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The Chess Player

     As soon as we got off the plane in Honolulu, we were reminded that our fears had not been 
unrealistic. Sounds of angry people came from the departure level. Jennie suggested we go 
and see. The crowd was chasing a man with dark, bushy hair. He ran behind one of the 
counters. When he noticed us, he ran toward us. "Please help me," he said. He spoke in heavily 
accented English.
     I was wearing my captain's uniform at the time. Perhaps that's why he approached us. The 
man was tall, heavily built, athletic looking.
     The crowd came after him towards our end of the building. It appeared that there were a 
hundred people on the move. The man placed himself behind us, near the stairs to the lower 
level. When the crowd arrived he made a daring attempt to defend himself, using me as a 
shield, arguing with some in the crowd. But he achieved nothing. He only made the people 
angrier. Some where barely ten feet away from us.
     Before I knew it, I was involved trying to negotiate a peace of some sort.
     "What has this man done to you?" I called to the crowd in as calm and authoritative a voice 
as I could manage, hoping that my captain's uniform would lend a measure of power to my 
words. I felt that I had to find a way to calm the crowd before a riot broke out that might 
endanger our mission.
     "He's one of those Russians who sent us the bomb," shouted a tall man in a business suit.
     "Kill the murderer! Kill the murderer!" shouted others, mostly young people.
     "A murderer? Whom did he murder?" I shouted back.
     "The Russians sent the bomb!" shouted the young people. One tall one chap in particular, 
chanted with his fist raised.
     "But don't forget that we built the bomb first and held it over their heads!" I replied.
     "What does that matter!" shouted a stout woman in a bright Hawaiian shirt.
     The crowd came pressing upon us. I knew if I stepped back, the game would be over.
     "Remember, we made it quite clear to the world that we had no qualms about using it if our 
interests were not observed," I shouted back at them. At the same time I was calculating the 
distance between the elevator and us. I saw the elevator light coming on. It was going up. 
Thirty seconds between floors, I reasoned.
     "Well, what did you expect the Russians to do, to sit idly back and buckle under?" I 
shouted. Twenty seconds now. It was time to go.
     I no longer answered their accusations. If I could only keep them confused for another 
fifteen seconds.
     "So who is to blame when a technicality fouls up and one of those disasters which we have 
prepared for each other, happens? Think about that!" I shouted at them, angrily now. "Don't 
straight-away condemn a man simply because he is a Russian!"
     At this moment I took hold of the Russian's arm and marched him off with swift steps 



towards the elevator as any security officer might have done.
     Some people in front of us stepped aside. The young people, farther back, protested. I 
hoped to God that I could fool the crowd long enough to get us to the doors, and that the 
doors would open in time. They did.
     As the doors closed, slowly as if driven by molasses, a shot was fired! It exploded in the cab. 
For a split second I thought it had hit someone. In fact I was surprised it hadn't hit me. Then I 
noticed the Russian sink to the floor. Jennie was white as a sheet. We were both shaking. But 
the Russian was all right. He had merely fainted.
     No doubt there had been military guards patrolling the airport. We had seen many the first 
night. But where were they when we needed them?
     At the top level, the three of us ran from the elevator as far and as fast as we could. I told 
the Russian I would take him to our office where he would be safe. But then I remembered that 
our flight base no longer existed. Everything served the airlift now, which in turn, was 
controlled by the armed forces.
     With no definite place to go to, we hid in a washroom. "Would you like to go on a mission 
with us?" I asked him.
     He shrugged his shoulders.
     "A rescue mission?" I said, "evacuating Canada!"
     His face lit up; "Canada!" he said. "Yes, I would love to assist you to help Canada!" he 
replied.
     He introduced himself as Igor Arenski, and immediately thanked us for "saving" him.
     "You are very courageous to stand against so many," he said to me.
     "Courageous?" I said. "No, that wasn't courage! That was stupidity, an act of desperation. I 
was scared to death! You may not be aware of how many people carry guns in the US. If the 
shot had been fired one second earlier, you might be dead now, or I, or Jennie."
     "I feel honored that you took such risks for me," Igor replied.
     "To be honest, it wasn't totally for your sake. If anyone had been killed, it might have 
hampered the rescue operation. On the other had, you are a human being as much as any one 
of the people that we've been putting our life on the line, to rescue. This will be our sixth 
rescue flight."
     When nothing happened for some minutes, I peered cautiously out of our washroom to see 
if the hall was still clear. When it seemed safe, we sprinted on to our flight base room.
     "You've come to the wrong place," a woman said as we stated our purpose. "This office 
coordinates supplies, nothing more." She looked tired and not eager to help.
     So off we went again, from one office to another. All I wanted was to find out who ran the 
damn show.
     Eventually I got lucky. I knew we had come to the right place when someone asked: "Can 
you fly a 747, and bring it down on the face of a dime?"
     "Of course," I replied, quite eagerly by then.
     "That's all they have left on Vancouver Island to land on, a short piece of highway. It's not 
much of an airfield, " the official explained.
     I nodded. I told him I knew about the highway. I told him I had called earlier.
     He shook his head. "I was sure you wouldn't come," he said.



     I could smell the acid odor of evaporated sweat. His hair was a mess, his dark blue shirt 
soiled with coffee stains.
     "I wasn't sure at the time. I am now," I said.
     "Then it was you, that I talked to earlier. So, you are willing to go," he said and looked me 
over.
     "That is why we are here," I said.
     "That's fine," he said without looking up for a second time. He opened a walkway through 
the counter. "Come, I'll tell you about it."
     "But why do you want to take a 747 in there?" I asked him as we passed some desks to his 
corner.
     He stopped and looked at me over the top of his rimless glasses as if I had asked a stupid 
question. "It carries more people. Why else? Also it has a better weight distribution through its 
four sets of wheels. You should know all that." It was easy to see that the man was tired.
     "Here is the situation," he said as we came to the corner of the room where he had a large 
map pinned onto the wall. The entire room looked like the New York Stock Exchange after a 
day of heavy trading. Every desk was littered with slips of paper and folders.
     "Initially, a Navy task force was coming in from the north," he said to me, sipping from a 
half empty cup of coffee that he carried with him. "The Navy has already evacuated the coastal 
areas by helicopter from an carrier escort that was on maneuver north of the strait. But you 
can't evacuate a hundred thousand by helicopter. It just can't be done. So they pulled back to a 
point south, on the West Coast, to take on traffic out of Port Alberni. Although they say, there 
isn't much movement through Alberni anymore." He put his coffee on the desk.
     "The carrier task-force, itself, will soon anchor at Nootka Sound," he pointed to a map on the 
wall. "They'll use their supply aircraft to service the nearby towns, landing on highways. But 
the main task falls on us," he said. "If only there was more time available to do the job. The 
fallout is moving north. It has effectively trapped most of the people."
     "How difficult is it, I mean desperate? Do we have to worry about security?" I asked.
     "The pilots say, it's no easy matter getting in," he replied. "They've got no beacons, no radio, 
no nothing, and the weather is bad. Once you're on the ground, you're on your own. No 
services! No fuel! Should anything go wrong with your aircraft you're lost to us until we can 
fly a repair crew in. This won't happen for months. It may not happen until after the radiation 
has dissipated. That may take years. So be careful."
     I promised I would. "When do we leave?"
     "Not so fast my friend, not so fast. In order to reach the highway with enough fuel to get 
back, you'll be working out of Alaska. Fairbanks will be your new base. Portland or Frisco are 
closer, but out of action because of an earthquake triggered by the blast. And so is LA. The 
shock waves from the blasts unlatched the San Andreas Fault. The quake along the fault has 
put the Campbell River airport out of action. The quake has also caused landslides on the Gold 
River highway," he pointed to the map again. "If it hadn't been for the landslides, the Navy 
would have dealt with the situation overland, but with the only cross-island highway blocked, 
they can't get the stranded people across to the other side of the island, to the West Coast. Nor 
can they sail around the island to get to them. The fallout would get to the people long before 
the Navy could. As I say, we are their only hope."



     I scratched my head. "And what about Vancouver?" I asked. "Can it be used in an 
emergency?"
     The man shook his head. "Never again in your lifetime! Vancouver is off limits for the next 
fifty thousand years. There is plenty of plutonium dust in the fallout from the nuclear rector 
that got hit in the South. There is also talk about radioactive cobalt from weapons labs being 
dispersed in the fallout. The military still uses Vancouver's airport, but only with special 
protective gear. Without it, anyone landing there is committing suicide."
     I shook my head.
     "Do you still want to go?" he asked Jennie.
     "Yes," Jennie replied firmly.
     After issuing us a security pass, he wished us good luck and passed us onto a young 
woman who checked my ID and got us registered, including Igor. Jennie and Igor were 
officially classified as flight attendants.

     At 2:20 AM, our aircraft was ready, fueled up, stocked with food, medical equipment, and 
countless rolls of plastic sheet for the waiting masses as a protection against the worst of the 
fallout that would soon be upon them. I sat down and started the engines. There were two 
people already in the cockpit. The only thing we said to each other was, HI!
     At 2:30 AM we were rolling on the runway. We lifted off from Number Three, leaving 
behind us our treasured paradise of sunshine, fragrant air, and memories that I was certain I 
would never forget. The sky above us was clear. The Pacific lay black beneath us. A faint 
reflection of the moonlight could be seen on the water. We had a fine day ahead of us, leaving 
the islands. This promise no longer pertained to us. Once we were out of the genial tropics the 
opposite would be our work-environment.
     Flying empty, the 747 gained altitude far quicker than it normally would. If it weren't for 
the fact that we carried no passengers, the flight might have been a vacation charter to a 
fishing resort on an island. The crew, too, was oddly different compared to our earlier rescue 
flights. There wasn't the usual friendly atmosphere. Maybe the others didn't like Jennie on 
board, or Igor, or disapproved of her kissing me before I sat down. Nobody said a word for 
some time.
     At cruising altitude I got out of my seat and introduced us. First I introduced myself, then 
Jennie, then the Russian. I made no excuses for being with Jennie and for bringing the Russian 
on board. I played it straight. The truth is the truth. I gave them the bare facts. I loved Jennie. I 
respected the Russian. We were human beings with plenty to love and respect. The time had 
come to stop 'honoring' one another with lies. We had a long flight ahead of us, six hours and 
some minutes before refueling. It seemed imperative that the atmosphere be cleared up.
     In introducing Igor, I realized that I knew very little about him. He had to tell his own story. 
Slowly, the atmosphere began to change. I gave everyone a short familiarization of the plane, 
which helped a little to break down the barriers. I focused on safety, on the need to make this 
mission a success as if there would indeed not be a tomorrow, so that the success of this 
mission actually mattered in a big way. It dawned on me, that this was in effect what we had 
done all along since the nightmare began. We had gone through the motions of rescuing 
people as if there was an absolute hope. I talked about a hope which common sense seemed to 



deny. I promised myself to make sure that this trend would continue.

     We were a mixed crew. Next to me in the cockpit was a fellow in shorts and a bright green 
T-shirt. He introduced himself as Jack Steele, an ex-SAC pilot who had retired from the 
services and become a professional in spiritual matters. He described himself as someone akin 
to a priest.
     "You are a preacher then?" I asked.
     He smiled, but denied it. He said I was close enough, though.
     Our navigator was born in Thailand. He had earned the right to become a US citizen during 
the Vietnam War. He called himself Orlando, since few Americans were able to pronounce his 
real name.
     Igor had the most interesting story to tell. He had come to Hawaii for a chess tournament. 
"For this I had to win every major competition in my district, back home," he said, "and then 
win against the best of Russia and few republics of the old Soviet Union."
     "Hey, a whiz-kid!" Orlando mocked him.
     Igor ignored the remark. "I was the very best!" he continued proudly. "I had to be, to be 
representing our country against the elite of the world. But it wasn't supposed to end like this!"
     "Nobody believed that such a thing could ever happen," mumbled Jack, cynically.
     "Our government assured us that our missiles existed for no other purpose than to deter the 
Americans from starting a war," said Igor.
     "That's our story," replied Jack. "We have Peacekeeper missiles to prove it, didn't they tell 
you that?"
     Jack had a way of shutting every one up. Jennie tried her best to get some conversation 
going. "What did you do in Vietnam," she asked Orlando.
     "Military intelligence," Orlando replied shyly.
     "Military intelligence," Jack repeated. "That's a contradiction of terms. That's what Nam 
was, a blood-gut mess! It was a contradiction by intent. Now it's happening all over again, and 
again, we have to clean the mess up. It's always the same."
     Again there was silence. Jack had succeeded once more.
     "What's the matter with you," Jennie approached him gently.
     "I'm mad. I'm boiling mad, because I hadn't done all that I could. Sure I had been involved 
in peace groups. We were screaming our heads off while the world sat idle and watched itself 
build more and more bombs...." He planted his face in his hands, moaned, then got out of his 
seat and left the flight deck.
     "He had family in Seattle," explained Orlando.
     Half an hour later Jack returned and apologized.
     I told him that no apology was needed, that we understood what he must be going through.
     "No, no, you don't understand," Jack replied. "You can't possibly understand what it means 
to have your parents...." He stopped in mid-sentence.
     "We campaigned against this madness," he said a wile later. "My father was a minister in 
Seattle. But had we done enough? Who listened to us? The city was profiting too much from 
the cruise missile business. It was sacrilegious to speak out against it. But my father did. We 
both did. Except we didn't really speak. We whispered! We organized peace marches. Once we 



had 200,000 in attendance. But all what this was good for, was a front-page story and a two 
minute coverage on the evening news. We even pressured the church to support a nation-wide 
'Freeze' referendum, which won by popular support by a wide margin. Maybe that's a miracle 
for a city that profits from bombs. But it wasn't enough. The people's wishes were considered 
none-binding on national security matters. Maybe we should have made them binding. This is 
a democratic country in which each individual counts. Is it not? That was a delusion. Now my 
parents are dead, and I blame myself for not doing enough for peace!"
     "Or not the right thing," added Jennie, gently, "but who knows what the right thing is?"
     Her reply seemed to help him.
     There was a deep silence after Jack stopped talking. I remembered Harry. I remembered 
seeing his family. I remembered Seattle as it was, and than those giant pillars of fire. I could 
still remember my own agony, before I found some faint reason to hope again. Jack had no 
such reasons for hope. As a diversion to keep my mind occupied, I scanned the 
instrumentation panel: airspeed, fuel, temperature, pressures. Everything looked normal. I 
looked out through the window. The stars seemed especially bright this morning.
     A while later, Jack began to talk again. "I wonder how democratic our government really is 
if the people's voice can be so blatantly ignored. We had a man running for President. He was 
second in popular support. He advocated economic development rather than military 
imperialization. The refused to even speak his name, much less put it on the ballot, and were 
he did get on he was denied the delegates that the people had voted for. In America 
democracy died before the country died, and we all stood aside and let it happen."
     "You shouldn't blame out government for what the Russians have done," countered 
Orlando.
     "No, it was our fault!" Jack blasted him. "I blame us, all of us, for what WE haven't done. It's 
our life, our country, our future, and our responsibility to guard them. It was our stupidity, not 
the Russian's madness, or a human failure under pressure, or whatever else caused this in a 
technical sense. We should have known that this would happen, and we did know! We made 
movies about it, wrote books about, preached sermons about it. What we are facing now did 
not happen unforeseen. It was assured to happen. In theory, nuclear deterrence is fine. In 
theory anything is possible. In real terms the policy of Mutually Assured Destruction is not a 
deterrence, it is an assurance that it will happen."
     He turned to me. "Were you ever successful in balancing two steel balls, one on top of the 
other? The feat is theoretically possible. The physical principle exists that allows this to 
happen. But did you ever meet a man who can do it? Of course not! It simply can't be done in 
practice. It's a damn miracle that no one can pull off. It is an endeavor in which failure is 
assured. We should have gift-wrapped our whole damn missile force as a present to the 
Russian people for the anniversary of their revolution! We should have invited their film crews 
to witness the destruction of the launching facilities. Then, with our hands more empty of 
bombs, we might have built a road towards peace and Seattle would still be alive today, 
including my parents..." Here, Jack broke down again and cried.
     I put the plane on autopilot and suggested that we should retire to the first class launch for 
breakfast. I had a plan. I would invite Jack to help me to figure something out that had nagged 
me ever since this nightmare begun.



