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Lara Lee

Here | am, on a beach working on my suntan and trgirfggure out how things went so
wrong. It wasn't like it was my fault although lots birigs that have gone wrong in my
life have been my fault. Like the time | was areelsfor being drunk on the beach and my
Uncle Chris had me thrown into the drunk-tank at the Jduht was defiantly my fault.

Where did it start?

My name is a mouthful. I'm Lara Lynn Langtree Lee and bnyther is Lavern Lucas
Lee. You're probably getting the idea that we have lotis'®in our names. Maybe it's
because our dad’s name is Lawrence Leland Lee Jr. andaiber has the lovely name
Laska Lara Langtree Lee. | think that Laska is the rbeattiful name in the world.

If you believed some of the things that people have saidtabe, you would think that |
was just another spoiled, rich kid, raised by over-achiepargnts who had more money
than time for their only daughter. Mom and dad are aehievers and they are rich but
they had plenty of time for me. In fact, they had mimee for me and my brother than
we wanted.

In many ways my family is just like most families. Y&now one dad, one mom, and a
few grandparents. My brother Luke is a couple of yeatsralhan me and we have a
bunch of aunts, uncles, and cousins who aren't rediyect to us. | had dogs and cats
and a horse when | was a kid. If we had lived in a nieee bedroom house on a quiet
street in the suburbs we would be your typical fanBiyt we didn’t.

| grew up in a big Spanish ranch house on a cliff overlgpkite Pacific Ocean. That
cliff is the western edge of the Palos Verdes hilariRedondo Beach California. Even
that nice beach town might be considered normalwag anywhere except in the greater
Los Angeles area. You know, LA, La-La land, the capwdlthe world’s largest
collection of fruits and nuts. Still, we might haveeln fairly normal if we had nothing to
do with that other LA suburb, Hollywood, but that didnéppen either.

Ok, see if you can follow this. My mom and dad grew uphendiff that | told you about
and they were nearly next-door neighbors. Mom is a gkeker that dad and when they
were kids, she thought that he was a pain in the butteaere some other boys in the
neighborhood and they became my uncles.

When my parents got out of high school, daddy went tegelat USC and mom went to
work for a movie studio. My grandfather helped her getdabe That was dad’s dad and
he knew everyone in Hollywood. Anyway, she liked the gofdl she met all the big
movie stars from those black and white films. Dad said hieareally loved my mom
from the very start but she wouldn’t give him the tiofeday. Well, since they are my
parents, | knew that somehow they fell in love. Aftee war mom and dad made a
fortune building houses all over Southern Californid amy brother Luke was born in



1947 and | came along in 1949. | think right now | need a cankdo go with my
suntan.

Growing up in La-La Land

Growing up in a big house overlooking the ocean was a readlything. Mom and dad
told me that when they were kids, the house had beewofiatiig farm even though they
called it a ranch. Dad built a hundred houses on mdsieafanch but the cliff top houses
and grounds were left alone. Today everyone calls iLtdgeCompound. There are two
houses on the cliff top with a big open area of grass aed tnebetween. There is the
ranch house where dad grew up and, what we call, the Patdges house where mom
grew up.

When | was a kid | would climb down the cliff to thetlét cove and go swimming and
fishing and | wanted to do everything that my big brother idiel.used to tell me to go
find some girls to play with but he really didn't me&anHe was lots of fun then and he
still is.

You might have thought that rich kids like us would haveegto a fancy private school
but our parents wanted us to have the same experietabdk did. I'm sure that times
have changed a lot from the early ‘30’ to the ‘50’s &fils but they didn’'t care. They
put us on the school bus every morning and we were gerthmworld.

| was two years behind Luke as we went through the samelscis mom and dad. Luke
was a junior when | started at Redondo High but werstile to school together and we
often hung out together. Sometimes he was a littlg@totective and if he didn’t like any

of my friends he let me know it.

He wasn'’t very social and he didn’t have many datssool but | was just the opposite.
Mom made me wait until | was sixteen before dating Ibotade up for lost time in a

hurry. Some of the guys that | went out with were atgfy not on Luke’s list of favorite

people. | know that on at least one occasion thatdedfight that broke the nose of my
guy and after that he wanted nothing to do with me. Iwad as hell at my brother but |
still love him.

Luke graduated and went off to USC and when | started mgrjyear | was on my own.
Free at last so | bought new clothes and made newd#&idrhese two things led to one of
the most embarrassing event in my young life. | guedstth@aade me a stronger person
but the value of the lesson was lost on me at the. tim



Lieutenant Cristiano Renaldo - Redondo Beach Police Deptment
Uncle Chris

The phone rang just after two in the morning on a ne@e&nber night and | answered it
after one ring. In my job | often get calls like this. Myfe and my three girls were all
safe in their beds so | wasn't overly concerned.

“Renaldo”

“Sorry to bother you Lieutenant, this is Patrolman Bakatt we've had something come
up”

“Ok” | said impatiently.

“We found this girl wandering on the Strand. She’s drunkodiier mind and it took us a
while to even get her name. She didn’t have any ID becsius doesn’t have hardly any
clothes on and while we were questioning her we had totatop while she puked in
the gutter. Finally we got two things from her. Hertfmame is Lara and she’s asking for
Uncle Chris”

-Shit-

“Where is she now?”

“In the back of the cruiser”

“Take her to the station. Did you say that she’s undr&ssed

“Just about, she’s wearing a tiny little bikini bathing sund my jacket.”

“Ok, take her to the station but stay in the parking ldit.meet you there in a few
minutes”

“Yes sir ... Uncle Chris”

“Is everything alright honey?” Ginny asked me in a sleapa®
“Sounds like Larry and Laz’s kid has had a bit too much takdri
“Luke? He’s such a good boy”

“It's not Luke, its Lara”

“Oh no, are you going to call the Lee’s now?”

“Not yet. I'm going to the station. Go back to sleep”

On the way out the door | looked in on my girls. Thisrtiadappened to them yet but it
might someday and | just wanted to know that they wefeelsefore | left. In the laundry
basket on the back porch | found my daughter Carrie’y dweat pants and shirt. | put
them into a paper bag and took them with me.

In the parking lot | met Baker and he took me to thegbatr. | open the back door and
helped my still drunk god-daughter to her feet. When Baker toskasket back |
thought that Lara was nude. She had on a tiny pink bikatilttoked more like skin than
spandex and it showed way too much of a sixteen yeathginl it should have. | knew
that | could have just put her into my car and takenhbene and no report would have
ever been made and | might have done that if she haaletd on my shoes.



“Ok Baker, take her inside and book her. Do the wholegthiug shots, finger prints and
then toss her in the drunk-tank.”

“Are you sure Lieutenant?”

“Yea but don't turn in the paperwork, just give it to me”
“What ever you say sir, should | ‘cuff her”

“Yes, but don't hurt her”

While Baker took her off to the humiliating process oihearrested | walked down to
the Vice Department and found a friend.

“Hey Officer Gomez, how'’s tricks”

That brought a laugh from the officer who is twentyorears old and a very pretty
undercover cop. She was dressed like the sleaziest yowkgrhthat ever graced the
streets of Redondo Beach.

“Tricks, I've had about all of the would-be tricks tHacan stand tonight. I've got five
guys in the tank trying to make up some story that theeswvill believe.”

“Want to take a break, | need a favor?”

“Sure, what’'s up?”

| told her that | was going to put my god-daughter in the dtank and | wanted her to
sit beside the kid and talk trash to her. | didn’t saydet knew that | wanted to scare the
hell out of her and to keep her safe.

| called the Lee’s house and Laz answered on the ifigt r

“LARA?”

“Lara’s safe Laz. I've got her.

“Chris, where the hell is she?”

“Right now she’s on her way to the drunk-tank”

“My god, is she drunk?”

“Oh yes but after puking on everything in sight she’s probstalsting to sober up”
“I'lll come get her right away”

“Laz, you can do that but why not leave her with meafevhile?”

“What are you going to do?”

“Humiliate her, scare hell out of her, teach heezssbn in reality, and make her a stronger
person. Is there anything else that you want me to do?”

“Will she be alright?”

“What do you think?”

“Ok, I'll get her later”

“No, send Luke at 7 o’clock, it’ll be a good lesson fanhoo”




At six in the morning | walked to the tank and therehim torner, trying to hide from the
world was Lara Lynn Langtree Lee. Officer Gomez wasvbeh her and the other
denizens in the tank and she was still playing the patieofough, sleazy whore. When
Lara saw me she ran to the bars.

“Oh Uncle Chris, | want to go home, please take nmadio

“NO”

“Don’t say no, pleeeese take me home”

“Sorry, there’s nothing that | can do. The bus willlere soon to take you to Juvenile
Hall. You broke the law young lady and someone hasyoNaw why are you standing
there in your underwear?”

“It's not really my underweatr, it's my bathing suit”

“Did your mom buy that for you?”

“No, | bought it. She doesn’t know that I've got it”

“Here, put this on” and | passed the paper bag with Cagweéats through the bars.
“Uncle Chris, | know that you can get me out of hég®u want to”

“Probably”

“Will you?”

“NO”

“I could hate you for this”

“That’s your choice. Real life is filled with real @ices. Did you make any bad choices
lately?”

“Maybe ... yes” she said in a very quiet voice.

“Then don't lie to me, you don’t hate me, you love mew go sit on your bench and
wait for your chance to make a good decision”

“Yes Uncle Chris” she said looking at her feet.

At eleven that morning my home phone rang and Ginny aeslve

“Hello”

“Hi Ginny its Laz, is the cold hearted cop asleep?”

“No he’s reading the Sunday paper, do you want to speak & him

“In a minute, I've just taken your daughter’s sweat-suitajihe dryer. Do you want me
to bring it over now?”

“No I'll get to tonight, we are still going to dinner aremwe?”

“Absolutely. We'll pick you and Chris up at six, just aftelock my daughter in the
cellar. Let me speak to the cop now please”




“How is she?” | asked.

“Asleep. She stayed in the shower for forty minutes dftdee brought her home. She
didn’t say a word to me but she told her brother thatrehty screwed up and she was
lucky that her guardian uncle found her. By the way,uhtba tiny pink bathing suit in
the bathroom trash. Do you have any idea where that rame”

“I doubt that it came from J.C.Penney”

“God Chris, where does she get this stubborn streak?”

“Oh come on Laska, do you think that she got it from meekrnaild Larry or maybe you
should look closer to home”

“Thanks hon for looking out for her”

“Well between mother and daughter, looking after the bothyou is a lifetime
commitment”

“Love you — bye” Laz said before she hung up the phone.




School, school and more school
Lara

Well, | lived through high school and | followed my famthadition to USC. | guess |
did my share of partying and playing around but | survived and newdae prospered. |
dated occasionally but the thrill of telling a new guyoN over and over was gone.

| was set to go to law school when | met the lovengflife, or at least, my love of 1971.
He was the ‘tall-dark-and-handsome’ guy and he swept hefahy feet. He was a
veteran just back from Vietnam and that added a sensestémyHe had been in Army
Intelligence and when | asked questions he always saikdetfcouldn’t talk about it’.

He was a junior majoring in Political Science and Luke landre L-1 law students. We
dated, we hung-out, we slept at each other’s place ane ifalihof 1973 we moved in
together. That didn't make mom or dad very happy but it thae for them to stop
thinking of me as their ‘pure-as-the-driven-snow’ daughter.

The bliss of romance lasted until the spring of 1974 and jhehgeight weeks from the
end of Law school, Bruce, that was his name, Bruce ldathj announced that he had
been accepted to grad-school in Boston.

SHOCK! ... No invitation to go with him, nothing, just ‘Hagenice-life’.

My first thought was to have Luke kill him but | didn’t mtamy brother to go to prison.

The next day | put everything that he owned into three llash bags and left them on
the front porch. Luke changed the locks on the doors suadfimal bit of childishness, |

pushed a straight pin through every condom package thatnwas nightstand drawer

and then | tossed them into the trash bag with his edoéimd tried to put him out of my
mind.

The end in sight — June 1974

Finally after all of the lectures and books and tdstseind of Law School was in sight. |
felt like | had been in school all of my life and trutiful was sick of it. Luke seemed to
have a much better attitude than me and | attributdddhais love life. With Angie by
his side and talk of marriage and kids and a new caredradhénis eyes on the future
while | was still looking at the past. He had a fiand®voved him and | was alone and
the fact that | was not alone by choice didn’'t makegsiany easier for me.

Luke and | had enrolled in a bar exam prep course whichsu@sosed to make passing
the California Bar easier but | had my doubts. | didn’'tkHinke needed the class and |
was sure he could have passed the test on graduation thet seeant that he had taken
the course to help me. | would have rather just hung atit wm and reviewed
everything together but he said that the course would lve organized than anything
that we did ourselves.



We were in the apartment and Luke was reading the newsgéape | was laying on the
couch feeling sorry for myself. Here | was, 25 yearsamnid still being helped by my big
brother. Well his sympathy was under-whelming.

“Stop mopping around Pip and get over yourself. God dammiutye/ a pretty woman
with a good education and your about to be an honest to gsodaéfornia lawyer.”

He said that | was a woman but he called me Pip, hisamk for me when we were
kids.

“What are you doing this summer?” he went on.

“Taking the Bar just like you”

“No, | mean after that”

“I don’t know, just hanging out | guess”

“That’'s a bad choice sister dear. Either go on vanaiiogo to work. Just because you're
a rich girl, you don’t have to act like one”

“Luke, you know that the Bar results don’t come out fonthe, how can | go to work?”
“Work for dad, join the Peace Corps, flip hamburgers at dedlds, do something to get
out of the house and put a smile on your pretty face”

“I think I'd rather go on vacation. Why don’t just you angd somewhere? Let’s go to
Hawaii and lay in the sun. No books, no school, and noiee®¥

“And no Angie? Look honey, | love you as much as | énare but that life is gone. I'm
not doing anything without Angie from here on out and ashhas | do love you, your
not coming on our honeymoon”

| laughed at that.

“Oh pleeese, you're all that | have now, | need to in@ariously through you. | won't
make any noise and I'll just watch from a distance”

He threw his newspaper at me,

“Get your ass off of the couch and go to the student uffibare’s a bunch of flyers on
the bulletin board about summer trips and jobs. DO SODMEG WITH YOUR LIFE
PIPSQUEAKY”

“Don’t call me pipsqueak, I'm a grown up woman with a good atloc and so on ...”
He threw more papers at me as | went out the door.

The bulletin board was covered with notices, cardk fiyers. Some had probably been
up there for years but several caught my eye. One wasnéh long trip helping doctors
treat starving people in North Africa but they reallyntead med students. There were a
couple of surfing trips to Mexico that might have beenbunl wanted something more
social than drinking beer and hitting the waves. Thetbalooked the best was a 16 day
trip to a remote island in the south pacific.
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Tapu Vana and the Tapu Vana Royal Hotel, an alusiee, adult
only facility offers a True Pacific Paradise

Tapu Vana, a true tropical paradise. Honeymooners look for the most romantic place in
the world and the Vana Islands are among the favorites. Intfernational flights originate in
Los Angeles and are non-stop to Papeete Tahiti where Infer-island flights to your final
destination are short and sweet with personalized greetings as you depart the aircraft.
Request and we can tell you more about the Islands. You will spend your first night at a
four star hotel on the island of Lano Vana. The next morning you will enjoy a tropical
breakfast followed by a tour of this quaint Pacific port. Affer lunch you will be whisked
away for a one half hour flight to your final destination, the beautiful islkand of Tapu Vana
and the luxurious Tapo Vana Royal Hotel.

For the next fourteen nights you will enjoy the all inclusive hospitality of the island. All
food, drinks and recreational facilities are provided at no additional costs*. We offer
many excursions to see the water, as well as the land with true service as we plan your
"trip of a lifetime" Please take a moment to give us a call or send for a quote.

* Waterskiing and parasailing offered at a modest fee.

| wrote down the number and went to the apartment to[dais sounded like just the
place for me to get a new outlook on life and Luke wisased. | was kind of excited
about it and | tried to think of any of my girlfriends thaight want to go with me but
none came to mind. I'm sure that | could have found a guy tuats off of guys for a
while. Besides, | might meet someone interesting andimxan the midst of all of that

‘true tropical paradise’ that the flyer talked about. | made my reservation

leaving two days after the Bar exam and | could hardly. wait
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A new friend — maybe

A few days later the phone rang,

“Hello?”

“Oh, hi, is this Lara Lee?”

“That’s me”

“Lara, this is Maggie Taylor, we had Contract Law tbget

| knew her from that class but | had never spoken to her.

“Hi Maggie, what can | do for you?” | asked think thae skanted to study for the Bar
exam together.

“Lara, | signed up for a trip to Tapu Vana and the traagent said that you're on the
same trip. The lady said that if we shared a room wddcsave a couple of hundred
dollars so ... would you like to share?”

She seemed nice enough and a couple of hundred was worth sawwhy not.

“Sounds great Maggie, let have lunch and talk about it”
-Lels meel and see 1f we can stand eacti othier Jor (wo weeks-

“Good, is today ok?”
“Sure”

Maggie was a pretty girl about my age and | knew froenG@bntracts class that she was
very bright but | did think that she was a little owlressed for a lunch at the Student
Union. | was in jeans and a T-shirt and she looked lieel®d just come from church. |
decided that she was trying to make a good impression.

We chatted like girls do and soon | was telling her aboutbreak-up with Bruce. |
didn’t mean to, but it just came out. She sympathizedshedsaid that she had the same
experience a year before but the hurt went away whemwt new friends. We talked
awhile longer and then agreed to share a room at the.resor

Back at the apartment | called the travel agent amdhtet of our plans and she said that
she would arrange everything. So now all | had to do wasnpathundred hours of
intense study and then take the three-day exam.
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Susan Wang — San Francisco Chinatown.

Susan Le was a San Francisco raise girl who grew tfe imixed neighborhood between
Chinatown and Little Italy. Her parents were from oldifGenia Chinese stock that could
trace the family tree back only as far and the impiorieof labor from China that were
used to build the Union Pacific Railroad.

Like most of their friend and neighbors, her parentdtto maintain their culture by
sending their kids to Chinese School every Saturday mornihthat was about as far as
that went. They both could speak Mandarin when require®&uitFrancisco English was
the language of choice.

Susan, like her school friends could speak excellesgnfewhat Americanized Chinese,
fair Italian and some Spanish and they all like to joke thay knew most of the dirty

words in several other languages. She had an uneventfih@bd and being the middle
child between her older brother and her younger and cuter.s&he worked hard to

achieve her goal being as inconspicuous as possible.

Her brother got the good grades and went to college atriiverdity of California across
the bay at Berkeley. Susan was not nearly as avabiind attended local Cal-State San
Francisco. Her ever-so-cute sister was marriedghit@&en and gave birth to a son seven
months later. Although Susan was sad that her sist&mnhe pregnant and was forced to
marry, she was happy for her and her new baby-boy. Shdéalvever, have a satisfied
smirk on her face every time she saw her parents.

Her social life at Cal-State was active. She joinesbmority and learned skills such as
drinking too much, staying out too late and occasionally smgokarijuana. The sexual
revolution was in the making and she had lots of nearlytsatxshe enjoyed but she
wasn't on ‘the pill and she wasn’t going down the roaat tier sister had taken.

During her senior year she had a real affair with a yassistant professor named Peter
Wang. He was a far more cultured Chinese than she wasratite retext of doing
research they spent many pleasant afternoons owtioh of his locked office.

In June of 1965 she graduated with her degree in Hotel Manafemd they were
married. For all of Peter’s culture, they needed heonme to live and she found an entry
level position at the San Francisco Royal Hotel — Gbina.

The blissful couple found a small house not far fromuhersity and settled down for
the marriage experience. Like most college professetsrRvas involved in the Peace
movement and he often attended Anti Vietham War ralesan was just the opposite
and had no interest in politics. She worked hard indteand was promoted a little faster
than her peers.

She became concerned that her husband was coming homesdme of these Peace
meetings with the distinct smell of marijuana on Hales and by 1968 she was very

13



aware of the so-called summer of love. Things cameheaa when she received a call
from Peter who had been arrested at one of the marShesook the family checkbook

and went to the jail. At the desk she had been handedrtest report and was told the
amount of his bail. That night she read the report andwvsiseshocked to read the Peter
and an un-named girl had been arrested several blamkstfre march in a van. They

were sighted for misdemeanor obscene conduct.

For this offence, Peter slept for one month on theeb@nd was sent to the family doctor
to guarantee Susan the he was free of any communicablkesdisThe only thing that
saved the marriage was his solemn promise to give up fys#ngcipation in the Peace
movement and especially the summer-of-love.

By 1970 it was clear that Susan wasn't going to have child®ba.was tested by the
doctor who could find nothing wrong with her and her requestBéter to be tested were
unfulfilled and so she was resigned to be a good aunt tmdwmot-so-cute sister’s

growing horde.

In 1971 she was promoted to assistant manager of the i &wd in 1973 she was
promoted to Night Manager. Her marriage was suffering foemgn neglect and when
she started working nights it seemed to fade away to letenmdifference on both of
their parts. Sex for her was a thing of the past and #hamgh she was sure that Peter
was making use of his office couch, she just didn't care.

In January, 1974 Peter told her that he wanted a divoreecidrent girlfriend was
pregnant and he felt honor bound to do-the-right-thingceS Susan had never been
blessed with a child from Peter’s sexual favors she wexddeow he had impregnated a
girlfriend. A little investigation on her part found tlggrifriend was loaded with the
money from a grandmother’s trust fund and whether orPabér’'s deposit in her had
been fruitful was offset by her deposit in Peter’'s fapthank account. Susan got the
house with its mortgage and he was set free on an umsingpe&orld.

Susan’s life didn’t change much. She was still alone wibtte time and her life was still
mostly her job. At first she was glad that he was daneafter a while depression set in.
She didn't feel like she was getting anywhere. She toakek’s vacation but that made
things worse. She wanted things to be better but sim #now what to do.

While reading through a pile of paperwork on her desk, a ttgeght her eye. It was
offering a year’s contract at the Tapu Vana Royal Hmtedn island in the South Pacific
where they were looking for a night manager.
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Susan’s new start — June 11, 1974

The flight from LA had been long and the two books tlm&t Isrought were boring. Her
sprits were lifted however when the flight attendamaunced that their landing in Lano
Vana would be in twenty minutes. Like the other passergierpressed her nose against
the window with hopes of seeing the capitol of the &/Estlands and like many before her
she was disappointed in what she saw.

In her carry-on bag was the letter from the Tapu \Rogal Hotel that said she would be
met outside the customs lounge by a representativeedifidtel who would arrange her
transportation to Tapu Vana but she didn’t look forwardrtother airline flight that day.

Once in the small terminal, clearing customs wastless a formality. A guard glanced
at her passport and welcomed her to the Vana IslandsgPlier roll-on suitcase and
carrying her small bag she walked towards that door lookingdmeone who might be
from the hotel. Just outside she walked by a man leagiamgst the building smoking a
cigarette but she still didn’t see anyone that mightieeting her.

“Hi cutie, are you Suzie?”

She turned and looked back at the man with the smokelo8ked around and then
finally pointed to herself with a big question on her face

“Are you Susan Wang?”
“Yes, are you from the hotel?”
“That’s me Miss” he said in an obvious Australian accent

She wasn’t sure if she was impressed or not. He waartdlblond in a rugged sort of
way. He looked like he had spent too many years in thesdrhe had a crooked nose.
Still, she had seen a lot of men who looked worse linan He stomped out the cigarette
and extended his hand,

“Hello Mrs. Wang, I'm Jocko Street and I've come to feyou”

At first she thought that she should be annoyed andgherthought that she should be
pleased. She knew from her experience in the hotéhd®ss that most Aussie’s didn'’t
hide anything. What they thought came out their mouth aatdctiuld be good or bad.

“First you call me cutie and then Miss and now Mrs.yba actually know who | am or
are you trying to offend as few as possible?” She sakirgiais hand.

“No offence Mrs. Wang | really do know who you are”
“Ok Jocko, call me Susan, I’'m not a Mrs. anymore”
“Alright Suzie”

“Susan”

“Right ... Susan. This way to your ride”
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They walked around the terminal building and back toward8flig/e line. Parked to one
side of the airliners was a red, white, and blue singtgne airplane with ‘Tapu Vana
Royal Hotel’ painted on it.

“Here is the pride of the hotels fleet. In fact i'® only plane in the fleet”

Susan had never been in a ‘little’ airplane before andfing thought was to be
apprehensive but then she decided that it went very widll kner new-start-on-life
attitude.

Jocko explained that it was a Piper Cherokee-Six sedcdlecause it could carry six
people. Susan knew enough about airplanes to know @aha sad a wing on top and
some had the wing on the bottom and this one had tlegeaminhe bottom.

Jocko opened a small door on the plane’s side and pludgage inside. Then he used a
step on the side of the plane to step up onto the wirtgeonight side where he unlocked
the door. There was one door in the front and anotihéneother side in the back. When
the door was opened he reached down and helped Susan wiadHhzeside him.

“I'll get in first and when I'm settled in the left a& I'll help you into the right seat”

When they were both in their place he reached aaendsent of her and pulled the door
closed and locked it. He reached up and latched anothdreandle at the top of the
door.

“Ok Suzie ... Susan what do you think of this?”
“It's smaller than | thought it would be”
“Well it’s big for an airplane but it would be small farcar.”

He showed her the controls and the instruments and simelened if he was so
instructional with all of his passengers. He seemedisndily and just a little charming
she wondered if he was flirting. Nine years of marrihge left her oblivious to the
subtleties of the boy-girl-man-woman thing. That thoughtie her blush and she felt just
a little flattered.

He was still talking and she quickly wondered if she hagsed anything important. He
gave her a set of large, green earphones and helpetiphigresn on. He put his on and
flipped a switch and she could hear him speak clearing.uddd his seat belt and she
did the same. With no thought what-so-ever he put msl eder her belt at her waist
and gave it a tug to see if it was tight enough.

She disappeared from his consciousness as he glancedyitheo printed card and
checked several things. The he opened a small window osidasof the plane and
shouted ‘CLEAR’ so anyone outside could hear. She thobghtttwas odd because no
one was outside. He turned the ignition switch and the peylirted to turn. Then the
engine came alive with a roar. He flipped more swit@resshe heard the radio come on.
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“Lano Vana control, Cherokee 9009-Juliet, request taxi tovayr27 for takeoff”
“Roger 09-Juliet taxiway alpha, wind calm, altimeter 29c¢&ared for takeoff, no traffic
reported in the area”

With that concluded Jocko taxied to the end of the runelagcked the engine one more
time and pushed the throttle forward and the plane exatell down the runway. Susan
wasn't sure if she was scared or excited but beforeshie decide the nose of the plane
came up and the rumbling of the wheels stopped. The grounddslgyay and the
panorama of the harbor at Lano Vana appeared beneath th

It was breathtaking and she felt like she was soaHeggot her attention by patting her
knee and she looked towards him. He was smiling and sohsas s

“What do you think of my world Suzie-Cutie?”
“Oh Jocko ... | think that it’s very cool ... call me Susan”

He didn’t climb very high so she really had the senmatibspeed. She watched the sea
and the sky and her very outspoken pilot and she washagyy. She realized that she

was happy for the first time in a long time. Jocko sgb#tgod of whales and he circled

so she could see. In what seemed like a short tinp@inged to an island ahead.

“That’s Tapu Vana, home-sweet-home for the foresedahlee”

She thought that it was much prettier than the isthatl they had just left and as they
approached land he flew lower until they were veryekasthe water. They raced across
the lagoon and the hotel was just out of her windowthAtend of the beach he pulled the
nose up and they climbed towards the mountain peak. Theyjust above the tree tops
when he cut the power and lowered the flaps to slow #épgroach to the hill-top landing
strip. When the tires touched to asphalt there was niahanbump. He taxied to a small
hanger and cut the engine.

“Welcome to Tapu Vana Mrs. Wang”

“Why did you call me Suzie-cutie?”

“Because I'm an Aussie and | say the first thing tlegigpinto my mind”
“Thanks for the ride Jocko”

He locked the plane and tossed her bags into a golfterivas parked at the hanger. It
was a short ride down the mountain to the hotel angolrged out the points of interest
along the way. When he pulled up at the front door he duméer,

“Ok Susan, you go and talk to the boss-man and then I'llyaketo the dungeon, that’s

what we call our quarters. Just have his secretaryrebnd I'll pick up in front of the
hotel. You can leave your bags with me”
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Living in a big city hadn’t instilled much trust in Susan bu glecided that she might as
well trust him because he or she had no where to hideeosnall island. She left all of
her worldly positions with this stranger and went to refmthe new employer.

Susan was back in the cart with Jocko and they werendrawvay from the hotel. There
seemed to be many paved paths that disappeared into tie and they turned down
one that was about a hundred yards into the palm treestiie hotel. There ahead was a
low building with flat roof. The building appeared to havermduilt in a hole. She was
sure that an effort had been made to hide it. Even its eéderior seemed to blend in
with the jungle background.

“This is the dungeon. At least that’'s what everyonésaa It's really the staff quarters.
The hotel architect didn’'t want the sight of otheildings to detract from the appearance
of the main building so they hid the building behind thisdaigd berm. The staff quarters
are quite comfortable with single and double rooms foryewe. We have our own
kitchen, recreations facilities, a patio and a swimnpongl. We even have our own bar
with a small dance floor. Every room has its own lmdhr and even satellite television
with programs from Australia. We have all of the cortgaf home in what looks like a
hole in the ground”

Jocko took her to an office where she was welcomed batiagygirl with a New York
accent who gave Susan a set of rules and procedureseakelytto room 45. It turned out
to be very nice, and even had a sliding glass door witbsacto a small patio with a
comfortable lounge chair. When she was all settled Jdukoksher hand and left with an
invitation.

“Most evenings lots of us get together by the pool for hdppy. It's fun. Please join us
if you can”

“Oh Jocko, I'd love to but I'm working evenings for a whaad then I'll be working
nights”

“Oh well, I'm sure that I'll see you around”

She was a little disappointed that he hadn’t offeretek® her to lunch or dinner or
whatever time of the day it was. She thought thatnshst have confused flirting with
Aussie hospitality. Still Susan was satisfied and hapfy her arrival in paradise.
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Lara — July 9™, 1974
School’s out — forever

It was done, the Bar exam was finally over and | hadlea if | had passed or failed but
my mind was too numb to think about it. Luke said thateltetlie same way but it would
snow hard in Hollywood before my compulsive brothelethany examination.

Back in the apartment Angie was snuggling on the couchlwike and we were doing
our best to get through a six-pack of Budweiser. Luke coujdsttlive for the minute
and he was already planning the next few days.

“You know, sister dear, that mom wants us out of frertanent by the weekend. She has
a painter coming and then she wants to rent the place rteal tenant. You know,
someone that actually pays rent.”

“Sorry, the day after tomorrow I’'m on my way to Tapané for sixteen glorious days of
tropical paradise and | can't think about moving now”

Angie laughed,

“Are you really going to tell your mom that?”
“Not exactly but the results will be the same”

Now Luke laughed.
“Don’t you remember when mom wanted to paint your room?4dked.

-God 7 do remember that, 7 put it off until ner patience wore out and 7
came fiome to find every thing 7 owned in big trash bags in the garage.
(Clothes, shoes, make-up, even the magazine that 7 had hidden under my
mattress were all dumped in togettier-

“Ok, Angie, I'll pay you $10 to pack and move my stuff’

“NO”

“Luke?”

“Get real’

“Twenty five Angie, that’s my limit”

“I'll help you tomorrow morning and that's my final offeAngie said.

J knew that she would eventually come around to my way of t111nking-
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Bar Exam Party

We had everything out of the apartment and stashed atatiehFhouse in Palos Verdes
before noon. Although Luke and I still had bedrooms intitbase we hadn’t actually
slept there more than three or four times in theféagtyears.

It seemed a little strange to lie on my old bed and kiake room. There were the same
curtains that mom and | had picked out when | was in afiool and the paint that | just
had to have seemed a bit faded now. Next to the bed wadeawith a record player.
Next to that was a pile of music albums that | thoughateathe coolest thing | had ever
heard. Still hanging on the bedpost were the earphonesitima made me use so she and
dad didn’t have to listen to my music.

| got up and looked through the dresser. Here were clotaeswould never wear and in
the closet were more things that needed to go to tloel®dll. | looked on the inside of
the closet door frame and there were the pencil maeisrecorded my growth. Beside
each mark mom had written the date and under the findt she had printed my name. |
suppose that she wanted to let others know that thisthegprogress of her only
daughter. | stood with my back to the door and put my hand oheag and held my
finger against the frame. When | looked | saw that | hagir@tvn since | was eighteen
but | hoped that | had grown in other ways. A glance latckhe full length mirror
reminded me of how skinny my butt had been back then.

That evening mom and dad held a party for the familgetebrate the end of law school
for her children. Everyone was there and | really erjoiyeUncle Bobby who studied

law at UCLA gave me a list of attorneys who mightifterested in a bright new lawyer.
Uncle Chris gave me the name of the assistant Etigittorney for Redondo Beach who
was looking for new prosecutors and my cousin Carrie Ant toé that she was

pregnant with her second child.

After dinner Luke announced that he and Angie were actealljjpged and the wedding
would be in November. The family laughed and hugged him and Anbere were lots
of comments like “lucky guy” and “about time”.

Angie spent the night in the guest room but Luke’s roomeig to mine and the walls
really do have ears. | was really happy for them aitidsad or pissed-off or something
about my miserable love life.

The next morning mom and dad drove me to LAX for the flighparadise and | put all
of the problems of the past out of my mind.
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Sammy (Kami) Maliuna — San Francisco Little Italy

Sammy Maliuna was a giant of a man, six foot six amd hundred and forty-five
pounds. He was truly his father’s son even if he had mptisirdo with his dear old dad
and his father returned the favor.

Kale Maliuna was a true Hawaiian, born of fadaneasion blood of the ancient travelers
that arrived from Bora-Bora in the distant past. e<alvho was called Charley,
proclaimed his purity despite a Portuguese grandmother osid@ef his family and a
Scottish grandfather on the other.

In Hawaii, which is mostly populated by Causations, anér@als, the native Hawaiian
is often dismissed as a lazy and uneducated good-for-gdtiah spends his time surfing
and stealing. Of course the stereotype is as wrong asgeostalizations are but, without
showing some extra effort, it's a hard one to overcome

Charley grew up on the north shore of the island of Madi until he was in high school
he did fit the perception. He had some trouble with teallpolice over some missing
property and a bag of marijuana but nothing that was aiieodrdinary.

When he walked into the auditorium of King KamayamayghHBSchool, for an
orientation talk, a white teacher pulled him aside and spmkén in the pigeon English
that was so prevalent among the native Hawaiian’s.t\Whavas asked was ‘Do you play
football?” Those four words led him to four state champhips and a four year
scholarship to the University of Hawaii in Honolulu.

Charley was big and mean. He was cat-quick and he wagsheutside linebacker that
U of Hawaii ever had. In his senior year he met felltmdent Sonya Henderson from
Utah. She was a Mormon girl with blond hair and blue epeswas six feet two inches
tall which was only two inches more than she was. He aéark and angry and she was so
white that she nearly glowed in the dark but they wertowe and despite vehement
objections from both families, they were married.

In the spring of 1952 Charley was selected by the San FecanEmrty Niners as their
first pick in the second round of the NFL draft and witk two thousand dollar signing
bonus, he and the now pregnant Sonya relocated to theoesst

Kami Maliuna was born Novembef%1952 at 1:45 in the afternoon. Unfortunately that
was the date of a Niner's home game against the Los ésmdgtams and there was no

way that Charley was going to miss that game. Hecdide to the hospital later but not

before he spent several hours’ celebrating the victaty s team mates.

Sonya had already filled in the baby-boys name on thk battificate that was waiting

for his father’s signature. She had decided on Samuek Matuna after her father.
Charley angrily scratched the Samuel Trent and scraklaohi’ saying that there was no
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way his Hawaiian son would have an outsider's name. Sbityiaer lip but she never
called her son by any other name but Sammy from thatday

In the early fifties, NFL players didn't make the &iof money that they would years
later. Most were paid about the same as a plumben alextrician when they were
working which was no more than six months a year. @lithe leagues highest paid stars
had to supplement their earnings with other jobs. Afemi@y was old enough to leave
with a baby-sitter, Sonya, who had her degree in Accouribignd a job at a local hotel
as a book-keeper but Charley never quite adapted his lekditfa style to fill the
family’s financial needs.

The martial bliss of the Maliuna’s came apart on adlweek trip to the east coast when
a picture appeared in a San Francisco newspaper. TheNioers had played the New
York Giants and the Niner's had won. Hours later, aliirgke out in a local house of
prostitution and several San Francisco players were@ddcom the inferno. The picture
in the Chronicle showed the firey scene where scariflg young women and their
customers were being lead through the smoke and flamesoflizeface that was
completely recognizable was the San Francisco Forhemdistar outside linebacker,
Charley Maliuna.

The NFL had no specific rule covering prostitution bogyt had a very strict policy
against embarrassing the league. Charley was suspemdadefo games without pay and
Sonya wouldn’t let him back into the house.

Charley still had a few beer-drinking buddies that helpedsumived the suspension but
that was the beginning of the end for the rising and ralling star. The next spring,

before training started, he was traded to the Chicago Bdardrank so much during the
summer that the bears cut him and he played a few glam&sronto in the Canadian

football league.

Without ever contacting Sonya, Charley quietly returreedhis former life as a surfer-
thief on the north shore of Maui and he never triesket® his son again.

After a while Sonya found her ex-husbands exotic nanmeeta burden so when she was
scheduled for a job interview with a large, chain hete simply resumed using her
maiden name of Henderson. She actually looked into amgur®ammy’s name but she
was told that as long as her ex-husband was aliveotlel object and in any case it
would require a lawyer and going to court and the paymemamey that she didn't
have.

In 1960, when Sammy was eight years old Sonya was hirdtedsead bookkeeper by
the San Francisco Royal Hotel at Fisherman’s WHavér though she had a degree in
Accounting she was relegated to the lower position atkkeeper because all big-
business accountants were men. That didn't mean as tousbnya as her increase in
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income. Within a year she was able to buy a small housefairly nice neighborhood
and life for her and her ever growing son was gettinghett

Sammy went to the local school which had a divemsitgtudent. There were Chinese,
Italian, Mexican, black and white kids. The all got alond all of them learned some of
the others language.

Sammy was very good looking and he had inherited the bdst ghothers and dad’s
genes. He was big and tall and had his dad’s athletic albléyhad sandy-brown hair
and blue eyes and his mom’s smile. Until people heard hisléan name they knew that
he was exotic but they couldn’t guess what his backgrowasd w

He would have been very popular in high school if he hdthwvie been so shy. It took
him a long time before he would initiate a conversaban in his senior year in high
school he had a very outgoing girlfriend and that seemedasen him up. Despite
coming to a certain age in the most sexually activeogein American history he
managed to graduate without ever having his initial enlighteawnter.

He did, however, have a 4.0 grade point average and sikyuvatsers, three in football

and three in baseball. His senior year he was namsddam All-City for Football and

second team All-City in baseball. All of this was imgs®e but the big payoff came with
a four-year, all expenses paid, football scholarshiptamf8rd University. Sammy and
his mother thought that he had hit the jackpot.

At the prestige’s school in Palo Alto he seemed tosolos He declined many offers to
join Fraternities but he did have a very active sodiel As a freshman he never thought
that he would actually play for the University and hasigeed himself to the practice
squad but in the seventh game he played as a backup. In thegame he was the
starting outside linebacker and he kept that position tha&tilast game of his junior year.

On a cold and very wet day in Seattle a University oshifagton fullback caught him
from the wrong angle and his knee collapsed. After syrther doctor told him that he
would make a full recovery for a normal life but he wotilghtay football again. Sammy
asked how that could be. Knee injuries were fairly comfioo football players but they
didn’t end a career. The doctor explained that Sammyadvtfesent. He would have all of
the strength that he had before but he wouldn’'t haveligy to run backwards and
sideways.

He tried to beat the odds. He worked hard to rehab foeyiand by the time football
spring training started in May he was as fast and strohg &sd ever been but it didn't
take long to realize that he wasn't the same. It dicaiKetlong for the coaches to see it
also. Eventually the head coach scheduled Sammy favaluation physical and the
results ended his life as a football scholarship rediplda was officially dropped from
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the team and the school finance office informed hint tha financial support for his
senior year was gone.

He had always been a good student and, unlike many collegéeat he had taken a full
load of classes while at Stanford but he needed twedafiesters to graduate. There was
just no way that he or his mother could pay the tuitorthat last year. It was even too
late to arrange a transfer to a state college fofalheemester but he wouldn’t have done
that anyway. A degree from Stanford was worth much mioae & degree from San
Francisco State and he wanted to hold on to that plitgsibi

He went to the Dean'’s office and arranged for an 18 mubeldy in the start of his senior
year. That would give him the time to get the necessanyesmn He didn’'t know where it
was going to come from but he was sure that he could Hudvgroblem.

A week after school ended at Stanford his mother broseNeral flyers home from the
hotel. They were offers of employment from various &adyotels around the country
and one caught Sammy’s eye. It was a year’s conttabedlapu Vana Royal Hotel on
an island in the South Pacific. Sammy looked over theofiskills needed and he saw
one that he might be qualified for. They needed Securigr@.
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Sammy and the South Seas — June 24, 1974

Sammy was met at the airport at Lano Vana by JocieeSin the hotel's Cherokee-six
but he wasn'’t alone. There were three Filipino laagscworkers with him. Jocko did a
quick addition of the weight of all of the passengemd bags and decided not to fill the
tanks with gas.

