


Oh what a joy when loved ones are found
 that were deemed lost forever,

 and what great sadness
 when the path to them is blocked!
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The House of the Sun

     Our voyage to Hawaii was not the holiday it started out to be. The weather changed. Strong 
winds stirred the sea. The waves lifted themselves into mountains. Showers of spray swept 
across the boat. There were days when seasickness overcame us. But there were also other 
days, the kind one remembers fondly, days of excitement, when we struggled to keep the boat 
trimmed, riding the surf of a traveling wave.
     Igor's expertise as a sailor proved invaluable. Without him, I wouldn't have dared go 
anywhere, much less crossing the ocean. Then Jack would have been right that it is too scary to 
venture onto the open waters in an 'apple crate,' especially when the weather is rough. And 
rough it became, brutally rough, so much so that Igor himself questioned the wisdom of 
having undertaken the voyage. In those situations, it helped to remind us that this was in fact 
not a pleasure cruise, but a desperate attempt to save our life.
     The same precariousness prevailed in the end in regard to our navigational skills. Our 
instruments, the only ones that were working, were an old compass that was no longer water 
tight, and a sextant. Working with them was like stepping back into a bygone age, - a giant 
step away from gyros, satellite navigation, and computer assisted orientation systems. Sure, I 
had used the sextant once, back in school, briefly. But that was years ago, and then only for 
fun, never for any serious navigation. This time our life depended on it. If we were only a few 
degrees out we would miss the islands and sail past them. Igor and I remembered vaguely 
how a sextant worked, the rest we had to figure out for ourselves.
     Under these circumstances Igor and I spent many pleasant hours working together. We 
plotted the day's course from where we thought we were, adjusted the wind-vane, guessed a 
great deal about everything, and boldly went forward.
     Apart from navigation, we faced another great uncertainty. Would the islands still be a 
place of refuge for us, or be another hell. We had no radio on board, and no TV. We had been 
isolated from the world for three weeks. So much could have happened in those three weeks 
while we were at sea. Three weeks are like an eternity in an age when continents can be wiped 
out in the time of a lunch break.

     On the morning we sighted land, or rather Igor did. I had already felt that we might have 
the missed the tiny group of islands that were mere specs on the map. Upon seeing land we 
declared a day of celebration. It happened quite early during Igor's midnight to morning 
watch in the early dawn. Almost unnoticeable in the distance, two tiny humps appeared. One 
appeared a little larger than the other. Igor came running down to us, to wake us up. "Hurrah, 
hurrah!" he shouted.
     I tried to figure out what was driving him.
     "I can see the islands! We've made it!" he yelled.
     My first thought was one of relief that our navigation had been correct. Then, within 



moments, a wave of excitement came over me. I was on deck like a shot. The sleepiness 
vanished at an instant. The sky was totally clear. I felt a feeling of gratitude that the weather 
had cleared at this essential moment, because the two humps were not in line with our 
projected route. Had the storm continued, we might not have seen the islands and might have 
indeed passed them by, almost within 'touching' distance. Igor handed me the binoculars. "My 
God, the volcanoes!" I exclaimed. I gave the glasses to Jennie.
     "It's a beautiful, beautiful sight," she remarked.
     Her comment was totally on the mark. It was a beautiful sight. Out there, now in front of us, 
was the confirmation of our hopes. We had expected to see those two humps. We figured the 
volcanoes should be visible from a great distance on an ideal day. We had hoped for an ideal 
day. We began cheering each other after each had a look, and kept on peering through 
binoculars time and time again. The weeks of apprehension were history now!
     The main question, however, remained unanswered. Would the islands still be inhabitable? 
Would they be safe? Our progress was painfully slow that morning. The sea was calm. The 
storm of the day before had dissipated. We couldn't expect an early resolution to this vital 
concern. A half an hour later the sun emerged behind us. It flooded the sea with its mellow 
light. Now the two humps stood out somewhat brighter, but not bigger.
     Since we were up now, and wide-awake, Igor announced that it should be breakfast time. 
Well, we agreed. This was probably the earliest breakfast we'd had on our entire voyage. It 
seemed fitting though, to celebrate this beginning of a new epoch with a hearty meal in the 
freshness of dawn, immersed in the bright morning sunshine of a new day. We were 
celebrating our second arrival in paradise!
     In tune with such a momentous occasion, we didn't just have breakfast, but a feast, 
complete with Caviar, wine, and hugging one another out of sheer excitement, gazing through 
binoculars....
     Now and then, one or the other would scan the islands for signs of life. Still, it wasn't until 
many hours had past that we could reasonably assume that the islands had not been 
destroyed. Igor said at one point he was sure he saw sugar cane fields.
     The discovery that the islands were safe gave rise to more jubilation. Lunch became a feast, 
with cheese, home made bread and all sorts of fancy trimmings. All the 'good' stuff that we 
had saved was brought out. At least this one thing was certain, regardless of what the state of 
the world was, there was a refuge left that had been spared the torch of destruction.

     The sun stood already low when we passed through the narrow channel flanked by Maui, 
Molokai, and Lanai at the far side. And under the last rays of the setting sun we laid anchor 
into the coral near Papakeea. The greatest journey in our life was over! We had come full circle. 
We were back where we had started out on one last desperate mission that had accomplished 
nothing for humanity. Only we, ourselves, became greatly enriched by it.
     Igor volunteered to stay on board while Jennie and I paddled our rubber dinghy to shore to 
investigate. We encountered a few people on the beach. They didn't seem to take note of us. 
Our next task was to determine if McTaggert's apartment was still ours. Jennie decided to row 
the dinghy back away from shore, after I disembarked, in order to keep it safe. It turned out 
that this had been unnecessary. Not a thing had changed on the island as far as I could make 



out. The people I met were as friendly, or as grumpy, as they had always been. Our apartment 
was still ours. A musty odor pervaded its stale air. The pound cake that we left on the table 
had dried and become moldy. The main thing was that the apartment hadn't been taken over 
by hoards of refugees.
     How lucky I felt that we had this lovely place to come back to. I ran back to the beach as fast 
as I could. Jennie's face lit up when I told her.
     We traded places. Then we rowed back together to Igor and set sail for Lahina harbor.
     It was already dark when we arrived, but not dark enough for us to realize that all the 
docking spaces were taken. There were boats everywhere. After much looking around, asking 
questions and some begging, we were given permission by a few boat owners to tie the Mary 
Q up in front of their jetties, effectively blocking everyone's exit. The Harbormaster didn't like 
the idea. We pleaded with him to let us stay, or to find us a better spot. We even offered to 
pay, and pay him well. He just laughed, in an unkind way. He told us to keep the money. He 
said it isn't worth the paper it was printed on. Grudgingly, though, he allowed us to stay.
     After we left his office, Jennie suggested that I should have telephoned home. "If Frank and 
Melanie are alive, they would be at your place in Denver," she said to me, "wouldn't they? At 
the very least they would have left a message on your phone recorder."
     Ashamed, I had to admit that I hadn't thought of it in the excitement of coming home to the 
islands.
     Jennie shook her head. "I hadn't thought about it myself, until now."
     "You said there's a telephone at the Harbormaster's office?" said Igor as we walked back to 
the Mary Q. "Why don't we go back right now, maybe he'll let us use it."
     "That old grouch! ...After what happened just now, Igor! Not in a million years will he let us 
use his phone," I said, "especially not for a long distance call." I must admit, I dreaded the 
thought of going back and facing him again. I was ashamed to beg once more, after we had 
just finished insulting the old sailor with an intended bribe.
     "Just go!" said Igor, "what have you got to lose?"
     "It would be worth a try," Jennie agreed. "Hasn't the man bent the rules already in our favor 
in allowing us to stay? Isn't this an indication that he's willing to forgive and forget?"
     Reluctantly I went back to his office: "The phone? Certainly you may use the phone," he 
replied. I had told him why we were so desperate to make the call. But when I mentioned that 
it was Denver I wanted to get to; his face changed. He mumbled something about this being 
impossible. He told us to sit tight and wait. He went into the back room behind his desk, a 
storeroom as far as I could make out. He didn't say why we should wait. Moments later he 
came back with the worn out page of an old newspaper.
     "Here, read this!" he said, as he handed me the paper and went quietly back to his desk.
     The heat in the office was oppressive, even at night, in spite of the open window. The page 
was from a local paper. It contained a map of the USA. The map was overlaid with a large gray 
band that extended from the Northwest all the way south to Texas, and north to 
Newfoundland. It covered the entire East Coast. I recognized the map immediately. I had seen 
such a map once before, outlining the Mt. St. Helens ash fall. Except, this one went further 
south. I was about to say that we already knew, but there was something else that caught my 
attention. A headline above it foretold a grim story that was explained in the text below: '100 