     "We have all lived with this holocaust for three days now," I started out. "I am puzzled why 
no one has seriously asked the question, why did it happen? Who bares the blame?"
     "We all expected this to happen," Jennie replied, "so that when it actually did happen no one 
was surprised that it did. We had said to ourselves that sooner or later something was bound 
go wrong, and it did, and when it did we all said, fine. Sure, we all groaned and shrieked in 
agony, but deep down we expected it, we said fine. We had even built a national warning 
network that would let us know that the expected has arrived. That's why nobody asked why. 
We all knew why."
     "That's right," Jack approved. "We complained, we argued, we did our best to live with 
what has happened as if it was one of those unavoidable natural disasters like a flood, a 
hurricane, or an earth quake. We accept these things, we don't ask why. Except this disaster 
should have been different, but we did react towards it the same."
     "But why did it happen?" I asked again. "What did eventually trigger what was universally 
expected to happen in some form?"
     Igor turned and looked at me surprised, "what do you think is behind this disaster?"
     I shrugged my shoulders. "I don't know, but I aim to find out. I was hoping that one of you 
might know something that I don't."
     "We may never find out," said Jennie.
     "I'm not looking for meaningless details," I countered her, "like who pushed the button and 
when or why. I don't care if we never know about these things. I want to know about what 
when on behind the scenes. Who set the stage? Who wrote the script? Who arranged this 
terrible thing? It didn't happen on its own. That much I think we can be certain. This thing was 
made to happen, but for what purpose? If we can answer that, we are half way home to 
finding a solution. Except, no one asks these types of questions. These are the questions that 
should be asked."
     "Someone wanted this to happen?" Jack asked, angrily. "Someone arranged this? Are you 
mad?"
     "That's just a conspiracy theory," Orlando responded.
     "Indeed it is. We all conspire to achieve certain ends," I replied to him. "We do it every day. 
We arrange the world in such a manner that certain things happen. That's how careers are 
build. That's how politics work. Without conspiracies to change the world there would be no 
scientific and technological progress. Humanity would not exist in its present form if we did 
not conspire to create the conditions for a rich and productive culture. The same goes on also 
the other way. There are people at work who conspire to destroy. For two hundred years the 
British Empire has conspired to break up other empires, and it even boasts about its success. 
Now they call the big nation-states of the world, 'empires,' which they have openly declared 
they aim to break apart. That's not a theory my friends, that's the reality of our world 
according to their own words. This is their publicly announced intend. This is their policy. 
Indeed, they are proud of it. This is the same policy that the British Empire has followed for 
the last 200 years already. Also, there are plenty of people in high places who conspire to 
murder, who conspire to reduce the world population to a very low level, as they said so 
themselves. Their stated goal is to reduce the world-population to less than one billion people. 
Of course they didn't say openly that their goal is to bring back the golden age of feudalism. 



Actually, in a round about way they did say this too, and when they did, they said they would 
need the nuclear bomb for it. All these aspects have been put forth in public statements just as 
Hitler had published his agenda before he carried it out. There are no conspiracy theories 
involved. The holocaust that just happened fits this pattern perfectly, even though it appears to 
be just a small aspect of it.
      "Also there are others who want to wipe out all forms of economic and scientific progress 
in order that the nations become more compliant to their rule," I said. "They call for an utterly 
deep reaching poverty, which they call an 'sustainable' environment. This means that they are 
out to break up Russia in any way they can, ideologically, politically, economically, and 
militarily if all else fails. They also want to break up China in the same way. Just imagine the 
arrogance of some of these people. Their agents in America recently told the Chinese that they 
are fully aware that China doesn't pose a threat to the US, because it doesn't have the 
capability to deliver its few nuclear weapons that far. But they also told China that if its 
economy continues to develop, China would become able to build such weapons systems 
some time in the future, that could then threaten America, and this they won't allow to 
happen. Therefore, in other words, China won't be allowed to develop, and if it does, it will be 
destroyed one way or another, just as the presently developed nations will be broken up into 
impotent microstates by any means possible. I am certain that the present holocaust is an 
integral element of these strategies. I just don't know the specifics, yet."
     I told Jack that he shouldn't blame himself for not doing enough. I told him that he had been 
looking in the wrong place for causing change. He should have been aiming his efforts against 
the world's biggest empire, with the goal to disable it at its very core by pulling humanity out 
from under it. Anything else, no matter how intensively it might be carried out, will prove to 
be a waste of time and effort.

     My speech seemed to help. Jack became calm during our long drawn out rest that should 
have been breakfast. As it was, nobody was hungry yet. While we talked, the sky before us 
had become brighter. We were flying east, toward the rising sun. We got back to the flight 
deck just before the sun emerged. Soon, a faint sliver of a fiery arc appeared over the glowing 
horizon.
     "Jack maybe right too," said Orlando after a lengthy period of silence. He spoke while we 
watched the sun come up. Jack had gone to the back of the plane to be alone, to puzzle things 
out. Orlando said he remembered an allegory that was told to him by a Buddhist monk when 
he was a kid back home in Thailand. The monk had told him that he had searched through the 
wisdom of all the ages for the meaning of life, that he had traveled from temple to temple in 
search of the perfect knowledge that would open to him the door to the sublime. His journey 
ended in Java, in front of a stone carving of a goddess whose name was synonymous with 
'Perfect Wisdom.' There the monk heard about an ancient story that was supposed to be true. 
A beggar had come before the carving of the same goddess wishing for the same thing, and 
also a rich man had come. However, the secret that both came to find could not be given to 
them. They were told that first; they would have to learn the meaning of the unknown. The 
goddess only revealed that there exists no door to a threshold to paradise. What they were 
seeking could never be found. Behind each threshold lies yet another door, the monk 



explained, which when opened, leads past another threshold to another door, and so forth 
without end. The monk explained that the only way they could tell whether they have crossed 
beyond a threshold and come closer to where the goddess stands, was in finding themselves to 
be able to do things they had never dreamed of being able to do before.
      "Here the monk had asked the teller of the story why the story was about a rich man and a 
poor. The answer was that this was a clue for detecting the first threshold, and the easiest clue. 
"There is no threshold beyond which lies peace?" said Orlando. "If the Buddhist monk is right, 
there will be states and stages of consciousness that will become manifest by the masses of 
mankind becoming surprised at themselves for taking a stand on some issue greater than 
themselves. This stand will be a stand for a truth that they never imagined themselves as able 
to take. This is the only way we can know that we have touched a grain of truth. Obviously, 
both the rich man and the poor had their life encumbered with an outdated concept of living, 
based on too low a level of perception. He said the rich and the poor man were not opposites 
to each other. They both represented the same low-level perception that they were challenged 
to step beyond. They were challenged to leave their outdated concepts behind."
     I nodded. "The monk may have hit the nail right on!" I said cautiously. "I also think we have 
helped Jack in the same manner to cross one of those thresholds to a higher level of thinking."

     The sky before us had become brilliant while we talked. Soon the sun stood high above the 
waterline radiantly blinding. We were flying directly towards it. It filled the flight deck with a 
brilliance that finally woke everybody out of their somber mood that had prevailed ever since 
we had left Hawaii.
     "OK, it's light now. It has to be breakfast time," I announced a second time. At this very 
moment, as by command, like an angel out of the blue, Jennie appeared. She stood in the 
doorway behind us, with a pot of coffee, some plastic cups. "There are plenty of goodies 
cooking outside," she said. "Breakfast will be ready and served in ten minutes."
     I got unto the intercom and called Jack back.
     "How do you like that," said Orlando to Jack as he came through the door. He sat down, 
behind the controls again. "Just imagine, breakfast at a quarter to four! Now that's service! I'd 
bet you, in all your years flying for SAC it's never been like that!" 
     Jack grinned. He seemed to have fully recovered.
     "Jennie's a good kid," I said to Orlando.
     Jack agreed.
     "She's from Vancouver," I said, "they're all pretty good kids there. Besides, we'll have the 
whole plane packed full of them soon."
     "...Provided we can get this thing in one piece onto the ground," Jack said. He stopped 
grinning. "How do you intend to land this thing on an itzy bitzy highway? What tricks have 
you in mind that you like to share?"
     "Tricks!" I started to laugh. "No tricks are needed. We'll swoop in," I gestured with my 
hands, "and when we see the highway, spoilers on! Plonk! We'll set the thing down, easy like a 
feather, you'll see."
     Jack just shook his head.
     "Hey, seriously, Jack! After years of flying these jumbos, one acquires a feeling as to how far 



one can push one's luck."
     "Luck!" Jack scratched his head; "that's what I was afraid of. Another barnstormer, eh?"
     I raised my hand in protest, then started to laugh.
     Jack began to laugh, too. "No, Paul, don't take me wrong. I am behind you one hundred 
percent. We've got to get the job done. If you were to ask me, I wouldn't know a better 
solution. I was just curious!"
     To judge by the way he spoke, Jack seemed transformed. Was it the breakfast? Or was it his 
time alone? I didn't want to find out. "A Barnstormer!" I repeated, cautiously. "I thought you 
guys flying for the Strategic Air Command were all expert barnstormers. You spoke about 
flying for SAC. You're trained to sneak across the Russian border, just below their radar, 
taking your super stealth bombers at treetop level into enemy territory, following every hump 
of the terrain. It's like riding a roller coaster isn't it? Barnstorming must be tame compared to 
that."
     "No luck, Paul," he grinned. "I left SAC before the stealth babies came on line. In fact, the 
B58 and me went out at about the same time. The B1Bs were just coming in when I left."
     "All right then, if you're not one of those, I'll have to do all the hard stuff myself," I said. I 
grinned back at him and patted him on the shoulder.
     "Chief, that's the only way you can be sure it's done right," he grinned back at me, then 
laughed out loud. "That's like it was in the Air Force. They never really trusted anyone, either. 
As God is my witness, they had good cause not to trust me. I would never have dropped their 
atomic bombs on a city. I think I would have sooner crashed our kite along the way, than 
causing millions of deaths. Why should I have to kill millions of people, simply because our 
politicians are too stupid to accommodate the needs and hopes of other nations? There are no 
natural enemies among mankind. Stupid people created them. Insane politicians create wars 
out of them, and a foolish society elects the stupid politicians. Killing people by the millions 
doesn't get us out of this mess. It never did and never will. I would never become a murderer 
at the call of idiots."
     "Oh stop it, you are lying to yourself!" said Orlando. "You would have done exactly as you 
were told. You wouldn't have deviated one inch from your orders."
     Jack nodded, silently. "Orlando and I go back a long way," he said moments later. "Orlando 
is right. Most of us at SAC would have done it. Who knows, I might have done it too? I might 
have closed my eyes and pressed the button according to the script that we were acting out. 
Do you know how easy it is in real life to kill a million people without raising an eyebrow?"
     I turned away from him and looked down.
     "You better believe it is easy. Let me tell you, it is done through relentless practice that 
shapes your very soul. You'll do anything! It's drilled into you with a finesse...! It works like 
this. You're trained first in playing games. There is never anything totally real about what you 
do. You attack simulated targets in simulated missions and chalk up simulated scores. And 
this goes on day after day. At first it bothers you a bit when you hear your teammates cheer as 
the team scores a hit on the computer score board. Everyone knows that not a single person is 
ever killed. You never see an actual target, although you can feel the bomb falling. It's all 
mathematically simulated. It's simulated to such realism that no one would be able to tell it 
from the real thing. Still, you know it is a game. Soon you allow yourself to become entangled 



in this game. You become like one of the players who all play their role well. In this role you 
kill with a smile! You destroy a few simulated Soviet cities in the morning, a few more after 
lunch. You get shut down once or twice a week. Of course, like your targets all have code 
names instead of names of real cities, your plane has a code name, too, against which the 
incoming hits are logged. It's a gentlemen's war. It has nothing to do with life and blood, down 
to earth killing or dying. It would be just like it in a real run. You would open the bomb bay, 
but instead of the computer simulating the effect of the lost load, it would be real, but you'd 
feel no difference. During practice, the computer analyzes wind, speed, direction, altitude, and 
calculates from this information by how many feet you're off target. The same would happen if 
the bombs were real. The two types of games are designed in such a manner that the borders 
begin to blur, so that in the end nothing feels real and anything becomes possible. Still, I like to 
think that I might not have done it if it ever had come to dropping a real bomb. But honestly, I 
really don't know."
     I raised my hand to stop him, though to no avail.
     "While playing the game," he said, "you can't help but cheer with your team mates when 
your simulated hit scores dead center. We all might cheer the same in real life. After every hit a 
code-named city gets automatically erased off the map. At this point you enter the coordinates 
of the next zero point and fly on. We flew those missions thousands of times. We had packed 
box lunches and coke on board. The whole game was carefully veiled to avoid the slightest 
human dimensions."
     For some odd reason, Jennie began to laugh as if this were the biggest joke ever. She leaned 
over Jack's shoulder, "Forgive me, a crazy BC cartoon from our local newspaper came to mind."
     Jack turned and looked at her astonished.
     "Its about fish!" she added.
     "Fish!" Jack repeated. He looked at her as if her interruption was in very bad taste.
     "Two fish see an elephant's trunk dangle under water. One supposes it to be a worm. It 
bites. The next thing you see, the fish is raised out of the water at the end of the elephant's 
trunk and is being inflated like a balloon until it bursts. Alas, an ant, after observing this, runs 
to its dad excitedly and asks him if he saw the mammoth blowing up a fish. At this very 
moment it goes kabooom again. The dad raises his hand slightly and without looking up, 
calmly answers, 'twice.'"
     Here Jennie turned to Jack. "You were right. One disaster won't prevent the next one from 
happening. We had Hiroshima and Nagasaki; that was the first kabooom. Now we had the 
second. When nothing inspires changes that will cause people to acquire a higher and richer 
standpoint for looking at themselves, the tragedies of the past will be repeated and it will go 
kabooom again. What happened in Seattle can happen again tomorrow some place else. As far 
as I can tell the game has not changed. We are too far into it. We have become blind to it. We 
have to deal with the mammoth and we have to deal with the fish that take its bait."
     Jack sat silent for a while. "Let me assure you, I'm not a fish!" he came back at Jennie. "I'm 
totally aware of how deeply I was involved with killing thirty billion people in hundreds of 
simulated missions."
     There was silence again. The atmosphere in the cockpit became more tense now, more 
electric!



