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In the cold waters of Maine, hundreds of buoys float in the chilling water, and below, hundreds of hostile wooden lobster traps wait to lure their prey. The lobsters crawl about, seemingly oblivious to the baited traps. In the harbor, lobster-fishing boats leave and enter the dock. Wholesalers are loading their large commercial trucks with the day’s catch.


After the trucks depart, silence is once again restored to the quiet of the early morning hours. Everyone, except the lobster fishermen, is sleeping peacefully waiting to be roused by the ring of an alarm or the screech of a gull.


Hours later…


As the sun rises, Blue Hill is awakened. The scent of morning breakfast masks the remaining lobster stench.


“Good morning, wise citizens. I'm Tom Finn here in Bangor, Maine at WWW.NEWSPLACE. It’s a bright sunny day here and it’s the countdown for the Olympics in Greece in just two weeks. Some of our glorious Maine lobsters will soon be shipped out and will be the edible delight of this athletic event. Thousands of best-known-to-man lobsters are being shipped out over the next several days.”


Between sips of coffee, a tired lobster fisherman stared sleepily at the TV, as he finished his last bite of a chocolate scone. He was proudly thinking about his five-star 

lobsters that would be eaten by the great athletes of the world, but his thoughts were interrupted by the newscaster’s next remark.


“The Chinese and the Americans have a big bet going. A few million dollars are resting on the fate of the two teams.”


“The Americans and the Chinese?” questioned the fisherman. “Why would the Americans even consider a bet with the Chinese? The Chinese have this in the bag. Nobody can compete with them. Nobody can beat their ability, strength and determination. The Americans are too busy eating Big Macs and playing video games.” The fisherman picked up another scone and began to eat it.

***


“TOOT! TOOT!” The foghorn sounded as the huge cargo ship departed from the harbor. Hundreds of tanks filled with lobsters and hundreds of crates filled with lobster crackers and picks had been loaded that day.


The toughly built Maurizio Galliano had closely examined each crate as it was loaded on board, and seemed to keep a close eye on one in particular.


“Hey, Galliano,” called Bill Jeremiah, a big, beefy crewmember, much smarter than he appeared. “In love with that crate?” he called out. “How about a beer? Is it possible for you to separate yourself from that old wooden thing?”


“I don’t drink, fool,” snapped Galliano. “And if you had half a brain, you wouldn’t either. Besides, if anyone needs a better work ethic, it’s you! I have to make sure these crates reach their destination.  After all, what’s a cooked lobster without a lobster pick?”


“I’d say it’s a dead animal caught in a trap,” said Bill Jeremiah, and burst into one of his loud, roaring laughs.

***


The slow, continuous roll of the waves made Galliano seasick. He had not had a good night’s sleep in a week and there were still a few more days to go.  Living on the ship wasn’t as comfortable or as sympathetic as Galliano had expected. The sleeping quarters were tight. It was impossible to stay clean or dry, and the food was more grub than anything edible.  The only thing that could be considered remotely satisfying was the majestic sea and at night, the moon casting its eerie glow projected onto the blackness of the water.  On most nights, if you paid close enough attention, you could see the shadow of a man and a stack of crates fading into the everlasting darkness.

***


Mid afternoon the next day, as Bill Jeremiah was walking across the bow, he caught Galliano retching over the side of the ship not too far from the cargo.  “Your beloved crate gave you food poisoning, eh?”


“Get lost, you boorish lughead.”


“I'm not as ignorant as you think,” Jeremiah retorted, “or how else would I know why you have such a strong work ethic. There’s a stack of money when you pull this lot through,” he said, gesturing to the crates.


“Don’t we all get paid for what we deserve?” snapped Galliano.


“Some of us get paid more than others, if you know what I mean,” Jeremiah said, sarcastically.


Galliano started to fidget with his fingers. “Doesn’t the captain always make more than the crew?” He continued fidgeting.


“You know perfectly well what I mean. Those lobster picks won’t just help eat up the lobsters, but will also help eat up the American opponents.”


Beads of sweat began to trickle down Galliano’s face, and his fidgeting became more intense. Galliano sidled closer to the crate.


“You’ve got quite a relationship with that uniquely colored crate,” Jeremiah laughed menacingly. “I’ve got you there, Galliano. When did you get caught up in the smuggling trade?”


Galliano’s fidgeting stopped abruptly. “This has to be another one of your drunken illusions,” he said, dismissively.


“We all know that without you, the Americans don’t have a chance of beating the Chinese,” said Jeremiah, sarcastically.


“How’d you figure I was such a strong athlete?”


“Strong you might be, but not smart enough to cover up your tracks,” chuckled Jeremiah.


“But quick enough to cross the finish line!” 


“Unfortunately,” added Jeremiah, “you tripped on the last lap.”


The sky was darkening. The slight drizzle had turned into a heavy rain.


“I'm still well in the lead,” tossed Galliano.


The pouring rain continued to pound down.


“A better trained athlete is rapidly gaining ground, but he’s willing to split the prize.”


“Okay, Jeremiah, how’d you pick up on my trail?”


“Simple, I heard your radio message.”


The rain was drenching the two men, seemingly oblivious to the brutal storm.

Galliano could barely hear himself above the howling wind.


“You’ll get 50 percent of the profits from the sale of the steroids in that crate if you keep your mouth shut. I think that’s a good deal for a guy who does no work. Take it or leave it.


“Galliano, I think you’ll be the one to leave it.”


The same shadow that was seen the night before was now flailing as he plummeted into the crashing waves of the expectant ocean.

***


In the middle of a blazing hot day, the cargo ship awkwardly
pulled into the bustling Greek harbor.  As Jeremiah casually carted off the marked crate loaded with steroids, the crew worked busily to unload the crates.


An agitated, business-like man waited at the end of the pier. Recognizing the marked crate, he walked up to Jeremiah.  “Where’s Galliano?”


“You know how excited Galliano can get. This time, I guess you might say he went overboard.”


The man, obviously annoyed by Jeremiah’s comment, repeated his question. “Where’s Galliano?”


“Like I said, he went overboard when he got trapped in a game, his own game. Looks like I’m the one who made it to the finish line, and I get the prize.” Jeremiah winked.

***


“Good morning, wise citizens. I'm Tom Finn here in Bangor, Maine at WWW.NEWSPLACE. It’s a bright sunny day here on the Northeast Coast and we’ve just learned that the Americans have beaten the Chinese in every event. Every event! What a turnout!” The lobster fisherman, lowered the volume, and thought for a moment. “I guess those Big Macs are the new power bars,” And he began munching on another chocolate scone. 


PAGE  
2

