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Chapter One

The All-Night Party
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Cool and sardonic, the relentless dawn sneaked through the slats of the Venetian blinds in the window, touching the crimson velvet of the half parted violet curtains hanging on each side. On the walls were the low wattage bulbs paled behind their sconces.

Extinguished cigars and cigarettes littered the ashtrays, the coffee cup saucers, the bare wooden floor which was cleared for dancing, and lay in disorder among the scattered ashes on the stained tablecloth linen.

The blooms of the centerpiece, tainted and shabby-looking, hung their heads as if in disgrace at being brought to so shameful an end. There was an atmosphere of decay that hung about the twenty by thirty-foot room with a smell of stale nicotine, so soured whiskey and wine, and old dried food.

At the end of the table, stretched out in his high back chair, his head handing down with his chin on his chest, sprawled a thickset young man in a dress coat and pants. He was holding a cigar butt that had been extinguished for hours in his right hand.  Next to him was a young woman with a pale face staring with dull eyes into the almost silent room.

As the sunlight became stronger, shapes in other parts of the room emerged like specters out of obscurity.

At the far end of the dinner table, a quarrel could be noticed between a man and a woman. Their voices were low. The man’s words were grouchy. The woman’s restrained.

Several others began to stir, their devitalized nerves showing the strain of absolute exhaustion.

On the furthest side of the room was a sofa that the morning light had yet not reached. A man sat in between several cushions. His legs were crossed, and both of his hands were on his knees. He stared out onto the empty dance floor in front of him. The young woman with him was saying something, but he either wasn’t listening or didn’t pay any attention to her. His face was pale as a ghost. His eyebrows were tangled into an intense frown.

The man had what appeared to be once a well-combed blonde head of hair. It hung past his ears and now resembled more the end of a rag mop.

He was quite handsome but was somewhat marred by the sagging shadows under his blue eyes. His expression and deep breathing gave the impression that he was suddenly awakened to the nearness of danger!

The young woman beside him was quite beautiful. Even though well back in the room away from the morning sunlight, her beauty carried with it a striking definiteness. Her hands were on the man’s knees. Her bare arms were as pale as ivory and just as smooth. Her hair seemed almost red against his white shirt. She had the kind of figure which would quickly turn any man’s eyes.

Her red lips, half-open, had an irritable expression of doubt and dismay. Her whispers were eager and nervous. What the Hell is it, Logan,” she asked anxiously. “Why do you look that way?”

Logan didn’t reply. He didn’t even notice that she was running her fingers through his hair.

“Come now, don’t act so strangely. What is wrong with you? Have I done or said anything that pissed you off?”

The man shook his head grimly.

“What is it?”

“Nothing... nothing at all,” Duncan smiled bitterly.  “I have come to the end of my rope, that’s all.” He appeared to be agitated like a storm-tossed ship on the sea.

The young woman stopped stroking his hair and sat up. “You mean that -?”

“Yes. This night is the finale of it all. I’m done for, I tell you! Done for!”

“You’re not making sense, Logan. What do you mean you are done for?” She gripped both of his hands in hers. “You shouldn’t talk like that. It’s not like you to act this way.

“I’m a damn thief!”

“You’re what?”

“A thief! It wasn’t all my fault. My partner -.” He stopped in mid-sentence with a sudden bitter laugh. “What’s the use? You wouldn’t understand.”

“You’re right, Logan, I don’t understand,” the girl broke in. “I do not understand anything you are saying. You’re not a thief. I know that!” She lifted her chin, meeting his icy gaze straight on.

“I am a thief. Tonight is the end of everything.”

“God, Logan, you’re frightening me the way you’re talking. Quit it!” she exclaimed, searching his eyes anxiously.

“Not at all, Shannon,” he said coolly, “It’s just the opposite. I’m trying to keep you from being scared.” He took one of the young woman’s hands in his, “I’m a fucking crook! I’ve taken a whole lot of money that didn’t belong to me. I should have known what I was doing, but I didn’t. Old man Bates deceived me, that son-of-a-bitch. He has been a thief for many years, and not one time did I ever know it. He has really framed me good, all right. There’s nothing I can do about it. He has skipped town and left me here to pay. I can’t face the customers! I must get out of town, too.”

“Don’t sit there, Logan, and tell me you’re a thief. You’re not a criminal! I won’t believe it.”