“You're as big as two bloke’s mate but it’ll be ok. If thisgjet dicey we’ll just throw out
a couple of the little guys”

Sammy recognized Aussie humor when he heard it but theineils looked a little
worried. He enjoyed the flight to Tapu Vana and the pilent out of his way to show
them all the hotel and island from the air.

They all reported to the hotel manager, Mr. Yen and ttiey were taken to their
quarters. The Filipino’s were given bunk beds in a dormitoom with several others of
their countrymen and Sammy was assigned to a double tteadrhe shared with another
security guard.

His new roommate was a black man from Selma Alabamaiargbuthern drawl was so
slow that Sammy wanted to help him get his words outellTy¥oung was funny and
likeable once his words finally manifested themselvewiald convenient for the pair to
room together because they were both working the evenirig shif

The next day at 3:30 in the afternoon, Tyrell and Samragséd in their uniforms which
consisted of kaki shorts and flowered shirts and whiteiseshoes. They both had hotel
issued two-way radios and their only weapon was a cpapder spray that was kept in a
pouch on their belts.

“Look kid, use this stuff only for a last resort. Our jsbto make the guests happy and
safe. The only time we would ever use the spray wa®ittwas no other way to solve a
problem.”

At 3:45 they met in a large conference room with the ddy Isbiel manager. There were
several others in the meeting including the evening manageassistant manager, the
evening five-man security detail and the evening departmeragers such as the
kitchen staff, building maintenance and housekeeping.

The day manager gave a brief report on the evening’s taasidnd any problems that
would be carried over into the next shift. In eight hahesevening manager would hold
a similar meeting for the night shift.

The security team met in their office and the head gaasigned the tasks for the
evening. Sammy and Tyrell would walk through the hallshef guest’'s rooms several
times in the next few hours. Their task was just tkergure everything looked ok and to
reassure the guests that someone was looking after Jostrafter dark they would drive
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a cart along all of the beach paths to see if anytassis was required. Sometimes guests
would drive a cart to a remote location and then find thatcart had been taken by
others when it was time to return to the hotel. @hards would have dinner in the
dungeon cafeteria at 7:30 and then check the halls and &gaith At 10:30 they would
walk unobtrusively around the pool area while watching felligerent drunks. At
midnight they would go off shift.

It had been an interesting shift and they were making tast beach sweep of the
evening when Sammy saw something back in the trees andeaelsing for his big
flashlight when Tyrell stopped him.

“Don’t go shinning your light back in there”

“Why not?”

“Remember what | said about making the guests happy?”
“Yea”

“Well some of the guests are making each other happy”
“What?”

“Oh you know kid, love under the stars, splendor in thegjra
“‘Oh ... | see”

“It's not your job to see. If anyone needs help theyéll yor help”

Midnight

Sammy and Tyrell got off shift and went to the dunge®ammy was sleepy but his
roommate had other plans. He went to visit a housekeeper Jamaica and he told
Sammy not to wait up for him.

When Sammy woke at 8:30 the next morning Tyrell was sosleg@ He showered and
dressed and walked to the cafeteria. The day shift weadsirat work and the night shift
hadn’'t come in yet so the big room was nearly empty. Eetwhrough the serving line
and looked for a place to sit.

Across the room he saw a slightly familiar face. Aman was sitting alone and he
recognized her from the 3:45 meeting the day before. #tH& wasn’t sure if he wanted
to disturb her but he knew that he had to meet peoplenake friends or it was going to
be a lonely year.

“Excuse me Miss, is this seat taken?”
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Hello Susan Wang

She was a Chinese woman wearing a white skirt and afulobhloha blouse with a
nametag on her left pocket. She had long straight blaickahd he couldn’t guess her age
except he knew that she was younger than his motlteoler than him. When she
looked up she didn't show much expression but he knew fronydaiss of going to
school near San Francisco Chinatown that this wagieefyresponse.

-Hello Yyoung man, who might you be- she thought.
“The seat is free, please sit down” she said.
He knew immediately that she was a Californian andailyldfrom his part of The City.

“I'm Sammy Maliuna and I've only been here for one’'day
“Hello Sammy Maliuna, I'm Susan Wang and I'll bet youaelong way from Little
Italy”

He smiled at her recognition of a fellow San Fraranisc

“l am a long way and | guess that you are too. Have yon hee long?”

“Three weeks. It took a little adjusting but it ok now”

“| saw you at the meeting yesterday afternoon. You'eeeVening assistant manager”
“Acting Assistant manager, | start as the night managgt week”

“Well I'm the lowest ranking security guard and | havetao learn”

They chatted as they ate their breakfast and finalljized that they had sat there for
over two hours. That embarrassed both of them a &titk they wished the other a nice
day and went their own way.

Sammy spent the day exploring the island and at 3:45dweinvthe conference room
meeting. When he walked in, Susan was talking to the damagea but she saw him as
he stood in the back of the room. She glanced awayidnd ok at him again until the
meeting was over. She approached him with a smile and #ske had enjoyed his day
and then she went to her office.

Sammy'’s assignment was slightly different than theiptes day but the results were the
same. The only excitement was a drunk had lost his rogramke caused a fuss until his
room was unlocked and his key replaced.

The next morning she was sitting alone in the dinning rowdnagain, he wasn'’t sure if
he should disturb her but she looked up and smiled whesash&im. Their conversation
brought some facts to light. She learned that Sammegttien had worked for The Royal
at Fisherman’s Wharf and she had talked to her by pbane few occasions. Sammy
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learned that Susan had worked for several years atoyed Rotel in Chinatown and that
she was divorced.

-She’s about thirty ... that not much older than I am- he thought.
Susan did the same math.

-HE'S just a Rid maybe twenty-one or twenty-two. \Way too young for me ... still it
would be nice to have a new friend -

Although she was aware of the length of time that theg spent at breakfast the day
before she was in no hurry to leave and that afterraddhe 3:45 meeting she smiled at
him.

The schedule of days off was an odd one and without edsth it was impossible to
calculate ahead of time. In her office that night Eluked at the schedule. She always
had Monday off and another day during the week. In this sheewas off Tuesday.
Normally she would have looked forward to the leisungetbut here on the island she
really didn't have anything to do. She read a lot and tsieel to avoid excessive
television. As an employee she couldn't take advantagéhe® many recreational
opportunities that the hotel offered. She could use ¢aelbat any time but she wasn't
allowed to use the hotel pool or patio. There was apla&ee pool and patio at the
dungeon but she hadn’t made any friends to share that wit

She thought for a while and then checked the schedulédasther employees that was
kept in the managers desk drawer. She felt a little guilign she found the entry for
Kami Maliuna. He was off Tuesday and Friday. She wasmé that she would mention
that to him but she wasn't sure that she wouldn't.

The next morning when Sammy got to the cafeteria leedisappointed when she wasn't
there. He looked around until he was sure that she wesngiand then he looked at the
other tables. There were a couple of guys that he hacgmdethere was a girl from the
evening shift. She was sitting alone and he thought oddoting himself but he didn't.
Instead he went to the empty table where he had satSuihn for the last couple of
mornings and he sat alone.

He hadn't finished his orange juice when he heard her voice
“Good morning Sammy, | thought that | might have missad r. Yen wanted to chat”

They chatted and laughed and Susan pondered a decision.

-Do ( lelg want to speym’ all of my spare time with this kid ... still, | haven't done
very well at meeting new people-
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“Sammy, what are your days off next week?”

“Tuesday and Thursday or Friday, I'd have to look it up”

“Would you like to do something?”

“Sure, what would you like to do?”

“I'm off Monday and Tuesday, maybe we can explore otogihe beach or something on
Tuesday”

“That’s great. You know that I'm off until three on Mday, maybe we can do something
then too”

“Maybe” she said.
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Expanding Susan’s opportunities

Monday morning Susan was walking towards the cafeteria whemet Jocko Street in
the hall.

“Good morning Miss, how is life on the night shift” hekad with a grin.

“Dark but not cold, how’s life flitting among the clouds?”

“Well we never actually call it flitting. | like to thk of it as cheating death with acts of
astounding bravery”

She laughed

“Are all of you Aussie’s so full of bull?”

“No dear, just me. I've seen you in the cafeteriaseveral days in a row with the big
bloke from the states. Is anything happening there?”

“Nosey aren’'t you and why are you watching me have bre@kfas

“| keep track of the cute ones”

“More bull”

“How about having lunch with me at a good place that MKno

“What place? Do you have the key to the boss’s private mjmauiom?”

“Do you like seafood?”

“Yes but you haven't told me where”

“André’s Seafood Bar and Grill on Lano Vana”

“On the other island? | wasn’t very impressed whenw gafrom the airplane. How
could we do that anyway?”

‘I have a way my dear, I'll call for you at eleven.d3s casual and I'll have you home
before dark”

“I haven't said yes yet”

“Eleven o’clock cutie and don't be late”

Sammy sat at the table looking at his watch.
-Where is she? I saw her in the hall but what's keeping her so long-

Finally Susan came in and went through the serving line. Whersat at the table she
could tell that Sammy was irritated.

-What's with you fella, aid you get up on the wrong side of the bed?

“Good morning Sammy”

“Morning Susan, | thought that you weren’t coming.

“Sammy, | can't always be here when you expect me.eSiamas things come up. If |
don’t show up just start without me”

-Damn, he’s not my boyfriend or my god damned ex-husband. | don't have to explain
things to this kid-
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“Sorry Susan”

God damn it, this isn't high school and she's a grown up lady. Don't piss her off by
being a jerk-

“Jocko invited me to lunch today on Lano Vana. He haytover to pickup something
so we are having lunch out”

-Damn ... -

“| thought that we were going to do something today”
“No, we're going to do something tomorrow. Don’t you rerben?”

-Be gquiet dummy ... don’t make her mad-

“l guess | forgot”

Eleven o'clock and is all well?

Susan had just finished dressing when she heard the tap dodrerShe looked at her
watch and it was eleven o’clock to the minute. Opening tloe dloe was surprised that
Jocko was dressed in clean white shorts, tennis shoebeamgre a brightly colored
aloha shirt and his dirty baseball cap was missing.

She laughed

“You clean up very well. If I didn’t know better | woutthink that you were one of our
rich hotel guests”

“I might say the same for you cutie, your Californiathes become you”

She laughed again,

“You're so full of crap. Does all of this charm work gour other girlfriends?”

“Do you presume that your one of my girlfriends?”

“Ok, ok, let’s go to lunch Prince Charming”

The flight

As the plane climbed into the clear blue sky Susan sdathieehorizon.

“How do you find the other island, it's not visible frorare?”

“Magic my dear and some help from science. | know trepass heading from here to

there by looking at the map but that’s the old fashion.iva

He pointed at an instrument that had a dial and a nerdie o
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“This is a radio direction finder or RDF. | tune it &oradio beacon on Lano Vana. It's
sort of like a radio station the plays music but @édafcasts the airport name. Right now
I’m not receiving the broadcast because we are too fay &t in a few minutes you'll
see the needle move and point to the beacon. TheustMellow the needle”

“So this flying stuff isn’t all that hard?”
“Not at all, would you like to try it”
“Sure”

She took hold of the controls like it was the wheehahr and to her surprise she could
turn the plane a little by turning the wheel. Jocko pointetth¢oRDF needle which had
come alive and was pointing a little left of there corréirection and she made a small
turn until it was lined up straight ahead.

“Ok, I've learned to fly now so you do it”
He made a quick turn to the right and then to the lefth@nctyes were as big as saucers.
“Oops” he said as he laughed.

The flight was pleasant and he gave her an a reabtdhe best part of the island. On the
backside of the volcanic peak she saw towering cliffeeced by the velvet green of the
jungle. She noticed a surprising amount of smoke coming &oommber of places on the
peak and she asked Jocko about it.

“The old volcano rumbles a bit but no one seems vergarmed. | guess that it happens
often. This latest activity has been going on for yeayear now”

He took the plane down very low over the water and tleabeautiful beach there was
smoke bubbling out of the water in several places. Ag thended the tip of the island
the busy port came into view and in just a few minuteg had landed at the airport.

Jocko found a taxi in front of the terminal and in lesmthve minutes they walked into
André’s Seafood Bar and Grill. In some ways it remindesa8 of seaside café’s in San
Francisco but the ocean view here was much more ttopica

They sat at a table on the patio that was secluded by paldhé gave them the illusion
of dining alone. The menu was very simple. They wefered shellfish for appetizers,
local fish for the entree and fresh fruit for des@&hie two beverages offered were Coke
and San Miguel beer. Jocko explained that in the US amstraia drinking alcohol was
forbidden for a pilot for 24 hours before flying but herdi@dn’'t matter. He could have a
cold beer before the meal and by the time they wouldneb the plane, it would have
no effect on him.

They were very relaxed with each other and they athatb®ut many things. He told her

of his youth in Australia and his time in the army thas spent in Vietnam. She
described growing up in San Francisco as a 5th generations€lgive Some of the time
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she had been the traditional oriental but most of the 8he had been an American
teenager who was hooked on rock-n-roll.

Jocko had switched to iced tea but Susan had two more Béersalked at length of her

romance with the dashing young college professor that ghadwahed sour as she

became more responsible and he became more adventareéShenconfessed that she
was glad that she found an excuse to dump him and to chanifedtgie.

After lunch they continued to chat and she realized relaxed she was. She liked this
charming Aussie but she had no illusions about his ilotlenit His goal was to get into

her pants and she hadn’t decided what to do about thaSlge absolutely knew that

there was no long-range connection between them buabe/evy nice and it had been a
very nice day.

They left the café by taxi and stopped at the UPS officere he picked up two parcels
and then they returned to the airport. There was astatang out of the crack in the
door of the plane and Jocko seemed quite happy when hi.read

Hey Jocko ... I heed a ride to the island ... Tm happing in the terminal ...
give me a shout ... Gres.

“It's my mate Greg, He's wasn't expected until next wee&me on Susan, let’s go find
him”

“Who’s Greg?”

“He’s a consultant that comes around every oncenhike. He works for Accord and
they own Royal hotels. | grew up with him in Australia.”

Susan watched as Jocko looked through the rows of sehfalty found the allusive
Greg at the snack bar. There were lots of hand shakedbasid slaps and many
boisterous mock insults. When the two finally calmed dadatko introduced Susan to
Greg.

“G'day Miss” Greg said extending his hand.

“I'm Greg Allenby and despite what Jocko says I'm a good guy”

“He’s a scoundrel and a liar” Jocko laughed.

“It's nice to meet you Greg. | guess that you have knowkalfar a while”

“Yes Miss, since the beginning. | might say that he’'s kegpetter company than |
remember”

As they arranged themselves in the plane Susan thought thisonew guy. They were
obviously the best of friends. Their accents were Ipedre same but not quite.
Occasionally Greg had a slight American sound about ditko was a bull of a man
with muscled arms and legs while Greg was taller anddrgdnd if Jocko was a football
player then Greg was a long-distance runner.
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Without hesitation Greg climbed into the backseathef plane leaving Susan the seat
beside the pilot. In a few minutes they were climbingaititude and Jocko dialed in the
frequency of the radio beacon on Tapu Vana. After abfbeén minutes of flying time
the needle on the RDF came alive and settled on etidinethat was just to the right of
their course. In just a few more minutes the islandecato view and they followed the
beacon to the landing field.

Greg tossed his bag onto the back of the golf cart andalheyove to the hotel. Jocko
and Greg talked for a minute and then he went into the lahtyJocko and Susan drove
to the Dungeon. Susan was a little disappointed thatali@vas ending. She had enjoyed
herself and she liked both of the Aussies. Jocko walketlea@oor with her and Susan
surprised herself with she asked,

“Would you like to come in?”

“Sure if you don’t mind”

“I don’t mind”

Inside she tossed her purse and stuff on the dining tabléuamed on the air condition
while Jocko stood by the door and waited.

“Jocko | had a really nice day ...1...”

She felt the tightness in her throat and a tinglinganbody as she walked back to him.
She thought that she should ignore the rush that shéeetrsg but she knew that it was
too late. They came together gently at first and theéh wmore urgency. Without her

actually realizing what was happening he picked her up inrims and laid her on the

bed. The rest was pure emotion.

The last light of the fading sun lit the bedroom ahd looked at her companion. She was
fascinated and curious about the many scars on his muboalgr Several she was sure
came from gunshots and she remembered him saying thatHeeba in Vietham. He
opened his eyes and with a smile he gave her a litde kis

“Hi cutie, | had a dream about you”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes | did, did you have the same dream?”

“Possibly. Do you take a lot of girls to lunch?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Jocko, I'm a grown up woman and | don’t want to marry yibwon't hurt my feelings
if you're not true-blue to me”

“In that case, yes | take a few but you’re my favdrite

“Do you ever stop with the bullshit?”

“Hmmm ... | don't think so”

“Your lots of fun Jocko and maybe your just what | needekhy”
“So you'll be amenable to a repeat performance in the faiture
“Don’t push your luck. Do you want to stay here tonight?”
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“I'd love to but I'm meeting Greg by our pool for a beer,ydo want to come?”
She laughed at his choice of words and declined.
“No, I think I'll just lay here and enjoy the glow”

The morning after

Tuesday morning Susan awoke to the pleasant feelings fromfteenoon in bed with
Jocko and then reality returned. She had promised Sahahyhey would do something
together. She thought that a tour of the island by gotfwould be good and later maybe
some beach time. She was a little concerned thatotlneg guy might have a crush on her
but if it was a problem then they could talk about ite $oked at her clock and decided
that she had another twenty minutes to lie in bed ancrikle event of yesterday.

Day of leisure or not

Sammy and Susan had a leisurely breakfast togetherday they took their trays out to
the patio and enjoyed the warm sun and the cool breeze.

“So what would you like to do?” he asked.

“Let’s get a golf cart and explore the island. Have geen it all yet?”
“Not all of it, you've been here a while, what have yound?”
“Nothing, I’'m not much to do things alone”

-How was your lunch yesterday, you certainly didn't do that alone?-
“Ok, I'll show you what | know and then we’ll just lodér the rest.”

At first they checked out the paths around the hotel amdldimgeon then drove the two
miles up to the airport. There were several placegemvtiey could stop and look at the
view. At one lookout spot Susan saw something far below.

“Sammy, come look at this secret cove”

The cliff was nearly vertical above a cove that waarlgesurrounded by rocks. Protected
by a natural breakwater, the water in the cove wasma®th as glass. There was a small
sailboat anchored in the blue water and a guy and avgie swimming off the back of
the boat.

“Does that look like fun?” She asked.

“Yes but have you noticed that they are both weariegstme color bathing suit?”
“What? Oh Sammy, they're skinning dipping”

She looked at him and he looked embarrassed.

“Sammy, haven't you ever gone skinny dipping?” She teased.

“Well, maybe but not in broad daylight”
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“So, let’s get this straight, you and a girl went swimgnnaked”
“God damn it Susan, | was a junior at Stanford. | sawddsh@ lot of things in college
just like you did I'll bet”

-Opooo that touched a nerve. | wonder just how much he did do in college. Maybe all of
the shy, innocent stuffis just an act-

“And did you like it?” she continued to tease.

“Of course | liked it but things didn’t always go very w&ome times one of us got our
feelings hurt”

“Did you get your feelings hurt?” she asked now in a moregusyhetic voice.

“Oh come on, let’s explore some more” he said trymitle his embarrassment.

Susan glanced back at the sailboat as Sammy walked totherdslf cart. The couple
was now lying on a lounge chair on the deck and they wssag.

Near the airport they parked and hiked up a trail though tigdgwintil they had a clear
view of the island below. They sat on the grass armlyedjthe sight and the breeze.

“Did you do that in college?” He asked.

“Do what?”

“Did you go skinning dipping?”

“No but I did it once in high school. There were selgnds and boys and we’d all
smoked some marijuana and the first thing that anyone laeewere all naked in a
swimming pool. | just got carried away with the momert after | was in the water |
found a beach ball to hide behind. It probably wasn’t necgd®cause | was so flat
chested that they probably thought that | was a boy”

“So what else did you do?”

“| stayed in the water until the others went insidert| got dressed and went home. After
that | just denied that | was there at all”

-He seems happier wnow that | admitted to doing something naughty and
embarrassing-

They drove to the far end of the island where the pasedpath stopped and driving
farther would get the cart stuck in the sand. Susan hadjlbr@a bag with her bathing suit
and towel and Sammy was wearing his trunks. The walkedtabbundred yards and
found a beautiful, palm tree lined beach. They wer@titg ones there.

The water was too inviting to pass up and Susan needed to change.

“Ok Sammy, | can go change in the trees or you canyloun back and be a gentleman”
“How do you know that | don’t have eyes in the back gflread?”

“Ok, I'll watch you and if you blush when | get naked I'ltk your ass”

She stripped off her clothes and Sammy, looked the wtégrlaughing and joking,
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“Oh Susan what a pretty figure you have. Is that a bintkioa you butt?”
“Just keep it up fella and I'll get even”

Her bathing suit was a modest two piece that did nothinguwerdier lack of curves. She
was probably pretty average for a thirty year old Chinadg but that wasn’t saying
much. She had to face the fact that she couldn’t fladnat she didn’t have.

“Ok, turn around and don't laugh”
“Oh Susan, you look just like a Playboycenterfold”
“Oh bullshit, let's go swimming.”

They frolicked in the small surf and splashed each otlitr water. They played a lot

and she began to notice how often he was touching hespldshed her and then put his
hand on her shoulder. She didn’'t mind as long as it dgettout of hand. When they
finally came out of the water he gave her a brief hutheyg walked up the beach to their
towels.

After they were dry Susan took two more towels from Ieg and spread them on the
sand in the shade of the palms. They lay on the taavelgested and she was well aware
that his hand was touching hers. Without being sharp atesoending she said in a quite
voice,

“I'm too old for you Sammy. Let’s just be friends”

He said nothing for a minute and then responded in an equaté/voice,

“I hope that we are friends and that has nothing to do age”

“I know but I can tell that you want more” she said.

“I do want more and | still don’t think that age has anythogo with it. I'm twenty-two
and you're thirty. If you were twenty-two and | was thiwould that make a difference?
How old were you when you met your husband and how old w&s he

“That’s different”

“How old were you?”

“Twenty-one”

“And how old was he?”

“Thirty”

“Hum, do you want to make out?”

“No!” she laughed and threw sand at him.

They laughed and teased for a while and then they needed &he didn’t relish the idea
of the long drive back in the cart wearing a wet dat tvas full of sand.

“Sammy, | need to change out of my suit and | neechgerihe sand off in the water. I'm
going to undress and go in the water and then I'm coming Iheiek to dry off and get
dressed. Please don't embarrass me by watching. Ok?”

“Ok, I'll just sit on that log and watch the clouds”
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-Liar, if Yyou don't sneak a peek then your queer-

She stripped and rinsed the sand off and then dressed. Sksingahat he had seen her
but it was innocent enough. They had dinner of hamburgerdeedon the patio that
evening and that night, in bed, Susan reflected on hesgrieday.
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Flight of fancy — July 12", 1974
Lara

When | entered the departure lounge for Qantas Air LirszsM a lady with a sign that
said ‘Tapu Vana'. She was our travel agent and she hadgaddor us to meet in a
private room off of the waiting area.

Maggie was there and she gave me an excited hug and owiqagekly introduced us to
the rest of our traveling companions. There were twembyof us. There were ten men
including Dr. Howard who was the assistant dean of the WS school and Dr.
Sheppard who was an assistant Professor of Anthropalodyvho | had taken Cultural
Anthropology 101 from several years before. The resthefguys were your typical
twenty-two to twenty-five student types.

Of the twelve women, six were girlfriends of the yguyuys and the rest were typical
students or new graduates. When we finally all got a cupftdecand a cookie | had a
chance to talk to Maggie. She looked happy but differemt fthe last time that | had
seen her. Gone was the tailored suit and now shemwhsllibottom hip-huggers. Her
hair was long and straight and she obviously was not vgearbra. She looked more like
a hippy than a law school graduate. | didn't think thataswad. In fact, | thought that
she looked very relaxed and ready for a good time. | thougghtt anyself standing there
in my Jordache jeans and a blouse buttoned to my chinyloamy-on bag were two
romance novels and a few Twinkies and | decided thaouild have what Maggie was
having.

Out to the South Seas

Qantas flight 3220 took eight and a half hours to negotlaentiles between Los
Angeles and Papeete, Tahiti. In that time Maggie aatkéd, read, napped and watched
a movie. | was in the window seat and for a full workdky aaw outside was a blue
ocean and white clouds.

As we approached the island we all had our noses gludte tawvindow and Maggie’s
chin was resting on my shoulder. That would have seemedtiowmte when we first left
LA but now, after being six inches apart for eight hoiirevas fine.

When we first saw the island | thought it looked like Hawit was incredibly green and
that made the water look very blue. The peaks of the tamsnseemed very steep and
the white sand beaches were snow white. No wonder Tah#i the epitome for a
beautiful and faraway place.

That illusion changed as Papeete came into view. Themiawled around a busy harbor

and the shore was lined with hotels. As we descendedrfding | could see the traffic in
the streets and my ‘tropical paradise’ dream was ajrezating.
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In the airport terminal we had over an hour before warded the Air Tahiti Nui flight to
Lano Vana. It was starting to be a really long day ae were still over 1200 miles from
our destination. In the airport shops | bought a beawgtintdress and Maggie bought a
bathing suit that couldn’t have been more than four sqonahes of cloth. The two-piece
suit that was packed in my suitcase seemed like anaatecompared to her new little bit
of modesty, or lack of modesty depending how you looked at it.

When we left Tahiti for the two-hour flight, | spentaag time looking out the window.
At first there were many small islands and some muctetaones but eventually
everything faded to blue. | thought of the Polynesians exggiadhe Pacific in wooden
canoes and | wondered how many just sailed away untildieelyof starvation.

Twelve hours after leaving Los Angeles we touched downhentropical paradise of
Lano Vana but it didn't look much like paradise. It wadow island with one tall
volcanic peak. If there ever had been any native veagefait had long since been
replaced by coconut palms, banana plantations and gtdg bf pineapples.

Even from the air we could see several smokestacksibglsoot into the Pacific trade
winds. The harbor was lined with unpainted wooden waredsoasd the bay seemed
filled with small, rusting ships. There wasn’t one sawgnace in sight.

As we descended the stairs from the plane we saw a wutidea large sign that said
‘Lano Vana Tours’. He led us to the baggage claim areals@mma bus took us to our
four-star hotel.

He said that the bus for our deluxe inland tour wouldddeom the front of the hotel at
one pm. Somehow that didn’t make any sense to me #¥ladin | asked the local time he
said it was eleven-thirty in the morning.

-How the hell can we leave LA at eight in the morning, fly for a hundred hours and it only
be 11:30? What day is it anyway?-

Maggie and | looked at our four-star room and then lookexhah other. There was no
air conditioning but a ceiling fan was slowly circling inrim@ny with the circling flies.
The window was open and the sounds of commerce in therm#ooded in. There was
one sagging double bed and no shower or bathroom. They weak-mile down the
dingy hall.

“Are you going on the deluxe tour?” | asked feeling verjoim.
“Screw the tour. Do you have anything to eat?”

“l have Twinkies”

“Get them out” she said and disappeared down the hall.

| sat on the bed with my Twinkies and thought abouingryl didn’t think that it would
help but it seemed better than just sitting here. Aftbit Maggie came through the door
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with what looked like a mop bucket. She had a smile ondes When she reached into
her bucket and tossed me a ice covered bottle of SgmelVbeer.

“Bless you Maggie, how many do you have?”

“Ten, that’s all that would fit in the bucket unlessft e ice out”
“Do they have more?”

“Damn right” she said as she snagged one of my Twinkies.

Later that afternoon we found a vending machine thatemffpackaged cheesy crackers.
For one Polynesian Frank | bought a pack and we careédty the label. It was made in
Australia and it was no more than six months passéieby date. We stopped at the bar
on the way to our room with our pockets stuffed with cheeackers while the bartender
refilled our mop bucket. Some of our traveling companioesewdrinking away the
afternoon and we stopped to chat with them. It seeattily eight people turned up for
the deluxe tour and they demanded to be brought back totlechrly.

Back in our room we lay on the bed and watched the surnirgmithe Pacific and | was
really surprised how fast it got dark when the sun wlemin. One minute it was day and
then it was night.

Sometime during the evening we decided that we had been awaltedle days and it
was time for bed. The biggest problem was the bathroorhwiris now a mile down the
hall and was moving farther away every minute. Maggiedoairesourceful girl, drank
the last of the San Miguel, dumped the remnants of theut the window and promptly
pee’d in the now empty bucket. Of course | would have neveg dach a thing back in
the real world but | was here in the tropical paradséfollowed her lead.

The double bed seemed tiny for the two of us and the nightsvdhot and sticky that,
even though we both started in T- shirts and panties we s@re just in our panties
which at some time in the dark night became o’natural.

For some reason | woke just when the night sky stadeturn pink. Maggie was

peacefully sleeping and | had to stifle a laugh. Whatild/ahe Redondo Beach Girl
Scouts think of one of their former members having dimferackers and beer and then
laying in bed in a sleazy hotel with a naked woman oriahside of the world?

-What part of your twisted mind did that little thought spring from?-

| guess that | went back to sleep because Maggie stirstchhd woke me. She didn'’t
seem a one bit embarrassed by her complete lack of ngoslede | assumed the fetal
position and waited for her to turn her back. She just lktigind swatted my bare butt
while she slipped on her unused nightgown. Then she @ddrele mop bucket off to the
bathroom. At ten that morning, after a breakfast efesly crackers, we boarded Air Vana
flight 002 and departed for our next tropical paradise.
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Tapu Vana — July 13", 1974 - Tropical paradise or else

The plane was a small turbo-prop Folker that had seafsrty passengers but there was
only the twenty-two of us. After our experience on L&fana we were all apprehensive
and from the look of my fellow passengers it wouldnvéndaken much to get them to
turn around and head for Tahiti.

The flight took about forty minutes and we were albsefor the sight of our destination.
In the distance we saw a tall green island. The pitoted Tapo Vana to give us a look
and from the air it looked beautiful. From several thadsiet the island looked like a
green circle in a circle. It was like a dime was lamda half dollar with one side aligned.
The larger circle was the remnants of an ancient valcargator that had weathered
away so just the circle of the low, rocky outlinelstihowed. The dime was a much
newer volcanic island with a towering peak. The resuls aa island with a beautiful

lagoon on one side and towering cliffs on the otherwasdescended still circling the
island we could see a long white sand beach with a egmtrhotel that was built on a
rocky outcropping next to the lagoon. Everywhere else wah Vegetation. In the

highlands near the volcanic peak was the landing stripiasiour destination.

The pilot put us down on the short field and we taxied sbeet metal shed that offered
some protection from the sun. When the door opened andalked down the portable
stairs we could feel a warm and pleasant trade wiraisitd) from the Pacific. The trees
on the edge of the runway were filled with wild orchidd aolorful, but noisy, birds. A
man, who looked Chinese but spoke with a British accengtepteus as our bags were
quickly loaded into several open vehicles that lookedHigegolf carts.

| hadn’t noticed before but now | saw about thirty depgrpassengers waiting, under
the sheet metal roof, to board our plane. They akédd happy and | wasn't sure if that
was a sign that they had a good time of that they glackto be leaving a bad situation.

“Welcome to Tapu Vana. | am Charles Yen and | will barylaost for your stay. | know
that your experience on Lano Vana was a bit of a shatkhat’s over now. In a few
minutes we will be showing to your rooms in the beaufifappu Vana Royal Hotel. We
presently have seventy eight guests including your seltisrnse have a staff of sixty-four
to cater to your every need. Now come this way and wWeboard our environmental
friendly electric carts for the two mile ride to thetel.”

As Maggie and | walked to a cart | gave an inquisitivaklto the departing guests and |
got several smiles and thumbs-up signs as they walked tothergtane.

Maybe we had arrived in a tropical paradise after all.
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The Tapu Vana Royal Hotel

The ride down the mountain was interesting and verysplda There were no bugs or
insects to bother us. The temperature was mild and the wkalternating cliffs, ocean
and lush jungle were spectacular.

About halfway down we could see the hotel below us reesti@alm trees and sitting on
the edge of the blue lagoon. The crescent of the wéité beach swept away to the right
and to the left was jungle growing out of an ancievs ldow. As we rounded a corner on
the winding road, we were overlooking a large cove witloek. At the end of the dock
was a storage tank, and a square concrete building thidtaaly be a small power plant.
This was evidently the source of the electricity far idland.

As the carts stopped in front of the hotel, severahgomen and women greeted us with
kisses on the cheek and beautiful orchid ler’s.

The hotel was very impressive with a wide entrance anojpan air lobby and reception
area. The rest of the ground floor was completelyosecl by a glass wall that gave a
feeling of openness.

In the lobby were many palms and flowers spread betweaafodable wicker chairs and
sofas. The island motif was evident in the large, glawing ceiling fans and it couldn’t
have looked nicer.

Maggie was excited and she kept nudging me to point out difféhergs. On the open
veranda we could see a bar with tables and umbrela'staseemed to call out with the
promise of tall, cool, drinks.

“What do you say Lara, should we get a mop bucket of Sgne\P”

“l could go for a cold beer but | don’'t want it servada bucket that doubled for a pee-
pot”

She was laughing when we was greeted by a smiling receptionis

Our room was as nice as the rest of the hotel. It acasally a small suite with a big

bedroom, a small sitting room and a luxurious bath ansisdrg area. The entire outside
wall was glass windows and French doors that opened batdalcony. There were

ceiling fans in every room and a thermostat that ctlettrdhe air conditioning but we

wouldn’t need that. It was hard to believe that it wad-winter here in the southern
hemisphere and | guessed that the summers were muchmnwarme

We were on the third and top floor and the view from alcdny was great. We looked
down onto the beach and to our left was the large patigpool area. | had spent a spring
break in Cancun one year and | knew that these adultteslyrts allowed topless
sunbathing and swimming. Looking down at the other guests naw that about half of
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the girls and women were bare-breasted. That didn'ebatie at all and | hadn’t decided
yet if | would try it.

“Hey Maggie, that tiny bikini that you bought in Papeetk fw right in with this crowd”

“Do you think so?” She said from the dressing area.

She walked out onto the balcony in just the bottom ohtiauscule suit. There was a lot
of Maggie with a tiny bit of cloth between her legs. | sgpieblushed because she laughed
at me.

“Honestly Lara, didn’t you ever have a gym class or@summer camp. You act like
you’ve never seen a girl's skin before”

“‘Oh Maggie, I'm sorry. | was always so self-conscionsthose situations that | just
looked at my feet. The one time that | bought a tinynbik was sixteen and | had too
much to drink at a beach party and | spent the night ngatriin the Redondo Beach
Police drunk-tank.”

“Wow, I'll bet that was embarrassing. Well get used: wirifriend because this is what |
plan to wear unless | get a better offer”

| was a little confused until | realized that herttee offer’ was to take her bottoms off in
some intimate situation and with at least half ofdbgs here unaccompanied, | was sure
that she would find someone to help her with that.

We explored the rest of our suite and found some stiagethings. There was a small
refrigerator that was filled with bottled water, sdiftnks and beer and there was a liquor
cabinet that was stocked with gin, vodka, and rum.

There was a warning in the bathroom that water consenvavas very important and
each room was limited to no more than two showers per da

“I wonder what they do if we take three, do you thinkt tthee shower police knock on
our door?” | joked.

“No, they probably just cut us off after we use so manipgal By the way, | intend to
shower first every day”

Reading farther | found something else that was curious.

“Listen to this Maggie”

The hotel had provided each room with a supply of lotionsamdtan products. Please
use only these. Do not use other lotions, creams, swkdlor tanning agents. The
hotel's water reclamation plant can only processpitoeglucts provided. Please note that
the reclaimed water is only used in the toilets anddads$caping. It is never used for
drinking or cooking”
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Maggie frowned and said,

“Well that’s nice to know. | took an ecology class enahere we studied water
reclamation. They called it ‘Toilet to tap’ and a Idtcdies are looking into it. It gives a
whole new meaning to the warning, ‘Don’t drink the water”

On the table in the sitting room under a large basketshffruit, we found the book that
had all of the phone numbers of the front desk, fireyrsigcand all of the restaurants.
There was also one page of the rules. These rulesabete the same as any hotel except
for things like ‘no topless men or women in the lobby,dasbars or restaurants’ and
‘fresh caught fish must be taken to the kitchen door behiadbthilding. Under no
circumstances may they be taken to the guest’s room’.

There was also a list of times and places of alllsnddere was a main dinning room

that was open for breakfast, lunch and dinner. Theseankaosk near the pool that served
coffee and crescents for breakfast and a light luanah there was a Polynesian theme
restaurant that served a late dinner with reservatemqsred.

“So what do you think?” Maggie asked.
“Let me put on my modest bathing suit and then we cathérjight lunch by the pool”

As we walked towards the pool | noticed many golf carts paakeaihd the hotel.

“Hey Maggie, does the hotel have a golf course?”

“No, didn’t you read that part?”

“What part?”

“These are electric carts and anyone can use thenmre'$han hour timer on the
dashboard. If you find one with an expired timer you can jake it. When you're
through, just leave it anywhere. If you’ll need it somst set the timer. There was a map
of the allowed area but essentially it's all the wayh® end of the beach and any of the
paved paths around the hotel. | think that it's a reatlg feature”

Lunch by the pool was a real treat. A barbeque was setlija @ook was grilling fresh
fish that was served with a fruit salad and ice tdacdDrse the pool bar would provide
any and all drinks that anyone might want.

Maybe this really was a bit of that tropical paradigeraall.

After some lunch and a bit of sun | went to our roomaarap and Maggie said that she
would be along soon but | was asleep before she retuvdbdn | woke | heard the
shower and | stuck my head in the bathroom and shoutest,to h

“How many showers have you had, I'm counting you know!”

A bar of the hotel's biodegradable soap came flying overgtass shower wall and a
somewhat sunburned Maggie stepped dripping onto the mat.
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“Did you sleep well princess, or should | call you sleepiraubg?”

“There was no pea under my mattress or | would havd.f8ithat did you do or is it best
that | don't know?”

She smiled a sly smile,

“Wouldn't you really like to know?”

“Of course | would. | have no life so maybe | can gpiege of yours”

She smiled again at my choice of words.

“No dear, | didn’t get lucky but | did meet some nice deo@hat do you want to do for
dinner?”

“How about cocktails on the balcony while the sun t&rsg and then we can try the food
in the dining room?”

“Great choice and there will be music and dancing on ttie |ager”

“Dancing? You mean letting some strange man put his hamasy body while we sway
to a Polynesian guitar”?”

“That’s the dance”

“Be still my heart”

Maggie and | wore sundresses and sandals to dinner andlyhdifterence between us
was that | wore underwear. Dinner was delicious aedntbon was full as we found a
small table on the patio. We both ordered big rum dnmikis a little umbrella in them

and we listened to the music.

Maggie had an offer to dance right away and | even &tfssome nearsighted guy. He
must have been nearsighted because he mistook me foorsmméo liked to have my
ass fondled.

After pouting for a while | did let a couple of other l®asouls guide me around the
dance floor. The first was a German who talked thelevhime about all of the romantic
places that he had been and | decided that there would b®me dances for him. The
next guy was a surprise. It was Dr. Sheppard, the adsBtafessor that | had taken a
class from at USC.

“So Miss Lee, are you having a good time?”

“Why yes Professor, | am. Will there be a pop quiz #&ter

“l guess this isn't exactly an academic environment. Letstover. Hi I'm Sam
Sheppard from California, may | have this dance?”

“Why yes you may Sam, I'm Lara Lee, also from La &ad and | would love to dance
with you”

We both laughed. He looked younger than | remembered buk hisalass when | was
nineteen and then everyone in a suit looked old. We daaweédcchatted. He kept his
hands off of my butt and | managed to keep my feet dfisofWWhen the music stopped |
asked if he would join me at my table. | caught Maggigés @&d gave her the ‘get-lost’
look and she smiled and waved as she moved away.
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During the next hour we had a couple more of the giamt drinks and | had a warm
glow.

“I remember you from Anthro-101" he said.

“How could you remember me, | was just another facelong line of faces? That was
seven years ago”

“I would like to say that you were a real stand-outthettruth is that was the first class
that | taught at USC and | was so nervous that | spertoar before class everyday
anticipating the questions that all of those enquiring mimére going to come up with.”
“So did | ask anything appropriate?”

“Oh yes, you evidently had read a lot of Margaret Meadiskvon primitive societies and
you grilled me on my knowledge. | always wondered where ydusgoh in-depth
knowledge on such an obscure subject”

| laughed,

“In high school | had the hots for a young sciencetlteaand | read it to impress him”
“And did you impress him?”

“No, he broke my heart one day when | saw him in th&ipgrot with some old broad.
She must have been twenty or twenty-one”

Now he laughed. | was feeling a little giddy from the rand when we danced again |
probably held him a little too tight. He understood becéeséisappeared and came back
with two cups of coffee and after my head cleared | askedftiie would walk me to my
room.

| took his arm and we strolled through the moonlight andyswapalms, with the
tropical breeze blowing the scent of jasmine through thet nit was romantic as hell but
| still felt like a student with her teacher. At my ddatidn’t ask him in and he looked a
little disappointed.

“l had fun tonight Lara, can we hang out together again?”

“Sure Sam but you have to compete with this swarm of thatsare after me.”
| swatted at the air.

“Damn, there goes another one”

He laughed and kissed me on the cheek.

