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      “I don’t want to go,” I said as my mother pulled into the departure lanes at Denver International Airport.

      My mother wheeled her silver Honda Accord over to the curb in front of the doors to my airline. “I know, but your father is expecting you.”

      My parents got divorced when I was twelve. I’d seen my father twice in the last five years. He’d gone off with his wild friend Kyle Sullivan to chase his dream of hunting for ocean treasure because trying to find artifacts from Atlantis sure beat being assistant manager at a Walmart. Being married and raising a kid was just too dull for my old man. Far better to buy into Plato’s talk of a mythical city. Dad and I had nothing in common, but now Mom was forcing me to go spend the rest of spring and the entire summer with him in Santorini.

      That might sound great to some people, but I hate crowds. Always have. And while it might not be too bad at the end of May, by July and August, the island would be buried in tourists. Besides, I’d been hoping to see Brenda this summer. Not that she wanted to see me, but maybe I’d get lucky and she’d change her mind.

      Mom was saying something, but I only caught the end of it.

      “You can sketch the churches. Maybe even color them in,” Mom said.

      She tried to support my dream of being an artist, but I wasn’t even the best in my class, so I knew I had no real future there.

      “Sure, Mom,” I said in a deadpan voice. “I’ll use up all my blue pencils on the domes.” All the blues and whites on the island looked great in pictures, but the thrill wouldn’t last. After all, when we moved to Denver, I loved the view of the Rocky Mountains, but these days I barely noticed.

      “It’ll be an adventure,” she said, her voice all bright with encouragement. “Now grab your bag, give me a kiss, and get out of here. You don’t want to miss your plane.”

      I got my suitcase and the small carry-on bag with my art supplies out of the back seat, then gave my Mom one last look. “You’re just getting rid of me so you can be with Tony.”

      “Hey,” she said, clearly irritated by my lack of enthusiasm, “this was your father’s idea. Not mine. I have to go to New York next week for a presentation, and since you haven’t bothered to get a job, you get an exciting summer vacation. We should all be so lucky.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Right.”

      “Scott,” she said and snapped her fingers so I’d look at her.

      “What?”

      “I love you,” she said.

      “Whatever,” I said and closed the car door without returning the words she needed to hear from me. I kinda regretted it right then, but we were already holding up traffic. I headed for the glass doors to the terminal, and didn’t look back until I was inside, but by then, my mother had pulled away and was gone.

      I should have told her I loved her, but in real life we don’t get do-overs.
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        * * *

      

      The flight was long and boring. I flew from Denver to Toronto, had more than an hour layover, then went from Toronto to Athens. I left on May 29th and arrived on the 30th. I spent more than fourteen hours in the air.

      When the plane finally landed in Greece, I had to negotiate the Athens airport and get to my hotel because all the ferries left in the morning. They had an overnight ferry, but only a few days a week, and I got there on the wrong day.

      I texted Mom, but she didn’t respond. She hadn’t responded to my earlier text letting her know I’d made it to Toronto either. Maybe she was busy. Or maybe my attitude on the way to the airport pissed her off.

      Being all alone in a country where I didn’t speak the language wasn’t my idea of a good time. Fortunately, most of the service people could speak English.

      While I didn’t want to admit it, I already missed my mom. I was seventeen, and should have been above such childish things. It was far better to see myself as independent, and confident that I could handle anything the world threw my way.

      But back when I played baseball, I just hoped I could get on base. Even in my imagination, I never saw myself cracking a game-winning home run. I just didn’t want to strike out.

      I was the king of low expectations. It saved me a lot of disappointment.
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        * * *

      

      Bright and early the next morning, Mom still hadn’t replied to any of my texts, but I didn’t think much of it because I needed to hurry to catch the ferry at the Piraeus port. The shuttle dropped me off into a swirling mayhem of madness.

      There were so many people jostling each other, and so many different boats, it was hard to get my bearings. There were also shops, restaurants, and places to exchange foreign currency for euros. I didn’t need any of that. Mom had hooked me up with some euros to use as spending money. It wasn’t much, but I didn’t expect to be doing touristy things.

      Asking for directions would have been a sign of weakness, but that was okay because I managed to find the right gate on my own. Once I boarded the ferry, I took a few relaxing breaths. So far, so good.