million homeless, 14 million dead, 100 million trapped in a poisoned world.' The figures were 
gruesome. Also, the paper was nearly three weeks old.
     I stared at the map, at the headline, at the sailor, in total disbelief. The gray band extended 
across Colorado, across nearly all of it. It suddenly took on new meaning! "Do you see now 
why it is impossible to phone anyone in Denver?" said the sailor as he saw me staring at the 
map.
     I remembered the option I had been given when I phoned Honolulu that night. I could have 
flown missions in the East. That's what the coordinator had meant! My God, the whole country 
had become a poisoned land that needed to be evacuated, not just a city or two!
     The text beneath the map described that a 25-megaton blast over the nuclear-sub-base near 
Seattle. The paper said that all the forests and towns in the immediate seventy mile radius 
spontaneously ignited. The burning forest became all-consuming fire. Within minutes the 
burning forests became uprooted by the supersonic shock waves. They became fiery 
projectiles. The paper compared the blast to that of a much smaller test explosion in the 1950s 
in which eighty million tones of earth were evaporated. An entire island had been vaporized 
by that blast, leaving a crater a mile wide and almost two hundred feet below sea level.
     The paper said that the giant blast that eradicated the nuclear submarine base had triggered 
many of the nuclear warheads aboard the submarines stationed there, and in storage facilities, 
resulting in a giant 500-megaton explosion that sent shock waves through the San Andreas 
Fault. The shock waves had set off earthquakes as far away as South America. San Francisco 
had been totally destroyed. The big quake that had been anticipated for decades had erupted 
and virtually wiped San Francisco off the map. Los Angeles escaped the brunt with being just 
partly damaged. In the North, entire counties of Oregon and California were turned into 
rubble. 
      The paper also described the smaller nuclear blasts, the ones that erased the Hanford 
Engineer Works at Pasco where quantities of reactor fuel were stored and re-processed, where 
Plutonium was being manufactured for America's nuclear weapons programs. Everything 
there had been evaporated and carried east in the high altitude jet streams. The paper quoted 
scientists estimating that over a billion tines of earth, metals, and nuclear materials were 
evaporated and injected into the stratosphere, where it condensed and fell back to earth as 
invisible and highly poisonous dust that was tasteless and odorless. Most of the fallout, 
however, was eventually carried east by the jet streams. And this too, apparently, was only a 
part of the story.
     I laid the paper down. I couldn't bear anymore. Without speaking I passed the paper to 
Jennie. She glanced at it and immediately gave it to Igor.
     After a while the old sailor came to me. "They've all been moved to the South," he said, "but 
don't expect to find your friends there. It's chaos down there. All industries have stopped, 
commerce has halted, and the needs of people have become staggering. All the crops in the 
north have been poisoned. There is nothing to eat anywhere in the US. The US is forced to ask 
an already hungry world to share its food, and this with no currency of any value to pay for it. 
The dollar is dead, gone with the wind!" he said; "In fact the US has ceased to exist as a viable 
nation, much less than a world power. We have become beggars."



     I always found it hard to imagine a world in which the US had never existed. Now such a 
thing was becoming reality. Had the US never existed, no Statue of Liberty would have been 
build, Hitler might rule mankind with his iron fist. Who knows what industries, forms of 
commerce, financial structures and technological advances, might never have appeared on the 
human scene. Man might have never walked on the moon, and never have produced multiple 
warhead missiles. Nuclear explosives might never have been invented... I felt ill.
     "The real holocaust hasn't yet begun," said the sailor. "People will die by the tens of millions 
once hunger takes over and becomes extreme. Millions more will die because of a lack of 
housing, and through secondary effects, such as violence. Just consider the task of finding 
housing for 200 million refugees, crowded together in a very small area of the country, with 
many of then becoming ill from radiation poisoning. They'll have to live in cars, trucks, sewers, 
under bridges, in offices and warehouses, and eat anything that is green or looks remotely 
edible. Imagine the chaos that is bound to result when you add to such a scene two hundred 
million handguns."
     "Chaos is a mild word," I muttered.
     "I heard that Western Europe and Russia have pledged to take as many refugees as can be 
transported," said the sailor. "Also many shiploads are on the way to the islands. Rumors have 
it that they are already starving on board of the ships. That's what we have to look forward to," 
he said. He spoke with a slightly British accent.
     All I could do was shake my head.
     "What I told you is a pittance," he said, "compared to the overall size of the problem."
     I looked at the old sailor with a blank stare, thinking of Melanie and the children.
     "We've been lucky out here," he said. "The flood of refugees hasn't reached us yet."
     Obviously he didn't know about the airlift, or the airlift hadn't continued long enough to 
overcrowd the islands.
     "Just wait until those ships come in," he added, "then look out! It's hard to evacuate a whole 
city, but to evacuate an entire continent, that's an entirely different thing. The way I see it, I 
think it can't really be done at all. This makes those from the highest risk area the luckiest 
devils of them all, because they got out while there was still space in the world. Just wait until 
the ships get here from the mainland, then remember what I said. That's when our paradise 
turns into hell."
     We both shuddered at the thought. I thanked him, handing him his newspaper back and 
returned to the boat. Earlier I had thought of getting some ice cream, but now without money 
being accepted, that would be hard to do. Anyway, I didn't feel like having ice cream after 
that. I was too shocked. I wished Jennie had never thought of phoning home.

     We went straight to bed that night. It had been a long day for us. But no one could sleep. I 
twisted and turned. I probably kept the others awake. I wondered again and again what might 
have happened to Frank and Melanie and the children. Maybe they went to New Mexico, to 
Melanie's mother? And if they had managed to get there, would they be safe? How could 
anyone tell anything? And then, how would any of the officials know in the recipient countries 
at which concentration plutonium fallout, carried on people's clothing, becomes dangerous? 
The concentration that might be regarded as harmless by one official, might be regarded as 



deadly by another, and how would they react to that? And again, if Melanie and the kids were 
only slightly contaminated, would they die afterwards, years later, like so many Japanese have 
died years after Hiroshima and Nagasaki? The questions tormented me immeasurably. It was 
impossible to sleep now.
     Will it ever be safe for anyone to return? I wondered. Can a government make such a 
decision? Can one believe those who make the rules? Do governments have even the right to 
decide? Even if it might seem reasonable according to the best possible scientific evaluation, 
there might be pockets of lethal radiation concentrated by the winds when loose fallout 
gathered into sheltered locations behind ledges, in courtyards, between buildings? Who can be 
certain to what extent the groundwater has not been polluted? It may be possible to monitor 
public water supply systems, but what about private wells? They might be clean today and 
poisonous tomorrow. In a similar way, who can tell which crops are safe to eat as the fallout 
danger decays? When will hunger drive people to take chances with questionable foods? And 
most of all, would our families be among them if they are still alive?
     It became clear that the longer I lay in bed, trying to sleep, the worse the questions would 
become. I even began to worry about us. I realized we had flown several times through 
polluted areas and could have come in contact with others who had been extremely 
contaminated. I also began to worry about the nightmares I felt I would certainly have if I did 
go to sleep.
     I felt much relieved when the others decided to forgo sleeping and do something 
productive. Our most urgent task was to take the boat back to Papakeea and unload our stores 
of unused food. Everyone agreed that this was best done under the cover of darkness. Since no 
one could sleep anyway, we set sail right away, long before midnight, back to Papakeea.
     "How long do you think it will be till the refugee ships arrive?" asked Jennie.
     "A few days," said Igor, "a few weeks at the most." He shook his shoulders.
     "Hopefully they won't come until we can find out where our families are," I added quietly. 
"We may need a whole week for this, or perhaps more."
     "More than two weeks!" Igor added. He also said he would try to contact his Father in 
Russia, the first chance he had.

