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Meade BreezePart rebel, part knight in rusty armor, and every ounce his own man, Meade

Breeze is a rugged, reclusive Florida boat bum. He has special talent for attracting sexy

women. His skill at handling boats is matched only by his knack for getting into, and out of, one

predicament after another. Starring in his third novel, all great entertainment, Breeze is the new

anti-hero of nautical fiction.Free BreezeSlaying dragons and saving damsels in distress in

nothing new for Breeze – he’s done it before. But this one was different from the start. He

couldn’t save her. Her death haunted him as deeply as the loss of his wife. Her killer was still

out there. There was nothing left for him to do, but seek revenge.After completing his mission,

Breeze dabbles in normal society. Can he overcome his wanderlust? Can he assimilate, or will

his demons led him to trouble again?

About the AuthorDenise Alvarado (1960) was born and raised in the rich Creole culture of New

Orleans, Louisiana. She has studied indigenous healing traditions from a personal and

academic perspective for over four decades. She is the author of numerous books about

Southern folk traditions, including the The Conjurer's Guide to St. Expedite, The Voodoo

Hoodoo Spellbook, the Hoodoo Almanacs, Workin' in da Boneyard, Hoodoo and Conjure New

Orleans, Crossroads Mamas 2015 Spiritual Baths for Every Occasion, the Voodoo Doll

Spellbook, Voodoo Dolls in Magick and Ritual and more. Her provocative artwork has been

featured on several television shows including National Geographic'sTaboo, The Originals, and

Blue Bloods. She is a rootworker in the Louisiana folk magic tradition, a spiritual artist, and

teacher of southern conjure at Crossroads University, crossroadsuniversity.com. Visit her

websites: creolemoon.com and patreon.com/denisealvarado for a little sweet tea and conjure. --

This text refers to the paperback edition.Review“Anthropologist and Louisiana folk magic

“rootworker” Alvarado (The Voodoo Doll Spellbook) rejects the sensational accounts of voodoo

queen Marie Laveau (1801–1881) to present a comprehensive, intensely researched, and

imminently readable narrative of her life and spirituality. The book contains spellwork, including

candle magic, Catholic conjure, fetishism, gris gris, and water rituals—for purposes including

keeping a lover, finding a lost person, healing, and attacking enemies. This insightful

resourceful is a thorough examination of Laveau’s legendary status and will be an invaluable

reference for devotees of the Laveau voodoo tradition.” - Publishers Weekly (Starred Review) �

Publishers Weekly“Denise Alvarado has successfully combined both history and practical

magic into one accessible book, making it possible for those far and wide to reach the Great

Queen. The Magic of Marie Laveau brings Marie Laveau to life” - Voodoo Queen Bloody Mary,

author of Bloody Mary’s Guide to Hauntings, Horrors, and Dancing with the Dead: True Stories

from the Voodoo Queen of New Orleans -- Voodoo Queen Bloody Mary“The Magic of Marie

Laveau is the ideal blend of the academic and the mystical. Denise Alvarado creates a historic

understanding of how Mlle. Laveau not only shaped the traditions and culture of New Orleans

Voodoo but also influenced all Hoodoo and Conjure practices around the world. Through the

biography of Mlle. Laveau, Alvarado teaches that your daily spiritual practice and

compassionate works are integral to your magical prowess. There is so much to learn in this

book, reading it a second and third time is a must.” - Jacki Smith, author of Coventry Magic with

Candles, Oils, and Herbs, founder of Coventry Creations. -- Jacki Smith“This book will become

definitive in the continually growing legacy of the greatest Voodoo Queen of New Orleans.A



must have for your collection and a truly wonderful read.” - Witchdoctor Utu, author

of Conjuring Harriet “Mama Moses” Tubman and the Spirits of the Underground Railroad. --

Witchdoctor Utu“This book is a celebration of the divine feminine as it manifests in a much-

misunderstood form of spirituality. Denise Alvarado’s love for Marie Laveau’s work is evident. I

am sure that Marie Laveau, the Mother of New Orleans Voodoo, returns the sentiment.” - Louis

Martinié, author of The New Orleans Voodoo Tarot and Waters of Return: The Aeonic Flow of