“Good night Lara, | hope that I'll see you soon”

Inside | had a double surprise. The first was the timevalf nearly two in the morning.
The second was that Maggie was there and already diassatiort nightgown.

“What the matter sweetheart, did you strikeout?” | asked.

“You can't strikeout if you don’t swing. | was just scopimgt the prospects”

“See any good ones?”

“I met a few how about you. Any action?”

“There could have been but | was hung up on past histtogkla class from that guy
my freshman year and it just didn't feel right”

“Then move on dear, the world is filled with willing sabjs”
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Better and better — Morning - July 14", 1974

Maggie and | had just sat down at a patio table witpsti coffee, orange juice and
crescents when she got a smile from a big blond guy wlcsittang alone at a table near
the pool.

“Sorry to eat and run dear but | just got a better offbat’s Lars from Sweden. | met
him last night and | need to practice my internatiofjabechacy”

| was resigned to eating with my romance novel wheanked someone standing beside
me. | was sure it was Sam and then he spoke,

“Excuse me Miss, is this seat taken?”
-With that lovely accent, this guy fas to be an Ausste-

| looked up at a very pleasant smile from a very irstérg man. He was very blond with
a crooked smile. He was a little older than me but Ildiwtulguess how much. My first
impression was that here was a guy that had beendahdrdone that. He was dressed in
a kaki shirt and shorts and if he had been wearing Jodhmis bod a pith helmet |
would have said that he was a big game hunter. He wasvieo, wearing dirty Nike
tennis shoes without socks and a baseball cap thatrsaidrd’ on the front.

“No, the seat is open to all comers.” | said.

Stupid ... why did you say that-

“Thank you Miss”

| noticed that he had two cups of coffee and many cresoertis plate.

“You must be very hungry or are you expecting company?”

“No Miss, I'll probably skip lunch so I'm getting a gooasdt I'm Greg Allenby” he said

extending his hand.

“Hello Greg Allenby, I'm Lara Lee, not Miss Lara Le#/ell, | guess that | am Miss Lee
but ... oh you know ... just call me Lara”

-God girl ..., have those blue eyes got you longue-tied-

“Hi Lara or whoever you are. | saw your friend bail-out you so | thought that | would
fill in, so to speak”

“Maggie, oh she went off to take a Swedish lesson”

“Really? Last night she was taking an Italian lessomaybe it was Spanish. All of those
romance languages sound alike to me”

“So Greg, you don't look like a tourist, do you work faethotel?”
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“No, | work for the company that owns the hotel. I'm wliaey call a Facilities
Engineer”

-Keep fiim interested, talk about fim-

“Really and what is that?”

“I'm here for a couple of weeks to make sure that tfsesn is running correctly. My
specialty is power generation and distribution but o alkeck their water and sewage
systems. The hotel has only been operating for agmi was involved in the original
design. ‘Accord’ is a French company but my home officen Sydney. Office work is
ok but I do get to spend four or five months a year énfigidd.”

7 would guess fitm to be about thirty and since fies away [from fiome a lot
e probably ismt married. 7hat doesnt mean that he doesnt fiave a
girlfriend, provably lots of girifriends-

He continued, “So any way Miss ... Lara, where are yoon#®b

We chatted for a long time and he kept refiling my cofteip. | desperately needed to
wee but | didn’'t want to let him get away. | suppose hedlikee a little because he
offered to give me a tour of the island.

“Ok Greg but | need to slip on some jeans and shoes. hwst a bathing suit on under
this cover-up. How about | meet you in the lobby in &fieninutes?”
“Good idea and wear a hat, the sun can fry your braim ineghe tropics”

Who is this guy?

| was a little nervous in my room. Did | really wantgo off into the tropics with a guy
that | had only known an hour? He looked nice enough bk-thaeRipper probably
looked like a nice guy.

| picked up the telephone and dialed the operator. | aske@rég Allenby and | was told
that he was away from the office but | could leaveessage.

-Well at least he works fiere so 71l give hitm a try ... damn he’s cute -

Ten minutes later, dressed in my very best Gloria Vanitigzgans and with a little dab of

Chanel #5 behind my ear | met him in front of the hoted. iHode of transportation was
an electric cart with a little pick-up bed on the backvds loaded with toolboxes, rope,
pipe joints and other stuff and it didn’'t look nearlyramantic as | had hoped. He talked
to someone on a small radio that was clipped to hisabd then we were off.
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There seemed to be many paved paths that disappearedeintmgle. We took one for
about a hundred yards and a low building came into sightid a flat roof and the bulk
of the building looked like it was built in a hole. lawas if an effort had been made to
hide it. Even the dark exterior seemed to blend in withuhgle background.

“This is the dungeon. It's where the hotel staff liVaey really have everything that they
need here”

“Greg, you say ‘they’ have all of these things. Do@ti have a room here?”
“No, remember that I'm not a hotel employee. | wark Accord and | have a room in the
hotel. It's not like yours but it’s fine”

-His room’s not like mine? Is it in the basement or the attic or something?
7 probably shouldnt ask to see it on our Jirst ... tour-

The next stop was the sewage treatment plant areblitifake interest but | wasn't very
convincing. He laughed and we drove to the Electric Pqlaatt. | didn’'t have a lot of
interest in that either but at least | could understiand big diesel engine turned a
generator that made our lights come on. The dieselwasl brought by ship and was
stored in a tank on the dock. He talked for a while abdmubackup generators and then
we drove up the mountain.

| was starting to think that the tour was a little testhetic when he parked the cart off of
the path and rummaged through the various things in the bmelitlyFhe had a thermos
and a couple of folding chairs and he led the way throhgfthick vegetation until we
came onto a ledge that overlooked the ocean. The vietheotoastline and the cliffs
dropping a hundred feet to the waves below was spectadiia only sounds that we
could hear were the calling of the colorful birds anddte far below us. Greg unfolded
the chairs and opened the thermos. | expected coffeevioas strong, hot, tea.

“Here you go Miss ... Lara. We need a little break frombmgy workday. Now tell me
what you think for Tapu Vana?”

The island was fine but what | really wanted to know alveag Greg Allenby. He was
handsome but not movie star handsome. He was easyeto o but he didn’t offer much
about himself. There was no doubt that he was an Aussigi® accent also seemed a
little different. He had a scar just over his left #wat was ugly enough to have threatened
his life. There was no sign that he had ever worn @dvg ring but he didn’t look like
the kind of guy that would have been on his own. Fortbimg, he was too smooth with
me to have been celibate for very long.

“So Greg, tell me a little about yourself”

-Nothing ventured, nothing garned-
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“Not much to tell. | grew up in a suburb of Sydney.ekfhigh school | went into the
forces for a while and then | went to college. | gottagbAccord and here | am”

-Does his guy has something (o fiide or hie’s very modest?

“What are the Forces? Is that the army or something?”
“Yes, | was with the yanks for a while”

“Oh, where?”

“In Vietnam. | was there in 1968”

“Really, my brother was there in ‘69”

“What did he do?”

“He was Air Force. He flew F-4’s”

“Fast-movers, good for him”

“What did you do Greg?”

“Oh, this and that”

-Well thats the end of that line of conversation-

“Where did you go to college?”
“University of Western Montana”

-What? You could have mentioned that before-

“Really, did you like living in the states?”
“Yes, very much. Shall we continue our tour now?”

We stopped at several other places and at a couple sEdclpates that he opened with
what looked like and automatic garage opener. | noticedthieacontrol boxes on the
gates had solar panels to keep their batteries charged.

Finally we reached the airport where Greg parked in fodiat small, open hanger where
a man in dirty, white coverall’'s came out and greeted us

“Good day Miss, hi Greg, what brings you up here?”

-This guy'’s an Aussie (oo and fie’s as good looking as Greg-

“Mind your manners Jocko, Miss Lee’s a hotel guest fromf@aia”

Jocko wiped his hands with a shop towel and extended it to me.

“Please forgive Greg’s bad manners Miss, I'm JasoeeStnd welcome to Tapu Vana
International Airport”

“Hello Jason ... Jocko ... I'm Lara Lee and please doalfttroe Miss”
“Sorry Miss ... sorry Lara, force of habit. Are you enjoyiyour holiday Lara?”
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“So far”

Greg interrupted our small talk,

“Jocko, why don’'t you show Lara the view while | try tg fhe NDB”
“Non-Directional-Beacon” | said to show off a littkait | got a strange reaction. Jocko
looked at Greg who had a quick little frown on his face.

“That’s right Lara, it's broke but Greg'’s going to fix @ome along and I'll show you the
view”

Jocko and | walked into the hanger while Greg drove ofitdva small building near the
end of the runway. In the hanger was a Piper Cherokewigh its cowl removed. |
noticed that sparkplugs from the plane were laid out emttrkbench and so was one of
the cylinders and a piston. Jocko opened a small redtigeand asked if | wanted coke
or beer.

With two cans of coke we went out of the hangers bamktiban absolutely breathtaking
view. It looked like an advertisement for a true troppatadise. Near the airport the
jagged peaks and ridges of the volcano were covered witbtulike drape of lush green

jungle. Far below the snow-white beaches gave walddight blue of the lagoon. The

ocean side of the lagoon was lined with the ragged reedan ancient volcanic crator
that formed a breakwater that kept the lagoon calmoBeyhat | could see coral heads
and reefs that would have made an approach to the istamdlie sea impossible.

| suppose that | was staring at the sights when Jodean ase to sit on one of the several
lounge chairs that were in the shade at the back ohanger. They were the same
lounges that were around the pool at the hotel and | ddbtié the hotel manager knew
that they were up here.

“Lara, you know what an NDB is, do you fly?”

“Yes I'm an 800-hour private pilot with a multi-enginedaan instrument rating. My dad
has always owned planes and my brother and | both leaimed we were teenagers”
“What are you type-rated in?”

“Oh all of the high-winged Cessna’s up to the C-206. AEPiPA-28’s except the one
that’s in your hanger and the twin Aero Commanderk8hifhat’'s dad’s favorite but |
don't like it. It’s all system management and vertjdistick-and-rudder”

Jocko gave me a smile and a thumbs-up.

“I'm impressed but that one in the hanger isn't a PA-28at PA-32. It's a common
mistake since they have all of the same instruments anttots. | think that Piper
changed the model number so they could charge more nfomigy

“So why is it torn apart?” | asked.
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“Just regular 100 hour maintenance. | pulled the cowl e¢abse it was a little lower on
compression than the others but maybe | just have too timefon my hands”

“Do you fly anywhere other than Lano Vana” | asked.

“There’s no where else to fly and even this place dibesally exist. It's a phantom
island”

“What do you mean, we’re here aren’t we?”

“It's just a joke. Tapu Vana was left off of the newerAnautical charts and another island
has its name.”

“l don’t understand”

“Here, let me show you”

He went into the hanger and returned with a chart theatyepilot is familiar with. He laid
it out on the little table and | scooted closer to labk.

“These islands were discovered by Captain Cook bacleia7B0’s and he had a habit of
naming islands after his crew. The Vana'’s are really glattte Tahitian archipelago but
they are so far south that the Europeans didn't kney there here. The Polynesian
knew, of course, and a few of them settled on Lano Vana.

When Cook came through the area he found four islands. Yana was named after his
navigator, William Russell. Out here to the west he dotimee more islands and he
named them The Peaks after another crewmen. The dhe smuth of here was named
Peaks Spit. This one was named Peak Island and off toaitke is a volcano cone
sticking up out of the sea that he named Peak’s Rock.lfee are all about a hundred
miles from Lano Vana and they are all about sixtyemdpart.

After WWII the names of the islands were changed anss&Lllsland became Lano
Vana, Peak Island became Tapu Vana, and here’s wieeoetifusion started. Peaks Spit
became Tapo Vana and Peak’s Rock became Tapu a Vana.

When the new Oceanographic charts were printed, no onentizced that Cook’s
original charts were wrong. Some chart maker in Reais sure that Tapu Vana and Tapo
Vana was really the same island and so the new chdrbhly three Vana Islands.

All of that didn’t matter at all to the people in tl@irea because they all knew where the
islands were. Now, even the new flight charts arengrand will stay that way for at
least another year. So we are sitting here drinking oalke phantom island”

| laughed at the bureaucratic screw-up and said,

“Well at least you marked the real location on this clampencil so we can find our
Way”

We sat for a while and then he spoke,

“Have you known Greg for long, Lara?”
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“No, not at all. We met at breakfast this morning andnéed me on a tour”
“Really, that’s a little out of character for him”
“Why’s that, he looks like the social type to me”

Jocko just stared down the mountain for a bit and | weettl#érhe was going to continue
or just leave me hanging there.

“He hasn’t been very social lately. Not since hmedack from California”

-Whats going on here? 7 thought that these guys were just work
acquaintances bult they must be closer than that-

“Have you known him a long time?”

“We grew up together. We were in school together, in theyaogether and | would
have been the best-man at his wedding ... if there hadebeedding”

“Did you go to school in Montana?”

“No but we stayed in touch. | saw him every Christmasatrieast one other time during
the year.”

He didn’t say any more and | waited. Finally | decideddk for more.

“You said that you were in the army together, did you gdiébnam?”

“Oh yes. We joined at the same time and after ourcblaining they sent me to
demolition school and they sent Greg to the US Armgguage School in Monterey
California. He was always good in school with languages.

He already spoke French, Germane and Russian but theveamed Vietnamese and
Laotian. So he went off to California while | learnedilow things up. When he came
back we went to Vietham to work with the yanks. Isvedl great fun, crawling around in
the mud and the muck and occasionally getting the helldcarteof us. | never read that
book, ‘A year of living dangerously’ but | like the titdand that's what we did.

We weren't regular army, we worked with your CIA and spent a lot of time in very
bad places. When it was over, we came home and nddao fly airplanes and Greg
went off to Montana to learn all about power plaatel water and sewage and who
knows what else”

-Damn Jocko, don't stop now-

“You mentioned a wedding?”

“Well the third Christmas after he started school reught home a girl named Ronnie.
She was really something. She was raised in the Rdbbdyntains and she was a

adrenalin junky. She rode horses, skied, fly-fished, sauih free dived, parachuted,
climbed mountains and who knows what else and she wasta pil
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“Is that why you both looked at each other when | knéwvatvan NDB was?”

“| suppose. Anyway, they were in love and planned to beiesbafter he finished school
or at least that was his plan but it didn’t quite work thait way. When he did graduate
she wanted to move to San Francisco and to put the wedffingtil things were more
settled.

That was 1969 and San Francisco was the hippy capitbeofvorld and Ronnie really
got into it. Poor old Greg, who never did anything bad inifes Wwas drawn into a life
where drugs and sex had no rules. He didn't like it leuwvanted Ronnie. He did his best
but she slipped away. He even got her enrolled in a druditédi@on clinic and she was
clean for a while but it didn’t last. One day she told tar keys and Greg’s wallet and
credit cards and just disappeared.

She called weeks later from the Phoenix jail. She had beested for solicitation for
prostitution. She wanted him to send money to bail heboute refused and he never
heard from her again.

He applied to Accord for a job and he spent the next gedhe road. Most of his work
was in Asia so he asked for a transfer from San isemd¢o the Sydney office. That’s
were we reconnected and he recommended me for a fbb &ingapore Royal Hotel. |
liked flying VIP’s all over the area and when this job lmeavailable | took it.

So here we are in paradise. My contract’s up next mamth’'m out of here. Greg is still
working around the world but he invited you for an island .tdirat makes me very
happy because he’s grieved long enough”

| was a little stunned when Greg walked around the hanger.

“Hey Jocko, have you bored the poor girl to death?”

“No mate, she was just asking if I could help her getydwan a stiff like you”
“l did not” | said as they laughed.

“Did you fix it?” Jocko asked.

“Don’t know, let’s give it the smoke test”

“What's that?” | whispered to Jocko.

“Plug it in and see if it goes up in flames”

Greg was talking to someone on his little portable radio.

“Ok Jerry, pull the breaker on the airport circuit”

The guys both turned and looked at the red light thatomasop of the radio antenna

tower and saw it go out. Faintly in the distance | demismall engine start and the red
light came back on. The backup generator had done it&\jtdy a minute Greg called on

the radio again and had the main power restored and theagensent off.

“Good job Mate let’'s have a beer to celebrate”
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“Can’t do it today, | have to get Lara back to the hfieher lunch. Are you ready to go
Miss ... Lara?”

| reached for Jocko’s hand,

“Thanks for the drink and talk, will | see you again?”

“Afraid not Lara, us peasants aren’t allowed to so@alath the guests but maybe I'll
see you somewhere someday, us flyers have a way of ruranoggsaach other”

He shook my hand and bent forward and kissed me on thk. chee

Greg didn’t say much as we drove down the mountairfisally said it.

“He told me”

“I knew he would. Big mouth”

“He’s a good friend”

“Yes he is. He’s the best kind. No B.S. Just up-front eitérything”

“He was surprised that you had breakfast with me andythatisked me to take a tour”
“Well, it's been a long time since | did any socializing”

“Why me? There are a lot of girls on that beach #natprobably more eager than me”
He chuckled,

“Do you mean the girl that you started to have bresikfath? She was certainly willing
to show her assets”

Now | laughed,

“You mean willing to show her ass”

“That and the rest of her”

“Oh, she’s ok. She’s just looking for some acceptancen frer peer group. She’s a
victim of parental suppression and she wasn't allowed tk Iseicthumb when she was a
child”

Now he was laughing and he stopped the cart.

“I'll bet that you're a psychologist”

“‘Attorney”

“That was my second choice, honest”

“Sure, are you going to asked me to dinner or am | going twitpomy roommate and
look for a guy to give me French lessons?”

“I don’t know if | can teach you anything but | would lovetake you to dinner. Shall |
come to your room or meet you at the pool?

-What to do ... am 7 ready to be in my room wilh fitm yet? ... ever?
... Jd better make it the pool-

“Why don’t you make reservations at the Kon-tiki restauirfor nine and come to my
room 309 at eight?”

-Well you handled that one well ... dummy-
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A new job for Susan and a new attitude — July 12 1974

Susan had been moved to the nightshift where she would edsemmduties as night
manager. Sammy had requested a transfer to the nighastithe move was approved
after the personnel director cleared it with the neyhnmanager.

That morning at breakfast they discussed the night-woekrtila. Should they sleep
before the shift or after? They decided that they exjdlge mornings so much that they
would sleep in the afternoon. Bedtime would be arounckttoesleven leaving the time
between eight in the morning until three in the aftembee.

“So let’s take advantage of our free morning and go toeéhely Sammy suggested.
She smiled at his for a minute.

-Does he just want to see me naked again or what?

“Ok but we have to go now. Remember that we have tatbde meeting at 11:45
tonight”

They enjoyed their morning until a disturbing thing happen. Ty driven to the
secluded beach at the end of the cart path and they &ulltlhhe same routine changing
into bathing suits but by now Susan wasn't quite so coaderhhey were frolicking in
the surf when suddenly Susan fell and struggled to get up. S&mipgd her and was
very concerned when he saw that she was bleeding front an her ankle. She had
stepped on a piece of very sharp coral and had cut herself.

She was surprised because the cut was so clean titat'itattually hurt. Sammy picked
her up in his arms and started towards the cart, whiclavisasidred yards away. She was
very aware of his arms around her and his bare chesegragainst a lot of her skin. As
he walked carefully between the rocks and palm logskified her weight several times
rubbing his skin against hers.

-Oh no, not now... think about something else- she thought

She felt the heat rising in her belly.

-Don't’ do it ... god dammn it LYou Horney bitch ... he's just a kid-

He must have felt something, maybe her hands against hi@ sweeating or she
shuddered a little because he knew what she was feelthghe knew that he knew and
that turned out to be embarrassing for both of them.

At the cart, he sat her in the seat and turned awayvrbigped a towel around his waist

and covered her with the other towels. He drove tontkd-center where her cut was
cleaned and bandaged. Then he drove to the dungeon andhadl trhe neither of them
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said a word. He was still trying to think of something to w&gn she hopped out of the
cart acting as if nothing had happened.

“See you at the meeting tonight” She said as she hobliéowedrds her room.

Jocko — July 14, 1974

Among Jocko’s duties was the care of the small sailbdwtthe hotel provided for the
pleasure of its guests. It wasn't much of a chore bechassekeeping’ kept it clean and
changed the sheets everyday. His job was to fill tlke¢ tink with diesel, the water tank
with fresh water and to check to make sure that everytasg working correctly. He
scheduled this regular maintenance once a week by reseéh@rgpat for an afternoon
and evening.

Of course, Jocko being Jocko, he soon found an assistamtlp him with the job.
Currently that assistant was a Miss Peggy Roundtreell@avf Aussie, who was a
physical fitness trainer in the hotel gym.

Peggy was a bit of a character and many of her fellowl&yees didn’'t know how to
take her. There was a lot of gossip in the dungeon aheupdssibility that she was a
lesbian. No one had any proof, of course, but her muscullt dnd her severely cut
short hair did seem to fit the stereotype image. Jockav khe real story and he was
living proof that she absolutely favored men for hereaton.

At 1:00 that afternoon he found the boat tied up at itk dbat was connected to the
Power-Plant pier. He ran a water hose from the mgl@ind filled the freshwater tank.
After checking the fuel gage, he filled two five-gallomsavith diesel from the big tank
in the plant building and took them to the boat on a hemdc

When he was finished and the hose and the cart wemmeetto the plant he looked at
his watch. In five minutes Peggy would come down the rantpe dock carrying a little

bag of sandwiches and six bottles of cold San Miguel. I&er wouldn’t bring a bathing

suit because she never wore one.

Jocko had his reservations about Peggy. She was prettyag and she was good in bed
but she was very outspoken. She had been raised aeep station in central Australia
and she always said exactly what she was thinking. Hegtitoabout the civilized
conversation that he had the day before with Lara. Sisepleasant and charming and he
was a little jealous of Greg.

Maybe it was because she was a yank. Susan was the sg/m8he never just opened
her mouth and flooded you with too much information. He ligedan and he hoped that

58



they could get together again. Even if she didn't slkegp him she was nice to be
around. His thoughts were interrupted by a call from tee p

“Hey Buster, get your ass in gear, the day’s going fadtvee have lots to do!”

Room 309 — 7:00 PM — July 14, 1974

| was sitting on the sofa with my feet on the cotf@lele when Maggie came in.

“Hey roomy, how was your day?” | asked as she plopped dmside me.

“Good, what's up with you?” she asked.

“Nothing, I'm just painting my toenails.”

“Anything else”

“In a bit, I'm going to take a shower and, get this, I'mrgpio shave my legs”

“You're a wild woman, are you then going to put on younnays and snuggle up with a
good book?”

“Hardly”

“Are you going to dinner?”

“Yes, but not with you”

She laughed.

“That good sweetheart because | have no plans to haver awtheyou. Do you have a
date?”

“l do, | do. A real, honest to goodness man has comdhitimself to my pleasure this
evening”

“And does that involve anything ... intimate?”

“Well, maybe not intimate in the way you are alludingbut maybe in the old fashion
snuggles and cuddles way”

Now she did laugh

“Good luck with that but don’'t be surprised if he wantsattteast feel you up”

“That’s ok, I'm a big girl. I've been felt up before”

Hotel Manager’s office — 7:40 PM — July 14, 1974

Greg was talking to the evening manager and the maintesapeevisor.

“So how does the facility look to you Greg? Are we kegpt up ok?” the manager
asked.

“Look’s good except for a couple of things. The big stuffksbot I'm concerned with
the standby generator at the airfield and the backup denéoathe dungeon is going to
need an overhaul soon.”

“So what’'s the problem? We have a spare backup at the chingfee maintenance
supervisor said.

“While the overhaul is being done, you're relying on thdyobackup. I'm going to
recommend to Accord that a second backup be brought inprobém at the airport is
all-electrical, that little diesel engine will ruarever but we only have two circuit boards
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that control the thing and one is off to be repairedt&telay | had to fix the last one with
a wire jumper. We need a third set of circuit boards.”

“Is it ok now?” The manager asked.

“Yes for now but if there is any problem, call me on walky-talky. | can fix it faster
than | can tell someone else how to do it”

“Ok Greg but you don'’t look like your ready to fix a generatéou look like you're
dressed for a date”

Kon-Tiki restaurant — 10:05 PM — July 14" 1974
Lara

Dinner was delicious, the restaurant was romanticibigic was soft and the moon was
full. I had just finished my second glass of French vand Greg was looking better and
better to me. He seemed more relaxed than he hadrearihe day and when he came to
my room and | introduced him to Maggie.

She had looked like a million dollars in a tropical sunsld®t she had bought in the
Papeete airport. It really showed off her long legs dmd lad done something to the
neckline because it showed a lot more titty than | didwdve been comfortable with.
Still, on her it looked great. | was really coming tkelmy accidental roommate and
despite her brashness | thought that we could be cleselét She called me into the
bathroom just before she left.

“Ok Sweetheart, | know that you're all sweetness agat Ibut if you get this guy into the
sack tonight, drop a Kleenex or something under the dabd’brstay away. So good
luck”

She gave me a little kiss on the cheek and a pat orutharx then she waved goodbye
to Greg as she left.

Now, we had been eating and talking for an hour and things g@ng very well. We
could hear a small band playing sweet music on thaderand Greg suggested that we
check it out. The thought of holding this guy in my armsvasdanced under the stars
sent a little tingle through my belly.

The sailboat anchored in the hidden cove — 10:30 PM — July 141974

Jocko and Peggy sat in two deck chairs and drank the labe dan Miguel. He was
wearing old cut-off shorts and Peg had a towel aroundsiheulders. The rest of their
clothes were on the bunk downstairs where they landed av@utminute after they
motored into the cove that afternoon and tied up to the.buoy
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In her charming way she made it clear to him that tfwst order of business was to
satisfy her needs. Later they had swum and then léyeirsun. The boat was equipped
with fishing rods, snorkel gear and fishing spears. Aftethemndoout in the bunk, they
had snorkeled and explored an underwater cave at theolbake cliff. Before they
returned to the boat, Peggy had speared a large fisth#éabarbequed for dinner. With
the beer gone she walked naked down the stairs and retuithea bottle of Cutty Sark
scotch and poured each of them a hefty glass.

“Do you know that the gossip in the dungeon is that yoar'lesbian? Is there any truth to
that?” He asked.

“You mean doing it with girls? | tried it once in cale and it was ok but you know how
girls are. They get all clingy and possessive. | wantbtbady roll in the hay and they
wanted to move in together. No mate, give me a big mdnnei conscience anytime”

“Is that how you see me, big with no conscience?”

“Well your not all that big but you're fun and you're hee what'’s not to like?”

Jocko wasn't’ sure if he had been insulted or not budih’timatter. He wasn’t looking
for a wife and she was very good at what she did.

“How late do you want to stay out here? The boat bidetat the dock and cleaned up by
eight tomorrow?” he said.

“Oh I don’t know, it gets light about six, let’s takebiaick then” she said laughing as she
poured them another glass.

Dungeon cafeteria - 11:00 PM — July 12, 1974

“Good morning or good evening or what ever it is” Susan safflammy in the serving
line.

“Good morning Susan, it must be morning because | jusigot

“Did you sleep well?”

“No, how can you sleep well when you go to bed at timethe afternoon, how about
you?”

“No, not at all. | took a sleeping pill at five but thadldlit help much”

They found their table and noticed that there were antpuple of other people eating.
The night shift didn’t have a lot of workers.

“Sammy, I'm sorry about this morning at the beach”

He blushed a little.

“It wasn’t your fault. It just happened.”

“I know, at least with me it didn’t show as much asdlid with you” she said trying to
keep a straight face.

He did blush this time but he kept his composure.
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“I'm not so sure about that or maybe you accidently droppeoluale of walnuts down
the front of your bathing suit”

She couldn’t help but laugh.

“Ok, | was Horney and you were sure as hell Horneyvaemanaintained our composure.
I'll try to keep the bumps out of my bra and you try todo. ... whatever” she laughed
again.

Hotel Conference Room — 11:45 PM — July 14 1974

“There’s a big party by the pool tonight and so far thieyall kept their clothes on but
that may change. A thunderstorm is approaching from thebaag should pass north of
the island. Greg Allenby is on his radio and is to beedaf there is any problem with the
Radio Beacon at the airport. Now let’'s welcome SuA&mg to her first shift as night
manager. Are there any questions?”

Night Managers office — 12:22 AM — July 18, 1974.

Susan sat in the seat of her power. She had worked deie While as the assistant
manager but she had sat at the desk in the outer dffere. she had the lighted status
board for all of the electric power on the island. fEh@as a green and red light for every
circuit and a switch with a reset button below thétkg She could see that everything
was green except the stand-by generators, which wouldastantatically if the power
failed.

Next to her desk was the short radio console. Withptlieh of a button she could be
talking to the Police or the Harbor Master on Lanm&/as well as the night managers of
several of the Lano Vana hotels. One of the buttoas labeled ‘LV Weather”. She
pushed it and immediately heard a recording of the localheeaonditions at the Lano
Vana airport. The recording was updated whenever the taomglichanged. She heard
that a thunderstorm had passed over the Lano Vana a#p6155 this evening and was
moving away on a heading of 285degrees. The wind speed to sheva® twenty-one
miles per hour.

-That storm should be heve spom-

From the outer office she heard the night security bels$/aliuna and Smith to go to
the pool but to stay out of sight unless there was trousimediately another voice
objected.

“Oh come-on chief, if there are naked girls in the poibtake an experienced hand like
me to get them out without feeling them up. Who known’s vahiad like Maliuna would
do”

That brought a laugh and the boss relented.
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“Ok, ok, Maliuna, you man the fort here and monitorriddios. Call me if you have any
problem”

Susan chuckled to herself. She really didn’t want Sarooking at those young, bare
breasted girls. Then she wrinkled her brow and wonderedsiwighould care.

The Pool — 12:55 AM — July 18, 1974

Maggie strolled across the patio with a tall, blond rhalding her arm. They stopped in
the dark near the building and kissed. She touched thefdbe ear with her tongue and
whispered,

“Is your roommate out for the evening?”

“No, he left with a new friend a few minutes ago anddié me to find another bed to
sleep in tonight. How about your room?”

“Sorry, she’s probably in bed asleep by now and she wdwdgprove of a threesome”
“What should we do?” he asked.

Maggie took his hand and they walked down the sidewalk. Skedghe pads off of a
couple of lounge chairs and tossed them into the back refagby golf cart then she
kissed the big man again.

“Shall I drive?” She asked.

“By all means”

Room 309 — 1:12 AM — July 18, 1974
Lara

We were cuddled together on two chairs on the balcomyyofoom and maybe we were
kissing a little. Not really deep, frantic kisses althougbuld see that coming soon. No
we were just nuzzling and being close. | kept whispering ire&sbut | really wasn't
saying anything particular. Inside my mind | was wrestling thih dilemma of what |
was going to do when the kisses got more serious andrdsnhaved from the outside of
my dress to the inside of my bra.

KABOOM!

Lighting flashed and the thunder rolled over us. That brouglout of the cloud of bliss
and back to reality. The rain hit our over-heated bodmesvee scrambled through the
open sliding door. We laughed and laughed and then the lightsowe | grabbed him so
| didn’t loose him in the dark but five seconds later thbts came back on.

“That’s the stand-by generator” he said like | caredwdat back out on the balcony and
looked towards the blacked-out pool area and suddenly thesligverywhere came back
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on. The rain seemed to have stopped and we could séghte®ing moving off to the
west.

Looking back at the pool we could see several undressedaguygirls laughing as they
climbed out onto the deck. That reminded me of what we had deing before the
storm hit. | really wanted to resume where we had léfivben Greg’s radio interrupted
us.

“Greg this is Susan ... are you there?”

“Greg here Susan, what’'s up?”

“l guess it's no secret that we had a hit on one oflidieting rods at the airport.

Everything went off-line and then automatically wentstandby. The NDB generator
didn’t start and | can't start it manually from heieverything’s back up now but the
procedure manual says that the airport is closed uptstidndby generator is functional.
Any ideas”

“I'll go fix it Susan. I'll call you from the airport Wwen | find out more”

“Ok, Susan out”

“Greg out”

He looked at me with big eyes, like a puppy that had just peg¢he carpet.
“Sorry Lara. Duty calls”

“Will it take long?”

“l don’t know”

“Ok. I'm going to bed but I'll leave the door unlocked. Conaelowhen you can”
“Are you sure?”

“Hell no but come back anyway”

We kissed and then kissed some more and then he peftréd a glass of wine and went
out on the balcony. The night was once again beautifdl the full moon made a
pathway of light across the lagoon.

The sailboat anchored in the hidden cove — 1:22 Am July 151974

Jocko and Peg were finishing their drinks on the deck whesttinen approached. The
lighting made an awesome show and, for some reasogally excited Peggy. At the
height of the storm they had been in the bunk below ackbJwas wondering if she ever
ran out of energy. Now that the storm had passed skestiain the bunk and he had
gone back on deck to pee over the back of the boat vdrmatking in the southeastern
sky caught his eye.

In the palm trees — 1:22 AM July 18", 1974

Maggie and her latest guy were lying on the two lounge padshie had taken from the
patio of the hotel. Her lovely tropical dress was haggaeatly from the branch of a
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flowering bush and her shoes were half buried in thd.sBhe big guy was in a hurry but
she wouldn’t allow it. They would take there time oleatst they would take her time and
she would enjoying every minute of the experience. She waadaed for a minute by
something in the sky.

Room 309 — 1:22 AM — July 18, 1974

| was sitting on the balcony when | saw a lighteningflao the south-east. It didn’t

surprise me but something was odd. It wasn't the blue-whie you expected. It was

orange. Suddenly half of the horizon lit up with orangehiés and then a gigantic flash
took up half of the sky. It looked like the pictures of #iemic bomb tests that had taken
place in Nevada when | was a kid. Suddenly | felt cold amdnt inside and closed the

sliding glass door.

Tapu Vana Airport — 1:22 AM — July 15", 1974

Greg had the cover off of the generator when he sdlicker of orange light from
outside the shed. Looking out the door he saw the hofiash with more orange lights
and then half the sky was bright orange with a corehite light just at the horizon. It all
seemed to wave and flicker as it grew dimmer and theskyevas black. He looked at
his watch and saw 1:22:35 on the digital display.

He knew an explosion when he saw one and his firstgiiiowas that a ship had blown
up nearby. Anything that big had to send out a sound wave la@d #¥vgot here he could
calculate the distance. He glanced back at his wattichwow read 1:22:52.

He keyed his radio and said

“Susan?”

Nothing.

“Susan?”

“Yes Greg, is it fixed?”

“Susan did you see the big orange light in the sky tetlgh-east?”
“No but my office doesn’t have an outside window”

“See if you can raise the Harbor Master on Lano Vana

“Sure, just a minute . e . .. Sorry Greg, nothing iatic”
“Call someone else . anyone on Lano Vana”
“Ok .. e . Nothing but static, what’s going on?”

“I dont know but a shlp in Lano Vana harbor may have blayp. Take your walky-
talky and go up to the roof and see if you can see anything”

“Ok, I'll call you from the roof”

“And Susan, take that kid, Sammy with you”

“Ok, out”
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The sailboat anchored in the hidden cove — 1:28 Am July 151974

Jocko didn't like what he had seen in the sky. He wag apprehensive and he called to
Peggy below.

“Come on Peg, we're getting out of here”

“No were not, come to bed”

“Were leaving now, get up here and give me a hand.”

She was grumbling and when she came up the stairs shmuilag on her jeans and she
had slipped his t-shirt on. He started the little diesgjiree while she unsnapped the
bowline from the buoy. It was completely dark with theon hidden behind the island so
he switched on the mast floodlight. As they navigatedritwrow passage back into the
open sea he glanced at his watch and then looked agdia abw black southeastern
sky.

Hotel roof — 1:29 Am July 18", 1974

Susan and Sammy had taken the service elevator to the ftmanthThat button in the
elevator was blank and it only worked if a key was inseatetiturned. This floor was the
maintenance level for the elevators and a lot of dfinegs that the guests never saw.
They went up a short flight of stairs and opened a hdawy that led onto the roof.

Away from the lights of the patio and the front facadehe building it was very dark.

The stars were bright to the north and the big fulbombung over the lagoon making a
silver pathway across the calm water. As they walkedatd the south side of the
building she put her arm through Sammy’s so they wouldmitbinto each other and he
took that as an invitation to put his arm around her angutioher close. They stopped
and she keyed her radio.

“Greg?”
“What do you see Susan?”
“Nothing ...”

Her voice was drowned out by a gigantic clap of thundertlaeg were nearly knocked
down by a gust of wind. Greg heard and felt the same disrupii® looked at his watch
and it said 1:29:56. The explosion had been about a hundlesl away. It had to have
been a ship in Lano Vana harbor that had blown up.

Then he had an icy feeling and he looked at his watch agaidid some quick math in
his head and then he shouted into his radio,

“Susan, get inside now. SUSAN RUN FOR THE DOOR!!!l GRBIDE FAST!

She was trying to make sense of what he was saying but Ysaauntaken action. He
dragged her a few steps then he picked her up and ran thieudarkness. The door had
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closed but it was still unlocked. He flung it open and pudierddown the stairs. The
breath was knocked out of her when she hit the flodaided on her.

The sailboat just north of the Power Plant pier — 1:31 AM,July 15",
1974

Jocko had heard the thunder and had felt the blastnaf. viRight now his only goal was
to get the boat tied up and to get the hell away framatater. The lights from the pier
were bright and less than a hundred yards away wheknéw that something was
wrong. Although the boat was going no more the five snger hour the lights were
racing towards them.

He flipped on the mast floodlight and he saw the welerning and roaring past them
from behind. He knew what was happening. There was a hellbid avave coming
towards them and it was sucking up all of the water ipats.

Too late he realized that they were being pulled undepidreand he shouted to Peg to
get below and he pushed her down the stairs. They landeglilan @n the cabin floor as
the pier tore the mast and rigging from the littlafcrJocko was a bit relieved when the
boat suddenly came to a stop at an awkward angle. Hedstartscramble up the steps
when someone pushed the UP button on the elevator.cEtenent up at a crazy angle
and he caught a glimpse of the Power Plant lightshr@uporthole. That was odd because
those lights should have been thirty feet above them.

Room 309 — 1:31 AM — July 18, 1974

The roll of thunder was so loud and the wind rattled timelows so | went back onto the
balcony to have a look. The wind was gone which seemed dalakdd at the lagoon in
the moonlight and something seemed wrong. The silver pathooihlight had been
bright on the calm water but now it was broken and jdgdeéiad seen this before in
Oregon when the tide was out. The water was gone tinerfagoon.

| looked out to sea and | could just make out the line ofemviiter where the ocean
crashed into the reef. Suddenly the thin white line sweléd & wall of white. The
moonlight path was torn by a boiling line of foam racirmgoas the lagoon. It seems
funny to think of it now but my first thought was thatetlounges on the beach were
going to get wet. | stood frozen by the sight that wasimgrowards me. | guess that it
was the deer-in-the-headlights response but when besabpdared under the carpet of
foam | jumped inside and slammed the door.

| had nowhere to go. | backed up until | was against thevddl and | felt the building

shudder. From my left | heard a pop pop pop and somewhgmaind registered that it
was the big plate glass windows on the ground floor giving tiwathe water. The lights
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from the building fagade illuminated the water, asénsed to flow beneath me. It was as
if | was standing on a bridge with a river just below fiet.

The shock hit me that it was flowing into the first asetond floors and | was next. |
turned my back and the lights went out. There was no plallssved by the backup
generators. It was just jet black and the building wakisgaand the noise that | hadn'’t
noticed before was deafening. | felt for the easy amear the door and sat down. | just
sat there waiting for what was coming next and | wisthed it would hurry up because
the suspense was killing me.

In the palm trees — 1:32 AM July 18", 1974
It was very good for Maggie now, it was very, very goodvhat was that sound?

The 4" floor - 1:23 AM - July 15", 1974

Susan lay on the floor in the pitch black darkness aamn$y lay on top of her. The
building shuddered and shook. She could hear windows bgeakid big things hitting

walls. Sammy’s lips were against her ear and she toedear what he was saying.
Finally it all became clear.

“l love you Susan ... | love you Susan ...”

She freed her arms so she could hold him against hekrgethat the building would

disintegrate in a few seconds but somehow she was. dalmade her feel safe for
Sammy to hold her and it made her happy that he lovedShe held his face in both of
her hands and tipped it towards her. She lightly Kiggm on the lips and said in a calm
voice,

“I know sweetheart. | love you too; it'll be all rigHn just a minute everything will be all

right”
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Day 1 - the dawn of a new day — 6:35 AM — July 51974

Greg had spent the night in the hanger at the airpadrtaanhe first light of dawn had
called Susan on the radio but there was no answecotid think of several reasons why
she was off the air but the one that bothered him thé wassthat she and Sammy hadn’t
made it off of the roof in time.

He drove his golf cart down the road towards the hétisl.cart only had one headlight
and it didn’t show much more than a good flashlight. S#\wénes he had to stopped to
clear the way through downed palm trees and about a qumifeefrom the hotel he
could no farther. The road was covered with beach satdus$t waited to trap his cart.
Not sure when the batteries in the cart could be chagath he pulled up the seat and
turned off the master switch. He called Susan one timeebut still there was no answer
and then he walked into the unknown.

It was still too dark to see much and the air was fillath swirling volcanic ash. The
smell of sulfur was so strong that it brought tearkisoeyes. He was confused when his
path was blocked by a sand dune that was at least twentgidd. Piles of broken trees,
and jumbles of lounge chairs and over-turned golf cartéehad his progress.

From the top of the dune he had a clear view of thellaotd he held his breath. Even
through the haze of ash he could see daylight througtbuhding where the lobby
should have been. He walked closer and a gust of wincedl¢lae ash for a few seconds.

