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HE wet haze that had been 
hanging off shore thickened 
abruptly into a clammy fog—the 
kind that could chill the hearts as 

well as the bones of fishermen caught at 
sea in their small two-man hookers.  

Pete Longo, wizened and mummified 
and the lone crew member of the Dove, 
out of Boston, looked accusingly at his 
skipper and owner, Mike Baranca. Already 
the fog formed little globules on Mike’s 
swarthy and oleic features. Mike’s had 
been a dangerous and foolish impulse that 
made him quit the customary fishing 
grounds and shift into the lane of ocean 
liners.  

Mama mia, thought Mike Baranca as 
he scowled at the fog and wiped his 
beading forehead, it is more of the Cataldo 
curse. All this has happened because that 
Jimmy had hidden again aboard the Dove, 
causing Mike to put back with him when 
discovered well down the harbor.  

It mattered not that Jimmy Cataldo 
was Mike’s twelve-year-old godson, or 
that the repeated thrashings administered 
by Gino Cataldo had not cured the lad’s 
penchant for following in the steps of his 
ancestors.  

Mike Baranca and Gino Cataldo were 
of an age. Born in the same house in 
Naples, they had come together to this 
country, and had fished and lived together 
until each had married. They had remained 
like brothers until their falling out. 

It was well known around T-Wharf 
that Mike and Gino were top men in the 
putt-putt fleet when it came to fishing and 
navigation. Perhaps Gino had a little the 
better on the fishing, but Mike surely had 
the edge in navigation with his uncanny 
sense of dead reckoning. 

Then one night at a christening when 
the red wine had passed around generously 
a dispute over these respected qualities 
had developed into an argument and 
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thence into a persistent anger in which 
neither spoke the other’s name. 

“Ah-wooooo.” Ghostly, distant, but 
seemingly reverberating from each fog 
particle, sounded the mournful bleat of a 
fog horn. 

The ancient Longo threw up his 
roosterlike head and made frightened 
effort to locate the source of the horn. It 
sounded again and Longo cried out in fear. 

“Quiet,” barked Mike. “It is known 
that no man out of Boston is my equal in a 
fog. Even Gino Cataldo must admit that.” 

“Ah-wooooo! Ah-wooooo!” The 
demoniacal dissonance of the dense 
clammy fog caused the hoarse blast of the 
unseen vessel to envelope the little putt-
putt; now forward, now to stern, to 
starboard and then to port. The terrified 
Longo grabbed whimpering for Baranca. 

Mike flung him free because in that 
moment Mike needed desperate use of his 
great navigating skill, but in his tenseness 
Mike used greater strength than he 
realized. The ancient one fell athwart the 
gunwale. He did not try to recover from 
his precarious position as the fog-
blanketed hooker rolled in the giant swell. 
Fright gave way to a subliminal prediction 
that chilled the superstitious Baranca. 
Piercing eyes glowed in a face pale and 
lined like a withered lemon.  

“It is the end. We shall die. It is the 
punishment for your wicked pride. You 
should not have come into the lane of 
great vessels in the season of bad fogs. But 
you would prove yourself better than 
Gino—”  

“Ah-wooooo! Ah-wooooo!”  
“Silence, thou old fool.” And yet Mike 

knew his anger to be a confession. Pride. 
Pride. It was a sin one must confess.  

“Ah-wooooo! Ah-wooooo!” Now the 
sound was above them. Mike heard the 
rush of water as when a great ship drives 
through the waves.  

Mike swung hard. The little putt-putt 
wallowed in a giant swell. It sucked 
against the side of the speeding liner, 
bumped hard and rocked like a chip in the 
frothing wash of the great vessel, so close 
that it could almost be touched, and yet 
unseen in the dense moss of wet fog.  

Baranca was thrown to his hands and 
knees. A well of white water rose 
spectrally above him and he called to his 
mother. But while these putt-putts might 
not be pretty to look at or smell, they were 
sturdy of build. The little hooker righted—
and the great liner ploughed on with none 
aboard aware of what the fog had hidden.  

Mike took a deep gulp of the wet air. 
“You see, ancient one—”  

There was no ancient one. Pete Longo 
had vanished into that spectral fog. Water 
murmured and gurgled beyond the 
barnacled sides and seemed to be muffled 
voices berating Mike Baranca.  

The historical significance of the 
Boston market district sprawling around 
Faneuil Hall of sainted memory was 
wasted upon Mike Baranca. Returning 
from the sea without Pete Longo he had 
taken an oath to forsake the calling of his 
people for generations, even though the 
learned Father Mallucci at Saint Stephens 
had told him there was no sin of the Fifth 
Commandment upon his soul. 

