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Chapter 1 

Pirate’s Treasure 

 

 

Take to the seas 

A sailor's life you please 

Plunder 

Pillage 

Do what you do 

Man that ship  

Man that crew 
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1 

Parson Slang woke up and opened his eyes.  Something was strange about the night.  The 

thick darkness was now invaded with light.  No.  It wasn’t light.  It was illumination.  

This illumination hung over him, soft, creamy white.  It oozed and pulsed as it 

highlighted his half exposed body, where a cold sweat had started to form.   

A sharp gust of wind cracked the window causing Parson to jump and he knew 

what you may or may not already know.  Something was standing by his bed waiting for 

him to turn and see.  To see what, Parson wasn’t sure.  The mind raced with possibilities.  

Anything and everything could have crawled up out of the dark and formed while he 

slept.  With hesitation Parson turned, turned to see the horror that had awakened him 

from his dreams. 

Standing beside the bed was the ghost of a pirate.  This pirate stood about six feet 

tall, and he was decked out like a pirate from head to toe.  He had long dread locks for 

hair, a shaggy black beard, and a red feather sticking out of his hat.  He wore pirate 

clothes and boots the color of gold.  If you wanted a cliché pirate to look at, then this guy 

was your guy. 

 Parson didn’t hesitate or pause when he saw the apparition.  He flew across the 

king size bed (more cushion for the loving) and onto the floor with a hard thud.  His butt 

hit the floor first, and then his head hit the wall.  Parson looked up at the unmoving pirate 

who just stood there with its cold dark empty eyes, deep and haunting.  It didn’t speak or 

make any gestures before it just poofed out, leaving a lingering white mist in the room 

which also disappeared. 

 Parson was speechless.   
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He got up off the floor (this part is important) and ran, not walked, over to the 

light switch.  Light flooded the room as he stood there planted to the wall, cold sweat 

drying on his back.  There was no one there.  The pirate was gone. 

 Parson checked the clock.  It was just after 4 in the morning, and work would be 

calling by 7.  He checked his sleep impulses and realized they were gone.  The sleep he 

would have had tonight was done. 

 The wind howled again, and this time Parson could have sworn there was a voice 

on the wind – PAAAAARRRRRRRSSSSSSOOOOONNNNNNNNNNNNNN – it said.     

 He ignored the voice as he slipped on a shirt and walked into the hallway (another 

light turned on) and then into the kitchen (more light).  He made coffee, had breakfast, 

and then waited for the day to arrive. 

2 

The day passed as usual from that point forward, 7 A.M.-4:30 P.M., typical warehouse 

work, nothing special to see here folks.   

 Once the day was finished, a tired and aching Parson drove 7 miles back to his 

house and parked in his gravel driveway.  He shut off the car and looked at his house, the 

white structure, no bigger than a trailer.  It had been such a peaceful house before the 

pirate showed up.  Now when he saw his home, the word “haunted” was all that sprang to 

mind.   

 Parson got out of his car, and he looked over at the dying winter sun.  The world 

would go dark and cold pretty soon, and he still needed to get a run in.  The wind gusted, 

and Parson braced himself against it.   
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 He found his feet and walked up to the door.  He took out the key and pushed it 

into the lock and turned.  He was sure he would see that pirate on the other side of the 

door.  He was sure that pirate would be standing there with those empty eyes staring back 

at him.   

He opened the door slowly; and then, when he found the courage, he shoved it 

open all the way – hard!  The door banged against the wall.  No pirate to be seen, just his 

house filled with the light of a dying day.   

Parson went inside and closed the door behind him.  He was concerned with 

getting in a run before the weather turned bad, so he focused on that as he went into the 

bedroom.  He grabbed his running gear and then walked over to the calendar.  He always 

did this before he ran.  It was self mojo, and it worked.   

Parson stared at the calendar and the circle he had placed on it.  In that circle was 

this statement 10K (6.2 Miles).  He sighed, “Never going to make that goal.” 

 The wind caught hold of the house and nearly took the roof off the place.  It was a 

foul February wind that raced across the world outside.   

He dropped the calendar sheet he was holding, and let the correct month settle in 

its place.  The circle for the first day of this month read – 3 miles.  The wind picked up 

another gust, and it seemed to mock the man as he stood there trying to find not only the 

nerve but the warmth to go for his run. 

“I really should be heading south if I want to be a full-time runner,” Parson 

replied.  He hated the cold, but he didn’t have the funds to do anything about it.  “Only 

the rich have the right to enjoy the life they want.”   
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He walked away from the calendar and into the living room.  He turned on the 

one song that always got him out the door when he didn’t want to go, “The Loneliness of 

the Long Distance Runner” by Iron Maiden.   

Parson stood there a moment and let the music build, and then it was blasting off.  

Bruce Dickinson roared through the vocals, Steve Harris thumping the bass like his life 

depended on it, Adrian Smith and Dave Murray blasting out the twin guitar power, and 

Nicko McBrain handling the thundering drums. 

How could you not get pumped to run while listening to this kind of song?   

Parson started to feel good about his three miles just as the wind shook the house 

again.  This time it not only tore at the walls and ceiling, but it managed to rattle the place 

on its foundation.  That wind didn’t want him outside, and it didn’t want him to keep 

running.   