      I just wished I could have been at home sleeping. Or talking to Brenda. One of these days, she was going to break down and let me out of the Friend Zone so we could go out on an actual date. She just needed to get over that asshole Danny. I hated that guy. His rich daddy bought him a Corvette. I had to borrow my mom’s Honda to go anywhere. Maybe if I had a Corvette, Brenda would look at me differently.

      The Aegean Sea was a beautiful shade of blue, but the ferry was crowded, and I was still tired and grumpy. It didn’t help that I skipped breakfast. I’m a picky eater. Olives? Gross. Feta cheese? Pass. If I’d managed to get up sooner, I could have found something to eat, but I had to hurry.

      The ride from Athens to Fira took more than five hours. My stomach growled at me, but I ignored it. I’d get something to eat with my dad. No worries.

      I checked my phone again. Still no reply from Mom. She was probably busy banging her latest boyfriend, Tony. He wasn’t as bad as some of the guys she’d hooked up with. At least he didn’t pretend to be a father to me.

      I knew she could also have been working on her presentation. She had a meeting with some venture capital people about a business she wanted to launch. Truth be told, I didn’t really pay attention when she tried to explain it to me. It was some boring thing about women’s shoes.

      She’d designed some handmade dress shoes that sold well on Etsy, and she wanted to “scale things up.” They just looked like boring old shoes to me. If they’d been Autry Medalist sneakers, I might have paid attention because Brenda wanted a pair in bright pink.

      The ferry pulled into Athinios Port on Santorini a little after three in the afternoon. We were packed in like nasty sardines; I mean, come on, who can eat those things? A constant loud high-pitched beeping sounded and the giant gangplank lowered. Beyond the crush of people, all I could see outside was part of a cliff. Not exactly the gorgeous views they advertised on Instagram. Once the plank lowered, I could see a few white buildings, trucks, and some cars in a parking lot. Big whoop.

      I waited my turn to get off the ferry, then looked around for my dad.

      He wasn’t there.

      I closed my eyes, and took a few deep breaths so I wouldn’t panic. My heart pounded a bit at first, but I got it under control. Being forgotten was not a new thing to me, though it sucked balls to be stranded alone where I didn’t know anyone.

      It made me think of baseball again. Dad forced me to play for the Centaurs instead of the Raiders where my friends played. The Centaurs were winners. But we practiced at a park three miles away from home instead of two blocks. And there were several times when Dad dropped me off, but forgot to pick me up because he got drunk and passed out.

      None of the other parents forgot their kids. Dad promised it would never happen again after the first time. And after the second. And the third. But I knew the only way it would never happen again was if I didn’t play, so I quit the team. They didn’t care. It wasn’t like I was any good.

      “No means no and yes means maybe,” I said. That was my mantra from that point forward, and I spoke it aloud in the Athinios Port parking lot.

      My parents were both alcoholics. If they said no to something, it meant no. If they said yes to something, every once in a while, it meant yes. But most of the time it meant no because they’d be so plastered they couldn’t do anything. Or they couldn’t remember it.

      So this was nothing new. They meant what they said at the time, but again, I was the king of low expectations.

      It didn’t even hurt that much anymore.

      I tried calling Dad, but it went straight to voicemail.

      “Dad,” I said. “I’m in Santorini at the port, but you forgot to come get me. Call me back.”

      I waited.

      And waited.

      I figured Dad was too drunk to call me back, let alone come get me.

      They didn’t have much at the port besides the docks. There was a convenience store, a waiting room, and a restroom, which I had to pay to use. The toilets were weird. Practically a hole in the ground with a place to stand or squat over. I was glad I only had to take a piss.

      I went into the store, and a Greek dude in his forties nodded to me.

      “Do you speak English?” I asked.

      He nodded. “Most people here can speak English. What do you need?”

      “How do I get from here to Fira?”

      “Did you book transport in advance?”

      “No. I had a ride. Well, I was supposed to have a ride.”

      “There’s a bus, or you can take a taxi. But good luck getting a taxi.”

      “All right. Where can I catch the bus?” I asked because even if a taxi happened to be there, it was too rich for my blood. My folks often struggled to pay the bills, so I needed to take the cheapest option.

      He told me, and I thanked him. Then I went to find the buses. They were obvious once I knew to look for them.