Voudoo. -- Louis Martinié"New Orleans native Denise Alvarado brilliantly crafts a spiritually

delicious reference book combining extensive historical research with a lifetime of personal

experiences! Filled with snippets from the past, pearls of wisdom, and a detailed outline of

Alvarado’s “Laveau Voudou” tradition to which many readers will feel an immediate

connection,The Magic of Marie Laveau is a valuable addition to any practitioner’s bookshelf,

especially those called to serve.” - Cairelle Crow, founder and coordinator of the New Orleans

Witches’ Ball -- Cairelle Crow"Whether you’re a Marie Laveau devotee or are only beginning to

learn about her, this is the book for you! Brimming with little known facts about her life, her

relationships, and her charitable works, The Magic of Marie Laveau is much more than a well-

researched biography. It also offers a plethora of valuable information for magical practitioners,

including detailed instructions for not only working with her spirit, but for performing many of

the rituals and spells for which she is known. Reading this book truly changed my life – and I

have no doubt that it will change yours as well.” - Dorothy Morrison, author of Utterly Wicked --

Dorothy Morrison“The Magic of Marie Laveau includes practical workings and "gris-gris" that

provide a "hand up" to the reader in addition to lyrically presented and well-informed

information about Ms. Laveau and the world in which she walked.” - Sallie Ann Glassman,

author of Vodou Visions: An Encounter with Divine Mystery -- Sallie Ann Glassman --This text

refers to the paperback edition.
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Free BreezeA Nautical NovelBy Ed RobinsonCopyright 2015 Ed RobinsonAll rights

reserved.This is a work of fiction. Real people and actual places are used fictitiously. Although

some of the events described are loosely based on my true life experience, they are mostly

products of my imagination.This book is dedicated to the fine people of Laishley Park Marina,

Punta Gorda, Florida. Your hospitality and friendship are priceless to us.Table of Contents1.

Getting Right with the Law2. The Marina3. Cayo Costa4. Joy and Breeze5. Partners in Crime6.

Second Thoughts7. Disaster8. Person of Interest9. Another Adventure10. Escape11.

Galveston12. Back to Florida13. Key West14. My Own Cartel15. Self-Reflection16. Smuggling

Trouble17. To Cartagena18. Going Home19. Cross-Eyed John20. Taylor21. Life at Laishley22.

The Case23. The Real WorldGetting Right with the LawMy new digs were in the Kent County

Detention Center, in downtown Dover, Delaware. It could have been worse. The Delaware

Correctional Center, a real jail, was just up the road in Smyrna. My father had run it with an iron

fist for twenty years. I wouldn’t have lasted a day.Instead, they had stashed me in what

amounted to a drunk tank, awaiting resolution of my various legal issues. My roommates were

harmless. George had recently earned his sixth DUI. He spent weekends in here after his fifth.

Still hadn’t learned his lesson. Marcus was trying to figure out how he was supposed to pay his

back child support while he was locked up. We played gin rummy between lawyer visits and

trips to the yard.My lawyer, Mike Savage, was in negotiations with my former employer over

repayment of the money I had stolen from them. The executives of Mid-Atlantic Natural Gas

were split on the issue. My old boss, Bob Zola, was pushing for them to accept repayment plus

interest, in exchange for dropping the charges. Some of the others wanted me to go to

jail.Meanwhile, the pencil pushers at the IRS were busy compounding interest and piling on

penalties for my tax evasion. I had left my cash with Mike, almost half a million dollars. I hoped

there would be some left when this was finished.At night, I’d lie there in the dark and think

about Joy. She had promised to wait for me. I thought about Laura too. I didn’t have her ashes

with me anymore, so I didn’t talk to her. Joy was out there somewhere, flirting for drinks. She

was still free. I was not. That was the worst part. The place was a minimum security facility, and

quite comfortable, but the confinement was killing me. I was far from my boat. I couldn’t see

any water. I couldn’t see the sunset from our window.Normally, a person like me would qualify

for bail. As explained by my lawyer, the pending IRS decision, and ultimately the pot

possession charge in Florida, meant that I’d remain in custody until it was all sorted out.I

wasted away for three weeks. Finally, Mike met with me to lay it all out.“Your old boss has won

the day,” he said. “Zola got them to take the money. All charges are dropped.”“That’s great,” I

replied. “How much interest did I pay?”“That’s the bad news,” he answered. “I was pushing for

ten grand, but they wouldn’t think of it. Total payback is one-fifty.”“Damn. Sixty grand in interest?