“If I don’t go today, then that will be three days in a row that I haven’t run.  Do 

you not understand that?  I have to go today.”  Parson said this to the wind as it answered 

a howling response.  Since he became a runner about a year or so ago, he found he had 

been doing a lot of crazy things for his running career.  One of them was trying to talk to 

the wind or weather so he could squeeze out just a small window for a run.   

When he was through with stretching, he hit the stop button on the CD player.  He 

flipped on the T.V. and looked for the weather report as he let his new GPS watch find a 

signal.   

“Temperature is about thirty one degrees with the wind chill pushing it all the way 

down to twenty.  If you’ve got to be out in it then you better bundle up.”  The weather 

girl with her perky smile said this as she hugged herself to show how cold it was.   
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“Cute,” Parson mockingly thought.  He wasn’t a violent man, especially towards 

women, but he wanted to smack her for that. 

Parson turned off the T.V. and suited up.   

When he was finished getting ready, he had on two shirts (one thin short sleeve 

wick away shirt that touched his body and a thick long sleeve shirt over it), a vest that 

could be seen in the nighttime, compression sleeves for the shins, running pants (he hated 

wearing them, but shorts wouldn’t cut it tonight), and thick socks for his feet.  He slid on 

a runner’s cap to keep his head and ears warm and applied protective gel to his lips so 

they wouldn’t get chapped in the wind. 

 He checked himself in the mirror and smiled.  “All this for a run?  Man you must 

love doing this.”   

 He then put on his two pairs of gloves.  One pair was kind of thin and black that fit 

easily over your hand or hands while the other pair was much thicker.  This outer layer 

didn’t wick away the sweat like the inner one, but Parson found his hands stayed warm 

and dry even with the outer layer not being true running attire.   

 He reached for his keys and I.D. and tucked them away.  He turned off the T.V. and 

then opened the door on a cold grey night.   

 Snow had started to fall.   

 He closed the door and stepped outside.  He breathed in the cold air and looked up 

at the flakes of snow.  The ground already had a small white covering.   

 Parson looked down at his shoes.  “I hope I don’t bust my ass.” 

 He gave himself a ten minute warm up walk and then started running. 

 It was brutal. 
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 I mean BRUTAL! 

 The shins were the first thing to start responding to the cold.  They screamed at him 

as if they were creatures, shin creatures, trying to crawl out of their dormancy from some 

deep cave.  The compression sleeves pushed those shin creatures back into their cave 

each and every time, but man, they were angry; and their anger showed itself in pain.    

 The snow picked up in intensity, and the makings of a blizzard were setting in.   

 The shoes he loved so much, all summer, now seemed to turn traitor as the cold air 

sucked out the cushion.  It was like running on two hard slabs of concrete.  Parson was 

glad he stayed on the roads and not taken the sidewalks.  He imagined himself trudging 

down those sidewalks and then seeing in horror as his legs shattered from the pounding.  

The asphalt wasn’t that much better, but it helped.  Lucky for him, with the weather 

setting in, the road was about deserted.    

 Parson was glad for two things on this run today.   

 The first, when he saw he was at 1.5 miles so he could turn around; and the second, 

when he saw his home in the distance.   

 He made his way up to the door and unlocked it.  Ghost or no ghost, he didn’t 

hesitate this time.  He opened the door and rushed in with flakes of snow chasing after 

him. 

 The door closed hard.   

 Parson turned the lock and made his way towards the bedroom.  There was no 

stretching this time, legs be damned, he was an icicle from head to toe.  He was out of his 

clothes and into the shower as quick as he could be.   
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 When the shower was done, he toweled off and did what he always did after a run.  

He stood in front of the mirror to see the changes running had made to his body.  He still 

wasn’t the weight he wanted to be, enjoyed junk food a little too much, but he was 

getting there.   

 Parson stood about five three with short brown hair that was still thick despite his 

forty-year-old age.  He didn’t look forty, maybe early thirties.  He had a clear complexion 

and almost wrinkle-free skin.  His body wasn’t hairless and most of the women he had 

been with thought it was sexy even with the extra weight.  He was a handsome looking 

man, rugged and tough.  Somehow, through all the years of hard work, he had managed 

to keep himself looking youthful.  He had brown eyes, strong hands; in fact, he was told 

he had one of the strongest grips around.  He had to hold back on the pressure when he 

shook someone’s hand because he thought he would break it.   

 Parson put on comfortable clothes (house pants, tee shirt – Jimmy Buffett on the 

front, concert dates on the back, socks on his feet) and then went into the kitchen.  He 

made coffee, and sat down on the couch with his lap top.  He looked at his watch and 

logged his time, something all runners do.  They obsess over their miles and time.  Parson 

was no different from the rest of them.  He had to know.  He always had to know. 

 Since he had started running, he struggled to get under a ten minute mile.  He had 

on occasion broken that elusive barrier, but most of the time he just hovered right around 

it.  Tonight’s run found him doing three miles in about forty two minutes, which came 

out to be about a fourteen minute mile.  That wasn’t very good. 

 When he was done, he put the lap top on the side table and picked up his coffee.  He 

sipped it slowly.  The liquid was doing what the shower couldn’t do, warm his insides. 



 9 

  Parson put his head back for a moment in order to just let the day wash over him 

and the coffee take hold.  Standing behind him was the pirate he had seen the night 

before, pointing downward. 

