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This book is for my darling Paula,
my soul mate, my friend, my lover.
When you opened up your arms to me,
you opened up the world to me.
You are my everything. 
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FOREWORD


by Paula Deen

Hi y’all,

Listen: I felt like it was my place to introduce the world to my Captain Michael Groover. And, of course, I also felt that maybe I need to do a little groundwork to help prepare y’all for that meetin’.

Michael’s not old—he’s only fifty-three, but he’s a true ol’ Southern river boy. Now, ol’ Southern river boys may be a little rough around the edges, and so, I want you to be prepared. His language and his jokes may be a little like the water we live on—salty—and he can also be rough and gruff and bawdy at times.

But when times are hard, Michael Groover will make the best friend that y’all could ever hope to have in this world.

I fell in love with this salty sea captain. And I guess you could say the first thing I fell in love with was his sense of humor: very dry and very witty.

Michael Groover made me laugh and he makes me laugh every day of my life. He brought laughter and joy into a personal life that was very sad at the time I met him. I will always love him for that.

So get ready to meet this rough-gruff-on-the-outside man who’s a teddy bear on the inside. I think by the time you finish this book, you’ll know why I fell in love with Captain Michael and why I will love the man until the day I die.



MY
Delicious Life
WITH
Paula Deen




PROLOGUE


Miss Paula Deen came into my life bringin’ blue eyes, beamin’ smiles, balance, and butter—no end of the butter.

All of those great things arrived in one pretty package and standin’ on the most gorgeous legs you ever did see.

But among all the kick-ass gifts that Paula gave me, a beautiful balance was the most life changing. Up until we married, my days were spent on local waters, lonely but livin’ and workin’ at the job of my dreams as a harbor pilot in Savannah, Georgia. It was a wonderful life and all I ever wanted, all I needed.

I thought.

What I never gave a thought to was seein’ the Eiffel Tower, zippin’ through a jungle along a sturdy sky-high cable, wonderin’ how it was to have people ask me for my autograph, bein’ the owner of a classic, bright orange, muscle car, hangin’out with Billy Joel, havin’ close friends of every race, religion, and sexual persuasion the good Lord made, marryin’ and cookin’ on television with one of the most famous television cooks on the planet, and then, goin’ home with her and curlin’ up in our giant bed for a little inspired romance. Inspired by the cook, I might add. That fabulous, adorable cook.

Paula brought the most vivid colors you can imagine into a happy life of mostly soft ocean blues and cloudy-day grays bordered by sameness. The eggy yellows, steaming reds, hot oranges, peacock blues of the whole world suddenly opened up to me. Fame and fortune and good fellowship came to balance a very quiet life. Nothing has ever been the same again.

There have been some bumps, of course. What couple gets through life without a bump now and then? There were also some pretty damn embarrassin’ moments, and I’m thankin’ the Lord that, knowin’ Paula, there weren’t a whole lot more.

So, if you’ve ever wondered how delicious it is to marry a celebrated but also good, funny, smart, and sassy person whom the whole world loves, climb aboard with me. There’s some interestin’ sailin’ ahead.



1
Life Before Paula


I didn’t work my way to the top o’ the food chain to eat carrots. In fact, if someone offers me a salad, I say, “That’s what my food eats—salads.”

I was born Michael Anthony Groover on December 13, 1955. I shared my first home with my saint of a mother, Carmel Register Groover, and my father, Henry B. Groover Jr., known as Big Henry. Rounding out the family in my home were my eighteen-month-older brother, Henry B. Groover III, or Hank; my little brother, Joseph Nicholas Groover, or Nick; and my maternal grandfather Joseph Anthony Register, or Poppa, possibly one of the hardest workers I’ll ever know.

My childhood days were filled with heat and bugs, heat and bugs, heat and bugs and, I think, for the grown-ups, a little beer to take their minds off the heat and bugs. We kids had no air conditioner so we created our own breezes on bikes or boats, swatting at the horseflies much of the time. For our family, the four seasons were almost summer, summer, still summer, and Christmas. The first cool snap, in fact, was in November, when the temperature fell to below seventy degrees, also known as good stew weather.

Speakin’ of stew, we cooked anything we could shoot, fish up, or catch. With all due respect to the animal rights folks, I surely believed then and now that there’s room in this world for all God’s creatures—right on my plate next to my mashed potatoes.