But a man must work. Mike had sold 
his Dove to young Guido Marcella who 
had financed his purchase under the GI 
bill. Mike then found a job in the market 
where his brawny arms tossed crates of 
fruit and produce instead of hauling in 
struggling haddock and cod and great 
seinefuls of mackerel. 

Save that his view was blocked by the 
congestion of trucks and vans Mike could 
look down South Market Street to the 
waterfront, or, with the prevailing east 
wind, smell the brine and the sea. But his 
sullen, silent thoughts refused to dwell 
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upon his past except in thoughts of 
penance for his sin of pride. 

Months passed and it was again a 
season of dangerous fogs that settled down 
for days with the scent of kelp and 
seaweed, and kept to port all but the 
reckless. Mike, looking up, saw a half 
dozen men winding through the traffic of 
Richmond Street and heading for him. He 
knew each one for a member of the fleet, 
and leading them he saw Gino Cataldo. 

Mike set down the crate of oranges he 
held like a package of candy. Obviously 
these men came for him. But why? Had 
they worked out some punishment for the 
death of Pete Longo at this late date? 

The men stopped. They looked 
expectantly at Gino. The latter seemed lost 
for words—for the first words that would 
be spoken in nearly a year to his old 
friend. His horny fingers fumbled with a 
grimy blue knitted skull cap. 

“Mike,” he said in halting voice, 
“maybe we forget many things. You go 
look for Jimmy—please. You take my 
boat—yes?”  

Mike wet his lips. “Jimmy—he hide on 
board again?” 

“Yes. On the Dove. Only one so young 
and foolish as this Guido Marcella would 
go out in this weather.” Gino hesitated and 
his voice lowered respectfully. “Only one 
so skilled as Mike Baranca could find 
him.” 

A muttered obligato provided 
confirmation. Here it was—admission that 
he excelled them all as a mariner. Mama 
mia, to find a small putt-putt in the broad 
fogbound ocean—it was worse than the 
needle in the haystack. 

As though understanding the cause of 
Mike’s puckered brow Gino said, “The 
mackerel were running off Cape Ann. We 
were there when the fog closed in. This 
Marcella would be smart. He would be out 
there when the fogs lift and be first to drop 

a seine. This fog, she lift sometime for 
little while.” Mike nodded 
understandingly. 

“This Guido have good luck part way. 
He reach Gloucester. We learn that. Then 
he put out. This fog she settle down to 
stay.”  

Off Cape Ann. Not only near to the 
lanes of ocean ships, but close to the 
treacherous reefs and rocks. But had they 
forgotten? He had finished with the sea 
because of his sin. 

“I am done with the sea,” he said. 
“Because of me a man died.”  

No change of emotion came over the 
asking faces. Gino, the father of Jimmy, 
said simply, “This Longo was old. His 
time had come to die like his ancestors. 
Jimmy—he is but a child.”  

The voice cracked. Mike hesitated and 
then said simply, “I will go. Maybe it is 
God’s wish that I make amends.” 

 
HE black and barnacled Star of the 
Sea put out into the harbor and a 

hundred yards from T-Wharf the fog 
closed in like folds of heavy wet canvas. 

To the average person the ocean 
appears to be an immutable sameness, but 
to the fisherman the ocean is a thing of 
tides and currents, colors and soundings. 
Mike asked pointed questions. Gino knew 
where the Dove had been, where young 
Marcella would take her, rifts in the fog 
permitting. Gino could give apt answers to 
Mike’s questions, but only Mike Baranca 
could put the pieces together. 

Hours followed of wet uncomfortable 
pushing through the pea-soup fog with no 
sound save the hoarse exhaust of the Star 
of the Sea. Mike Baranca had asked all the 
questions he could and there remained 
nothing more to talk about. Now Mike 
must devote all his senses to the skill of 
navigating. 

Mike ran along the North Shore, 
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sometimes close enough to hear the 
menacing pounding of surf on the rock-
strewn shore. 

“That would be Magnolia,” said Mike. 
Another time he said, “We have passed 
Gloucester.” 

Now Mike calculated that they were 
nearing the waters where young Marcella 
hoped to be when the fog lifted. If the 
young one had the sense to anchor. But 
youth is impatient and Mike knew it took 
years of patience to ride out the soul-
chilling constriction of wet fog. 

Four hours the Star of the Sea coursed 
the waters Mike Baranca had found, for all 
the obstacles of the fog. And as each run 
brought the hooker closer to the 
treacherous shore the wearying father’s 
eyes never left Mike’s face. 

An alien sound drifted through the fog. 
Surf. Gino looked sharply at his life-long 
friend—save for this past year. They 
would have to put to sea again. Maybe 
give up the search as hopeless. 