      I called Dad again. Got voicemail, and said, “I’m taking a bus to Fira. Call me so you can tell me where to meet you.”

      I paid for my bus ticket, stowed my luggage, and got aboard. The bus was a lot cleaner than I expected, and more comfortable, too. As we got underway up the steep hill, I was glad I didn’t have to drive on that road. Lots of switchbacks, and not much room.

      The ride didn’t take that long.

      Fira was crazy busy. The roads were super narrow here, too. They were cobblestone, and most people drove scooters or ATVs. A few cars, but not like I’d expected.

      It was a pain in the ass dragging my suitcase along. At least my pack had a strap to sling over my shoulder.

      People bumped into me as I moved down the cobblestone walkways. A few apologized, but most just kept on going. Tourists.

      Needless to say, Dad didn’t call.

      The sun beat down on me. It wasn’t humid, but it was hot. Not as hot as some of the girls walking around, though. If I hadn’t been worried about not hearing from either of my parents, I’d have appreciated the view. The women made me think of Brenda, who was probably with Danny at that very moment.

      I found a little taverna off one of the main roads. I had no clue where I was.

      Inside, white tile floors held rows of small tables spaced a few feet apart. Olive green chairs with cushions sat under the tables, which had white tablecloths draped over them with a piece of glass on top so they could just wipe things down without adding to the laundry.

      Floor-to-ceiling windows on the far end provided a spectacular view of the sea. We were high up on a cliff, which made the scenery even better. A few cruise ships floated in the water. They looked like toys from this vantage point. I kinda wanted to draw them.

      A few people sat at various tables eating and drinking.

      An older woman smiled at me as she approached. “Welcome,” she said in English.

      “Thanks.”

      “Just you?” she asked.

      “Yeah,” I said.

      “Follow me.”

      She led me to a table.

      “Thanks. Can I get a Coke?”

      “How about an ouzo?” she asked.

      I set my bags down. “Uh, okay.”

      She brought me a glass of clear liqueur and didn’t ask for an ID. I took a sip. It tasted like sweet licorice to me. From the first sip I knew the alcohol content was strong enough that I’d best take it easy. I did not want to end up like my parents.

      “Would you like a menu?” she asked.

      I was hungry, but I shook my head no. I’d heard Santorini was super expensive, so I wanted to make sure I could find my dad before I spent anything more than necessary.

      “I’m just waiting on my ride,” I said.

      “Very good,” she said. “Let me know if you need anything.”

      She wandered off.

      My phone rang about the time I’d polished off two-thirds of my drink. My head buzzed from the alcohol.

      I pulled out my phone.

      It was Dad.

      “Hello,” I said.

      “Sorry, son. I have no excuse. Where are you?”

      I told him the name of the taverna.

      “I’ll find you. Don’t leave.”

      “How long will you be?” I asked, but he’d already disconnected. I thought about calling him back, but sighed and took another sip of ouzo. I didn’t like it much at first, but the taste grew on me.

      I finished the drink ten minutes before my dad got there.

      He looked like death spread on a piece of toast. His hair was all scraggly, he hadn’t shaved in days, and his fat cheeks bulged like a chipmunk. He wore flip-flops, tan shorts, and a stained white Iron Maiden T-shirt.

      “Scotty,” he said when he saw me. He opened his arms and moved toward me.

      I didn’t get out of my chair.

      He leaned down, wrapped his arms around me and held on tight.

      “I’m so sorry, Scotty,” he said.

      “I don’t go by Scotty these days, Dad. Just Scott.”

      He pulled back. His eyes were red. At first, I thought he’d been drinking, and he probably had, but he’d also been crying.

      “Son, I don’t know how to tell you this, so I’m just going to throw it out there.”

      “Okay,” I said, feeling nervous. “What is it?”

      He shook his head and said, “Your mother is dead.”
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      My head was so buzzed from the ouzo, I wasn’t sure I’d heard him correctly.

      “What?”

      He took a deep breath, glanced around the taverna, then sat down, and focused on me. “Your mother was in a car accident yesterday after she dropped you off at the airport. She died this morning. Your Aunt Suzy called me.”

      My first thought was, you took Aunt Suzy’s call, but not mine?

      But I didn’t say that out loud.

      I just sat there, stunned.

      He had to be lying.