“Believe it, Shannon!” He took her by her arm and, with his voice hard and constrained, said, “Whether I’m a thief or not doesn’t matter you. The main thing you need to know Shannon is that there isn’t any more money... none at all. I've put ten thousand to your credit at the bank. That should help you for a while until -.” His words came up short. He paused.

“Oh, Logan,” she said softly in horror.

Logan continued, “- until you can find somebody else,” he finished his words grimly.

Shannon took her hands and placed both on Logan's shoulders, her breathing hissing sharply, “You lie! Do you hear me, Logan James! There’s nobody else. There will never be anybody else.”

Logan reached up and gently removed Shannon’s hands and pushed her away. “Come now, Shannon, don’t make a scene. It won’t do any good. I’m getting the Hell outta Dodge!”

“Where, for God’s sake?” She hesitated, blinking with bafflement.

“I don’t know,” he paused and smiled grimly. “I have nowhere to turn. I’m at the very end of my rope, I tell you. I’ll just leave and die.”

“Die -?” she whispered.

“Why not?” He shrugged his shoulders.

Shannon gazed at him in the eyes again and started laughing hysterically. The young woman sitting next to the large man at the head of the table began to stir uneasily.

“You’re talking out of your head, Logan. You’re not a quitter. You can fight this thing. Die! Hell, you’re only just beginning to live.”

Logan Duncan straightened. “The money is all gone! Don’t you understand, Shannon?”

“Yes, of course, I know that. You have told that to me three times... but you will get more somewhere.”

“No,” he said. “There’s no more money to get. I’m going away alone tonight... or, this morning now, I should say.”

Shannon loved Logan with all her heart and knew by the look in his face, she wasn’t going to talk him out of leaving. She saw now the seriousness in what he was saying and knew it was beyond her power to control of doing anything to change his mind. The young woman was helpless before this grim immobility.

However, she tried one more time for the Giffer. “You can’t do that. I won’t let you do that, Logan.” Her words were like steel thrusts at a rock wall. After seeing her words had no effect, she fell back upon her more feminine weapons.

She moved her body close to Logan and reached her arms up around his shoulders again. Her perfume engulfed the two while her voice sank to a whisper that only he could hear, “Oh, Logan, you’ve really got to listen to me. I’m not going to have you looking at all like you do. There’s some way out of this... there must be. I’m not going to allow you to leave without you telling me where you are going!”

A gentle smile went across his lips. He quickly stepped back and lowered Shannon’s arms from around his shoulders. “I’m not going to tell you, Shannon... or anyone else for that matter,” he replied stubbornly.

“Please, Logan. I beg of you!” She took a deep breath punctuated with several even gasps.

“No, Shannon, you couldn’t follow where I’m headed.”

Shannon grabbed his arms on one last attempt to stop him. “No, not that, Logan! I won’t believe it -.”

“You can believe whatever you wish, Shannon.” He walked around her and over to the long table facing the window and poured another glass of Jack Daniels Black with a splash of Coke.

The young woman sitting next to the head of the table watched him with fascinated eyes. 

After downing his drink, Logan asked impersonally of the other people in the room, “Aren’t you people ever going home? It’s almost six in the morning for God’s sake.”

The stout man, Jeremy Alexander, who was sitting at the head of the table, stirred and began rubbing his eyes. A few others in the room started moving and approached the table, and fumbled about the linen. 

Logan raised his glass so that he could see the light of dawn coming through the amber drink and said, “A nightcap! To your health, everyone!”

Several in the room, slowly moving about, raised their glass, watching the smile on Logan’s lips.

“To life, my friends,” he cried loudly, “even if it’s short and merry! To Death if it is quick and sure.”

The large man at the head of the table sat up straight quickly. “Who said drink?” muttering quickly.

Another woman, Myla Pickett, in the room said, “Logan did. We are drinking for long life before Death!”

“Stop talking like a damn fool, Logan,” the man growled. “This is not a time to make bad jokes with the sun coming up. Damn, have we all partied all night?”

“This son is going to set,” laughed Duncan. “This is going to be my last drink.”

“Oh, stop your damn kidding, man.”

“I’m not kidding.”

Alexander replied, “What are you saying, Logan.”

“I’ve not a penny to my name. I’m broke,” he looked around while everyone still remaining at the all-night party looked at him, “Oh, this supper and party are paid for, but that’s about all. I am completely cleaned out!”

The large man slumped in the chair at the end of the table said, “Oh, don’t let that worry, you Logan. If a few hundred dollars will help, I -.”