That first house was a small four-room, one-bath building with two screened porches, built by my paternal grandfather Pop and his children. The tiny house sat on a bend on Turner’s Creek with a breathtaking westerly view; I think it’s the most beautiful land on Savannah’s Wilmington Island. Within a kid’s reach there was hangin’ moss, palm trees, and the most fragrant bloomin’ wild roses, magnolias, and dogwood you ever did see. As a member of the third generation of Groovers on Wilmington Island, I have witnessed some of the most stunning sunsets known to man or woman.

We might have had a shortage of rooms but we surely had an abundance of love. During my wakin’ hours I stayed outdoors. Sometimes it got real hot and dry, but we didn’t care since 100 degrees Fahrenheit is considered only a bit warm in Savannah. It was just a great place, our private stompin’ grounds, and it was like having a seaside country of our own.

Without a doubt we weren’t rich, but we really didn’t know we weren’t rich. My father worked with the railroad and he made a good, honest livin’. No tellin’ how many kids lived on Wilmington Island my daddy taught to swim—had to be at least a hundred. He worked hard and he spent most of his money on us. My folks never lived extravagantly or above their means; and we kids never lived above our raising. My brother Hank, who’s a priest today, and I had bunk beds. In those days, you didn’t put the old folks away in an oldage home, so my grandfather stayed in the bed adjacent to us right in our room. And we had to walk through my mother and father’s bedroom to get to our bedroom.

When my younger brother Nick was born, Hank and I moved to the porch and lived there eight months out of the year. When nights got real cold, in the mid-thirties in January, we reluctantly came back inside.

We had a barn to house our animals; they kept us busy and taught us responsibility. We had ponies, horses, cows, pigs, turkeys, chickens, geese, and ducks. We also raised English bulldogs.

We had to feed and water the animals twice daily; we collected eggs, milked the cows, cleaned up the manure, doctored the sick, and separated the bullies. As my brother Hank says, it taught us respect for nature.

We’d hear people sayin’, “Oh, we had this calf and then my father had him butchered and it was the worst day of my life and I’ll never eat ground beef again.” Well, as Hank points out, we also had a calf and it was no accident we named him T-Bone. We knew where he was eventually goin’—that’s nature and that’s how we existed on the farm. If the chickens weren’t layin’ they went in the pot. We cared for our animals and made sure they had veterinary care and food and water, but we also knew the chickens didn’t volunteer for the colonel’s bucket.

Outside our window, there was a show every day and night in the creek. I remember one midnight my mother was so frightened because for a couple of days, she’d been thinkin’ she heard someone on the porch, breathing heavy. She was sure the intruder was lookin’ in the bedroom window but she was reluctant to tell my dad because she knew he’d go outside and really hurt that person and end up in jail. Finally, she couldn’t stand it, woke him up, yellin’, “Henry, Henry there’s someone outside, breathin’ heavy right out our window!” My daddy jumped up, ran outside, and listened.

It was the dolphins swimmin’ up and down the creek, arching and jumping as they surfaced. Dolphins are mammals; they have to breathe air and that’s what they were doin’—makin’ a psh-psh-psh breathing sound as they leaped. They’re silvery gray—almost the color of a Weimaraner dog—and they move like ballerinas. It’s an amazing thing to see—they are so graceful when they leap, and they never touch each other, even though there may be six or eight of them leaping at a time. That’s what my momma was hearing—those dolphins breathin’ at their play. Although of course she’d seen them in the day, somehow she’d never heard them in the middle of the night and she didn’t recognize the sound. As a child, I saw them swim ahead of the bow of my boat when I was out exploring the waters.

On our property was a tiny house that actually had several uses. It was, at different times, used for storage, a dog kennel, and—most important—our kids’ clubhouse. We called it the Bonehead House. When we were about twelve and thirteen, the guys and I would hunt for turtle and horse skulls on the beaches and we’d nail them up on the Bonehead House to scare away the girls. When I was sixteen, I moved into the Bonehead House full-time.

At that point, my brothers and I decided we kinda liked girls, and we took down those skulls. I guess you could say the house should really have been called the Underage Club because my brothers and I were definitely underage, but I looked old enough to go buy Miller Pony beers. They don’t make ’em anymore but they were these little short beers that you could swallow in one gulp. Our refrigerator had nothing but Pony beers in it.

