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Breeze is on the move again, aboard Leap of Faith. There is trouble lurking in every port. He

gets mixed up with a cocaine kingpin, talks his way out of a Cuban jail, and takes on a pretty

refugee as a passenger. His trusty trawler takes him from the Keys to the Caribbean, and even

to the Chesapeake Bay, where he contemplates turning himself in to the authorities. This is a

timely tale that uses current events to shape the storyline; from our diplomatic relations with

Cuba, to the social impact of Fifty Shades of Grey.Robinson has proven himself to be a master

of the nautical narrative. His adventure stories are part John D. MacDonald, and part Papa

Hemingway. Following Breeze has action to burn. You’ll feel the excitement as the pages turn

faster and faster. You’ll feel for Breeze as he struggles with his inner demons. You won’t guess

how it ends.(Second edition; corrected for typos, error free)

A Must Read for Fans of Caribbean Adventure!!"Following Breeze" picks up where "Trawler

Trash" left off and follows Breeze through his adventures around the Caribbean and up the

coast to Chesapeake Bay, always one step ahead of the law. For the most part, anyway. You

see, Breeze is one of those characters that while he has good intentions, always seems to sail

a course a little too close to the edge of the legal envelope.So, now the wait begins again. I'm

hoping Robinson will continue this series, as Breeze is quickly becoming one of my favorite

fictional people.Wayne Stinnett, Down Island PressAdventure on the High Seas!Leap of Faith

is pristine and ready for action, and so is Breeze. The characters are realistic and memorable.

There is plenty of nautical action and suspense as Breeze walks a tightrope between his own

survival and doing-the-right-thing. Breeze contemplates the many paths he might take, but his

actions are never predictable. The author's narrative on the seas, ports and boating life is

mesmerizing. I'm a big fan!Paul Carr / The Wild Rose Press, Inc. 
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Following 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 experience, they are mostly

products of my imagination.This is dedicated to those intrepid souls who live on boats. Thanks

to all the friends, acquaintances, and characters that cross our path, as we travel aboard Leap

of Faith. You enrich our lives. I especially want to thank the cruising community in Marathon,

Florida. This book was written in Boot Key Harbor, nestled in with hundreds of our closest

friends, (Winter 2014/2015).Table of ContentsPrelude1. Ashes Aweigh2. Savage Law3. Making
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ReckoningEpilogueAcknowledgmentsOther Books by Ed RobinsonPreludeThe name’s Breeze,

Meade Edwin Breeze to be exact. Everyone has called me Breeze since high school. I am a

man who once lived the American dream. I lost it all.I bought an old trawler and retreated to

remote parts of Florida to hide from society. I ended up growing dope on one island, and

brewing rum on another, just to survive. I was on the run from the law, eating out of cans when

I could afford to eat at all.Eventually the Gods smiled upon me. and I had it all again. I bought a

fancy new boat. I came to terms with the death of my wife. I traveled the Caribbean with a

beautiful woman. Apparently, I couldn’t stand prosperity, because I lost it all again. I’m back to

running home-grown dope and eating out of cans, waiting for that new boat to be sold.Until

then, I was still trawler trash.Ashes Aweigh“What do you mean you sent the money to Miss

Mongeon?” I screamed into the phone. The Miami broker who had been trying to sell my late

model Grand Banks trawler, had just informed me that it had indeed finally been sold. Six

hundred grand had been wired to the account of my twice-ex lover Andi Mongeon. I was livid.

The boat was mine and it was my last hope for survival.“I’m sorry, Mr. Breeze,” said Dano the

broker. “We simply wired the proceeds to the person named on the title as owner. It was Miss