Logan smiled calmly. “It won’t, but thanks. There’s no use in sticking around any longer. I’ve had a great time while it lasted.”

Shannon made a mute gesture, but Logan didn’t see it. 

Logan raised his glass one last time and toasted, “Here’s to you all!” He drained the glass and turning threw quickly against the marble mantel, where it shivered into a thousand pieces. Shannon stood next to him rigidly, her dark eyes watching his face.

The others in the room stared at one another. The men were frowning, and the women were with palled faces, seeking the confirmation of the thought of what Logan was considering.

“Good morning, everyone!” exclaimed Duncan quietly, “and goodbye to all.” He turned toward the door while quiet whispers grew around him.

“Don’t be a fool, Duncan!” exclaimed the old man. “Come back and sit down and have another.”

However, Logan had already reached the door. Shannon was beside him, hanging doggedly to one arm and shoulder. None of the other guests in the room moved. It appeared as if they were not capable of sound or motion.

Shannon tried one more time. “Where are you going, Logan?”

“I’m not telling you, Shannon. Now, let me go, please.”

“I am coming with you, my dear.”

“No, you’re not. I am going alone.” He shook her off rudely and opened the door. Shannon grabbed him again, but Logan gently pushed her back.

“Oh, Logan James, please! My God! No!”

He slammed the door in Shannon’s face and rushed down the hallway, her crying echoed in his ears. He rushed out the front door into the crisp morning air, where a belated taxi picked him up and whisked him away.

The dawn had arrived with a musical silence, the soul hearing the melody that the ears could not. A new day had come... new possibilities while a fresh page was yet to be written. What would that writing be?

*****
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LOGAN REACHED HIS ROOM in Georgetown and locked the door. Instinctively he threw off his coat and kicked off his shoes. Ahhhh, how nice. The warmth of the room caressed Logan’s numb cheeks, ears, and nose. It was quiet in the living room by the fireplace. Nothing more was heard other than the crackle of the fire to break the almost silence. The aroma of wood smoke drifted through the house like incense.

The room gives away his bachelorhood. Everything is functional. The fireplace mantle is where he puts his keys and garage door opener. On the coffee table is a good book with a paper marker stuck between the pages. In a cozy is a cold Shiner beer he opened before sitting down. After all, it might not be but nine o’clock in the morning, but it was five o’clock somewhere.

After drinking his Shiner beer and smoking a cigar and watching the flames dance in front of him, he reached over into the coffee table drawer, pulled out his 357-magnum pistol, and examined it carefully. The intense early morning light came through the window and shone strongly reflecting from the barrel of the revolver. His face was solemn as he rubbed his fingers caressingly along its polished metal surface. Death!

It was easy, but he paused. He sought his reflection in the mirror on the wall in front of him with a glance of self-pity. The expression on his face was like that of a fool... a coward, too! He started to raise the pistol up from his lap and stopped. He freed himself from anxiety with the thought that it was his terror from repulsiveness that deterred him for the moment. In his mind was a picture he saw of himself lying on the floor when people came into the house and found him. Besides, his Persian rug on the floor was quite valuable.

His glance at the mirror passed along the wall to the top of the fireplace mantel, where he laid his car keys. It stopped on a five by seven frame photograph of him standing on a boat dock and the distant Gulf of Mexico down at Port Aransas near Corpus.

It was a time of his happy childhood when he was growing up and would go to Paul and Kathy’s place each summer. Logan laid the revolver down on the coffee table next to his burning cigar and walked up and stood before the photograph, communing with it silently for a moment. “Port A! Why not? After all these years, no one there will remember me. It’s the very place! I will get a boat and sail quietly out to sea. I will keep going and simply become lost at sea.” He finished talking to himself and turned and rushed into his bedroom.

He pulled out a large duffle bag from the closet and threw some clothing into it. Then, hurriedly took off his clothes from the prior evening’s party he attended. He took the bullets out of the revolver and put it back in the top drawer of the coffee table.

He got all his gold jewelry and what cash he could pull together and sat down in his computer room and began to write a note. When finished, he placed it under a magnet on his refrigerator door. He left his home, jumped in his blue Jaguar XKE, and headed down highway 71 to Port Aransas.

*****
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PORT A! CROSSING THE ferry from the mainland to the small island to where no one knew him now. His plans had been well laid.