I hope you can do better than that with the IRS.”“You better just hope I can get you out of jail,”

he said. “Don’t do the crime, and all that.”“You’re right,” I said. “When do you meet with the tax

people?”“Tomorrow,” he answered. “It’s going to cost you. You’re not in much of a position to

negotiate.”“Just try to leave me with enough to fight the pot charge,” I said. “I can survive with

no money, but I can’t survive in jail.”“I’ll do what I can, Breeze,” he said. “Don’t forget you have

to pay me too.”He left me alone to do the math. I was allergic to money. Every time I got in the

black, something came along to take it all away from me. Plus, I tended to blow through it pretty

quick. Maybe I was better off being broke. The next afternoon, Mike was back.“You’re out

another hundred grand,” he said. The IRS has accepted full reparations, with interest and

ridiculous penalties. There will be no charges of evasion. You’re all paid up.”“I just lost a quarter



million dollars in two days,” I said. “Didn’t even get a glass of champagne out of it.”“I’ll get you

checked out of here in the morning,” he said. “I’ll buy the champagne, deduct it from the fifty

grand you’re paying me.”“Staying out of jail is expensive,” I said. “But freedom is priceless.

Thanks Mike.”The next day, I said my goodbyes to George and Marcus. Mike and I drank

champagne straight out of the bottle, in his office. He handed me my briefcase full of cash. It

was considerably lighter then when I gave it to him. I thumbed through the bills while he made

arrangements for my transfer back to Florida. I had just under two hundred grand left. He’d also

lined up an attorney to represent me on the marijuana possession charges. He told me that the

judge and prosecutor were arguing behind closed doors about my case. Two pounds was

certainly worthy of a charge of intent to distribute, but it was all in one big bale with no

paraphernalia. I would tell them that I found it on the beach in an effort to reduce the charges.I

rotted in a cell in Fort Myers for a few days before my new lawyer showed up. When she

walked into the conference room, I was taken aback. She was hot, in a school teacher or

librarian sort of way. Her auburn hair hung down around the frames of her glasses and flowed

over her shoulders. She wore a tight skirt, which stopped above the knee. Under her

businesslike jacket she wore a white, lacy top that looked like lingerie. Her high-heels clacked

across the tile floor as she approached the table.“Mr. Meade Breeze?” she asked.“Just Breeze

if you don’t mind,” I answered. “Nobody calls me Meade.”I thought of Andi and Yolanda briefly,

but turned my attention quickly back to the pretty lady in front of me.“Taylor Ford,” she said,

holding out her hand. “I’m the best drug defense attorney in South Florida. I don’t come cheap.

Do you have the means to pay for my services?”“That depends,” I answered. “What range are

we talking about?”“If we plea out clean and easy, twenty-five grand,” she answered. “If we go to

trial, upwards of a hundred grand. You’re other option is to bribe a judge, I can help you with

that if you have the cash. It would help if you had some political connections. We can do

wonders with who you know.”She was all business. She made bribing a judge sound like a

professional courtesy. She was completely in control of the situation, no nonsense.“Bribe a

judge?” I asked. “Really?”“This is Lee County, Breeze. Everyone has a price. It’s just knowing

who to get to at the right time. Do you have any connections at all in local politics? Law

enforcement? The business world?”She sounded doubtful. She had her head down looking at

a folder. She raised her eyes to look at me over her glasses, which had fallen down her cute

little nose. She had no reason to think that a boat bum like me would know anyone important.

Then it hit me. Captain Fred could buy and sell this whole county. He had multiple politicians in

his pocket at one time. He built a huge airport in central Florida, which he later sold to the Port

of Miami for a zillion dollars. He was the ultimate political animal in these parts, and he was my

friend.“You need to contact Captain Fred. He’s on his boat, Incognito, in Georgetown Harbor.

He’s in the Bahamas, the Exumas to be exact. The harbormaster can contact him, or give you

his number. I’m certain he can help.”“Do you mean Cargo Fresh Fred?” she asked. “TWA Fred?

