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	I met Marshal David aboard the Echo, a forty-eight-foot Grand Banks Trawler anchored at the New Bedford Yacht Club. He stood at the stern of the boat, dressed in a faded green Life Is Good T-shirt, and extended his well-tanned arm to assist me aboard the Echo. “Don’t grab the flag,” he commanded. Too many people had damaged the flagpole by using it as a handle to board the boat. 
Once on board, Marshal and I met officially for the first time. This olive-complected, heavily freckled, weathered gentleman in his seventies stood at average height and strongly built. The sea air had tousled his gray hair, and years out in the sun lined his face, giving him a scruffy, old man-of-the-sea look. With his right hand placed gently on my shoulder and gesturing with his left, Marshal guided me aboard, and we joined the rest of the family on the upper deck.
The vantage point from the top offered breathtaking views of Padanaram Harbor. I did not have long to appreciate the scenery before Marshal introduced me to everyone. I met Carole, Marshal’s second wife, next. Peter’s parents divorced twenty-four years earlier. Carole reclined on the boat, her legs stretched on a navy cushioned chaise. A thick book rested on her lap and a glass of wine in her hand. Her well-tanned face, lined from years of sunbathing, looked over at me. Eight years younger than her husband, Carole carried a slight build, sported short hair, stylish sunglasses, a white linen shirt, and tailored shorts. Unlike her husband, Carole did not stand or extend a hand in greeting. She sat on her perch, eyes that scrutinized me from behind her shades. We exchanged pleasantries, but she felt distant. Did I not meet Carole’s lofty standards? Peter had warned me of Carole's coolness and reserve. 
Before we left the pier, Peter showed me the cabin with its multiple rooms: a V-berth located in the boat’s hull, a triangular-shaped bed for guests, and a bathroom. The main level housed the saloon, which featured a handsome teak dining table and a galley-style kitchen. Tucked within the table, Peter revealed a secret compartment where Carole stored hermits. These chewy, spiced cookies, void of any chocolate, did not tempt me. The aft housed the main quarters for Marshal and Carole.
“Peter, come help me,” hollered Marshal from the boat's bow. 
“I need to help my dad with the lines. Go up to the bridge and have a drink. I’ll be right with you,” Peter assured me.
From my vantage point, I admired the glistening sea and serene sky. Marshal and Peter quickly cast off lines and pulled in fenders from below. Moments later, Marshal scrambled up to the bridge and expertly maneuvered the Echo out of the slip before we left historic Padanaram Harbor and headed into Buzzards’ Bay.
We set out into the bay and left impressed by Marshal’s exceptional seamanship. He stood with his back to the bow, reached behind his back, and reversed the boat's direction as he worked the levers behind him.
As the Echo cruised through the waters, Carole laid out a savory spread. An assortment of crackers, cheese, hummus, pickles, olives, cold shrimp, and hard salami slices graced a large platter. Usually, I enjoy different foods; however, a sense of unease came over me that I could not ignore. My mouth began to salivate at a rate that alarmed me. The mild tension headache I experienced minutes ago developed into a dull ache across my forehead and temples. My appetite fell away, and I felt a need to move. 
“What’s wrong?” Peter asked.
“I need to lie down,” I replied as I looked for the nearest escape hatch.
I made my way down the ladder to the main level. My sweaty palms gripped the metal rails as I trained my eyes on a dark seawater patch and tried desperately to calm my nerves. “I need a cushion,” I said.
Peter brought me a cushion like Carole's. “Where do you want it?” Peter asked.
“Right here,” I replied.
Peter dropped the cushion, and I scooched it into the shade. Slowly, I lowered myself onto my makeshift bed; I lay down and prayed for the nausea to pass. At that moment, my appearance did not concern me, nor the inconvenience caused to others as they had to walk to the opposite side of the boat to enter the galley. I didn’t even care if anyone viewed me as green around the gills. I guess I didn’t make a great first impression, I thought.
Thankfully, people soon went about their business, and I could lie down peacefully. With time, rest, and fresh air, the nausea eased, and I felt better. 
Before long, I pulled myself to a seated position on my comfy cushion and considered standing. Marshal came by, squatted beside me, and asked how I felt. “Don’t worry about it. I still get sick. That’s why I wear these,” he said as he pointed a calloused finger to the yellow bracelet around his wrist. “We’ll get you one of these Sea Bands so you can come back out with us and not get sick.” 
I can’t tell you how that comment reassured me. I wasn’t the only one on board who ever got sick, and they still wanted me to come back.
I returned many times. Over the years, Carole and I formed a bond, and I grew to appreciate her loyalty, her work ethic, and her eyes, once hidden beneath her shades—eyes as blue as the Earth as seen from outer space. One evening, Carole announced lobster to be on the evening’s menu. “I waited all summer for you to come on board before I ordered a lobster so that it would be special,” she exclaimed while giving me a conspiratorial smile. 
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