     "Yes! Go on, stare at me!" Jack broke the silence. "Stare at the monster who killed five times 
the world's population in cold blooded, calculated, deliberate acts. Our team scored a 
thousand times the casualties of all the wars in history combined. As soon as I realized this, I 
quit. I'm not the stupid fish you think I am!" he said firmly.
     He also said that it was terribly painful to give up a prospective twenty-eight-year career 
with a total loss of pensions. But staying on would have been harder. You pay a high price as a 
person for being constantly manipulated into becoming insensitive to people as human beings.
     "The Red Army murders its soldiers more openly," said Igor, "it tells them what to think, 
how to feel inside, whom to hate, whom to be loyal to, what their conscience ought to allow, 
what it ought reject...."
     Jack tried to stop him.
     Igor simply ignored him, saying that this kind of total subjection to authority is necessary to 
establish the 'discipline' that enables people to butcher one another in combat.
     Jack's face lit up. He praised Igor. "You've been there?"
     Igor nodded.
     "Would you have dropped a bomb?" Jack asked.
     "I was in the Navy," Igor replied.
     "That's all the same," Jack insisted.
     Igor shook his head. He pressed his lips together, then nodded. "Fortunately," he sighed, "I 
was never put into the position."
     Jack said that he quit and went back into the ministry. He felt that only in this way could he 
really serve his country.
     "That makes no sense at all," Igor came back at him. "You hated being manipulated, how 
can you turn around and subject others to the same rotten treatment."
     Jack shook his head, and raised his hands. "Not in my church!"
     "Ah!" said Igor and began to grin again.
     "Igor," Jack said to him, "this isn't a laughing matter. The ministry has become exciting! My 
work focuses on the dignity of man in God's image, not in the image of slaves sacrificing their 
lives on the altar of institutions."
     Igor interrupted him. "A likely story!" he grinned. "If this church were real, it would be the 
most explosive revolutionary force ever seen."
     "Explosive!" Jack repeated. "You don't know what explosive is! You don't know what 
resistance is! I'm hitting at the very heart of the hierarchy, Igor, any hierarchy, any controlling 
system, including our own church authority. I'm out to deliver a deathblow at them for the 
sake of mankind!"
     Igor shook his head and didn't say anything more.
     A weather report came in. The hourly update for the Northern Hemisphere by the 
International Control Station at Gander, Newfoundland, was relayed to us through Fairbanks. 
The Fairbanks signal was weak. We could barely hear it over the radio noise from all the 
atmospheric disturbances caused by the blast. According to the report, our flight pass to the 
North would be clear. It looked bad for Alaska though, and for the entire West Coast! Storms 
and more storms were promised as the fires in the South had altered the continental weather 
pattern.



     Jack shrugged his shoulders; "So what!" Then he turned to Igor and began to laugh! "In a 
way you're right," he said, "there isn't anything alive in our church to deliver a death blow to. 
The church has mostly fallen apart. It began when the organization built an extension to its 
home edifice. With generous funding from around the world, the organization constructed a 
magnificent temple, the grandest building in the city. But the result was devastating! The sheer 
magnificence drew people away from the working environment of the autonomous churches, 
so that right at the center, around the central organization, the entire field became a field of 
'poverty.' The dynamic involvement in which individuals build their life and their 
development experience became blocked at the center. It didn't take place. There was a 
vacuum building up around the center. Out of this vacuum the organization that created the 
vacuum, soon began to extend itself further across the field and spread its slowly creeping 
devastating influence all across the globe."
     Jack said that he wasn't surprised anymore. It appears to be the nature of the human 
struggle to add extension upon extension instead of engaging in self-development. This 
pattern became the pattern of modern education in recent years. They stopped teaching the art 
of discovery, scientific reasoning, intellectual self-development. To the contrary, they took 
whatever existed in terms of a budding humanity in the student's mentality and flushed it out 
with irrational and degrading philosophies. With that they destroyed the nation and its 
economy. Education became a process of diminishment. They created a mindless population 
that can be easily controlled. If you want to build an empire you need a mindless population 
that can be easily controlled. How else can you threaten the whole world and get support for 
it? How else can you start wars to set the world on fire, and do it with impunity?
     Jack became nevermore agitated the more he spoke. "Our church had been pioneering the 
process that is now destroying the world. My father and I fought against this process. We tried 
to uplift the church and rescue it from its self-made doom, and rescue humanity with it. There 
was no acceptance, no return to what the church was designed to be. Instead of the church 
becoming uplifted by the work we had done, we became excommunicated from it. You can see 
the same pattern nationally in respect to our country's Constitution. The Constitution still 
exists on paper, but its principles have all been shredded and trashed."
     While Jack spoke, another weather update came over the radio. Alaska issued a warning to 
all northern flights to turn the automatic flight control systems off, because of intense electrical 
discharges in the atmosphere.
     I switched the system off. The news didn't seem to bother Jack. He carried on, talking about 
his church.
     He told us that the next extension came via video tape and closed circuit satellite television. 
This opened a whole new opportunity. The annual pilgrimage was stopped, but re-introduced 
in an expanded version as a worldwide affair, with synchronized events seducing the entire 
field to look for spiritual riches in mass syndromes. Awareness to life, compassion, sensitivity 
to truth, all the great qualities that make the human scene productive were suddenly devalued 
into insignificance. Mass awareness became the thing. This trend mushroomed further into the 
dispensing of lectures simultaneously across the world via more TV satellite facilities, with 
additional organizational presentations and meetings, until finally the church services 
themselves were dispensed through the airwaves. The working churches in the field were 



closed down after that, more and more, and their membership enticed to put their efforts into 
feeding the central host.
     "There isn't a working church left in the field," said Jack to Igor, "except mine, and its 
existence isn't acknowledged by the hierarchy." He turned in his seat to face Igor. "The sad part 
about this trend is, that it happens in some measure everywhere. This sad isolation of human 
beings from what supports their life goes on universally. I used to complain about the Air 
Force. I don't anymore! The fact is the military treats its people a lot fairer than humanity treats 
itself. There simply isn't any place in the modern world where central systems or organizations 
aren't pushing the human being out of the scene. We celebrate globalization today. That term 
only means globalization of control over society. Globalization means global looting; global 
destruction; global privatization of people's resources, even their mentality; it means global 
war."
     Jack turned to Igor. "Russia was our prime target in all of these areas of attack against a 
people's self-development, especially their freedom to exist. I guess someone had had enough 
of it. Whoever did this had probably been screaming for years, for change, and no one was 
listening. I know exactly what that feels like."

     As I looked up from my breakfast plate that was almost spoiled by Jack's ranting, though I 
agreed with everything he said, there was another background emerging that bothered me 
more at the moment. A large black streak had appeared on the horizon.
     "We should think about getting into Alaska?" I interrupted Jack. "This must be the front that 
Gander had warned everyone about."
     Jack shrugged his shoulders again. "I've seen those storms before," he said.
     "Then Alaska must be your old hunting ground. SAC used to be big up there," I said to him 
and grinned. "Then you probably know this place better than I do."
     "Every little hill," Jack replied with a grin.
     "In this case, you better take control. I don't have much experience flying in the North 
without a flight control system to guide us."
     "I'd be honored to take us in," said Jack. He made himself comfortable as he took the 
controls. As he did, he turned around to Igor and grinned; "Did you hear that Igor? Didn't I 
just tell you about extensions, that they take away from a person's life? Even our distinguished 
captain has just admitted that he has lost some vital skills in his homage to the god of 
automation." Jack turned around again and grinned and faced the instruments.

     The coastal mountains were completely hidden as we approached the coast, visible only on 
radar. Beneath us, below a white carpet of clouds that now spread from horizon to horizon, 
Jack assured us, lay an inhospitable world. As we descended, we encountered layers of heavy 
smog such as I hadn't seen before. "I have been trained for such situations," he said and 
grinned. "We were trained to cope with the chaos we were trained to create with our bombs. It 
was all a part of the package."
     We barely saw the beginning of the runway as we touched down. We were almost flying 
blindfolded. Thank God we had Jack on board! At least one of us was familiar with the place.
     "The weather is worse down south," the tower explained when I commented on the bad 



conditions. "Still, the pilots manage to get in and out. A hundred and fifty flights have gone in 
so far, all told! That's not bad for a highway outpost."
     "I agree!" I radioed back.
     Once our short introduction was over, the tower was busy with other flights. Two planes 
requested landing instructions, and five others were lined up for takeoff.
     "Go to the right of the terminal and park behind the Pan Am," the tower called back to us. 
"And wait there! I have some buns for you and your passengers, with sausages from Germany. 
I'll also send you a tanker to fill your belly up. And one more thing, guys, don't take all day! 
Make it snappy!"

     It started to rain as we requested departure clearance. By the time we got the go-ahead, the 
rain had increased to a downpour. The windshield wipers hardly made a difference. Was this 
an indication of what was to come?
     We began to roll. I could barely make out the centerline of the taxiway. It was hard enough 
to recognize other aircraft, let alone some narrow strip of paint on the road that guided us to 
the runway. The rain and mist blurred everything. It was no different once we were on the 
runway. The strip of concrete barely stood out from the muddy grass on either side, but soon it 
didn't matter anymore as we rose into the gray sky and into the heart of the storm that had 
drenched us.
     "How on earth are we going to find our highway landing strip if the weather is this bad in 
the South?" Jennie asked.
     Jack and I looked at each other. "I really don't know," I replied. "They won't have any 
approach beacons that will guide us in. It will have to be done all visually. We'll just have to 
wait and see."
     Fifteen minutes later we were in bright sunshine again. At 38,000 feet we were above the 
storm that stretched far to the East, and partly over the Pacific.
     We had just over an hour now before we had to descend again. I used this time to 
familiarize Igor with the cabin doors and the telephone system. I asked him to come 
downstairs with me and with Orlando. It was important that everyone understands the 
responsibilities one shoulders during boarding. Jennie had already told them what it was like 
in Abbotsford. "It won't be any less difficult," she promised them. Most likely she would be 
right.

     Igor was highly impressed by the enormous size of the airplane, much more than he was 
about the job that lay ahead. He had no idea of what lay before us. He still lived in a dream 
world in this regard. There might even be shooting again as people scramble to get on board.
     "It seems remarkable that this beast gets off the ground with a thousand people on board, 
plus fuel," he remarked.
     "It is only remarkable if you don't recognize the principles involved," I replied. "Once the 
fundamental principles are understood and applied in the form of technologies, the seemingly 
impossible becomes reality. Technology is the natural extension of the human intellect, the 
only extension of power that makes any sense. From the moment on that mankind has 
conspired to take to the air like the birds, it has begun a series of research efforts to search for 



the principles of flight which lies behind the flight of birds."
     I asked Igor to look at the airplane as a testament of the human spirit that always explores 
the unknown and enables discoveries that enrich human existence. "This applies to every 
aspect of life," I added, "even to rescue missions. Only in this case we don't have centuries of 
experiences to make the necessary discoveries in order to make the rescue operations more 
efficient. That's why we will probably fail in comparison to the real need."
     When I left Igor and Orlando behind to let them discuss their task between them, I felt that 
they were beginning to understand to some degree what we would be facing once again. 
Compared to that, the weather and the task of flying in it, seemed more predictable and less 
precarious than what we would face if we did actually succeed to land our aircraft in the panic 
stricken crisis zone.

     We were advised in Alaska to follow the coast to Vancouver Island, then use Queen 
Charlotte Strait as a guide to get us to the north end of the Strait of Georgia, and from there 
approach Campbell River from the sea. A few miles south of the city would be our highway. I 
also asked Jennie to go downstairs and join the crew on lookout duty. I made it clear to them 
that we would require their services as never before. I turned the lights off, assigned everyone 
a window and then conducted an intercom test. Thanks to the cordless phones that had 
become a standard feature on the newer aircraft, the test worked great!

     At around ten o'clock, Jack initiated our descent. Within minutes the sunshine ended. We 
became submerged once again into a world of fog mixed with smoke and brown muck.
     "This is getting serious," said Jack and motioned that it was my turn from here on, "to drive 
the ship," as he put it. He leaned back into his seat, took his hands off the controls and called 
for Jennie to pour him a cup of coffee.
     It took him a moment to realize that everyone was already at the lookout posts. Without 
comment he climbed out of his seat and poured the coffee himself. "It won't be fun!" he said 
quietly as he sipped on the steaming coffee. "Let's hope that the tower is wrong about 
conditions at our destination."

     Unfortunately the tower was right. The lower we descended, the denser became the soup of 
fog and smoke. I leveled off at four hundred meters. Even at this low level there was nothing 
to see but fog and smoke. At times the smoke was so black and full of grime that it smeared 
the windshield.
     I realized that neither of us had any skills in flying a large aircraft in this sort of 'weather.' I 
could have given Igor the controls and we wouldn't have been any worse off.
     By then we were flying strictly by radar. Finding a highway under these conditions 
bordered on suicide. We were required to land in a hilly terrain, and this with so far absolutely 
no visibility. Still, it had to be done. Too many people depended on us succeeding with the 
mission.
     I knew approximately where the town should be. Alaska had had no detailed charts left. All 
they had were Xerox copies of a road map. The general route that everyone followed, as we 
were told, was superimposed on the map with a highlighter pen. We had to come in from the 



North, approach from the East, and exit southwest over the mountains. This rule was their 
collision avoidance procedure. Everything else was up to the pilot's individual imagination 
and skill, which Jack translated into, "blind luck, guesswork, and sheer daring."
     Mostly it was daring!
     "Trees!" - shouted Orlando as we came close to where we thought the highway should be. I 
opened the throttles and pulled the plane up.
     "Don't you know these green stubs are trees?" said Orlando moments later, after we had all 
caught our breath.
     "You never told me anything about us having a tree cutting license," Jack joked and put his 
coffee aside. He requested that he take the controls again.
     It was clear now that we had no ceiling at all. I told Jennie and Igor to look out for a town. 
Jack concentrated on flying by radar, looking for hills and the highway. I kept an eye on the 
altimeter and the electronic compass.
     "Let's switch the GPS back on," I said at one point.
     Jack said no. "The satellite signal won't penetrate this muck, and if it did it would give us 
erroneous readings," said Jack. "The atmospheric reflections from the metal content in the 
fallout create interference patterns and phase shifts. That's probably why some of them 
crashed as they told us they have, and Gander advised to turn the system off. This was well 
known when we first got the GPS during the end of my days with SAC."
     Eventually Jennie recognized a faint line in the fog. We followed it. It disappeared and re-
appeared, but there was no landing strip that we could make out.
     "We've gone too far," said Jack. The compass confirmed that we probably had. I turned us 
sharply to the northwest to set us up for a second try. After flying a huge loop we came in 
from the East again. This time we came in low enough to be able to see the city of Campbell 
River on radar. We still didn't see the landing strip, though.
     Again we looped back for a third run, then a fourth. We knew where the highway was 
supposed to be in relationship to the town.
     It wasn't until the fifth pass that Igor yelled into the telephone: "Stop right here and back up 
some, we've found it!" He said there was a straight stretch of road with fires burning on either 
end.
     Our sixth pass was for a close up inspection. We came in extremely low. I could see the 
runway now. I could see it clearly enough to land. I could see the crowds of people waiting for 
us. But the runway was blocked. Damn! A plane was right in the middle of it. I noticed smoke 
coming from its fuselage.
     "Shit!" shouted Jack as he pulled us back up into the clouds. "Aren't there any professionals 
around anymore? Those bloody amateurs! Everybody is screwing up! Where the hell do we go 
now?"
     Jack and I looked at each other. He was red in the face. "Excuse me for swearing," he said, 
"but where do we go? What's the backup plan?"
     "Shit is right!" I said. "There is no backup plan, not in civil aviation where everything is 
supposed to work."
     "OK, what now, Paul? Really, where do we go?"
     I shrugged my shoulders.