Buddies with the Fedex founder Fred? How in the hell do you know him?”“It’s a long story,” I

said. “But we go way back. If I knew bribery was an option, I’d have turned to him first. There is

no one more adept at navigating the seediness of Florida politics than him.”“This is an

interesting development, Breeze,” she said. “If Fred can push the right buttons, we’ll have you

free as a bird in no time.”“Any way you can arrange to get me out on bail in the meantime?” I

asked.“Your current judge considers you a flight risk, living on a boat and all,” she answered.

“Let me contact Fred first. You’ll need your cash to pay somebody off, and to pay

me.”“Everybody wants what little I’ve got,” I lamented.“I’m not the one who was caught with two

pounds of dope,” she replied. “But I am the one who will get you out of a prison term. Let me go

work on contacting Fred. I’ll be back when I know something worth telling you. Sit tight.”“Like I



have a choice,” I said. “Thanks for being frank with me. Do what you can.”Once again, a lawyer

left me to do the math. I waited three more days wondering what Fred and Taylor would be able

to do for me. In my bed at night, I pictured her without clothes. I saw her tight skirt, tailored

jacket, and lacy things, in a pile on the floor. She was still wearing her glasses, and high-heels.I

couldn’t help but picture her naked again when she walked back into the conference room. The

clacking of her heels, snapped me out of it. She was dressed much the same, but in different

colors. The lacy top was a pale pink. She plopped a file down on the table, crossed her arms,

cocked her hip, and looked me over for a few seconds.“You are a very interesting character,

Breeze,” she declared. “Captain Fred thinks the world of you. I had to listen to an hour of stories

before we could get down to business.”“That’s Fred,” I said. “Was he able to provide any

help?”“It took him two days to get to every circuit court judge in the district,” she answered.

“None of them would ever dare to cross him. He’s had your case reassigned to a sympathetic

judge with a lot of debt. All I have to do is deliver an envelope full of cash in exchange for

leniency.”“How much money, and how much leniency?” I asked.“You’re presented a three-tiered

set of options,” she began. “For fifty grand, you get a one year sentence, serving three

months.”“Unacceptable,” I said.“For one hundred grand,” she went on. “You get probation, no

jail time, with community service.”“Community service might present a problem,” I said. “What’s

the get out of jail scot-free plan cost?”“Two hundred grand,” she answered. “Do you have

it?”“No, I don’t,” I said. “Plus I have to pay you. What will I owe you when this is done?”“I’ll take

the twenty-five as if we did a plea,” she said.“Okay, I guess I’m doing community service.”“I’ll

talk to my friends in the probation office,” she offered. “We’ll find you something painless to

do.”“Much appreciated,” I said.“I’ll deliver the cash at lunch tomorrow,” she said. “Then you get

on the docket. We’ll go to judge’s quarters and he’ll lecture you, and calm the prosecutor. You

walk out a free man. Then you go straight to the probation office.”“So I’ll be back on my boat in

a few days?” I asked. “Hard to believe.”“Welcome to south Florida law and politics, Breeze.”“I’ll

have enough cash left to take you out to dinner,” I said. “What do you think?”She hadn’t seen

that coming. She stopped in her tracks and chewed the end of her pen. She pushed her hair

back behind her ears, adjusted her glasses on her nose, and smiled at me.“I guess I can’t use

ethics as an excuse not to date a client?” she said, laughing.“I could pay you a bribe to go out

with me, if you want,” I said.“I am intrigued, I admit,” she said. “Let’s get this business settled

first, and we can talk about it later, okay?”“Fair enough,” I answered.She gathered her things to

leave, but paused at the door, studying me.“You are not at all, who I thought you would be,” she

said.“I yam what I yam,” I said.She laughed and left the room, waving backwards as the door

closed behind her.Over the next few days, Taylor brought me some dress clothes to wear to

court. I listened to her instructions on how to behave in front of the judge. He was bought and

paid for, but wouldn’t tolerate open disrespect of the process. The prosecutor’s office had been

informed of the pending decision to let me off easy and they weren’t happy about it. A phone

call from Captain Fred magically appeased them. We were all set.Taylor, the assistant D.A.,

and myself, were lead into the judge’s chambers by the bailiff. Once the door was shut, the