 Parson scrambled off the couch and onto the floor, spilling his coffee and somehow 

missing his lap.  He landed hard on his back as the breath left his lungs for a moment.  

The wind outside howled, or did it laugh?  Parson wasn’t sure.   

 He collected himself while he lay there and looked over at the coffee table which 

was now directly in front of his face.  He could see the lines of wood on the coffee table 

legs, the gold pegs underneath them, and the writing on the books that lay on the shelf 

below.  If he had fallen an inch to the right he would have gashed his head wide open, 

thank you small miracles.   

 He then looked from the table to the broken coffee mug, his favorite, one depicting 

Spider-Man in his entire web slinging glory.  A blood like splatter of coffee covered the 

carpet where the mug had exploded its insides. 

 Parson turned back to stare at the ceiling and steadied his nerves. 

 He looked towards the pirate.   

 The pirate was gone. 

 The kitchen timer clicked off.   

 He jumped.   

 His steak was done.   

 Parson lay there a moment longer and let his heart rate return to normal.  He looked 

at the spot, where the pirate was standing just a moment ago, pointing to the floor. 
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 Parson got up and walked around the couch to investigate.  It was then and there he 

saw the rolled up piece of paper.  He picked it up as the wind tore into the house and 

stretched the pieces that made it a house to their very limits.  Parson was thinking about 

none of it.  He was more interested in the piece of paper on the floor. 

 His stomach let out a long growl.  He remembered his steak (very red in the middle, 

anything else was a waste) and rushed into the kitchen before it got too done.  He placed 

the piece of rolled up paper on the table and pushed it out of his mind while he prepared 

dinner.   

 When he was done he sat down at the table and ate with the piece of rolled up paper 

sitting in front of him like some silent uninvited dinner guest.   

 Once dinner was over, Parson took the rolled up piece of paper into the living room 

and placed it onto the coffee table.  He was unsure if he should open it or not.  The paper 

looked old, fragile, like it would come a part in his hand if he unrolled it.  Parson flicked 

the little red bow that was currently tied around it.  He debated some more, even though 

curiosity was tearing away at his insides trying to force its way out.   

 While he was sitting there debating, the piece of paper decided to make the decision 

for him.  The little bow untied and fell away as the map started to unroll.  It spread out 

forward and to the sides, pushing objects off the coffee table as it opened.  When it was 

done, its perfect rectangle shape was lying there in front of Parson, all for him to see.  On 

this map was an image of the good old U S of A, Central America, and South America.  

No other place in the world was shown, just those three areas in their current shape and 

size. 
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 Parson noticed that this particular piece of paper seemed alive, like it was breathing, 

rising and lowering as it lay there with a steady rhythmic beat.  The latitudes and 

longitudes running across it pulsed and moved like ants scurrying back and forth.  Was 

this the blood of the map, coursing its way through the latitudes and longitudes?  Parson 

wondered, as he watched, if he took a knife and sliced through them, if they would bleed 

or would the map scream in pain?   The idea of a bleeding screaming map with howling 

winds outside was a little too much spooky for him on this evening, so he pushed the 

thoughts aside. 

 He looked at the cities listed on the map.  The cities were marked with dots that 

looked like diamonds sparkling in the light.  The names of the cities spread out below 

these dots in fine black letters.  Parson trained his ear as he heard noises coming from 

those cities.  It was the sounds of life and people, the sounds of the everyday hustle and 

bustle that we all go through as we live and breathe.  These sounds flowed up from the 

cities, converged over the map, and then flowed into Parson’s ears in one long stream.  It 

had no real rhythm or groove, but it was there. Parson could hear it.   

 He also noticed, as he explored further, that the waters of the Atlantic, Pacific, and 

the Caribbean were moving, washing onto the shores of the countries listed.  He could 

hear the waves rolling back and forth as they do every day.  The sounds of life on and 

around the water emanated from the oceans of the map much like they did from the cities.   

 In the spot where Parson’s town was located, a round circular light house made of 

hard white stone and concrete appeared.  This lighthouse popped up like something out of 

a child’s pop up book.  Light was spinning inside the glass filled circle, and as it rotated 

around, it cast a tiny amount of light on the room.  While Parson looked at it, this light 
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crawled through the lighthouse glass and down the circular wall like a light filled snake.  

Parson watched as it slithered its way onto the map, into it, and then all the way down to 

some island in the Caribbean.  This island was between Trinidad/Tobago and the shores 

of South America.  When this light snake reached this island, it flashed out and formed an 

X.  A name appeared on the map below this island in big red letters: Teschio (tes-key-o).   

 The ghostly voice of the pirate suddenly filled Parson’s ears with this one word, a 

word that would spark a journey.   

Treasure! 

 Parson flipped his head around expecting to see the pirate standing behind him.  

There was no one there.   

 “Go!”  It said this time. 

 “Who are you?” 

 “Go!”  It said this word again. 

 Parson stopped looking around the room as another gust of wind tore at the 

construction of the house.  He looked down at the map as the pirate (tiny – not life size – 

fitting perfectly) appeared beside the island.  It pointed at it and said the two words again, 

“Treasure! Go!”  The pirate evaporated. 

 Parson got up and walked across the room. 

 He ran his hands through his hair 

 He blew out a couple of deep breaths. 

 He tried to look away.   

 He stared at it. 

 He didn’t know what to do. 
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 A gust of wind caught the eaves and worked the nails holding the roof in place.   