I’m sorry to tell y’all we also kept a small stash of pot hidden on the grounds; the girls thought it was cool. Even though our clubhouse was only about fifty feet from where our parents slept, it was very private because Momma and Daddy went to sleep with the birds right after the six o’clock news and woke up with the birds at dawn. My father was a very strict disciplinarian and if there was anything I feared, it was him. He used to say, “I’ll ask you once, I’ll tell you twice, the next time won’t be so nice.”

I hate to think what would have happened if he ever opened that refrigerator.

Actually, it was pretty funny: Poppa, who lived with us, had his own bigger place on the south end of Wilmington Island. That bigger place stayed empty. He wanted to live with us and we wanted him to live with us. I’ve always been glad he did. Why? Well, he was probably the hardest worker I’ve ever met, always fiddling and workin’ in the yard: He had rootin’ boxes, he’d forever be planting stuff in beds. So, we always had a garden, probably an acre. We would plant tomatoes an’ peas an’ onions with our granddaddy, and we never knew what grand thing would be bursting out of the earth next.

We always had enough, but just enough. If Daddy’s check from the railroad hadn’t come in yet, my brothers and I would go out in the boat and catch shrimp or oysters so the family could eat. Sometimes we’d pick up the pears that fell from our tree and we’d trade them with the grocer for a roast. What Daddy made and how we spent it was never a secret.

We each had a wish list of what we wanted to buy that week, but there were the necessities and if Daddy’s check hadn’t come in, we would negotiate. Actually, as Hank remembers, it allowed us to be generous. If one person needed shoes badly, the other would say, “Well, I’ll wait on that jacket I want; you getcher shoes this month” (although shoes were nothing we were ever real crazy about).

Our childhood flew by. One minute we were fixin’ to catch us some snakes (there are 5,000 types of snakes and 4,998 of them live in Georgia) and the next minute we got interested in girls.

My momma was a fabulous cook—I don’t know who woulda liked Paula more, my momma or my daddy, because my daddy definitely liked to eat. Daddy liked strong women; he sure would have admired Paula Deen, and my momma and Paula coulda cooked together and traded recipes. It is a damn shame they never knew her.

My daddy also loved the sea, and I guess that and bein’ raised on the water is where I got my lifelong love of the sea. Seems like every night when my daddy went to bed, he had a “dream book” with him. That’s what he called his treasured boating magazines. He wanted to buy a shrimp boat or a serious fishin’ boat but he never could afford it. Toward the end of his life, we did buy a small shrimp boat but never did a whole lot with it.

Right on our creek lived several people who also went on to maritime careers like me, like my younger brother Nick, who’s a river pilot. Captain Judy, our neighbor who still lives right one door down, is a charter boat captain. Like me, they never left the place we were raised up in. Pretty powerful pull, these Savannah waters.

I knew early on that I had to raise my own kids, when I had ’em, on the water, because you can always keep kids busy there. They can go fishin’ or skiing or crabbin’ or just go to the beaches. They can go shark tooth huntin’ or just ridin’ out in the boat. My momma used to say, “An idle mind is the devil’s workshop,” so we weren’t allowed to be idle: You can’t stand on the street corner and buy drugs if you’re not idly standin’ on the street corner. So all of us stayed damn busy during my comin’ up. Even if you yourself didn’t have a boat, one of your friends would come by and say, “You wanna go skiin’?” or “You wanna go fishin’?” or “You wanna go just to the islands?”

We always owned a motor and a very small boat; my brother Hank and I were either hangin’ out at the dock or investigatin’ every river, beach, and island near our house. Georgia has barrier islands and we always loved to explore them. It was better than any Harry Potter adventure, believe me. Hank and I have gone up every creek there is around, just to see what was at the end of the creek and what was around the next corner. We fished, crabbed, shrimped, water-skied, and hunted for sharks’ teeth and marsh hens. We had a network of friends who lived on the water. Long before any of us got a driver’s license and a car, we had boats; they were our primary means of transportation. When we were not boatin’ or swimmin’, there were motorcycles and horses and miles of trails and woods to enjoy.

Most of us had girlfriends by the time we got to be teenagers. There were lots of girls who lived on Wilmington Island. Some were good girls and some were bad girls and we loved them all. Further on down the street, there was a family my momma didn’t like. I can remember my momma tellin’ me, “Don’t go to these people’s house—they’re bad news, they’re just very bad news.”