     "We can go to the Air Force base at Comox. It's only a hundred miles south. They can truck 
the people in," said Jack.
     "Any place is fine," I said.
     I almost cried. This wasn't supposed to happen. We couldn't even reach Fairbanks anymore. 
We were totally on our own now.
     "Let's get out of this soup first and tell Alaska about the crash!" said Orlando. "They must 
halt everything until the runway is cleared."
     At 28,000 feet we came into the sunshine again. Jack talked to the tower at Fairbanks and 
informed them about the crash and about our plan to try Comox Base, then we entered the 
smoky world once again.
     "The Base is right on Georgia Strait," Jack explained.
     Thus, a second round of searching began, with trial approaches and close encounters. It 
took seven passes this time, to locate the strip of concrete and the few buildings that 
constituted the base. An eighth pass was needed for close inspection; and a ninth pass to verify 
what we saw.
     Initially, I felt a great relief. The runway was clear. But there were no people. The entire 
complex was deserted! There should have been frantic activity, vehicles, airplanes, and 
helicopters moving about. Instead, this place was a ghost 'city!'
     "What do you make of it?" I asked Jack.
     He shrugged his shoulder.
     "Why don't you look at the radiation counter," yelled Orlando over the intercom. "That's 
probably why there is no one there!"
     Without adding another word, Jack pulled us into a steep climb.
     "Then the people at the highway are in great danger," he noted as we saw the sun again. 
"We must try the highway landing strip one more time, in case they've got the runway cleared."
     I agreed. Thus, a third round of searching began.
     It should have been easier, this time, to find the highway. But it wasn't. It seemed more 
difficult. We were getting tired. Our reactions were slower. When we finally found the 
highway, it became clear that nothing had changed. The plane was burning now, adding 
another layer of black smoke to the already dense muck.
     It was hard giving up. We had come so far, risked so much. We had come so close, close 
enough to see the people whose lives depended on us, but we couldn't help. We couldn't even 
dump the food we brought. The cabin doors open to the outside against the airflow. And even 
if we could dump our cargo, the food would be destroyed on impact.
     Jack pulled us up. It was a painful turning back. We both had tears in our eyes. We had 
achieved nothing. I noticed tears in Jennie's eyes too, as we reached the sunshine again and 
everyone was back on the flightdeck.
     "We'll try again tomorrow," I told him. "Let's go back."
     Jack nodded. He didn't answer. He didn't even look up. Suddenly he pointed feverishly at 
the fuel indicator, shaking his head as though he couldn't speak. "We won't make it back to 
Alaska!" he yelled. "We don't have enough fuel! Damn!"
     I glanced at the indicator. He was right. We looked at each other in disbelief. "How could 
this happen?" I asked Orlando.



     "It happened, because we didn't have the engineering station manned," said Orlando 
calmly. "I should have been there, but I was needed at the lookout below. If the flight control 
system had been active, it would have given us a warning, too. Obviously we used too much 
fuel during our low-level approaches. Who thinks about fuel in times of such a severe crisis 
when the life of so many people is at stake? These details fall be the wayside. Don't blame 
yourself. We've all pushed ourselves to the limits. That has its consequences."
     "We must have burned an awful lot more than either of us had realized," I said to Jack. 
"Maybe the muck in the air had an effect on this."
     "This means we must abort," Jack replied at last.
     "What would you have done different as SAC?" I asked.
     "If this had been a SAC training mission," said Jack, "we would have selected a secondary 
airfield and started again in the morning. Unfortunately, there are no airfields big enough that 
we can abort to, at least none that are located outside of this poisoned land."
     "What about the beaches on the West Coast?" I suggested to Jack after a minute of silence. 
"The West Coast may still have clean air with the storm front coming in. The West Coast has a 
long sandy beach right n the middle. If the tide is low, I have a feeling we might be able to land 
there."
     "A feeling!" Jack commented. He shook his head. "It's like the way it was in Nam. We never 
thought twice about committing huge resources for rescue missions. I think we just blew a 
fifty-million-dollar airplane. But go ahead, if you have a feeling that's fine with me. At least we 
have a human element in this equation, something reliable, something to resort to."
     Five minutes later we crossed over the mountains to the West Coast. My hunch was right, 
the visibility was still normal on the windward side of the island. We had a thousand-foot 
ceiling, no smoke, and no radiation. So, once again, we came in low for an inspection pass. The 
tide was out. The situation looked good! The risk seemed acceptable.
     "What do you think of the beach?" I asked Jack.
     "I'd rather try the road that leads onto it," he replied. "If we approach it from the inland side, 
against the wind, we might make it."
     I agreed.
     "But is it wide enough?" asked Orlando.
     "For the two inner carriages, yes," I to him.
     After two overflights it was decided that we would risk it. It was a democratic choice. I send 
Jennie and Igor back to their lookout stations. They too, feared that the sand might be too soft. 
However, as we were gliding in on a shallower angle the road appeared not as straight as it 
had looked before. I goosed the engines, pulled back on the yoke. We were less than a hundred 
feet off the ground when the giant crate responded and rose into the sky again.

     I remembered our holiday on that beach that was now below us. A picture of us riding 
bicycles on the beach flashed through my mind. My narrow gage tires had never sank into the 
sand, even when one of the children was riding piggyback on the rattrap. I remembered that 
riding on the wet sand was like riding the bike on hard pavement.
     "We are going to land on the beach!" I announced. I didn't even ask for any approval. I 
pulled us out of the climb, into a turn, and came around over the beach for our final descent, 



working against the crosswind to keep the plane level. This technique was something I was 
good at. I eased the giant bird towards the beach as lightly as a feather and as level as the sea 
itself. It was important for our success that all sixteen wheels would contact the sand 
simultaneously.
     "Spoilers!" I shouted to Jack when the plane was in position.
     "Spoilers active!" he replied.
     We were committed now. The plane settled gently. The touchdown was barely noticeable! 
The sand carried us well! It even provided sufficient braking so that we didn't need the reverse 
thrust. In fact, as soon we had slowed enough, I wound the engines up once more to full 
power, and with a final burst of thunder and fury pulled us into a tight turn to get the aircraft 
as far away from the water as the plane would go in the soft sand that lay beyond the reach of 
the surf. We came to rest at last in a sea of tall grasses near a pile of logs that would have 
stopped us anyway.
     I leaned back after this, wiped off my sweat. My hands were shaking. Jack switched the 
engines off. I sat in my seat motionless and listened to the great turbines winding down and 
coming to a stop.
     "The goose has gone to sleep!" said Jack when the indicators read zero on all four. Then, 
likewise, he stretched himself.
     It became very quiet after that. For nine hours we had listened to the whine of the engines, 
the airflow over the hull. Now we could hear the wind, the surf, and the voices of sea birds. 
The plane stood motionless in the wind, as if it were rooted to the ground and had stood at 
this place for a thousand years.
     "Congratulations, that was a first class landing!" Jennie interrupted the quiet. I turned 
around. Igor was standing behind her. Jack was getting out of his seat. He wiped the sweat off 
his brow. "I must admit," he said, "this beach is a better airfield than I'd dared to hope. Thank 
God we had somebody on board who is familiar with the area!"
     I looked at him and grinned. His words sounded familiar. I nodded to him, then looked 
back at our tracks in the sand. The wheels had made five even furrows that led to a small 
mound in the distance where we had touched down.
     Eventually, I left my seat, also. It was good to stand up. I embraced Jennie and kissed her, 
then left the flight deck and went downstairs for something to eat. We had boxes full of 
German buns and all kinds of sausages. I opened the passenger doors to let some fresh air in. 
The air was cold, but welcome. I went to the rear with Jennie to look for some coffee. We 
opened the rear cabin door too, where we talked for a while, about what to do next.
     "This is the end of the line," I said. "This plane will not fly again for a long time to come."
     "Well, so be it. I'm not sorry that I came along," said Jennie.
     After a while we went back to the others. At the curved stairway I overheard Jack and 
Orlando debating the same issue upstairs. We went up to join them. Orlando was at his 
console trying to contact Fairbanks, but couldn't reach them. The others made themselves 
luxuriously comfortable in the first class lounge. "Alaska responded to other calls, but not to 
us." Orlando said he would try again later.
     "What if we can't reach them?" Jack asked.
     I shrugged my shoulders. "We might find a car and drive south to Port Alberni. Maybe the 



Navy is still there."
     Orlando shook his head; "The Navy wouldn't have waited this long."
     "I think we should look for a boat," Jennie suggested.
     "A boat?" Jack repeated. "You mean a sailboat?"
     She nodded, and smiled.
     "Hey, let's do that!" Igor agreed.
     I suggested that one of us could go to Tofino to see if there was anything left in the harbor. 
"We may be able to catch up with the Navy."
     "You'll have to move quickly, though, before the fallout gets here," Orlando suggested. "It 
really doesn't sound practical."
     "If we find a good enough 'ship'," Igor suggested, "we might sail right back to Hawaii. I 
would feel safer, if we sailed away from this coast as fast and as far as possible."
     "Safer!" exclaimed Jack. "You call that safe, floating on the big ocean in one of those apple 
crates? You'll never get me in one of them."
     "What happened to the hero who hates giving his soul to organization?" I replied joking.
     "He is too deeply committed," Orlando replied quietly, "he lacks the skills to feel safe on the 
ocean."
     "I don't think there is any need to take a boat," commented Jack. "I'm certain Alaska will be 
looking for us. They wouldn't just let a fifty million dollar airplane sit idle on a beach, not at a 
time like this!"
     "Oh, they'll come all right," I replied, "but will they come in time? You should think about 
that."
     "I'd rather take my risk with drowning," said Igor, "than sitting here, hoping for someone to 
respond."
     "I would love to come with you," said Jack, "if only I didn't feel so helpless in a small boat."
     "It's really quite safe," said Igor.
     "I believe you, but I can't do it," said Jack.
     "All right, forget the boat then," I suggested.
     "No, let's not," said Jack. "We don't need to be in total agreement. We don't owe any 
allegiance to one another. Everyone should feel free to do what he must do."
     I supported Jack on this point.
     Orlando disagreed. "No, we should vote," he said, "and then do what the majority 
demands."
     "No!" said Jack. "If I want to stay here, I should have every right to stay here, regardless of 
the majority."
     "That's exactly the point I'm trying to make," said Igor. "You should stay here if you want to, 
while Paul and I should have the freedom to search for a boat without feeling guilty at leaving 
anyone behind."
     "But I don't want to stay alone," said Orlando.
     "I'll stay with you," said Jack.
     "I don't want you to stay behind just for my sake," Orlando replied.
     "Didn't you hear me?" said Jack. "I want to wait right here till we are rescued. It's always 
been like that at SAC. It always worked."



     Since the discussion didn't seem to lead anywhere, I went downstairs with Jennie and Igor 
to get the luncheon together.
     "I can't sit in this airplane and wait for the unknown," said Igor. Jennie agreed, and so did I. 
"Still, I hate to leave Jack and Orlando alone," Igor added.
     "Why is it so hard to claim one's right to protect one's own life, the right to protect oneself in 
the best way one is able?" said Jennie. "That's really what everyone is claiming, even Jack. We 
just don't see it all the same way."
     Igor smiled at her. He kissed her quickly on the cheek and went upstairs, happily.
     Jennie and I brought all the food upstairs that we could carry. We ate this last meal together 
in all the posh comfort reserved for the elite of the world. And we did it in the finest tradition. 
Igor had discovered a few bottles of champagne that had been hidden in the plane. He insisted 
on serving the champagne himself, and the meal too, out of sheer gratitude for having been 
rescued. The real reason, obviously, was different. Serving the champagne enabled him to pay 
special attention to Jennie that he became attracted to. He smiled at her whenever he refilled 
her glass, and once, when he thought that no one was looking, when he stole a kiss from her. 
Of course, whenever Jennie desired something special, he was only too eager to oblige, until in 
the conversation, we began to talk about Frank and the hiking trip we had planned.
     In this context I brought Jennie's suggestion up once again. "What do you think of it now, 
honestly?" I asked everyone. "It could be a great adventure to get away from here by boat."
     "I would like to take my chances here," answered Orlando without hesitation. "I can't see 
myself doing anything else."
     "Me too," said Jack. "I would hate to see you people taking such a great risk, exposed to 
storms, fallout. But if you must, so be it!"
     "I want to look for a boat," answered Igor.
     "I'm with Igor," I said, "I don't feel comfortable sitting here. Thus, sadly, our ways must 
part."
     "Why can't we let go of each other?" said Jennie. "We care for one another, don't we? Why 
then should we deny each other the freedom to do what we individually feel we must do?" She 
added that she was coming along with Igor and me, to look for a boat.

     We started out right after lunch was completed. We embraced each other, one by one, and 
wished each other farewell. This was an honest farewell, in the spirit of Jennie's words. I 
noticed tears in Jack's eyes as I climbed down the rope ladder that we had brought along for a 
different purpose. Jack handed me the heavy coats that we had brought from Alaska. He 
commented that Jennie's velvet jacket was too thin and no match for the cold northwestern 
that swept in across the beach.
     Jennie followed me down the rope ladder. Igor came last. I helped Jennie jump. The ladder 
didn't quite reach to the sand.
     Before the three of us walked away I went to the back of the plane and inspected the 
undercarriages. I touched the wheels that had brought us to a safe stop. Everything was in 
perfect condition. The plane appeared to be totally new; the landing gear, the tires, the huge 
engines; or it might have been newly refurbished. I felt it was a terrible shame to let this 



beautiful airplane corrode by the sea. I told Igor so.
     "But what else can we do?" he asked.
     "Our first allegiance must be to ourselves," said Jennie, "never to a hunk of tin no matter 
how grand it appears. Our allegiances must be to the requirements of our life."
     We walked away, happily, with this thought. I felt no regret. We turned around several 
times and waved back to the others who stood at the front cabin door, watching us. "Are you 
quite sure your mind is made up?" Jack called after us.
     "Yes!" I shouted back to show him that nothing had changed.
     "Good luck then! God be with you! Good luck to all of you!" Jack shouted to us in return.
     "Thanks, and the best luck to you, too" I shouted back.
     We continued walking after that, without looking back. It was too painful. Parting was 
difficult in this time when so much of humanity had been lost that it appeared more precious 
now to hold on to than at any time in the past.