 Parson looked to the window and back to the map. 

 The night passed. 

3 

Parson woke up the next morning at his normal time – 6 A.M.  No nightmares or ghost 

pirates had awakened him the night before, so he was well rested. 

 He stretched and yawned as he thought about the long day of work that lay in front 

of him. It was at least Friday, and he could take comfort in that. 

 He had showered the previous night; so, this morning it was roll out of bed, put on 

your clothes, and get to work by 7.  Then he remembered something. 

 He walked over to the window and looked outside.  A heavy layer of snow covered 

the ground, and it was at least six inches deep, maybe more. 

 He went into the living room and turned on the news. 

 “The area received anywhere from 2 to 5 inches of snow depending on where you 

live.  Road crews are advising you to stay home if you don’t need to be out.” 

 Parson turned off the T.V. and let his thought process kick in.  Was risking your life 

enough to take him all the way to his job?  A job he didn’t like, a job on the best of days 

he hated driving to, a job that he was so burnt out on, it made his stomach turn.  The 

answer came back with a thundering, “No!”  I guess that isn’t too surprising. 

 Parson picked up the phone and dialed the number to the warehouse.  The 

automated snow alert phone system was working.  This was a good sign, he thought.  

Maybe nobody else could get in there either.  “Due to inclement weather conditions,” The 

monotone voice said. “The warehouse will be closed today.”  Parson smiled.  That smile 
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quickly faded.  “Tomorrow will be a make up day and everyone should be there by 10 

a.m.”   

 “Why can’t you just give us a three day weekend?  I just don’t understand it.”  

Parson replied to the phone as the message clicked off.  It, of course, didn’t answer back. 

 If there was one thing Parson disliked more than his job, it was working on 

Saturdays.  His whole thought process was this:  You have me there for forty to sixty 

hours a week.  Why do you need my Saturday as well?   

 Parson put the phone back in its cradle and went into the kitchen to get the coffee 

brewing.  He turned on the T.V. and flipped the channel over to ESPN 2 for Mike and 

Mike.  That was his routine every morning.  A little bit of Mike and Mike, catch up on 

the sport’s scores and then when he was in his car it was either listen to the show on the 

radio or music.  It kind of just depended on the day. 

 He took a seat and listened to them talk about the NFL for a moment.   

 The coffee finished brewing, and he went in to the kitchen to make himself a cup.  

He also poured out a big bowl of Honey Smacks.  It might not fill you up for a whole 

morning, but it was certainly a tasty way to start the day.  Coffee and Smacks in hand, he 

went back into the living room and watched T.V. for a while. 

 The morning passed. 

 The phone rang just around 11 A.M. while First Take was having their lively debate 

about who was better in the NBA.   

 “Hello.”   

 “How’s it going?” 

  



 15 

 The voice on the other end of the phone was his running partner, co-worker, and 

best friend – Tony Black.  They had taken up running together; and each race Parson had 

been in, Tony had been right beside him, encouraging him all the way.  Tony stood about 

six feet tall, lean and thin, somewhere around 30 years of age.   

 “It was great when I thought I had a three day weekend.” 

 “It’s still nice to be off work for a change.  I’m already at 50 hours this week.” 

 “I’m trying not to push beyond 40, but they keep making me.” 

 “At least it’s money, right?” 

 “If you say so.”   

 Parson couldn’t stand when people put over time into such black and white terms.  

Does it always have to be about the money?  Life doesn’t revolve around that.  It couldn’t 

because if it did, Parson was in for a world of hurt.  He was the kind of guy who enjoyed 

working to make sure he wasn’t a bum.  Working to make sure he could provide the 

necessities for himself (a life long bachelor with no kids).  Working to make sure he 

could keep food in his belly and the lights turned on, working to cover the mortgage.  

You can see where I’m going with this.  Parson worked because he had to, not because he 

was driven by money.  Maybe that was a foolish way to look at it, but that was the way 

Parson thought.     

 “It’s nice to be home.  The whole family got a snow day today.  We are planning to 

go sledding soon.” 

 “I guess the long run tomorrow is off,” Parson asked. 

 “I don’t see how we can get it in with the weather and work.” 

 “I figured as much.  Should we shoot for Sunday?” 
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 “We have church on that morning, but hold on.”   

 Church.  Parson wasn’t much into it, but he had nothing against it.  In fact people 

might be surprised to find he had a lot of faith.  He just didn’t believe in going every 

week to a building.  He didn’t think that was all that necessary.   

 Tony came back on the line.  “If the trail is clear I can swing it by seven.” 

 “Seven it is then.” 

 “We have to get the kids . . .” Tony stopped for a minute.  “Put your sister down!  

Do it right now!  You don’t need to be wrestling like that!”   

 Parson smiled at the thought of that scene playing out on the other side of the 

phone.  He always hated he didn’t have kids, but he just never sat down at the right table 

with the right cards stacked in his favor.   

 “Sorry about that.  They are all ready to get outside.  I guess I should go and let 

them burn off their batteries.  See you tomorrow.” 

 “Tomorrow.”  Just as Parson hung up the phone, he heard Tony say something to 

one of the kids about being better than that when he was on the phone.  The line went 

dead before he heard anymore. 