Mongeon who paid for the original purchase. She signed the paperwork.”That much was true. I

was so far on the wrong side of the law that I couldn’t put it in my name. The money I was

awarded in my wife’s wrongful death lawsuit had been deposited into Andi’s account. She had

written the check and filled out the paperwork, but that boat was mine.“I believe I’ll make my

way to Miami and tear you a new asshole, asshole,” I spit into the receiver. “Tell your pervert

boss I’m coming for him too. You both knew that was my boat.”“Now calm down Mr. Breeze,”

stuttered Dano. “There is no need to blame us. This is between you and Miss Mongeon. If the

vessel truly belonged to you, there should be no problems. We can’t get involved in personal

affairs.”Trouble was, I had no idea where she went. She was gone, along with most of my

money. This was a mortal blow to my prospects. This whole deal stunk. There had to be a way

to recover what was rightfully mine. I tried to think quickly, come up with an angle.“Let me ask

you a question, you blue-blazer wearing piece of shit,” I said. “Do you remember who signed

the contract for you to broker the sale of Ashes Aweigh? It wasn’t Miss Mongeon. She never

gave you permission to sell. She didn’t authorize shit. I think a decent lawyer would have

something to work with there. I was the one who signed off on the sale. If I didn’t own it, then

that contract is worthless. Would you agree?”The phone was muffled, like he had his hand over

the receiver. A long pause was followed by hesitant words. “I can’t say how that might work Mr.

Breeze,” said Dano. “We feel as if we followed the spirit of the law by selling the yacht and



transferring the money to its legal owner.”“I’m talking about the letter of the law,” I replied. “I

think you may end up sorry for screwing me.”I had no clue what I was talking about or how the

law might apply. I couldn’t risk taking legal action or the law would find me. I had to stay far

away from the law, or go to jail. The technicality may have ruffled Dano’s feathers a bit though.

He could get into trouble maybe, lose his license or something. I suppose that was better than

me breaking his neck.“You haven’t heard the last from me, you son of a bitch,” I yelled. “Sleep

with one eye open.”With that I hung up. Let the bastard sweat. I had no intention of going to

Miami. Hell, I couldn’t afford to get there. Think Breeze, think. I’d spent almost a year dreaming

of the day when I’d get that money. It had sustained me. I’d been kicked in the balls plenty of

times over those past few years, but this one hurt the most. It took away my hope.I was sitting

at the nav station aboard Leap of Faith, with my head in my hands, trying to cope. The shock to

my brain was preventing me from thinking clearly. I took a couple deep breaths and tried to

control my rage. I was good and screwed this time, but what to do? This situation was so

unjust, even a loser like me should be able to figure something out. As I calmed myself, no

solutions came. I dug into the old coffee can and grabbed a few twenties. Maybe a few cold

beers at the Tiki Bar would clear my head. Although the tactic of getting drunk had never

solved my problems in the past, I was willing to keep trying. What else did I have?I locked my

dinghy up to the dock and walked under the Matanzas Bridge until it came to a dead-end. I

hung a left, passed through an opening in the fence, and entered the Tiki Bar from the back. I

looked around for friendly faces until I saw Robin, Diver Dan, and one-legged Beth sitting at a

table by the pool. They all lived aboard boats in the harbor at Fort Myers Beach. We’d become

friends when I could no longer afford a mooring ball and started anchoring in the river with the

other poor folk.Diver Dan, who didn’t dive anymore, was the ringleader. He had rescued Beth

from homelessness and put her up in her own boat. I never got the gist of their relationship,

and I didn’t ask. Her prosthetic was nothing more than a manikin leg. She attached it with

neoprene elbows and knees cut from thrift shop wet suits. Robin was the actual diver. He was a

nice guy, with a bright intelligence that you didn’t often encounter in the near homeless. Dan

drummed up the business and collected the cash. Robin cleaned boat bottoms and did other

odd jobs. I’m not sure how one-legged Beth contributed, other than to keep them both happy.

She was a free spirited maverick who bounced from manic to depressive like she was on a

pogo stick. She actually wasn’t bad looking, in a trailer park sort of way, especially when she

had her teeth in. She might be wearing a ratty tee shirt with no bra, and no teeth one day. The

next day she would be wearing a cute little sundress, have her hair brushed nicely, and be

somewhat sober. I liked her either way. I was in no position to judge. I wasn’t exactly overrun

with friends either.Diver Dan had been sharing his wisdom garnered through his thirty years of

life aboard. He explained his philosophy of taking his retirement in installments. He worked

when he had to, and relaxed once he raised enough dough to kick back. I liked his attitude

towards life, so we had hit it off. He knew I was broke, and probably suspected that I was

running from something, but he didn’t pry. When we swapped stories, Robin would mostly just

listen, while Beth would wander off to flirt with whoever would tolerate her.“It’s a dog-eat-dog

world, Dan,” I complained. “And I’m wearing a milk bone necklace.”What’s got you bitching,