     It took us some hours to hike to Tofino. We hadn't expected it to be quite so far, nor to find 
the place totally deserted. From what we could see, it had become an instant ghost town. We 
saw cars parked in the streets. The stores were still open, lights burning. Even the bank was 
still open for business.
     "The Navy has been here," said Igor. "When the military is commanded to evacuate, no one 
has a choice. At least, that's the way it would be in my country."
     "It might also have been that they couldn't afford to waste time," I said. "I am sure the task 
force didn't sit idle for them. The operation was probably a sideline project, carried out while 
the force was steaming ahead at full speed. The longer the choppers waited on shore, the 
farther they would have to go to catch up with the fleet, and the fewer people they would be 
able to rescue. The people were probably given no choice, because there was no choice out of 
necessity. So they had to make it snappy."
     "I guess you have a point there," said Igor.
     "I know I have," I said to him, "just look at this!" I pointed to the open vault at the bank, as 
we walked through it. "They wouldn't have left the vault open if they had time to close it."
     Igor went into the vault and came back with a bundle of money in his hands. "You're 
absolutely right," he said, "see!"
     "But Igor! You shouldn't!" Jennie chided him as he stuffed the money into his coat pockets.
     "We will consider it as a loan," he replied. "We may need it. Who knows where we may end 
up? When things are back to normal, we will pay the money back," he promised.
     Before we left the bank, Igor closed the vault. We went on to the harbor.
     At the harbor, the same scene presented itself. We found boats of all sizes, but no people. 
Everything seemed to indicate that they had been forced to leave on the spot. There were tools 
on the deck of one boat; an open paint can with a brush sitting on top, at another. "Look over 
there!" said Igor, pointing to the forest of masts and riggings in front of us. "There!" he shouted 
excitedly, and ran down the jetty to a dull green boat. "That's a fine 'ship' that one," he shouted 
to us, waving his hands above his head to make us hurry.
     "A fine ship, eh?" I asked. "What's so fine about it."
     The boat looked grubby to me. Obviously it hadn't sailed for some time. The paint had 



peeled in some places. But it was a large boat, about fifty feet long, sturdy looking. It had two 
aluminum masts, tight rigging, and sails ready in place, meticulously covered, although dirty. 
Its name was Mary Q.
     "A boat like this is worth a fortune," Igor replied excitedly. "I can recognize a good ship 
when I see one, and this is a very good ship. It will get us anywhere in the world," he said.
     He was right, it was an ocean going yacht, and in good enough shape to get us to Hawaii. It 
was rather clean inside, even comfortable and apparently well equipped. Everything was 
neatly in its place. The outside needed a lot of work, mostly cleaning and painting...
     "But before we can get anywhere," Igor jolted my daydreaming, "we must get fresh water, 
food for the voyage, and all the diesel fuel it can carry." He said he would volunteer to work 
on the boat, if Jennie and I went back to town to get food, clothing, bedding, and whatever else 
one would need for a journey of several weeks.
     We accepted the task. Fortunately, none of these items were hard to find. We had three 
large stores to choose from. Neither was it hard to find a car that had its keys still in the 
ignition. We 'borrowed' an old brown Honda hatchback, to transport our looting down to the 
boat. It took us three trips loaded to the hilt, to fill the boat up. The biggest task, actually, 
wasn't finding the food, or transporting it, but finding space for it on the boat, and stashing the 
whole lot away without any of it getting in our way. Once this was apparently accomplished, 
and there was no room left on the boat, Igor was ready too.
     "Would you like to take the helm," Igor asked me.
     "Me?" I replied, "I don't know the first thing about sailing."
     Igor laughed.
     It was the same with Jennie.
     "That's all right!" Igor said with the biggest grin on his face, "don't let this trouble you. I'll be 
the captain from now on! I have the skills, the experience; I'll rescue you. I'll teach you all I 
know. And for the time being, you are my crew!"
     He stopped grinning, suddenly, and looked around, searching for something.
     "We will be both crew and passengers," I corrected him, wondering what he was up to.
     "In our country," I said, "it is the passengers who tell the captain where the ship goes. And 
we would like the captain to take us to someplace nice, to the island Maui, please."
     "Yes, but in my country we have a tradition, also," he answered while he was still searching, 
"and under this tradition it is the captain who decrees where the ship goes. Now, as captain of 
this ship, I shall set sail towards the Southwest, into the direction of Hawaii, from where we 
just came. This is the captain's wish!"
     "Well, if that is so," remarked Jennie with a smile. "Then we must let the captain do what he 
wants." She motioned me to come to the fore deck to test how it feels to lean against the cabin 
windows.
     "Yes, we must obey the captain," I agreed. "So back to Hawaii, sir, captain, lead on!" I 
mocked him. Jennie grinned.
     "Except, we should first sail back to the plane and let the others know that we're on our 
way," suggested Jennie.
     Igor agreed to that.
     "And then we must count how much money we've 'borrowed,' so we can settle our debts 



later on," I said to Igor.
     "No, you've both got it wrong," Igor replied. "The first thing we must do, is find the ignition 
key, so that we can get the engine started. Then we must remove the coverings from the sails, 
and then..."
     "...He is right, of course," interrupted Jennie, jokingly.
     "Certainly he is right," I agreed, "after all he is the captain!"
     We laughed, and started a frantic search for the engine key, which was nowhere to be found.
     "Let's just jumper the switch," I suggested. I remembered the tools that I saw lying on the 
deck of another boat. I ran quickly back and collected whatever screwdrivers and pliers I could 
find. We removed the dashboard and were able to jumper the starter. But as we did, there was 
a dead silence. No spark, no noise. No nothing! The batteries were dead.
     As we scurried around for a new battery, I found a small outboard motor that looked like it 
would do the job just as well. And it did. Igor found a place where we could mount it. That's 
how the Mary Q got under way. It slid effortlessly into the open waters under the soft tugging 
of our outboard motor, until a few hundred yards off shore, Igor unfurled the main sail. This 
set us off on our journey across the Pacific. The dream of a few hours ago, had become a reality.
     We sailed first to the plane, as Jennie had suggested. I took my captain's hat off, and put it 
on Igor. "As long as we are on this boat, this is yours to wear," I told him.
     He took if off, examined it carefully; "You have worn this for many years," he said. He gave 
it back to me; "I could never take this. As far as I am concerned, with all honesty, there will 
always be just one captain on this boat, and that is you." He put his arm around me gently, and 
smiled. "I'm merely a better sailor," he added. "Actually, it's not all that difficult to sail a boat. If 
you want to turn it this way, and the wind comes from over there," he pointed to it. "All you 
have to do is this. You see how the boat comes around. But watch out for the boom!!! OOPS."
     We spent half an hour in this fashion. We talked about the various features of the boat and 
the different kinds of sails it had. He was most knowledgeable on the subject. Also he seemed 
right about what he first said, that this boat would get us to any place in the world. It felt solid, 
easy to handle. There was plenty of room. We had three large bunks in the front, five in the 
back cabin - far more than we needed. The only thing we did not have, was a radio.
     Since the ship's batteries were dead, nothing of any kind that was electrical worked.
     "I should have brought a portable radio from the store," said Jennie.
     Actually I couldn't care less. It seemed that we could live for a few weeks without electric 
lights. We could certainly sail without radar, and without the depth finder. We had one single 
flashlight, and while searching for the key, I found a box of candles and an old oil lamp.
     "But without a radio, I feel so cut off from the world," said Jennie.
     "That's just fine with me, Jennie," I said.

     It was way past suppertime before we got back to the beach. The others saw us a long way 
off, apparently before we even realized they had seen us. Jack had opened the emergency exit 
and had climbed out onto the wing. I saw him waving with both hands. He appeared to wave 
us good-bye, not to urge us to come back. As we came closer, Orlando joined him.
     Igor lowered our sails and set anchor. We stood in this fashion for some time, facing each 
other across a strip of sea and a beach. Eventually, Igor suggested that we had waited long 



enough to give them a chance to change their minds if they wanted to. He lifted the anchor 
again, set the sail, and turned the 'ship' into the wind toward the open Pacific.

     We were far from shore when the setting sun lit up the overcast from below. It drew a 
brilliant, golden line on the water. Jennie came up just in time to see it. She had gone down 
into the boat to change and wore a bright red jump suit when she came up. Wow! We had 
found the suit in a store in Tofino when we were looking for something comfortable to wear. 
But it hadn't looked nearly as wonderful as it did now.
     Igor was telling me all about our 'ship,' as Jennie came up. He explained that the type of 
boat we had was properly known as a ketch.
     Jennie interrupted the talk with a shriek of surprise at seeing the sun. She smiled as she 
looked into the glare of the sunset. Her red jump suit appeared almost florescent in the bright 
sunlight. She turned and hugged me. I welcomed this open affection! I had been right on Maui. 
This had become another grand day! We held each other in a tight embrace.
     "I am so glad we got through this day and still have each other," she said quietly.
     I glanced at Igor. Igor looked straight into the sunset, not at us. He seemed uncomfortable 
with what was happening.
     Some time later Jennie tried to get him to restart the conversation she had interrupted. "Is a 
ketch classified as one of the tall ships?" she asked.
     "To be honest, I don't know," Igor said, smiling again. "Hey, look over there! There's a whale 
spouting!" he added, pointing to a place near the sun's glittering reflection on the sea.
     "Isn't it great!" Jennie exclaimed. "Isn't it grand, just to be alive, to be free, to be surviving.... 
There is so much beauty in this world, so much vitality..."
     "...And gentleness," I added, looking her in the eye.
     "Yes, that too," she said, smiling. "Do you recall seeing that mother, yesterday evening by 
the swimming pool, with her tiny new baby?"
     I shook my head.
     "Oh yes, you were looking at me," she grinned. "Anyway, the mother held the baby in her 
arms, smiled at it, and gave it its bottle. In the background were flowering bushes, flooded 
with sunlight. It was a beautiful scene. I wished that I had my camera with me. To me, this 
simple scene was incredibly rich, a marvel, so full of beauty and life, endowed with feelings 
and integrity." She turned to Igor. "By what insanity do people conspire to sacrifice all this, and 
what for?"
     She looked at me, and then at Igor again to watch for our reactions.
     "Scientists say the ozone in the air shields us from the sun's ultraviolet rays. They say that 
once nuclear war has destroyed this protection, the beautiful gentleness that I saw by the pool 
won't ever be possible again," she said. "Nothing as complex as human life will likely survive 
or ever come back. The earth won't last long enough for the development to repeat itself that 
created us as a species with such profound spiritual qualities that we find in our humanity. By 
what madness do people feel justified in destroying this delicate world that supports so much 
beauty, including their own being?"
     "Strategists don't think in these terms," said Igor. "Our country alone has build enough 
bombs to burn out entire continents. We may all be dead by tomorrow. Then, what's the hype 



for that caused us to build bombs for protection?"
     "We do it to maintain a looting empire in power that makes a mockery of law and 
humanity," I grinned. "We do it to protect a financial system that is looting the needy. We do it 
to maintain an economic order that generates hunger and death. We do it to have a world in 
which dictators are given free reign. We build the bombs to protect financial manipulators, 
arms dealers, drug czars, who together wield power more sinister and destructive than a 
thousand Hitlers put together."
     "Of course you know our story," said Igor. He grinned cynically. "We only want world 
domination, global control, global population management, global cultural control, a world 
without nation states, a world ruled by us!"
     "All this our rulers want, too," I said, "and they were on the way to getting it!"
     "Gentlemen! Must we talk politics?" Jennie interrupted.
"Eh, you asked the question!" I defended us. "You wanted to know why we build bombs. You 
wanted to explore for what insanity the Earth is now at risk of being destroyed!"
     "I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't bring the subject up to generate despair. I just wanted to make 
the three of us more aware of what we have, of life, of the beauty around us, so that we could 
better appreciate what we have. Just look where we are!" She left us and went to the front of 
the boat. She grasped the main stay and leaned into the wind. "Isn't it a marvel," she shouted 
back to me, "to have boats, to be able to cross the wide open sea in comfort, to have each other, 
to feel alive, to experience these great wonders? Maybe this kind of sanity, it we can make it 
contagious, will in time allow humanity to get rid of its nuclear bombs!"
     I joined her at the front of the boat. I laughed. I put my arm around her. "You dreamer! You 
wonderful dreamer!" I said.

     While we talked, the setting sun painted the clouds a bright purple. We spotted more 
whales spouting. I felt a kinship with the whales. Those creatures of the deep had long been an 
endangered species. Now we had become so ourselves. Would we win our race against 
extinction? Jennie's words came to mind, "isn't it marvelous to be alive and free and 
surviving!" She had looked me curiously in the eye when she had said it. Perhaps she meant to 
ask why mankind is so eager for war to assure its future while the present is ignored and left 
to die in a growing backlog of unrealized potentials.

     "What about you and Frank, and the children?" I asked her. We watched the last of the 
sunset, our arms around each other.
     "What about them?" she replied.
     "What would Frank say if he saw us?"
     "He would say; 'Right on Jennie; you are a marvelous kid!' He used to say that quite often. 
And he would add, 'be happy, live, and go on living!' I don't think we ever pretended to own 
each other's existence. We had shared our life, loved each other, and tried to enjoy each other's 
excitement with living. Everything else, it seemed, like the wedding veil, was ultimately 
artificial. Perhaps we didn't go to any great length down that road that we had started on, but 
we had gone quite a bit further than most people do. Of course, I realize that we had barely 
begun. If only Frank could be with us now! What riches we could share on that higher 



platform where we now stand!"
     Her smile faded moments later. She paused for a moment. "But what would Melanie say? 
This would be hard on her."
     I hushed her. "That's not important now, not here. It doesn't matter what other people are 
unable to perceive, what small horizons they have, what narrow models of thought control 
their lives, what agonies they impose on themselves. The only thing that matters to us, is what 
we can see, what freedom we are able to claim and enjoy. With that we can uplift Melanie. I 
am certain she would meet us on this level."
     Jennie agreed.

     We made ourselves comfortable. There was a place on the foredeck where we could sit and 
lean against the cabin windows. We feasted our soul on the wind and on the sound of the hull 
cutting through the waves, the stars that became faintly visible through breaks in the cloud 
cover, and the freedom we now had from the world of the tumultuous humanity. We were 
free. We were free from having to care, struggle, and toil. We were free from having to justify 
ourselves. We were cut off and set in a world where nothing mattered except what we 
perceived of ourselves and of the world around us that was still grand.

     For a while a school of dolphins accompanied us. We had seen some seagulls earlier, but 
they had left us and returned back to shore. It was as if the dolphins welcomed us into their 
universe of endless space. How irrelevant were the world's models of relationships in this 
world of theirs, like ours that sent people through hell, not to mention the fight between East 
and West, each struggling to impose its own model on the whole of humanity. Thank God 
neither had yet succeeded. A one-model rule would be absolute poverty, a total 
fundamentalism, and utter blindness to the infinitude of existence.
     I watched the dolphins. In their world there was no model, or a form of government that 
was artificial. Their existence seemed enforced by a principle that lay embedded deep in their 
soul. This, too, was freedom. The dolphins, and we on this ship, with our hopes, were as one in 
that regard.