      Drunks lie a lot. They lie about how much they’ve had to drink. They lie about being okay to drive. They lie about damn near everything.

      But the look in his eyes told me he wasn’t lying now.

      My mom was dead.

      Her last words to me were, I love you, and my last word to her was, whatever.

      I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach with a follow up strike to the head by Mike Tyson.

      Maybe that’s a bit much. A punch from Mike Tyson would probably kill me. But we’ll go with that because the only other boxer I can think of right now is Rocky Balboa, and he’s not even real. Who did he fight? Creed. Apollo Creed.

      Apollo. A Greek god. And I was on Santorini, a Greek island.

      And my mom was dead.

      My dad leaned forward pulled me into another hug. I didn’t wrap my arms around him. I just kinda went slack.

      When Dad let me go, I looked at him and felt sober. I asked, “What happens now?”

      “I’ll take you to my place.”

      “Can you pay for my drink first?” I asked.
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      Dad had a red Symphony 125cc scooter. A black and red helmet rested on the seat.

      “There’s another helmet in the top box,” Dad said and pointed.

      I opened the black case on top of the back of the scooter, and took out a pink helmet.

      “Pink?” I asked.

      “Callie likes pink.”

      “Who’s Callie?”

      “My ex-girlfriend. She dumped me last week.”

      “I’ll pass on the pink helmet,” I said.

      “Sorry, son. It’s the law.”

      Dad’s helmet was black with red lightning strikes. It looked cool.

      I sighed. Nobody knew me here anyway. I pulled the stupid pink helmet onto my head. It was a tight fit. Then I situated my suitcase against the back, climbed aboard the scooter and held my pack in front of me. Dad climbed on, and it was a tight fit thanks to my bags, but we managed.

      Dad revved the engine a few times and we were off.

      He drove to Oia, which was on the northwest shore of the island. He didn’t weave much, and I never felt unsafe, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t been drinking. It took around half an hour to get there.

      My dad was a professional drinker. He could seem perfectly sober, while his blood alcohol level would be off the charts. It was always easier to assume he was drunk unless the evidence proved otherwise. Evidence in this case meant he’d been locked in a room without alcohol for a week. Like that would ever happen.

      He pulled off onto a side street, swerved to avoid an orange cat, then turned toward what looked like a whitewashed building. I thought it might be a motel because of the rows of doors along the building, but then I realized we were at his apartment.

      He parked the scooter. We got off, and I put the pink helmet back into the top box.

      “This doesn’t lock,” I said.

      “Lock is broken,” Dad said. “Doesn’t matter. There’s so little crime on the island, I could leave my helmet on the seat overnight and no one would touch it.”

      He walked over to the corner apartment. I grabbed my bags, and followed him.

      He opened the door to the apartment and led me inside.

      It was a narrow place with a living area at the front, and a slim hallway on the right with a small kitchen on the left, then a bathroom, also on the left before the hall spilled into a little bedroom.

      The place was a mess. He had a coffee table covered in dirty rocks from the ocean floor. A few maps spread out on top of them with a few more rocks on them. An ugly brown sofa stood against the wall with a small side table beside it. The sofa had a frayed orange throw pillow against one arm. An old television from before I was born sat on a DVD player across the room. They were balanced on a rickety bamboo chair with a small bookshelf next to it.

      He gave me a quick tour.

      “Living room. You’ll sleep on the couch.”

      I frowned.

      He walked past the kitchen. “Food in the fridge. Help yourself.”

      The kitchen sink was filled with dirty dishes and pans. The counters looked like they hadn’t been wiped down in weeks. The stove had stains all over it. The place should have been condemned.

      “Bathroom,” he said.

      I glanced in. At least it had a toilet you could sit on. As with the rest of the place, it cried out to be cleaned. And I’m a seventeen-year-old guy. If I’m saying that, you know it was awful.

      “About the bathroom,” Dad said. “When you take a shit, don’t flush the toilet paper down the toilet. Wrap it in a few more sheets of toilet paper and put it in the trash can.”

      “You’ve got to be kidding,” I said. “That’s gross.”

      “We’re living on a volcano, son. The pipes can’t handle toilet paper.”

      “But they can handle a big pile of steaming crap?”

      “Yes, they can.”

      I shook my head, but said, “Fine.”

      Dad nodded and continued the tour.