 Parson sat back for a moment and thought about the one chance he had at having a 

family.  That shipped sailed so fast that it sometimes took him by surprise how long ago 

it had been.  They had met at a grocery store, and they had hit it off right away.  That Dan 

Fogelberg song was playing at the time.  It was the one that said something about 

meeting his old lover in a grocery store.  She wasn’t an old lover, but there was irony 

there.  Anyway, they met and hit it off, but before they were to get married she left him 

for another guy.  It had crushed Parson.  They had been talking a lot about having kids 
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soon after they were married.  He was really looking forward to domestication, but it 

didn’t happen.  That’s life, or so they say.  From that point forward Parson had met and 

slept with a lot of women, but he never clicked with any of them.  There were at least 

three who made it about a year, but that seemed to be the spot where it always went 

wrong.  It seemed like to him there would always be just that one.   

 “Vicky is ancient history Parson.”  He pushed the thoughts away and settled back 

into his morning.  He napped for a bit and woke up around 1 in the afternoon.   

 The sun was high. 

 Parson got up and made his way to the kitchen.  He fumbled through the fridge and 

tried to find some food.  He just wasn’t in the mood for what he had to eat.   

 He picked up the phone and called the local pizza place.  Surprised they were open; 

he went ahead and ordered a pizza.  He climbed into the shower and cleaned up for the 

day. 

 The afternoon passed into the evening with the ghosts of the pizza still lingering on 

his intestines (Parson had reached the age where food started fighting back).  It was while 

he was sitting on the couch (stomach on fire, bathroom time coming up pretty soon) that 

it dawned on him – the map.  He hadn’t even thought about the map one time today. 

 Parson got up off the couch and went into the bedroom.  The map was lying on the 

bed side table, rolled up.  He grabbed it and took it into the living room. 

 This time he had to unroll it himself and use four different objects to hold it down, 

three remotes (DVD, T.V. and stereo), and a bag of chips.   

 He munched on the chips and drank a soda while he looked at it.  This time the map 

was dead of activity and all the stuff he saw the night before was gone.  Lying in front of 
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him was a large rectangular square map – brown and lifeless with the images of the U S 

of A, Central America, and South America.  He couldn’t hear the commotion of the cities 

or ocean this time or see the light or lighthouse for that matter.  There was no tiny pirate 

pointing at the island.  It was just a regular map, just a dull regular map. 

 Parson looked down towards the spot the pirate pointed to the night before, and that 

island was still there.  He had never heard of such an island, and he was an avid reader of 

all things Caribbean.  It had been a life long dream of his to sail the islands, to feel the 

soft rolling of the gentle seas, to hear the palms flapping and cackling in the wind.  He 

knew he would never have the money to do it, but in his dreams he had sailed those 

islands a thousand times. 

 Parson turned on his computer and did a search for the island named Teschio. 

 It didn’t exist. 

 Parson searched for at least an hour before finally giving up.  He chocked it up to 

one reason – the island must have been so small that it just didn’t fit on a modern map or 

maybe the map he was looking at was just so old and out of date that some of things on it 

weren’t mapped anymore. 

 Something stirred in his mind, so he went on line and found about five current maps 

of the U S of A, Central America, and South America.  He did a side by side comparison, 

and he found the map he had found the night before was current and up to date.  The only 

thing his map had that all those others didn’t was Teschio. 

 “Go!”  The voice of the pirate filled the house.  Parson looked around and nearly 

spilled his drink in the process.  The voice was disembodied, and there was no ghost to be 

seen.  
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 “What the hell do you want?”  Parson had seen some of the shows on T.V. that 

captured spirit voices, and he wondered if this is what it felt like when they heard them.  

“It’s not on a map anywhere.  How am I supposed to go if it isn’t on a map!  I can just see 

myself going to the local travel agent.  Can you book me on a flight to Teschio?  A ghost 

pirate told me to go there.  They might get out the white coat and net if I do that.”  Parson 

waited for a response, but he never heard one.  The voice of the pirate didn’t come again 

that night.   

 Parson abandoned the map search, surfed the net for a bit (naughty, naughty), and 

then decided to call it a night.  He shut the computer down, rolled up the map, and made 

his way to bed.   

4 

Parson woke up just after 6 the next morning, like he always did, if he was working or 

not.  “I guess it’s just engrained in your brain,” Parson replied to the clock, which was set 

to go off at 8 A.M.   

 He lay there a moment before getting up to check the road conditions.  To his 

dismay, the roads were clear, no chance of getting out of work today.  On a positive note, 

Saturday’s warmer temperatures were going to allow for major melting.  That would be a 

good thing for Parson and his long run on Sunday.   

 Parson got ready, and just as he was about to leave he stopped to look at the map on 

the bedside table.  It was just laying there rolled up, lifeless, but Parson could hear it 

inside his head.  He could hear it calling out to him.  It was putting thoughts into his head, 

thoughts he shouldn’t pursue, thoughts that scared him all the way down to his core. 

 Parson pushed those thoughts aside and made his way to work. 
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 That Saturday was a typical kind of Saturday – hell it was a typical kind of day as 

days in this industry sometimes go.  You got to work, collected your orders, and went 

about the business of filling those orders.  That was it.  Parson was fond of saying “It 

ain’t the work that will kill you, it’s the routine,” and jobs like this were all about one 

thing – routine.  The challenge of this job was usually dead and buried by the second or 

third week.  By that point, anybody with a decent brain could have it mastered.   