He hired the sailing vessel at the yacht basin and left in the boathouse a package containing all of his jewelry, fifty or more Krugerrand gold coins, and note that his Jag was in the parking lot... all of which would definitely be more than enough to compensate the proprietor for the loss of his vessel.

He destroyed all marks of his identity. He was finally free and upon his voyage into the wild blue space of the Gulf of Mexico.

Logan Duncan crouched lower in the Captain’s chair, his brows tangling, and steered between the two rock jetties for the open sea. His face was pale, like a man who had been through a terrible sickness.

As he passed the end of the jetties and met the first onset of the waves from the Gulf, he stood tall with his long blonde hair and hazel blue eyes, staring into nothing. He breathed the surges that rolled in from the broad Gulf of Mexico from winds out of the southeast.

Beyond the end of the jetties, the breeze freshened. There were spots of white, coming and going and flecked at the blue distance ahead.

Happy thoughts began to return to the lonely man as the sailing vessel shouldered her way with the wind. Foam flew over the boat, but she took her buffets gracefully, riding high and then plunging gaily into the trough of the waves.

Ill thoughts began to take a back seat in his mind. Something had risen inside him and now, despite himself, announced its existence.  It was the memory of his younger years as a boy, plus the open-air, that put a smile on his face. He had sailed in this water before in his own boat and raced around the Gulf waters in the annual sailing championships each late spring out and around Pelican Island.

Pelican Island! Put your thinking cap on, Logan. It’s twenty miles or so offshore to the southwest of the jetties. Pelican Island laid before him somewhere.

Two hours passed.

Then, as the sailing vessel mounted the next wave, he let her go off a point and looked over the horizon ahead. There it was. If he had been seeking the island, he could not have laid a more perfect course to find it. He guided the vessel through some shallow shoals. He knew that what he was looking for was a temporary stopping place... a stepping stone into his infinity!

However, how could he have missed it? He glanced to the south and suddenly forgot all about his death. It appeared that death just might have found him instead of him finding it! With no warning, total darkness prevailed as the clouds thickened. The sky was stricken, blotting out the sunshine. The waves morphed into mountains of an angry roller coaster!

At one point, the rolling waves spun the vessel sideways. For a moment, at least, Logan was living... in every bone, in every muscle in his body, he was living! The curl of the menacing dark water, the sting of the flying froth, the headlong plunge, and dangerous recovery.

Streaks of pure white crackled against the darkened sky, shrouding hot silver clouds with its blinding incandescence. Jagged bolts endlessly protrude, filling the sky with undying flashes of radiance.

Logan held tight to the steering wheel, although he realized no matter what he did, he could not change his course. However, it knew he must fight if he wanted to stay alive.

Logan began to laugh outright. The vessel buried her head in an ocean that almost came aboard of her. Then, there it was... he could see the island plainly now, its rocks, trees, and small lighthouse at the point of the isle. 

A flash of lightning and there before him, he saw a black wall, rising suddenly in front of him and curling laboriously, dropping across the deck. It caught Logan in the chest head-on, nearly loosening his grip of the wheel.

No doubt, disaster was about to happen, but Logan tugged at the wheel and was able to turn the vessel and bring her back on her course.

The death that he had pursued was now seeking him!

“There,” he shouted. “Easy goes it... turn the wheel!” He spun the wheel. “Ahhhh, never touched us,” he quickly said while laughing at danger in the face. Another wall of water came. Again, Logan turned the wheel and ran the vessel up to its face and over safely. “We’ll fool ‘em, girl!” he shouted at the boat while again turning the steering wheel. “We will fool them every time. Damn those giant waves!” He continued to yell hoarsely and defied each wave that wished to take his life.

Some sane instincts in Logan made him steer to leeward, though the pull in his muscles seemed to be tearing his arms right out of their sockets.

Crack!

Streaks of pure white crackled against the stormy blanket of gray, shrouding hot silver clouds with its blinding incandescence. Jagged bolts endlessly protruded, filling the sky with undying flashes of radiance.

Then, there came the sound of the surf on the rocks. A flash of lightning showed him the stones of the jetties were all around him, reaching up with their jagged claws.

Logan knew he had won. The jetties as he entered shallower water broke the intense waves that once tried to take his life minutes earlier. Lightning lit up the sky. There he decided to focus his bloodshot eyes ahead to where the jetties reached the shore. There was a figure standing... a woman barelegged with dark hair tousled in the blowing wind.