     The daylight faded quickly after the sun had set. Since the boat had been hastily pressed 
into service, we were unprepared for the dark. I couldn't even find the flashlights we had 
brought. Jennie and I relieved Igor at the helm, after he gave us a crash course on how to 'fly' 
the boat. But Jennie dozed off to sleep minutes after Igor had left us.
     "Sleep well you beautiful dreamer!" I said softly to her over the hiss of the North Wind. We 
were both dreamers. I had dreamed of thousands of models of relationships governing 
mankind in love, as many as the sand on the sea. I could see that that the world's little schemes 
of communism and capitalism were drowned out in the tide of their multitude. I could see a 
new wave of a new humanity, each having as its principle what lies in each person's heart for 
supplying the human need, in whatever form that may appear. The principle alone seemed 
important, and not the form. Some dreamer I was! Except in this dreaming Jennie and I were 
one. "Oh, my dreamer!" I said to her once more, gently, and hugged her, asleep as she was. I 
remained alone on the deck. Shift change would be in eight hours.



     + + +

     Waking up has never been a virtue of mine. The sun stood high on the horizon when Igor 
stirred me. It was dark in the aft cabin. I opened the curtains, looked outside through the small 
porthole. It appeared to be a bright and beautiful day. I looked at him, something was wrong, 
shouldn't he be at the helm? "Who in heaven's name is driving the ship?" I asked him.
     He grinned. "Jennie is!" he said. "She's at the helm and doing fine. And so she should. I've 
taught her!" He seemed pleased with his accomplishments as a sailing instructor.
     I rubbed my eyes. I wasn't certain for a moment if I was really awake.
     "I've already made breakfast," Igor said proudly. "Everything is ready to be served. All you 
have to do is get yourself up, come up on deck, and eat."
     "That's fine," I replied without thinking about it, and proceeded to lie down again.
     "Jennie and I expect you on deck shortly. We're eating in the sunshine today! So up you 
get!" he said in a commanding tone of voice. "Quick, my friend, quick! Davarish my comrades!"
     Half asleep still, I got up and followed him. The brightness on deck was almost blinding.
     "Good morning everybody," I said as I sat down. It was hard to open my eyes to the 
morning sunshine, and still harder to keep them that way.
     "I've watched the sun come up," Igor announced, thoroughly pleased with himself.
     "Good for you, my boy!" I said, opening my eyelids, but letting them fall closed again.
     "I've been at the helm most of the night," he explained. "I knew you couldn't take the night 
watch for long. You both fell asleep. I had to rush up and save the boat. It wasn't easy to get 
you to bed, though."
     He was right. I didn't remember going to bed.
     "You missed a beautiful dawn," he said. "Witnessing the sun come up and rise slowly above 
the water in the distance, seeing the universe in motion, realizing that for countless ages it has 
always been the same, inspires a feeling of awe. You're watching a phenomenon that nothing 
on earth can ever hinder or advance, nor any scientist can fully explain."
     I scratched my head and stared at him out of one eye. "That's elementary, Igor!"
     "Oh, is it? Then tell me what gravity is?" he asked. "You can see its actions as it locks the 
planets into orbit around each other. But can you really tell why? It certainly isn't an 
electrostatic or magnetic force. You can step inside an electrostatic shield, let an apple go, and 
it still falls on the ground. Likewise, you can shield yourself magnetically from the universe, 
let an apple go, and it still falls. There is simply nothing anyone can do to shield oneself from 
gravitational attraction. It is also easy to measure its force, but you can't break the link that 
exerts the force. So, it is something marvelous, don't you agree? When you look up in the 
morning and the sun appears over the horizon, slowly moving upwards, but fast enough so 
that you can see it move, you stand in awe, witnessing the universe in motion, you marvel at 
the principles involved. You stare at this sight until the sun becomes too bright to look at. 
That's when you drift back to your little world. This was also the moment when Jennie got up. 
She was happy to see the sun."
     "Good for Jennie," I replied. I had barely been listening to Igor.
     Igor was full of vigor, aiming to rouse me.
     "I had a marvelous time with Jennie this morning," he said. "I taught her a lot of things 



about sailing! She is a quick learner you know, and such a pretty one too."
     "...And you are a good breakfast maker," I told him as I tasted the pancakes he had made. It 
seemed that opening my mouth was easier than opening my eyes. "You're also a deep thinker," 
I added, as I finished the first pancake.
     This seemed to increase his vigor even more. "Just wait 'till I tell you about the rest of my 
philosophy," he replied. "It came to me this morning that the world would be a tremendously 
more beautiful place, if people could discover a mental equivalent to gravity; something 
equally strong; something that no one can get away from, that can't be blocked or be shielded 
against by any means."
     "This attraction exists, Igor," I answered.
     "Yes, but if this attraction could be acknowledged it would remove the need for domination, 
political camps, the need for nuclear war," he added.
     "It is already being acknowledged," I waved him off. "But you've done some very good 
thinking," I added with a mouthful of pancake, patting him on the shoulder. In the same 
breath I also asked Jennie for some more coffee to wake myself up. "The attraction is love and 
on a lower level sex," I said to Igor and let my eyelids fall again.
     Igor stopped talking. He stopped abruptly as if someone had turned a radio off. I knew it 
was my fault, but what to do about it? I shouldn't have been so cold. I should apologize.
     "I'm sorry for cutting you off," I said quietly. "The reason is that I'm half asleep still. It's not 
that I don't appreciate you or what you're sharing with us, or done for us. I had eight hours 
sleep in three days before we got on the boat. Please forgive me."
     "Oh, be honest, Paul, I know what you're thinking deep inside," Igor said in a sharp tone. "I 
was stupid to believe that you are different than the rest. You Americans are all the same. You 
think we Russians are scum, don't you? You think we're barbarians, animals that don't have 
any feelings. Well, I have news for you. I am a chess champion, and that makes me no less a 
man than you are, Captain! I may even have more feelings than you have. At least I am not 
immoral, playing around with my best friend's wife as you do. That's who Jennie is, isn't she? 
She is your best friend's wife and you are screwing her!"
     "Yes, she is," I muttered, totally surprised at this turn of events. I stared at him, which made 
him still angrier.
     "You're just as disgusting as my one time friend, a policeman," Igor went on. "The creep 
went to work in the morning, but he didn't always show up. His wife would cry her eyes out 
when she found out that he had spent the day with his ex-wife, or whoever else he had, like 
you do. Only her pain never bothered the man, he never changed his ways. I bet nothing 
bothers you either, you have no integrity like most men. Sex is your attraction. Yes, it all 
becomes totally clear!" He spit into the sea in disgust.
     "Oh, Igor!" I answered, "if you only knew!"
     I closed my eyes to think of something. How can I reason with someone whose mind is 
infested with an unyielding fundamentalism and a view so narrow that he can't see? I puzzled 
by this challenge. The thought was painful. If only I was more awake! I faced the sun, drank 
some coffee. I had to help Igor. I had to defend Jennie.
     "Did you ever consider that your friend may have acted out of a deep seated need?" I said to 
Igor. "You said most men are scum when it comes to sex, drifting outside of their marriages. 



Maybe there is a reason for it. Sexual proliferation is what makes any species biologically 
strong. Maybe this force made the human species the successful survivor it has been through 
the ages. Maybe you are condemning your friend for something that is ingrained in his very 
nature as a male human being. Did you ever consider this? I'm sure his wife never did! Maybe 
he is responding to a deep basic need?"
     There was peace for the moment. I was facing the wind, looking up into the sails. Igor didn't 
respond. What more could I say if he 'exploded' like this again? I couldn't possibly let him 
condemn the whole male component of the human race. I knew that if there were to be peace 
on this ship, it would have to be an honest peace, one without condemnation, and not a silent 
peace!
     I looked into his face. But, oh my God what had I done! His face was distorted, twisted.
     "The pig hadn't honesty!" Igor responded angrily once he had gained my attention. He 
dropped his usual care in using proper English. No doubt, he did this intentionally. It was 
evident by his mispronunciations.
     I took a deep breath. I needed courage now. I needed to defend myself for what I had said 
about sex, that there was a force that attracted humanity to each other like gravity, that nobody 
could escape from, a force linked to one's identity that could not be ignored, only the response 
to it could be withheld. Out of the resulting emptiness arise the passions and the rape that he 
had associated with sexual attraction. But how could I defend the innocence of the whole 
human race and create a platform for freedom against his accusations? I thought of the night 
before, the peace Jennie and I had felt.
     "Look, Igor," I said, "dishonesty always appears, whenever honesty is made impossible. You 
wouldn't know for sure whether your friend might have wanted to tell his wife, but she 
wouldn't her of it, or he might have been afraid because his feelings were regarded as evil by 
society."
    I wished that I could hush Igor like I did Jennie the night before, and let us all enjoy the 
peace and freedom of our New World that surrounded us. Why did Igor have to bring the 
petty little world of a distant humanity into our oasis? But I had to remind myself that his was 
the real human scene, pervaded by a narrowness of thought as ancient as the human race, for 
which countless millions had died in countless ways and countless wars. If there was to be 
peace and freedom on this ship, we needed to get away from this influence, and I needed to 
help him with it, not hush him up.
     "Do you have the slightest idea about what Jennie and I have been through over the last 
three days?" I said to him.
     He shook his head, still looking angrily at me.
     "I wish you knew," I said, "because then you wouldn't make those judgments. Both of our 
families were in Seattle, Igor. All our children! Jennie pointed out to me that I must have 
aborted my landing right in front of their eyes. They were waiting at the airport to join me on 
the last leg of my flight to Vancouver. The flight had been scheduled to land in Seattle for 
refueling. Both of our families had delayed their return trip for a day, just for that, to join me 
on the way home. I had to abort that landing, Igor, right in front of their eyes. I must have 
pulled the plane into a climb right in front of the window behind which they were waiting for 
me, without ever touching down. They couldn't have been a thousand yards away. I hadn't 



known about their plans then. It was supposed to be a surprise, but can you imagine the hurt 
this caused later? I saw them a thousand times in my thoughts in the mushroom clouds during 
our rescue missions. I saw them in the clouds boiling with fire. Can you imagine what this 
means, seeing those whom you loved and cared for, for so many years, burnt to death? It 
means that your whole world has gone up into smoke and ashes with them. It means you have 
nothing left. It means starting from scratch. That's when one looks at everything anew, and the 
only point of reference one has left for that is what one feels deep inside. It's the only thing one 
is able to trust. Now tell me, how the hell do you expected us to react when Jennie and I met in 
Vancouver? We were the only survivors of a group of ten. It was in Vancouver where we met, 
when I found out that our families should have been on board. Jennie told me that they had 
remained behind. We are no mental giants, Igor. We are the only survivors of a closely-knit 
group of ten people. We are trying to cope with an immense tragedy! Can you expect us to 
behave like sane, well-adjusted adults? We had to hold on to each other to not go crazy! Out of 
this deep honesty with ourselves we may have reemerged with a greater sanity than the world 
ever has displayed. Sure, we realize today that our families may have managed to escape, but 
this doesn't alter what we had found out about ourselves under the stress of despair."
     I must have made Igor feel terribly small. He no longer dared to answer.
     I put my arm around him. "Don't mind us, Igor. We are living the best way we can. Maybe 
your friend, the postman, did the same. And maybe, so did his wife. Maybe their lives weren't 
as deeply shaken as ours were. Maybe they just couldn't let go of the conventions of the world 
as easily and appreciate the uniqueness of their situation. Maybe they were like a 'mountain 
climber' and a 'deep sea diver' who were drawn into love with each other but couldn't deal 
with the conflicts because of the diversity of their conventions. They should have embraced 
each other and enriched each other's world with their diversity. Who knows what depth and 
breadth of experience their wider association might have added to their lives, were it not for 
the world's narrow minded dictates?"
     Igor said that he was sorry and apologized. He stood up and walked slowly to the front of 
the boat and sat down again, and looked unto the sea.
     "I don't want you to be sorry, Igor!" I called out to him. I sat beside him. "I just want you to 
accept us the way we are, and if you can, recognize that there is nothing immoral going on 
between Jennie and I. I also hope to hear more about your philosophies. I wish you would tell 
us more about them, and about the discoveries you made this morning. That is, if you can 
forgive me for cutting you off."
     Igor nodded. "Some day I will tell you," he called back, "when you're feeling more up to it."
     He came back a while later and climbed down into the galley again. "For the time being," he 
called up from down below, "there are more important things on the agenda. There are more 
pancakes to be made. Its close to lunch time!"
     When he returned there was a smile on his face, a plate of pancakes in his hand. The 
tensions had dissipated. He was relaxed, joking again. In fact, we all became quite silly after 
that. We even found something silly to say relating to pancakes in general, though I forgot 
what that was.

     It was remarkable how our lives had changed since we left Tofino. The rescue frenzy had 



ended for us. Before, we were working night and day, almost without sleeping. Now we had 
plenty of time on our hands, time to relax, to think, to love, and to reorient ourselves to the 
changing world. I smiled at Jennie across our makeshift coffee table. She appeared at ease, 
happy. The brooding desperation had gone. We could sit back and have breakfast for a whole 
hour, if we so desired. What a luxury! We could spend half a day talking about philosophies, 
or joking, or do nothing at all. Our link with the disaster stricken world had been completely 
broken. We were on our own, surrounded by the sea, a sea without bounds. We were in a 
world of our own set aside from the real world so it seemed.