     We unloaded all of our food that night. We did it quietly and as fast as we could. It seemed 
suddenly important to get this done in the dark, and to be back at the harbor before dawn so 
that we wouldn't lose our spot. As it was, we made it back just before the sky began to turn 
orange. Nobody asked in the morning where we had been.
     We slept on board until noon that day. Tired from the hard work, I was finally able to sleep. 
Still, as expected, intense nightmares began. I was glad to be wakened when Igor called.
     Drowsy, I stumbled on deck and said good morning in a grumpy, discouraged, tone. Igor 
and Jennie had sandwiches prepared. I munched them down quickly. The only thing that 
seemed to matter this morning, that was all I could think of, was to get to the store which the 
sailor had told me off, that he said carried computer listings of displaced persons. We 
practically ran there. But the lists yielded nothing of interest to us.
     Disappointed we returned and took the boat out once more, to Papakeea, to unload our 
clothing and the rest of our gear. However, before we left, I was able to make a deal with the 



Harbormaster. He agreed to make room for us at his own jetty in return for allowing him to 
lease our boat out to a reliable native family for fishing, for which he would get a percentage of 
the catch. We, too, would get some, which promised to provide us with an extra 'income.' To 
seal the deal, a package of pancake mix and two tins of cooked ham, which we had kept on the 
boat for supper, changed hands. He also offered to trade our share of the fish, if there was 
more than we needed, for the occasional use of his car. He said he owned a gas station, and 
would rather have it run dry now, before the island became crowded with refugees. "If there's 
no gas left," he said, "then no one is likely to put bullets into me for some lousy gasoline."
     I was pleased with the arrangement. Contrary to our first encounter, a genuine friendship 
appeared to be in the making. Our boat seemed reasonably safe in his hands, now that he had 
a vested interest in it. The arrangement suited us in another way, too, in that it satisfied our 
most urgent need for transportation. Somewhere on this island, there would have to be more 
up-to-date refugee lists.
     I think it was this hope, more that anything else, which made us decide to stay on Maui for 
as long as we did. I was prepared to stay on until the first refugee boats from the mainland 
arrived, just in case they brought some more complete lists.

     Jennie remained at Papakeea while Igor and I took the boat back to Lahina. We walked 
home from there. The distance wasn't much by car, but walking was different, especially along 
the beach. The sand was soft. Luckily the weather was great, so that the walking was rather 
enjoyable. The afternoon sun was bright over the water. A cool breeze came in from the ocean.
     Igor didn't say much at first. Still, by his smile it was plain to see that he enjoyed himself. 
After a while he began to talk about his home in Russia, the Ural Mountains, and about his 
parents. He said that he hoped to stay with us for a while, until his return to Russia could be 
arranged. "If you don't mind me crowding in," he added.
     "That's not a problem," I assured him. "You aren't crowding us. You're welcome to stay for 
as long as you like," I said and reached my hand out to him, for a handshake.
     He smiled as we shook hands. He wasn't one for smiling too much. He grinned when things 
were funny, or else remained serious. But this time he did smile. "I hope I can repay you some 
day for the rescue you staged for me," he said.
     "Hey Igor, you've repaid us plenty in getting us back to Hawaii. Besides, whoever said 
anything about re-paying? What I did, I had to do. It was for ourselves, mostly."
     He shook his head. "In any case, I want to do something for you." He told me, he might be 
able to help us with our families. He said that his father is an influential man in Russia. He 
would surely be able to assist us once things became more normal.
     I thanked him for his kind offer, and assured him that he was welcome to stay even without 
this offer, and that I doubted that his father could do anything significant for us. "Nobody can 
help us in this," I said in a rather sad voice. "We have no choice but to keep looking for those 
computer listings and not give up hope." I also told him, that once we knew where our families 
were, then his father might be able to assist us in getting us to them. "But until then, Hawaii is 
as good as any place in the world, if not the best place," I said.
     "As soon as we know where they are, we will leave immediately," said Jennie. "We may 
even be able to sail you home to Russia along the way."



     "That wont be necessary," said Igor. He assured me, that once his father found out where he 
was, he would send a plane. "Then we won't need to worry about food anymore, or desperate 
people," he added.
     "Food isn't critical at the moment. We can last for months if we're careful." Still, I had to 
admit that the prospects of having to deal with desperate refugees frightened me. The shots I 
had heard at the airports were still too fresh in my mind. "These arriving, starving people don't 
have any roots on the islands. They wouldn't care whom they hurt or kill to get food. Violence 
will erupt."
     "How would you like to escape this menace altogether, and come with me to Russia, to the 
remaining part of the old Soviet Union?" Igor asked.
     I shook my head, then stopped momentarily and looked at him. "Would we face the same 
polarization there? We would be the strangers, outsiders with no connection to the nation or 
the land. We might be seen as intruders, as an American group living by American 
philosophies that they wouldn't trust. The least incident in the community where we would 
live, would be blamed on us."
     Igor shook his head. "I think our people will take some responsibility for the damage their 
country has done and make an effort to accommodate you."
     I shook my head again. "No Igor, it wouldn't be like that in practice. No holocaust in itself, 
no matter how cruel and unjust it might have been, can erase the underlying polarization that 
has caused it in the first place, fueled by decades of cold war no matter for what purpose it had 
been created."
     Igor agreed; "But you, personally, wouldn't have any problems," he argued. "You don't 
subscribe to any political philosophy to get caught up in this polarization," he grinned.
     "Thanks a lot," I said and punched him.
     "Hey, I really meant it!" he said. "You are both too smart to get involved in political games. 
Besides, you would be living on my father's ranch, which isn't the same as living in Moscow 
where everyone would be watching you."
     "Well!" I placed a hand on his shoulder and extended the other one for a handshake. 
"Maybe it might be all right living in Russia. Russia is probably one of the few places in the 
world where there is enough food at the moment, and enough room with reasonable security. 
It mightn't be all bad."
     "Thanks a lot," replied Igor and punched me back.
     "Ah, now we're even," I said.
     "Oh you," he grinned. "You just said that, because you have no real excuse for not wanting 
to come. Why don't you admit it? You're afraid you might like it there."
     He grinned again. He must have found the thought funny that the smart American airline 
captain couldn't be honest with himself on such a simple matter.
     One thing struck me as odd about his grinning. It didn't stop. For someone who usually 
finds it hard to smile, he did a lot of grinning during this walk along the beach. Of course, I 
should have guessed what lay behind it. At first he talked about his father's big house back at 
the ranch. "We can all stay there," he said. "We can all remain together. I would love you to 
come, Jennie too."
     We had come to a long stretch of lovely orange sand, at this point. No footprints had 



disturbed the surface. It was quiet there. We took our shoes off and waded through the edge of 
the surf. I looked at him. He still grinned.
     "You are deeply in love with Jennie," he remarked right out of the blue; "I can see that you 
are."
     I shouldn't have been surprised. "Now wait a minute!" I said. "Does our association bother 
you?" I hadn't made the connection yet, between this, and his invitation to come and live in 
Russia.
     "No," he said; "but I envy you...." He spoke quietly, drawing his foot through the sand. His 
food dug a narrow channel that was erased by the next wave.
     "I appreciate your honesty," I said, putting my arm around him in a gesture of friendship. I 
told him that I had long noticed his feelings for Jennie. After all, we had lived for three weeks 
together on a boat, in close contact with each other. "I know how you feel. I have eyes, I notice 
things."
     He blushed. "What I meant to say, Paul, is that I don't want be in competition with you," he 
said. "If we honestly respect one another, and each other's needs, there can't be any 
competition, right? But I don't want to loose you either, especially not Jennie."
     I motioned him to sit down for a minute. "Does Jennie mean that much to you?" I asked. 
     We made ourselves comfortable in the sand.
     He nodded, looking away from me. For a moment I didn't know what to say. We should 
have talked, but we didn't. He picked up a stick and began to draw on the sand. "Your 
friendship means as much to me as Jennie's," he added quietly. "I don't want to have to choose."
     Instead of talking about it, we sat beside each other mostly in silence. We sat there for half 
an hour, watching the breakers roll in.
     "If I were you," Igor came back in the end, "I would seriously consider moving as far away 
as possible from the North American continent. I know you will be tempted to go back. It 
would be the most natural thing to do, but it could be dangerous. Large quantities of 
plutonium were evaporated and might have settled on the ground almost everywhere. 
Plutonium 239 has a half-life of 24,000 years. It will take 48,000 years before its radioactivity 
has decayed to 25% of its present radiation level. If you go back, you face a nearly permanent 
and deadly pollution."
     He reminded me of the great difficulties the nuclear industry has in finding repositories for 
radioactive waste that will keep the stuff out of circulation for the tens of thousands of years it 
will take for it to become harmless. "Except, now the stuff is spread all over the countryside."
     It genuinely worried him that Jennie or I would some day risk our life in going back there. I 
was flattered by this concern. I hugged him before we got going again. "I didn't know you 
cared for us that much," I said. "It's mostly for Jennie's sake, isn't it?" I added.
     He shrugged his shoulders; "You tell me."
     I couldn't answer to that. He had to find the answer himself.