Breeze,” answered Dan. “Doesn’t sound like you.”I vaguely explained that I’d been screwed out

of a large sum of money, and wasn’t sure what to do about it. He gave me a skeptical look. He

didn’t know all the facts concerning my pot farming or how I survived.“Legal money?” he

asked.“Yup, it should have been all legit,” I said. “But a legal technicality is keeping it out of my

hands.”Dan pointed his beer bottle at one of the televisions behind the bar. Yet another Morgan

and Morgan commercial played. The head ambulance chaser was advising you that you may



have been harmed by some drug or another.“You need a good lawyer,” offered Dan. “Legal

technicalities call for lawyers.”That’s when it hit me. I needed to talk with Mike Savage, the

lawyer who had handled the wrongful death case for me. It had made him a million dollars. He

owed me. I had squandered my three million, most of it anyway. Andi ran off with the rest. The

sale of Ashes Aweigh was supposed to be my salvation.“Sorry to bolt folks,” I said, after I

downed the last of my beer. “I’ve got to run. I suddenly have some business to take care

of.”Savage LawMike Savage had been a lawyer down on his luck. Cases were few and far

between, and his firm was on the verge of bankruptcy. I had originally refused to settle out of

court, but eventually I was so desperate for money that I accepted an offer. Mike had pocketed

a cool million as a result. I understood that his firm had made a nice comeback. The way I saw

it, he owed me a favor. I knew he couldn’t handle a Florida case for me, but I could certainly

use some advice. Maybe he had legal associates that could help. I was once again desperate. I

had nothing to lose by asking.I explained the situation, emphasizing the fact that I had signed

the sales contract with the broker. If Andi was technically the owner, she had not agreed to the

contract.“I don’t know Breeze,” said Mike. “It feels like there ought to be something we can do,

but it’s a bit thin. This is not my area of expertise.”“I know, Mike,” I answered. “But I’ve got

nowhere else to turn. Please look into this for me. Send a fancy lawyer letter to those assholes

and threaten them. Buy me some time.”“You’ve got to find the girl, Breeze,” replied Mike. “Get

the money directly from her. Make a deal. Threaten her. Charm her. She’s your ticket.”“I’ve got

no clue where she is, Mike,” I said. “She could be anywhere in the world.”There was a long

silence. Finally, Mike spoke.“You know I used to be a cop, right, Breeze?”I remembered that.“I

still have connections. I have friends that are expert skip-tracers. I use them to collect debts

sometimes. If anyone can find her, they can.”“Okay, Mike,” I said. “But don’t drop the legal

angle. Talk to someone that deals in contract law. Promise you’ll pursue this.”“All right, Breeze,”

he said. “It’s the least I can do. Don’t get too excited until you hear from me. I’ll let you know

when or if I get a better handle on this.”I thanked him and hung up the phone. What would I do

if Mike’s friends located her? I couldn’t hitchhike to Timbuktu, or wherever she had gone. I

needed money. I needed more money than one dope run would bring. I almost laughed at the

irony of my circumstances. I could be somewhat wealthy, if I could only raise enough money to

go get it. Another fine mess you’ve gotten yourself into Breeze.That night I sat alone on the

boat, swatting mosquitoes and pondering how dismal my life had become. I couldn’t blame bad

luck. Other than my wife’s death, it had all been my fault. Losing her had triggered an endless

series of bad decisions. I embezzled from my employer. I left everything behind and ran away

from life. I bought an old boat and hid out in the mangroves of southwest Florida. I lurked on

the edges of society, dealing with vagrants and other dropouts. The dope that I grew on the

island of Cayo Costa earned me just enough to eat and keep the boat afloat.It was a bare-

bones existence, but it kept me away from the law. They had tried to find me, either for theft or

tax evasion, but I had stayed one step ahead of them. The feeling that it couldn’t last forever

was ever-present. One day I’d slip up.I had almost turned things around the previous year. Just

when I was at my lowest, talking to my wife’s ashes and about to give up, an angel intervened.