     The relaxed atmosphere had immediate side effects. I personally felt as if I hadn't slept for 
six weeks. In a sense this was true. The two weeks in Miami had not been conducive to a good 
night's sleep. I had slept only a few hours at a time. But that was all history now. We had time 
a-plenty! And so, after lunch was over on our first full day at sea, I felt inclined to take another 
snooze. I decided to indulge myself.
     "Can Jennie handle the boat by herself?" I asked Igor.
     "Don't worry about Jennie, I have taught her well," he said. "But don't sleep too long, you 
might miss snack time," he joked.
     I thanked him for making breakfast and lunch, especially after a whole night at the helm.
     He just grinned and said to think nothing of it. He said he had enjoyed it tremendously.
     After lunch I helped by clearing the dishes away. "Now we are equal," I said to him as I 
disappeared into the galley. "I saved your life in Hawaii, and you saved mine by feeding me."
     He grinned again, especially when I patted my stomach.
     I watched him readjust the wind vane. He gave us a quick course on its functioning. It was 
quick but precise. He appeared to be a decent chap, quite likable, considerate, except for the 
argument we had had, which was really my own fault. Certainly, he was a fine shipmate. And 
best of all, he had volunteered for night shift on a continuous basis. With someone like that on 
board, I was looking forward to our cruise together. For the time being, however, I really 
needed that sleep.
     Jennie came down into the galley with me to help me wash the dishes. She knew from days 
past that I had never liked washing dishes, but who does? This time, though, with Jennie 
around, it was fun.
     Soon, I emerged with a couple of blankets and a pillow on deck. I made a place for myself 
under the sails. It was comfortable lying there, listening to the wind, looking straight up into 
the sails and the sky, or at the vast, beautiful ocean which had become our home. I listened to 
the water splash against the hull and watched a flock of cumulus clouds parading across the 
firmament.
     It was grand having so much time to waste, to just lie there, gazing aimlessly into the blue; 
time for daydreaming!
     I dozed off quickly. How restful it was to sleep without a worry! Except, I had barely fallen 
asleep when I felt someone touch me. "It's time to wake up," a voice said.
     "Wake up?" I repeated. "But I had just closed my eyes," I protested.
     For a moment I thought it was Jennie talking to me, except it wasn't Jennie's voice.
     "You must raise your seat in preparation for landing," the voice said. "I am sorry to disturb 



you, sir, but in five minutes we'll be landing in Vancouver where you have to deplane."
     "Vancouver," I repeated. "No! We can't land in Vancouver!" I raised my head to see who 
spoke to me. To my surprise I saw a stewardess standing in the aisle beside me. This was odd. 
I thought I had been in a boat. I reached over the empty window seat and pushed the shade 
up. It was dark outside, but below us lay the city of Vancouver, its lights glistening, the moon 
reflected on the ocean.
     "What has happened?" I asked her.
     "Sir, you've slept all the way from Chicago," she said quietly. "Did you have pleasant 
dreams?"
     "Dreams?" I repeated, "Yes, thank you, I must have."
     Before she went on, she took my earphones away which I had in my hands in a still 
unopened plastic package. She must have handed them to me in Chicago, though I couldn't 
remember.
     Chicago? Today? The thing was a puzzle to me. I pushed the window shade all the way up. 
This was Vancouver all right. When we touched down I recognized the terminal buildings of 
Vancouver's International Airport, its new control tower, everything was intact and 
operational. The buildings were brightly lit. Planes were docked at the gates. I knew exactly 
which gate we would dock at, where we would turn. No one was in haste, no shots could be 
heard. It was business as usual, a normal night. Nothing at all had changed! Nothing 
whatsoever! Whoopee!!!
     Then the holocaust had never happened, I realized. I had dreamed the whole thing - the 
thing about the bomb, Seattle being blown to bits, Vancouver having become uninhabitable. 
What a terribly awful dream! It was good to be back!
     When I remembered the seminar at Miami, the nightmares it had brought. With that as a 
background that terrible dream seemed totally logical. It was merely a nightmare arising from 
one of the kooky hypothetical scenarios of the nuclear emergency workshops. It all came back 
to me now. I was going to meet Frank and Jennie in Vancouver. That's what I had come for. I 
remembered the hike we had planned! It all came back to me as if we had planned it just the 
day before. By the time the plane docked, the nightmare had ended! The flight-director's 
announcement was a familiar one. It indicated the termination of flight 023. "If your plans call 
for air travel again in the near future, we like to invite you to choose the Friendly Skies of 
United..."
     It was like music to hear those words; I could have hugged the girl who spoke them.
     As soon as the engines became silent, I noticed the baggage handlers coming out with their 
carts. A food services vehicle appeared in the distance. Everyone I saw wore short-sleeved 
open shirts. No one wore protective clothing, facemasks, breathing apparatus! There wasn't 
even any smoke. No one screamed. It was beautiful. Nothing had happened! Nothing had 
happened to Seattle or any other place. It had all been a dream, a lovely, horrible dream. How 
lucky I felt!
     I stood up and got my coat from the rack and walked along with the others. No one spoke. 
No one murmured. We went through the tunnel to the immigration and customs reception 
area. There were the usual lineups. Most people looked tired. But I was happy. I was happy as 
a lark. I welcomed the lineup as a chance to re-adjust myself to reality.



     Outside of the customs gate, a large assembly of demonstrators greeted us, or rather 
confronted us. "Don't fight the bomb: BAN the bomb!" their posters read. There was a kid 
among them, a boy of about twelve. His poster was the best, a two liner; "Peace starts at home, 
within yourself!" it read. What a refreshing idea! I thought. Then I spotted Frank and the kids, 
and Melanie holding Fiona, and Jennie standing beside her! I rushed over to meet them. 
Melanie gave Fiona to Frank. We practically fell into each other's arms. I greeted Frank and 
embraced him too, like a long lost friend, and gave Fiona a kiss. Frank must have thought I'd 
gone mad. But of course, he knew where I came from. I knew he would understand.
     Afterwards I hugged Melanie for a long time. We kissed while the kids swarmed around us. 
It felt like I had come back from the moon or Mars, or from a dangerous war.
     "How was the seminar?" Frank inquired. "They want me to take it in September."
     "Terribly intense and tiresome," I replied, "and immensely frightening, and frustrating, and 
depressing, but somehow it was worth the trouble," I said to him.
     "But would you go again?" Melanie asked.
     "Again? No, never!" I replied. "I wouldn't want to go through that again. It was sheer hell 
most of the time!"
     "I may even have flunked the course," I said to Frank. "Half the time I simply couldn't cope 
with what was presented."
     "Let's go on, you can tell me later," said Frank when my luggage had arrived. "I've got the 
van parked at a meter, so we must hurry."
     "Not so fast Frank," I replied. "I'll pay for you're parking ticket. I must go to those 
demonstrators first, and show my support for their efforts."
     "Hey come along," I motioned to the others.
     "You guys are beautiful," I said to the chief of the group, the person who carried the biggest 
poster. I asked if he had a blank poster left, and some extra paint. "Don't just ban the bomb," I 
said to him, "you must go further! You must ban everything that those bombs are required for. 
You will never ban the bomb without banning the need for it. You must go to the root of the 
problem. There simply is no other way. Write on your posters: Peace must be earned - be alert 
- it can never be won! If I have learned anything during the past two weeks, surely this is it!" I 
said to the leader of the group.
     The chap just stood there, dumbfounded. He didn't say a word, but looked as if he were 
about to start a discussion. I felt it wise to leave quickly.
     I turned to the boy who had impressed me the most. "How does peace begin at home?" I 
asked him.
     His face lit up. "By taking the garbage out before being asked, by sweeping the floor, 
helping with the dishes, sharing my lunch with a friend when he forgets his own."
     "Do you like it?" I asked him.
     He blinked his eye and smiled. "It takes a little effort at times," he said, "especially helping 
with the dishes. But it feels good afterwards."
     I raised his hand up, and held his poster high. "Here! Look at this! He is right!" I said out 
loud, then left the scene.

     On the way into town I asked Frank and Jennie if I might invite them out for supper, to The 



Roof perhaps. They had no objections. They hadn't prepared anything yet. They rather liked 
the idea. "That's super!" I said to Frank, who couldn't quite understand my enthusiasm for 
wanting to go out after such a long trip.
     "But I have a surprise for you, also," he added. "Would you like to guess? Ask me where 
we've been for the last five days? I mean, all of us together!"
     "All of you? Where have you been, Frank? Wait! - You haven't been in Seattle by chance?"
     "Now on earth could you have known?" he replied. "Someone can't keep a secret around 
here. We've been at the Ring, Wagner's Ring, Paul. Did Melanie tell you?"
     "Of course not, Frank! No one told me, except you. You had talked about it a lot in the 
spring," I reminded him.
     "You took Melanie and the kids along, to an opera?"
     "Of course, and it was great, Paul! Everyone loved it!"
     "Including myself," said Jennie, "though I don't care much for operas as you know."
     "Well that's terrific," I exclaimed, and I meant it. The tortures I had gone through, 
apparently had been just a re-construction of things that I had already been aware of. "Still, I 
have one up on you," I said to Frank. "I can tell you who's got the ring today. It hasn't been 
given back to the Rhine Maidens, as the opera suggests. The battle isn't over, Frank. But this is 
a long story, Frank. It's a story for the camp-fire nights that we are going to have."
     "Right!" Frank grinned. "Incidentally, everything is ready. We'll leave tomorrow morning. A 
friend will fly us to Garibaldi Lake. He'll pick us up on Wednesday. This leaves us three full 
days for hiking and two nights for fires and stories, provided that camp fires are allowed."
     "Actually, I don't mind missing the fires," I replied quietly. "Fire has become something ugly 
to me. Maybe one ought not to have campfires at all, with kids around? Kids are so sensitive. 
Who knows what damage we cause in their minds, carelessly?"

     The entire subject was forgotten when we stepped out of the elevator on the restaurant floor 
of the old Vancouver Hotel, all ten of us, the kids included. Of course this wasn't New York, 
and the place wasn't the world renowned New Ritz, but as far as I was concerned, the Ritz 
couldn't have been any better. It would have been too 'ritzy' to have the kids along. This it was 
a kind of royal treatment we got. At this place, they didn't just roll the red carpet out. It was a 
wall to wall red carpet in every respect. One simply couldn't find a more fitting place in 
Vancouver to celebrate the end of a terrible dream.
     "What's your fancy," I asked Melanie, after we were seated and given the wine list and the 
menus. "Shall it be steak tonight? Or would you prefer fish?" I turned to Jennie momentarily. 
"How about the 'Right Fish?' Would you like that?"
     Jennie nodded ever so slightly and glanced at me with a frown. Obviously my suggestion 
meant nothing to her. To judge by her reaction we had never been in Lahina together! It was 
all part of a big crazy dream. The realization was wonderful! Except, what had made the 
wonderful parts of the dream so wonderful, also made me feel irrepressibly sad since they 
were now lacking. Something between us was lacking that I had treasured above the 
brightness of the sun. I stopped making suggestions for the meal after that.
     "Let's have the best the house can provide," Frank suggested. We agreed, and so we ordered 
Chateaubriand.



     By the time the dinner was about to be served, my sadness was long forgotten. The notion 
had resurfaced that this dinner was to be a celebration. I made a short speech about this being 
a beginning of living again, after a two-week visit to hell.
     "What is your next destination?" I asked Frank while we ate our soup.
     "I've got a charter to Tahiti, with a three day lay-over like you wouldn't believe. Jennie will 
be along, too. Our Tahitian pilot will be flying under me," said Frank.
     "And you? Where will you be going next?" Jennie asked me.
     "Me, well! I've got the Fall Season Hawaii special, twice a week for six months," I replied. I 
showed Jennie the key for the apartment I had already rented. "Maybe we can all get together 
on Maui, for a few days. Would you like that?" I talked about soft sandy beaches and 
sugarcane fields and restaurants open to the sea. I talked about shopping strolls among 
brightly-lit windows, and about eating ice cream under Banyan trees... 
     I glanced at Jennie to watch her reaction. She didn't react at all. I smiled at her. She didn't 
even smile back. Instead, she started a conversation of her own, with Frank.
     "Eh, we are going to Hawaii!" announced Tammy to the other kids.
     "Hawaii! Wow! That's super!" exclaimed Robert, landing a gentle punch on my side. "Is this 
on the level, dad?" he added with the most serious sounding voice.
     I nodded.
     "Hooray, we can we go snorkeling again and watch those beautiful fishes like they show on 
TV?" said Tammy. "...And we'll sit in the Jacuzzi every night until we are hot and boiling, and 
jump into the cold pool to cool off, and chase frogs after that."
     "Certainly," I replied.
     "...And I will have Macy-Macy nuts again," noted Fiona, "to feed to the birdies, right?"
     "Wrong!" Melanie replied. "First of all, they are called Macadamia nuts. They are very 
special and very expensive, Fiona. They are definitely not meant for feeding to the birdies. 
They are for eating."
     "Yes, they are for my tummy; right?" she corrected herself, "and I like them with lots of 
chocolate all over! Hmmm! .... And then we'll go back to that beach where we get pushed over 
by the waves," she added. "That was fun!"
     I could almost hear the sound of the surf behind Fiona's words. I could hear its rhythm, its 
cycle of washing onto shore and flowing back again. I remembered the day when we were 
bodysurfing. I even heard the surf splashing against the rocks at the far end of the beach where 
the sand ended. Only those splashes sounded more 'hollow' than crisp. They sounded like 
water hitting the side of a boat!
     The thought of a boat woke me. I sat up. I looked around and almost cried. I was on a boat 
after all. The holocaust had happened. Being on the boat, running away from the holocaust, 
that was the reality. This Hell was the real world and Vancouver a dream. I looked up. Above 
me were those sails I had seen before, and the same puffy white clouds that I had watched 
pursuing each other across the sky.
     When I fully realized what had happened, I stood up, stretched myself and stood beside 
Jennie who was still at the helm.
     "Did you have a nice sleep?" she asked.



     "Oh, I slept beautifully," I told her.
     She smiled and showed me what Igor had taught her about sailing while I slept.
     "I believe I had one of the nicest dreams in all my life," I said. "I dreamed I was in 
Vancouver. Everything was clean and beautiful. I met everyone there. Frank, Melanie, you, 
and the children had all come out to the airport to meet me. Then we went out for supper, to 
The Roof. I tell you, it was absolutely great seeing everyone again. During supper we talked 
about Hawaii. The kids became excited about it. While they talked, it all came back to me. I 
remembered our holiday. I could even hear the surf rushing up onto the sand. That's how I 
woke up. The noise came from waves hitting the side of the boat!"
     "Oh, I envy you. I wish I could dream like that!" Jennie replied.
     "Indeed, it was a beautiful dream. It was grand except for one thing. Something was 
lacking. I missed that wonderfully close feeling that has developed between us. At one point, 
before we ordered our meal, I asked you if you preferred steak or fish, and I said something to 
you about the 'Right Fish.' You reacted as if you had never heard the phrase before. Your 
reaction was great in that it confirmed that the disaster hadn't happened. But it also hurt 
deeply, because something that I had come to value tremendously, suddenly had never been. 
Did you know how unattractive you could be as a 'married' woman? And look at you now! I 
felt such a great loss when all of this was denied. I should have realized right there and then, 
that the whole thing was a dream."
     Jennie didn't answer. She gave me a kiss instead, and asked me if I would take the helm. 
She went to the front of the boat and stood there, and looked out onto the sea.