Naturally, that’s just where I would go, a lot. There was this one girl, and again, she wasn’t really a bad girl. We would play Spin the Bottle and Post Office, she and I. I couldn’ta been ten years old when she said, “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

I said okay. So I did and she did. An’ it just freaked me out.

I was down there another time—against my mother’s wishes— and a kid from another neighborhood came over and he was climbin’ in the tree. One of the boys walked out there and says, “Get out of my tree.”

The other kid says, “No, I’m not gettin’ out o’ yer tree, ’cause it’s not yer tree.”

Then the boy goes inside his house, gets a .22 rifle, an’ shoots the other kid in the stomach.

I ran so fast, I mean, I just knew my mother was gonna kill me if the police woulda’ interviewed me and she’d known I was there. So I took off runnin’. Never went back there again.

Once, a friend an’ I were diggin’ an underground fort in the side of this ditch an’ we would shore it up as we went along. We were puttin’ in four-by-fours and plywood while we were tunnelin’ through it and my mother said, “Don’t go back there. Y’all gonna get in trouble there. Do not go in there, somethin’s gonna happen to y’all.”

I didn’t go back to the fort after she said that, and soon after, it collapsed and suffocated the kid from down the street, may God rest his soul.

So life taught us some hard lessons and I was also startin’ to get the idea to listen to my mother. Living on the sea made us like little wild things in some ways, but it also gave us respect for the land and the water and for each other. I knew I never wanted to be far from the water. I certainly didn’t want to live next door to a one-hundred-unit condominium community, which I laughingly called the “Projects.”

Till Paula.

I was raised Catholic: My mother was very religious, and my father was a convert to Catholicism—he’d been born a Lutheran. Hank and I were both altar boys, and durin’ Lent, we would serve Mass every mornin’ before school.

When we were in grade school, we lived about five miles or so from the Catholic school but we didn’t like to ride the regular bus, which we called “the Rattletrap.” Miss Mulligan was the dear old lady who used to run the bus and she was as strict as a drill sergeant. Worst of all, she made us say the rosary every day on the bus, so Hank and I would hide in a ditch until the bus went by and then we’d thumb a ride. Every mornin’ the same nurse would pick us up and drop us off at school. We loved that nurse: We got to school earlier, we got to play longer, and we didn’t have to say the rosary. What’s more, the nurse’s car was much more comfortable than the Rattletrap. We pulled that off for four or five months until one day in the grocery store my mother happened to meet the lady who gave us the rides. She said to my momma, “Mrs. Groover, I have to tell you, you have the two most polite children I ever met.”

Momma said, “Well, thank you. Does the heart good to hear that, but where do you know my boys from?”

The nurse said, “I give them a ride every morning to school.”

Momma said, “No, you’re mistaken. My sons ride the bus to school.”

“No,” said the nurse, “I give them a ride every mornin’ in my car.”

At dinner, Momma confronted us and we had to tell her the whole story.

“Don’t tell me that,” Momma said. “I been payin’ five dollars extra a month for y’all to ride the school bus. So, please ride the bus.” So we did.

Then I went to a military high school run by the Benedictine monks. I wasn’t born with this beard—I grew it after the military high school where I had to shave every day. Hank continued at Catholic colleges because he was college material. Frankly, I was tired of school after high school—the sea was waiting for me, you might say, but Hank went to college for sixteen years. My brother who was not tired o’ school made up for me who was.

I can remember in school they would ask us kids what we wanted to be when we grew up. Most kids had not a clue what they wanted to be—maybe a fireman or a policeman or a circus guy. But Hank from the time he was five years old would always say priest. I always said boat captain.

Well, I followed my dream and when I graduated at seventeen in 1973 from the Benedictine Military School, I got a job as a deckhand on a tugboat by lyin’ about my age and tellin’ them I was already eighteen. I always felt like a bad day on the water is a lot better than a good day on shore. My favorite captain was a great guy named Gerald Missroon and he trained me how to run a tugboat. He was real passionate about doin’ everything the right way: No compromise—you did it right the first time. He also taught me a lot about how to treat people.

Well, one night, goin’ home, he had burned the candle on both ends. His car hit a tree and he got killed. He was a single dad with three boys and losin’ him broke my heart. I became captain that very day.