     Jennie had put the apartment in order when we returned. She had set up a bed for Igor and 
made dinner. The chesterfield was one of those convertible types. Igor he was delighted with 
it. Also the dinner smelled great, some canned meat and vegetables that we had bought when 
we first got there.



     "What an angel you are, Jennie!" Igor proclaimed.

     The days that followed were pleasant days, mostly, with only minor frustrations along the 
way. We were consistently unable to find up-to-date computer listings of refugees. Nor were 
we able to establish any telephone connections outside of the islands. But those were just 
irritations. We were high on hopes, and were looking forward to the arrival of the boats from 
the mainland. Most days, thus, we spent having a holiday. We went swimming, cycling, 
snorkeling, anything, just to pass the time. In the evenings we would go for walks along the 
beach after a nap in the hot afternoons. Snorkeling, however, was my favorite pass-time. I 
loved to watch the brightly colored fishes that lived among the coral reefs. I spent hours in the 
mornings, observing them.
     Of course, we also enjoyed just lying on the beach. Once we observed a group of tiny sand 
crabs popping out of their holes. They foraged around the beach in great haste, for whatever 
food they could find, before returning to their holes only moments before the surf would wash 
over them. Once the surf had flowed away, out they came, and the sequence repeated itself.
     These were romantic days. It was lovely being close to Jennie. Igor felt more at ease, now. 
We had plenty of time in this paradise to enjoy each other's company. We were told that it 
would take two weeks for the bulk of the refugee boats from the mainland to arrive. We 
considered this space a two-week holiday for us, a break of peace before a new round of 
danger would begin.

     During this time, there were also times when Jennie and I were totally alone, when Igor 
kept his distance. I noticed his growing interest in her, but he seemed afraid to intrude into our 
relationship, as he saw it. At the beach, he usually left us and went swimming, and then lay 
down some distance away from us. He said he liked swimming more than anything else. This 
seemed not totally honest, but it seemed to be the easy way to avoid the complexity of 
relationships. To me, his artificial separation felt more strange and uncomfortable then his 
earlier compulsion. He seemed to behave in extremes. He was a prisoner, bound head and 
foot, to the old marriage mythologies that controlled him.
     One morning the three of us bicycled to the beach where Jennie and I had stopped when we 
first came to the island. He went swimming right away. No other beach has such super-soft 
sand. The morning was bright. The air sparkled. It was just as peaceful as it had been that day. 
A gentle breeze swept in from the water, filled with the aroma of the sea. He didn't stop to 
enjoy any of it. I wondered if there was another reason for this that Jennie and I hadn't figured 
out? After a while I stopped trying.

     As I gazed out onto the sea I felt a deep peace. As on our first day at this beach, nothing 
indicated in the least that the world was in great agony. Maybe that's what scared him. Our 
picnic basket was rich and full. It even contained a white tablecloth, Brie cheese from France, 
homemade bread, smoked Salmon, and our portion of the Mary Q's catch fried in oil. What 
luxury! Life for us was rich indeed. We feasted of the very best while others were dying for 
lack of food. But we had no way of helping them. Maybe I should have felt rotten out of 
sympathy and made salad prepared of sea weed, but I didn't feel that way. With a great 
appreciation I relished this fleeting taste of culture. I relished it more than I ever did in my life. 



It was as if there was a link between a lack of appreciation for all that is beautiful in human 
existence and a tolerance for a defense posture built on Mutually Assured Destruction. To me 
our lavish feasts were like protests against the self-devaluation of humanity that allowed the 
nuclear nightmare to occur. Our protest was an act of patriotism for the human race.
     This picnic was no exception also to Igor's rule. After we had finished eating, Igor went 
swimming again. Jennie and I talked about that, and about all the other things in the larger 
world, things that should have been obvious to us, things we didn't see or didn't want to see, 
or didn't want to become involved in and thus did nothing about them. "We are lucky to be 
still alive," I said. "We had let everything ride with the wind."
     "Actually, we are more than lucky," she smiled, not knowing what I was driving at.
     "It shouldn't have been luck that kept us alive," I said. "It's wrong to rely on luck. We knew 
that our world was in trouble. We should have taken steps to protect our life while the 
holocaust was still building up. We should have devoted everything within us to resolve 
whatever impasse caused this to happen. But what did we do? We cried out for stronger 
leaders. We made the governments masters over our life, instead of making them servants for 
us. We shouldered them with the responsibilities that we were not willing to carry ourselves. 
We'd rather spent our days climbing mountains, playing chess, amusing ourselves with trivial 
pursuits. Frank and I ferried tourists across the world. We must have thought the approaching 
nightmare was like a dream that would go away by itself."
     "You're not fair," Jennie protested. She sat up, leaned over and kissed me. "People would 
have done anything if they had known what to do."
     I nodded. I pulled her towards me for a second kiss. "What does a general do in a battle?" I 
asked her.
     She began to grin; "He looks at the scene and evaluates his options."
     "Absolutely, Jennie! That's what you did that night when you took your nighty off! Now tell 
me about poor humanity being too stupid to understand its needs! Most of all it took guts, 
didn't it? No Jennie, humanity is more like a general who knows what he ought to do, but 
hasn't got the courage to stand up for what he feels deep inside. So he sticks with tradition and 
sends his troops into a charge that his time honored model on warfare decrees. And the 
soldiers jump to the tune. That, too, is all they have the courage for. God, it takes guts to stand 
up for your life, your freedom, to stand up for love! Igor loves you more than anyone on this 
earth, but he doesn't have the courage to step out of the mythologies that isolate him. He 
thinks I own you. I can't tell him that he is wrong, because he wants to own you then. He has 
to learn out of his own resources that no person owns another. That's a scary thing to do. 
Fortunately, he is a bright boy. He may yet figure it out."
     Jennie laughed again; "Who should know this better than you that it takes a great courage, 
my hero? Can you remember how scared you were that afternoon to even talk to me?"
     Now, I had to laugh. "I didn't say I was any better than most people are! A hero? No Jennie, 
that, I wasn't."
     "Didn't you know, that by looking deeply and honestly at a problem, just for what it is, the 
problem will provide its own solution?" she asked.
     I couldn't deny that. I said I had already experienced it. "What we started that night at 
Papakeea in becoming sensitive to life, to our needs as human beings, was the best start 