 While Parson was organizing his small stack of orders, Tony walked up to him. 

 “Did you hear the news?  Boss man has been over heard talking about lay offs.” 

 “Really, I thought we were doing okay.” 

 “We are, but corporate has found a couple of spots that don’t need a person in it.  

They think we can cover those spots even though we have our own work to do, which we 

can barely get done as it is.” 

 “Anyone we know?” 

 “I don’t have any names, but I thought I would give you a heads up.” 

 “Thanks.”  Parson let this information sink in for a moment.  The layoff, a putrid 

and evil word, vile in its meaning and all it has done to the American working industry.  

In this industry and in this day and time, the layoff was as common as the paycheck.  

Parson thought of his longevity; and he hoped it would account for something, but in this 

working world it really didn’t amount to much.   

 “The guys are talking about going out for some beers tonight in order to take our 

minds off of it.  Are you interested?” 

 Parson pushed the thoughts away.  “Are you still up for a run in the morning?”   

 “Sure, but it doesn’t mean I can’t grab a quick beer after work.” 
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 “Would the wife be okay with that?” 

 Tony smiled, which lit up his face.  Tony was one of those people who had a smile 

that would put you at ease.  Parson imagined that smile got Tony his fair share of ladies 

back before the marriage set in.  “I can talk her into about anything if she will allow me 

to.” 

 Both men laughed. 

 “To tell you the truth Tony, I think I might sit this one out, check out the game at 

home, and get some rest.” 

 “Is seven miles too tough on the old man?”   

 “Seven miles is tough on any man.  I don’t care if you are old or not.” 

 “True.  Door’s open if you want to come.” 

 “Thanks.”  Parson turned back to his orders as Tony walked off.  He smiled as he 

heard Tony say to the other guys.  “I told you he wouldn’t go!”  A couple of the guys 

threw some insults towards Parson.  It was good natured fun and something they always 

did to each other.  They were just feasting on Parson’s willingness to stay home when he 

had a chance to go out and hang with them.  Parson wasn’t a bar guy.  He preferred to be 

home doing his own thing.  It was just who he was.   

 Parson finished up with his task and placed the orders on a clip board.  A routine 

check of the machine, and then Parson climbed aboard, slipping into the small cockpit of 

the stand up forklift.  He strapped himself in and got started.  

 The day passed.  In fact, ten hours passed before Parson was finally released from 

his job and allowed to go back home.  His body ached and so did his mind.  Sunday was 
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only one day, one full free day from work, and then he would be back to it on Monday 

morning.  There really wasn’t going to be much of a weekend.   

 When Parson reached his home (the night had already settled in), the first thing he 

did was get a shower.  The second thing he did was get some food.  The third thing he did 

was sleep and he slept soundly until the clock woke him up the next morning.    

 Parson slipped out of bed and stretched himself awake.   

 He turned on the weather and suited up according to what they were forecasting.  It 

was going to be about forty degrees, and the wind was going to make it at least ten 

degrees colder.  He covered himself accordingly – long sleeve with a short sleeve over it, 

long pants, thick socks, and compression sleeves. 

 “I hate running in winter.”  Parson said this to the empty house as the wind blew 

against the eaves in a taunting way.  He looked over at the map and then went into the 

kitchen and made breakfast. 

5 

He arrived on time just like he always did, but there was no sign of Tony.  He had kids 

and a wife.  It was to be expected.   

 Parson leaned over and grabbed his gloves along with his running water bottle.  No 

matter how cold it was, he always carried that bottle with him.  Parson had learned that 

lesson the hard way.  While he sat there waiting, he thought about the map and the 

thoughts that had been running around in his head since he first saw it – could he leave, 

should he leave, would he leave, could he take a leap of faith, he was comfortable so why 

mess it up, etc.etc.etc. and blah, blah, blah.  The thoughts just kept on a running.  When 

Parson got his brain on something, he rarely let it go.  He sometimes had nightmares 
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about a gigantic monster with a flashing sign on its head chasing after him.  This sign 

would just keep blinking the words “Do it now” over and over again.  He would wake up 

in the middle of the night and just do what it was that was bugging him.  When he went 

back to sleep, that monster was always gone. 

 “Morning Parson.  Still wearing shorts I see.” A tap on the glass took Parson out of 

his thoughts. 

 Parson waved to Tony as he climbed out of the warm car.  He had decided against 

the pants at the last minute.  He felt like a longer, thicker pair of shorts would work this 

morning as long as the shins had proper coverage.  It was a funny thing about running. 

Most of the time, if you kept the top parts warm, the bottom part of yourself rarely 

complained.   

 Tony was dressed similar to Parson with the hat, the shorts, the gloves, but he had 

only one long sleeve on and that was it.  When Tony ran, he heated up fast so he tended 

to wear less than Parson – less than most actually. 

 “What a cold morning.” 

 “We should warm up quick,” Parson replied. 

 “So how was work last night?  I can’t thank you enough for staying.  The guys said 

the same thing.” 

 “It’s the least I could do.  You guys have lives.”  Parson hadn’t wanted to stay, but 

he had taken one for the team so to speak.  He did it for his friends and not for the over 

time.  He would be quick to point that out if you asked him.  
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 “You have a life, Parson.  I don’t know why you have to think like that.  Someday 

you will change the way you think.  There will be a woman who just sweeps you off your 

feet when you least expect it.” 

