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Another colossal wave smashed sideways into the boat and dumped gallons of freezing water on them. Dan shivered despite his standard issue fleece `bunny suit` that he was wearing under his dry suit. The skin on his face stung but he knew he was still better equipped that the crew of the stranded yacht, grounded on Hooper sandbank.
`We`re going to get you off! ` the Cox`s voice barely carried over the din of the surf, but the thin man on the yacht nodded in grim agreement.
Another wave crashed into them, but there was little choice for the Cox but to position the eight and a half meter Atlantic 85 alongside the grounded yacht. Waves generated by the ocean swell hitting the barely concealed sandbank, relentless even on that breezy summer day, treacherous in that pretty bay between North Gower and Carmarthenshire.
[bookmark: _Int_BimpEe1m]A schoolboy error, lapse in concentration or one too many beers?
(`Not for us to judge though, just get `em home safe. Keep your head in the moment and remember your training`.)
`Get the line ready! ` Cox shouted.
 Dan grasped the sodden coil of rope, deftly weaving a figure of eight around the cleat to secure one end and readied himself to throw it across the churning surf to the thin man on the yacht.
Another wave hit, bigger this time. And as the stern of the boat lifted clear of the water the whine of the 215 horsepower engines screamed as they cut through air, setting Dans teeth on edge. He clung on as the Atlantic dropped into the trough of the wave like a roller-coaster off its rails and was dragged away from the yacht.
[bookmark: _Int_freBss1R]Engines re-engaged with the water, Cox turned the Atlantic back again towards the yacht. Dan focused on the thin man, with the tunnel vision of a hunter stalking quarry. He let his body read the movement of the boat, absorbing the rise and fall through his knees, a jockey on the white horses.
With one practiced movement Dan cast the line across the foaming sea, it hovered momentarily, uncoiling in the air, and like a gull swooped down upon the thin man. His long fingers, blue with cold reached out to grasp the line...and fumbled.
[bookmark: _Int_p0T3Ssgs]Flapping desperately at the air like a mime artist he overreached, staggered, and almost in slow motion, tipped forwards.
The momentum of the drop and swell, lurching the yacht back on forth on its keel helped him headfirst into the sea. 
A woman screamed; it was the first time Dan had really noticed her. Until that moment she had been another body to calculate into the rescue. Grey faced with shock, she was clinging to a girl; early teens by the look of her, and the only one of the three wearing a life jacket. They were both shivering violently.
`I`m going in! ` Dan shouted to the Cox, who signalled her permission with a thumbs up.
[bookmark: _Int_M5tA3B0L]From the corner of his eye he noted Mike, the other crewmember, swiftly hauling the redundant line from the water. Dan steadied himself in the lull between waves and then leapt clear of the boat in the direction of the thin man. By the look of him he was already struggling to keep his head above water. His jeans and trainers would be waterlogged and dragging him down.
Glad of the buoyancy in his Dry suit, Dan struck out towards the thin man.
Another wave crashed over them.
[bookmark: _Int_E4NZZhKH]Dan blinked the salt water from his eyes and was with the thin man in a dozen determined strokes. Grabbing the man's head as he was going under; probably for the last time.
One hand under his chin, positioned safe from the panicked grasping that can cause a drowning person to take his rescuer down with him, Dan turned and kicked hard towards the boat.
Mike took hold of the thin man under his arms and in one movement, threw his own bodyweight backwards to haul the man into the boat. The thin man landed heavily, flopped, and thrashed to sit up like a fish freshly landed, mouth open gasping for breath.
[bookmark: _Int_tzSL3uWX]Again a wave hit the Atlantic broadside.
Mikes offered hand slapped away by the force of water before Dan could grasp it. He took in a mouthful of saltwater and sand, and as the trough of the wave pulled him down hard his feet hit the sandbank. A sharp pain in his ankle as it twisted unnaturally.
 

[bookmark: _Int_thC4Ikqo]  # timeslip to an early historical version of the lifeboat and possibly include the Pembrey Hatchet men.