judge spoke first.“Miss Ford, is this the defendant we discussed earlier this week?” he

asked.“Yes, your honor,” she answered. “Captain Fred’s close friend, Mr. Meade Breeze.”He

made a check mark on a yellow legal pad, and turned to the prosecutor.“Do you understand

the nature of intervention in this case?” he asked. “And are you prepared to accept a plea of

guilty, in exchange for probation and community service?”“Yes, your honor,” he replied. “The

state does not wish to pursue a finding for incarceration, at this time. We reserve the right to

rescind probation in the event of any future violation.”Then he turned to me.“Mr. Breeze, do you

understand the nature of that last statement?”“I do, your honor,” I said.“It means that if you



screw up, we’ll reinstate the original charges, to include intent to distribute,” he said firmly.

“You’ll serve the maximum term allowable under sentencing guidelines, if you violate the terms

of your parole.”It was not a question, so I didn’t comment. He then turned back to Taylor.“Have

you made the necessary arrangements with Probation and Parole?” he asked her.“Yes, your

honor,” she answered. “We are to report to them directly upon the close of proceedings here

today.”“I’ll expect you to take personal responsibility for the defendant’s compliance,” he said.

“Leniency was granted only through the recommendation of important people. Those people

will be disappointed if we see Mr. Breeze in here again.”“I’ve already met with Parole,” she said.

“We’ve come up with an arrangement that should please everyone involved.”“Good,” he

harrumphed. “Mr. Breeze, I hope you appreciate the level of mercy that has been shown by the

court. If you violate the terms of your parole, you won’t appreciate the consequences.”“I won’t

let you down, your honor,” I said humbly.“Anything else?” he asked of all of us in general.No

one spoke. We were dismissed. I was free. Taylor grabbed me by the back of the elbow and led

me at a hurried pace out of the judge’s chambers, and through the courtroom. She didn’t let

me loose until we were out in the hallway.“Do I celebrate now?” I asked. “That all happened so

fast. It didn’t seem real.”“Not here,” she answered. “Keep looking humble and chastised until we

get out of here. I may have bought your freedom, but I didn’t buy any good will with the

judge.”“He didn’t have to take the bribe,” I said.“Well, yea,” she said. “He kind of did. He didn’t

like it, but the money was enough to win him over.”“Thank God for Captain Fred,” I said. “Now

what?”“We go meet your probation officer,” she said.Miranda was a long-time friend of Taylor’s.

She wasn’t quite as attractive. Her clothes were not as trendy and expensive, but she was

friendly and personable. The two of them chattered and whispered to each other like they were

part of some conspiracy. I was led into Miranda’s office, where I was introduced to Rob. Rob

was a ranger, chief ranger at Cayo Costa State Park. I didn’t understand what was going on,

and the three of them left me hanging for a few seconds.“Would someone please explain

what’s going on?” I asked.Taylor was obviously proud of herself. She had used her friendships

and connections to make my community service as painless as possible.“You’ll serve your

community service at Cayo Costa,” she beamed. “You can live on your boat. You’ll be working

for Rob on the island, until you log the four hundred hours required.”“I really don’t have

anything for you to do,” said Rob. “It will be a cakewalk. Between my staff and all the volunteers,

I’ve got too many people already.”“I’d be happy to pick up trash on the beach, or count turtle

nests, or whatever,” I said.“We’ll figure something out,” he said. “Just come see me when you

get yourself together. Miranda has given me a logbook to track your hours. She can keep an

eye on you through my office.”I looked at all three of them. Each had a huge smile on their face.

They barely knew me, but had gone out of their way to be nice to me. My faith in humanity was

somewhat restored. I didn’t deserve all this kindness.“You three are awesome,” I said. “I can’t

possibly thank you all enough. I’m deeply humbled, and forever in your debt.”“We all expect that

you’ll stay out of trouble,” said Taylor. “Make sure you justify our confidence in you. These two

are taking my word for it, that you’re worthy of a second chance.”“I’m very appreciative,” I

said.To myself, I thought about all the chances I’d already blown. How many more chances

would I get? The little angel on my shoulder was telling me, that this was my wake-up call. It

was time to straighten up and fly right. The little devil was nowhere to be found. I wondered

