
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


As she slowly backed the DNR boat out of its slip at Stowe Island Marina, Beth Morrison glanced up in time to see the marina’s namesake awkwardly walking toward her on the elevated wooden walkway.  She idled over to the pilings supporting the narrow bridge and killed the engine.  The maneuver placed her directly below Captain Clayton Stowe who stood on the bridge halfway between the entrance and The Wharf Bar & Grill located on the island.  His friends and the patrons of the restaurant always referred to him by his retired Naval rank.  His hobbled gate and use of a cane suggested he still hadn’t quite adjusted to his prosthetic leg.  A bull shark had attacked him and damaged his leg so severely that it had to have been amputated just above the knee.  

“Good to see you up and about,” Beth commented as he stood at the rail and gazed down at her.

“If that’s what you choose to call it,” he muttered.

“It’s good to see you anyway.  It’s been a while.”

Stowe nodded.  He swiveled his head in both directions to ensure their privacy.  “I never got to thank you for... for saving my life.”

Beth could see he sat on the verge of tears.  She knew he was grateful to be alive, but also torn as he finally had a chance to take his place at his wife’s side for eternity.  “You saved my ass too,” she responded, trying to steer him toward a less grim outlook.  During the ordeal, Beth had gone overboard and Stowe, even with his mangled leg, helped to hoist her back on the boat.  

The old man nodded then cleared his throat, fully intending to change the subject.  “There’s a rumor floating around...”  He left the sentence hang in the air.

“There usually are,” she quickly replied.  She didn’t know if this was in reference to the numerous reports of shark sightings in the lake or about the possibility of her getting back together with her former flame, Mark Taylor—who was also involved in the showdown with the bull shark earlier in the year.

“Word is that you recanted your initial story and one of those damn Jesper kids is out running free,” he growled.

“You mean the one who saved all of our asses by shooting his own father?” she countered.
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