anyone could have made towards peace. We started a game of expanding freedom and life! 
The best game that you, my beautiful friend, and I have invented!"
     She grinned, and punched me gently; "Flattery gets you nowhere! And let me tell you: It 
wasn't a game!"
     "Ah!" I replied, "it was a game, a beautiful game!" I pushed her back into the sand. "And the 
game still goes on."
     "We are not playing a game!" she replied firmly.
     "Yes we are! We are playing a beautiful game called love, peace, freedom, a game that's the 
opposite of the game of isolation! Ours is the best game in the world!"
     "Except it isn't a game!" she said and grinned. "It is a necessity process for survival!"
     I stretched myself luxuriously out on the sand; "Yes, it is a game! It always was. Love is best 
game you can name! Every day when I open my eyes I see us enveloped in love, and I pray to 
God that this envelopment will never fade."
     "Hey, do you want to repeat history right here on the beach, and find out?" she started to 
laugh and threatened to take her bathing suit off.
     "No, don't!" I said. "The world isn't ready for that. It may not survive our game of survival."
     "Oh you! I'll teach you survival!" she said. She raised herself up and started to tickle me. I 
had to flee.
     "Survival isn't sex!" I shouted back to her.
     "Oh, isn't it?" she shouted, chasing me.
     "Yes," I said, "but it is a game." I kept running as fast as I could.
     We ran all the way to the end of the beach, much farther than I had realized the beach 
extended. The sand stretched out behind us for as far as I could see, unbroken, except for our 
own footprints.
     We smiled at each other when we came to a halt, exhausted, and collapsed onto the sand.
     "Now do you agree with what I said?" I asked. "Appreciating love, a love for all that is good 
and beautiful, most of all you, is a game of survival! It's the best game in town. It's a game if 
you're playing the odds! It is not a game if you need courage to stand up for your feelings. 
That's life!"
     "No, Paul, it's a science if you approach it intelligently. You've got to hone in on the right 
standpoint without fail so that nothing is lost and everything gained! Life is too fragile. You 
don't have room to play games!"
     Still, we played this game anyway and relished it to the full.
     Afterwards I had to declare that she was the winner of it. She corrected me, saying that we 
both were.
     Eventually we walked back towards the part of the beach where we left Igor. Jennie 
suggested that we join him for a swim.
     "Yes!" I said. "I have grown quite fond of Igor, you know."
     "Well now, is that so?" she replied, and sat down on a log. "I think you are a bit of a 
hypocrite. I bet you don't feel as close to Igor as you feel toward me, and you haven't taken one 
step to correct that." She looked at me with her great beautiful eyes, as she spoke. I knew she 
was right.
     "Of course I don't," I replied somewhat puzzled.



     "Oh! But why shouldn't you, Paul? Did you ever ask yourself this question?"
     I shook my head.
     "Why not, Paul? Why shouldn't it be the most natural thing for a man to be close to another 
man?"
     I shook my head.
     "So, it never occurred to you? That doesn't make sense?" she said. "There is your answer, 
Paul, why you are both so distant toward each other. You are living with the door closed to 
whatever may be cherished as a gentle honest appreciation of one another. I think Igor needs 
your love more than anything else. Are you up to that? This is the way you were with Frank, 
too, always hiding youself, probably for my sake," she added. "You've known Frank for over 
eight years, but I bet you never knew him. You never had any feeling for him as a person. You 
never knew what he felt like to be touched, what his fears were, what made him happy. You 
never knew any of that, did you? In fact, both of you carefully avoided finding this out. You 
played power-games. You knew how fast the other could run and which was the highest peak 
the other had climbed, but did you ever share what you felt when you stood on top of your 
respective mountains? You imagined each other as best friends. The irony is, neither of you 
realized how shallow your friendship really had been for all those years."
     I knew she was right. I remembered our first evening on the boat when she talked about her 
relationship with Frank, something that I could never ever have imagined, much less knew 
existed as a reality. I told her so.
     "Ah, and now you feel justified in making the same mistake again with Igor," she said with 
a grin. "The way you keep Igor distant from us makes me feel awkward. I feel as though we 
were a conventionally married couple."
     "Now wait a minute!" I said, "I didn't ask him to stay away. That's his game. He feels he's 
doing us a favor."
     "Oh what lovely loyalty you two have for each other to cheat one another out of so much!" 
she said. "I bet you never tickled each other!"
     She spoke with the most wicked grin and immediately reached for me again. So I had to run 
once more. I ran back to Igor and straight into the water. Thank God for the ocean!
     
     Besides enjoying the beaches, and the pool at Papakeea, we spent our days exploring the 
island. For a change of scenery we would drive to the windward side, to the tall cliffs where 
countless sea birds rode the up-welling air currents. We stood there for hours and watched 
them, or walked the wind swept gravel road that wound its way along the edge of the cliffs 
and observed their aerobatics. At times we came with a picnic basket and sat the edge of the 
cliffs, looking down onto the surf and the ocean far below.
     Early one morning we set out for a visit to the north coast of the other side of the island. A 
narrow road twists its way along the shore through lush vegetation at the foot of the big 
volcano. Nowhere on this island had I seen tropical growth as dense and richly varied as there. 
We followed a foot trail into a bamboo forest, to a lofty view point, and another trail into a 
narrow side valley that had been turned into a research garden of palm trees, bread fruit trees, 
numerous types of flowers and tropical plants. It was still and humid in there, and for a 
moment or two also quite wet. Thank goodness for the giant banana tree leaves that gave us 



shelter during a sudden downpour.

     On another day we drove to the top of the volcano. The natives had called it Haleakala: The 
House of the Sun. I could see why. The volcano's crater was high above the clouds, a 
moonscape unfolding below a deep blue sky dominated by nothing but an all-pervading 
brilliance. The access road, a paved highway with wide curves, wound endlessly though a 
world of rich green meadows, forests, occasional layers of clouds to the 10,000 foot level where 
the air is dry, crisp, and the landscape barren. The highest point was covered over in asphalt, a 
parking lot ringed by mounds of stone, except for the side towards the crater that offered a 
wide view of a dessert world of volcanic ash. A hiking trail led down to the crater floor. The 
trail wasn't visible for more that a short distance before it blended into the landscape that had 
no features.
     A sign indicated that the crater measured seven miles by two and a half, the size of a small 
city. "But what does that mean?" asked Jennie.
     "Can you imagine this as a fountain of lava with jets of hot ash rising tens of thousands of 
feet into the air, pouring millions of tons of gases and ashes from it into the stratosphere, 
possibly darkening the sky around the world for years after an eruption?" said Igor.
     I nodded, and reminded him that even this giant among volcanoes, no matter how 
enormous as it might have been, was still insignificant compared to modern weaponry. "The 
mighty Vesuvius," I said, "is believed to have released barely a third of the power packed into 
an average ICBM. Even the Tambora eruption in Indonesia that gave the world a year without 
summer in the early eighteen hundreds, was smaller than the force released that evaporated 
the Bangor submarine base. "In comparison with nuclear weapons," I said to Igor, "the world's 
volcanoes have lost their once awe inspiring majesty."
     We talked very little during the rest of the time as we looked across the huge dormant 
crater. Obviously, we had a need to come to terms with our own, private feelings about 
another, still larger crater that had been torn into the landscape of our life. I knew that the USA 
and Russia had built enough nuclear weapons, that if they were divided into Hiroshima size 
blasts, would blanket the earth with explosions spaced ten miles apart in every direction, 
covering land and sea.

     The viewpoints at the crater rim were not the only attraction that interested us. Almost 
hidden, a bit off to the side in front of a radio station's transmitter shack, Igor noticed a baby 
Silver-Swords cactus. We were told that the Silver-Swords cactus is such a rare plant that it 
grows only on the volcanoes in Hawaii, and even there it can be found in only a few spots. We 
almost missed it. We gently touched its shiny silver-white leaves. The texture felt smooth, 
delicate, with a fur like covering. Another item of interest that we came across that day was an 
old Japanese newspaper. Igor had found it in one of the shelters near the lookout point at the 
edge of the volcano. He showed it to me.
     "What do you think?" he asked. "Would you say this is Chinese writing?"
     I took the paper, looked at it, turned its pages; "Yes, I suppose so," I replied. I was about to 
hand the paper back to him when I recalled a picture that suddenly startled me. I imagined 
that I might have seen Frank's face on one of the pages. I had ignored the possibility. Only 