 “Not to switch subjects, but how are you feeling about seven miles today?”  Parson 

slid on his gloves and started to stretch.  There was another thing he hated about winter.  

It took so damn long to warm up when you got started.  In the summer, it was hot and the 

body was already warm so it didn’t take as long to get the legs moving.  In the winter 

though, it could be three miles in or longer before it all started to come together. 

 “I think it will be fine.  You still up for it?” 

 “I just don’t know.  The legs aren’t where I want them to be right now.” 

 “Like you said, we’ll warm up,” Tony replied, running in place for a moment, 

trying to stay warm, as Parson finished stretching.  Tony didn’t stretch all that much.  He 

was one of those gifted runners who could run a six minute mile and barely stretch.    

 “I’m ready.  Are you?” 

 “Sure.”   

 Parson followed Tony onto the trail.  They didn’t talk for a few minutes as they 

took a small warm up walk.  Both men tried to get loose as the cold tried to keep them 

tight.  The trail had a lot of trees pushing in on either side of it so the limbs made a nice 

canopy over the sand/dirt path.  This canopy had shielded some of the trail from the 

recent snow, so it wasn’t as muddy or wet as it could have been.    

 Tony looked over at Parson when he figured it was time to start.  “Are you ready to 

go?” 

 “Sure.”   
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 GPS Watches clicked. 

 Satellite found. 

 Time to go.   

 It was another brutal start for Parson.   

 A mile in and he was hurting, Tony was lagging beside him, and Parson could tell 

Tony wanted to speed up.  “Why don’t you go ahead Tony?  My shins are bugging me 

today.” 

 “I’ll stay with you.  The shins will warm up.  Just keep moving those legs.” 

 Encouraged Parson kept going. 

 Two miles in and the shins were starting to come around.  Parson was happy about 

that.  The men ran on and kept the talk to a minimum. 

 Three miles in, and the shin pain was gone.  Parson was feeling good, but Tony was 

starting to pull away.   

 “Go on Tony.  I know you want to.  I’ll meet you at the end.” 

 “Are you sure?” 

 “Go, I’ll feel bad if you don’t.” 

 “Thanks.”   

 And like that, Tony was off.  Parson kept his speed as he watched Tony go up to the 

three and a half mile spot and turn around.  When Tony passed Parson he gave him a 

wave.  Parson waved back, made his turn, and then watched his friend evaporate into the 

distance.   
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 Four miles, no sign of Tony in front of him, Parson was feeling great.  This was 

going to be a good run.  He checked his watch, and he saw he was sitting at about a ten 

and a half minute mile.  He told himself he would take it.   

 The rest of the run went like this: Five miles – getting faster – quick burst of speed.  

Six miles – losing focus – got to get that last mile.  Seven miles – a slow stop – a cool 

down walk. 

 Parson checked his time.  He had run today’s mileage in an hour and sixteen 

minutes.  That wasn’t great, but it was a run, and a long run at that.  He would of course, 

take it. 

 Parson walked back to his car, and he saw Tony leaning there against it. 

 “How was it, Parson?” 

 “I assume you did a few more miles than me.” 

 “I did about ten.” 

 “And you don’t look like you did three.” 

 “I feel like I did.” 

 The two men were in silence for a moment as Tony leaned on the car and Parson 

stretched.   

 “This was a good run, once I got past the shin issue.” 

 “Maybe it’s the shoes,” Tony replied. 

 “I think it’s the cold.” 

 “I guess some of us are better at the cold than others.” 

 “I can’t stand it.” 
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 The men again took a pause in the conversation.  They watched a few runners and 

cyclists move onto the trail. 

 Parson broke the silence.  “I need to talk to someone about something, and I need a 

good ear.  You’ve been there for me before.  I was wondering if you could do it again.” 

 “You know you have my ear anytime you need it.  Shoot.” 

 Parson thought about it for a moment and then began.  “I think I’m leaving town for 

a while, maybe for good.” 

 “What?”  Those words hit Tony pretty hard.  “Why?” 

 “It’s not set in stone, but I think I have to.  I don’t think I have a choice.” 

 “Are you in trouble with a woman or some gambling debts?  I can help you if you 

need it.” 

 “It’s nothing like that, Tony.”  Parson trailed off.  “I know what I’m about to say is 

nuts, but you have to go with it.” 

 “My ear is your ear.  Spill it.” 

 “I mean, really, you have to go with it.  You have to understand and believe.” 

 “You know me Parson.  Friend to friend, I can handle it.” 

 Parson studied Tony for a moment.  Tony seemed to be ready, so Parson told Tony 

all about the pirate, the map, and the mysterious island that did not exist on any map that 

he could find.  Parson told Tony he had been thinking about leaving since it happened, 

and the “to leave or not to leave” thoughts were about to drive him crazy.  When Parson 

was done, Tony leaned on the car and drew in a cool breath of fresh air. 

 “Crazy?”  Parson asked, even though the answer was written all over Tony’s face. 
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 “Yeah, a little.  I’m trying to keep an open mind, but first things first.  Do you even 

have the money to leave?   I mean this is pretty quick.” 

 “I have some saved up, maybe not enough for this, but I can make it work.” 

 “Parson you really need to think about this.  Don’t rush into it.  I know you may be 

feeling a little burnt out right now, but this is a major decision.” 