Suddenly Mike throttled down the 
engine. “Listen,” he said softly. 

For some time Gino heard nothing, and 
then his straining ears caught the splutter 
of an engine, as when one works over a 
balky motor. 

“It is the Dove,” said Mike as though 
talking to himself. “I would know it 
among a thousand, eyen though this young 
owner has all but ruined it.”  

Mike changed his course. To locate 
that occasional sputter, as deceptive in this 
fog as the horn of liner had been when he 
had lost Pete Longo, Mike must keep 
down wind—what wind there was. That 
meant keeping inside—and close to the 
dangerous rocks. Seemingly, the Dove had 
broken or lost its anchor, and the drift of 
tide and heavy swell was carrying the 
hooker closer and closer to the rocks. 

Mike drove inside skirting the 
dangerous rocks with visibility almost 

zero. Father and godfather strained again 
for the sound of a sputtering motor. Only 
the sharpest ears could pick up the engine 
of the Star of the Sea against the wind— 

“Uncle Mike!”  
Jimmy’s voice, high-pitched and 

excited. His keen, youthful ears had 
picked up the sound of an engine and he 
had known instantly that only one man 
could have found him in this fog.  

Gino, the father, tried to call, but his 
voice cracked with sobs. And then there 
could be no calling, because the pounding 
of surf rose to almost a roar.  

“Mother of God,” cried the agonized 
father. “We have found the boy when it is 
too late.”  

Mike said commandingly, “Stand by 
with the rope. I will make a run for it. It 
must be at full engine.”  

 
ULL engine to battle the power of the 
surf, but full engine against the rocks 

meant smashing the hooker to bits. There 
could be but one pass in a fog so thick that 
rocks and the Dove could not be seen but 
only guessed at, in a roar of surf so loud 
that Mike now could hardly be heard by 
Gino. 

But there were signs; even in the 
limited vision of a few feet over the side, 
Mike could read the back eddies and 
swirling white water.  

Full engine and a rush. Powerful arms 
whose cords stood out like bands of steel 
held the wheel against the drive and 
suction of the surf. Each had his part to 
play. Each part must be timed perfectly, 
the run, the throw of the rope and the 
making fast of the rope aboard the Dove. 

Mike had placed that cry of Jimmy’s 
and he drove for it. Rocks loomed like a 
blurred silhouette to starboard, and at that 
instant Gino shouted. An instant later 
Mike felt the tug of a taut rope and he rode 
with it. 
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The Star of the Sea veered just in time. 
The bottom scraped, but a wave lifted the 
hooker. Now straining arms held the 
hooker against the in-rushing surf, held it 
with the drag of the Dove, back there in 
the fog. 

Now began the run for open water, the 
cheating of the angry surf and the hungry 
rocks—a slow, difficult drag. But Mike 
Baranca made it and the straining engines 
could throttle down. 

The father, coming aft, could say no 
more than a simple, “Thanks.”  

Mike spoke gruffly to hide his 
emotion. “Take over,” he directed, “I must 
go aboard the Dove to see what that young 
fool has done to the engine.”  

By joint hauling on the tow line the 
two hookers emerged out of the fog to 
drift gunwale to gunwale. Mike clambered 
aboard the Dove.   

“Uncle Mike,” exclaimed a button-
eyed lad, “I knew it was you. I told Guido 
you could find us—”  

He would have ran on, but Mike 
rubbed roughly the lad’s wet mop of hair 
and spoke sharply to young Marcella. 

“You should be playing with toy boats 
in a bath tub. What have you done to the 
engine?”  

Mike expected no answer other than 
what he could find for himself. Muttering 
and mumbling, he went to work on the 
engine. Young Marcella might know all 
about automobile motors and even 
airplane motors froth his war experience, 
but an engine such as this that had to be 
nourished with wire and spare parts 
through a shortage was something else 
again. 

Eventually the engine sputtered, 
coughed and then throbbed deep-throated. 
Little Jimmy let out a cry of triumph. 

“Look,” said Marcella. “I got a chance 
to go in on a garage with another guy. If I 
can fix it with the bank, how about buying 
back this lug?”  

Mike fingered lovingly the spokes of 
the wheel he had handled so many years. 

“Sure,” he said. “I’ll take her back.”  
Once again Jimmy shouted for joy. 

“And, Uncle Mike, you’ll let me go with 
you—when I get big. There is no one who 
can sail like you—you and Papa,” he 
added respectfully. 

Mike Baranca’s chest swelled—and 
quickly deflated. Pride. 

“Maybe,” he said humbly. “If old 
Mike is good enough—and not just 
lucky.” 

 