when I closed the paper did the feeling become stronger that this might have been Frank's face 
indeed. It made no sense that I should see Frank's picture in a Chinese newspaper. Puzzled, I 
retained the paper to look for it. I opened it again to the section where I thought I saw it. Sure 
enough, there was a picture of a man who looked exactly like Frank. I called Jennie to come 
over. "Have a look at this! Isn't that Frank?"
     "Frank?" she repeated. "Oh my God it is!" she exclaimed immediately and hugged me. 
"Can't you see his dimple, there, to the left of his chin. This is Frank's picture. I know it! We've 
got to find out where he is and what the paper says about him. Maybe it says something about 
whether the children are with him. We must find someone quickly. Can the Harbormaster 
read Chinese?"
     I shook my head. I noticed tears in her eyes, although she smiled.
     "God, this is what we've been waiting for, Paul! Don't you realize this will get us all back 
together again?" she said.
     "First, we must get off this mountain," I said. "If that is really Frank, and we can find 
somebody who can read this paper, we may set sail tomorrow..."
     "Sure it's him, Paul, I am certain!" she said and started to run towards the car. She turned 
around and motioned us to hurry, while she kept the old newspaper hugged tightly to her 
chest. "Please! Quickly! Come on!" she yelled.
     Before Igor may have realized what was happening, I was running after her. She was way 
ahead and had reached the car by then.
     No doubt, I too was caught up in the excitement. I had the car started before Igor joined us. 
I raced down the mountain with the tires squealing. I barely slowed driving back through the 
clouds and fog banks. Jennie still hugged the old paper tightly to her chest.
     Down in the valley we stopped at the first house we came to. I asked if there was someone 
who could read Chinese. They shook their heads, but one of the older children said that there 
was a Chinese community in the city. So we rushed on. The city they referred to, was Kahului. 
They said that we could find a Chinese community at the edge of the city on the left side of the 
highway.
     It wasn't hard to locate the community. Except, to our great disappointment, no one there 
could read the paper. One woman told us that it was Japanese, and another woman said that 
she knew a Japanese farmer who lives above the sugarcane fields on a hillside near Lahina. He 
drew a map for us on the ground, with a stick.
     Jennie hugged the woman out of sheer excitement, or gratitude. Then we raced off, across 
the Central Valley to the West Side. We drove at dangerous speeds, much too fast for the 
winding road that leads towards Lahina. We drove as though our lives were in great peril. 
Then came the turnoff!
     A long way after the turnoff, at the end of the road, stood a small Japanese farmhouse or 
cottage, adorned with delicately crafted woodwork. The farmer must have seen us a long way 
off. Nobody would not have seen us racing up the steepening hillside on the dusty dirt road. 
He and his wife stood in the doorway to their house to greet us.
     Jennie, as if she were out of breath, simply handed the newspaper to the woman and asked 
if she would be able to translate the writing for us.
     The farmer's wife, without looking at it, handed the paper to her husband. He explained 



that she couldn't speak English.
     "Please, sir! It's terribly important to us," Jennie said to the farmer and showed him Frank's 
picture and the article that apparently went with it.
     The farmer glanced at the paper in a casual manner, then folded it, stuck it under his arm 
and took his glasses off. It looked as though he was going to explain something, but he didn't.
     "Please, sir! The man in the picture is my husband," said Jennie, "his name is Frank." She 
told the farmer how we were all separated when Seattle was destroyed. "I've got to know 
where he is. We all have. Our children are likely with him. Please, if it says anything in the 
paper about him, and about six children and a woman named Melanie, we must know. 
Melanie is my friend's wife and the children...."
     The farmer raised his hand. "All right, all right!" he said to calm Jennie in broken up 
English. Speaking seemed difficult. "Everything in good time." That's what he seemed to say.
     "You must come into the house and have tea with us," his wife insisted. She spoke with a 
different accent, but her words were easier to understand. "After tea my husband will read to 
you what it says in the paper."
     Since we had no other option, we agreed.
     I was sure that it had never taken a person longer to make tea, than it took the farmer that 
afternoon.
     While we were dutifully sipping the tea, I couldn't help wondering why this kind old 
farmer wanted to torture us. After making tea he placed the paper on a table near the wall, and 
there it lay. He made no references to it. Had Jennie not made it perfectly clear that we were 
dying to know what it said about our families? From all that we could sense, he appeared not 
to be a man who would intentionally hurt anyone. But why did he not get on with it and 
simply read us what was printed?
     Soon the puzzle fell into place. Without taking another look at the paper, the farmer turned 
to Jennie as she put her cup down and said in a quiet voice: "You were right, the story is about 
someone named Frank. Dear lady, if this is your husband, he is dead. He died of a heart attack 
during one of many rescue-flights to a devastated area North of Seattle..." What he said had 
been broken into small phrases with a pause between each, but the message was clear.
     The great joy Jennie had expressed all the way back from the volcano was suddenly 
crushed. She stood up, hid her face and asked to be left alone. She ran outside. She ran down 
the dusty road, then turned into side-road into the sugar cane fields. The stalks dwarfed her. 
She could no longer bee seen. Eventually she reappeared for a while in the distance and looked 
back, then she went on and disappeared from sight where the road evidently turned.
     "The paper also talks about a woman named Melanie," the farmer went on, "and about six 
children." He said he had read the paper while preparing the tea. "The woman and the 
children are alive and well, living in Japan. They are the guests of a Japanese scientist named 
Yoshi Yakomoto who also took part in the rescue operation. He was with him when the man 
named Frank died. So it isn't all bad news," he added.
     I stood up and hugged the old farmer, tears in my eyes, and went out after Jennie. I wasn't 
as much affected by Frank's death as she was. To me, the joy of knowing that Melanie and the 
children were still alive and safe was stronger than the grief I felt. I went along the road a long 
way before I caught up with her. Her eyes were red with tears. I remembered the time when 



we met in Vancouver after the holocaust had just happened, when I couldn't find any tears to 
cry. This time my reasons were different for the sadness I felt, and I was able to find those 
tears. I told her that the children were safe, and that Melanie was safe, too. Evidently those 
good parts of the news made little difference to her at the moment. How deep must have been 
her feelings for Frank. She was right, I had been blind towards Frank. It seemed now that I had 
not known him at all.
     "I envy you, Jennie," I said while holding her. For a moment she smiled and hugged me, 
then cried again. We went slowly back to the house.
     I kept thinking about Frank on the way back. I remembered how we met, on that mountain 
in Colorado, and how delighted he was when I found his lost lens cap. I remembered the pride 
in his eyes when he showed me his camper, and when he introduced me to Jennie.
     By the time we made it back to the farmhouse across the sugar cane fields, both of our faces 
were wet with tears.
     At the old farmer's bidding, we stayed awhile. We stayed for another cup of tea and for a 
word for word translation of the story about Frank in the paper. "You'll probably want to go to 
Japan and look for your children," said the farmer as he put the paper down.
     I nodded. "We will leave tomorrow morning," I said to him, "or at the very latest, the day 
after tomorrow."
     "I wouldn't do this, if I were you," said the farmer. He told us, according to what he had 
read in the paper, Americans were not welcome in Japan at the moment. "The government 
would let you into the country. You would have no problem there. The government is not 
against you, but it can't protect you either." He spoke about outbreaks of violence and looting 
at American firms and personnel. "It's an ugly scene," he added in a soft voice. He also said 
that he suspected Frank's story had been published in an effort to help diffuse the anti-
American sentiments that were up welling, which had become an official embarrassment to 
the nation. "Young people are all too easily worried when it comes to their country's security, 
especially now," said the man. The man explained that Japan had aligned itself militarily with 
the US. This had totally altered Japan's relationship to the rest of the world, since America was 
no longer a stronghold of power, or any power at all, except a nuclear power.
      "The Japanese youth is angry at America for having maneuvered their nation into a 
situation of dependency on them," said his wife when he finished reading the paper. "Now 
they hope that a strong anti-American posture will outweigh Japan's previous coldness 
towards Russia and China, the two remaining powers on the planet. Japan is no longer safe for 
Americans."
     "But we must go there! We must find Melanie and the children," answered Jennie.
     "It would be unwise," the farmer repeated. "Not one of you speaks Japanese. Where would 
you go? Whom would you ask? It wouldn't help your children if you were to get killed. Be 
patient. Wait until things become more normal again. You might locate Mr. Yakomoto by 
phone. Maybe he can arrange for you to meet your children in a different country. I'll give you 
the name of the newspaper. Maybe they can help you find out in which city he lives."
     "Couldn't we just sail there?" said Jennie again. "It would be so much easier. We have a 
large sailboat. Couldn't we just ask the immigration officials to get us in touch with this Mr. 
Yakomoto?"