about my boat. What kind of shape was Leap of Faith in? I wondered about Joy. Was she still

hanging around somewhere? Had she waited for me? I thought about Laura, and felt guilty for

lusting after Taylor. At that moment, I was overwhelmed.“Thank you all so much,” I said. “Taylor,

can you take me to my boat now?”The MarinaAs we got in her car, Taylor reminded me that I

had asked her out to dinner. It was the furthest thing from my mind, but as she sat behind the



wheel her skirt rode up on her thighs, and I was reminded why I’d asked her out in the first

place.“You got me all dressed up, so we should go someplace nice,” I said. “I assure you, this

will probably be the last time you’ll see me wearing dress clothes.”“You clean up nicely,

Breeze,” she said. “I suspect you hide some refinement under your boat bum guise.”“I used to

run in different circles,” I said. “But that was a long time ago, in a different world.”“That mystery

man shtick is not going to work with me,” she said. “Tell me all about it over a glass of

champagne. My treat.”The Turtle Club was across the street from the marina. We parked near

the docks, and walked to the trendy new restaurant in downtown Punta Gorda. We toasted to

my freedom. She was pretty, intelligent, and very pleasant, but I was distracted. All I could think

about was my boat. Miss Leap was just across the street. I’d been away too long. I didn’t reveal

my life story to her at all, instead I asked her about her job. She was more than happy to talk

about herself. I learned where she grew up, where she went to school, and what she liked to do

in her spare time. She learned practically nothing about me.After we paid the tab and rose to

leave, it dawned on her that I hadn’t really said anything.“How did you manage to do that?” she

said. “I’m a lawyer, for God’s sake. Instead of me getting information from you, you cross-

examined me.”“I’m a much better listener, than I am a talker,” I said. “I enjoyed listening to

you.”“Well, you owe me,” she said. “We’ll have to do this again, so I can ask the questions.”She

handed me her card as we approached her car. Under different circumstances I would have

invited her aboard for a drink, but it would have to wait. I just wanted to be alone, with my boat.

As a female specimen, she was pretty much perfect, but my mind was elsewhere. I needed to

come to terms with my newfound legal status. I needed to know if Joy was still around

somewhere. I was sure that Leap of Faith was a mess.I had intended to give her a polite peck

before she got in her car. As I leaned in to kiss her, she put one hand behind my head and

pulled me into her. The kiss was deep and long, and very satisfying. It gave me a little chill

down my spine.“Good night, Breeze,” she said. “It’s been a pleasure working with you.”“Same

here,” I said. “Good night to you too.”“Call me,” she said.She buckled up and drove off into the

night.I walked down the gangway and onto the floating docks of Laishley Park Marina. I found

Miss Leap in slip C-10. The shore power cord was plugged in, and her lines were secured

smartly. I slid the rear door open and stepped into the salon. When I flipped on a light, I was

appalled at what I saw. When I left her, she had just been riddled with bullet holes. An old

nemesis had found me and tried his best to kill me. None of his bullets found me, but plenty of

them had ripped through my vessel. Shattered windows were covered with plastic. The

refrigerator doors were open and the power was off. It had suffered several direct hits and was

obviously no longer functioning. There were dust and spider webs everywhere. Most of the

holes on the port side had been patched and sanded. The starboard side holes were covered

with duct tape.Someone, probably Joy, had begun repairs. For whatever reason, they were

never completed. A musty smell hung thickly in the air. I opened all the hatches to let some air

in. I walked around to survey the rest of the damage. It wasn’t pretty. I was facing a lot of work

to make her right again. I turned on a light in my berth and saw something that touched me.

There on the nightstand was a film canister. It had been wrapped in tape, and on the tape was

written the name, Laura. I looked inside to see just a few sprinkles of ashes. I remembered

seeing it take a direct hit during the attack. Laura’s ashes had exploded all over the bunk. Did

Joy recover what she could for me? If so, it was a very kind thing for her to have done. Where

was she now?I needed a beer. The tackle shop at the marina was still open. I paid eight dollars

for a six-pack. I sat in my favorite spot on the aft deck, put my feet up on the transom, and tried

to make sense of my life. I was free. I had paid my debts. I had enough money to live for a few

years if I was frugal.Miss Leap was badly wounded, and suffering from neglect. I had let her



down. It would take an awful lot to get her to forgive me. I felt terrible about that. Joy had been

here. She had taken care of my boat for a while, then left. Why? I had barely thought about

Laura the whole time I was in custody. Now here she was, still in my life. I brought what was left

of her outside with me. I sat her on the table and spoke, for old-time sake.“I’m back,” I said.

