Excerpt from KEY MONSTER, A Novel of Key West, by Lee Dravis

     From the bow of the Stuffed Ham, Brant could see the speeding silver car, sunlight reflecting off its three coats of polish. He leaned around the side and yelled astern, “Winch, we got company!”

     Winch dashed to the starboard gunwale and saw the Mercedes-Benz diving into the marina parking lot. He recognized the car which had nearly run him over earlier. “Are we untied?” he called to Brant, and was awarded with a thumbs-up.

     He grabbed the spring line and looped it off the cleat, dropping it in the water. The car ground to a lurching stop at the top of the pier and a big guy in a white golf shirt under a trench coat spilled out even before the expensive car had come to a complete halt. In fact, the Mercedes never did completely stop, inching barely forward.

     From beneath the coat, the crazed-looking man (had to be the angry father, Winch decided) pulled a pistol. Winch ran for the console and shoved both throttles to their stops. The Stuffed Ham dug her stern into the water and jumped forward, propellers seeking purchase, hull struggling to rise up, hardly clear of the pilings.

     A shot split the air, then a second, and another. Winch ducked down in the cockpit, but the firing stopped. Cautiously, he stuck his head up over the transom.

     Winch watched in utter fascination as the silver sports car slowly rolled past the edge of  the parking lot, bumped over the low curb, crashed to the wooden planking of the pier, and traversed the dock before gracefully plunging grill-first into the harbor. The man on the pier lowered the gun and cradled his head in his hands. Winch thought he might be weeping.

     With a whoop of victory, the captain stood up and ran to the wheel, angling the Stuffed Ham out into the river. She was planed off nicely now, running fast with the wind. He nudged the throttles back down to half-speed and craned his head out the cockpit window.

     “Hey, Brant!” he called merrily. “Where do you want me to drop you off?”

     There was no answer. He crossed to the port side and looked toward the bow. His stomach did a flip.

     Splayed across the foredeck was Brant’s limp body. With shaking hands, Winch snapped the bungee cord in place on the wheel and scrambled forward. He hovered over his friend, scared. A bloody wound scarred Brant’s smooth forehead, dark blood washing his face and dripping onto the deck. In anguish, Winch hoisted the artist up and dragged him back to the cockpit, setting him gently on the vibrating deck. Brant never moved, nor did Winch think he ever would again.

     For a long moment, he gazed down at the corpse. Then he noticed Brant’s sketchpad on one of the deckchairs, the pages flapping in the wind. Winch reverently picked it up and stared at Brant’s last drawing, one he had made only minutes ago at the Oarhouse. It depicted the face of a killer.

     He took the pad below and stowed it. When he reemerged, he was grasping the neck of a bottle of rum. Winch tilted it back, overfilling his mouth and splashing the warm liquor down his chin, onto his denim shirt where it mixed with the tears he didn’t even know he was spilling. 
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