     "This would be risky, too," the farmer's wife repeated her husband's warning. "Who knows, 
the official you would talk to might feel the same way as many of the young people. He might 
have connections to underground organizations that would only be too glad to hear from him. 
I must urge you to stay away. I know, it is hard..."
     "My father might be able to help," Igor interrupted. "My father is a respected member of the 
government in Russia," he explained. "It may be possible that he can persuade the Russian 
Embassy to make a discreet inquiry. Diplomats are very good in these matters, and it would 
open the channel that the Japanese now will likely seek to establish."
     The farmer approved. He seemed relieved to hear that. He smiled again and put his glasses 
back on, then disappeared into the kitchen. Some minutes later he returned with five tiny cups 
of hot Saki, to wish us well.

     His wife was almost in tears as we left.
     After a cordial thank you, we climbed into the car and drove off. On the way home, Jennie 
remarked on how glad she was to have met these remarkable people who were more 
concerned about our welfare, as strangers, than they were concerned about their own nation's 
honor. With this thought in mind, we arrived back home, at Papakeea.

     Igor went directly to the telephone. "I'll get through to my father if it takes all night!" he 
said. He started to dial.
     First he had to get through to Honolulu, then, either by way of Asia, Alaska, South America, 
or Australia, to connect up with the Russian Federation. How far he got, usually depended on 
the amount of traffic and the skill of the operators. Most of the time, he couldn't even get an 
operator. International telephone service was restricted, so it seemed, in order to keep the lines 
open for military or diplomatic use. Only on rare occasions were private calls allowed through.
     Perhaps this was just arrangement, since it was the military that kept the phone system 
operating at all. Overseas operators became reclassified as military personnel under a newly 
created UN accord, called the War Emergency Services Accord, designed to keep all vital 
international services operating in times of a crisis. Igor found out that the operators were paid 
in food rations, like any other military personnel.

     On coming home, Jennie went immediately into the kitchen to get dinner started. I went 
back outside. I wanted to clean the car, before taking it back. It appeared that no one's job 
worked out. Igor kept fighting the telephone in vain. Jennie began to cry. I became frustrated 
because I couldn't find the garden hose. I went back inside to look for it. Instead, I stayed with 
Jennie, to comfort her. I found her sitting at the dining room table, her head bowed, tears 
running down her cheeks. "Go on girl and cry," I thought to myself, "cry as long as you must."
     Eventually the soup boiled. I called everyone together, for supper. Jennie came reluctantly. 
She couldn't suppress her tears. But she did her best.
     We had soup that night and baked fish with potatoes, with a few vegetables from a can 
added. Our dinner was once again a feast in these times of famine. Jennie ate some of it, 
bravely, while now and then an occasional tear came running down her face. This was the first 
time since I'd known her that she didn't finish her supper.
     After dinner, Igor went back to fighting the telephone, and Jennie continued crying. I left 



her alone and washed the dishes. The thought occurred that it would be best to go outside for 
a stroll along the beach in the early evening. I suggested it to Jennie. She agreed. Igor didn't 
mind, either.
     We left as soon as the dishes were done. As it was, we got only as far as the stone wall that 
protected the lawn from the surf. Jennie sat down and looked out over the ocean. Igor and I 
stayed with her. None of us spoke. I didn't know what to say. Still, the silence wasn't for long. 
The sky had become overcast while we were at the farmhouse. We had barely noticed it. Now, 
the sea before us was gray, the horizon dark. A storm was about to sweep in. The palm trees 
bent in the wind. Jennie's hair blew wildly about. Her face, though, was still unchanged, sad, 
torn with pain. I got the feeling that it didn't help her a bit to stare silently at the endless gray 
sea.
     "What is it?" I asked her. I felt that someone needed to break this agonizing grief.
     "Frank was always more alive than anyone I have known," she replied. "He was always 
there for people to help them, even to dig themselves out of the rut. I loved him for that. Now 
the very thing I loved him for has cost him his life. Should I have held him back? Should I have 
urged him not to do what I admired him for doing? That's what keeps going through my head. 
That's what I am struggling with. It hurts to realize that I will never see him again, even 
though I know that he lived to the very last minute the kind of life he had always tried to live. 
If I had held him back he may still be alive, but I also feel I would have lost him much sooner 
then. Was I selfish? Was I a traitor as a friend?"
     I sat beside her, stunned by the depth of her struggle. Should she have held him back? Who 
could answer this? I was relieved when Igor came up with something.
     "I went for a walk once," said Igor. "I was in a large wooded park near Kiev. I observed a 
child, a little girl, running among the trees and bushes. The child stumbled and fell. The father 
ran over to her and picked her up, brushed the dirt from her clothes and comforted her. When 
the crying stopped, he simply put the child down, and away she ran as before."
     Igor turned to Jennie; "I thought that was a lovely thing to do. The father didn't scold the 
child. He didn't take her by the hand and say, 'Now you must never leave the paved path; 
never run anymore!' Instead, he did what all fathers would probably have done. He put the 
child back on its feet and let her go on enjoying the world."

     Igor's story brought a smile to Jennie's face, a faint smile, but also more tears. It wasn't for 
long, though. She got up, took her sandals off and walked to the edge of the water. Igor and I 
followed her. We joined hands with her. It felt good to splash through the shallow surf. For the 
moment, the burden seemed to have gone. The simple act of splashing was coincident with the 
sense of freedom that Igor had talked about out in his story. It didn't seem to matter to us that 
it had begun to rain by then. So what if we got wet? The rain felt refreshing, cleansing. At 
times it poured so heavily that the rainwater came up our nostrils while breathing. At this 
point the surf and the ocean felt actually drier than the air. Luckily the rain wasn't cold. We 
were drenched to the skin before we got back to the apartment. It was getting dark by then.
     After we had dried ourselves off, Igor went back to the phone, determined to get through to 
his father no matter what it would take. Jennie opted for a bath, while I, for the lack of 
anything else to do, made myself comfortable in front of the TV. The local news was on. The 



networks on the mainland had all stopped operation. A local newscaster, a woman, 
voluntarily operated a small independent station on Maui for a few hours each night. Usually 
she ran a movie, then dispensed some rumors about the world. Facts were hard to come by in 
those days, except for local happenings. Rumor had it that some kind of disarmament was in 
progress, demanded by Russia, China, India, Germany, and France. All of these nations had 
made it a prerequisite for their assistance in refugee matters. Short-wave radio connections 
were her main source of information in those days. Most of them came directly from Russia.
     We had rarely watched television except for that night. Watching television that night 
offered a welcome diversion. Still, there was more to it that I saw than we had bargained for. 
The movie was interrupted by reports of a frightening development. The newscaster had 
received a video from a fellow reporter that showed the first refugee boats arriving in 
Honolulu harbor, with fifteen thousand hungry people. With the city already overcrowded 
and virtually out of food itself, the refugees were no longer welcome. Neither did the refugees 
care about that. They went about stealing whatever they could. The reporter despaired at the 
thought that there were six more boats under way, one of them destined for Maui, one for 
Kawai, and two for the big island. What I hadn't realized until then, was the great danger this 
posed for us. This didn't really sicker in until the reporter showed scenes from the wharf in 
Honolulu where the refugees raided a fishing boat. They had raised it before it even got to the 
dock. Shots were fired. The crew had barely cast the line to tie the boat up when one of them 
was shot dead in full view of the camera. Four more of the crew were killed. They raided the 
boat before the military restored order. The boat was cleaned out to the last fish.
     The reporter explained that the refugee boats carried several times their normal capacity 
with hardly enough food on board for a simple meal every two days. In days past the ships 
had brought extra food to the islands, now they were bringing the opposite, crowds upon 
crowds of starved people; extra eaters! The Honolulu reporter followed a group of refugees 
into the fields where he saw them pounding sugar cane into pulp, cutting banana leaves for 
salads, raiding pineapple fields.
     "They can't possibly digest that stuff," Igor remarked. He had put his telephone down and 
watched the news special with me. Jennie was still having her bath. "We've got to get out of 
here. We must leave before a refugee ship lands on Maui," he added.
     "Are you suggesting that we...?"
     He nodded; "We better leave right now!" he interrupted me. "We must go tonight! Our boat 
is in the harbor only at night. We have no choice!"
     I nodded.
     "The timing won't be better, tomorrow," Igor replied. "Whatever day we leave, it will have 
to be at night. We wouldn't dare transport our food during the day. So why not tonight? 
Tomorrow may be too late."
     I suggested that he had better get his watertight jacket on. I rushed into the bathroom and 
told Jennie. She wasn't at all surprised. She agreed that we should leave, although this meant 
she would have to cut short the last bath she was likely to have for a long while. Igor and I 
virtually ran to the car. The rain had not yet stopped. To the contrary, it had become more 
windy and cold. It had become a miserable night. We set out into the dark.
     Jennie was out of the bath before we left. She said she would have everything packed before 