Logan watched her. She ran down the rocks toward the midway point of the jetties waving her arms and her mouth moving as if she were shouting. However, the roar of the swells which came down the wind was ear-shattering. She came to a stop and gestured violently before him.

He brought the vessel up into the wind, spinning the steering one way and back the other. Then, with a jolting crash, her stern caught the projecting ledge of the rock wall of the jetties.

The last thing Logan remembered was a sense of water rising quickly around his waist as he lost consciousness beside the wheel.

The young woman on the jetties leaned forward for an instant, intently watching.  She saw that that the man on the sailboat didn’t come back up to the surface and wasted no time and plunged into the raging sea.

The boat was close, not more than fifty yards away. The young woman made for it with the hand strokes of a practiced swimmer, avoiding the dangers to her left where the waters whirled in foam around the ugly rocks. She knew the stones forming the jetties from her childhood and didn’t fear them at all now. 

The girl reached the vessel which had filled with water and was over on its side, Logan sliding out into the sea. He shook his head as the water had revived his senses. However, he had lost all strength in his muscles. Swallowing a gallon of seawater didn’t help him either. He reached out and caught feebly at the canvas of the sail. It didn’t help as he began to sink again. The woman reached out and grabbed his shirt in her hand, and pulled him to the end of the boom. There he was able to wrap his arms and keep his head above the water.

“Hang on!” the girl shouted. “Don’t fear! Hold onto the boom. It is shallow here. Just hang on!”

He gave her a quick nod. She left his side and returned with a large oar. She paused and looked at the darkened spot on the side of his head covered by his blonde hair. All he could think of was the young woman insisting on holding him above the water when all he really wanted was to sink to the bottom.

Together they began to make their way to shore. It was too dangerous to make their way back into the rocks of the jetties. 

They had only gone towards shore for a minute or two when she felt him lose his grasp on the oar. She turned in dismay and caught his arm and slipped it back over the paddle. She got his head above water once more. Holding him like this, she swam frantically with her feet. It wasn’t long where the neared the beach of the island that a fortunate backwash of the tide aided her progress. It brought her and Logan into the cove where there were also rocks, but she avoided them skillfully. Finally, they reached the sandy beach. She dragged his body up onto the sand out of the rushing water. The two of them laid on their backs side by side, completely exhausted.

After a moment of catching her breath, the girl struggled to her knees and leaned over Logan. He was pale as a ghost. Blood covered his face, and his straw-colored hair was smeared with it, as well. Her eyes widened, knowing she had saved the man’s life. She wasn’t going to let him die now. He was hers! Then, she leaned over and listed to his heart. God be praised!

Logan opened his eyes and looked into her face as she looked down into his with her large, dark, anxious eyes of her own.

Logan gained consciousness slowly. He began to remember the crash of his sailing vessel in the rocks, his struggle with trying to breathe, and the face of this beautiful, determined young woman who would not let him sink.

While staring down at Logan, the girl said, “You are saved. You are not going to die.”

Logan tried to speak and tell the woman thank you, but he only gasped instead. However, he did give her a brief smile.

Again, the girl continued, “You are not going to die. You can’t die now that God has brought you to me.”

Logan lost his smile and, with a confused look, wanted to ask the girl what she was saying about God. He started to raise up, but the girl restrained him.

“No. No. You must lie very still a little while longer and get your breath back. You are safe now with me. Your head is bleeding. Does it hurt much?”

Finally, Logan found the strength to speak. “Yes... a little,” he gasped.

With a quick, almost savage movement, she took her top off and began to sop of the blood that ran across his face. It was then that Logan realized this was not a young girl. 

She said, “The bleeding is not so bad now, but you do have a terrible bump on your head. Still, you should remain calm a bit longer.

Logan obeyed what the young woman asked him and laid motionless, looking up into her face in silent wonder. His thoughts were full of questions. How did she get me ashore?  She was so strong when she brought the oar to me. She pulled me up when I was sinking. His eyes followed her as she rinsed her blouse in the sea and put it back on. The entire time he watched her tanned skin and amazing curves of her matured body. 

She returned.

“You brought me onshore alone?”

“Yes. I have swum my entire life,” she replied briefly.

The clouds were quickly breaking as the storm passed further north. The sun broke out brightly, casting the return of the seagulls into dark shadows against a sky of palest blue.

Logan rose onto his elbow. “I’m fine now. I’m so sorry to have been such trouble to you.”