“Oh my god!”

The sight was almost too much to be believed. The grélond and the second floor
were gone. The building now looked like a bridge supportegiaeh end by concrete
stairwells and in the middle by the core that conthitie elevator shafts and the water
and power lines. There were a few steel pillars thiasgiod although they were at crazy
angles. There was water falling from what had been th&dams on the now missing
second floor. He was surprised that across the topeobtidge, the third floor and the
hidden maintenance floor looked intact.

Greg made his way very carefully through the wet sand lsdubble to the center core
and found the stairway nearly blocked by seven feet ndl.sAfter negotiating that
barrier he climbed up past the gaping hole that had beesetttnd floor and finally
found the third floor hallway. Evidently water had surgedhestairs because the carpet
was still very wet.

Using his flashlight he located the door to room 309 and wélinéart pounding he tried
the door and found it unlocked. He pushed it open and shined higmtighhe room.

No one was there.
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Day 1 - The 4 floor — 6:47 AM

It was completely dark where Susan and Sammy had spenigiie She would have
never believed that they lived through the night let akbra they would have had any
sleep but when she saw the time on her Timex Indigkelwshe realized that the night
had past. Sammy was awake and he helped her to hamf¢etsing his flashlight they
found the door that led to the hallway and they could sedgtiayhrough the stairwell.

She looked at her radio and saw that battery compartomM@r was missing and the
battery was gone. They retraced their footsteps and fouhdabthe bottom of the stairs
that led to the roof. Evidently the battery had popped cnemmEammy pushed her down
the stairs.

Back in the daylight of the stairway she put the rdsliok together and keyed the send
button.

“Greg?”

“SUSAN! Thank god, | thought that you were dead. | called ealled but you didn'’t
answer”

“We're ok, Sammy broke my radio in the dark and we dideélize until now. Where are
you?”

“I’'m on the third floor, I'm looking for a friend but sheéoesn’t seem to be here”

“We’re on four. What room are you in, we’re coming down?”

“309”

“Ok — out”

Day 1 - Room 309 — 6:54 AM
Lara

| was so frightened in the night that | found a plackite. When | was little and scared
in the night | would sneak into my brother’s room atep on the floor beside his bed.
When he got older he was very good at finding me and pushingimeto the hallway.
Last night after Greg didn’t come | locked myself in tahroom and lay on a pile of
towels on the floor.

| wasn'’t sure if | was still asleep when | heard a raBommeone was talking on a radio. |
opened the door and peeked around the corner and there.hdesMasd come back. He
hadn’t abandoned me.

He heard me and shined his big flashlight on me when keshthat my romantic little
nightgown from last night probably showed way too much efmow but | didn’t care
and he sure as hell didn't care. | jumped into his anusit took a few minutes to realize
that he was covered with black dirt and he smelledrbkten eggs.
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| was still standing on my tiptoes with my arms arourslfeck and my butt showing
under my pulled up nighty when two more people with a flashligme into the room. |
guess that I laughed when a big guy quickly turned away asd sa

“Excuse me Miss”

Greg was ever the gentleman. He gave me his flashlightvent out into the hall with
the others while | found some clothes and dressed.

| opened the drapes and the room was filled with a webk liggpened the hall door and
Greg introduced me to Susan and Sammy. She was thenlgitemanager and he was a
security guard. In the light they could turn off the fiilsghts and Greg carefully opened
the sliding glass door. Now we all smelled like rotten egg$| saw that the balcony was
covered with black soot.

When | looked outside | was shocked. The world looked tikeas covered with snow
except the snow was black. The beach was gone and haddpmaced by a rocky mud
flat. The forest of palm trees had been replaced wiling sand dunes and the jungle
that covered mountain that was completely black.

Suddenly | was hit by an icy thought,

“Where’s Maggie?”

Greg looked a little uncertain.

“I don’t know, did she come back last night?”

HNOH

“Maybe she spent night in a ... friend’s room?”

“Maybe”

-God 7 hiope that she did-

The door to the hall was still open and people startading in and no one seemed to
know what to do. Finally Dr. Howard from the USC Lawh8al arrived and seemed to
take charge. | guess that he was used to running things abhis |

He asked Greg if there was a place that all of us aoekt. Of course he meant all of the
survivors but he didn't say it that way. Greg mentiones ldallroom which was on the
third floor between the east and west wings of the guesbtms. So still needing
flashlights in the dark hall we all marched to the biglde doors of the ballroom.

With the doors open to both wings of the guest’'s roomsplpestarted to wander in

attracted by the daylight. There were some questions &bpeaitfast but Dr. Howard put
them off for the time being. Sammy and Susan banged ay dwer on the floor and
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sent people to the ballroom. If there was no answerarSapened the door with her
passkey and when they were finished they were surevkay survivor on the third floor
was accounted for.

Susan took Greg aside and asked about the others.

“Greg, should we go and gather the survivors in the dungeon?”

“Susan, there are no survivors in the dungeon. There dungeon, there’s just a thirty
foot high sand dune and nothing more”

She gripped his arm,

“Greg, are you sure”

“I'm afraid so”

“What about outside?”

“l doubt it. The airport was safe but | was alone th&reere might have been some mid-
night lovers up in the trees but the thunderstorm proluitolye them to shelter.”
“Jocko?”

“l don’t know”

“Lara’s roommate?”

“She’s not here”

“Anyone on the second floor?”

“Susan, there is no second floor”

‘Damn”

“Yea, damn”

The extent of the tragedy was starting to take effedhe survivors. People were calling
out names but there were no answers. There was ngeaepd whaling and a general
feeling of great loss.

| heard a woman screaming, “It's your fault, god damitg your god-damned fault”.

| cried for a long time over Maggie and the otherd #re shock of everything while
Greg held me in his arms. Finally Dr. Howard asked em\to take a seat at the tables
that were closest to the windows. | noticed that he tbekseat at the head table with
Greg, Susan, and Sammy, of course, me who wasn’t goiay @eg out of my grasp.

The guests clung in social groups of people that they kneereThere tables with

couples and a table of single guys and another of singe §usan seemed a little
surprised when a young, good looking guy and a pretty gimegbus at the head table
and then | noticed that they both were wearing nameatagntifying them has hotel

employees. The last one into the room was Dr. Sheppardibaking as grim as the rest
of us, he stood in the back.

Now it dawned on me that these were the few, theerth@ew, who had survived the tidal
wave. | wanted to believe that the rest were someaviise and they would join us soon.
| wanted to think that Maggie was safe and Greg’s frigowko was waiting outside but |

knew better. Morbidly, | counted the few.
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Evidently there were eleven men and nine women survivdtgt Was twenty out of 65
employees and 78 guests. Twenty out of one hundred andHozty/people.

-Oh my goda, why did we survive?-

Dr. Howard was asking everyone to write their namesk leome phone numbers along
with their hotel room number on the back of a mentwes being passed around. When
asked why he needed the information, he said that it wouldsée to notify our people
back home when we were taken off of the island.

There was some discussion about how long it would berddielp arrived and the

consensus was two days. The question about breasfafsiod in general, came up and
Dr. Howard said that he would have the answer to thahé afternoon and that there
would be another meeting then. Greg was asked aboutimgstbe power and he said
that he would look into it. Dr Howard then reminded ug thast rooms had a basket of
fresh fruit and that should keep every one happy untilfidbd thing was worked out.

Looking at his watch Dr. Howard closed the meeting witice that they would all get

together that afternoon at 4:00 pm.

As the guests filed out Dr. Howard told Greg that he whitego with him and survey
the damage and Susan motioned for the hotel employesésytafter the others left.

Day 1 - What the hell were you doing?

“Ok, who are you?” She asked the two employees.

“I'm Jerry Wilson and I’'m one of the Social Direcs3r

“And you?” she asked the girl.

“Ann Barlow, I'm a cocktail waitress on the patio”

“Why were you in the hotel guest area after midnight heggtt?”

Both looked at their feet.

“Look, | don't give a damn if you were sleeping with a dumsif you were sleeping with
each other but | do care if you were stealing from thensodNow what was it?”

“Oh Miss, I'll loose my job if they find out” Ann said.

“Look around girl, your job washed away last night”

“Ok, a guy asked me up to his room and | knew better bunt axeyway. We were just
talking when the wave hit”

“Bullshit, who was the guest?”

“It was Sam, | think that his last name is SheppardwHEe the one standing in the back
at the meeting”

“Alright, how about you Jerry”

“l was in bed with Sheryl somebody in room 321"

“Did you ask her?”

“No, she asked me. I think that she was looking for id"thr
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“Well, | hope that you thrilled her. Now listen to m#&e are the Royal Hotel right now
and we have a responsibility to protect our guests. Untilhgar differently, you work
for Greg Allenby or me. There are several empty roomthisnfloor so find yourselves
one. If there are suitcases in the rooms the guest$ memd their stuff anymore so find
clothes that are more appropriate for your new job addnit have to tell you to stop
screwing the guests”

“Yes Miss Wang” They said together.

When they walked away Sammy came and stood beside her.

“We need new rooms Susan, what do you have in mind?ditde s

“Yea we also need some clothes. There are lots ofisdeere with suitcases in them but |
don’t want to be too close to the guests because wht rhaye to do things that they
don't like.

There are four rooms up on the fourth floor where Gregaiging. Sammy, we need to be
practical. We have to take some clothes from the guésts... don't need them
anymore. Don't think what we're doing is bad it's justessary. I'm afraid that we're
going to have a problem finding things for a guy your size.”

“Maybe not, a few nights ago | was on hall patrol ave had to help a guy who was
drunk. He and his wife or girlfriend was in the last roatnthe far end of the hall. He was
a big, fat guy and his girl was little, like you”

“He wasn'’t at the meeting?”

“No, | guess that their ... gone”

Susan unlocked room 399 with her passkey and they looked iffi$idedrapes were
pulled and it was dark.

“Hello! Anyone here? ... ... ... Ok Sammy, open the draped anddet’shis over with”

There were two opened suitcases on the floor tHahat clothes in them. There were
also some clothes hanging in the closet and some, obyvidirsy, clothes were in a
dresser drawer. There were toothbrushes, some make-up agldctic razor on the
bathroom sink. Susan and Sammy scooped up everything and cramimea the
suitcases. Susan checked the nightstand drawer and founal seveloms, still sealed in
their foil packages. She tossed these into the saitwag zipped it up.

“God, let's get the hell out of here, | feel like ayaobber” she said.

On the fourth floor there were four rooms. They werearidke hotel rooms than the
suites where the guests stayed. Greg'’s stuff was in 48lisamn used her passkey to open
402. Sammy stood waiting to see if she was going to open 40@iobut she just went
into the opened room. She wasn’t sure what to do abouin$and she was relying on
her oriental heritage to hide the almost overwhelmimg fieat she was feeling. She just
couldn’t face the thought of being alone.
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There were two, queen-size beds with a night stand batthem. There was a small
sofa, a TV set, and a writing desk with a straight rchBihe bathroom had a toilet, a
vanity and a stall shower. There was no balcony bubithevindow looked out on what
was once, the beach and lagoon. There were glass$odaen each side of the window
that could be opened for ventilation. As if mocking théhere was a telephone and a
reading lamp that, at least for the foreseeable futvges worthless.

Susan put here suitcase on one of the beds and Sammgy puatthe other.

“Ok, let’s see what Santa has brought us” she saidgttgitighten the situation.

Sammy was still watching her for any indication that wle@lld send him next door but
she was ignoring that problem. He wanted to stay hette ver. In fact, he wanted to
share one of the big beds with her but that seemed unlédast for now.

She opened her case and tossed the dirty thing’s thatiwéne dresser drawer onto the
floor. Then she unpacked like it was her own things. Shg hundresses, blouses, and
skirts in the closet and folded and put the underwear ark o a dresser draw. Without
examining it, she put the jewelry case and all of th&emg in the bathroom on the
vanity. There was a lightweight nightgown that she put uh@erpillow and the only
things left was a box of tampons and the condoms. Shawairgpncerns at all as she put
them into the nightstand drawer.

While Sammy was hanging up things, Susan sorted throughrtiiesaiff on the floor
separation the man’s underwear and socks from the wom@h&se were put into
separate dresser drawers. The last item was a pairgbfheel shoes that seemed
distinctly out of place.

Sammy wasn't as neat as Susan, hanging only the shirteldimty everything else. He
wasn't too happy to find boxers briefs when he prefeYeflont’ but they would do. He
slipped on a shirt and found that it fit although he was thatethe pants would be too
short.

He followed Susan’s example and put after-shave and deadworaine vanity. He found
no shoes and thought that they had been overlooked undé&edhen room 399. He
unzipped a side pocket on the suitcase and pulled out adgrgyeed box of condoms. He
was embarrassed and he didn’t quite know what to do. Heee#he Susan was looking
at him with a little smile on her face. He gave henopeless look that caused her to
laugh,

“Oh Sammy, just put them in the nightstand drawer wighothers”

-What others? he thought.

He hadn’t noticed that she had already put some conddeonthadrawer.
“Ok Mrs. Grave-robber, now what?”
“Let’s look around”
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The other two rooms were empty but they did find somethintpcked door down the
hall turned out to be the housekeeper’'s storage roonreTWwas a cart with towels,
sheets, and cleaning supplies. On shelves along the wedl mere towels, linens,
cleaning supplies, toilet paper, Kleenex, match books,l saatiles, and a large plastic
bag of the Hersey’s Kisses that the maids left ongtlests pillows each night. Susan
popped one into her mouth,

“Sweet’s for the sweet” she laughed.

“You'll spoil your appetite, little girl”

“I may be little but I’'m tough”

“Ok tough girl, let’s go outside and see what we’re fatiage”

Day 1 - Moonscape
Lara

Greg wanted me to stay on the third floor but I told hint thaasn’t letting him out of
my sight. Dr. Howard was anxious to get started outsidehe&ndidn’t seem too happy
that | was tagging along but that was just too bad.

We started down the stairs but halfway down to therskdlmor or at least where the
second floor had been, Greg stopped at an unmarked door. Hel apeitk his key and
Dr. Howard and | looked inside. One wall was covered witbuit breakers and on the
other were several large valves that evidently contraledwater and sewage lines for
the guest’s rooms. Each valve was padlocked and Greg conthétethart on the wall
before he unlocked and turned off two of them.

“There, that should stop the water that’s draining othefsecond floor bathroom pipes”
“Do we still have water?” Dr. Howard asked.

“Yes, | guess that the underground water pipes survived. Itgrality feed from the
reservoir up on the mountain. The sewer system aklmsétact although the sewage
treatment plant went offline when the electric povediet”

“Can you get the power back on?” Howard asked.

“l don’t know, let’s go take a look”

The power plant was a pitiful sight. Part of the prad collapsed and the generator
station was half in and half out of the water. The ligktwas cracked and oil or
something was leaking into the ocean and the floating @wcthe boats was on top of
the wreckage of the power plant. | could see a small ippa&in the rocks and the mast
and cables from a sailboat was tangled and mixed téthubble from the pier. It looked
like a complete loss to me.

“No electricity from here today or ever” Greg said tbane in particular.
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We walked away from the pier following a cart path itite trees. About a hundred yards
into the trees was a low building that had been tlesportation center. In front of the
big, open doors was a jumble of golf carts looking like a &ildy box. Greg had us
wait while he climbed up high enough to see inside. He cioma with a smile on his
face.

“In back of this pile of crap, | can see the skip-loadiewe can get it out we can move
some of this sand”

“Do you mean to uncover the staff quarters?” Dr. Howakcd.

“No, that would be hopeless but we might be able targetsome of the rooms on the
hotel ground floor”

“Why would we want to do that?”

“That’s were the food is stored”

The sand in the front of the hotel was nearly as hgthe lobby ceiling but it tapered off
towards the back. We went around the building to a lgadock and a big overhead
metal door. On the loading dock, the top of a metal das wisible just above the sand.

“Behind that overhead door is the hallway that divides tihiage room from the walk-in

refrigerators. Supplies come once a month by barge fromo Mana where they are
unloaded onto flatbed electric carts and brought to thengatbck. The dry goods are
stored in the room to the left and the frozen stuffsga& the freezers on the right. The
door on the right side of the dock is the normal enganto the kitchen area of the
hotel”

“So if we can get the doors open we can eat?”

“Yes but its easier said than done. Both doors open bitvis impossible with all of the
sand here. We might be able to cut through one of the domescan find the tools to do
that or we can free the skip-loader and clear awagdhd”

Dr. Howard clapped his hands.
“So now we have a plan. We can get started at thedfelock meeting today”

Day 1 - Where’s the patio

Susan and Sammy circled the hotel. They saw Greg andrhialging to Dr. Howard
but Susan wasn’t sure how she felt about the Profeakongtcharge. Technically she
was the hotel manager and Greg represented the hotel owher€ollege guy had just
assumed his authority but, at least for now, she wagqisg to wait and see.

They picked their way through the sand and the rubble fhenuilding. The only parts
of the patio that they found were several broken stdlioncrete. If the pool was still
there it was buried under several feet of sand. Nea&revthe poolside bar had been
Sammy found an unopened and unbroken bottle of vodka.
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Susan looked at the pile of sand that was under the attahe end of the building.
Normally there was a small room under the stairs thacked out towels and sports
equipment and she was surprised to see that it washsti#. Sammy helped her clear
away enough sand to uncover the shutters that covexathéitkout window. He pried it
open and Susan shined her flashlight inside.

Besides a pile of towels, there was snorkel equipnieshing rods, volleyball, freebees
and other things. Susan though that if the food situgtairbad the fishing stuff would
come in handy. Looking at her watch, she knew thatais nearly time for the four
o’clock meeting.

Day 1 - Meeting #2 — job assignments
Lara

| wasn't surprised when most people took the same seatshly had occupied that
morning. That was almost always the way that it happddeddoward still considered
himself the leader and he got right to the point.

“There is some good news and bad news. The bad ithdratwill be no electricity today
or any other day. Some more bad news is that no new sapfdpd will be available
today but the good news is that with a lot of hard waw should be able to get into the
food storage room tomorrow.

Mr. Allenby and | surveyed the damage and before we prot#ddve him give you a
status report, Mr. Allenby?”

Greg looked a little annoyed with the pampas Doctor.

“Ok, the power plant is done for and can’t be repairdek Water and sewer systems are
intact and the filter system should keep the volcariccag, but even if it get’s into the
reservoir, its harmless. It was heated to a thousagickele when it left the volcano so no
bacteria survived.

From the evidence it looks like this disaster was cabgedl volcanic explosion on Lano
Vana and judging by the extent of the tsunami ... the tidalew! doubt that any help
will be coming from that direction. By now there shob&l some rescue activity coming
from Tabhiti so look for planes to be flying over. Wevéano radio capability to talk to
aircraft so we need to arrange for some type of sifiyeal

The most important thing for us is to get a food source iowgoing to ask Mrs. Wang
to unlock all of the unoccupied rooms and these shouldeéetsed for fruit, crackers,
candy bars and anything else that we could eat.

Tomorrow, we need everyone to help. There’s a skigdoahat's trapped in the
wreckage of the transportation shed. We need to get #oolucan remove enough sand at
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the back of the building to get to the door of the latthOnce in there we can get to the
food storage area.

Tomorrow, we will meet here at 7:00 AM. Wear jeandamg pants. There is a lot of
rubble to clear away and you are likely to get scratctigdings go well, we will have
lunch together”

Dr. Howard looked miffed that Greg had given away tla@.p

“Mrs. Wang, do you have anything to add”

Susan stood and looked around then she said as loud as she coul

“Mr. Maliuna and | will unlock the rooms where the guemsts absent. Remember that |
have a responsibility to safeguard all guests and thepepno We will secure all
valuables before you are allowed in. These things willhékl and turned over the
authorities when they arrive. Please feel free to taleclothing that you may need for
the job tomorrow. It will be dark in less than two hoswswe need to work quickly.”

Dr. Howard was left with nothing to say so he clodes meeting. He called Greg up to
talk to him and | was left sitting at the table when sone walked up behind me.

“Hello Miss Lee”, it was Dr. Sheppard and he sat ataide with me.

“Dr. Sheppard?”

“Sam please, class is out now Lara”

“Yes, maybe for a long time”

“Well it might be very interesting if we aren’t ressd for a while”

| laughed a little,

“Interesting?”

“Sure, you studied anthropology and the way hunter-gathdves organize”

“We're not a tribe Professor. We're just normal peotfilat are temporarily in an
abnormal situation”

“Yes, for now. We are all used to order and authoritghRnow, everyone is working
for the good of the group. We all still have shelter,tyatend food, but what will happen
tomorrow if we don't get into the warehouse?

Presently, nearly every one has deferred to the ftalager’, Dr. Howard. | say nearly
because your friend Greg has no intention of letting a@duaratic law professor make
any real decisions. Even Mrs. Wang looks at Allenby leestre agrees with the good
doctor.

So what do you think will happen if the threat of theslas shelter, safety and food
becomes a reality? You studied Margaret Mead’s work onitpr@rsocieties. What will
happen to the group’s respect for authority?”

| knew what he was talking about,

“One or more new leaders will emerge, the so-calleghalcharacter. In this case, it
would be an Alpha male.” | answered.
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“Yes Miss Lee, one or more new leaders and they wattdca followers. Other males
that wanted to hook up with a leader and women who wantémadk up with a good
provider.

One leader would be the equivalent of the Indian chief whuld guide the tribe in the
best direction. Two leaders would be the equivalestreet gangs who competed for the
same resources. Ultimately, the top dog eats his rival’

“Sam that'’s all bullshit. It would take years for thathappen. Besides, the rescue plane
will be here any time now and we already have a leadgiit’s not your stuffy professor.
It's Greg Allenby”

“l think your right for today but if we're still here ty days from now, things can
change. The same thing has always motivated every prinsiieiety leader. They need
food, shelter, and ultimately women. Right now, food emmen are in short supply”

Day 1 - Night

Susan and Sammy used her flashlight to find their rodra.vilas becoming concerned
that they expending her batteries because there avasurce for replacement so they had
stopped by the housekeeping storage room and picked up some naatdhssveral of
the small candles.

The drapes in the room were open and the nearly full mfered some light but it still
seemed very alien to them. Both were aware how dmty twvere and they were both
miserable. Sammy was carrying a pillowcase with thesimj guests valuables along
with a few cameras, some boxes and bags of jewelenye draveler’s checks, a bit of
cash and a couple of watches. Sammy had found a pdioe$ shat fit him and they had
two pineapples and three papayas for their dinner. TheHing that Susan wanted was a
shower even if it was with cold water.

She lit two candles and put them on the end tablediy $bfa and she lit another and put
it on the vanity in the bathroom but it was still veliyn in the room.

“I've got to take a shower. | think | have this god-damnedaskevery inch, crack and
crevice of my body”

“Me too”

“Look, I'm the manager so I'm going to shower firdts not like I'm going to use all of
the hot water”

“We could shower together” he said

“Dream on big boy and no peeking”

In the bathroom she undressed and felt bad about throwingdtlees on the floor. They
were so dirty that she really wanted to throw themayabut she knew that everything
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was needed until the rescue came. Using the little easit located a tiny bar of hotel
soap and an equally tiny bottle of shampoo and then gheesténto the dark shower.

At first the water seemed freezing but after a few sésat was tolerable. She washed
and shampooed as fast as she could and stepped out. Sheufedt far the towel, which
was still folded on the dresser in the other room.

“Sammy, close your eyes”
“Again, why do | always have to close my eyes? | neskryau to close your eyes”

Day 1 - Night - Room 309
Lara.

Greg came with me to my room and we couldn’t have madathout his flashlight. |
opened the draped and the sliding door onto the balcony. Mdetsade in the moonlight
and ate an assortment of things that he had brought witNeifiad fruit and pretzels and
a candy bar.

“What were we doing this time last night?” | asked.

He looked at the Luminas dial on his watch and laughed.

“Lara, It’s only 7:30. I think that | was in the showettgey ready for our date”

“Was it a date? | didn’t think of it as a date”

“Ok, our rendezvous. Is that better?”

| laughed and scooted my chair closer to him.

“| was sitting here talking to Maggie. She was giving adkice on what to do if | got
you onto bed”

“Was that your plan?”

“I had no plan. | was just letting the moment take mevas really a nice evening until
you had to go to work”

“You asked me to come back when | was finished”

“Did I?”

“Did you?”

“Yes. Yes | did. | didn’t have enough of your Aussie chatrdinner”

He turned serious for a minute,

“Lara, you do realize how serious our situation is tdgou”

“Oh, we're stranded on a tropical island and no one kribatswe are here. Is that what
you mean?”

“Yes, | think that Lano Vana maybe be gone. The shotke&xplosion and the amount
of ash isn't encouraging. The tsunami surely reachetstdngds to the north and the
French have an airbase at Rontanga. They would hagedr@sntact Lano Vana and us
by radio and with no response they would have flown doeve in one of their C-130’s.”
“And the charts are wrong”

“Yes, the charts are wrong”
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“My dad will find us”

“What?”

“My dad, he’ll find us. He would never let me be lostthé French don't find us, my dad
will. 1t'll take a while but he will”

He put his arms around me and held me tight.
“Get some sleep Lara, tomorrow is a big day”
“Stay with me”

“Not tonight, tomorrow is do or die for us all’

Day 1 - Forth floor — room 402

While Sammy showered Susan put on the nightgown thatahgut under her pillow
and looked through the things from the suitcase and foumgirbrush. When Sammy
was finished he came out of the bathroom wearing justiraopdis new found boxer
shorts.

“Don’t look” he said.

“Oh for goodness sakes, you're wearing as much as wheveweswimming”

“Well, it may be the same amount but | still feearlg naked. Let’'s have dinner”

He took the pineapple and papayas to the vanity and cut dpewith a Swiss-Army
knife and then, with Susan in her nighty and him in his omelar, they sat on the sofa
and dined in style.

After dinner Susan found a couple of hotel plastic glsssd poured each of them a shot
of vodka. They talked about the events of the previous aigththe day and had a couple
more shots until they were both a little tipsy.

“Doesn’t it seem a waste for us to use both beds?”iteasth a smile.
“Not at all. They're here to be used. Besides | dust sleep with anyone”
“Susan, last night you said that you loved me. I’'m nst anyone”

“Well, | said it in a moment of weakness”

“What weakness?”

“Well, | thought that we would both be dead in thirty seg®and | knew that | could live
with the guilt for that long”

“So if you loved me then, don’t you love me now?”

“Nope, I've changed my mind”

“Why, I'm the same guy”

“Maybe, but now | would have a lot longer to live with thalt”
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Day 2 - Do or die

Everyone was hungry and everyone was working to freeskigeloader. The problem
was the huge pile of broken palm trees, upended golf eadsthe mounds of sand
blocked the entrance to the cart garage. Fortunate,ritisclape equipment was stored in
the same building so a supply of shovels was available.

After four hours of backbreaking work they startedge some progress. There were still
several rows of golf carts to be moved but most of te&linhad enough charge in their

batteries that they could be driven. By two in the afien, the skip-loader was free and
Greg started its diesel engine. By the time he attatit@gile of sand that was blocking

the kitchen door it had started to rain.

By the lights on the skip loader they worked on into daekness with shovels and the
loader. At one point Greg ran out of fuel but more lgaated in a tank at the back of the
cart garage. By nine only a few still had the strength ewarthe wet and heavy sand.
Finally, Greg wrapped a chain around the big handle on the didocked it with his key
and attached the chain to the skip-loader. As the exthasid starving workers looked
on he tried several times to dislodge the door and fitlpulled it off of its hinges. The
cheers were very faint but a huge sigh of relief viergugh the group.

With one flashlight, the dry storeroom was located amay@ne trudges back to the hotel
with his or her supper in their hands. Dr. Howard stoateabottom of the stairs telling
everyone that a meeting would be held the next moraing am to layout a plan for
distributing the food.

Day 2 - Room 402 10:30 PM

Susan was so tired that Sammy had to nearly carry héireulpst staircase to the fourth
floor. They were both filthy with ash and mud and thethlcarried a large can of food in
each hand. After she unlocked the door she stopped Sammygifitenng.

“Sorry Sammy but we’re too dirty to go in. | know tligg hard but | have to get into the
shower now. I’'m going to wear my cloths and try to ¢xg trap off of them. When I'm
through, you do the same.

She didn't light the candle but felt her way into theghroom and turned on the shower.
Without think she waited a minute for it to warm up whish¢ourse, it didn’t. Then she
kicked off her shoes and stood under the cold water fongtime. After a few minutes
she poured a tiny bottle of hotel shampoo onto the legsrgeans and rubbed it in. She
pulled off her shirt and bra and dropped them onto the batfahe shower and followed
them with her jeans and panties. Finally she washed érgrtved body and her hair.
Leaving the clothes where they were she turned off #tenvand found a towel.
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After drying her hands she found the matchbook and litahele. Then she remembered
that her nightgown was under her pillow.

“Close your eyes Sammy, | need my nightgown!”
There was no answer and she opened the door. Thereowasdalelight in the room and
she carried her candle with her.

Sammy was asleep on the sofa. She could see the pie dirty clothes next to the door
and he was completely nude. She laughed to herselhigddst conscious thought had
been to keep the room as clean as possible. She put onighigown and looked at him

again. She took the light cover from his bed and spreaeit him, and then she kissed
him lightly on the cheek and blew out her candle. She twa tired to even check what
they had brought back from the kitchen.

Day 2 - Room 309 — 10: 35 PM
Lara.

My god, what a day. | didn't know that my little body dwmove that much sand. Greg
had worked so long and so hard that | didn’'t know if hddcget up the stairs but he did.
He carried three big cans of food and | carried one mteen we got to my room he
wanted to go straight to his own but | wouldn't let hirpushed him into the shower and
| told him that | would cook dinner.

“I should go” he said.
“Greg!”
“Ok, but take this, there’s a can opener on there someivhe

He gave me his Swiss-Army knife and disappeared into the lathroom. | looked
through the four cans of food that we had found in the dakk.had tried to get a can
from different boxes so we wouldn’t have all of #&me thing and | laughed when | saw
what we had selected. There was a quart can of peartetr,baitcan of lima beans,
another of asparagus and one of peaches.

| guess | was still laughing when Greg came out wrappedawel and carrying his dim
flashlight.

“What'’s so funny?”

“Would you like beans or asparagus with your peanut butter?”
“What’'s my other choice?”

“Asparagus and peaches”

“You go take a shower and I'll decide”

When | came out he was gone and | wasn’t too happy hathbut as | stood there with
only my towel between me and completely nudity, theas & knock on the door and
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Greg's voice was asking to be let in. | knew that heahpdsskey so his knock was just a
courtesy.

“Yes?” | said opening the door.

He stood there barefoot wearing clean kaki shorts arshat. In one hand was his dim
flashlight and in the other was a bottle of brandy.

“Oh, a clean man bearing gifts”

“Yes, | thought that the peaches and lima beans might adittle spicing up.”

We ate the asparagus then decided to have peaches ang foraddssert. | wouldn'’t
have believed it possible but some of the fatigue wasdailaybe the brandy helped it
along. | had found two little candles under the sinkhm bathroom so we were able to
save what remained of Greg'’s flashlight. We sat togetheihe sofa and after a while |
forgot that | was still only wearing a towel.

“More Asparagus-Allenby?” He asked.

“No, | don’'t want to spoil my appetite for the dess&tay | pour you another brandy in
our crystal goblets of the finest plastic?”

“Yes please”

The more that | drank the closer | sat to him. | kneat tie were both too tired for even
a little making—out but | was sitting very near to him anak twas nice. | was brought
back to reality when he reached over and pulled my saggingl tback into a more

modest location.

“Bed time little girl”

“Oh not yet”

“Another big day tomorrow, maybe the rescue plane vnd tis”
“Stay a little while longer”

He helped me to my bed and found my pajamas under the piHlevgat me on the bed
and put the PJ’s in my hand and blew out the candlesigded<me goodnight and went
to his room. | would have been very disappointed it | $staged awake more than the
next thirty seconds.

Day 3 - The meeting

At 8AM Dr. Howard walked into the ballroom and was surptid®at there was only one
person present. A young woman that he vaguely recognizedeasiarried couples was
waiting by the door.

“Where is everyone?” Howard asked.
“Their all down at the food warehouse. They sent mhaip to give you this ...”

She handed the professor a folded sheet of paper.
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When he read it his mouth fell open.

Howowro.

Yow stood around wotthing while we sweated owr butty off
yesterday. | dowt know who yow thought appointed yow king but
that bullshit s over. If yow want to- eat yow better figure out how-
fo- earn yowr keep: Ben Roberty — room 301

Day 3 - The warehouse

Greg was investigating everything in the kitchen storaga while the rest of the guys
were gathering food. Most of the women were missing amad) @ssumed that the work
of the day before had been hard on them. He had forgaittieut Dr. Howard’s meeting
but he wasn’t concerned about the self-appointed leadtt Aé watched the doctor do
nothing for all of those hours the day before, he digivé a damn what Howard did.

The kitchen storage area consisted of a dry warehouse\ali of the canned good were
kept, a cold storage locker for fresh fruit, vegetable, eggd, other perishables and a
freezer for meat and poultry. After two day’s withgatwer, one whiff of the air in the

freezer was evidence enough to leave it alone but tbkercoffered more hope. There
were oranges, pineapples, papayas, and other fruitvirat still fine but the green stuff

like lettuce was gone. The brightest note was many lbags of potatoes, carrots, and
onions that would stay fresh for weeks.

The canned good’s were ok and, in an emergency, there \gereseveral cases of
condiments like ketchup and mayonnaise. It was just a due#s&reg estimated that
there was enough food here for seven or eight weeks.

The kitchen situation was half good and half bad. Theadlgt cooking area had been
untouched but the preparation room which was between théngoarea and the dining
room was filled with sand. While Greg was inspecting tihas de noticed that most of
the kitchen knives were gone and it didn’t take long eoteem in the belts of his fellow
survivors. That didn’t concern him as he had had as muablé@s anyone opening the
big cans that he and Lara had dined on the night before.

He also noticed that a hierarchy seemed to be developlimege ere two guys whose
voices seemed to be heard about the others and thesedmed to stay away from each
other. That didn’t bother him a bit. In fact, it would é@sier if there were only a few
people to deal with instead of everybody who wanted tcebedh

Greg had some things to say and this was as good a time.as any
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“Guys! .. Guys! ... Lets have a quick talk outside. It'slwitly take a minute and | think
that you'll want to hear it.”

Greg took an orange for his breakfast and walked outtisunshine. He wasn'’t sure
what he would do if no one followed but the all of thenmiled along and sat on the
loading dock while eating something. Again Greg saw that mbsbhe guys grouped

around one or the other potential leaders.

“Ok, you may or may not know that I'm Greg Allenby froncédrd Hotels and I'm the

expert on the hotel systems. Your guys worked your askgestérday and we are eating
today. There are other things that | can do but I'll remde help. My immediate goal is
to keep the water and sewage functioning and the next piejertry and get the lights

back on. Mr. Maliuna will help me but we may occasionaéed some muscle.”

The mention of lights brought a cheer from the guys.

“Ok, now here’s a problem that you can help me witrar'tbe working trying to keep
you all safe and be down here trying to get food for thelrstaff too. | don’t want to
fool you about this. When | say the staff | mean M¥&ng, Mr. Maliuna, and Miss Lee.
Any questions about that?”

He saw several of the guys looking at each other kvithwing nods and then one of the
loud guys stood up.

“What about that lazy bastard, Howard?”

“Dr. Howard had no authority that he didn’'t assume lilinsAs far as I'm concerned
he’s just like the rest of us and I'm doing everythingtthcan to keep you all safe until
we’re rescued”

“What about rescue. Why haven't they come for us yet?”

“l don’t know. | think that Lano Vana was completely wipout and the authorities in
Tahiti may assume that we were also. | think thatsheuld hope for the best and plan
for the worst, which may be an extended stay. We hawenhmited supply of water, we
have hotel food for a couple of months and we havéandant sea around us.

There are resources here that will help us. Thereas® resources that must be
conserved. Food is an obvious one. All of the equipmé&atthe skip loader runs on

diesel and we lost a lot of that when the storagk tarthe power plant collapsed but
there is still quite a bit left so don’t waste itytfu run across any tanks or drums of fuel,
please let me know.

| need my work cart, which is electric. If | can gleé lights back on, | can charge the
cart’s batteries at night when our electric usagevis Tthat is a precious resource so no
joy riding in the golf carts. No hair dryers, no TV, dight bulb per room and only one
light in the hall.
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Ok, one more thing. There is food here that needs cookdhe potatoes and there is
no way to cook in the rooms. If you try, you will eith®mrn down our only shelter or you
will die of asphyxiation. Find big pots in the kitchen.wecan set up a tripod and build a
campfire outside or in the stairwells at each enthefuilding. They are all-concrete and
won't burn but don't let the smoke and embers blow insithe.dfraid that your only
choice for cooking fuel is firewood. The jungle islfof it but it is soft wood and it
doesn't last very long. Now, any questions?”

“What about cigarettes?”
“You can buy them in the hotel gift-shop”

It took a few second for the group to realize that Graed)actually made a joke.

Day 3 - The airfield
Lara

Greg, Susan, Sammy and | rode up to the airfield on tpelskder. Greg wanted to see
if the NDB stand-by generator could be salvaged and usdw diotel and he needed
Sammy to help him. Susan and | went along because wi waint to be alone. The sun
was out as we chugged up the road but we could see threatemmtpriiieads in the

distance.

“So what are you ladies going to do while Sammy anak lover the generator?” Greg
asked.

“I think that we’ll have our hair done” | laughed.

“And our nalls, | really need a manicure” Susan said sqili

| didn’t know Susan very well and | wasn’t sure thatneally had anything in common
but she seemed nice and Greg thought a lot of her.

Except for a few palm frowns that had blown onto the aywhe airfield looked the
same as it did when Greg worked on the generator apdrit some time with Jocko on
his patio behind the hanger. That thought brought a dull spoliheart when | thought
of the talkative and funny Aussie. As long as | was tfigeliad | decided to feel bad about
Maggie. | hadn’t known her long but | liked her and now $sad her. | just hoped that
awful minute when the wave arrived hadn’'t been too baddor

Greg parked by the hanger and he and Sammy went to theaperghack. The hanger
door was padlocked but Greg unlocked it before he left and dgén the door back and
looked at the Piper that was sitting there with itwleay still off.

“Do you know something about airplanes Lara?” Susan asked.

“Yeah, I'm a pilot and I've flown this plane’s littlerother. Everything was the same
except this one has two extra seats.”
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| saw that Jocko had replaced the cylinder head that éxl ¢dn the workbench when |
was here before but the job wasn't complete. The pods and head cover still needed
installing and all of the spark plugs were still on the behchecked the fuel tanks and
found that they were nearly full. | figured that heefillit the last time that he was on
Lano Vana so it was probably down about fifteen gallons.

Susan opened the hanger’s back door and found the big cooler Jaoko kept his beer.
It was warm of course but we decided to try it anywaye ¥dt on the lounge chairs
which | had sat in when Jocko told me about his friendgGiiéhe view was still
spectacular and the sun was still shinning. Susan openesdatine beer for us and we
sipped in silence for a while.

“Did you every meet the plane’s pilot?” Susan asked.

“Yes | did. Greg brought me up here on an island tour amdited with Jocko. He
seemed very nice”

“Oh he was nice and very charming. He took me to dinneramo LlVana once and we
had a great day”

“Was it a date?”

“If you could call it a date. He was such a flirt thyatu never could separate the truth
from the bullshit but he was lots of fun.”

“Wasn't Lano Vana a long way to go for lunch?”

“Well, | think that he mixed business with pleasure. He tmagickup some parts from
some company and when we got back to the airplane, Wase note from Greg so we
gave him a ride back”

| don’t know why | was so candid when | said,
“Well, if Greg hadn’t been such a charmer, | couldengene for Jocko”
“Welcome to the club girl”

| looked at her for more information but all | got wasnaile. We decided that warm beer
wasn't so bad so we had another and maybe we hadeanktp because when | was
aware that Greg and Sammy were back they were drink@ntast of the San Miguel.

“So what did you find Mr. Allenby?”

“It's do-able. The first job is to get the generatot otithe shack but then it’s a snap to
haul it down the hill with the skip loader. Did you findcBo’s stash of snacks?”

“No, were are they?”

Greg disappeared into the hanger and came back with adargef salted nuts and
another six-pack of San Miguel.

“Bless the blooming Aussie” Susan said laughing.
Sammy was smiling and nodding but so far he had said notGireg handed him a

bottle of warm beer anyway and he pulled a chair up me8usan. | guess that | hadn'’t
noticed before but there was a familiarity betweentti@, which made me think that
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there might be more to them than just fellow workéxgas still thinking about that when
lightning flashed and thunder boomed and we all scurriedhetbanger.

With no inside lights and the dark storm outside it waarlgedark in the back of the
hanger but Greg led us to a sofa with a beat-up coffeedall@a small TV set. It was a
little small for the four of us but we were all friendr at least we were becoming friends.

Greg and Sammy sat on the ends and Susan and | werednvetilyehe middle. We
continued to laugh and joke and soon | was cuddled up dddigbreg as Susan was to
Sammy. | noticed that his hand on her shoulder pattedtaokied her all the time. After
all of the beer was gone the guys dozed off for a naprendorld seemed very content.

When the rain was gone it was getting on towards darkzaed was eager to get us back
to the hotel before he had to use the last of his ftgghll felt much more at ease with
Susan and | thought that | would like Sammy if he ever spmkee.