My college girlfriend found me in a bar in Fort Myers Beach. I got the settlement check, and

together we traveled the Caribbean aboard Ashes Aweigh. I completed my life’s mission to

spread Laura’s ashes in the BVI. Andi completed her mission to rescue me from despair, and

then she left.She left me with enough money to make it back to the states and pay for the total

refurbishing of my trusty trawler, Leap of Faith. I put Ashes Aweigh up for sale and went about

my life. She had freed me from my prison of grief, but I was still alone. Where she went I

couldn’t guess. I looked for her in Fort Myers Beach with no luck. Now my new mission in life



would be to find her. I had to find her and convince her that the money was mine.Two days later

I got a call from Mike Savage. His people had come through.“She used her passport in Puerto

Plata, Dominican Republic,” he told me. “That was months ago. No other activity on her

passport after that.”“She’s in Luperon,” I said. “We stayed there together for a long time. She

loved it there.”“Well, there you have it,” said Mike. “Your weak legal angle is just that, by the

way, weak. You’ve got to go and talk to her.”Son of a bitch! How the hell was I going to get to

the Dominican? It was a long way off for Leap of Faith, and I couldn’t simply hop a plane and

fly down there. I had learned the hard way about using my own passport. The Man had almost

caught up with me in Mayaguana. I was red-flagged with the State Department.I needed cash.

The only way to start was to sell my dope. I had a fresh batch that needed to be shipped down

to Marathon. Maybe my old friend Tiki Terry would have some ideas. It would be nice to get

back down there and have a cold one at the Dockside. On my last trip I had gotten fond of a

new waitress there named Lisa. She lived on her sailboat Amigo, out in Boot Key Harbor. A trip

to Marathon was just what I needed. It was a place to start at least.For the past year I had

been making monthly runs from Cayo Costa to Marathon to sell my pot. I called this endeavor,

Operation Island Smile. I grew it on an island and it made folks smile. The previous year, I had

taken Ashes Aweigh all through the Bahamas, the Turks and Caicos, the Dominican Republic,

Puerto Rico and the British Virgin Islands. Andi and I lived like royalty. We also spent like

royalty, burning through my cash at an incredible rate. It was a year to remember. We shared a

lifetime of experiences in a tropical paradise. I pulled out of my funk and regained my old self. I

was able to overcome my grief and move on in life. I still had a small part of Laura’s ashes, but

I rarely spoke to them anymore.It was foolish to blow all my cash on that boat and the trip, but I

had no regrets. Except now, Andi had my future in her bank account, apparently. Did she do it

on purpose? Could she be that cold? I couldn’t believe that she might be capable of stealing

from me, again. I didn’t begrudge her the money she took from me when she left. She had

saved my very soul, after all. What would I do if the money was hers, and the broker sent it all

to me? Would I keep it? Maybe so, it’s hard to say. I had to talk to her somehow.Making Deals

in MarathonI said my goodbyes to my three amigos; Robin, Diver Dan, and one-legged Beth. I

pulled up anchor, and idled thru the bay. Once I had steered Leap of Faith under the Matanzas

Bridge and around Bowditch Point, I throttled up to cruising speed and pointed her south. Other

than the occasional field of stone crab pots, there were no obstacles between Fort Myers

Beach and Boot Key Harbor. I could make the trip in less than twenty hours without pushing it.

Leap of Faith had undergone a total restoration while I was in the Caribbean. That’s where the

last of my money went. Howie and his crew at Marathon Boat Yard did an outstanding job. Miss