She looked at him for a moment, her dark eyes widened. Her face relaxed into a brief smile that showed her even white teeth. He looked her up and down. She was all woman now, from her tousled hair to the soles of her bare feet.

“At first, you were trouble for me. I thought that God was playing a joke with me. But, he hadn’t. He only wished for me to know how terrible it would be for me to lose you after I just found you.” She took the bottom of her blouse and gently patted his wound. “I’m sorry for you,” she said quietly.

“Maybe you should be,” he stammered painfully. “I’m a pretty lonely sort of a dupe.”

“A dupe?” she asked.

Logan looked away from her gaze. “Yes,” he laughed bitterly.

“I really don’t understand what you mean,” she replied gently. She stood up and walked down to the water to rinse out the stain from her top cloth garment. She tore off the bottom of it and went back and wrapped it firmly around Logan’s head.

“You are now stronger, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am. I’m all right now.”

“Good. I’m gonna run and get you some help with -.”

“No,” he said while rising to one knee. “I don’t wish to cause you more trouble.” He said while wobbling. He would have fallen back to the sand if the woman hadn’t leaned against him.

“I think you need to rest longer.”

“No, I am fine now. I just needed to get my bearing back. I will walk with you if you show me the way.”

The woman watched Logan closely. She took his hand and drew his arm over her shoulder. Ahead of them was a large opening in the side of the cliff, which led inshore on the island.

They continued to walk on and on. Logan’s legs were cold. His feet were almost without any sensation. He had reached the inability to speak because his jaws were chattering, and his eyelids were drooping.

“Try to be strong a little while longer,” she said cheerily. “We are almost there.”

The walked for almost thirty minutes before coming upon a small cabin, which seemed interminable. She opened the wooden door. Once inside, the woman led Logan to a large wingback chair in front of the fireplace.

She removed his shoes. She left and returned with two blankets of which you covered Logan up in front of the fire. “I’m going now to get you some help. You need attention –.”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t need to worry you any further. I don’t need anything.”

“You need to get undressed and put in bed. I will run and summon Edward.”

“Edward?”

The woman didn’t reply as the door closed behind her as she went out of the cabin.

The fireplace was his tiny sun for the evening, casting long shadows over the rug. The flames curled and swayed, flicking this way and that, crackling as they burn the dry wood the woman put on before leaving.

With the blankets wrapped securely around him, while the flames of the fireplace dominated and held his gaze, he needed to think. The unusual events of the day, so nearly his last, the unusual personality of the woman, the one who saved his life and the mystery of her existence on Pelican Island...

He laid back in the chair, struggling against the hypnotism of the now roaring blaze and needed nothing more to help him fall asleep from complete exhaustion.

Later own, half asleep, he felt a warm drink being poured down his throat. It was deliciously stupefying. Then, he felt his body being lifted and placed in a soft bed.

​
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Chapter TWO

Logan Awakened from a Long Sleep
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It was quite some time before Logan awakened, and he was aware of his own existence and his surroundings. Was he experiencing Death? Little by little, his awakening eyes became accustomed to the dim light. He was able to make out the objects in his vision. There was a Gone with the Wind lamp on a small table, a small statue of an Indian slaying a buffalo, and an old family photograph on top of the fireplace mantle.

Leaning up against the mantel surround, barely visible to his sight, was a rod and reel.

Next to the window was a bookshelf. Logan squinted his eyes to read several of the books, side by side. The Rose of Brays Bayou, Faith – Seventy Times Seven, The Lady in Red, Nevaeh, and many others.

Slowly Logan’s memory returned, which had ended on the beach of Pelican Island. The young woman who wouldn’t let him die... this was her cabin, and those are her books. He turned over in the bed to his other side and pushed up his pillow.

Next to him, a tall figure in a blue shirt and blue jeans rose from a rocking chair and leaned over him. “Ahhhh, my friend, you are awake?”

“I’m not really sure if -.”

“You have slept -,” the young woman’s words stopped as she glanced over at the mantel clock, “almost twenty-four hours.”

Logan raised up in bed and tossed off the blankets that covered him. “That’s no possible,” he murmured. “And you -?”

“I’ve been sleeping off and on in this chair waiting for you to wake up,” a broad smile crossed her face.

“You stayed here by my side... all night?”

“Yes, and the daytime, too. Actually, God kept an eye on you while I slept.” She said from sitting on a sofa full of blankets.

