Bedding all over the floor and there was semen everywhere too.  Gina was silently crying tears slid down her cheeks. She had never had a man treat her as Davis had, and she’d grown quite fond of him over the weeks. Now she was afraid for him.

“Oh, Davis what have you done?” She cried when he appeared, “Leroy will be so angry.”

“I did nothing Gina. I’ve been up on the bridge all night; Daphne’s must have had someone else here. Come on I’ll help you clear this away.  I think you may see a different outcome to all of this.”  An hour later he said surveying the clean cabin once more.

“That’s it.  I’m hungry?”

“I’ll go and see what I can do to get you some breakfast.” she disappeared, to return a little while later with a tray of eggs bacon and tomatoes, and six pieces of buttered toast along with a mug of coffee.

Gina disappeared to leaving him to eat.  He’d showered but dressed and was running fingers through his damp hair when she returned telling 

him Leroy wanted to see him now. The fear showed in her eyes as Gina anticipated what was about to happen, giving him warning of Leroy’s mood.  

Steve kept Leroy waiting on purpose, it was a good hour between the summons and when he finally knocked upon the main cabin door.  Daphne opened it she’d been crying and looked as if her world was crumbling about her,  not her usual brazen self as she shired away from him. 

“Good morning Leroy. How’s the head?” Steve greeted the other man who definitely looked the worse for wear, when he entered the cabin. One look at Leroy’s face told him he was in a mood unlike anything he’d seen thus far. Leroy’s lips were ringed with white the tip of his nose and cheeks and his neck was blood red.  Leroy’s mood had changed, and he knew he’d been so lucky to be forewarned so he had been able to protect himself. 
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