David Missroon, his son, eventually became my deckhand and I, in turn, trained David in the same skills his dad taught me. I also trained Gerald’s youngest son, Kevin, to be a captain. Well, David also became a captain and, I’m proud to say, a docking pilot. Today, Anthony, my son, is David’s first mate on the tugboat the Edward J. Moran. Life’s funny. In a roundabout way David’s dad is teaching my son. I like to think that Gerald is looking down on all of us with a huge smile, saying, “Good job, guys!”

I’ve been on tugboats ever since; it’s practically my religion. It’s never a chore to go to work—it’s pure happiness. I think workin’ a job you hate is how addictions start: I know I’d have to have a double happy hour every day if I worked eight hours at something I didn’t like. I’d definitely have to drown my sorrows.

I came up at about the time of the Vietnam War. None of us were really exposed to the civil rights movement; I guess you could say we were sheltered. My parents were very kind people and I don’t think they ever even noticed that the three black families who lived on Wilmington Island were indeed black. I think in my grandaddy’s time, people were afraid of anything different and bein’ black was real different then. If my grandaddy saw a black person wandering around on Wilmington Island, he’d assume the person must have escaped from a nearby chain gang.

But when it came to my raising, it was another story. Then there were quite a few strong black families on the island, who worked real hard and whose kids often went to college. Boats were in all our blood. Sam and Lizzie were one such couple; we kids would go over there and trade chickens with them. Under the bridge lived Miz Missouri White who was black, and Daddy would always pick her up and give her a ride to wherever she was goin’. Once I was with him and I remember she said she had twenty-two young’uns and Daddy asked her if they were all by the same father. She said, “Oh, Lord, no.”

Southern people allow for incredible individual diversity and eccentric behavior, as my brother Hank points out. I remember very well how Missouri White would dance for pennies in front of Mitchell’s Log Cabin, our local gas station, bar, and grocery. When she got tired, Daddy or one of us—whoever happened to be standin’ there— would put her in our truck to drive her back to her home. Miz Missouri always had a ride home.

The South has a code of manners. If you knew so and so was what others might call the village idiot, you’d still never laugh at him, or pass him in the street without sayin’ good mornin’ or good evenin’. One of us would always be pickin’ up ol’ Mrs. Houston when she got lost and bring her to our home where Momma would wrap her legs in Ace bandages and tend to her varicose veins before we gave her a ride home.

When I was a little older, I had a black friend named Benny; we worked on the tugboats together. Benny was a big guy, 350 pounds and six foot four. He had eight girlfriends and a wife. He would go visit each of them separately.

One day I asked Benny, “Benny, do you plan to buy a house?”

He said, “No, I don’t wanna house.”

I said, “Well, do you have a savings account?”

He said, “No.”

I said, “Well, then, let’s get you a savings account.”

So Benny and I opened a savings account in his name. The bank told me we both had to sign for Benny to get money out of the savings account; I didn’t know why, but we did that. We saved, like, six thousand dollars for him and then our plan was for him to buy a house. I told him if he went into a white neighborhood where blacks had already moved in, he could get a better house, cheaper, because the white people seemed to want to move out when the black folks moved in. It was the truth, that’s all I knew.

One day Benny came to me and said, “Gimme my money. I want my money.”

I said, “Well, you were savin’ for the house.”

He said, “Well, I don’t care. I want my money.”

So I signed and gave him his money, and that weekend he spent the whole six thousand dollars.

You know, I felt like he was just learnin’ about money and when the numbers got too big and he saw he had six thousand dollars, he needed to spend it. I was disappointed and I told him.

Benny said, “You know, Michael, if you were black for one day on payday, you would not wanna be white again.”

I didn’t really understand what he meant. Now I think he meant that he could party that strong on payday, stronger than any white man, and have a good time the likes of which white people couldn’t understand.

Still, Benny and I were good friends.

Sometimes we would go to River Street and if the bar we went into was crowded, we ended up as unpaid bouncers for that bar. They would pay us in beer to break up fights and throw the bad guys out. Once a guy’s wife came in, hoppin’ mad. He was three sheets to the wind but that didn’t stop him from saying, quick as you please, “I knew if I stayed in this bar long enough, I’d catch you comin’ in here!”

Sometimes Benny an’ I would start a fake fight; it would look like a kind of a race fight. People would jump up and leave, then we would sit at their table and drink. That’s about how much I thought about race relations back then—the fun Benny and I had staging those fake fights.

After Benny spent his money, I told myself, Well, you know, you can’t teach other people to think the way you think. Everybody has different goals, and his goal is to work, get paid, get high, and party hard.