      “My room.” He stepped into his bedroom and gestured at the unmade bed, the dresser, and a bookshelf loaded with books and things he’d brought up from the bottom of the sea. Daggers, coins, broken plates, jewelry. Dirty clothes lay on the floor, and he tossed his helmet in a corner.

      “Love what you’ve done with the place.”

      “I don’t spend much time here, Scotty … I mean Scott. I’ll get it. Kid, you’ve shot up like a weed. Need to put some meat on them bones, though. You hungry?”

      “Not if the food is in your kitchen. I suspect the roaches have already devoured everything remotely edible.”

      “I’ve only seen a few roaches in here,” he said. “They don’t eat much. If you’re worried about them, just bang on the counter before you turn on the light.”

      I shook my head. “Whatever.”

      “Tell you what. Let’s go get some octopus at my favorite little restaurant.”

      I gave him a disgusted look.

      “Kidding,” he said and grinned. “They have souvlaki. Even with your finicky taste, you’ll love that.”

      “Okay.”

      I turned and started for the front door.

      He stopped me in the living room. “You’ve had a rough day. And jet lag isn’t fun. Oh! Let me show you something cool before we go.”

      He moved a few rocks on the table and pulled out a coin. He tossed it to me. There was white stuff crusted on it, but it showed a trident on one side, and when I flipped it over, it featured a bull.

      “Looks like an old coin,” I said.

      “It looks Minoan, but I don’t think that’s the case” he said. “Nate did me a favor and dated it for me. This coin dates back to at least 1700 BCE. Maybe older.”

      I had no idea who Nate was, but I could ask about him later. “So?”

      Dad’s smile grew wider. “That means it was before the volcano exploded leaving the caldera here.”

      I shrugged. “Whatever.”

      “Son,” he said and placed his right hand on my shoulder and pointed to the coin with his left index finger. “I think that coin is from the lost city of Atlantis.”
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      We walked to the restaurant. It was really close—a three-minute walk. The narrow cobblestone walkways had whitewashed stone walls that stood waist high to us. It seemed like all the buildings were white. Dad was five-foot-nine inches, and I was a few inches taller. Last time I’d seen him, he’d been taller than me.

      As we walked, I thought about Atlantis. Dad was always fascinated by the lost city. When he and Mom broke up, he told me he and Uncle Kyle were going to find it. Kyle wasn’t my biological uncle, but as he was Dad’s best friend, I called him Uncle Kyle. He was absolutely obsessed with Atlantis. He once told me he’d met some people from the lost city.

      I thought it was some bullshit story he and Dad told me to make me think they were great men. Indiana Jones style archaeologists, though they were really just treasure hunters who weren’t likely to ever find anything of value. And they were both drunk that night, though Kyle could hold his liquor way better than Dad.

      Uncle Kyle came from a middle-class family, but Dad didn’t have the money to finish college. He’d knocked up my Mom and married her. Then he had to work at a local Walmart. The odds of him finding anything from Atlantis were about the same as me landing a date with Olivia Rodriguez.

      He didn’t talk about Atlantis on the way to the restaurant. He wanted to know how I’d done in school this past year. I told him I got A’s and B’s.

      “You’re smart enough to be a straight-A student,” he said. “Class valedictorian.” He gestured with his right hand as if showing a gigantic banner in the sky.

      I shook my head. “Not gonna happen.”

      “You could do it. You’ve got your mother’s smarts, son.”

      At the mention of Mom, I felt another gut punch. I couldn’t believe she was gone.

      “I should go back for the funeral,” I said.

      Dad grimaced and shook his head. “About that,” he said. “I really can’t afford to send you back for the funeral, son. I’m sorry. Maybe Aunt Suzy can get you on a Zoom call to see it.”

      “You want me to attend Mom’s funeral on Zoom?”

      “No, son. I want your mom to be alive and well. I love her more than anything. We just couldn’t be together for … well … reasons.”

      “Your drinking,” I said.

      He sighed and stopped walking. He glared at me, and I thought he’d say something hateful. But he shook his head.

      “All I’m saying is I spent what money I had buying you the plane tickets.”

      Money was always tight at home, too. And it wasn’t like Dad had struck it rich. I’d worked at a grocery store for a year, so I understood. Money doesn’t go very far.