Leap was now the finest vessel of her class anywhere in the world, at least in my opinion. I was

proud of her. She was ready to travel. She was also the only thing between me and

homelessness.I engaged the auto-pilot and sat back to watch the blue sea go by. My thoughts

returned to Andi and the money. I had come to terms with the prospect of never seeing her

again. As beautiful and smart as she was, I had not truly loved her. I had loved Laura with my

entire being. I loved my old boat. Something was missing between me and Andi though. I never

figured it out. Around her I was always a bit intimidated. I could never feel completely

comfortable in her presence. She was stunning and desirable. I did enjoy being with her, but we

just didn’t share the complete intimacy that I once had with Laura.After the first hour, I made all

my systems checks and decided everything was kosher. I pushed Andi out of my mind and

started to contemplate my upcoming business deal. Tiki Terry was the only person I dealt with

in Marathon. It was easy. I delivered a pound or two of dope, and he paid cash. He took care of

the distribution on his end. I make enough to survive for another month. I never tried to expand



my operation for fear of being caught. I knew there were warrants for my arrest. Getting busted

on a marijuana charge would lead to worse charges resurfacing.I needed to get Terry to talk in

private about making some kind of bigger score. He knew everyone in the Keys. Nothing

happened between Key West and Key Largo that he didn’t know about. What better place to try

to hit it big? Drugs were rampant, as were scams. I was desperate enough to run either.Finally,

I passed under the Seven Mile Bridge, gateway to the lower Keys. I turned Leap of Faith to port

and cut across to Boot Key. I hailed Dockside on the radio to ask about water depths out in

front of their place. Boot Key Harbor is carpeted with mooring balls, which I couldn’t afford.

There were very limited places to anchor, which is free. I remembered seeing some free space

directly out from Dockside on my last visit, but didn’t see any deep draft vessels there. One of

the boaters at Dockside returned my call.“Yea Leap of Faith. You got as little as four foot of

water at dead-low tide, but most of the time there’s five or six feet there,” he informed me.That

meant that I’d be sitting on the bottom occasionally, but it would have to do. At least it would be

a short dinghy ride to the bar.I called Tiki Terry to let him know I was in town.“When can we

meet for a beer?” I asked. That was code for “I’ve got the dope.” I didn’t have to tell him to meet

at Dockside. That was understood.“Glad to hear from you, Breeze,” Terry said. “Been waiting

on you. Tomorrow night good?”I told him that was fine. I’d get a chance to check on boat

systems after the trip. Maybe I’d see if Lisa was working.Terry and I made our deal the next

night. After a few beers with the gang, I pulled him aside.“Can I talk to you in private?” I

asked.“Sure man, what’s up?” he said.“I’ve got a situation,” I started. “I need to make a big

score, but I don’t know how. I figured you’d be the one to ask. Got any idea how I can cash in

big. Just a one shot deal?”“You in trouble, Breeze?” asked Terry.I explained the whole thing to

him. I told him about the boat, about the money and about Andi being in Luperon. I hoped she

was in Luperon anyway. Terry had been good to me, friendly even. He was the only person I

could trust.“Let’s go back inside and get another beer,” he said. “Let me think for a minute.”Back

inside we went. We got our drinks and sat down away from the crowd. Terry started pealing the

label off his bottle and shaking his head. He appeared to be arguing with himself. After a few

minutes he looked me in the eye.“You think long and hard about what I’m about to tell you,” he

said. “No one else can know. I’m going to give you a name, and you’re on your own after

that.”“Shoot,” I said.“Bald Mark,” was his reply. “Lives on his boat up in Tavernier.”“And what

does this Bald Mark do?” I asked.“He runs coke,” Terry said. “Lots of it. He’s got guys in fast

boats that run offshore and pick it up from trawlers. He’s also got the cops in his pocket. He

used to be a cop himself. He knows when it’s safe to make a run.”“You think he can use me

somehow?” I asked.“Don’t know,” said Terry. “That part is up to you. I’m good with Bald Mark,

but he’s a bad man. That’s my warning to you. He takes care of his people, but those that cross

him end up with broken bones, or dead.”“I don’t know,” I said. “Sounds like a rough character.