Day 3 - Home again
Lara

Back at the hotel we climbed the stairs and were sudptsdind a pile of food next to

the locked and unmarked door that led to the fourth flooegG@nentioned that he had
made a deal with some guys to bring us our rations butalde’t expected them that
soon. | was surprised at how much there was. Susan unloagedbbr and we made
several trips up and we put everything in room 403, which wasaupied. Susan and |
only made the first trip and while the guys brought tis¢, ige sat on the sofa and talked.

“So Greg’s in 401 and you’re in 402, where does Sammy stay?”

“He’s with me”

“Oh, | see”

“No, it's not that way. Well it’s is a little. Weran’t a couple, we just room together”
“Ok, but there’s no connection”

“Oh maybe a little but he’s just a kid. I'm thirty and $iéventy-two”

“Well he’s not that much of a kid”

“Hell Lara, I'm trying to do the right thing here bukéep losing sight of what that is”
“He seems to care for you”

“Yes he does”

“Do you care for him?”

“l don’t know”
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Day 4 through 18 — A changing world
Lara

The next couple of week was lots of work for Greg anahi@g. Susan and | tried to help
them as much as possible but the weight still fellfgirtshoulders. It took them three
days with wrenches to take out the back wall of the geoe shack and to get the
generator onto the skip loader without damaging it. It @modther two day to get it into
place under the stairs at the hotel and to get a drutiesél fuel connected to it and then
Greg and Sammy were busy for a week working from dawhduntk to rerouting wires
in the utility control room.

While they were busy with the wiring, Susan and | haetio look around outside and
we noticed a change in our fellow guests. Two distinct grévapsformed and they had
little to do with each other. There was no hostiligpvieen them but there was no contact
either.

“Susan, | think that Sam Sheppard was right”

“Right about what?”

“He’s a professor of anthropology at USC and he tolchimeheory of how people in our
situation might organize themselves the way the primitiveter-gatherer tribes do. He
said that one or more new leaders would emerge and tbejdvattract males that
wanted to hook with a leader and women who wanted to hooktb@awjiood provider.

He also said that the same thing has always motivateg evienitive society leader.
They need food, shelter, and ultimately women.”

“Why women?” Susan asked.

“l guess for some of the obvious reason. Women are ussidiyissive workers who do
the mundane work and keep the men warm at night. Irpremaitive societies they also
have babies but | doubt that's desirable here”

Susan laughed and said,

“Well most of these people only packed enough stuff for weeks. Pretty soon they'll
be running out of things like cigarettes, condoms and-buwttirol pills. That’s likely to
cause a strain on peoples nerves”

“Well, it won't bother me at all, damn-it”

Day 19 — Let there be light
Lara

Greg was finally ready to try the generator. Sammy @ushn had removed every light
bulb from the empty rooms and unplugged every refrigerattinarbuilding. Everyone
had been cautioned against hair dryers and the use of Imoreme lamp so the building
should have been ready.
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Greg started the generator and closed the circuit breakleit kicked off immediately.
“Damn, Sammy, we either have a short or we've forgadtenething”

Greg went to the utility control room and opened theu¢ breakers for the entire third
floor. He called down the stairs for Sammy to closedblnerator breaker again and this
time it was ok. The problem wasn’'t with the generatowas in the guests rooms. This
time he closed the breaker for just the west wing angelhed TV static coming from the
west hallway. He pulled the breaker again and yelleciainSy.

“It's the TV sets. They may say off but they ardl stiawing some power, let’'s unplug
them all”

Just as the sun was setting, Greg closed the breakéns mow TV-less building and the
lights came on. All over the third floor he could heheering. When he walked up to the
third floor hallway, most of the grateful guests werer¢ghto meet him. His hand was
shaken, his shoulder was patted and he received many hggse lhim a good feeling to

have overcome a monster problem. The first thing thatlidewas to recharge his

flashlight and walky-talky and Sammy did the same.

That evening for the first time in nineteen days, it wassjide to actually sit and visit
after dinner. The guys moved the bed out of room 403 aneanihe sofa in from room
404. It was like a lounge where we could eat togethdrranv with the light we could
talk about the day.

Susan and | took turns cooking and she had made vegetableTsi@wvas a popular

dish because we had the ingredients and very little n@¥ay had made a place for a
campfire on the roof and had set-up a tripod for our cookTp&.biggest problem was

carrying all of that goddamned firewood up the five flightstairs.

We had an extra treat after dinner. Sammy had found afc&oke buried in the sand
and the four of us shared it with several Hershey'séadrom the housekeeping closet.
Greg and | sat on one of the sofas and Susan and Saahmy the other. As we laughed
and chatted | snuggled next to Greg with his arm around nt&oWithinking about it,
Susan and Sammy did the same. The scene reminded nenofgsvthat Bruce and | had
spent in our apartment with other couples except now myhgdya two-week growth of
beard.

“Ok Greg, now that the lighting job is finished what a/ou going to do tomorrow?”
Sammy asked.

“Well, if things go right, I'm going to move Lara up hecethe fourth floor”

“What?” | said.

“What a good idea” Susan added.

“Wait a minute, what’s wrong with me staying were | am?”
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Greg had an answer and a smile.

“Look, the food that you eat is here, the friends §wu have are here, why not be here
with us?”

“Where would | move to?”

“404 is available” Susan said.

“Bull, you stole the sofa out of it”

“We could put it back” Greg offered.

“But then we wouldn’t be able to visit like this” Sammy qaeined.

“You could use the spare bed in Greg’s room” Susan offergdarsmirk.

“Look, just because you and Sammy co-habitat doesn’t rtieanl should, not that
there’s anything wrong with it”

Greg acted like he was ready to compromise,

“Ok, if it’s such a big deal I'll move to the sofa-less 4l you can have my room”

“No, | can’'t put you out of your home, I'll make the séice and use your extra bed but |
get the bathroom first in the morning”

Day 20 - Voice from the ... missing
Lara

| spent the night in Greg’s room and | slept alone inetktea bed. It wasn't the least bit
awkward and we both kept our distance. The next morning we baebkfast of cold,
boiled potatoes and then we went down to my soon-to-deoom to get my things. The
plan was | was going to wash my face, brush my testhchange into cleaner clothes
and then we would pack my stuff and go up-stairs. Whewalked into the dark room
we had a surprise. The message light on the telephanblivking.

“Oh, | screwed up. | forgot to turn off the telephoneesys” he said.

“Where is it?” | asked.

“It's in the control room. It's completely automatnd | forgot it. | suppose that | can
leave it on now that it's working”

“Did you leave me a message?”

“NO”

| picked up the phone and heard a dial tone. | pushed theageebsitton and heard a
recorded voice say,

“You have one new message ... First message ...”

| waited and was filled with curiosity.

“Hi Lara, did you get lucky?”

-Oh my god it's Magyie-
“You didn’t answer so | hope that your in bed ...ha ha ..k$olke me and my big

Swedish meatball might sleep on the beach althougim’t géan for him to sleep much
... I'll see you in the morning ... love you bye”
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That's all | heard before the tears came into my eyekl dropped the phone. ‘Love you
bye’ she said in her happy voice. She sounded so happy eedutland she wanted me
to be happy too. Love-you-bye was so easy to say and redsv.shgone.

| cried for a long time in Greg’s arms. It was justpgysonal for me to have heard her
voice that way. | went into the bathroom and blewnuoge. Then | washed my face and
brushed my teeth and then | went back and snuggledGvitly until we were both so
aroused that we were ready to tear our clothes dff. @duld think of was living for this
minute because the next minute might not be so good. Hsayasy something to me
that at first | didn't listen to. | heard words likedgt and ‘can’t’ but | blocked them out
with words like ‘love-you-bye’ but finally | heard what as saying.

“Lara, we can’t have sex because you can’t get pregnanthdraow. You just can't. It
could mean the end of your life. Do you understand?”

| thought about what he was saying and finally it madeesand | knew that he was right
but | still needed something.

“Can we just fool around?”
“That we sure as hell can do”

We finally moved my stuff to room 401 and | unpacked trying todet and tidy. | had
brought the navigation charts and the user's manual frenpldme and that interested
Greg.

“What'’s that?”

“Maps and stuff from the plane”

“Why?”

“Hell, I thought that we could fly away somewhere btg & hell of a long way to
anywhere except Lano Vana”

“Ok tell me want you found in the charts,” he said.

| laid the chart on the table and using the ruler froenglane | showed him where we
were and measured the distance to the nearest amgbég Tahitian islands.

“Ok, here’s Tapu Vana and here’s Rontanga which isndegest airport. It's just over
fourteen hundred miles north of us. Now the plane aanyc36 gallons of gas and
normally it burns thirteen gallons an hour. So that givea range of about 1050 miles.
Even at the most economically settings the planéwauld only fly little less than
twelve hundred miles.”

Greg thought about that and looked at the charts. Theskss,
“If you had enough gas, could you fly you Rontanga?”
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“l suppose, if the radio beacon was working and the waide’'t blow me too far off
course but you have to remember that at that distancesamgl just the instruments on
this plane, Rontanga is a tiny, tiny target in a reaitlyocean”

“But you could do it”

“Sure why not, | haven’t got anything else to do”

“Tomorrow morning, take a ride with me, | want to show yomething”

Sammy and Susan were on the beach looking through moundbldé for anything
worth finding. It was the same spot that Sammy had fourmhaof Coke the day before
and he was hoping to find more. Susan noticed that notie afther guests were on the
beach that afternoon.

“What’s going on? Where is everyone?”

“I don’t know but it sounds like something is going on insideri\to take a look?”
“‘Damn Sammy we spend 90% of our time in there now. Lieke advantage of the
solitude and walk up the beach”

That seemed odd to Sammy because Susan wasn’t ameasfiluff but he trailed along.
About a half mile from the hotel there was an outcropmhrocks that formed a little

cove that couldn’t be seen from the hotel and Susandfidier shoes and waded in the
water.

“Hey Sammy, want to go swimming?” She said with a laugh
He hadn’t heard her laugh much in the last few dayslatdtade him happy.

“What, in our underwear?”

“No silly, we can go skinny dipping”

“Damn Susan, every time you undress in the room | havese chy eyes”
“We’re not in the room. Just turn your back and get invtaeer”

She turned around but he didn’t. He dropped his shorts anashine sand and watched
her undress. She looked smaller without her clothesw@keslender and getting thinner.
Sammy thought that a thirty-year-old woman would look di#ff¢, older and more
mature but Susan looked like a girl in the girly magazmesept she was nearly flat-
chested. She started towards the water and then loak&dbhim. The both stared for a
few seconds then she laughed and called out,

“Hey Sammy, you better get in the water before youanalss yourself”

When Sammy and Susan returned to the hotel there @saod activity on the third
floor. People were carrying suitcases and belongings ugl@nd the hall. Susan saw a
lady that she had talked to before and she asked hetrthbaactivity.

Hi Maryann, what’s going on?”
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“I don’t know. Ben and Tony were in the ballroom talking anguing and then the word
came down that we were moving to the west end of the #mdr Ben’s people were
moving to the east. They said that it was because itweaie convenient because we ate
our meals together and we should all be in one place.”

“So is Tony the boss man of your group now?”

“Well he always has been but now we admit it. He’s adgleader even if he does holler
sometimes. | know that he doesn’t get along with Bemhsofarther away that we are
from the others the better.”

Day 20 — After dinner
Lara

Dinner was, once again, vegetable stew but this timarSsaid that she had added some
protein. She had found several clams around the rockseoetich and she had tossed
them into the stewpot.

“You won'’t have to wonder if you found one because lItledim in their shells”

While we ate the conversation turned to the activitytten third floor and Susan told
everyone what she had learned from Maryanne.

“See, | told you that Sam Sheppard was right. The otimeréorming gangs. Maybe not
like east LA gangs but the organization is the samaaldl. s
“So who are these leaders? Do any of you know any ai?he

Susan spoke up,

“I've talked to some of the women and | know a litB®n Roberts run’s a crab fishing
company in Alaska. | guess that he started when he wasam#inow he has a bunch of
boats and a lot of people working for him. Despite &lhis money he still acts like a
tough-guy on the docks and the women seem to go for hencakhe here with that older
woman Shirley or Sheila or something. The story is shata rich socialite from Seattle
At the first meeting in the ball room they sat at tloeiples table but that's over | guess
because | see him with a brunet now”

“What about the other guy, Tony?”

Again Susan was the source of information.

“Tony Gonzales is a lawyer in east LA. He grew up andtieets and went to LA State.
One of the girls said that he had been a gang-banger Wwhewmas a kid but he
straightened himself out. He’s feisty and tough and ngtiathat you want to tangle
with”

Susan still had the menu that the guests had written naeies on at the first of Dr.
Howard’'s meetings. For the next few minutes we allltte identify the members of the
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two groups and | wrote their names on the back of a fittereeqd that was on the back of
the door.

East Group

Ben Roberts — leader — King Salmon Alaska/Seattle WA.
Ken Mason - #'in command — Las Vegas NV.

Jerry Wilson — Royal Hotel employee — Portland Or.

Bob Shembeckler — Redmond WA

Janna Myers — Ben’s new girlfriend? Reno Nv.

Shirley Bolter — Ben's ex-girlfriend — Tacoma WA

West Group

Tony Gonzales — leader — LA Ca.

Sam Sheppard "2in command — USC professor — LA Ca.

Max Cook — Galveston Tx.

Ron Silver (Lawyer) - San Francisco Ca.

Ann Barlow - Royal Hotel employee — Salt Lake City Maybe Sam'’s girlfriend
Juanita Rodriquez — LA Ca. — Maybe Tony's girlfriend

Maryanne Clark — Schoolteacher- Cleveland Oh.

Emily Marks — Snohomish WA.

Greg looked at the list and then made a comment.

“I see both of our wayward employees hooked up withgtlests. Where’s Dr. Howard?”
Susan laughed a little at that,

“He’s writing his book | guess. He’s in room 349 that’s nextthe ballroom but he
almost never goes out. He picks through the warehousératis enough to eat | guess
and every time that | see him he has a yellow legalmpadihand and he’s writing”

“So you think that he’s ok?”

“Probably as ok as the rest of us”

Greg thought some more and then announced that he wastggay the gang leaders a
visit, in a way. He picked up the telephone and dialed 3@liraa few seconds someone
answered.

“Hi Ben, this is Greg Allenby, | thought that you would liteeknow that Sammy and |
got the phone system working ...”

“Yes that right, just dial the room number, you caereleave a message if theirs no
answer ..."

“Your welcome, call anytime if | can do anything for you ..ebyow ...”
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“Well he was surprised and he seemed genuinely happy farwehare doing for them”

Greg repeated the process with Tony in room 399 who wasle@mireciative and
seemed happy with the results.

“Make a friend when you can” Greg said with a smile.

Day 20 — Room 402 - bedtime

Susan had enjoyed their swim and the sight of Sammglistabare-ass naked watching
her had been worth the price of admission. She kneshtigashouldn’'t tease him but he
was so easy. He always blushed and was embarrassedidkbad while tonight to get

all of the sand out of her hair but now she stepped outeo$hower and was ready for
bed. She dried off and called for Sammy to close his.eyes

“Why, you don’'t have anything that | haven't seen”
“That right but a girl likes some privacy”
“Ok, I'll close one eye”

She walked to her bed without looking at him and put on héitgagvn and then she
slipped into bed and smiled at him.

“Why don’'t you take your night gown to the bathroom whemw ywhower? Then |
wouldn’t have to close my eyes?”

“Your funny hon, | really like you”

“Do you? When did you realize that?”

“That day that we had breakfast together”

“You didn’t show it”

“I hardly knew you. | don’t go around trying to pick-up sgarguys”
“What about that pilot, Jocko?”

“What about him?” she said with just a touch of froshér voice.
Sammy knew that he had made a mistake,

“No Suz, | didn't mean that you tried to pick him up. st seemed strange that you
made a lunch date with him so ... quickly”

“Good night Sammy”

Sammy turned off the single light and sat in the dark.

-Idiot, why do I always say the wrong thing. God damn-it ahyway-
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Day 21 — Airport
Lara

Greg and | had driven up to the airport in his work cart and/duldn’t tell me why. He
just said that he wanted my opinion on something. We parkedeahanger and he
opened the big front door. We walked to the back, whichpreisy dark with the lights
off so he used his flashlight.

In the corner we saw a pile of various things. Thereevextra tires for the Piper, an
awning, and several boxes and in the back Greg found a bigplastic tank. He carried
it out into the sunshine and then asked,

“What is this?”

You could actually see through the pink plastic and | couldcsagartments inside. On

the top was a large cap, almost like a bottle cap anideirmiddle on the bottom was a
connection and a valve that looked like a hose bib. Iseath one of these before. | had
seen it at the airport in Van Nuys in a plane thas Being flown to Alaska.

“Greg, it's a ferry tank that’'s used for long distantghts. It hold’s twenty gallons of
gas and it clamps to the plane’s floor behind the freatss

“Twenty gallons plus the eighty-six in the tanks, couttl yfly to Rontanga with a
hundred and six gallons of gas?”

“Yes Greg. Yes | could”
| threw my arms around him and kissed him as hard asd.coul

“YES GREG! | CAN FLY THIS SUCKER HALF WAY TO THE GO DAMNED
MOON ON A HUNDREd AND SIX GALLONS OF GAS!! HOT DAMN!”

After we danced around and played kissy-face for a whaldowked at the plane.

“So what needs to be done?” he asked.

“The installation of the cylinder head has to be done thedsparks plugs need to be
cleaned and installed. The cowling has to be bolted on aadd.... Greg, where are the
fuel lines and tie-down straps for the ferry tank?”

We looked in the pile of stuff in the back and found thesmg lines and straps.

“Do you know how to install the tank?”

“Not yet but | saw something about it in the Piper useaisual. I'll check when we get
back to the room”
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“How long will it take to do the work on the plane?”
“Two or three days but do we have the gas that we%ieed
“How much do we have now?” he asked.

| rechecked the tanks on the plane and there was jusseventy gallons of gas. There
were some drums beside the hanger but they were alyempt

“Jocko probably filled the tanks every time that he wertano Vana but he must have
had some extra gas here somewhere. What about those dtitire transport center?”
“We can check but they’re probably diesel. Only a fewdhion the island use gas.”

| was starting to get nervous.

“What uses gas?”

“Well the plane of course, the lawn mowers and thé@atd motors on a couple of
boats. I'm sure that the landscape workers didn’'t caménere to fill their equipment.
There has to be gas near the hotel. Lara, | thinkwhathould keep this to ourselves for a
while. If the word get’s out that someone is flying téesathen lot’s of people will want
to go along”

“Ok but let’s look for some gas”

Day 21 — All around the town
Lara

Greg and | looked everywhere without looking too suspiciodsvea had some success.
We found three lawnmowers and a weed-whacker that vidldee gallons and there
were more places to look. The back of the transporntagmter garage was still crammed
with tree limbs, overturned golf carts and broken andiédisubble from the hotel.

We spent time near the pier looking for the boats wite outboard motors and we
located the wreckage of one of them high up on the rockadé¢e ruined powerhouse.
The motor was still attached to the boat but the gdswas gone.

We looked under the pier and found only the mast and gggfithe sailboat that used to
be docked there.

“Greg, where’s the sailboat?”

“l don’t know, why”

“It might have some gas on board”

“No, it's diesel. After it was rammed under the piepiiobably sank in the deep water
that’s just out there. That was Jocko’s boat. He iggponsible for it's maintenance but |
think that he liked to play with it. Rumor was that hekiksome of his lady friends sailing

while he was checking the boat. Just like Jocko to turkwmbo pleasure”
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When Greg and | returned to the hotel late that aftermoeally noticed the changes that
had taken place over the last three weeks. Whenviedrfrom LA it had been a deluxe

resort with everything in its place. Now it looked likgypsy camp. The hall on the third

floor was littered with discarded suitcases, empty foadons and potato sacks. There
were makeshift clothesline strung across the hallwaywkeae made from salvaged wire

and where they were hung with pant’s, shorts, shirgsysrand woman’s underwear. The
doors of the rooms were left open to get some ventiladiod anyone who wanted to

listen could hear the conversation of many people.

Up on the fourth floor things weren’'t much different. Wheve arrived Susan was
hanging underwear that she had washed in her showersAslie had used hotel soap
and shampoo but we all soon realized that the supplyabfprecious commodity would
run out soon. Now she did it the same way that | did. I8ieeit on the floor of the
shower and turned on the water. There she walked olauhdry until she thought that
she couldn’t get it any cleaner.

“Hey Susan, | see that your washing Sammy’s drawers. &mohke be doing that?”
“Oh he would if | didn’t do it but | figure if you're shiaug a room with a guy you might
as well make sure he smell's good”

Day 24 thru 30 — Hell week.
Lara

The next morning we woke to gray skies and rain. My alabicer the airplane from the
day before and then the frustration of the gas problemtdorepare me for days of rain.
We couldn’t cook because we couldn’t find dry firewood amdosuldn’t look for gas
because everyone would have asked what we were doing.

Greg spent lots of time in the utility control room loadgifor things that he could fix and
| scoured the trash in the third floor hallway lookiog &nything to read. | wandered the
hall's looking for someone to talk to and when | foundive person, they were as
frustrated as | was. Several times Susan and | lockegleas in room 403 and told Greg
and Sammy that we didn’t want to be disturbed. We speuts talking about Greg and
Sammy and all of the other crap that was going on arasn We really became good
friends that week.

The strain was showing on the east and west gangsGxigoafternoon we heard yelling
and screaming and we ran down the stairs to see glfisifi the hall. We were sure that
one gang had attacked the other but that wasn’t the casegdys from the east hallway,
Ken and Bob had got into a fight over a cigarette. EilgeKen had one cigarette left
that he had smoked only a third of it. Bob is his roomraatewhen Ken found the butt
had been smoked down two thirds he accused Bob of the. dtiomld have been a real
disaster because both of the guys had sharp kitcheaskm their belts but no blood was
spilled.

101



The more that | saw of this sort of thing the mored thédhought that Sam Sheppard’s
theory of gangs was coming true. The strong were goingttthe weak.

Hell week - Sammy and Greg

Sammy was restless and he was driving Greg crazy withlessmuestions.

“Greg, what'’s at the bottom of the elevator shaft?”

“Probably a lot of mud and sand, why?”

“Is there a door?”

“Yeah there’s an access door from the bottom busiiie to be blocked by the ten feet of
sand”

“Well when | was a Security Guard | had to check thoserslamd hallways and |
thought that the access door to the elevators was tirlitthe hallway that ran along the
back of the office block”

“Yea, | guess ... so what?”

“Greg, that hallway leads to the kitchen area of tha-Kii restaurant”

“Sammy, those hallways are full of sand and who knoWwat else”

“Maybe but maybe not. I'm going to go down and have a look”

“You can't go alone. It's too dangerous”

“Ok, then go with me”

“Damn | wished that it would stop raining because you haweta@ much time on your
hands”

They both had their flashlights and their walky-talkgisd went to look for Lara and
Susan. The door to 403 was closed so Greg knocked on it.

‘Lara?”

“Has it stopped raining?” Lara called through the door.

“NO”

“THEN GO AWAY!"

“Suz | need your help” Sammy called.

“Ask someone who cares”

“Look, all you have to do is listen to the walky-talikycase we have a problem”

Susan opened the door,

“What kind of problem?”

“Greg and | are going down the elevator shaft to geted<tm-Tiki restaurant”

“The hell you are, I've already lost one husband and No, wait a minute, that didn’'t
come out right. It's too dangerous”

After a while they all went to the elevator shaftesxdoor and Greg showed them the
catwalk and a stairway that they were going to use tdogthe bottom. Lara used his

flashlight and pointed it down into the hole and ak slould see was black and wet.
Finally everyone was satisfied that death wasn’'t emiaadtthe guys descended the four
flights of narrow stairs into the black pit.
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The two elevator cars were at the ground floor wherg sbéled when the power failed.
There was still five feet of space under the carsthaere was some water but very little
sand. Greg found the access door to the hallway and tadctb. It opened with a little
push and they felt a breeze of fresh air wafting thraugh

“Feel that breeze, at least it isn’t a tomb in théeeg said.

Sammy called up to Susan and told her where they werehé led the way with his
flashlight. The first door that they opened was to thiéyutontrol room for the ground
floor and there was nothing of interest there. Thd dewr was a cross hallway that led
to the lobby. There were several inches of sand winene gtood but their light showed
several feet at the lobby end. They continued towardKahneT iki kitchen and at the far
end of the hallway there were two doors. The one onigi was bowed in towards
them with sand seeping out from under it.

“Be careful there Sammy. If that door gives way welah in big trouble”
“Greg, | think that’s the door to the kitchen”
“Too bad, we just can’'t go there”

Sammy carefully tried the other door and it opened.rAt fi looked like a dead-end but
Sammy’s light found a second door on their right butheirtdisappointment it was

bowed in like the one in the hallway. Sammy shined hig Egound the small room and
at first it looked like the room was filled with littéut when Sammy shined his light in
the corner he saw a bottle of Grey Goose Vodka haled in the sand and trash. He
looked back at Greg with a smile on his face. This was thstdrage room for the Kon-

Tiki restaurant.

Susan and Lara were standing at the top of the eleght&dtr when Sammy called from
below,

“Suz, toss down some pillowcases”

“Pillowcases? Ok wait just a minute”

She went to the housekeeping closet and took four clean. calse laughed at herself
when she thought that she should put the clean ones mdrmrand bring the dirty ones
off the bed but she dismissed that thought.

“Ok hon, here they come”

After they had fallen away she saw Sammy’s light mg\as he retrieved them.

“We’ll be up in a minute”

Hell Week — Happiness is in the little things
Lara

We waited at the top and saw their lights on the stand they looked like hobo’s
carrying all of their worldly good in bags over thdwoslders.
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“What do you have?”
“You'll see” Greg said and led the way to the sitting room.

Susan and | felt like kids waiting for Santa. The filshg out of the bag was a package
of Ritz crackers. Next was a bottle of Grey Goose vaalké then an 8-ounce can of
beluga caviar. A package of cocktail napkins, a jar of god®es, more vodka, several
cans of cocktail wieners, a one-pound bag of after-dimmets and four cartons of
Camel cigarettes followed this.

An hour later, Greg was the only one sober and Susah@nddn’t stop giggling while
Sammy just sat there with a silly look on his faceegshad indulged in everything
except the caviar. He only had a couple of sips of tidkavand he didn't seem affected.

Of course, being a silly drunk, | was trying to get hira thy the beluga that probably
cost a $100 a byte but he would have none of it.

“Come on honey, its delicious, just try it”

“l don't eat fish eggs, | don't eat raw fish, | only liksif and chips and we don’t have
any grease to fry our potatoes in ... or any fish”

“Aw baby look at this ... yum-yum ...”

| ate another Ritz loaded with the delectable snacthtav him how good it was. This
went on for a while and finally Susan licked the camanl It was gone and Greg still
hadn’t allowed a single egg into his mouth.

Sammy lay down on one of the sofas and Susan and | desi@ng to music that we

were humming when we heard the phone ring in room 401. Geygeasd it and told us

that Ben Roberts wanted a meeting in the ballroonsditethat Tony Gonzales would be
there too.

“What the hell is that about?” | ask a little too loudly
“l don't know but he sounded friendly, I'll see you laterdadon’t drink the rest of the
vodka. We might need it to cure someone’s hang-over”

| yelled at him,
“I won't have a hang-over because | ate the yummymyrfish eggs!”

Greg put two bottles of vodka and two carton of cigaiettea pillowcase when he left.
Sammy was snoring so Susan and | went to her room waiah laer bed.

“You know Suz, | almost feel happy”

“Please don't call me Suz”

“Sammy calls you Suz”

“He wants to get into my pants and he thinks it’s cute big Wwrong on both counts”
“Well | don't want to get into your muddy and torn pantsi’$acall you Mrs. Wong or
Wang or whatever”
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“Thank you ... whoever you are”
In a few minutes we both sleep.

Hell Week — The meeting

When Greg entered the ballroom, Ben and Tony weregitt a table and they were
arguing.

“What's up guys?”’ Greg asked.

Ben looked at Tony and said,

“Look Allenby, Tony and | have a difference of opinion ame want you to help find a

solution. We can’t seem to do it ourselves”

“That’s because you're wrong” Tony added.

“Shut up, you'll get your turn” Ben snapped back.

Greg could feel the real hostility here and he knew tthey might settle the issue with
the knives in their belts. He also knew that they W bright guys and that a gang
war would hurt them both.

“Ok, what do you want from me?”

“We want you to arbitrate the situation”

“You want me to be the judge?”

“Yea” the both said.

“Ok but I'll just make a decision, | won't enforce it. Ok?

“OK”

“Alright, Tony, you go first”

“Ok, your girl Susan told one of my girls that therer&s some fishing rods in a room
under the stairs by the beach. | sent Sam and Max thgstuff and when they got there
Ken Mason and Jerry Wilson were digging the sand outeofvdny. They all worked to

get the four rods out but Ken took three rods and left oneSam. There was a ...

discussion but they still have the rods. | talked to Beout a fair distribution but he’s
not sympathetic to our cause”

Greg thought about it for a minute and then said

“Ok Ben, what'’s your take on this”

“It's simple. We agreed to share the food in the kitchgually and we agreed to provide
support for you and you're ... helpers, but that's all. | nesaad that | would share
everything that we found outside of the kitchen. Ken getrtius and he brought them to
me. We have them and we want to keep them”

Greg thought for a few minutes then he gave his thoughts.

“We have three groups here that are divided for one measanother. Let’s just consider

this hypothetical situation. Suppose that we are all lnevaths from now and let's
assume that one group has gained an edge on survival. Wih&t akber groups do?
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Maybe they just go quietly into the night and die. Mayteytnegotiate a place at the
dinner table and the group in power take them in becaissthdt right thing to do, or
maybe the ‘have-nots’ cut the throats of the ‘hawaest find their own dinner”

They all thought about that for a minute then Greg gav@inion.

“We are all going to be rescued together. It maybe soanmay be a while but we will
be together. The last thing that we need is a war batavaeselves. What would you say
to your rescuers when they asked about the other? &, tivell we killed them and ate
them’

Ben, give Tony one of the fishing rods, Tony give Ben sbimgtof value”
Ben grumbled and then motioned to Ken Mason to bring otteeafods to Tony.

“Ok Tony, it’s your turn” Greg said.

“What do you want?” He asked.

“l want to ask Emily to come and live with us in the dzatway”

“Hell Ben, | don't tell people where to live. She’sthvus because she wants to be”
“Look Tony we both know that people will go where wd teém to go. | just want to
talk to her and | don’t want any crap from you”

“Ok” Tony conceded.

Ben left us sitting there and walked to the west end oliéiie He knocked on one of the
doors and Emily opened it. Greg couldn’t hear what they bat she seemed upset.
There was some angry voices and waving of arms for & w&hd then they talked quietly
together. Finally she stepped forward and he took her iarms and they hugged each
other for a while. Then she went inside and came out kagr pillow and her roll-on
suitcase.

As they walked back through the ballroom, he was pullingsh&écase and was holding
her hand. She never looked at Greg or Tony.

“Tony, did you just trade a girl for a fishing rod?” Gregex
“It looks like it” he answered and he walked away.

Hell Week — Room 402 after the nap
Lara

| woke from my nap feeling good and I'm sure that the pnoiri the caviar had
something to do with it. Susan was awake but still laying te me looking content. |
went to the bathroom and brought back a plastic cup afrwiaiook a sip and passed it to
her. It seemed natural for us to share a glass tdrywar a bite of food or clothes, or in
this case, an afternoon bed.
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Days before my bra strap had rotted through so she gavkems. She said that she had

lost so much weight that she didn't need it anymoraugjhed and said that she hadn’t

needed one before she lost the weight. We werenas ek sisters and we were spending
more and more time together.

We needed to rest. We were expending more energy lo@kirfgewood and trying to
stay clean than we were taking in with our meager didtad lost so much weight that
my ribs were showing and Susan had lost even moreg &rd Sammy were always
trying to find food or thing’s to make life easier foreeyone and they expected us to
help them. | hadn't told her about the airplane yetlutew that if | really tried to fly
out of here | had to do it while | still had the strémgnd that was fading fast.

“l have a treat, do you want some?” Susan asked.

“Yes please, what is it?”

“Oh you want it but you don’t know what it is”

“l want lots of things that | can’t have”

“Like what?”

“Strawberry’s, pizza, bacon, more Hersey's kisbes,chocolate, sex, cherry’s ...”
“What?”

“What ‘what™

“What you said”

“Hot chocolate?”

“NO”

“Oh you mean sex”

“Yes. | thought that you were ... that you and Greg were h€ &imbled with the
words.

“Doing it? No, not quite”

“What are you doing?”

“The same thing that we did when we were fifteen in hsghool but now we aren’t
parked in the drive-in movie”

“So you're just ...”

“Fooling around. It's not bad but it’s not the real thirlglyou get from Sammy”

“Me? | don’t get anything from Sammy”

“Oh, I'm sorry. | just assumed that you were in theneaoom and he seems so ... loving
to you ... oh Susan, I'm sorry that | had the wrong idea”

“It's not the wrong idea, it's probably a right idea litg just not true”

| looked at her for a while and then asked,

“Why not?”

“Good question but why not you and Greg”

“Oh | have a good reason. A very good reason. A goddamnedrgasain. He won'’t do
it

“What?

“He said that pregnancy could kill me if we don’t get test

“Well there are ways to prevent the sperm and the egg getting together”

“Yes but we don't have any of those ways”

“l do”
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“You do what”

“l have condoms”

“I thought that you and Sammy were celibate”

“Well we are but | am prepared”

“So what are you waiting for? You don’t want to die a vit Oh, sorry. Don't think
thought’s like that ... so what are you saving it for?”

“Damned if | know but did you forget that I'm nowhere cléséeing a virgin?”
“Oh hell, ex-husbands don’t count”

She laughed,

“I love you Lara, in a platonic way of course”

“Of course”

It was well after dark when Greg returned to the roomh&tespent a depressing hour in
the kitchen with Ben and Tony looking at the dwindlingc&tof food. It was well below
half now and to make matters worse, most of the gadtivgas gone. They decided that
we would have to cut back on portions and even themiutldvbe gone in three to four
weeks.

There was lots of discussion about increasing fishigsaarching the jungle for tropical
fruit. There were no big animals on the island but te¥se snakes and lizards and lots
of clams, crabs, and mussels along the beach.

When their meeting was over, Greg gave each of thier af Gray Goose vodka and a
carton of cigarettes. They were delighted but curiousitavbere it had come from. Greg
explained the elevator shaft and told them that thasnivany more treasure to be found
down there. He also explained how dangerous the budging weoesand that it wasn'’t
worth dying for to get one more jar of olives.

“If a door goes while anyone was down there they wouddod the spot. Sammy and |
are going to make one more trip and we’ll share anythingwhbdaind but that’s the last
time.”

Greg had expected Lara to be awake when he returned dwtashasleep on his bed.
Sometimes she slept with him but it was always toughotim &f them. He sat on the bed
and stroked her hair and she opened her eyes withe@ smil

“Hi honey, time for bed”
“Oh not tonight, | have a surprise for you”
“Can you surprise me in the morning? Right now I'misedtthat | feel brain-dead”
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Hell Week — The last day
Lara

Susan and | had spent five hours digging clams and musseal§rogky crags along the
beach and we were so tired that we could hardly walk.\iidrk was hard enough but we
had to walk nearly a mile down the beach to find thhtrigcation. At high tide we had
to work up to our waist in the surf and the salt waterthaded our skin and eyes.

When we had done all that we could do Susan lay face dawimeosand with the water
lapping at her feet and she looked so small. She wag/algmall but now she must have
weighed less than a hundred pounds, maybe less than ningiyspdier clothes were in
tatters, she wore no underwear and even her oncehstylsakers were held together
with duct tape. We were down to two small meals a daylaoidng at her | really didn’t
know how much longer she could last.

| walked a little way away to where she couldn’t hesr and then | sat in the sand and
cried. | cried for Susan and Sammy and Greg and for oreed because | couldn’t see a
future for any of us. | cried for the lost years thatweze being denied and for the happy
lives that we weren’t going to have.

Then she was there and her arms were around me anéldhadiclose and cried with
me and after a while | felt better. | dried her teaxd wn ate some raw mussels and | felt
a little strength returning. We each carried a bucketvantield hands as we trudged up
the beach.

Thoughts and plans ran through my head and then the solatimnto me. | actually felt

happy because | had made a decision. There was enough thes airplane to go a

thousand miles and there might not be any islands ochidm that close | was sure that |
could find something. | was going to tell Greg that | was\govork on the plane

tomorrow.
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Day 31 — The beginning of the end
Lara

| told Greg that | was going to fly north with the ghattwe had and he went ballistic.
“YOU'RE WHAT! That’'s goddamned crazy. There’s nothing ¢lere but ocean. No
islands, no ships, nothing but a watery grave. Laragtisano way that I'm letting you do
this!”

“THEN FIND ME SOME GOD-DAMNED GAS!”

We stared at each other for a while, then he hugged meauedl and we cuddled for a
while trying to hold on to what we had because evengsbamed to be slipping away
then finally we came to an agreement.

“Oh honey, what do you need to do to the plane now?”

“It needs to be lighter. Every pound every ounce, takesoggst it into the air. I'm going
to strip out the back seats, the carpet, all of thielenganeling, and anything else that |
won'’t need for this flight. There’s even a LORAN amta that can come off”

“What's a LORAN?”

“It's a long range navigation system that the ferrytpidoobably took with him after he
delivered the plane. There’s also the glide-slope rad antenna that | won't need. |
found a roll of Mylar tape in the hanger. That like @3ty and very sticky tape that I'm
going to use to cover any holes, bolts, or gaps that magkge wind-drag”

“Ok, I'll look in every nook and cranny on the island fgas but if I don't find any then
you’re not going”

-That what you think buster-

“One other thing Greg, I'm taking Susan to the airporbwite. Send Sammy to dig for
clams and mussels. If she has another day like yestehgayight be done for”

“Ok but take a radio with you”

In the morning | went to Susan’s room and Sammy mettrifeealoor.
“She’s still asleep. I've never seen anyone this tired”
“I’'m taking her with me today and I'll make sure thae gfets plenty of rest”

| went in and sat on her bed,
“Hey Susan, hey baby... are you awake?”
“‘Go away ...”

“Are you ok?”
“No I'm dead ... go away”
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“Come on, what do you want for breakfast? | have amymold potato here ... num-
num”

“Chocolate ... | want chocolate”

“People in hell want ice water ... I've got some coldssel soup ...”

She sat up in bed and pushed her tangled hair out efyaerthen she blinked at the light
coming in through the window and said,

“Damn ... we're still here. | thought that maybe it wadraam, | don’t think that | can
dig mussels today”

“You're not digging today honey, you’re coming with me”

“Coming where? There’s no where to go”

“It's a surprise, now take a shower because you stilisike mussels and put on your
cleanest dirty clothes and we’ll have a nice day to telax

“How could I refuse an offer like that? Here, help nu @f bed”

Day 31 — Airport
Lara

There wasn’'t much light in the hanger even with the dp&n so | had Greg help me roll
the Cherokee out into the sunlight. It was a hard targeting because it had sat in the
same place for a while but after the first coupleeet it moved easily. Greg left us after
saying that we should call on the radio when we weady¢o leave.

| pulled a lounge chair around from the back of the haagdrasked Susan if she wanted
it in the shade of the wing or in the sun. She asketht®oshade and | started installing
spark plugs and she was asleep in minutes. | worked stéaday hour and she didn'’t
stir. I worked for another hour and had all of the plugtaltesd but by this time my back
was killing me. The problem was that | really too shorteach the engine so | had to
stand on my tiptoes. | was thinking bad thoughts when kewdainto the hanger and right
before me was a stool that would have made the job easibr.

The sun was straight over our heads when | took a lane@lsat on the edge of Susan’s
Lounge.

“Are you done yet? She asked.

“I'm done with the spark plugs”

“Lara, why are you doing this?”

“Well it beats digging clams”

“Lara, don't tell stories to your ... your ... oh what evem”

“Friend Susan, loving friend”

“Are you going to kiss me?”

“NO”

“Ok, don't lie to me. What are you doing with this aluminbox-kite?”
“I’'m going to fly it to Tahiti and get someone to rescue us”
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“Oh shit, I'm still asleep”

“Wake up honey”

“You’re going to fly this tiny thing all the way to Tahiti®hy don'’t you just fly to LA or

to the moon or to god-damned Mars?”

“Well, I'm actually not going all the way to Papeetén going to an island called
Rontanga but that's good enough.”

“Lara, can | go with you? | don’t want to be here anggnd know that I'll like Rowtanga
better”

“Rontanga, and no honey you weigh too much”

“l don’t weigh anything. When | get to Tahiti I'll have taiy clothes at a children’s
store”

“Sorry baby”

| worked a while longer and then | brought her a drink oewat
“Ready for lunch?” | asked

“Oh be still my heart, are we going to have three mgaday or is this the last one?”
| opened the little bag that | brought and asked what sheed/#o eat.
“l told you this morning, | want chocolate”

| handed her a Hershey's kiss.

“Where did you get that?” She said clapping her hands together
“| saved it for a special occasion”

“And what'’s the occasion?”

“Your day off. When was the last time that you had aaf&3’

“Hmm ... I'll have to think about that, what else is fanch?”

| had another surprise for her. | handed her a smalbtpaaches.

“Lara, I truly love you. God, | dream about peaches”

| opened the can with Greg’s Swiss Army Knife and | gdnart to her. After she had
eaten three pieces she asked,

“Aren’t you going to have any? We can share”
“I'm allergic to peaches” | lied.