“Never a dull moment, eh?”She didn’t answer.The next morning, I found Oregon Rod over on A-

Dock. I had asked Joy to bring my boat here, and get help from him, just before the cops took

me away.“Good God man,” said Rod. “You’re alive. None of us knew what happened to you.”“It’s

been a rough couple of months,” I said. “But I need to know about Joy.”“She came in here

driving your boat and asked me to take her back to Pelican Bay,” he said. “The next day, she

showed up in her boat. She anchored off Gilchrest Park. She was coming in here every day

and working on those holes in your boat.”“What happened to her?” I asked. “Where is

she?”“One day her husband showed up here,” he answered. “He started beating the shit out of

her right on the dock. Me and Mark pulled him off of her. Bill from Freedom Boats called the

cops. The next day she sailed out of here. I don’t know where she went.”“That’s not good,” I

said. “She ran far away from him. I can’t believe he found her. I’d really like to find her, but the

boat needs a lot of work first.”“I’ll help you how I can, buddy,” he said. “But I didn’t have the

money to get anything done. I’ve been keeping an eye on her though. Bilges are dry. Systems

are okay.”“Thanks, Rod,” I said. “I’ve got some money. I can get started right away, but I’ve also

got this little community service thing I’ve gotta do.”“Whatever you need,” he said.I took him up

on his offer. Over the next few weeks I used him as a second pair of hands. I got a new

refrigerator and he helped me lug it onboard, and throw away the old one. I sent him off to the

glass shop for new windows while I patched and sanded. I worked like a madman. Rodney was

my gopher. Anytime I needed parts or supplies, he’d go fetch them. I didn’t even have a car, so

it was great to have his help. Each night I’d pay him in beer. He’d catch me up on the dock

gossip.Life over on A-Dock was quite the soap opera. Rodney had been dating Janie, who

once dated Clete. Clete had also once dated Bonnie, but was now with Sandy. Clete had also

once dated Janie. Janie and Bonnie were longtime friends. Rodney got caught kissing Bonnie,

so Janie left him. It was all very hard to follow. It made me long for Pelican Bay. I learned not to

leave my clothes unattended in the laundry room, so as not to displease the Laundry Nazi. I

learned that everyone was welcome aboard Emoh, at the end of D-Dock, every night at five for

happy hour. The dog on Mojito liked to bark. The daytime hooker on the big Viking was really a

homeless women who’d found a sugar daddy. The still-homeless Terry, was allowed to plug in

his Obama phone at the marina picnic tables, as long as he behaved. The old guy across from

my slip looked to be a hundred years old. His dog was equally aged. It was a serious culture

shock for me.Patching bullet holes in fiberglass was tedious work. I used Marine-Tex as filler,

which required a lot of sanding. The repair then had to be painted. The white pain that I used

almost matched the existing paint perfectly. If you didn’t look to close, you couldn’t tell, but I

would always know. It made me sick to think of all the pain Miss Leap had suffered. She wasn’t

herself yet. There wasn’t much I could do with the interior holes. I thought about filling them

with wood putty, but decided to just leave the scars. They’d always remind me to be on my toes.

They’d be a unique conversation starter as well.Finally, I reached a point where I could finish

the repairs out in Pelican Bay. I hoped that once I ran her engines and cruised down Charlotte

Harbor, Miss Leap would begin to warm up to me again.I called Ranger Rob to let him know I

was on my way. I called Miranda as well. There was nothing left to do, except to call Taylor. I’d

pushed her out of my mind while I worked on the boat. I’d spent much more time worrying and

wondering about Joy.“Well, well, well,” Taylor said. “Who is this stranger calling me?”“I’m sorry,”

I said. “I’ve been working day and night to fix the boat. It’s almost ready and Ranger Rob is



expecting me soon.”“I’m sensing that this is a polite goodbye,” she said.“It’s complicated,” I said.