I’m not exactly a gangster.”“You want to make a score?” Terry said. “He’s the fastest way I know

of down here. He’ll decide if you are worth a shot. Drop my name, but not so anyone else can

hear. You got it?”“I got it. Where can I find this guy?”“Blue Waters Marina, on the Hawk

Channel side. Up by the Triangles, marker 39. Pick up a winding channel that goes all through

a bunch of houses and condos and shit. You’ll think you’re lost, but it opens up once you get

inside. First is Curtis Marine, then Blue Waters. It’s quiet and secluded. Bald Mark holds court

under the tiki hut every afternoon.”“Thanks Terry,” I said. “I’m nervous about this, but I’m going

to go talk to him.”“Good luck, Breeze,” he said. “Watch your back. Don’t cross him in anyway. I

hope you get your money from that woman. Now beat it. I’ll get the check.”I went back to the

boat and plopped down in a deck chair. Here I was again. I hitched a ride on life and it keeps

dropping me off at crossroads, with no directions. Working for a coke kingpin? Really Breeze? I



knew it was a stupid move. I was going to do it anyway. That had been the story of my life since

Laura died.I went inside the salon and picked up the film canister that held what was left of her

ashes. I had spread the rest on the beach at Norman Island. I needed to do that, but I couldn’t

bring myself to let go of her completely. I kept a little part of her with me. I put the canister on

the table in front of me and spoke to it.“What do you think Laura? I’ve got to get to Andi and get

my money. Sorry about her, by the way. I know it’s wrong. What else can I do?”The canister

refused to answer. It just sat there, unmoving, feeling sorry for me. Not because of my dire

circumstance, but because I was stupid enough to throw in with a cocaine dealer. I picked it up

and carried it outside to watch the sun set. I hadn’t done that in a long time. It made me

nostalgic. It also made me miss my wife deeply. This was as good a time as any for a grown

man to cry, but I choked it back. I would need to be tough to deal with Bald Mark.Bald

MarkGetting in to Blue Waters Marina was just as Terry described. There was no place to

anchor in the basin that I could tell, so I called the marina on the radio. They told me they were

full, and could not accept transients. They did, however, have a spot on the T-head if I wanted

to come in for lunch. I said that would be fine. I had come forty-two miles in just over six hours,

and was ready for a beer.Leap of Faith is called a thirty-six footer, but she’s really thirty-nine

feet overall. The spot they directed me to looked to be about forty feet long. It was between two

expensive looking yachts. Their stainless steel anchors glistened liked polished silver,

threatening to stab Miss Leap, if I screwed up. I was damn good with her though, so I didn’t

hesitate. I poked her bow towards the middle of the open slot, approaching like I was about to

ram the dock. At the precise time necessary, I brought the wheel over hard to port, and goosed

the throttle just a bit to start her spinning. I spun the wheel back hard to starboard and dropped

her in reverse. Another goose of the throttle to stop her forward momentum, and she drifted

right into place. As we floated up to the dock, kissing the pilings ever so gently, I climbed down

from the helm and tossed a bow line onto the dock. I hopped over the gunnel with a stern line,

wrapped it around a cleat, and then repeated the procedure at the bow. I had parallel parked a

single-screw trawler slicker than snot.Looking up the docks, I could make out the familiar

thatched roof of a tiki hut. My tricky docking maneuver had boosted my confidence, so I walked

right to it using a sure stride. Once I entered the shade of the bar, there was no doubt who was

Bald Mark. The man wasn’t just bald, he had no hair anywhere. He had no eyebrows, no arm

pit hair, or hair on his chest. He was as smooth as a silk sheet. He wasn’t very tall, maybe five-

nine or so, but he was severely chiseled. His muscles were so defined, that he appeared to be

cut from stone. He was broad in the shoulders and thick in the chest. His eyes were black. I’d

never seen anyone with black eyes. They deflated my confidence as he stared me down.This

was his turf, and I didn’t belong. He was letting me know that I was on shaky ground, walking

into his bar. Three Latinos sat at the adjacent table. All were wearing wife beater tee-shirts and

sporting lots of bling. None was as cut as Bald Mark, but they were all tall and fit. The biggest

of the three stood and nodded in my direction.“You lost?” he asked.“I’m here to see him,” I said,

nodding in Bald Mark’s direction.“Well, he’s not accepting visitors today,” the guy said. “Not

today, not ever.”This wasn’t going well. I hadn’t known what to expect once I found Bald Mark,

but I figured I’d at least get to talk to him. I stood up just a little taller, strengthened my resolve,

and said, “I think he might talk to me.” I looked Bald Mark right in the eyes, and bowed my head

ever so slightly, trying to signal that I was no threat.“Let him come,” said Bald Mark.The tall