“Oh, my goodness, I have taken your bed, haven’t I?”

She smiled gravely at Logan’s dismay. “Actually, no. I gave it to you. My main bed is up at the house.”

“The house? I don’t understand. Then this is -.”

“Valhalla!” she smiled. “No one would dare come to Valhalla unless I invite them to do so. This part of Pelican Island is all mine.”

“Valhalla! I am familiar with this place. It is known as the place of the fallen where the Norse God Odin houses all of the dead whom he deems worthy of dwelling with him.”

She reached down and straightened the pillows under Logan’s head “Do you wish to have something to eat?”

“Yes, I think I would, thank you,” he replied gratefully.

“It shall be ready in a moment.” She turned away and walked across the room to a door, which led to a small kitchen on one side.  She was dressed in a long skirt with thick-soled shoes on her face. Even dressed like this did not distort the first vision he had of her upon the sandbar. Ahhhh, how beautiful his first vision of her straight sinuous figure dripping with the saltwater of the sea. She was a woman with the strength and courage of a man and the pie-shaped eyes of dark brown... a young woman who looked death in the face!

What was she? It was a very long time since he raced around the island and back into Port A, but there was a mystery here. The unconventionality of her dress, the free and almost savage grace of her movements. Everything about her told him something just wasn’t quite right.

Who is this incredibly beautiful woman who lives in this place she calls Valhalla by herself? All of this is astonishing. What people does she belong to? Who is Edward? How did I come by the clothes that I’m wearing? He thought to himself by pulling gently on a shirt of soft texture and laid on the finest of linen sheets and blankets of wool. Has my rescue been only a vision as I sank into the cold depths of the ocean? His thoughts suddenly were interrupted by a cat that jumped up on his bed, purring grandly at his caress. What the Hell? That cat is real! He patted the feline while his gaze was on the door to the kitchen. The young woman was returning with some food.

“Thank you for the food, but you don’t have to wait on me. I’m quite capable -.” His words stopped weakly while the girl sat down and put some butter and jelly on some toast

“Who should do it if I didn’t?”

When she said ‘should,’ it reminded him back on the beach when she once spoke of the risk at losing him. Logan’s face flushed as he watched her eyes judging him again. 

She smiled gently. “It isn’t necessary that you should. The important thing at this very moment is that you need to eat.” She said while raising the bowl and handing it to him to eat.

Logan could care less of what it was. The one thing he did know was that it was delicious. She gave him a piece of toast torn in half. His eyes watched her every move like that of a hungry dog asking for more and more.

The woman laughed gaily. “You’re hungry! There is plenty more of where this came from. Do you wish for another boiled egg?”

“No, thank you. You are too kind.”

“Nobody, not even the Gods, can live without eating.”

“My good Angel,” he stammered, searching for the right words, “you are from Paradise.”

The woman flushed gently and glanced away from him out of the nearby window. “Are they any bad angels in Paradise?” she asked.

“Actually, I don’t know, or do I care,” he said.

She turned her attention back on him and said, “You must not say that,” she said quickly. “You most certainly care, of course. If there were any bad angels in Paradise, then it would be called Paradise.” Her eyes widened as they did the day before when he called himself a dupe.

“The one thing that I know is that you saved my life yesterday. There’s no use in my trying to tell you my appreciation.”

“Then don’t. There was nothing else I could do. I had to save you. It is written. I realized one day you would come. But what I couldn’t understand was why you would venture out into such an angry ocean.”

“Wait. You knew that -?” His eyes searched for hers in blank bewilderment. He couldn’t finish his sentence.

“Yes. I dreamed of it often. I dreamed of you coming the night before you arrived in your big boat. You were to rise out of the sea, and I was there to save you. Of course, I didn’t know it would be you... not until I saw you. After seeing you in the water, I had to save you.”

Logan reached out and took her hand and laid it gently up against his lips. “God bless you,” he said.

This time she didn’t withdraw her hand. It laid inert within his own for a minute or so. “You had no dreams!” she asked.

Dreams! Logan couldn’t tell her of his dreams of pulling out the 357 revolver and seeing himself lying on the floor on top of his Persian rug covered by blood. The same vision that set in motion his traveling to Port A and renting the vessel for the week. He replied, “No dreams... none,” he muttered painfully. “No dreams at all close to what happened yesterday.”

“I’m sorry. I thought that you surely knew.”