 “I know that, believe me.  The problem is.  I think I have to rush.” 

 “Why?” 

 “It feels like a ticking clock in my head.  The longer I wait, the faster the clock 

ticks.  I know that also sounds crazy, but it’s true.  I just have the nagging feeling all of 

this will go away if I don’t act on it.”  Parson heard the word “Go!” come screaming out 

of some dead world void.  It was disembodied like before and it was so loud in Parson’s 

head that he turned to see if Tony had heard it.  Tony was off in thought and obviously no 

ghostly voice had disrupted those thoughts.  At first, Parson was happy about that and 

then kind of sad.  There was a possibility that he might be going insane.  If one person 

beside himself had heard that voice, maybe it would provide some validation for him; but 

Tony, of course, didn’t hear it.  Parson returned to their conversation.  “I know it sounds 

crazy, but I feel like it’s my destiny.  I’ve been chosen.” 

 Tony was still silent, studying the face of his friend, looking for any signs of 

possible craziness.  He saw nothing, of course.   

 “Hold on.  I thought you might be feeling this way.  Let me show you something.” 

Parson leaned into the car and grabbed the map.  He looked around the parking lot as he 

walked to the back of the car with Tony following after him.  He unrolled the map on the 
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trunk and watched as Tony’s eyes lit up. The map, either charged by the sun or ready to 

show a new person it was true, decided to light up once again.   

 The lighthouse was back and flashing with its pulsing light jumping off and running 

down the map to Teschio.  The cities and oceans were alive with even more noise than 

the day before.  The lines of latitude and longitude were racing faster now, and the map 

seemed to be breathing heavier.  Parson wasn’t sure if this was a good thing or not, but at 

least his point was proven.  The only thing missing was the pirate.  He wasn’t on the map.  

He wasn’t anywhere to be seen. 

 “Wow.”  That’s all Tony could say, but if you were Tony would you have more 

than that crossing your lips?   

 “It did this a few nights ago, and you see that spot?  That’s where it led me.  The 

pirate I saw in my living room was standing beside it and pointing.  It said “go” like it 

wanted me to, well, go.”  

 “Okay.  I’ll give you the map, pretty impressive, but it’s thin.  Thin enough to have 

doubts.” 

 “I was hoping that would convince you.” 

 “Parson, I can’t tell you if you should do it or not.  I can’t be your second opinion if 

that is what you’re looking for, but I can tell you this.  Think it over.  Think it over again 

and then think it over one more time.  The map is impressive, but who knows what is 

really making it work like this.  You might be setting yourself up for a major 

disappointment.” 

 Parson drew in a cool breath of air, looked up at the blue Carolina sky, and the sun 

shooting its rays through it.  “I guess you’re right.  I should give it some thought.” 
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 “I know you, Parson.  When that little bug gets in your head, you can’t let it go.  

“Just think on it, for me.  I just don’t want to see you throw your life away on a whim and 

a ghostly pirate.” 

 Was there something off about that statement?  Was Tony just humoring him, so to 

speak, while deep down inside he thought Parson was nuts?  Parson pushed those 

thoughts away as he turned back to Tony.  “I know.  Sometimes you just have to take the 

leap.  Sometimes you got to jump over the cliff before you realize the water is deep 

enough to jump in.  It’s like that moment in the third Indiana Jones movie with the 

invisible walk way.  I kind of feel like that right now.  I’m Indy, and I’m standing there 

either heading for the cup of Christ or turning back and going home.” 

 “Remember they named the dog Indiana, and they made a fourth one.”   

 “Let’s not go down that road.”   

 “I have taste, and you don’t.” 

 “Crystal Skull wasn’t all that bad.  Some poor CGI, and a few other minor things, 

but that was a solid movie.” 

 “Your opinion.” 

 Parson rolled up the map.  “Would you keep this between us?”  

 “The movie, of course, I’m embarrassed you liked it,” Tony smiled. 

 “I’m serious.” 

 Tony saw the concern on his friends face.  “I wouldn’t know where to begin” 

 “We better get home.”  Parson put his stuff into the car, disappointment filling his 

mind.  He had really hoped Tony would see his side and say, run, go for it, be free, chase 

this dream, but he hadn’t.  It was now an even split.  This morning it was 70 in favor of 
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doing it and 30 not.  Now it was 50/50.  Parson was back to square one.  He was back to 

deciding for himself. 

 “Are you okay?” 

 “I’m fine.” 

 The men paused.   

 Parson got the hint. “Yes Tony, I’m fine. Tell the wife and kids I said hello.”   

 Tony didn’t push it any further and changed the subject.  “Any chance we will see 

you at church today?” 

 “Maybe.” 

 “I’ll turn that “maybe” to a “yes” someday.” 

 “I’m sure you will.  Take care.”   

 “You too, later man.” 

 “Yeah, later.”   

 Tony moved on to his car.  Parson watched him leave and gave him one final wave.  

Tony returned it with a bump of his horn.  Parson climbed into his car and sat there a 

moment.  He fished out his granola bar and ate it while he let the car warm.  He finished 

his snack, put the car in drive, and drove home.  Once home, he took a shower and spent 

the day on the couch.   

 That night, he went to bed early and slept till his alarm clock woke him up.  It was 

Monday morning again.  It was another long week.  It was another week of doing 

something he had no desire to do.   

  

 