      “Let’s eat,” Dad said. “This is the place.” He pointed to a small building. Another local taverna.

      We went inside. This one was smaller and cozier. There was a great view down the cliff to the sea, and the sun was going down, so I knew I’d be treated to a beautiful sunset.

      A sunset my mom would never get to see.

      “I’m not sure I can eat,” I said.

      “You have to eat, kid.”

      A hostess came over and spoke to my father in Greek. He answered in Greek, and she led us to a table with a smile.

      “When did you learn to speak Greek?” I asked.

      “I’ve picked up some of the language since living here,” he said. “And Luca helped.”

      “Who’s Luca?”

      “Nate’s second in command.”

      “And Nate is?”

      “My college roommate. He’s a marine archaeologist. He helped me when I got out here because Kyle was out at sea somewhere. I worked in a restaurant for a while, then Nate hired me to help on an expedition. That’s where I met Luca. He and I became friends.”

      “I thought you dropped out of college,” I said.

      “I did, but I got two years in before I quit,” he said. “I left early so I got straight F’s that last semester.” He shrugged. “I always hoped you’d do better.”

      “Why’d you leave early?” I asked. I didn’t expect an answer. Dad rarely talked about his past. But he was in a sharing mood.

      “My father died, and my mother needed my help. So I went home, got a job, and a year later, she died.”

      “You and Mom were already dating by then, right?”

      He nodded.

      A waitress approached us and said something in Greek. My father answered her.

      “Yes,” she said. “I’m happy to speak English.” She looked at me. “Have you looked at the menu?”

      “I’ll have the souvlaki sandwich and a Coke.”

      “Coca-Cola,” she said. “Very good. And our souvlaki is amazing.” She turned to my dad. “And you, sir?”

      “I’ll go with the Red Snapper and a glass of Busker.”

      “Very good, sir.”

      She left us there.

      “Busker?” I asked.

      “Don’t start, Scotty.”

      “Scott,” I said. “And I was hoping maybe you wouldn’t get drunk tonight.”

      “Of course I’m going to have a drink or two,” he said. “My wife died today.”

      “Your ex-wife,” I said.

      “I don’t want to fight with you, son. Especially not tonight. Can we just call a truce?”

      “Fine,” I said. “But only if you’ll shoot straight with me.”

      “Always.”

      I decided to hit him with a selfish question because I was worried. “With Mom gone, what’s going to happen to me?”

      “Wow,” he said and leaned back in his chair. “I don’t know, son. I haven’t had time to think about that yet. We’ll figure it out.”

      “Any thoughts off the top of your head? I mean, all my stuff is in Denver. All my friends are there.”

      “Aunt Suzy?”

      “She can’t afford to have me stay with her. She has a tiny place, a crappy job, and no future. I’d just be a burden.”

      “Well, I can’t afford to support you in Denver. Maybe I can get you a job with Nate.”

      “Doing what? I don’t know jack about archaeology.”

      “You can push a broom, can’t you?”

      I put my elbows on the table and let my forehead drop into my hands.

      The waitress brought our drinks.

      When she left, I looked at Dad and said, “Maybe we should switch drinks.”

      “Not happening. My drink costs three times as much as yours.” He took a sip of his whiskey.

      I took a drink of my Coke.

      Yeah, it was probably best not to switch. I mean, Santorini didn’t have a set drinking age, but the restaurants and bars weren’t supposed to serve anyone under eighteen. That said, I’d already had an ouzo, so it clearly wasn’t a hard and fast rule.

      The dinner was good. Dad and I talked about safe things like the weather and how I thought the Broncos might play next season. I hadn’t followed football since Dad left, so I just made something up.

      Later, as we walked back to the apartment, Dad said, “I lied to you earlier.”

      “About?”

      “Nate didn’t carbon date that coin for me. He doesn’t know I found it.”

      “What?”

      “We found a bunch of artifacts. I didn’t think he’d miss one, so I didn’t turn in the coin.”

      “You stole the coin?” I asked.

      “I’m the one who found it, so no, I didn’t steal it. I just kept it for myself. I’d just appreciate it if you don’t tell Nate I have it.”

      “Jesus, Dad.”

      “Don’t Jesus me, Scotty.” He winced and corrected himself. “Scott.” He took a deep breath. “I’m not going to sell the coin, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

      “I’m thinking you should turn it in.”