we got back.
     Dropping the car off was easy compared to her task, except her task was safer. One could 
feel the tension at the harbor office. Something was in the air. As this was to be our last visit 
with our friend the sailor, I was aching to say things that could no longer be said. I took him 
aside, but he hushed me. "We are not alone," he added hastily. "Where, my friend, did you say 
you want to go fishing?" he added in a normal tone.
     "Kiholo Bay! We are pulling out tonight," I replied. "I want to have a line out at the crack of 
dawn, I hear the big ones are taking bait at Kiholo bay, on the far side that is."
     The old sailor smiled. "I've heard about that," he said. "A friend had offered to take me 
along, but I'm too old for long fishing trips!"
     We shook hands. I knew we understood each other. If only he had been alone, I would have 
hugged him for a proper good-bye. But I couldn't risk letting it be known that we considered a 
long voyage, which would inevitably mean that we had lots of food on hand. As I gave our 
friend his keys back, I thanked him for letting us use the car. "But you ought to get the spare 
tire repaired," I said to him with a twinkle. He understood. His face lit up. I had stashed a few 
bags of flour and rice in the trunk, and a tin of cooked ham.
     "And where will you fish after Kiholo bay?" he asked quietly.
     "We don't know yet," I replied. I took him aside and told him about the newspaper that Igor 
had found.
     "I wish you success with your fishing," he said smiling, as we left the office.
     I closed the door behind us. I didn't want to. Then we sprinted into the dark. We raced each 
other to the jetty. Igor won, of course. Minutes later we had the Mary Q loose and the engine 
started.
     The boat was fully operational now. Its batteries had been charged, and the tanks had been 
kept filled in accord with our 'lease' agreement. A new starter switch had been put in. The 
Mary Q was a well-equipped fishing boat now. To us, though, it was much more than that, 
especially now. In the situation as it stood, the Mary Q was a luxury yacht. Proudly we 
motored her into the black stormy sea.
     At Papakeea she became anchored for one final stop. Now, a lot of work had to be done in 
as short a time as possible. Also, one of us had to remain on board at all times. One person was 
needed to row the dinghy to shore and back, to ferry our belongings across. The third person 
had the hardest task, which was to carry everything we owned, packed by Jennie into green 
plastic garbage bags, from the apartment to the beach. After some rounds, we changed 
positions. We worked through the night and thanked God for the rain that kept people snugly 
in their houses.
     At three o'clock the rain ceased. This should have made our work easier, but it didn't. I was 
beat! Still, we didn't dare stop. It wasn't until five o'clock that we had the last bag on board, 
and the dinghy hoisted out of the water. We quickly deflated it, locked it away, raised the 
anchor up, and with a last burst of willpower the white sheet of our main sail was successfully 
hoisted aloft. The job was done! We practically collapsed, but we were on our way!
     Every one of us was wet to the skin, cold, exhausted, tired, and barely able to stay awake. 
Still, I forced myself to stay awake. It was just getting light as we began to move off. The wind 
was still brisk. We made good speed leaving the beach behind us - our island world, a world 



of bright memories, a gentle paradise. Looking back, as we moved away, I wondered where on 
earth our journey would end. One thing seemed certain that any place in the world would be 
better than staying on the islands.
     Jennie had written a note of thanks to McTaggert and had put it with the keys into the 
office's mail slot. I doubted, though, that he would ever come this way again if he still lived at 
all. An era had ended, for him, for us, and for the islands, too.
     While we pulled away from the shore of the Papakeea development that had been our 
home for two-and-a-half precious weeks, searching for familiar landmarks, I noticed a brightly 
dressed jogger on his morning run. I asked Igor for the glasses and observed him for as long 
while. He seemed to run in defiance of the deep changes in the world, like a lone sentinel of a 
way of life that was destined to become history.

     With strong winds from the night's storm filling our sails, the shoreline receded all too 
quickly. Soon, the jogger could no longer be seen, even with the glasses. Even the Volcano was 
virtually invisible. As usually, clouds hid it. Nothing but a faint outline of its base could be 
made out from this distance. We were surrounded by water once again, for as far as the eye 
could see. Only after we were much further away, as we were we able to see above the clouds 
surrounding the islands, were we able to recognize the familiar black hump with our 
binoculars, that was unmistakably the giant volcano, Haleakala.
     Igor commented on its name. "They call it the House of the Sun," he said. "Jennie may well 
remember it as a house of tears," he added.
     "No, Igor," I said to him, "I doubt that she will. We will always remember the mountain for 
what it is. Haleakala is The House of the Sun. It was the house of the sun for us, as it was for 
the native Hawaiians. It has proven itself, has it not? It is linked to the fulfillment of our 
fondest hopes, which will in time outshine the grief that was also felt."
     Jennie smiled, and gave me a gentle hug. I could sense her approval. As far as we were 
concerned, the volcano had been named correctly. It had brought a spark of life into our world, 
a horizon as wide as the endless sea and a New Hope for our future.
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War Stories
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ferocity of lightning  that flashes brilliantly until the 
driving energy is spent. Then peace resumes.

Stories about sex

While the focus if on sex, the explorations focus on a 
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extent, that it seems the writer had created a script for the 
future and the future has obeyed. Such a thing can be 
said about the story of J.R.R. Tolkien's mythical tale, The 
Lord of the Rings. 
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  Flight Without Limits   
(science fiction) 

The novel is a science fiction work with a touch of reality. 
It is about a space voyage to Alpha Centauri, the nearest 
solar system to our own.  But in metaphor, the novel is 
rally about being able to move mentally without limits. 
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  Brighter than the Sun
(playing with nuclear matches) 

This novel has two opposite centers. One reflects the 
tragic domain of our nuclear armed world, and the 
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 * Episode 1 - Discovering Love 

Here begins an epic story that spans eight novels. The 
subject is freedom powered by universal love, the largely 
unexplored 'country.' Few people have dared to cross its 
borders and travel its landscape.

 * Episode 2A - The Ice Age Challenge  

"The Ice Age Challenge" refers to the challenge that we 
face to create a new foundation for living when the 
coming Ice Age climate shuts down most of the world’s 
agriculture. The resumption of the Ice Age could happen 
possibly 100 to 150 years from now. It may take that long 
to build the vast facilities that will be needed to feed the 
world from indoor agriculture. But is our love big enough 
that we can achieve the physically near impossible in 
order to assure a future for mankind beyond the space of 
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universal love? It appears we are in a triple race to meet 
all of these challenges. The big question is, do we have 
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  * Episode 2B - Roses at Dawn in an Ice Age 
World 

With the Ice Age resuming 100 to 150 years from now we 
are challenged to embrace the still rejected renaissance 
principle, the Principle of Universal Love, without which 
mankind may not survive. But will we able to upgrade 
our human dimension sufficiently to accept the Principle 
of Universal Love and to reflect it in our daily living? 
God is Love, universal divine Principle. Do we dare to 
love universally in the social domain? Or do we pretend 
that the divine Principle of Universal Love doesn't apply 
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ones and friends? 
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exploration, pedagogicals

  Universal Divine Science - Spiritual 
Pedagogicals 

Unknown to the world, Mary Baker Eddy created a 
scientific monument in the form of a vast pedagogical 
structure for the advance of universal Divine Science. The 
pedagogical structure is so large that she made all of her 
major works a part of it, and so far-reaching that it may 
have been a contributor to the rare period of nearly 50 
years of peace in the world between 1866 and 1914

  Science and Health with Key to the Scriptures 
in Divine Science  

A special Divine Science exploration of Mary Baker 
Eddy's book, Science and Health with Key to the 
Scriptures, in a unique presentation interwoven with 
editorial notes and research into Mary Baker Eddy's 
pedagogical structure for what she hinted may be termed 
Divine Science.
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