I saw Benny several times over the years, and he did drugs till the day he died. I would sometimes bring him to his kidney dialysis. But he was a really good-hearted guy and a victim of the worst times in the South because he was probably taught that the best fun he could hope to enjoy was to have a buzz from drugs or alcohol. He felt he didn’t have much to look forward to, I guess. That house was never gonna happen, he thought, no matter how much he saved.

Benny passed away recently. I went to his funeral; I was the only white person there. If I wouldna’ been as obvious as a turd in a punchbowl, I woulda got up and left when the preacher said, “Well, we cannot save or change Brother Benjamin now, but we’re gonna try to save y’all.”

He preached an’ preached an’ preached to us, but I was feelin’ so pissed. There was a whole lot good he could have said about Brother Benjamin but he chose not to. I wanted to get out, but I couldn’t get up and leave.

Without a doubt, I felt sorry for what happened to my pal Benny.

But everybody does have different goals. My goal was to buy a house, get married, and raise kids. Benny had a wife and eight girlfriends. Look, I think he enjoyed his life, but he never had a chance to see a bigger picture beyond those women.

The job I have today, which I got way before I met Paula, is the culmination of everything I learned and wanted in my childhood. It’s an important job in which I’ve built enormous self-esteem. That’s the name of the game, isn’t it—to do well at something you love and to have others respect you for it. I have to admit, though, as steady as I feel about my work, sometimes it’s hard to play second fiddle to Paula’s fame, although playing second fiddle to Paula ain’t such a bad gig. It’s not that I need top billing, it’s just that I’ve worked so hard at climbing to the top of my own field that I want others to understand what I do. Paula understands what it means to me, and I love her for that.

I’m a dockin’ pilot, or as some call ’em, harbor pilot. That’s pretty much the top tier where I work. In this business, you start off as a relief deckhand, then you become a deckhand, then a relief captain, then a captain, then a relief dockin’ pilot, and finally, a full-time dockin’ pilot.

We have a two-pilot system here on the East Coast. We have river pilots, who bring a ship up the river an’ keep the ship in the channel until they get in close proximity of the dock. Then the dockin’ pilot goes aboard and relieves the river pilot; the dockin’ pilot uses assist boats, which are tugboats, to help turn the ship around and dock it or bring it safely to the pier. That’s not so easy with boats the length of three football fields, even though my friend Buckethead sometimes says I’m a high-price valet parking attendant for ships. Those tugboats connect to the ships with large ropes, but the tugs are so powerful, they can easily part or even break the ropes, and then the ropes can hurl back like a slingshot; they could kill you if you’re not careful and experienced.

Oh, without a doubt I was proud when I became a full dockin’ pilot. It meant a lot to me, and I accomplished it pretty fast. It’s a lotta hours, a lotta dedication, a lotta responsibility, but it’s a very lucrative job. If you’re not passionate about it, though, you’ll find a heap to complain about—the long and late hours, the missed Easters and Christmases, the missed recitals and baseball and football games, the missed dinners with your wife. The good part was that when my kids were little, I could work a week off and a week on, so I could often pick the kids up at school and be around at different times of the day when most daddies were never seen.

Here’s the dockin’ pilot’s routine: I give commands to the quartermaster of the big ship who’s at the speed throttle. I also give commands to the helmsman, who steers. Every time I give a command, it’s repeated by the captain, repeated by the helmsman or quartermaster, and then repeated back to me so I can be sure it’s the exact command I gave.

Then I give all the tugboats my commands. I communicate with the tugs separately—normally there are two but there may be as many as four of them on a job—and I’m telling one tug to push forward and another to go in reverse. They answer my commands with special whistles to inform me they’ve received my orders. It gets very complicated but the idea is to lay that big river ship baby safely, neatly, and nicely to the pier.

My son Anthony and my son-in-law Daniel are mates on the tugboats. My brother Nick is a river pilot and he brings the ship up the river. I turn it around and dock it. All the while, our brother Hank, who is the priest, is prayin’ that we don’t hit anything. It’s a family business, you could say.

My job is precise and exacting work. All this time I’m givin’ commands, the currents and the winds are moving the vessels along with the engine and I have to adjust for that as well. The work is intense. Your concentration must be sharp and unwavering. The stakes are high. A mistake can seriously damage the vessel, the dock, and people.
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