“I don’t know anything other than the wind blew me in this direction, to Pelican Island and you.”

The woman moved closer and searched his face curiously. “You must have been going somewhere,” she insisted. “You bound to have had some destination in mind when you headed out to sea in gale force winds.”

“No, I had no destination,” he stammered. “I came a long way without noticing just how the storm was brewing, and the sea was rising. The wind was in my sails, and I moved quickly through the water.”

Again, she examined him gravely. Logan tried to look into her eyes but failed. “Oh, I see now,” she finished saying while standing up and going back into the kitchen. Poseidon, the cat, banished when the food was first brought out, was now beside Logan, lapping up the unfinished broth at the bottom of the bowl.

“Poseidon!” She rushed from the kitchen door upon the unfortunate cat, which with a wild leap, disappeared and hid under the bed. “That stupid cat! Why didn’t you just swat him away?”

He and she both started laughing.

“Poseidon!” He smiled. “From the book Atlantis?”

She picked up the empty dishes and stood beside him. “You have read that book?”

“Oh, yes, but it was hundreds of years ago when I was but a young boy.”

“A long time ago?”

“Yes.”

“But you couldn’t possibly be that old.”

“Oh, a hundred years at least.” He broadly smiled.

She examined him up and down, “I don’t believe you.”

Logan’s laughter disconcerted the young woman. “You’re making fun out of me,” she cried.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I just feel good this morning.” He sat up in bed and stretched both of his arms behind him. “I think I would like to get up now if you let me?”

“Are you sure it wouldn’t be too hasty?”

“Absolutely sure! Are my clothes dry?”

“Yes, clean and dry but -.” She hesitated.

“May I change?”

She glanced at him and returned out the door to the kitchen. Shortly after that, she returned with Logan’s clothes and shoes.

“If you need any help, I will summon Edward.”

“I think I can dress myself. But who is this Edward?”

She started laughing again. Edward is Rebecca’s husband, of course.

“Okay. Now, who is Rebecca,” he persisted.

“Rebecca! She and Edward put you to bed last night. Rebecca is my adopted mother. She is so adorable.”

He gave a gentle smile as the woman began to walk away and caught her by the hand. “Have you no curi9osity about me... this strange fish you pulled out of the sea?”

She sank back down into her chair. “Yes, but your name is not important. I no give thought of you as a stranger. I only think about how wonderful you are to come when I wanted you to. But, yes, you do have a name, of course. What is it?”

“Logan Duncan.”

“Logandun.” After a pause, she repeated the name, “Logandun. It is a nice name, but it is very long to say.”

Logan laughed. “Actually, my name should be divided in half. It is Logan... Duncan.”

“Oh, then your real name is Logan?”

“Yes.”

“Logan,” she repeated. “That’s a pretty name.”

“And yours?” he whispered quietly. “By what name should I call you?”

“My name is Casina.”

“Casina. That is a pretty name, too,” he finished gently. “That is such a calming name, like the calm after a storm.

She pulled her hand back from his and burst into laughter. “Oh, I am not always calm. Just ask Rebecca or Grumpy!”

“Grumpy, who is Grumpy?”

“My father.”

“Your father?”

“Yes. He and Edward and Hanno tend to the light in the lighthouse on the point of the island. I do too sometimes when my father has a headache.”

“Who is Hanno?” Logan asked when she paused.

“Poor Hanno. No one knows who he really is. He came ashore many years ago, more dead than alive. My father helped him, but he hasn’t been right since.”

“What do you mean, right?”

“In his head, I mean. He had a terrible blow to the head like you did. He has never quite recovered. His face and head have never healed right, and he is frightful to look at. But, Logan... he has a wonderful soul. Hanno has such a beautiful soul!”

“You love him, Casina?” he asked softly.

“Yes, very much so. Hanno has taught me so many things.”

Logan changed the subject. “Does your father know what happened when I came ashore and that you brought me here to your cabin?”

“No, I didn’t tell him yet. He was at the lighthouse last night.”

“Maybe Edward or Rebecca told him.”

“No,” she said quickly. “I told them not to say anything. They won’t betray my trust.” She stood up, walked over by the fireplace, and grabbed her rod and reel. “I’m headed back down to the rocks to catch us some fish for supper. When you get dressed, come down and join me.”

*****
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LOGAN TOOK HIS TIME getting dressed. He wished to have some time to think calmly, all alone removed from the spell of her precarious charm.
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