     Late in the afternoon Igor got up and announcing that it would be time for a snack soon. I 
nodded, and told him about my dream.
     "You are a dreamer, indeed," he replied with a grin, adding, "but so am I. You practically 
told me the very thing when I came out of that bank-vault yesterday with my pockets stuffed 
full of money. That money is worthless, you know. Our being rich is a dream, nothing more."
     "It better not be," I replied, "we may need this for food, and began to laugh."
     "How much do you have?" he asked him.
     "About 20K in American and Canadian bills."
     "Only a fool will give us anything for this," Igor grinned. "It's worthless. The moment that 
those bombs exploded the world-financial order ceased to exist. This money represents a claim 
against an economy that no longer exists on the face of the planet. America has ceased to exist. 
Canada has ceased to exist. You saw the mushroom clouds. You know about the poisonous 
radiation they lofted into the atmosphere. You also know that this poison gets carried east by 
the wind. The fallout from it is expected to rain down over the eastern half. It will likely poison 
the entire area from Montreal south the Philadelphia, and from Chicago eastward to the 
Atlantic coast. This means, a hundred million people will die. They may flee to the South or 
just remain and die from radiation poisoning. The infrastructures don't exist which would be 
needed to evacuate a hundred million people to Europe. A few people may survive. Maybe a 
million people might manage to escape, if that. The rest with remain bottled up on the North 
American continent and stay there and die. If an economy looses its workers, its production 
facilities, its power infrastructue, it too, will die. When this happens the food production 



industry also becomes fatally disrupted, and likewise the transportation industry and its 
infrastructures. As a consequence, many millions of people will die throughout the United 
States and Canada. They will die from hunger and from gunshots when desperate mobs go on 
plundering rampages looking for things to eat. The point is, when this happens to the biggest 
economy in the world, all financial portfolios around the world become worthless. When a 
people's trust in the system goes out the window, even the strongest currencies in the world 
may no longer be negotiable, especially the two American currencies which no longer 
represent a living economy."
     "Do you know what you are saying?" I asked Igor. "You are telling me that everything that 
has been stolen from the world-economy, by which the world-economy has been destroyed 
over the last few decades, has become worthless."
     Igor nodded. "Some bitter irony this is!" he added a while later. "But let's face it," he said, 
"all the world's fancy dreams of financial riches that were stolen out of the living economy 
have never been more than dreams to begin with. Only now, the little that was still real in 
economic terms, went to hell with the rest of it."
     "Then, tell me, what was this holocaust for?" I asked again.
     "My friend, you can't think too many steps ahead," Igor grinned. "The manipulators of the 
world have this problem too, except they can see a bit farther than you do. They knew that the 
financial bubble was overdrawn, and that the whole structure of artificial values was about to 
disintegrate anyway. This means they had to do something to restage the world in their favor. 
If they had done nothing the big nation-states of the world would have put the financial 
system through bankruptcy reorganization the moment that its bubble popped. In this case the 
global financial empires would have lost out dearly. Thefore they had tried to destroy the 
nation states by breaking them up, but this didn't go fast enough, Paul, compared to the 
breakdown within the financial system. So, they resorted to an ugly game of starting small 
wars all over the place, but this too, proved to be futile. My guess is that they started this 
holocaust to eradicate the USA as an economic, moral, and military power, in order to be able 
to control the rest of the world. Their greatest fear must have been that China, Russia, India, 
and the USA combine to become a giant economic development block. If this had happened 
their feudal empire would have been finished for all times to come. They couldn't let this 
happen. They probably sacrificed America and the mighty dollar before they would loose 
everything."
     "Then I was right when I told Jack that this holocaust was staged for a purpose," I said 
astonished. It was a mere guess on my part. "I had said this to prevent Jack from destroying 
himself with guilt," I said to Igor.
     "This was organized from London," Igor said quietly. "I heard somebody boast about such a 
plan during the last chess tournament that was hosted by the city of London. I had brushed 
this talk aside then, as a sick fantasy. Apparently it was real. They boasted that any empire 
with enough financial resources could create itself the needed political infrastructures to 
control a country. They said this would be especially easy if they can throw the targeted 
country into economic and political chaos, as they did in the case of Russia."
     Igor paused and looked at me, searching for words with which to explain the worst. "I bet 
the entire operation that created this holocaust was controlled, financed, and supervised out of 



London, right down to the target selection," he said. He spoke very quietly. "At least this is 
what they had boasted about in London, that they could do. All this came up during a table 
conversation at the victory dinner for the tournament."
     "Did you win the tournament?" Jennie asked. She had overheard our conversation.
     He shook his head. "Both of my opponents were able to see one move further than I could. I 
lost to both of them. I can only see things five moves in advance."
     "I'm sorry I asked," Jennie replied.
     "No, don't be sorry. I was proud to be able to play against the best in the world and come 
that close to holding my own. That's a tremendous achievement. This, however, cannot be said 
about the people who arranged this holocaust. Their shortsightedness, in spite of their ability 
to see many steps in advance, may have killed the empire this time, which they would save, 
together with a hundred million innocent people. Unfortunately, this aspect won't bother 
them. The way they spoke, they have no empathy for people anyway."

     Igor's revelation took our appetite away. None of us asked for snacks after this, or tea. 
Somewhat embarrassed by it all, Igor dropped the subject and gave both of us a few more 
pointers on sailing, and another lesson on how to set up the wind vane. He paid special 
attention to Jennie while explaining the tricky parts. It was easy to see that he loved being close 
her, and it was lovely to see this unfolding affection. It was also obvious that he wanted to kiss 
her, but could not bring himself to do it. It was as if he was afraid of being close to her. Also, 
being completely alone with her for no specific purpose made him uncomfortable as far as I 
could tell.

     One day, when the sailing lessons were concluded he cautiously started to talk about 
marriage, especially after he ran out of interesting things to say about sailboats and riggings 
and which side of the ship is starboard and port. I tried to avoid the subject. I felt that he 
resented my being close to Jennie as if a married man had no right to that.
     I replied something about this being a stranglehold on life. "If marriage confines two people 
exclusively to each other, what have they got?" I asked him. "It should be considered immoral 
when two people unite, only to imprison each other." I hoped that this paradox would end the 
subject. In a way it did. What ended his interest in the subject for the moment, however, was 
not the subject itself, but his hunger for food.
     "Come, let's get dinner ready," he said, pointing toward the galley. "You still haven't shown 
me where everything is that we 'bought' in Tofino."
     He was thoroughly surprised when I showed him our provisions. Jennie and I had filled the 
boat up with provisions while he had been busy making it seaworthy. The entire front cabin 
was filled with provisions, from the floor to the ceiling. The heavy items were placed on the 
floor, the lighter ones on top.
     "Oh my God, we can live like kings for months to come," he remarked with astonishment. 
His face lit up more as he searched through our boxes of canned goods. "We'll have three 
quarters of that left over, possibly more!"
     "Didn't you tell us to bring enough food for three months?" I asked him.
     "Three weeks, I told you," he said, "not three months."



     "What does it matter anyway?" said Jennie, as she came down. "The boat is meant to carry 
eight people; we are only three. So weight isn't a problem. The food was sitting on the shelves 
with no one there to use it. So what's the big fuss about? We may depend on this extra food 
some day."
     Actually, we had more than just extra food. We had dozens of cans of fish, vegetables, fruit, 
enough pancake mix to last for a year, and jars and jars of jam and peanut butter, baking 
supplies of all description, and a whole lot of spices. We had eighteen large bags of flour, lots 
of sugar, milk powder, rice, macaroni, and an entire flat of tomato sauce cans, to say nothing of 
pizza mixes, cake mixes of all sorts, even a giant bag of smoked Salami, and an entire crate of 
chocolate bars.
     "Maybe we took a bit much," said Jennie.
     One thing was sure, we wouldn't starve for a long time. We also brought a large supply of 
soaps, detergents, paper towels, and rolls and rolls of toilet paper. And to top the pile off, we 
had dragged a Coleman stove along, and cans of gasoline in case the on-board stove wouldn't 
work.
     "What did you think we had to make three trips to the store for?" I asked Igor.
     He shrugged his shoulders. "You guys are all right," he said. While he had been busy 
carrying diesel fuel to the boat, Jennie and I had filled the entire forward cabin with whatever 
we could find in the supermarket. What Igor didn't know, was that we also used the storage 
lockers under the bunks in the rear to distribute the heavy stuff.
     Igor suggested that, whoever felt bored in the long afternoons, should go down and sort the 
mess out and get things put away properly. He said we should start, beginning the next day.

     The dinner that we cooked that night was a great feast for a true celebration. We celebrated 
our freedom from being tied to the holocaust. In order to make the dinner it into something 
special, we had planned it as a gala event.
     All three of us worked for two hours getting the dinner ready. The preparations were 
finished about an hour before sunset, and the dinner itself lasted for two hours, until the sun 
was just down. We had 'borrowed' a big roast from the store at Tofino, and a lot of fresh 
vegetables that had to be used up, and a lot of potatoes that wouldn't keep forever. Naturally, 
the fresh food had to be eaten in a hurry. Since the batteries were dead, the ship's refrigerator 
didn't work. The problem was that we couldn't find any way to light the pilot. The fridge was 
one of those modern, automatic, computer controlled gizmos that are totally useless in a 
primitive environment.
     Our dinner, however, wasn't primitive. It was a feast. We had roast beef with gravy, new 
potatoes, and Yorkshire Pudding. Dessert was furnished, not from a tin can, but by virtue of 
our overflowing fresh fruit basket. We even had a modest wine cellar in the engine room. It 
furnished the crowning touch to our celebration. We celebrated our 'glorious escape' from the 
fallout stricken world.
     Those were Igor's words, with which he proposed a toast to our good health, our survival, 
and the very best of luck in finding our families again.
     The feast was indeed a celebration. Perhaps we all celebrated in our own way. I couldn't 
help but think about what Jennie had said the night before, concerning the woman by the pool 



with her baby. This feast seemed infinitely more than just a meal. The roast beef, the way it 
was prepared, the way it was served, was really a major miracle on a cosmic scale. Jennie was 
right, the earth is so rich in beauty, in intricately lovely things, which I had to admit I had been 
blind to all my life. How much I had taken for granted without appreciating it! How much I 
had taken Jennie for granted! I looked at her across the table. She smiled back at me, and 
commented that having dinner at sea was a rather romantic affair. I agreed, but I wondered if 
she realized what worlds upon worlds this included.
     One of those worlds was that of fine clothing. We had also stocked up on clothing in Tofino, 
though Jennie didn't wear any of that during the celebration. She wore her black velvet jacket 
again, and I still preferred my old uniform when the occasion was formal. It seemed we all like 
the familiar. Igor wore the brightly colored Hawaiian shirt that he loved. Perhaps we were 
afraid to be too daring with the new clothes we had brought. Was it right to introduce a 
strange new dimension into the celebration? What if we didn't measure up in each other's 
eyes? I noticed that Jennie wore her pink coral necklace that I had bought for her in Kahuluie. 
No doubt I had done right, in buying it. It had remained to be a momento of our last day there, 
or our last day in the Old World that had been even then fast fading away.
     After dinner, however, as if by common agreement, one by one, we slipped into more 
comfortable attire; such as slacks, sweaters; Igor found a steel blue silk shirt and a golden 
yellow vest. We had raided this ghost town well. I wondered, as I browsed through our spoils, 
how many years would go by before the area would be inhabitable again. I found a nice 
woolly pair of exercise pants that I had set aside earlier and put away neatly into our clothes 
closet, together with an all-wool sweater that matched Jennie's.
     "Are you happy?" I asked Jennie when I poured her more wine later on. The new clothes 
somehow matched this New World of small spaces, wood paneling, and mellow light from 
our oil lamp. Jennie looked at me and smiled. She seemed relaxed. I didn't need to have asked 
that question. What a change had come over her, since the day we ate our ice cream together 
under the Banyan tree. It had been a tense night that night before driving back to the airport! 
At one point during the conversation that unfolded now in the atmosphere of ease, Igor raised 
his glass, as before, for a toast. "Let's drink to our friendship!" he said.
     I said, "Thanks Igor, that was well spoken." We all drank. Still, I wondered what his 
interpretation of friendship might be. "I love you both," he said, commenting on his toast. "You 
are very precious friends to me. I know we've just met, yet I feel we have known each other for 
a long time."
     We both thanked him. I never doubted his sincerity. I only felt sorry for Jennie. He was 
constantly around her, trying to talk to her, trying to please her. He didn't give her the 'space' 
that was due to her. And when she did meet him half way, he shied back and became silent for 
a while. Why did he torture himself and Jennie who tried hard not to let her disdain be 
noticed. To break the train of this tension, I proposed a toast also. "Let's drink to a safe journey 
home, for Igor, to the Soviet Union," I said.
     We all drank to that with the same sincerity as we had to Igor's toast. And then, there were 
several more toasts proposed, until we put our heavy coats on and went out on deck with our 
glasses to watch the rest of the sunset. There was hardly anything left to be seen by this time.
     Jennie and I washed the dishes while Igor re-checked his navigation and the setting of the 



wind vane. Eventually he went to bed. His shift at the helm started at 2 AM.
     Jennie and I went back outside, while Igor slept. This was my shift at the helm. All that 
anyone had to do was to watch out for other boats and verify periodically that the wind hadn't 
changed direction. We had made a miniature wind hose out one of Jennie's stocking and tied it 
to the railing, since our electronic indicators didn't work. Actually, this makeshift indicator 
didn't work that well either in the dark. There was just enough light to see the horizon and the 
caps of the waves, but not the dark stocking. Still, it was beautiful in the dark. Some stars were 
visible, and a tiny sliver of moon stood high above the scattered clouds.
     We talked about my dream again. Jennie said she wished she would have one just like it. 
"Only dreaming makes the reality so much harder to deal with, afterwards," she added.
     "And does it solve anything?" I interrupted her. "When I awoke that first afternoon from my 
wonderful dream, I had to deal with that dreadful feeling of separation all over again."
     "You're right," she agreed. "Frank told me once, 'dreaming never solves anything. It gives 
you that boxed in feeling. You know what I mean. It boxes you in, rather than showing a way 
out.'"
     I suggested to her that Frank must be a very deep feeling person. I had been friends with 
him for seven years, but now, listening to Jennie, it struck me that I hadn't known him at all.
     She said that Frank had told her at one point that life wasn't a tea party. It begins with 
agony and is moved along by it! He told her that without a painstaking, conscious choosing, 
pondering, and experiencing, one's existence degenerates into a dull silent suffering that 
accepts all fears and beliefs as unalterable facts.
     I watched the moon's reflection on the water, while she spoke. She was right! I thought. The 
scene of the world had become that of a giant tea party, all trapped within the stupor of 
pleasant illusions, inconsequential pursuits, meaningless 'small talk,' and artificial niceties. 
Nobody dared anymore to step out of line. Everyone was inter-married by virtue of a 
universal rule that governed everyone's life and allowed no one to move. Nobody had 
ventured to leave the festive surroundings and stick his neck out into the real world.
     I could see our world in this; its nuclear deterrence a self-imposed stagnation; a silent 
suffering; a religion that labels intelligence treason; a moral blindness that discourages 
compassion, that calls frustrations bliss.
     Jennie smiled when I told her what I thought. "Oh, indeed," she replied, "if people only 
realized what a deceitful game deterrence is! It redefines 'suffering' as livable and demands 
that the world agrees!"
     "But I will never agree!" I said. "I'm a rebel, a villain to turn the bliss of their tea party into 
gnashing of teeth for the good of the human race."
     Jennie began to laugh. "That you are indeed!"
     "We both are," I added. "We are daring adventurers, roving elephants in the china shop of 
conventionality. I love you Jennie, and I love to make love to you. Maybe sex isn't the zenith of 
existence, maybe there is more, but I want to have all there is, and don't want to deny 
anything. I want to have beautiful adventures with you. Sex can become a series of adventures 
when it becomes a part of life instead of a way of life. It can open horizons!"
     She grinned but didn't say anything.
     "That's a totally unconventional view, isn't it?" I carried on. "The very thought of it is an 



adventure in itself. There is movement in this! There is no tea party here!"
     Here she laughed again. "It was never that, Paul, not on Maui, anyway!" Then she began to 
grin. "Did you know that our sharing at Papakeea was basically lesbian in nature for you? You 
were exploring a rarely acknowledged side of your being, the female in you, which you may 
never have dared to accept."
     Here I grinned. "That's what I said to you in the shuttle, on the way to Honolulu, when I put 
your necklace on you. Didn't I say that it is a present for a most beautiful female who brings 
out the female in me? Isn't that what I said? Life is an adventure of moments strung together. 
Your necklace is made of jewels strung together to form an endless seeming chain."

     We talked a great deal about adventures that night, about daring feats, mountain climbing, 
sailing, risking treason, risking peace! In this fashion our night together wore on quickly. 
Before we knew it, my shift at the helm had come to an end. The shift change was signaled by 
a soft melody coming from my wristwatch at alarm time. It was Igor's turn, now, at the helm. 
This meant that I could get even. But I didn't want to wake him, not so soon. "Let's give him 
another hour," I said to Jennie and cuddled up to her, much closer than before.
     She agreed with me, with a kiss.
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