      “I’m going to pass it to Kyle when he gets back to the island. I already messaged him”

      “What’s the deal with you and Kyle?”

      “He doesn’t talk to me as much these days. His wife doesn’t like me.”

      “Kyle got married?”

      “Kyle’s been married for years, son. You were maybe two years old when he married Calista.”

      “Then why didn’t he ever bring her to visit?”

      “She likes living by the ocean. She doesn’t do inland travel.”

      “That’s just weird.”

      “He loves her, so he accepts her eccentricities. He spends most of his time with her on their boat. Let’s put a pin in that for now. Promise me you won’t tell Nate about the coin.”

      “I don’t even know Nate.”

      “You will. When you went to the restroom earlier, I texted him. You’re coming to the site with us on Monday.”
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      On Sunday, Dad dragged me to the Naval Maritime Museum. We spent a good forty minutes there looking at scale models, rope knots, figureheads, and such. The map of Captain James Cook’s voyages was kinda cool, and I liked looking at the old photographs, too.

      Dad tried to explain some historical stuff to me, but I didn’t pay much attention because I didn’t care that much. I mean, I was supposed to be on summer vacation, which meant not learning new stuff about old things.

      We went to lunch after the museum, and Dad asked a few questions about the things we’d seen.

      I shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      “You just saw them. I told you all about them.”

      Again with the shrug. “I wasn’t listening.”

      He sighed.

      I reached for my glass of water, but the glass shook and the water did that ripple thing like in the movie Jurassic Park.

      The floor seemed to tremble beneath me.

      “What the hell?”

      Dad gave me dismissive wave. “Just an earthquake,” he said. “We get those every now and then. Nothing to worry about.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Last really big earthquake here was in 1956.”

      “Didn’t an earthquake lead to the volcanic eruption in 1600 BCE?” I asked. I always did the BCE because I liked Before Common Era so much better than Before Christ. I didn’t buy into any religion.

      “1630 BCE,” Dad said. “And yes, it may have caused the eruption. The volcano practically exploded. Destroyed most of the island. All that’s left is the caldera. The explosion was so loud they heard in Egypt.”

      “I already know all this,” I said.

      “Seriously,” Dad said, ignoring what I said as usual. “Destroyed the Minoan culture. And you already know what I think. Say it with me.”

      “That was the end of Atlantis,” I said before he could try to speak the words with me.

      “That’s right.”

      “My high school science teacher said Atlantis was just a myth. Something Plato made up to tell a story.”

      “Well, that’s why he’s a low-paid teacher, isn’t it.”

      “She,” I said. “Ms. Becker.”

      “Nate doesn’t buy into the Atlantis theory either, but Kyle and I do.”

      “Did you and Kyle have a falling out?” I asked.

      Dad shook his head. “Not at all. Kyle is out hunting for treasure with Calista. They’ll be back in a few days.”

      “Why didn’t you go with him?” I asked.

      “Kyle can afford the trips and the equipment. His wife is loaded. Kyle says he can’t pay me as much as Nate does, but I think Calista made that decision. Anyway, with Nate, I get to stay around here, not go all over the world the way Kyle does.”

      “From the look of your apartment, Nate doesn’t pay well either.”

      Dad shrugged. “It’s enough to keep me fed with a roof over my head while I spend my days off researching the best places to dive in search of Atlantis artifacts. Kinda funny that the best one I’ve found was on Nate’s latest mission.”

      “And what is Nate’s mission?”

      “He’s mapping a site. You’ll see it tomorrow.”
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        * * *

      

      That night, while I was trying to go to sleep, we had another small earthquake. It was just enough to startle me so I couldn’t go to sleep right away.

      I managed to drift off about thirty minutes later, and I dreamed of Mom waiting for me back in Denver, only her neck was broken and her head flopped at an odd angle.

      “Welcome home,” she said. “Give me a kiss.”

      And then I woke up.

      It took another hour to get back to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      Monday morning, Dad and I stepped outside at just past 7:00. A car pulled up to the apartment. A middle-aged Greek man got out of the driver’s seat and waved to Dad.

      “Paul! Welcome to another wonderful day! The sun is up, the sky is blue, and the ocean awaits.”

      “Hey, Luca,” Dad said. “This is my son, Scott.”