Latino, waved an arm toward Mark and let me pass. I walked over to Mark’s table and sat

across from him. I sat quietly for a full minute while Mark stared me down. Then he

smiled.“You’ve got balls,” he said. “And I’m in a good mood today. Why are you here?”“Job

hunting,” I said. “Terry Higgins sent me.”That caused him to raise an eyebrow, except he didn’t



really have any eyebrows. He stared me down some more, taking a drink of his beer. The

creases of his biceps rippled as he raised the bottle. The dude was a freak, but his smile

seemed genuine. With all those muscles and those black eyes, he radiated a fierce quality that

made me nervous. The three amigos were all watching in silence. There was no music. I was

tense, but Bald Mark seemed completely relaxed. Maybe I was his entertainment for the

afternoon.“What’s your name, captain?” asked Bald Mark.“They call me Breeze,” I

answered.“Well Breeze, what type of qualifications do you possess, that may interest a man

like me?”“I can run a boat better than anyone in the Keys,” I said. “That’s no exaggeration. I’m

damn good with boats.”“I saw you put that trawler in the hole down there. We all watched you

come in,” he said. “Impressive, but I’ve got enough boat men. Those three and a couple more.”I

was stymied again. Think Breeze. I had to offer him something. He didn’t seem like a man with

a lot of patience.“So how’s it work?” I asked. “All five boats go out at once?”“Yes,” he said. “The

shipments get split five ways. My boats all take off in different directions. If one of them gets

caught, I still have eighty percent of the load.”“And you’ve got the cops looking the other way?”
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Joseph R. Donnaway, “Good boating yarn, well written and authentic.. The author writes quite

well, and knows the technicalities and culture of liveaboard boating. I downloaded Book 1

based on Amazons recommendation, and was hooked by the settings, most of which we've

sailed in our own boat. We had just enjoyed our last season aboard sailing out of Bradenton,

discovering and enjoying Cayo Costa, Punta Gorda and points south to Ft Myers. Yes, on a

sailboat, not a trawler - but we do stow our fenders in our bow lockers, Ed:). Now eagerly

preparing to return to our sailboat to enjoy those cruising grounds once again, I had to followup

with Book 2. I was disappointed that Breeze just couldn't get past his terminal stupidity, but

that's what makes this story. I'll just have to plunge right into Book 3 and hope that his troubles

are a bit less criminal and that he can get past those ashes and enjoy the ladies that gravitate

toward this trawler trash:) Give us a hail, Ed, if you spot JAMU, a Leopard 42 Catamaran, lying

at anchor in Pelican Bay.”

thebluerooster, “Book 2 Breeze. Well I only have two books left to the whole series now of the

Breeze books. I've thoroughly enjoyed each one. They are exciting, love all the characters in

this one, except Bald Mark. I'm right there on the boat or beach and I'm even enjoying the

sunsets with Breeze.  Excellent job again Ed!”

Gary Potts, “Great warm seas!. Breeze enjoys the good life and good adventures cruising in

the Keys and the Caribbean. He knows great carracters and mean villians. Its a good light

hearted read.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Yes, I am interested. So much fun possible.!. It looks like I will finish the

series. The events and how he deals with them are pretty interesting as is life on water from

east coast down very far down S America.  Boat driving is forever interesting.”

239DogMom3, “Great esape from daily life.. I would recommend to any one who has cruised

southwest Florida waters. Pure escapism for me. Characters are intesting; developed so I want

to learn what happens next.”

J Wilson born again by Jesus Grace!, “Pirates. Pirate and the Good guyThe action is visual

and descriptive.The plots are involved and hold your full attention. A pirate is an appropriate

summary.”

G. Mulligan, “kinda crazy. Probably won’t be published, but Breeze is a likable enough guy.. for

a douche bag!  I did enjoy the first two books and will look for a third.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Excellent. Well dang I didn't see that coming. Great story, lots of

interesting places visited and some really exciting exploits made for a great read.”

The book by Ed Robinson has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 364 people have provided feedback.
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