“But, let’s not do this on the phone. Can you come here? I’ll explain over drinks. On me this

time.”When she boarded the boat, the first thing she noticed was all the bullet scars in the teak

interior. They were indeed a great conversation starter. She forgot all about the fact that I had

ignored her for a month.“I can’t believe you were in here when this happened,” she said. “It

must have been terrifying.”“It all happened pretty fast,” I said. “I didn’t really have time to be

afraid.”“I guess I glossed over the fact that you’d been all shot up like this,” she said. “You never

did tell me the whole story.”I gave her pieces of it. I had bashed a bad man in the head with a

hammer, in order to stop a rape. He survived and eventually came after me. Joy and I, though

not exactly a couple, were sharing our lives at the time. She had promised to wait for me. She

had saved my boat, then she had disappeared. I really wanted to find her.“I guess I’m trying to

say, that even though I think you are absolutely fantastic, I have to resolve the situation with

Joy. She may be out there somewhere, still waiting for me. When you kissed me, it gave me

chills. You’re smart and sexy and I desire you, but I have to honor what Joy and I had, and what

she did for me. I hope you understand.”“Wow,” she said. “A dope dealing, boat bum with

relationship ethics. I can’t figure you out, but yes, I understand. Go do what you have to do. Just

don’t screw up your probation.”“Thanks, Taylor,” I said. “You’re the best. Who knows what the

future holds for me, but I’m grateful to you, for everything.”
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John Corbin, “An interesting, fun, and involved read.. Ed Robinson's Trawler Trash series is

wonderful. Quirky characters and lots of introspection. I've read the first 3 so far and am

addicted. The main characters "flesh out" through the series (so far) and I'm really looking

forward to reading the continuing saga of Breeze.The plots are involved and intertwined with

the character development. Each series builds on the previous one and each one can stand

alone on its own merits. However, for a reader like me there's nothing like beginning at the

beginning and reading through an entire series.A Florida / Caribbean adventure with all sorts

of interesting and entertaining twists and turns.You won't be disappointed!!”

Clark, “Best so far. This is my third book with Breeze and as one of the characters in the book

says, "your not Travis McGee." That said Robinson is a very good read. His geography is a little

off, if you stayed three days at the Stingaree Marina you wouldn't Go back to Port Arthur to get

to Galveston , you are already two thirds of the way there in the Inter Coastal waterway. You

can see Galveston Bay from the deck of the restaurant. Does point out how hard it is to

research waterway geography for books. It's good to see that Breeze is legit now and out of

trouble hope he can stay that way and I will enjoy reading about his exploits.”

K. S. Chestnut, “Glad I stuck with this series. This is the 4 or 5th Ed Robinson book I have read,

the 3th trawler trash one. I am glad I stuck with the series. I still have a bit of trouble with the

description of all the locations. Having never been on a boat and traveled along the coast, I

have no frame of reference. But anyone who references Travis McGee is someone worth

reading.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Another one to enjoy!. Well, I had to do a fair amount of reading to get

past our hero was a dirty low down scoundrel. When he ran from a meeting with daughter and

eventually took up a life of petty crime it became hard to like him at anything any more. Getting

past all that just took a lot of reading but it was doable.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Excellent. I have read the first three books by ED ROBINSON, and highly

recommend them.I plan on getting all his books. I'm sorry to hear that he has passed

away.Please purchase and enjoy his books.”

Margo, “Is it a Black Cloud, or just keeping a Man Busy. I am hooked to read the entire series.

Love that the author is correct in his location of cities and towns in West Coast Florida and the

Bahamas as well as the other islands and South America cities. If your Geography isn't great

around these areas look them up as you read,,,you'll learn a lot. Adventures are never ending

and all vary which keeps your interest.  Super reading”

Scott R. Bader, “I feel like I have been hooked some cheap dime store novels .... I feel like I

have been hooked some cheap dime store novels but realize I put down a best selling mystery

to read the 3rd book of Trawler Trash and found it was better written, more enjoyable, and hard



to put down. You got to have some pirate spirit in ya to really like these books (don't we all) but

I am now eagerly awaiting the next installment.  Thanks Ed, keep up the great work.”

The book by Ed Robinson has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 325 people have provided feedback.
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