      Luca was a stout man who stood maybe five-foot-six. He wore white pants, a white shirt, and black shoes. He practically danced over to me and extended his hand.

      “Scott! I’ve heard a lot about you, young man. It’s a pleasure to finally make your acquaintance. Now I shall discover whether your father has done you justice or if he has exaggerated the nature of your exploits.”

      I shook his hand.

      “Strong grip,” he said. “I’m impressed. Are you an athlete? Do you play American football? You are probably a quarterback throwing long bombs to wide receivers down the sidelines for many, many touchdowns so the crowd can cheer you to stardom.”

      “No,” I said. “I’m more of an artist. I like to draw.”

      “Oh, a creative soul. I love creative people. We should arrange a day trip to Akrotiri so you can see the frescoes. They provide a glimpse into the ancient world where artists like you have rendered beautiful women, strong men, enormous ships, stately bulls, and lovely birds.”

      “That would be cool,” I said.

      Luca’s smile was contagious.

      He patted me on the back. “Are you ready for an ocean voyage? One that would befit a man of your stature?”

      “Uh, I don’t know.”

      “You are going to love it.” He pointed at me with both index fingers. “This is my personal guarantee.”

      It was a bit much, but I found that I liked him even though he was laying it on thicker than Van Gogh’s brushes.

      We piled into the car, and he drove us to a private dock outside Oia. We had to descend more steps than I’d care to count. When we finally reached the bottom, I glanced out past the rocks where a blue and white speedboat floated at the end of a short pier.

      “Is everything blue and white in Santorini?” I asked.

      “Not everything,” Dad said.

      “Certainly not the best things,” Luca said. “For those we save many colors that always look great amongst the blues and whites.”

      “What are the best things?” I asked.

      Luca smiled. “The women, of course. Do you have a girlfriend back in the States? I’m sure you do, and I would love to hear all about this lovely young lady.”

      I thought about Brenda. “Not exactly,” I said.

      Luca raised an eyebrow. “Your son is in love, Paul. In love with a beautiful woman, but he does not believe he deserves her.” Luca turned to me and said, “Scott, the real question is does she deserve you?”

      “She’s seeing another guy right now,” I said as we walked down the pier toward the boat.

      “Show me this other guy. I shall exploit his flaws and plot his downfall. Brenda shall be yours, my young friend.”

      “If only.”

      “If only you want her, but something tells me you do not, or you would already have her. You strike me as a bold and capable young man. Any young woman would be proud to be with you.”

      “Not so much,” I said as we reached the boat.

      Luca grabbed my shoulders and looked me in the eyes.

      “But you are an artist, young man. And women love artists. You should have Brenda pose for you. Then when she sees the exquisite lines you draw to reflect her beauty, she will fall at your feet and present to you her heart.”

      “Uh…”

      He pointed at one of the cleats. “Untie that rope, my young friend. Then hop aboard the Atlantis Express.”

      The name on the boat was actually Millie’s Prize, but who was I to argue?

      I untied the rope. My father untied another. He tossed the rope onto the deck of the boat, so I did the same.

      Then we climbed aboard.

      The boat was 27 feet long, and had twin sofas on either side with a couple of bucket seats up front.

      Luca opened a hatch at the back, and handed me a life jacket. “Put this on. I do not want you to drown before you taste the wonders of the bewitching Brenda.” He pointed to my crotch. “But you put a raincoat on the fireman, you understand me? I do not believe the world is ready for the progeny you and Brenda would unleash upon us, exciting as they may be.”

      My dad shook his head, but he was grinning. “Stop telling my son to wrap that rascal and drive the boat, Luca.”

      Luca patted Dad on the shoulder as he moved toward the wheel. “I am merely trying to catch up on some of the things you should have been telling him over the years.”

      The life jacket was more of a sports vest in that it didn’t cover my shoulders, and allowed more freedom of motion. I adjusted it until it was mostly comfortable.

      Luca started the engine, and off we went. I sat on one of the sofas. Dad sat in the other bucket seat beside Luca.

      The boat picked up speed, leaving a wash behind us. The motor was loud, and the water a bit choppy, but the boat skimmed along as Luca adjusted for conditions.

      “We are the kings of the world!” Luca shouted throwing his arms wide.

      I chuckled. He was the king of expressive gestures anyway.
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