She ate them all and drank every drop of the juice. N@evi®oked relaxed and happy.
She napped more that afternoon while | worked removingnthdd paneling. | was very
hungry but the peaches were all that | had brought wathWihen the sun was low |
called Greg on the radio and asked for a ride.

“Here Lara, help me up” Susan said.
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She was sitting on the edge of her lounge waiting andé gav my hand so she could
stand.

“Well | feel rested and I'm going to pee. If I'm notdbain five minutes send a search
party”

She did come back and she even leaned against the wihg pilane as Greg and |
pushed it back into the hanger.

Susan looked better and she joked with Greg as we drowe taotel. She leaned over
and whispered something into his ear. He laughed and whispac&dnto her ear then
they both looked at me and laughed. When Greg and | wengr iroom | told him about

my day,

“l told Susan about the plan to fly north” | confessed.

“Good because | told Sammy”

“What did he say?”

“With or without the swear words?”

“Without”

“He said that it was a risky thing to do”

“Too bad, did you find anything?”

“Maybe, the storage room on the end of the power piafiitad with junk. When the pier
collapsed, the floor was tilted about twenty degreesveoything is smashed against the
back wall. We couldn’t get through all of the mess toblatywe think that there are two
drums in the corner. It'll take us a while tomorrowust get to where we can see what’s
in them”

“What do you thinks’ in them?”
“Don’t know, could be diesel or motor oil or carpet claafoe all we know but it might
be gasoline”

“Oh god, | hope so. Did Sammy dig any clams?”

“No but he did something better. He went down the elevsitaft and found enough
crackers and snacks to last us for two or three days.”

“Do we have to share them with the East and West @angs

“I gave them two more bottles of vodka and one cartiocigarettes. That should keep
them happy for a while”

“Is there any more caviar?”

“Yes honey, should | see if our neighbors want to ysrfor dinner?”

“Greg what were you and Susan laughing about?”

“She asked me if | knew that you weren’'t wearing any iparand | asked her if she
knew that | wasn’'t wearing any boxers”
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Day 32 — Airport
Lara

| took Susan back to the airport with me and she lookethrhatter than she had the day
before. She had slept more the eighteen hours and shateadneore calories than she
used for the first time in many days. She pulled her loupg the plane’s back door so
she could talk to me while | worked. She chatted aboutlifeeigrowing up in San
Francisco and she told me about her husband.

She confessed that she knew that he was into cajidgevhen she married him but she
thought that she could change him. She wasn'’t bitter dteufailed marriage but she
wasn't eager the repeat the experience anytime sdotd her about Bruce and how he
had hurt me when he left. | also confessed that | rdaiy't see him as my husband but |
thought that we should have agreed to part friends insteachafumping me.

“So he hurt your feelings. Too bad, get over it”

“Oh you're a cold woman”

“Not cold just practical. When we're rescued do youysmeself with Greg?”

“I don't see the future at all, at least not beyondridet few days. How about you?”

“I think that | need a change. Maybe I'll move southdaxhile. You know that people in

San Francisco think that LA is just a big city filled wileirdoes. Well you seem ok so
how bad can it be. Royal has several hotels in Saut@elifornia so maybe I'll try one

of them for a while”

“What about Sammy?”

‘I don’t know, | think that Sammy needs some real-wongbexience. He's been in

school his whole life except for his time here. If wewhen we’re rescued | think we
shouldn’t see each other for a while and then see wadtave in common in a normal
world”

“So did you two ‘do it’ the other night?” | asked.

“Nosy”

“Yes”

“Oh we slept in the same bed and we snuggled for a whilé twvas just too strange and
the reality of it was we were both too tired. It wase sleeping with him though. How
about you and Greg?”

“About the same”

“Too bad”

| worked for a while and Susan napped in the sun. | washghnaome progress and | was
starting to see the rest of the tasks to be doneupgttid could finish everything by the
next day. Susan was awake and she brought me a drinkexf éier that she sat on the
floor of the plane and surprised me.

“I think it was thirty-four or thirty-five days ago”

“What?”

“You asked when | had my last day off. Actually | had twgsdaff. That's when it was”
“Ok, what did you do?” | asked.
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“On the second day | went to the beach with Sammy”

“That’s all?”

“Well | went in the water naked to wash the sand off @&achmy wasn’t suppose to look”
“Did he look?”

“Probably but who cares”

“What did you do on your first day off?”

“l told you most of that. | had lunch on Lano Vanahnibcko”

“And you had a good time?”

“Yes it was very nice”

“Did you have dinner later?”

“No, he had arranged to have dinner with Greg”

“Anything else”

“Well we spent the afternoon in my bed and | enjoyedyerenute of that”
“Susan! You're such a slut”

“Yes | was or yes | am. Which ever fits?”

“Did you ever do it again with Jocko?”

“No, a god-damned tidal wave screwed that up”

“Yes, it screwed up lots of things”

Day 32 — The power plant

Greg and Sammy spent hours pulling broken beams and piecesiarete out of the
storage room. It was awkward because they had to standloor dhat was tilted in a
crazy way but finally Sammy thought that he could cravdrca jumble of boxes and
read the writing on the first drum.

“Be careful Sammy. If you fall between all of thecaap it’ll be hard to get you out”
“No problem, | can nearly see the cap on the first drum”

“Any luck?”

“Shit. It's diesel”

Greg felt like he had been slapped in the face and hasabox of motor oil and tried to
hide his disappointment. Sammy was floundering around tryinget farther into the
corner when he called to Greg.

“There’s a leak back here Greg, | smell fumes”

“Oh come on out. There’s nothing that you can do inethe

“Greg, | think that | smell gasoline”

Day 32 — Airport

| had the back seats and the carpet piled onto thed¢aanthSusan was arranging it so it
looked nice. That made no sense to me but it made hey.hapih the inside paneling,
carpet and the seats gone the plane’s cabin was lookittg bage. The next task was to
install the ferry tank but | needed a break before tesahat.
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| was resting outside the plane when Greg and Samnwg@m@nd Sammy was waving a
six-pack of San Miguel beer.

“What did you find hon?” Susan called.
“There was lot's of good stuff in the shed. There weoatbcushions, paddles, an
outboard motor, a drum of gas and a six-pack of beer”

“What?” | said

“What?” Susan said

“About thirty gallons of gas but it will take us a whilegdet it up here”
“Oh my God” was all | could think to say.

“Beer?” Greg asked.

Day 33 — Airport

| had Greg help me install the cowling that morning. Itnitalseavy but it was big and
awkward. With it in place, the Cherokee looked like aplame again. It sat with its tail
low and its nose slanted up just a little. It looked likevanted to fly and it was just
waiting for me.

| put Susan to work with the Mylar tape covering exposedshkaid sealing the joints
around the doors and windows. | asked Greg to call me omadh® when he knew how
long it would take to bring the gas to us but he said no.

“Why not?”

“Yesterday | heard a funny noise on the radio. It wias for a second but it sounded like
a couple of guys talking. It was just a few words but itashelfy wasn’t you or Susan”

“Do you think that someone else has a radio?”

“Maybe. Lot’s of workers at the hotel had them. It's gibke that someone found one and
is listening to us”

“Have we said anything incriminating?”

“l don’t think so but we haven’t been doing our normal it Just stay off of it unless
there’s a big problem”

By noon | had the ferry tank installed and the fuel lioenected to the auxiliary gas line
that was under a plate in the rear cabin floor and ktlsan in the pilot's seat and made a
list of everything to do. It wasn’t much different than asther checklist that a pilot
made before a cross-country flight. | needed to chbekoil and break-fluid, the tire
pressure, and all of the controls to be sure that weg free and correct. | set the trim
tab to the take-off position and | checked the propédledings and nicks and | looked at
all of the hinges on the control surfaces.
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The morning of the flight | would drain a little gas fronetsump on all five fuel tanks to
get rid of any water that might have condensed in thiestd had removed the life raft
because it was too heavy but | made sure that a lifeqpe¥swas next to the pilot’s seat.
| also took two white smoke flairs and a packet of sharkdeamelrom the raft and put
them in the map-pocket that was next to the pilot's knee

Greg had given me a two-gallon gas can that he found itrahsportation center and |
had flushed it several times with water. It was ndled with drinking water and was
stores within reach of the pilot. | had taken the SedeWDesalination Unit from the raft
and stored it by the front door. It was a handy survival datihge looked like a bucket
but it could turn a gallon of seawater into drinking wate24 hours.

| sat looking at my list for a long time going over aneiothe things that | needed for the
flight. The last thing that | needed to do that day teasrank the engine but | didn’t want
to start it. The noise would be easily heard from tbeelhand | didn’t want people
coming up to see what was going on.

| told Susan what | was going to do and | told her to staely clear of the propeller. |
took the checklist from the map pocket and went through #éaohjust like 1 would
when | really started the engine. When | got to the lmeich said ‘Mixture full rich’, |

made sure that the mixture was at full off. Then | e@gethe small window next to me
and shouted ‘Clear’ and with both feet on the brakesth&switch to ‘start’

‘CLICK!”
Nothing. The prop moved about an inch and stopped. Theybaths nearly dead

“Shit”

About three o’clock Greg and Sammy arrived with sevewy @ans on the cart. They had
brought thirty-four gallons of gas that we used to tophgwing tanks and to fill the

ferry tank. There were two gallons left and Greg put thatm a plastic can that the

landscape guys used for their lawnmowers. He lookdwkdidttery in the plane and said
that it wouldn’'t be a problem. He said that we would taldown with us after dark and

charge it with the golf cart charger. While we finisheelihg, Susan brought out a
stepladder and cleaned the windows with a bottle of Witltxshe had found.

Then there was nothing left to do. We all sat on #nenadc and just looked at Cherokee
N9009J. Tomorrow | was going to the Tahitian archipelago, wiias nearly fourteen
hundred miles away across the open sea. It never oddarnme that afternoon that |
might die trying to find a safe haven but it has occurreddanany times since.

Somehow the world seemed very large and very very sef@reg was talking to me but

| wasn't listening. | was switching fuel tanks at the tigime and sitting the radio beacon
to the right frequency and watching the compass and watctengabes to see if | had a
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cross wind and calling the emergency frequency onati® rand sitting the transponder
to the distress setting and ... and ... What? What did he say?”

“I’'m going with you. Don’t give me any crap about this. Yane going to need help”

uok”

“Ok?”

“Yea, ok”

“Good”

Day 34 — The last day

The alarm went off at 5:00 am but it didn't matteradh’t slept at all that night. Greg
said that he hadn’t either but | know that he did. | ddall by his breathing. | had gone
over every detail of the flight a hundred times throughltimg night and the results were
always the same. We never found Rontanga and we hatdarl the sea and we both
died.

The night before | had laid out the clothes that | gaisig to wear for the trip. | took a
long time selecting them and | decided on jeans becawse dffered more skin

protection than shorts. | had no underwear of courseaandlipped on the dirty jeans |
thought of when | bought them at the Redondo Beach madly Were the latest designer
jeans with a rhinestone butterfly embroidered below mgek They had sparkled and
were so sheik that they had made me very happy. Fahattt choose my blue Los
Angles Dodgers shirt because it hid the dirt and griméeéise My sneakers were falling
apart but | intended to give them a fresh coat of ductvdges we got to the hanger.

| could hear Susan and Sammy getting ready in the roondnextand Greg was dressed
and ready to go.

“Do you want to eat something now?” he asked.
“No, I'll eat after we're in the air”

On the table | checked the things that | was taking migh My passport, a credit card,
$200 in cash and a silver locket that | had taken from Maggteff. | thought that |
might give it to her mother.

Greg knocked on Susan’s door and we were ready. We turnddhheff and made our
way outside. There was no talking at all.

The drive up to the airport took a little longer becauseass wery dark and the single
light on the cart didn’t show us much. When we got to gleme Greg and Sammy
immediately started installing the battery and Susan &ad a chance to talk.

“You have your flashlight?” she asked.

HYeSH
“Your Walkie-Talky?”
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“Yes”

“Lunch?”

“Yes”

“Make-up?”

“Sure”

“‘Ok, I'll keep my Walkie-Talky on every day that you're gn Give yours to the
rescuers so they can call me when they get here.”
“OK”

“Are you scared?”

“NO”

“Liar”

She put her arms around me and held me tight. She kissed the cheek and said,
“I'll miss you honey, be safe, | love you”

One more kiss and she turned away. Sammy and Gregsiakeng hands, as the sky
was turning pink in the east. Sammy hugged me and gave 18avisis Army Knife.

“Here you might need this,” he said.
“Greg has one”
“Just take it and here’s something else”

He handed me a dirty rag that was wrapped around four ke diars.
“Something to tide you over until your table is ready atréstaurant tonight”

It was light enough to see now and | drained a littleagaiof the sump on each gas tank
and checked it for water. Everything was clean. Greg Wwaady standing on the wing
next to the passenger side door and | had to get in first.

| stepped up and climbed over the passenger seat and s#tiléde pilot’'s seat. Greg
climbed in beside me and said one last goodbye to Sammy ani &wusthen he closed
and locked the door. | was the pilot in command now araktest doing my job.

| went through every item on the prestart checklistedched across and checked the
locks on the door. | tugged on Greg’s shoulder and seatobelake sure that they were
secure. | set the trim-tab for take-off. | set theioa® the international emergency
frequency and | set the transponder code to 7777 that wdlulthyeradar site that we
were in trouble. When | looked out through the windshieldas Wght enough for us to

fly.

“Ready?” | asked Greg.
“Ready”

| read the last items on the list and said them out liked always did.
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“Parking breaks on”

| checked that it was pulled all the way out.

“Fuel is selected to the proper tank”

| touched the selector valve.

“Mixture full rich”

| pushed the mixture control all the way forward.

“Area clear”

| opened the little window beside me and shouted ‘Clear’
“Select Left Magneto — Start”

Suddenly the back door opened and someone was getting in.

“What the ...”

The door slammed and Sam Sheppard was behind us.

“I’'m going with you, let’s go”

“No you are not!” | yelled.

“Either I'm going or you’re not going. If we don’t go righhow I'm cutting these fuel
lines and these control cables and the plane will be d@m I'm not kidding, now let’s

go”

“How did you know we were going?” Greg asked.
“Oh I've been watching you and when | saw the batterthercart | knew that today was
the day. | walked up here a couple of hours ago now let's go”

| could see Sammy standing next to the closed back dodrebcould see the big knife
that Sam had pointing at the fuel lines.

“Sam, we’ll never make it to land with your extra weight
“Then leave him here” he said pointing at Greg.

“l can’t, he has to navigate or we’ll never make it”

“I'll take my chances now start the god-damned engine”

| reached into the map pocket beside my knee and foundita-svhoke flair that |
dropped into Greg’s lap as | reached across to check thelabist | went back to my
reading of the checklist and saying each step out ldugpéd that Greg saw my plan.

“Door is locked”

| unlocked both locks.

“Fuel is selected to the proper tank”

“Mixture full rich”

“Area clear”

| opened the little window beside me and shouted ‘Clear’

“Select Left Magneto — Start”

| turned the ignition to the left and pushed the starbhuffhe propeller made two quick
revolutions and then the engine roared to life. | clmyeeyes and held my breath and
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then made a motion with my hands that Sheppard could®'iGeg pulled the tab on the
flair and the plane was immediately filled with whé@oke.

“FIRE! FIRE! GET OUT! GET OUT!" | yelled.

| heard the scramble at the back door and the cabin wasndydidled with wind and
noise. | released the break and pushed the throttle fulafdr As the plane rolled away,
Greg pushed his door hard against the prop-blast and tossddliirtlaevhy. That cleared
the smoke away fast. When we were far enough thas Iswee that Sam couldn’t hurt the
plane | slowed enough to make the turn onto the runwesg @as looking back and he
could see that Sammy had Sam on the ground.

“Has Sammy got him?” | asked.

“Yeah and it looks like he’s beating hell out if him. Tiheck door isn't latched, it that a
problem?”

“Nothing that we can't fix in the air.

My heart rate was coming down but | wanted to get th&oair before we had any more
surprises. Greg slammed and locked the door and | pusheddtitetto full power. The
big Cherokee accelerated like it couldn’t wait to leawe ground behind. At seventy |
could fell it getting light and at eighty it left thearh without a bump. One minute we
were driving down the runway and the next we were in the ai

I've flown hundreds of times and | always feel elatwinen we leave the ground for the
sky.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome aboard Royal's fligig.@ur destination today is the
island of Rontanga in French Polynesia. Our flying timd té approximately eight

hours and twenty minutes and you will earn 1392 frequent flydes today. Have a nice
flight”

Day 34 — The hotel

Susan and Sammy, with Sam Sheppard sitting in the batle afork cart, drove down
the mountain to the hotel. Rain was starting to faflrio one cared.

“I think that you broke his nose Sammy”

“Too bad, | should have broken his neck. Do you think that anlyeael the plane?”
“Oh yes, I'm sure that they all heard it”

“When do you think that the rescuers could be here?” Saasksad.

He didn’t say the obvious. He wanted to say ‘If thegke it, when could they be here'.
“Well they will fly all day and a rescue plane wouldn’k¢zoff before tomorrow morning
so tomorrow afternoon would be the soonest but ittrigke longer. I'll keep the radio
on and we will wait” Susan said.
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“How long will you wait?”
“Until there are no more clams”

When they saw the hotel, every guest was waitingfemt The rain was falling harder
but no one went inside. Ben Roberts and Tony Gonzales tke first to approach the
cart.

“What the hell happened to you Sheppard?”

“| fell down” Sam said as he walked away.

“What was that noise .did a plane land?” Tony asked.

“Let’'s get out of the rain. Tell everyone to go te@ thall room” Susan said reasserting
herself as the hotel manager.

When everyone was assembled, even the elusive Dr.ddp$asan spoke.

“This morning Miss Lara Lee and Mr. Greg Allenby took the ifpeess and very
dangerous step of seeking help for all of us. The hoteddl sirplane was stripped of all
unnecessary weight and loaded with every gallon of gastiatecould be found on the
island. That airplane was only meant to travel betwesre and Lano Vana but Miss Lee
is attempting to fly 1400 miles to Rontanga in French iedia. There are no navigation
aides available and she told me that it was like tryjngrnid a dime after walking ten
football fields. The flight itself will take over digy hours and if things go well they will
land on Rontanga before dark. If ... after they get theerescue flight should be here in
two or three days. That’s all the information thaavé, are there any questions?”

“Why did Allenby go with her?’

“Lara, like many of you, is suffering the effects of matition. She has been very weak
and she has worked very hard for the last few days getie plane ready. She felt that
she couldn’t make the trip alone”

“Who else worked on the plane?”

“Greg Allenby, Mr. Maliuna and myself”

“Mrs. Wang, you don't look strong enough to have done mumtkiv
“Yeah, do you want to see my blisters?”

Day 34 — Somewhere in the South Pacific
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Lara

It had been seven hours and forty-five minutes since Wé& #&pu Vana and the radio
beacon had found nothing. If we were within fifty or sirtyles of Rontanga | should be
seeing something. Greg and | hadn’t spoken for a long timaubecwe were both
worried that we had missed our target. We had been cuasii§00 feet for the entire
flight, which was the optimum altitude for the best fa#flciently, but now | was faced
with a dilemma. | could continue on this heading andual&tor | could climb higher to
increase the range of the radio.

There wasn'’t a cloud in sight, which was a bad thinghénttopics clouds tend to cling to
the peaks of the larger islands. The water below usanasautiful turquoise and there
may have been tiny islands or exposed reefs below bhisaltitude it was hard to tell. |

had run three of the four wing tanks dry and the lasthaaeabout thirty minutes of fuel
in it. That would leave about five minutes of flying on fagy tank in back. | tried not to

look desperate as | added a little power and eased thelsdrdck to start a climb.

Greg looked at me with a question but he didn’t say anythimgchecked the radio
beacon frequency for Rontanga and climbed towards thdJskyg the radio microphone
and | called on the emergency frequency,

“Any station - any station - Cherokee niner-zero-zeromiundiet needs assistance”

| listened to static.

| called again. Nothing. Again. Nothing. Then Greg tappedanmy and pointed to the
radio beacon receiver. The needle, which had been deddyaslowly, swung until it
was pointing twelve degrees to the right of our coursg.hiihd shook as | turned the
volume all the way up on the beacon’s speaker. Theteeistatic | could here the Morse
code identifier, dt-dah-dt ... dt ... dah-dah-dt ... RTG ... RTG ...

| wanted to cry. It was the beacon at Rontanga.

| turned to the new course and Greg pointer towardedheon.
“Clouds, could it be the island? He asked.

-God 1t must be a hundred miles away-

“Maybe. Greg, can you climb over the seat and pountbegillons of gas that are in the
plastic can into the ferry tank? Be careful not talee controls with your feet”

| dialed control frequency for Rontanga into the radio ealled,

“Rontanga approach control, Cherokee niner-zero-zero-dulet how do you read?”
Nothing.

| called again and again and again then | heard something thiwugtatic.

“Rontanga approach, say again”
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‘o Chero.... pr... ident.....button”

| pressed the ‘ident button on the transponder that wauldecour blip on their radar to
flash.

“Cherokee 9009Juliet no joy. Please cycle transponderident” Came the clear
response.

-Dammn... 7 don't have time for t1is-

| hit the power button on the transponder and watcheligtitego out then | hit again and
it came back on. As soon as possible | hit the idetibb and answered the radio.
“Rontanga, transponder cycled squawking 7777 — 09Juliet”

“Contact 82 miles bearings 186 degrees ... say intentions”

A huge feeling of relief swept over me but it didn’ttlésng. The engine missed a couple
of beats and then it was very quiet. The last wing teas dry.

“Rontanga, | have five minutes of fuel. Going down now .ndseelp ... 09Juliet”

| trimmed the plane for my best angle of glide andsiieed dropped back to eighty miles
per hour. From this altitude | could glide another fiftegites towards Rontanga but that
wasn't as important as finding a good spot to crash. Bie¢Hang that | wanted was to go

down in the open ocean. Greg came scrambling back ovee#thend buckled himself in

tight.

“Look for an island while | fly the airplane” | saidytng not to sound too hysterical.

| could tell that he was very concerned that the prepelas just turning in the wind and
from the lack of sound he knew that the engine wasmn'hing. | still had four gallons of
gas in the ferry tank but | needed that to make a cordrtdleding. | would just let the
plane glide until we were down to three thousand fest thwould restart it and land on
the first airport that we came to. Of course the glhout the airport was a joke.

“Lara, | see a couple of islands ahead but | can’htel big they are”

“I looked forward and saw some breaking water that walsgbly a half submerged reef.
“Keep looking honey”

“Over to the right, what'’s that?”

Maybe three miles ahead | saw the island. | could sédeapeak of hill or a big rock
with palm trees and a lagoon. It was much too smalafiyone to live on but it was big
enough for us.

The altimeter read 3100 feet when | switched the fuelcsal to Aux and waited. The

propeller was still wind milling so the engine should st@ftcourse it took a half-second
longer than | expected but that was long enough to schireubhef me.
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The engine came to life and | had three or four minutga®ieft. | flew directly over the
island and verified that there was no place on the alrgt to sit down. | needed to get
down in a hurry because a plane could fly much slowén e engine running than
when it was gliding. As we went over the palm treegb able to see which way the
wind was blowing. | made a gentle turn and lined up for aispbe water very near and
parallel to the beach.

“Ok Greg, get everything that we're taking with us onto ylaprand tighten you seatbelt
as tight as you can. When | tell you to open the dadgck both locks and hold it open
just a little. The wind will keep it closed until we'rewln. Any questions?”

“Yes, can | go home now?”

“We're on our way. As soon as we're down, get the diellof the airplane before it sinks
and remember that | can’t get out until your out”

“Ok” he said and he didn’t sound very brave but | stillugpat that | was more afraid than
he was.

At one mile | was at eighty feet above the watet #iying at eighty miles an hour. At a
half mile | was forty feet and sixty miles an hout.aAquarter mile | had the flaps down
and the nose well above the horizon. | had to add pthwekeep us in the air and | had to
skid a little sideways to see forward. We were justvalthe water at fifty miles an hour
and we were on the very edge of a stall. | could seéanding spot coming and | pulled
the controls back a bit more and felt the airplamedder as it started to stall. | heard the
tail hit the first wave and then make contact with weger. The last control that | had
was to pull the controls all the way back stalling tlene completely. It stopped flying
and started falling. We just mushed down and the propellénénitvater. That jerked the
nose sideways and threw me hard against my shouldet bilthe master power switch,
which was completely unnecessary. | learn to do thatyirpilot training to prevent fire
in a crash but we were more in danger of drowning than we weburning. Still, it
couldn’t hurt. One last big bump probably tore the rightliag gear off of the plane and
we settled at a funny angle.

“‘OUT! -OUT! -GO! -GOL!... MOVE!Y"

Greg had the door open and was scrambling out with thegem®yr stuff in his arms and
| was right behind him. Fear made us both lighting fasil wa were standing on the
wing. My heart was pounding and | was sure that the plaasegoing to disappear from
under us at any second. But it didn't. It just sat thedevae just stood there. | looked at
Greg and Greg looked at me and then he said something finst atade no sense at all.

“Where’s your jacket?”

“What?”

“Your jacket, where is it”

“Well, | don'’t think that it’'s cold enough for a jacket”
“No honey, where's your life jacket?”
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-Oh shit-

With all of my planning and attention to detail and pratasal flying, | forgot to put on
my goddamned life jacket. Sheepishly | reached back irgactickpit and retrieved it.
Then when it was secure | looked around to see why wentesinking. We both could
see that we were sitting on a coral reef. The wates about four feet deep and was
evidently falling. Looking at the beach it was obvious thathad landed at high tide so
in a few hours the plane would be nearly out of theewdbreg sat his stuff down and
gave me a big hug.

“You did a hell of a job honey. You got us nearly to outideation and they know where
we are. Good job”

“We are in the middle of the god-damned ocean but | ghasst could have been worse.
| wonder how Susan and Sammy are doing back at the?&sort

“Yeah, some resort”

Day 34 — Welcome to French Polynesia

The sun was low in the western sky when we got asl@@ue most important job was to
get firewood. Everything else could wait. We know thathm tropics when the sun went
down it gets dark right away. We quickly found dry palmnfis, and drift wood. We

picked a spot out in the open where we could sleep osattie and build a fire and we
were hoping that a rescue plane would be looking for ussat ttee next day.

When it was dark the fire raised our spirits and we usedfléshlight to select our
gourmet dinner. Greg opted for two boiled potatoes but It weaight for the caviar. |
tried one more time to introduce him to the delights ef$turgeon eggs but he refused.
Oh well, it's was his loss.

There was no moon and it was very dark which only maelsttirs brighter. | don’t think
that | ever saw so many stars at one time. It waswéth a gentle breeze blowing as we
lay in the sand. We were still marooned on a tiny islautdwe both had a good feeling.
Looking up at the stars we talked about the future.

“So Lara, what are you going to do after we're rescued?”

“I’'m going to have a hot shower and shave my legs”

“No | don’'t mean that. What are you going to do wituylife?”

“Oh go home | guess. The California Bar results donhemut until September ... is it
September yet ... anyway | guess that I'll just hang aroumtdtgnto get my head
straight about all of this. How about you?”

J hadn t said anything about us’ -

“Go home to Australia and recoup and then I'll go back dokw

-He dian 't say anything either-
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“Have you thought about working in the states?”

“I worked there before. It was ok. Who knows what'shgotio happen”
“Do you think that you’ll have any problem getting over dltlas?” | asked
“No, | don't think so”

7 do, 7 think that 71 have lols of protlems. 7 have a problem thinking
avout it now and it'’s not even over yet-

Sometime in the night | woke and Greg was piling wood erfith.

“What are you doing honey?”

“I heard an airplane off to the south. I think thatytla@e looking for us with infer-red.
You know that night-vision stuff that we used in Vietnam”

“No honey | don't know what it is”

“Go back to sleep Lara. It's ok”

I he having bad dreams or did he really hear a plane? -

Day 35 — The tiny island
Lara

Dawn came and we lay in the sand. We were both vesg.tThe day before had been
emotionally draining and the last month had taken itsotolus. We were both suffering
from malnutrition and now from depression. From yestgsddigh of escape and
survival to today’'s realization that we were marooned dm island that couldn’t
possible keep us alive for more than a few days. Perhapsdst telling thing about our
situation was that although we lay within two feet afle other, we both had our backs
turned.

Finally | had to pee. Greg and | had shared the same r@oanrhonth and we had slept
in the same bed for a while but we had always had admthwith a door. Now | needed
to find some privacy to relieve myself.

| walked through the palm trees until | was out of hghsand | noticed that we weren't
the first ones to visit the island. There were siginseweral campfires but they all looked
old. There was some trash and rusty cans and a torn pag@ewspaper that was a
couple of years old. | don’t know why it had such an ¢feecme but | started to cry. |
sat in the sand and | cried until I couldn’t cry anyenoit some point | wondered why
Greg hadn’t come to comfort me but he didn't. Whenalswalm again, | peed in the
bushes and then | dug some clams from the beach. | didunttthedood but | did it out

of habit. Then | sat on my side of the island and lookadhntowards Rontanga and
waited for rescue.
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Day 35 — Night on the tiny island
Lara

Greg and | hardly spoke that day and at dark we built a taggeng fire. Greg said that
he had heard a search plane a couple of times thatud&ylioin’t believe him. We slept
well away from each other that night and | did wake whemwas throwing more wood
on the fire. | had no idea what time it was but somas$ back to sleep.

| had tortured dreams about Tapu Vana. | was trying toMiadgie. | called to her over

and over to come back to the room. | saw her on thetband | was running towards her
when the wave came towards us across the lagoonetcatid called but my voice was
drowned out by the sound of the wave. It was going tohcate and the noise was
deafening.

| woke with a start and the noise was still therdow flying plane with flashing lights
had just gone over us at a very low altitude. Greg was dptlaowing all of our
firewood onto the blaze. The plane circled around an it8 landing light on it came
over us again. Greg and | were dancing and jumping arourfit¢héle hugged me and
swung me around. The plane made one more pass and gateddowards Rontanga.
We clung to each other and | think that | cried. Theaisoh of the day was gone and we
kissed and kissed until some spark of passion was arouseddn we settled for holding
each other and talking excitedly about the coming 8aynetimes towards morning we
dozed off in each other’'s arms and didn’t wake untilsiine hit us.

Day 36 — The last day

For breakfast we ate all of our remaining food and draeklast of our water. If they
didn’t come for us today we would be in trouble although Mkiadnere we could dig for
clams. For no reason at all | waded out to the (desr@nd looked inside. It was wet and
the landing had dislodged the battery, which was lyingside next to the ferry tank.
That tank had only a trace of gas in it, which mearntithad landed with the last drop. |
was still standing on the wing when | heard it. ‘Thurmprp-thump-... it was
helicopter.

From the north | watched a helicopter approach thed<dana then fly a circle around it.
It was a grey French military helicopter and they weoking for a place to land. | didn’t
want to get in their way so | just stayed where | wanally it settled onto the beach
about a hundred yards away with a cloud of flying sand and fpaihs.

| had just waded back to the beach when a young marilying suit came running to
me. He gave me a quick little salute and said,

“Bon Jour Mademoiselle, do you need a ride?”

-God the French have a way wilhi words-
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Rontanga — 0830, Monday, August 1§ 1974

As we approached the island | could see the airport. @side of the single runway was
a small terminal with several commercial jets parkedhenramp. On the other was the
French Air Force base. | could see a few grey helegpike the one that we were flying
and a couple of four engine military transports thegclognized as the C-130 Hercules.
Except for the round red-white-and-blue emblems on the wimgy were the same

airplane that the California National Guard flew fr¥@n Nuys airport back home.

We landed near the operations building and an ambulanteeveral French officers
met us. A young lieutenant looking very dapper in his powder thweralls came to
attention and gave one of those casual open-hand sthlatdsoked so very European.

“Welcome to Rontanga” he said in French but when hedheeg high-school French
reply he switch to English. | suppose that he thought@nag was the pilot because he
directed his questions to him.

“Sir, the radio communication was very poor so we déantw where you were flying
from. Can you enlighten us?”

Greg and | knew that we looked like two Hobo'’s that faBitoff of a boxcar but Aussies
never stand on formality so he stuck his hand out anoldated us.

“Hello, I'm Gregory Allenby from Accord Hotels and this Miss Lara Lee from Los
Angles. I'm the passenger and she’s the pilot. Wesarevors of the tsunami that struck
the island of Tapu Vana on the night of July"l&hd we have come a long way to find
help for the others that are still there”

The officer looked confused.
“You say that you flew here from the Vana Islands? Hivyou fly over two thousand
kilometers in such a small plane?”

Greg looked very impatient but smiled as he said,
“We flapped our god-damned arms. How the hell do you thinkweadid it ... Mate?”

We were saved from further embarrassment when a ja@gedirwith a passenger
wearing the flight suit of a pilot. He quickly introduthimself and with no questions he
put us into the ambulance and off we went to the medecent

A doctor examined me and found nothing wrong except malnutritighile | was
standing there in my little paper exam gown | steppedhenstales. | weighed one
hundred and seven pounds. Just five weeks before | had Weighéhundred and twenty
pounds. At that time | thought that | could probably lose pounds if | seriously dieted
but | had lost thirteen pounds, five of fat and eight oEseli No wonder | had trouble
climbing the stairs back on the island.
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The doctor had me dress in my rags and he handed me afiitseawho escorted me to
a private room where | took a very long and very hot gmowWhen | came out of the
bathroom, there was fresh underwear, socks and afpp@wder-blue coveralls like the
lieutenant had worn. When | dressed | found that the padés weren’t the usual panties
that | had worn all of my life. They were silk Frenkhickers with loose legs and they
were so elegant that | could hardly stand it. Thereewershoes and while | was looking
under the bed for something to put on my feet the nurse aam

“Do you feel better?” she asked in accented English.

“Yes Thank you but | can't find any shoes”

“That’s because | knew that we didn’t wear the saire $ have always worn very small
shoes”

“So this is your room?”

“Yes, | though that you needed to clean-up and | knew thathyad no other clothes.
These are mine”

| was really impressed by her hospitality.

“Where can | get shoes?”

“Put on my slippers and we will walk to the Base Exchaage then the Capitan wants’
to see you. Do you have any money?”

“Yes, in my bag where ever that is”

Captain Louis Renault
| felt almost human again when | knocked on the Captdims.

‘Entree”

“Bon Jour Mon Captaine, Mon nom est Lara Lee de Qailiés

“Thank you for using my language but we can speak Engli$lat’s more convenient”
“Oh thank you, | know that my French is poor”

Greg wasn't there and he motioned me to a chair.

“Your friend will be here soon. My Lieutenant tells mhat you flew a Cherokee-six here
from the Vana islands. Is that right?”

“Well | tried to fly it here but | fell sixty milesh®ort. Greg and | are survivors of the
tsunami that destroyed most of Tapu Vana on the nightilgf14". We believe that it
was caused by an eruption of the volcano on Lano Vangooutvould probably know
more about that than we do.

The Royal hotel on the island was nearly destroyedlzam@ were just twenty survivors.

We waited for rescue and none came. | believe that tlhesin error in the charts of the
area that mistakenly identifies the island of Tapo Vamauassland.
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All of the survivors are starving including Greg and me. Therokee was there and |
am a pilot. | knew that Rontanga was a long shot butvese going to die soon unless
something was done, so here | am”

“A remarkable feat of airmanship Miss Lee. Frankly, withlong distance navigation
equipment | would have thought that your flight was impdssib was the pilot on
several flights that searched the Vana islands for wunwia month ago. I'm sad to tell
you that we found none. Lano Vana was completely dgsdrby the explosion that now
they are saying it's the largest since the island of Keakan Indonesian was obliterated
by a volcanic explosion in the 1800.

We flew over what we thought was Tapu Vana and saw thekageoof a large building
but we saw no signs of life and no heat signatureh@mnfer-red equipment. The Navy
sent a ship to Lano Vana but the volcanic gases wéfrsatstrong that no one could
have lived through it. We will, of course, send a rescugypmmediately if you will
show us where the island is on our charts”

“There is a 5000 feet long runway on the island. We ctiylthere today in one of your
C-130's”

The Captain looked at his watch.

“It is a bit late to go today. The flight will take altathree hours and I'm sure that it will
take some time to get the survivors together and onlaéime pWe will take a doctor with
us and some of your people will probably need treatingrbefe leave. | think that a
better plan is to leave here at 0400-tomorrow morning anceaver the island just after
dawn. That way we can stay there for most of theifdagcessary”

“l have to go with you”

“And why is that?”

“l have a walky-talky that | can use to talk to the hotahager. If there’s cloud cover, by
talking to her | can determine the ceiling, visibility, widdection and speed. She can'’t
tell you that the wind is out of the west at sixteemhat the cloud base is twelve hundred
feet. | can tell you by what she tells me”

“Will your friend also want to go”?
“I don’t know, you will have to asked him”

“‘Hmm ... well we will go in the morning and he can accompanyf he wishes. Now, |
have arranged rooms for the two of you in the Bacheldic&$ Quarters and the
Colonel has asked you to join him for dinner tonight if go@ not too tired.

Captain Renault and | were having a light lunch inQfffecers club when Greg arrived.
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“Sorry I'm late. | telephoned home and | couldn’t gey family off of the phone. |
understand that we are going to the rescue tomorrow morning”

“Yes if you don’t have anything better to do” | said and timemediately regretted it.

-Why was 7 so fiostel to Greg? He did everything in nis power (o Reep me
safe and now 7 went out of my way to fiurt fiim. 7 think that we protably
Just need a break from eact: ottrer-

After lunch Greg and | walked to the BOQ but a strangkt snterrupted us. We heard
the thump-thump-thump of a helicopter and when we looked ene thas N9009-Juliet
dangling from a sling. Perhaps it was appropriate thateabelcopter was lowering the
Cherokee towards the ground it was moving tail first. It &sadved on Rontanga flying
backwards.

It seemed strange to be alone in the room at the BO@e last month about the only
time that | had been by myself was in the bathroomw Nsitting in my room alone, |

couldn’t decide if | liked it or not. | wished that Susan whsre with me, and that
brought a little tear to my eye but | quickly got over it

| picked up the telephone and in my best high-school Fresiadaabout placing a call to
the United States. After several attempts to give theabgemy credit card number the
phone at my patents home was ringing.

“Hello, you have reached the home of ..... ”

It was the answering machine.

“Mom, dad, it's me I'm on the island of Rontanga and bk. I've got some stuff to do

tomorrow but I'll call tomorrow night. | don’'t know whahe time difference is so it
might be late. I love you ... 'm ok ... | love you ... all gdu ... ok, bye”

Fifteen minutes of fame

That afternoon | got a call that said a French newspaperter wanted to talk to Greg
and me. We met at the hanger where N9009-Juliet sat tpolarny forlorn and the
reporter took several pictures of Greg and me and th&aa#. In one we were standing
by the bent propeller. In another | was in front ofwheg and Greg was getting into the
cockpit. The last was of me sitting in the co-pilotsatswith Greg in the back leaning
over my shoulder. When that was done he conducted arviewein his very poor
English.

“So Monsieur, you are the pilot ... no?”
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“Miss Lee was the pilot,” Greg answered.

“And what did you do on the trip?”

“l helped Miss Lee”

“So you fly the aeroplane also”

“Only a little”

“Did you sleep?”

“l didn’t but Miss Lee took a nap”

“So you did fly the aeroplane”

“No, the auto-pilot flew and | watched to make sure ithaas ok”
“You have an automatic pilot? So Miss Lee didn’t neetly?”
“Yes she did, the auto-pilot was just to help her”

“But you said that you watched the automatic pilot”

These words of confusion continued for a while and finadlywas satisfied. He turned to
Greg and said,

“Merci Monsieur” he said shaking Greg’s hand and he nodded tsrhe walked away.

“So what was that all about?” | asked.
“Beats hell out if me and right now, | don’t care”

Those were my thoughts exactly.

Before we could walk away a French Sergeant came to us.
“You are the pilots?”

HYeSH

“l found something strange”

He showed us an eight-inch chief’s knife.

“It was wedged down inside of the back-door”

Colonel Russo

The commanding officer was very gallant and very FreM¢hen we were introduced he
kissed me on both cheeks and then he kissed Greg brchetks and then he kissed my
hand. | thought that it was great fun but Greg lookedscrddis English was very correct
but he sounded like an actor with his zee’s and zat'®nWNe was seated beside me he
asked,

“So you are Mademoiselle Lara Lee. | know your father”

-What? -

133



“You are a very lucky girl to have a father who casesnuch for you. When the disaster
struck the Vana islands he called me every day to sgmiihad been found. Within a
week he was here demanding that we send a ship tchdbarevaters. After we found
nothing from the air, he charted a plane and did his ssanch. We became quite good
friends. | believe that he’s in Papeete now arrangin@ flarge sailboat to take him to the
search area. If you like, | can give you the numldriohotel?

The South Pacific — 0530, Tuesday, August 901974 — Rescue day
Lara

| was sitting in the navigator’s cubbyhole with a very nioang man and we were going
over the charts for the I@ime. It was still dark outside but from this altitude gky in
the east was turning pink. The navigator was explaining hgslange navigation system
to me. | had read about LORAMNONg RANnge Navigation) but | had never seen one. It had
some great features and we were going to use somerofttii® morning. The one that
was the handiest was the waypoint. You could just pusittan and your exact location
on earth was recorded and given a name, like way-pointtién &t anytime you could
set a course from anywhere to that waypoint and the LXDRAuld guide you back to
the right place.

“Alright Miss Lee, here is the waypoint for the airpat Lano Vana or at least where the
airport used to be. When we get there, we will fly tharse that you’'ve marked on our
chart. That’s 98 miles on a heading of 291 degrees. Thhputilus exactly over Tapu
Vana airport. Ok?”

“And you will be at what altitude?” | asked him.

“Four thousand feet or just above the clouds if necessary”

“Right, how much longer?”

He turned a knob on the LORAN and said,

“Twelve minutes to Lano Vana”

| had my nose to the window and it was light enougbeand there was a solid deck of
clouds below us. We were flying just above the clouds amahdligator was calling out
the distance to me. My walky-talky had a range ofualbour miles or maybe just a little
more because of our altitude.

“Nine miles”

“Susan, can you hear me?”

“Eight miles”

“Susan come in ....Susan”

| heard nothing and at one mile | told the pilot to ogenthrottle and wake them up. We
continued for four more minutes and then turned back oretlegge course.

“Six miles”
“Susan, come in”
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“Five miles”

“Susan are you there”

“Lara I'm here ... oh god ... LARA!Il 'M HERE”

“Listen honey, get on the roof and we’ll come back. Yweed to tell me if we are to the
left or to the right of you or straight up ... back in frmenutes”

We made that pass and the navigator made a new waypatnivas just south of the
original course. One more pass and we had Susan dibettiy us and then | asked one
more question.

“Susan, look at the mountain peak. Are the clouds clog&?t
“The top of the peak is below the clouds”

“Itis it a long way below?”

“It's not really close. You won't have any troublgifig under it”

The pilot went away from the island for several masuand then came around to the
heading for the airport. He slowed the plane and descemidethe clouds but he told me
that he wouldn’'t go lower than one thousand feet albbgewvater. At thirteen hundred
feet we came out into the clear and, looking over flespshoulder, | could see the
airport four miles ahead and five hundred feet below. [Bneling was smooth and
routine. He rolled to the end of the runway and takiack to the hanger. When he killed
the engines he stood and smiled at me.

“Welcome to Tapu Vana Mademoiselle. Good job”

The big ramp in the back of the C-130 was lowered and foue#ne vehicles were
rolled off of the plane. These would be used to bringsthigivors up to the airport. Greg
and | walked down the ramp in our spiffy looking power blueecalls and we saw his
work cart coming towards us with Sammy and Susan irrtim¢ &nd two men in back.

The first one off the cart was Ben Roberts and hiusiastically shook Greg’s hand.
“Great job Allenby | knew that you could do it”

He turned to me and extended his hand,

“I'm Ben Roberts and we are really glad to see you!”

-He didn 't recognize me-

Susan rushed up and hugged me with Sammy joining in. It wagheBen and Tony
Gonzales realize who | was.

“I'm, sorry Miss Lee, you look different in clean dhats, if you know what | mean”
“That ok Mr. Roberts, in a few hours | won’t recognyzai either”
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It took a long time to get everyone on board. The firgrjpy was to feed everyone but
that made a couple of them sick. One of the women wastears because she couldn’t
find her make-up. Dr. Howard kept counting his yellow legal patts all of his writing
and he never was sure that he had them all. When Sepp&i boarded the plane he
wouldn’t look at me.

For a while it was thought some one was missing and it aowhile for the doctors to do
the quick exams. Finally everyone was on board but bélffiereamp was raised Sammy
told Greg that the Generator at the hotel was siilhing. Greg laughed and assured him
that it would be ok.

When were all seated, in the fold-down seats along tiis wfthe big plane, everyone
was in their proper place. The East Group was clustemathdrBen Roberts and a few
seats away the West Group was clustered around Tony @engaieg, Sammy, Susan
and | were together and by himself in the back, Dr. Hdweas scribbling on his legal
pad.

| had spent most of my time at the hotel in my roomSasan’s room or gathering
firewood or digging clams and | really didn’t know most loéte people. The only one
that | ever talked to was Maryanne Clark so the regteoh were strangers to me.

| had always bought into Sam Sheppard’s theory that tineiver's would divide
themselves into two gangs that would be run by the stsbngen in the group. From
what | had seen from a distance, that is what had happ&heppard had said that food;
shelter and women were the driving force and that looked tbruee. Ben Roberts
seemed to have his own harem of three women. Theeathed affectionate towards
him and it looked to me like they were competing for hisrdion. | wasn’t so sure about
Tony’s group. When | asked Maryanne about it she said thatt wedmnt on in private was
none of her business.

That’'s not what | saw on the airplane.

Each group clung together. Ben sat in the middle and theewamhis group sat tight
against him. The older woman was on one side and theydwoger ones were on the
other. The men were just as close to the women ingkats along the side of the plane.

It was the same with the west group. Tony was in &mter with girls on both sides and
the rest leaned against them. They looked more like d&mdies than the gangs that
Sam Sheppard had described.

This bother me and | thought about it all the way badkéaair base. If | had been wrong
then perhaps | would have been more willing to assowidtethe others. | was afraid of
these gangs and they didn't know me at all. |1 didn’t like idea that | had isolated
myself from the others and | knew that it was too latéa anything about it.
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The Rontanga Celebration— Noon, Tuesday, August 201974
Lara

At noon we landed at the French Air Base there waseat feeling of relief for the
survivors. They now could believe that it was overl & the pain and anguish, the
hunger and the desperation was finally gone. We could seewd through the plane’s
windows but | didn’t expect the welcome that we got.

There were cameras flashing and people waving. | guesshindiews Services were
trying to get pictures and interviews because there wéseof people with microphones.
Several executives from Royal Hotels were theregleith several high-ranking officers
from the French Military. The only thing that meant tamyg to me was the man at the
foot of the stairway. It was my dad.

“Welcome back honey”

“Oh daddy, | knew that you would come for me. | waited avaited but the food was
running short and | was afraid that some of the peopledmtunnake it. | know that it

was a bad thing to do... to fly all that way but | didn’ownwhat else to do. Don't be
mad daddy, but | really needed to see you and ... and ... is raoan..h did | pass the
Bar exam ... oh daddy | love you so much...”

“You did a great job honey ... mom’s flying from LA to Tahiight now ... now lets get
you to your room so you can rest”

Homeward bound ... a little at a time

| thought that we would all stay on Rontanga that nigihtl vas wrong. The Royal Hotel
people had arranged a charted flight to Tahiti latedftatnoon and a bus was waiting to
take us to the hotel. What a rag-tag band of hobo’s wiist we have looked like as we
drove along the edge of the bay that was in front oRbgal Hotel Papeete. We could
see the hotel across the bay and the bus was filldédlavghter for a while and then it
fell silent. There were murmurs and whispers when weeallzed that the hotel looked
very much like the one that we had left in ruins om beach at Tapu Vana. Greg was
sitting behind dad and me when he leaned forward and said,

“There are seven Royal Hotels that were built on shane floor plan. It’s a little spooky
to look at it now”

| couldn’t take my eyes off of it and bad memoriestethicoming back. | guess that it
was the same for the others because by the time wedithere was complete silence on
the bus. Things got stranger yet when we were taken uplekator to the third floor
ballroom but we had a nice surprise there.

There were tables of clothes and shoes. There wengbtoshes and razors and combs
and deodorant and all of the things that we had missedvile. We were each given a
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Nike warm-up suit and a pair of sneakers. There was frest,underwear, socks and t-
shirts. Everyone received a carry bag that said ‘RoyaélHon it. On the next table
were twenty room keys and a sign-up sheet where we wuoteame and room number.

The first sign of reality was another sign-up sheetthmse without passports. They
would have to wait a few days before they could fly h@nd Sammy and Susan were
on that list.

Dad helped me settle into my room and then he ldfotik his room. | asked him to stay
with me but he wanted a room for him and mom when sinedr He told me to take a
nap and he would be back at 6:30 to take me to dinner. A0Qithere was a knock on
the door and when | answered it was Greg. He had showeteshamed and he looked a
little apprehensive. | hugged him and asked him in. | knew thadin't been very nice to

him for a couple of days but | was getting over it.

“Hey you clean up really well. Now if you had a haircut @aome tan where your beard
used to be no one would ever know that you had been strandedesert island”

“l could say that same for you Skinny-Minnie, where’s yout?a
“He’s in his room. He'll be here soon. What's up?”
“Honey ... Lara, I'm flying to Sydney tonight and | cametbysay goodbye”

-Don t leave,.. its too soorn-

“Well ... I ... I guess that | knew that you would go home just hadn’t thought about it
.. SO ... will you call me?”

“Of course I'll call Lara ... | just need to get nmgad straight and recuperate from
everything”

We exchanged home phone numbers and sat together soféhe

“When do you leave, do you want me to go to the airpott you?”

“The taxi will be here in twenty minutes and you shouéd srere with your dad”
“I'll go if you want me to”

“Of course | want you to but it’s better if you staydier

We sat on the sofa and cuddled for a while. We didn’tasgyhing and | know that we
were both wondering where our relationship was goingsded him and things started to
get out of hand when there was a knock on the door.

“There’s your dad, | need to be going”
“No just stay for a minute”

| opened the door and there was my mom. We hugged and @ shed. Neither of us

could talk and finally dad was holding us both. Then | mabered Greg but he was
gone. He had left without saying goodbye. | wanted to g&r &ftm but | couldn’t leave
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mom and dad. | had his phone number and | thought that dwalllhim as soon as | got
to LA.

California calling - Wednesday, August 2%, 1974
Lara

The next morning everyone except Susan, Sammy, Ann BamoWhlerry Wilson were
flying to Los Angles on a charted jet. We were to dahe bus to the airport at 10:00 so
| called Susan at 8:00 and asked her to have breakfasteith

“Good morning skinny-girl, you look like you need lots of gaakes” | joked.

“I don’t think of it as skinny, I think of it as trim”

“Oh yea, very trim. Did you weight yourself yet?”

“Yes and it's your fault. If you had dug more clams | wariichave wasted away to
ninety-four pounds”

“My god Susan, how much did you weight before?”

“Before what, puberty?”

“No before the ... you know”

“‘One-ten ... or one-nine ... I'm sure that it was at leas-oh-eight”

“You don’t know do you?”

“No, it's never enough to give me any figure so what dosmtter”

“I'm sorry that you're not flying with us today. I'm going miss you”

“Yea, me too but | have Sammy to pester me”

“Is that a good thing?”

“I don’'t know. He’s pissed at me because | wouldn'’t leh lsleep in my room and |
didn’t have dinner with him last night”

“Where did you eat?”

“Room service. | told them to send anything that dida¥envegetables or clams in it. |
had pork with salad and rice. Do you know that we didniteha bite of pork for the
whole time that we were ... there?”

“I'm not sure, we had those little cocktail wienersg dhey were made of something that
might have been pork”

“Bullshit, they were mystery meat”

“What did you have for desert?”

“Are you kidding, | had two pounds of Cadburys chocolate”s#hé with a smile.

“l had dinner with mom and dad. They've already left foFit flight to LA and they’ll be
there when we arrive. Greg left of Australia last night

“How do you feel about that?”

“Bad and good ... who knows ..."?

Susan got the hint to change the subject.
“How did you sleep?” She asked.

“Not well. | dreamed about ... you know”
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“You can't say it either”

“Yes | can ... | just don't”

“Yea, me too. | just don’'t want to talk about it and hail Sammy wants to talk about,
maybe that's why | don’t want to see him just now”

This time | changed the subject because | didn’'t wargrt@mber the island.

“Have you talked to Royal about your job?”

“Yes and they've been very fair. They gave me a tlddy recuperation leave with pay
and asked me to submit a request for my next assignment”

“So where would you like to work? Are you going back to Seancisco?”

“No, at least not to live. | thought that | might trnAL

“Oh please do, you can stay with me until you're edittl

“Well, I'm going to stay with mom and dad for a whiledatien I'll call you. After you
get back to the real world you may not want a reminder.a$f Tapu Vana. See | can
say it”

“You're a silly girl and | love you, in a plutonic way course”

“Of course”

The flight home was very comfortable. There were fiftgen of us on a United DC-8 so
we had plenty of room. As soon as the Captain turnedheffseat-built sign everyone
was up in the aisle and it was a much happier group tleaonih that boarded the rescue
plane two days before.

| sat in the front row of first-class and Sam Shegsat a few rows away. Severdnes

he tried to talk to me but all that | saw was the timeatening my airplane and me with
a knife, the very knife that was in my baggage right nde..had a bandage across his
broken nose and two black eyes but | had absolutely npatymfor him. If Sammy had
killed him it wouldn’t have bothered me in the least.

After a while Rosemary Clark came to visit.

“Aren’t you lonely up here by yourself? Come back and &l ws” She said showing the
effects of the two glasses of wine that she had afrpatiaway.

“I'm ok, maybe I'll be back in a bit”

“Lara, | confused about your flight to Rontanga. Did yibuthe plane of did Greg

Allenby fly?”

“l did, Greg’'s not a pilot but he did help me with stuff the flight. So why are you
confused?”

“Well, because of the story in the newspaper”

“What story and what newspaper?”

“The paper that was under my door at the hotel this mordidg;t you read it?”

“No, thought that it was in French so | tossed ithie trash. What did it say?”

Sam Sheppard came up behind Maryanne and said,
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“Here Rosemary, you can have my copy”

She smiled and thanked him and I didn’t look at him. Ttbeysvas on page three and
there was the picture of Greg and me standing by thepbepeller of the Cherokee.

Tahitian Times

Tsunami survivors fly small plane to safety

Rontanga - August 21
Authorities on this southern island were surprised yestebgathe arrival of a singl
engine airplane from the island of Tapu Vana. The pitat his passenger were survivors
of the deadly tsunami that nearly destroyed the islanduly 1%' of this year. It was
thought that all inhabitants of the Vana Islands had petigh the volcanic eruption and
tidal wave that destroyed Lano Vana. French Air For&ieials were at a loss to explain
how their search failed to find the twenty survivors vilawe been marooned for the last
five weeks.

D

The planes pilot, Gregory Allenby 31, of Sydney Australm his passenger, Lara Lee
25, of Los Angles California were in fair conditionhaltigh both were suffering from
malnutrition. Allenby said that the long flight was omhade possible by the use of gn
automatic-pilot instrument that they used to find Rogéa

| read the article and | was astonished that the rapcotdd have written everything so
wrong.

“This is a load of crap! The goddamned reporter hardly sokgish and he just made
most of this up. He assumed the Greg was the pilot bedaiwas a man. He asked Greg
all of the questions and hardly looked at me. Greg tofddxactly what happened but |
guess that story wasn’'t what he wanted to hear”

Maryanne was a little shocked at my reaction but sherstael my frustration.

“Come to the back with me Lara and let's drink a lotwofe and tell a few jokes.
Everyone back there wants to meet you”

“Thanks Rosemary but let me just sit here and be gbifesea while. I'll come back soon”

She left me alone but that didn't last very long. A veonthat | didn’t know, and Ann,
the cocktail waitress walked up to visit.
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“Lara, I'm Juanita Rodriquez and this is Ann Barlow. Wellyeaant to thank you for
what you did for us. You were so brave to fly so fabrimg help to us”

“Thank you Juanita, | remember Ann from the first dayhe ballroom. You work for
Royal Hotels | think”

She looked a little weary and then smiled.
“Yes | met you at the Professor’'s meeting. We satttageat the head table”

Now | knew why she had looked a little worried. She retrened that | knew what she
had been doing in the guest rooms after midnight.

Juanita sat next to me and Ann sat across the aistebdih had glasses of white wine
with them and Ann offered to bring me one.

“Thanks Ann, maybe in a while”

“I'm sorry that we didn’t meet on the island” Juanigads

“Me too but we were so isolated from each other withliving on the fourth floor and

you two being in the West ... group”

Juanita laughed,

“You were going to say the West gang ... that what Sanectalls. He has some
cockamamie theory about gangs. We were more like ayfahaih a gang”

“Did you know Tony before you came to the island?”

“Yes, he brought me and two others guys with him”

“Are you ‘friends™?

“Yes but not that kind of friend. My ‘friend’ stayed honmeLA because he had to work.
I’'m Tony’s paralegal and, as a reward for a very good bssiyear and a very bad
personal year, he brought me and two associate attainéys island for a vacation”

| was getting a little confused, were the other two gnyke West group?

“Did you all make it through the ... that night?” | asked.
“No, just Tony and me, Ron and Bill were on the behel night”

She wiped a little tear from her eye and | put my hantdesrarm.

“I'm sorry”

“Yea, me too, why don’t you come back and sit with usalLdt’s not good to be alone
right now?”

“I'll come soon, Ok?”

“Ok, here is my phone number in LA. Call me if you wamntalk”

We stood and she hugged me and walked away.

Ann stayed and waited until we were alone. Sam had gipeon talking to me and he
was gone.
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“Miss Lee, | want to explain why | was in the guest dhed night”

“You don't need to explain anything. It's your business ... yoowk ... consenting
adults and all of that ...”

“l do need to explain. | nearly did something that I'maskd of and | want to tell some
one”

| had enough demons of my own to deal with but she wapset that | listened.

“What happened Ann?”

“l took the yearlong job so | could save money. | hatleree-year-old daughter living in
Phoenix with my mother and the only way that we couldagaace of our own was to do
this. Guests often give me tips even though the drinksaack’s are free. That night
Sam Sheppard flirted with me and finally he gave me ainig t

A few minutes before | got off work at midnight he gave arity-dollar bill and asked

if I would come to his room for a drink and some cornagos. | knew what he wanted
and | told him that we weren'’t allowed in the guest roonotshie said that no one would
know and he was a very generous man. Oh Miss Lee,d tlidtible thing. | agreed to go
with him and | rationalized that we were just going tk tf maybe make out a little. |

know now that | was taking a step towards being a whore”

She stopped to cry a little and then continued,

“When we were walking upstairs, because | didn't wanbaoseen in the elevator, he
changed. He started talking dirty and touching me. A @aptimes he slapped my butt
really hard and he sacred me. When we were at his dolor him that | had changed my
mind and | walked away. He called me some really dirtyggmand threatened to tell the
hotel manager that | had offered his sex for money.sl afiaid that he was going to hurt
me when a guy came out of the elevator. Sam wenthistooom and closed the door.
The guy in the hallway was Jerry Wilson”

“Jerry told Susan that day in the ballroom that he haeh lve bed with a guest. Was he
alone?” | asked.

“Jerry had a key to a guest’s room but she wasn’t theneent to him because | was
afraid that Sam would come after me and he unlocked roona@d$ulled me inside.
Jerry and | knew each other and we had flirted and dangethier at dungeon parties but
nothing more. | asked him what he was doing there andulgbéd a little. He said that a
guest had sent him to her room to get something”

Jerry was a social director and they are allowed gk with the guests. He was
expected to dance with any lady who wanted to dance amdbuid have drinks with
them but he wasn't supposed to be in their rooms. Idask@at she sent him for and he
laughed again. He looked in the dresser drawers and thestaigdh | asked if she had
sent him why she hadn’t told him where he was supposed to look.
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Well he found what he was looking for. It was a bagdienarijuana that was hidden in
her make-up bag. There were four joints already rolledrenlit one. He offered me one
and we lay on her bed and smoked them. The real storyhwgdady and a guy from the
second floor were dancing and flirting and nearly makinvg lon the dance floor. Jerry
heard the guy ask her to go to his room and she askedviiiited some marijuana. The
guy said that he had some and they left a few minutesebehe am. After they were
gone, Jerry found her room key on the floor under the taidedecided to help himself
to her marijuana. We were both a little high and weading around on her bed when the
wave hit. Miss Lee, | made some bad decisions that bigfhmothing really happened”

She seemed relieved to have told me her story and hdvadea why she picked me but |
was glad to help, | guess.

“Ann, your going be alright, you made some mistakes thdit figt nothing happened.
How about the rest of the time on the island, did yadi Zerry get together or were there
other men that you were with?”

| knew that | was asking things that | didn’t need to knaw duriosity does strange
things to a person.

“No, not that | wouldn’t have like a man to take carem&f but | was never really alone
with anyone. Later | was too tired and dirty and my dhbughts were how hungry and

miserable | was. Right now, | don’t think that | wouldkewant to see any of these guys
again”

“Ok Ann, here’s my phone number if you ever want t& tand please stop calling me
Miss Lee. My name is Lara, Ok?”
“Ok Lara and thanks”
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Meet the family
Lara

| walked into the back cabin and | was embarrassed by usggddrom everyone. Well
nearly everyone. Dr. Howard never looked up from his vgitifhe first to greet me was
Ben Roberts who offered his hand and then thought ledtteand hugged me.

“Lara, | really want to thank you for your heroicgfiit. I'm sorry that | didn’t recognize
you on the rescue plane but | recognize you now. Comenastl my family”

-Family, do you mean your fiarem? -

We walked to the seats where the women from the Easpgrere sitting.
“Lara, this is my mother, Shirley Bolter”

Mother? 7 thought that she was some older girifriend-

“It's nice to meet you Mrs. Bolter” | said.
“Likewise but call me Shirley. This is my daughter Enalyd my daughter-in-law Janna
Myers ... Jenna Myers-Roberts”

| was shocked that they were all family. | had Ben pegged@slanderer who liked his
women in bunches but now | saw him in a different lightad heard the story of his
trade of a fishing rod to Tony for Emily Marks but now Isa@nfused. | had heard her
say to Ben that ‘It was all his fault’ and | knew tlsae had gone to the West group. Now
it made sense. Her husband, Ben'’s brother-in-law had dacdchight and somehow she
thought that it was Bens fault.

| chatted with the ladies for a few minutes and Jenmaldth me a glass of white wine.
Except for Emily they were all in a good mood and weaglydo return to Seattle. Emily
was quiet but considering what she had been through Iicobldme her. When | stood
to leave Ben walked with me to the back of the plane.

“Ben, was your sisters husband with your group?”

“Yes Lara and we had an argument that night. When weaaik upstairs just before one
am, he stayed so he could cool off. Emily was pissddm and she came up with us.
That was just before the wave hit”

“I'm so sorry Ben. | didn’t know. What about Jenna’s harsdf?”

“My brother Don’s back in King Salmon watching the stbu he’ll be at the LA airport
tomorrow morning”

“That’s a blessing”

“Lara, are you and Greg Allenby still ... together?”

“Who knows? The world is different now”

“Well | hope that it works out for you. Here, let mergiyou my phone number. Call me
if there is anything that | can do for you”
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He hugged me and kissed me on the cheek and then returnedttbkmbw now is his
loving family.

For the next hour | drank wine and chatted with everymept Sam Sheppard. By this
time he was avoiding me so if | was in the back ofplh@e he was in the front. Even Dr.
Howard had a few words for me and he wished me luckeg#tifornia Bar Exam.

The interview

My last visit was with Tony Gonzales. We sat alonehm first-class cabin and he paid
me perhaps my best complement,

“You're a tough kid Lara, most people would have just foldpdand waited for the end
but you did something. | talked to that French Air Force gog he said that you and
Allenby should have died on that flight. You're a snm@obkie so | know that you were
aware of the risk but you went anyway. If I'm ever ikrafe fight | want you on my
side”

-Damin ... RIS guy's got a way with words ... 7 wonder fiow /e really feels-

“Thanks Mr. Gonzales. | did my best and it paid off. gshelped but still we were lucky.
It means a lot to me for you to say these things”

“Look, | hear that you took the California Bar befor@uyleft for the island. The results
are out in a few days, how do you think that you did?”

“| passed”

“No bullshit, how do you know that?”

“I know, | was ready and | did my best so | passed”

“Good girl, do you have a job?”

“I think so. I interned for Barns and Slitter for tlast two years and I'm sure they’ll offer
me a job”

“Yea, so you want to work in an office with fifty othé&awyers all doing high priced
divorces? | would have thought that you would have wanta@'m

A flight attendant came by with a basket of thosdelibottles of booze and Tony took
two plastic glasses with ice and four little bottldsJack Daniels sour-mash whiskey.
Without asking he poured a double for both of us and since balready a little buzzed
from the wine | figured that the whiskey would be a good thiter we both sipped our
drinks he continued,

“Look Lara, | saw you with your parents at the hotset lsight. I've lived in LA all of my

life and you may think that I'm a low-life gang-banger buhow who people are. | read
all of the LA Times everyday and | know that your datlasry Lee as in Laurence Lee
Enterprises and Larry Lee — Home Builders. I've readtaabout him in the business
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section. I've read about your mom too in the society pa§he’s the one with all of
those named that start with ‘L™

“Yes, her name is Laska Lara Langtree Lee”

“That’s right, | like the name ‘Laska’ ... | don't think ah I've ever heard it before.

Anyway | read that during the war she inherited a lotmohey but she spent the war
building dive-bombers because it was the right thing toSto.lLara | know that you

aren’'t taking a job at a divorce factory because you riee money. Let me ask a
personnel question. Are you smart?”

-Damn his guys like the Aussies, he just says that first thing that pops
into his mind-

“Well Mr. Gonzales, | thought | was but maybe I'm netsamart as the average low-life
gang-banger”

He laughed and took a big sip of his whisky.

“You know that your cute for a white girl. | guess thatds like you once. | grew up in
Boil Heights in East LA and | was on the fringe of gangs. | was lucky that my mother
married a good guy that moved us to the south bay. Wedstived in a Mexican
neighborhood but it was more civilized than the old @ldavas lucky again when | had
some teachers that weren't just going through the moaodsluckier still when | was
arrested for fighting and a good judge told me to joimtlagines or go to jail.

When | didn’t die in Korea | went to school on the @Il and got a degree from LA
State. You went to law school at USC and | went teWAstern. | was lucky again when
a big firm wanted a token brown face in their all whatable of young lawyers. They
paid me a lot of money and | had a new car and an agairtim West LA. | wasn't the
only Latino in the neighborhood. There were gardenedspaol cleaners and of course
nannies and maids, so you see, | fit right in.

So | was the success story. | had risen above my lovdis, | was educated and living
the American Dream. All | had to do was marry thd gext door and have a cocker
spaniel and 2.1 beautiful children. | dated lots of prettyendirls from UCLA and | was
on the right ‘team’ at the law firm and | hated ithdd sold out and | was ashamed of
myself.

| quit the firm and moved back to the south bay. | didrynéne girl next door and |

opened a storefront law office on Torrance BoulevMy.clients were my neighbors
who were being evicted from their apartments so theldashdrom West-LA could

convert the building to condos. They were poor Mexicans latbsigned a contract for a
used car that was worthless and the dealer still wdnsechoney. They were maids and
nannies that were cheated out of their wages or worseg@ had to sleep with her boss
just to keep the honor of sleeping in his attic and cleahimdiouse. | was very good at
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what | did and my poor Mexican neighbors never had torpay The fat cats that we
sued were given that honor and | made them pay througiotae

Things were going pretty well for me. | hired some asgesiwho felt the way that | did
and my wonderful wife Rosita, blessed me with a fineawha beautiful daughter”

| noticed that when he said the name of his wife, Bp&ie crossed himself. Catholics
only do that when they say the name of someone whpdssed on.

He continued without really looking at me. | wasn't stivat he was still talking to me,

“Everything was wonderful but my streak of luck ran cadrteen months ago when the
angles came and took my Rosy”

He crossed himself again. We sat for a long time sayingingp Finally |1 had to say
something,

“Tony, I'm so sorry”
He looked up with a little surprise and realized where weew

“Thank you Lara. Rosita is gone and she made me prdahasé would get on with my
life and that someday | would find a new mother for children. So that’s enough about
me. Tell me about yourself’

I5 this a jot interview? -

“Well | grew up in Redondo Beach in the house where my dewt gp. My parents may
be well off but they didn’t cut me or my brother argck. We went to public school and
we always had after-school and summer jobs. My UntlesGs chief of detectives for
the Redondo police department. My Uncle Bobby is a lawtr an office in San Pedro.
| went to USC because my dad and my brother went g@tenow I'm not sure about
Barns and Slitter”

“Your uncle’s a lawyer in south bay, what’s his name?”

“Roberto Ortiz”

“Bobby Ortiz? You’re his niece? | didn't realize that yadiSpanish blood”

“Well I don't really, he and Aunt Maria are as mucpat of my family as my parents
and brother but we’re not related by blood”

“That to bad, Bobby Ortiz has grit. If you had any Latiodal | might consider you for
the new mother for my children but | don’t suppose that gpeak Spanish”

“Of course | speak Spanish, both kinds, Castilian fropai® and Mexicano from
California”

Again he looked at me for a while and then he said,
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“Look Lara, you are going to do what you do but letgive you two thoughts. You did a
brave thing on the island but | believe you did some tHimgisyou are not proud of. You
relied on Greg Allenby to take care of you when you ctalde taken care of yourself.
You isolated yourself from the rest of us when you shbalee been with us. | think that
you regret this and I'm sure that you will deal with ityour own way”

-How did he know that? 7s it that obvious to everyone? Is it that obvious
to mom and dad? -

“So here’s my last advice to you young lady, look lifehe eye, do your best to help
others, break the bread, drink the wine and be somebody”

He stood and found his mildewed wallet and took a yellogad from it and handed it
to me.

“Here is my office number. I've lost two associateshat goddamned island and | need
to replace them. Call me if you want to be somebody”

We shook hands and | kissed him on the cheek. He haijnsetd my life upside-down.
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Home again — home again — LAX - Wednesday, August $21974
Lara

The flight home ended with hugs and kisses from mom aaidrag brother Luke and his
fiancé Angie, my Uncle Chris and Aunt Ginny, Uncle Bolalogl Aunt Maria and all of
my cousins.

Everyone wanted to feed me and to hear my story. Tikwt cisk about the island but |
knew that they wanted to. The only person that | evdrrtmich of the story to was my
brother Luke because since we were little kids | calldays tell him my secrets.
Sometimes he didn’t like what he heard but he alwatenksl and he was always on my
side. There were things that | didn’t have to tell hird ha just knew.

He knew how scared | was on the flight to Rontangakitav the shock of suddenly
losing a friend. For him it hadn’t been a volcano, isviis year in Vietham and he had
suffered the same withdrawal pains that | was feeling.

| stayed in my room at the house on the cliff with mand dad for a few days but |
wasn't very comfortable. For one thing, | didn’t get imugne alone. They meant well
but they were doing more harm than good. | told my @iatl ltwas going to find a place
of my own and he had an immediate solution. Larry £d¢ome Builders maintained a
two-bedroom condominium at the King Harbor Marina. It waed to entertain visiting
clients but he wanted me to take it for as long aztied it.

| supposed | could have been all grown up and independent andaf@lexce on my own
but | took his offer in a heartbeat. The place was lifedutith gracious furnishings and a
wonderful view. It was on the third floor with a view the boats and the ocean. |
suppose that if | used binoculars | could see the PaldiVieuse from the balcony. The
best part was | could be alone and away from all cfelgurious people.

| moved my things into the condo in SeptembBafid | really enjoyed the solitude. The
first day | laid on the lounge on the balcony and readnagance novel. In the evening |
watched some TV and | was sure that | would get my r@ally good nights sleep since
before the tsunami hit but | was wrong about thatokevmany times and heard strange
things in the night. | had bad dreams and at five in thenimg | walked along the
seawall looking for a coffee shop.

Back in the condo | opened the morning paper and turned the Té tBarly Morning
Show. | was reading the paper when | heard something td# me look up ...

L Tourist at a beach resort on the Frenchfieasland of New Caledonia were
surprised early this morning when they woke to find the wrdcl sailboat on their
beach. The boat, which appeared to be a derelict, hdted:@shore during the night but
the biggest surprise was the two survivors that were foutite tiny cabin. The pair was
in bad shape suffering from severe malnutrition and dietipn. Doctor’s revived the
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couple that was later identified as Jason Street 31Syolney Australia and Miss
Margaret Roundtree 36, of Wommer Springs Australia.

After the couple had been treated, the hotel ofSciahnounced that the pair was
survivors of the tragic tsunami that destroyed the islahti&ano Vana and Tapu Vana on
July 15th of this year. The disabled boated had been #airififty-five days and had
drifted some four thousand miles towards the west ...”

-OH MY GOD ... Jocko is altve ...-

The first thing that | did was cry. | cried because | Wagpy and because | was very sad.
Sad for all of us who had survived and for those who didn'temembered that
handsome, crooked faced Aussie and his wise-ass attitalde. iemembered that he was
Greg Allenby’s closest friend.

| hadn’t thought much about Greg for a while. Maybe Inttidvant to think about him
but | knew that he would be happy that Jocko wasn’t lodidn’'t know who Margaret
Roundtree was but | assumed that she was one of Jogesal’ friends.

| looked through my collection of phone numbers thatd bi@ught back from the island
and | found Greg’s. He had tried to explain the tinfeecence between us but | couldn’t
remember what it was. The biggest problem was the Intenad Date Line, which made
it tomorrow in Australia or was it yesterday. Findllgecided that it was on the other side
of the world so if it was nine-am here it must be ninetpere.

After lots of clicks and buzzes the phone rang. ¢t,fit rang several times and | was
ready to give up when he answered with a very sleefgg vo

“Yea ... who's this?”

“Greg?”

“Yes ...”

“Greg, it's me ... it's Lara, have you heard the news?”

“Lara? Oh Lara, | glad to hear from you ... what’s wrongs.there a problem?”

“Wake up sleepy-head ... | obviously got the time thing wrong, hete heard the
news?”

“What news he said sounding a little irritated”

“Jocko’s alive. His boat washed up on some island thisimg ... He's! ALIVE! ...”

“Oh my god, are you sure? It's been two months. Wheteydu hear the news? What
island? Oh my god ...”

“I heard it on TV and the island is New California onshing like that”

“Could it be New Caledonia?”

“That’s the one, its French | think”

“Was he alone?”

“No he was with a girl named Margaret Round... something”

Margaret Roundtree?”

“That her, do you know her?”
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“Yes, Peggy Roundtree has hung around with Jocko and nmadstr of our lives. Is she
ok?”
“I think so”

There was a pause now that we had run out of thing talsayt Jocko so | broke the ice.

“How are you Greg? Are you well?”

“l suppose and you?”

“Ok | guess. Have you heard from anyone else from thed8la

“Yes, Ben Roberts has called a couple of times and Gmonzales talked to me for quite
a while recently. He said that he likes you”

“Did you see that article that was published in the Tahifiimes about our flight?”

“| saw it, what a load of crap. | wrote a letter teitheditor setting the record straight but
| don’t know if they ran it. | saw other papers that thet facts right.”

“Greg, I'm not sleeping very well”

“Me neither Lara, it was the same when | came backfiVietham. | hope it passes
soon”

“Me too, look | better go but | promise to call you whefeel better. | don’'t want to
forget you”

“Ok Lara, you take care”

“Bye Greg ... Bye. Bye ...”

When | hung up the phone | cried for a long time.

Good news or maybe not

The results of the Bar exam were published and | paskeg.don’t tell the scores if you
pass, just if you fail. Jake passed but that was no serprgEsn’t as excited about it as |
thought | would be. | thought that the first thing thatduld do was celebrate and then
look for a job but that didn't appeal to me at all. Mamd dad wanted to take me out to
dinner but | put them off claiming that | was getting alcol

-What's wrong with me? 7 should be happy and 7m miserable ... there’s
something wrong and 7 m not handling it very well

A few days later | received a call,

“Hello Miss Lee, this is Ron Gold at The Law OfficesBarns and Slitter. First I'd like
to congratulate you on passing the California Bar. It'sha &ccomplishment. | don't
know if you have heard that only 47% of the applicantsquhiss time. You know Miss
Lee, we were very impressed with the work that you didifoas an intern. The partners
have asked me to arrange an interview where we mighkt gbbut employment
opportunities with our firm. If you like | can schedtit for you now”
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-0 shit, 7 don 't want (o tZmk about tHhis now-

“Thank you for calling but I'm going out of town for a whiléll call you when | get
back and thanks for your interest”

“When do you anticipate being available of an interviewsael a little irritated.

“I don’t know exactly but within a month or two”

“All right Miss Lee, | look forward to hearing from yo Goodbye now”

| knew that | was in trouble and | fell back on an olthihaVhen in doubt, call Luke. It
had always worked in the past so | hoped that it would wovk | asked him to see me
at the condo and to come without Angie. | really liked fature sister-in-law but this
time | need it to be just between him and me.

When | opened the door to my big brother, he hugged me and, aske

“Hi Pip, why is it so dark in here?”

“Oh the drapes are closed and | haven’t opened them yet”

“So what’'s up? How’s the recuperation going?”

“Oh just fine ... well ... maybe not so fine ... could | ask you sibring ?”

“Since when do you ask permission ... what happened to tieydister that used to ask
me questions that embarrassed me” he said trying to keep ligings

“Luke, when you came back from Vietnam, did you have ... badndse... bad
thoughts?”

He was more serious now. Without answering, he opemedrépes to let in the light and
| realized what | looked like to him. | was still wearmginkled pajamas and my hair
needed combing. | hadn’t had any make-up on in days and | ¢na¢$daoked like hell.

“Have you had breakfast?” he asked

J don't guess the shot of vodka that 7 fiad this morning counts as
treafkfast-

“No ... I'm ... not hungry”

“Look honey, go take a shower and get dressed and I'K something. Do you have any
food in the place?”

“Not much”

“Ok, I'll be back with something before your dressed”

-Don t go-

“Ok but don’t be long”
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When | was finally able to look at myself in the bathroommror | could hear Luke
opening the door onto the balcony. He has set a placeef@ut in the sunshine and fresh
air and he had even found a flower somewhere that hgutadn the table in a water
glass. Breakfast was a Big-Mac and French fries alatigomffee in a paper cup.

It was a beautiful fall day with a cloudless sky andegpd blue ocean. The air was
surprisingly warm the way that it can be in LA in thd. fBlespite my uneasy feelings, it
was a pleasant place to sit with your favorite brotherasn’t hungry until | took a bite
of fries and then | was ravenous. Luke sipped his coffek vaatched my Big-Mac
disappear. Finally he spoke to me.

“I had a lot of bad dreams and bad feelings and the womrstwes that | didn't
understand why | wasn’t happy. For the year that | Wwasetall | could think about was
being home. After | came home all that | could think alveag Vietnam.

Remember how you would ask what it was like and what | @it there and I'd tell you

that it was fine and | just did my job. You wanted torh#ee details and | wanted
desperately to forget them. Mom and dad never asked. Shdyater that they thought
that I'd talk about it if | wanted too. Lara, | did wauwat talk about it but | knew that |
could never tell the story in a way that you would undedstiirwas kind of like taking a

picture of the Grand Canyon. Even when you're clicking shutter you knew that the
photo would never show what you were seeing.

| really needed to be with people that understood whatstreally like. The guys in the
reserve unit were no help because they still saw thlees as warriors. They were all
blood and guts and all they saw was glory. Someone n@dabout the VFW. The
Veterans of Foreign Wars and been around foreveitana social place for vets to hang
out.

At first | thought that it was just a place for oldimed guys that served in Korea and
WWII but that’s because | went during the day. The Vietnats have jobs so they come
later. | met ex-army and marines and air Force. Themre navy vets and others. There
were men and women. Some were happy and some werbusaghat they had in
common was they had all been there and they had alltdane

The guys at the reserve center used words like ‘didniktenith and ‘blown away’. The
vets said the real words like killed and died and cegphnd maimed and scared and
terrified.

Lara, | wasn’t a brave pilot doing his duty for god and courtwas scared most of the
time and | was terrified the rest of the time. Whdanbed at the base after a mission my
first feeling was that | was glad to be alive, my nextugiht was hoping that my
underwear was wet from sweat and not because | peed nty/fpamn fear. After | talked

to other pilots and they admitted their fear to meunfd that | wasn’t the only one that
went through that. | wasn’t alone in fact | was ndrma
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Honey, | don't know what a tidal wave looks like. | ¢oknow what you felt. 1 can
imagine what you felt on your flight to Tahiti. You neédl talk to someone who
understands. You need to share your feelings with somelomevas there”

Luke seemed so calm but | could imagine what it had beeriolikkeim. He would walk
through fire right now for me but he knew that he couléeel what I felt.

“Luke, what about seeing a doctor, did you know anyone thahdi?”

“Yes | knew several and for some it worked fine but namshplained about the drugs
that made them listless and emotionally numb. | thidt tyou should do that as a last
resort. Is there someone that you can talk to now?”

“Yes, now would you like to hear what | did on my summnecation?”

| told him all of it from the beginning until now. | tblhim about Maggie and her quest
for pleasure, about Sammy’s obsession with Susan, dbag and my mood swings

regarding him and all of the other things. | showed himm Sdeppard’s knife and the

charts with all of my writing and scribbling while I tried find a way to reach safety, |

told him that there was a nearly empty bottle of Geepse Vodka in the freezer that had
been full two days ago, and when | was finished | feftebeHe had been right about
always telling my big brother everything. After all, whHeeawould | tell?
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Susan San Francisco October®] 1974

The phone rang and Susan ignored it. She didn’'t watatlkdo Sammy or anyone else.
She wanted to lie on the couch and read an endless stfemmdless romance novels.
She liked the ones with lots of graphic sex becausettukyher mind off of her present
life and Sammy and the memories of the island but slsecadous enough to listen as
the answering machine pick-up the annoying call.

“Hello, you have reached Susan Wang, | can't come to tbeghight now but leave
your name and number after the beep and I'll get backua.ya. beep”

“Pick-up the goddamned phone Susan, | know that your there ...”

Susan scrambled to get the receiver.

“Lara, is that you?”

“Who else would it be, you don’t have any friends ...”

“With a friend like you, one is more than enough... howyang?”

“Just like you... are you coming to LA?”

‘I don’t know ...”

“Look | called Pacific Southwest Airlines and they havdlight out of Oakland at 4:07
this afternoon. Get your skinny little ass on it andrtiket you at LA airport”

“You are in a hurry aren’t you ... don’t you think that | nfagve already made plans that
didn’t include you?”

“4:07 now get moving”

LAX 5:40 PM
Lara

| guess that | should have given Susan a little moreenbtit after | decided to call her |
just couldn’t wait any longer. She hadn’t said no and | svae that she would be on the
plane. | looked out the window of the arrival loungetlas PAS 727 taxied to the gate.
They were a funny little airline and their planes hardle painted on it. | guess that if
the plane was happy then the passengers would be happy.

| watched the double doors open from the jet-way and pgeseame struggling out.

The first ones were from the first class cabin, whaichthe 727 meant about twelve
people. After that came the typical mom’s and dad’sdbato board first and they were
followed by the low-lifes that filled the coach/cattlar. The stream of rumpled flyers
with their carry-bags and their paper-back books had slowwea trickle and | was

starting to think that Susan really did have better thiagk when she appeared.

My god, she looks awful-
“Hey good-looking are you looking for me?” | called.

“Good looking my ass, give me a hug and take me away framtaddening crowd”
“Did you check your bag?”
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“No, you didn’t give me time to pack. | have clothesti@o days in my carry-bag and |
have a credit card to cover the rest”

As we walked towards the parking lot | got a good look at ke had gained back a
little weight but she still couldn’t weigh more thamandred pounds, her long, black hair
was showing some grey around her face and she was wedratgooked like a floor
length bathrobe. A pair of flip-flop sandals that plopgdohg with every step set the
final picture.

When we got to the condo | showed her the guest room anofisfintened up a little. She
liked the view of the marina and the convenience of being &bl walk nearly
everywhere that we would need to go.

“Are you hungry?” | asked.
“Sure, I'm always hungry, why don’t you go dig some clams2 Sttually made a joke.

“I'm not digging clams or mussels or looking for firewooddal’'m sure as hell not
cooking vegetable stew”

That got a little laugh out of her,

“You want to know something funny, I thought that | would newvant a clam again but
| still like them” she said.

“Yea, me too but | don't like peanut butter and lima bediere are some thing’s that
are just better left alone”

This time she did laugh.

“Lara, I've had a hard time getting over the island. |l bave bad dreams nearly every
night and | feel blue most of the time”

“Well, hon, you're not alone. | feel the same wayl anaybe that’s why | wanted you
here with me. | need someone who understands how. lIfeeéd you because we went
through it together and there’s no one else that | witktmy secret feelings”

“Have you talked to anyone else about it?”

“I've talked to my brother who went through something simid&en he came back from
Vietnam and that helped a lot but even he admits thatdesn’'t really know what we

went through”

“Lara, | drank a lot of vodka for a while but I've quithnow”

“Really, I still drink pretty much everyday”

“Well, it’s time to stop and | have the remedy”

“What remedy?”

“Green tea”

“You're kidding”

“Look my grandmother swears that green tea cures anytbihgried it and | don’t know

if it's the caffeine or what but it really helps. | lmsome in my bag. Do you want to try
it?”
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“Do you mean the tea that they serve in the Chinedauests? You know, tea and
fortune cookies”

“Hell, who knows what they serve here in La-La land fmoist Chinese restaurants serve
black tea just like the stuff that the Brits drink fordkfast. They don’t serve green tea
because most of you round-eyes think that it looks too whast.sit still and I'll make
you a cup”

Susan and | talked long into the night and | wasn't sua¢ gineen tea was really a
replacement for vodka but | tried it. It was after mght when Susan settled in her room
and | went to bed. Maybe the tea did have some soothingsfiecause | was in a
dreamless sleep when | woke with a start.

A rare thunderstorm was moving down the coast and halffofwas probably up
watching it. Thunder was only heard in Southern Califoemiary few years and | could
see flashes of lightening in the black sky through my dy@einoom drapes.

Maybe | was drifting in and out of sleep when the memdrhe thundered storm that
passed near the island the night of the tidal wave catle tb me. It had been early in
the evening and | had sat on the balcony with Maggieveaithed the lightening. |

couldn’t remember any rain and the crowd at the pool wagipgras strong as ever.

By the time Greg came to my room the storm had passeghpose that | dreamed some
more and | had that happy, warm, feeling about Gregastall new then and | remember
that special tingle in my belly. | wished that | could halat feeling now but no such

luck. | hoped that it wasn't gone forever. | heard a phomg somewhere in another

condo and Greg was gone from my dreams.

| was starting to get the dreaded feeling of impending dé&reg had gone to the airfield
and | asked him to come back when he was finished wittohisTjhe wind was blowing
the palms near my balcony and | couldn’t tell if | veagake or asleep. | covered my head
with my pillow. After a few minutes | looked at the Wtasky through the open drapes
and the sky suddenly lit up with a bright flash. It wdstev light but in my sleep addled
mind it was red, the red of a volcanic explosion. | cestemy head and | felt my bed
move. Susan had slid into bed beside me.

“Are you frightened?” | asked.

“NO”

“Yea, me too”

| wanted to snuggle down beside her and hide from my thobghtef course, | didn't. |
wanted her to cuddle up next to me and maybe hold me and lkesafenbut, of course,
she didn’t. So we lay there eight inches apart ance@ddir the storm to pass.

“Where were you that night?” She asked.
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“Haven't | told you that already?”

“If you have I've forgotten, so tell me”

“ was in my room alone. Greg had left twenty minutesobefand | was feeling
disappointed that he had to work”

“It was my fault. I called him on the radio”

“You were a bad person”

“Maybe | was a bad person then but I'm not now”

“No, not now, where were you?”

“I was on the roof. | didn’t see the light in theyshut Greg called me on the radio and
asked me to go to the roof and look around. Almost astarttught, he told me to take
Sammy with me. He saved Sammy’s life with that thought

“So you were on the roof when the wave hit?”

“No, | was talking to Greg on the radio when the thualdgr hit us and Greg told me to
run for the stairs. Sammy grabbed me and half drugged andanaéd me back inside.
We both fell down the stairs to the fourth floor whée wave hit. The lights went out
and he held me really tight. When the wave starteckbrgdhe building apart we could
hear the walls collapsing and he told me that he lovedl it@ught that we would be
dead in seconds and I told him that | loved him too”

“Do you love him?”

“No, | like him and | enjoyed his company before the wawue Ibwvasn't in love. If he
hadn’'t taken everything so seriously we might have hadtle lling, you know,
something that would have made both of us happy for a’while

“You mean sex?”

“No | mean knitting ... of course | mean sex but it nevappened”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing but frustration and disappointment. | like himeélly liked him but that's all.
Still, on the island | thought that if we were goingdie together | would make him
happy but | was sure that we were going to die very soater, when | thought that it
was a strong possibility, |1 was too tired and too dirty #nadragged and too skinny and
ugly and | couldn’t have found one tiny little bit of pass The only thing that | wanted
was food and sleep”

“Did you see him after you came home?”

“Yes, he came to mom’s house and she let him in. Henicesand he told me that he
loved me and that he wanted to marry me. Oh god LajastlIcouldn’t face him. |
thought of all of the reasons that | wanted him to gblaad his own life but it made me
tired just thinking of how | could make him believe meinkfly took the cowards way
out and told him a lie. | said that | never cared for aimd that if we hadn’t have been on
that tiny island | would have never looked at him twicked and said now that we were
back in San Francisco | had a boyfriend that was gedtirgf my attention.

Well, he didn’'t believe me of course but he left niena for a while. Just before you
called and ordered me to come and save you, he calley that he was going to work
for the Royal Hotel - Palo Alto and that he was gdwagk to Stanford next fall. When
you called I thought that it was him”

“| called for you to come and save me? | called saulcceave you”
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“Sure you did”

Time slips away

October in LA can be spectacular and it was all of. thhe Santa Anna winds brought
clear, nearly hot days and cloudless nights filled wigliss Susan and | became closer
and closer until we were like sisters that had begether all of our lives. My family
took her to their hearts and my dad did his best to $@wilbut mom was the biggest
surprise of all. One Saturday she invited Susan to go sfgppd to have lunch out. She
didn’t exactly exclude me from the invitation but | haéealing that mom wanted to be
alone with her. Late that afternoon | heard Susan’srkélye lock and she and mom were
laughing as the door opened. Wow, was | in for a surprise.

Susan was there with several bags from big departmergssbut her appearance was
what got my attention. Her long black hair was gone. The gmeund her face was gone.
She looked very stylish with a new haircut that left Wwith brown hair with lighter
highlights cut above her shoulders. She was wearing tigligner jeans and a new, low-
cut sweater that turned her sexless figure into a bitraystery that showed what little
cleavage she had. She looked absolutely beautiful andotilatwvas topped off with a
winning smile.

“Hello honey, I'm home” she called.

“Just who the hell are you and what have you done wtlsusan?”

“Oh shut up and kiss me, | feel too good to explain”

| hugged and kissed her and then | hugged and kissed moweaaitlhugged and kissed
each other. Finally | realized that | was really happg that | hadn’t been this happy in a
long time. Without consulting my new-look friend, | bight out a bottle of red wine that
| had hidden away for emergencies and we all sat togatiteihad a civilized drink. |
decided that we had outgrown our need for the dreaded gaen t

November came and Susan decided that she had malingegedriongh so in twenty

minutes on the telephone she arranged a new job &oya Hotel — Playa Del Ray that
was just five miles up the beach. When | asked why stieegithat hotel she said that
she could take the city bus to and from work.

“Does that mean that you're staying with me?”
“Only if you want me to”
“Of course | want you. | was afraid that you were gomégaive”

Occasionally she had talked about renting a placeradwe and | had always told her to
stay with me for as long as she liked. Now, with a f@wl was afraid that she would
actually leave and | didn’t even want to think about.tfi&e truth was that we were both
getting over the trauma of the island and | was surewbawould both be ok eventually
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but not yet. There were still times, usually in the dafrkhe night that | needed to go to
her bed or she needed to come to mine. It was what | hadndibneny brother when the
monsters that lived under my childhood bed came to get nemded a safe place to go.
Now | was happy that she was going to stay. She must fiealized what | was thinking
because when mom left she gave me another hug and said,

“I'lll move to my own place when you're ready for neeleave”
“You can't leave. Next week is your turn to do the dishes”
“Thanks hon but I'll have to go someday”

“Someday, but not today”

| suppose that Susan inspired me to find a job so Ic&t:n Gold at Barns and Slitter
and set up an interview. When the day came | dressed inemv ‘lawyer suit’ that |
bought at a place in LA that was way too expressive amdsl carrying the empty, but
very nice briefcase that dad had given me and | presemysdlf at the law offices on
Wilshire Boulevard. Of course | had worked two summersase offices but that had
been in a cubical in the back room. Now | was sitting tomer office of one of the
firm’s partners.

Oh yes they had been very pleased with my work as amnirdnd yes they were
impressed that | had passed the bar on my first try esdhey were impressed with my
grades at USC and bla-bla-bla ...

They offered me $27,500 a year to start, | would share faoe afith another associate
attorney and while the standard work week was forty hewtls all of the normal
holidays, they thought that perhaps the other assoei@esworking a little more.

-Yea, about twenty to thirty fiours a weer more-
| thanked them for their very generous offer and whieak considering my options |

would give them my highest priority. We shook hands, &ed¢ceptionist validated my
parking.

“So what are you going to do?” Susan asked.

“Damned if | know. It's a good offer and it’s the kindjob that | had always planned on
while | was in law school. The pay’'s good and | would ordyenhto cut the throats of a
dozen other associates to get promoted. The bossak @xen so | might be able to sleep
my way to the top”

“Oh sure because you're so good with men”

“Well there is that | guess”

“You don’'t want the job do you?” she asked.

“Sure | do. I'd be doing good things for my community. I'd Hedping my fellow man
and woman. Hell Susan, you're divorced, didn't you fealmvand fuzzy towards your
lawyer?”
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“We didn't have a lawyer because we didn’t have anytasge split. We just signed a
paper at the courthouse and went our separate ways ehtietk that gave us the papers
was nice”

“So there you are. | feel like a true humanitarian and lyave to admit that | do look
very good in my lawyer’s uniform of the day”

| spent most of the rest of the week watching daytinexigon and waiting for Susan to
come home from work. All | had to do was to pick-up pf®ne and I'd be the newest
automation in the divorce brigade of Barns and Slittarally, Friday | got off of the
couch and picked up the phone.

“Law Offices, how can | direct your call?”
“Tony Gonzales please”

“Tony Gonzales”

“Tony, this is Lara Lee”

“Well, the long lost Miss Lee. How have you been sheatt?”

“Better and you?”

“Better, I'm getting married”

“That great Tony, when’s the happy day?”

“Next week, it's a good thing that you called today, soyateready to go to work?”
“l don’t know, maybe, can we get together and talk?”

“Sure thing sweetheart, how about today at five ... Btteb make it six”

“Should | come to your office?”

“No, meet me at Flanagan’s by the South Bay courthouse.cén’'t miss it. It's the only
Irish Pub on that block”

“Are you sure | shouldn’t come to your office?”

“Six o’clock and don't be late”

| wasn’'t sure how to dress for a job interview at ashlbar so | wore slacks and a nice
sweater. | found Flanagan’s with no trouble but finding &ipg place was harder. It
was your typical Irish Pub except this one, besidasdofilled with cigarette smoke, was
filled with lawyers. Not just lawyers but cops, marshdésv clerks and the other
courthouse people that you would expect at happy-hour oidayFafternoon. | stood
near the door looking helpless when a secretary tyffeamnig glass of beer touched my
arm and pointed towards the far corner of the room.

There was Tony standing and waving. He was at a big talllesenteral guys and young
women all wearing cheap suits. There was another fanfdice in the crowd. Juanita
Rodriquez from the West group on the island stood and huggetiomgalso gave me a
little hug and then introduced me to the crowd at the table

“Listen everyone, this is Lara Lee and she’s going to ysirin our little search for clear
thinking and happiness in this troubled world”
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The reaction at the table was warm with no holdinckba
“Hi Lara ... you'll be sorry ... good girl ... buy us a beer ... *

It was all fun but | hadn’t committed to anything with Taaayd | had no clue where my
search for happiness would take me. Still, a beer avithinch of happy lawyers couldn’t
be all bad Tony pulled a chair up to the table next to hicthsaimeone gave me a big
glass of black beer. Being an Irish pub | knew that @ ttabe Guinness from the old
country. | never quite understood why legal people all tnec&ish at happy hour. |
guess that it was a cultural thing from the time wheonagk were Irish.

There was lots of laughing and telling of stories, som&vloth would have made a
prostitute blush but it was all in good fun. | quickly lized that | needed to eat
something or the black beer was going to get the besteof fmad no sooner had that
thought when steaming plates of hot appetizers arrive@rgyone helped themselves.

Although | didn’t order a second glass of beer, one apgaarmy hand and | joined in
the singing of several Irish songs. Tony finally stond gquieted the crowd,

“So now that we have seen how Miss Lee behavesivilzed group like ourselves, it's
time to vote. All who think that she would be a bendditthe firm vote by saying
‘Welcome Lara’ ...”

“WELCOME LARAIN”

“Well since | saw all of your mouths move, | guess theevs unanimous. Come along
Lara and we will go and talk business”

Tony led me through a door in the back and down a hall wffae. | was prepared to
tell him that | hadn’t decided anything when we sat at alstoaference table and he
asked some questions.

“How much did Barns and Slitter offer you?”

“$27,500 a year”

“You can get more. If you want to do that kind of wotd] them that you won't agree

for less the $35,000 and then settle for 32.5”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because you're a dumb kid just out of law school aod geed someone to look after
you”

“Bullshit”

“Ok, because I like you, and we have been there and dontgsther, and of all of the

millions and millions of people around us, we are spedial and | and Juanita are
special. Ok?”

“OK”

“Do you want to work for them?”

“NO”

“Do you want to work with me and Juanita?”

“Yes Tony, | do”
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“Ok sweetheart, here’s the deal. There is no firm.ré&v& bunch of independent
contractors who have banded together to share expermgth Bay Law Offices has
three employees, a reception-typist, a file clerkstypnd Juanita who’s a paralegal. The
rent for the building is shared by all of us. We help eaitier when we can. A lot of
business walks through the front door but very little @ocomes with it.

All of our cases are on contingency. If we win & sloen we get paid. If we lose then we
learn something. | guarantee that you will never get wolnking with us but | guess
that’'s ok because you already come from money. Mosgtfirms take contingency jobs
for 33% of the settlement. We never charge a poor atreme than 20%. If one of the
other guys helps you, then you need to work out the splitcome between yourselves”
“What would be my share of the rent and the office Hdlp8ked.

“$400 a month”

“So my choice is between $2700 a month income at BarnSkttel and $400 a month
payout at South Bay Law Offices”

“That’s it”

“Damn Tony, you drive a hard bargain. I'll make you a déhljoin your happy little
band of truth-seekers on one condition”

“What's the condition?”

“That you never call me sweetheart or honey or babyawy other demeaning
chauvinistic name again”

“Did you burn you bra in college?”

“You god-damned right”

He stood and extended his hand to me,

“Welcome to the real world Lara Lee. You're going toabine lawyer. By the way, your
share of the beer and appetizers is twelve bucks. Yogicanhe cash to Juanita”

After another hour of visiting and drinking three cups offee | said good-bye to my
new colleges and was heading towards the door when | héandlgr voice. | turned to
find my Uncle Bobby standing there with his arms open foug

“What brings you to the south bay Lara?”

“I came for a glass of Guinness and | found a job”

“Really, we don’t get many new bar members fresh out®CWown here. Who are you
working for?”

“I’'m not working for anyone, I'm working with that bunch &buth Bay Law Offices”
“You won't make much money” he warned.

“I know”

“I’'m very proud of you honey and | love you more than yoawh

“No you don't | know how much you love me unless you'tvamge your mind”

“Never ... now go out there and make me proud”
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Celebration

Saturday night | decided that Susan and | needed to celabsanew position in the
legal profession. She wanted to stay in and watch a nmfowma Blockbuster but |
dragged her out to a real movie in a real theater. | suggested an early dinner in the
mall.

We walked from the condo to a good little seafood tatrlooked the marina and we
nearly split our sides laughing when we found clams and rsussethe menu. The
waitress gave us a very strange look when she brouglpatizer size portion and two
glasses of white wine.

“We should have ordered warm San Miguel beer,” she said.

“Damn, do you remember how good it tasted when we found sédecko’s stash at the
hanger?”

“I remember how drunk | felt after a half bottle. | guélsat my resistance had dropped
from lack of food,” She said.

“You know, I've thought about that later and | don’t thinkttit had anything to do with
food. The same thing happened to me and | think that we avemtescape the realities of
where we were and that was the way that we did it”

“Maybe, | remembered that you smelled better after a caiiettles”

“Yea and you looked good enough to .... Well ... well, we woa’irgo that”

The movie was a sappy love story where the boy fobhedyirl, the boy lost the girl and
the boy found the girl again. | guess that it made nppyan some way but most of it
was a lot of crap. We walked out of the theater intwaam evening and Susan heard
excitement calling us.

“Lara, do you hear the music?”

“If you call it music, it sounds like country and crying $tiaf me”

“There’s nothing wrong with country music. | listeneditt@ll the time when | was in
college”

“Tears on my guitar tonight little darling ... all of ibsnds the same”

“That’'s because you’ve never listened to enough af iell the difference. Some of it is
the lying, cheating, momma got run over by a truck st#t tfou think that all country
music sounds like, but there are ballads and folk songs@mgs about the stories that
were told around the camp fires by men who lived thers Bleeping under the stars. All
of it tells a story and | like it”

“Well | grew up on rock-n-roll”

“Just listen to the music hon and you’ll hear a lotaak-n-roll. Remember until he made
all of those movies, Elvis was a country singer”

“My Elvis? Tell me it isn’t so”
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We followed the music and found a lively place calledCahoots. There was a bar and
lots of small tables around a large dance floor. Thexg avstage that was empty at the
moment and a DJ who was spinning dance music. There raustdeen fifty couples
dancing with their hats on. Big hats, blue jeans and ogwbots were the uniform of the
day.

We sat at a table next to the stage and a waitreasshort denim skirt and a low-cut
blouse came to take our order.

“Hi girls, we offer pitchers of Budweiser or long-nebkttles of Bud so what will you
have?”

“I'll have a Bud please,” | said smiling at the irony @& lguestion.

“Please bring us two bottles and forgive my skepticahétibere for her bad manners”
The waitress was shaking her head as she walked away.

“What?” | said as Susan gave me the ‘look™

“Oh just be nice. That sign says there will be live imas ten. What time is it?”

“Suz, if | tell you that it’s ten after ten you’ll aese me of having a bad attitude”

“Don’t call me Suz”

The lights dimmed in the room and a voice from nowlaerm@unced,
“Now folks, put your hands together for THE SLADE BROTRIE"

The level of conversation dropped a little as the stage brightened some, and two
guys wearing all black including the required cowboy boots atsl ht the strings on

their guitars. For the next forty minutes they played sang a wide variety of music.
They did this without stopping for applause or for a réke waitress brought our beers
and later she brought us two more. Susan was reatlythiet music and at first | tried to
maintain my haughty disdain but after a while | decided $hestan was right. | had never
really given it a chance.

When the set ended there was a long round of applausbeabdbthers, Slade took their
bows. As the DJ started the dance music, the two einentastrolled through the room
shaking hands and signing autographs. The first one to oarwakl Buck Slade and he
chatted for a moment and then moved on. A few minaiies the other brother came to
our table.

“Hi ladies, | hope that you enjoyed the music”
“Yes very much Mr. Slade” Susan answered.
“Please, Jack Slade is just my stage name. My real raHenk Williams”

Susan and | both laughed. I didn’t know much about countrycrbus | knew that Hank
Williams had been the biggest name in the industry at orednd that he had been dead
for years.

“It's an honor to meet you Mr. Williams and | haveday that you look very good for a
man who died in 1953” Susan said with a smirk.
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“So I'm that obvious, what gave me away?”

What was obvious was that this guy was far more inteddstflirting with Susan than he
was with me. She seemed happy for his attention andffdred to buy him a beer.

“Thank you but | don’t imbibe on the nights that I'm workinlack Slade is my stage
name and I’'m not Hank Williams, I'm Jack Reynolds frdra San Fernando Valley”

“Hi I’'m Susan Wang and this is Lara Lee. Would you likgoia us”?

The waitress came by with two more longnecks and #Hebof water for Jack. They
talked and I listened. They danced and | watched andyfitalas closing time and it
was time to go home.

“Can | offer you two a lift home?”
“We walked” Susan replied.

“Do you live far?”

“No, just over at the marina”

“It's late to be walking alone”

-Well 7 think that 7 would rather walk alone than to go with a guy that
we just met in a bar-

“What time is it?” Susan asked.

“It's after two, please let me escort you home” hengarsd.

“Thank you Jack, that would be very considerate of you” iS@aseswered ignoring my
kick under the table.

The walk to the condo was interesting. They strolled elmatted and | trailed along
behind. Half way home she put her arm through his and Itnaighwvell have been on
Mars for all of the attention that they paid to me.

At our door | shook his hand and thanked him for his help arldualocked the door |
heard Susan invite him in for a cup of green tea. Inseelised myself and went to bed
but | doubt that they heard me. As | lay in bed in the dackuld barely hear them
chatting and laughing. | was happy for Susan but | was leesy sifanger paying so
much attention to her. | had grown up in LA and | waseity\rusting when it came to
strangers.

Sometime later | was awakened by the sound of the ftoart closing. | couldn’t see the
clock but it had to have been after four. Minutes l&@isan, now in her nightgown slid
into my bed and put her arms around me and squeezed. Thkisséd me on the cheek
and slid out of my bed.

“l love you Lara Lee, in a plutonic way of course”

“Of course sweetheart now get the hell out of my robmyou know what time it is?”
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“Who cares?” she said as she left for her own bechangrivate thoughts.

The Slade brothers played early the next night at th&yhtonk and Susan begged me to
go with her. | finally agreed to go to the eight o’clsek but | left her to her own devices
for the ten o’clock rendition. At mid-night they waremy kitchen drinking coffee while

| was in my bed thinking about Monday at the South Bay CHfices.

Susan and | finally got some time together Monday eveningobiyt because he had
something to do that night. They had already arranged ardiate for the next night.

“So what’s with you guys, is it love?”

“Lust ... I don't know ... who knows but | feel good ... | fesgdecial’

“You feel horney”

“Why yes | do”

“What do you know about him?” | said with barely concealepgion.

“Everything, what do you want to know?”

“Everything you twit, I'm going to get my Uncle Chris torr him through the FBI. You
know that you have to be careful, there are a lbbdfguys around”

“Ok but while your doing that I'm just going to enjoy thiewy”

-God 7 wished that 7 could feel the glow-

“Ok give me the details”

“Ok, Jack Reynolds is thirty-one years old. He was mdrat eighteen and divorced at
twenty. They really weren't in love, they were jusefids who went to the prom together
but things got out of hand and she came up pregnant. Hehdidh& thought was the
right thing and they were married. He has a twelve g&hison who lives with his ex-
wife and they're still good friends. He sees the kliemever he wants and he even baby-
sits his ex’s eight-year-old daughter when she neegs H&bth he and his ex-wife went
to UCLA on full scholarships and he has a master’'s @egr&usic. He’s a teacher at the
LA Academy of Performing Arts and he plays professiynah the weekends. He says
that he does it for fun but the money doesn’t hurt eitBack Slade is a buddy’s named
Roger Peterson who he’s played music with since hissugpte year in college”

“And how many hearts has he broken in the years siscgivorce?”

“I don’t know but he’s a good looking guy with nice mannerg'sosure that there have
been a few”

“Are you next on his list?”

“Don’t be mean. Be happy for me and if it all goes tb then you can say that you told
me so, and then you can hold me until | stop crying”

“Ok, I'll hold you as long as you need me too. When aresgming him again?”
“Tomorrow night”

“Look hon, I'm not your mother but if you decide to geaver, call me and let me know
so | don't think that you're dead in a ditch somewhere”

“Yes Mom ...”

168



It was a real romance and they saw each other ewghy that week. Friday the Slade
brothers played at In-Cahoots and Susan went aloneghtrhave been asleep when |
heard them in the kitchen and soon | could smell brewaftge. There were sounds of
happy people that | could faintly hear through my door aed ththeard no sounds at all.
| thought they were making out on the couch but Susan gameny bedroom and sat
beside me on the bed.

“Are you asleep?”

“Yes, are you a dream?”

“| feel like I'm in a dream. Lara | have a favor teka

“OK”

“Do you mind if | have a slumber party?”

“What? Do you mean the kind that we had when we wel® &nd we invited a bunch of
giggling girls over, and we painted each other’s toenatlstalked about sex all night?”
“Well hon, not exactly. This is more like inviting Jackdleep over and talk about sex all
night”

“Why Susan Wang, you are a shameless slut. Here | thdahghtwe were sisters in
abstinence together and now you want to give your virtiertan that you hardly know
leaving me as the last virgin in California”

“Lara, you're not a virgin”

“I'm not? | guess | forgot that part. So you're leaving madldier on alone in celibacy?”
“Yes”

“Bless you my child now go fourth and be joyful in your qliest

“l love you Lara Lee, in a plutonic way of course”

“Of course”

Work

| loved the work with Tony and the rest of the buncBatith Bay and | was much busier
than | would have expected. After a couple of days sofnmey colleges gave me some
advice. My elegant lawyer clothes were intimidating poprer clients and my car set me
apart from them. Following Juanita’s advice, | took Susahves did some shopping at
Sears and Montgomery Wards for suits and shoes and sioséut reasonable priced
jewelry. As much as | wanted to fit in | couldn’t giup my silk, French style knickers
but | doubted that any of them would ever see me witltlothes off. My car had been
given to my by my dad when | graduated from USC and | edulgbar the sell it so |
bought a VW bug for work and parked my car in the garageet@mishe weekends.

Susan was with me at the car dealer when we did tHeaddd asked her to drive one of
the cars back to the condo. That’s when | got a surprise.

“l don't drive”

“What? Everyone drives”
“Oh | did drive when | was a teenager but I've sorgoff out of the habit”
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“How do you live with out driving?”

“Well when | got married, we lived a block from where herkenl and | took the bus to
work. That's why | got the job in Playa del Ray. So uldatake bus”

“Does Jack know this?”

“NoO”

“Susan, he’ll think that you're a retard so next weekemddobing to teach you to drive” |
said.

“Well ok but let me give you some advice”

“What?”

“Be afraid, be very afraid”

Tis the season to be jolly

As Christmas neared | found myself think about Greg. Ineag&mbering more about his
charm and less about the tragedy on the island. | mustdaad his nhame a few times to
many because Susan finally talked to me about him.

“Why don’t you call him?”

“What would | say?”

“Oh how about, ‘Hi Greg, how are you?””

“Oh yea and what do | say when he asks why | haventeaar written? Or worse yet
when he says ‘Lara Who?"”

“Ok then don't call”

“Susan, what a heartless thing to say. We went throlgft@gether”

“Oo000K... then call”

“But what if ....”

“LARA! YOU'RE DRIVING YOURSELF AND ME CRAZY!!!”

“It's hard”

“Honey, what do you want out of a relationship with fim

‘I don’'t know, friendship, romance, happy memories of thate, instead of the
memories that | have now”

“Do you really want a romance with him?” she askedhaidoubtful look on her face,
“Maybe or maybe ...."

“Maybe what?”

“Maybe | just want romance with someone”

“Hello Greg, this is Lara Lee”

“Hello Lara ... it’s nice to hear from you ... how are thsfg

“Good .... And you?”

“‘Good .............. So what are you doing these days?”

“l have a job as an attorney and I'm living with Susan’.....

“That’s nice ... how’'s Susan ... does she still see Sammy?”

“No that's completely over ... She has a new boyfriand | think that she’s in love”
“How about you Lara, do you have anyone special in yitef?”|
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J thought that you might be special but 7 guess not-

“No ... no one special but | work with a lot of nice peoplehow about you Greg? ... Is
there anyone new?”
NO o, well ............. maybe ............. who knows”

-Ok, now what do 7 say? -

“Well Greg, it's been nice talking to you and if you eget to LA give me a call”
“Ok Lara, I'll let you know how thing are going”

“All right, bye for now ...."

“‘Bye Lara ...”

-Well that’s over .... Darmin/ -

1975 at last

Winter finally came to LA with cold mornings and sunnyeafioons. The romance
between Susan and Jack was going well with one of theepiag over at the other’s
place a couple of nights a week.

It took the entire Lee family to get Susan a driver’'siggeand it was mom who actually
got her over the preverbal hump. As soon as she hadhdtrinand she wanted to borrow
my car. After some begging and whining on both of our paesvere confronted with
the unlikely situation that | was driving a VW Bug and she d@agng my Mercedes
convertible. It was a damned good thing for her that Iddvwer so much because that car
is very high on my list of treasures. Still she diddaery good in it.

Work was going good and my social life was showing somessof recovery. | met
some new people at the Friday happy hour and | actuallyaheouple of dinner dates.
Nothing special but it was a start. Jack was spending @ kirne with us at the condo
and one evening we were watching TV when a surprise came awr livwas a
commercial for the upcoming Sunday night movie. None gfaid much attention until
Susan saw the title. It was ‘TsunamiParadise — Ripped from today’s headlines by true
events’.

“What is that about?” Susan asked.

“I have no idea but wasn’t Dr. Howard always writing that yellow legal pad that he
carried everywhere?”

“How could he have written anything? He was always inrtisn. | don't think | saw
him more the twice the whole time that we were there

Jack was just staring at us with that ‘What the hellymu talking about’ look.
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“You didn't tell him?” | ask Susan.
“Well, not yet ... | was going to ... soon”
“Tell me what?” He asked.

Susan had ‘the deer in the headlights’ look and she loakew as if | was going to say
something.

“What?” Jack said impatiently.

| looked at Susan and she finally told him the story. Sket hom about Greg and
mentioned Sammy with no details. She spent most dirtlestalking about being hungry
and digging for clams and she talked a bit about my fligletremembered the story in
the news but not much about it.

“So this Sammy worked for you?”

“Yes and later when we all moved to the fourth flooe, shared a room. Everyone shared
rooms and food and we all tried to help each other”

“So you slept ... in the same room?”

“That’'s right but we didn't sleep together.... He was Hote worker and a fellow
survivor. Just like Greg and Lara. We did what we had ttodurvive and I’'m not sure
that | would have survived without Lara”

| could tell that he wasn’t completely satisfied witér Istory but he was going to wait
and see what happened. The funny thing was that if she hadigdisthat she had an
affair with Sammy and it was over now, he probably lddwave completely understood.
It was just Susan’s story that had him confused.

Curiouser and Curiouser

At work the next day | couldn’t stop thinking about thisvmaovie and | talked to Toni
about it.

“So Toni, do you think Dr. Howard wrote a screen play obakbor something?”
“Maybe, he did take a lot of notes”

“I wonder what the movie’s about”

“Us | suppose, | wonder who will play me”

“I wonder how it will make us look”

“Why don't you call Howard and ask him”

“You mean now?”

“Sure, what can he say? He wrote it or he didn't”

“Dr. Howard’s office”
“Hi, this is Lara Lee. May | speak to Dr. Howard?”
“Just a minute and I'll check. He’s very busy so he negdmnto get back to you”
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Tick tick tick ......

“Hello Miss Lee, It’'s nice to hear from you”

“Hello Dr Howard, hope that you are well and have fulgcovered from our ...
adventure”

“Yes, quite well and Miss Lee ... Lara, | never had the ojppaty to thank you for
everything that you did for us”

“Thank you for saying so. | appreciate it. Do you haverauta to chat?”

“Do you mean do | have a minute to tell you about the a®vi

“Yes”

“Your about the sixth member of our little band to chistmorning so let me bring you
up to date. As you probably know, | kept a journal whilewege on the island with the
intention of adding it to my memories. Evidently thabmhation got out because | was
approached by NBC who wanted to make a movie of our story.

They said that it was important to do it soon befdre public forgot about the news
stories. After | was offered an obscene amount ofiey it wasn't hard for me to make
my decision. The studio provided me with a professionaewwho turned my notes into
a screenplay and a paperback book. I really have dessthat these are works of fiction
and it is in no way an accurate portrayal of what rebippened. | haven't seen the
movie or read the book so when we see it on TV weakllibe in the same boat.”

“Well I hope that it doesn't make us look cheap or stupid fAéwspaper stories on the
whole incident were confusing. That story that was primtethe Tahitian Times was

reprinted around the world and it was grossly inaccurater lthe story was fragmented
with different survivors telling different stories”

“You know Lara, Sam Sheppard has taken a leave of abaedtplans to write an
academic paper on the incident from an anthropologi@ldgbint. If the movie is
misleading, maybe Sheppard’s paper will sit the recoeagsit”

-I'll bet that he leaves out the part where he threatened me with a knife-
“Well thank you Dr. Howard. Enjoy the money from thedso”

“Thank you Lara and I'll promise you that | won't spend aryt on a trip to a Pacific
Paradise”

Sunday night at the movies

Susan and | would have preferred to have watched alondabltinsisted that he be
included so Sunday night, armed with two quarts of Hagan iBaisream and the VCR
preserving it for posterity we watched the epic. It wapcr

There were lots of scenes of Hawaii and the hotdi alidboked like Polynesian natives.
The party before the tidal wave looked like a cross betveespring break college party
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and a roman orgy. All of the girls were very young,yveretty and all had large breasts
and plunging necklines’. The volcano was on the islamtithere was lots of lava and
screaming girls with the appropriate large breasts. Soméle volcanic eruption caused
a tidal wave that killed most of the remaining big-btedsvomen and left a handful of
survivors to cope with the aftermath.

Three men emerged as the leaders. Two gangs were fondetiey fought each other
for food and the remaining big-breasted women. The third wes a swashbuckling

Aussie who looked like he could wrestle a crocodile adthgetting his ‘great-white-

hunter’ clothes wet. The Aussie’s love interest wasearly naked Polynesian girl who
required having her life saved several times.

The volcano was about to erupt again when somehowelftefound a fully fueled and
functional airplane that was large enough to hold ewesy and just as the island
disappeared into a sea of smoke, lava, and steam the fgak to the air at the last
second. After a while they all arrived at an airpodt tlooked like Los Angles and they
all lived happily ever after. The very best part of th@vie was the ice cream.

Jack looked a little confused.

“So which one of the girls were you?” He asked Susan.
“I was the one with the sarong and the great body”
“But she was a blond”

“That’s right, | was a blond then”

“Susan she had very large ... “

“| wore falsies. | still have them ... would you like tce®&

He gave up on her and turned to me,

“Lara, you were the hero’s girlfriend?”

“Yes | was but | also flew the plane”

“So this movie was nothing like your real time in thaumsl?”

“Not in the least but | like this version better. itllt see a single person digging for
goddamned clams”
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Y os Angles Times

Editorial Section

Once again the story of the Tsunami that struck thdipagland of Tapu Vana has be¢
muddle by the media and the public still isn’t sure whatialy occurred in that Sout
Pacific tragedy. The made-for-television movie and acconipg book that are loose
credit to Dr. Edwin Howard, the esteemed Dean olthiersity of Southern Californi
Law School, certainly bring no clarity to the situatidesterday, | interview Dr. Howar
in his office at USC and we talked at length on the stibjec

Times: Dr Howard, | understand that your work on the book andiendoesn’t portray
the actually events of last summer. What are your thsumthis matter?

Howard: That's correct. The movie studio wanted something thatdcbe produced
quickly and told a story of a tidal wave in the paciicom that standpoint both the

movie and the book accomplished that objective.

Times: Don’t you think that you had the opportunity to set theoré straight on thg
actual events that occurred on Tapu Vana?

Howard: Well yes and no. I'm not sure that | have the timéherwriting style necessary

s 1%
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to tell the story but | agree that it should be told.the time of the rescue there were

conflicting accounts that were printed in various newspagérs record should be s
straight once and for all and credit should be givethdse who deserve it.

Times: Where their hero’s on the island?

Howard: Oh yes, in some ways everyone was a hero, wellyene except me. Thel
were several individuals who stood out.

Times: Would you care to name them now?

Howard: There were four but the last didn't become apparent thei end. In the
beginning Ben Roberts and Tony Gonzales organized us intpgtbat would help eag
other. It became apparent right away that our fate @¢pended on the considerable s
of Greg Allenby who provided us with food, water and lightsthout Greg I’'m not sure
that we would have survived more than a few days.

Times: The groups that Roberts and Gonzales organized havelbserbed by some &
gangs, similar to street gangs. What are your thoughtisadd

Howard: Nothing could have been farther from the truth. Ben gathbis family abou
him and helped anyone who needed him. Of course he and Torno lradke tough
decisions but these are tough men and they did what \edsdhéo survive.
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Times: | understand that you kept yourself apart from the others?

Howard: Not by choice. At first | tried to use my administvatiskills to assist but
became apparent that | wasn't up to it. | have a histbiyeart problems and | have
embedded pacemaker. | found that | lacked the energy tocéwdn the three flights o
stairs necessary to get to and from the beach. WhermBgi ony became aware of tf
they provided me with the necessary food and suppliesrtove. The same was true f
Greg and his people. He agreed to continue to improve tuatisn if he could have
some help for his people. As far as | know, that asgistaontinued until the rescue.

Times: | understand that Allenby’s people kept to themselves, &pantthe rest of youl

Was there any animosity over this?

Howard: Yes, | think so. Looking back, it was probably a mistakeleeir part. Wher
we were finally rescued, we didn’'t actually know thegedhat made it all possible.

Times: You mentioned a fourth hero.

Howard: Yes that would be Lara Lee who actually flew the ainpl to Tahiti to bring

help. Lara Lee, Susan Wang, Sammy Maliuna, and Gregqi®llevorked in secret fj

quite a while to find enough fuel for the flight. Laraaigilot and was slightly famili
with the type of plane that was at the airport. Iswever intended for a flight of th
distance and she made several changes to it to exteadges

Times: Why did they keep the plan a secret?
Howard: To avoid trouble | suppose.

Times: There have been rumors that there was trouble whenosenieed to force thei
way onto the flight.

Howard: | don't think that | will comment on rumors.
Times: | understand that Miss Lee used an autopilot to find heémdéisn.

Howard: | talked to a representative of the Piper aircraft mamy and he dispelled th
falsehood. The plane was equipped with a wing-leveler.tht it did was keep th
wings level but it had no navigation capability at &liss Lee’s feat was remarkable a|
we all owe our lives to this remarkable young womanhinénd she was the bravest
us all.
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Times: Thank you Dr. Howard.
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A funny thing happened on the way to Wichita

An interesting thing happened in February. | received arlétom the Piper Aircraft
Company with a proposition.

Dear Miss Lee

The Piper Aircraft Company has bought the salvage righhe aircraft (N9009J) tha
you flew from the island of Tapu Vana to Rontanga lagjust and we intend to put it on
permanent display at the Piper Aircraft Museum in Wahftansas. The airplane |is
currently being prepared for display and has attracted aflattention from the loca
press. A representative of Private Flyer Magazinechasacted me about a full article
with pictures and they have expressed their desireat@ lyou participate in thi
endeavor.
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If you agree, Piper will pay all of your expenses and writlvide you with transportatio|
and lodging here in Wichita in April 1975, N9009-Juliet will go display at that time|
You will be flown from Los Angles to the Piper factdrnya Learjet model 25 and | think
that you will find that an exciting part of your trip. Yostay in Wichita will be in the
VIP quarters of the Piper Guest House and during your stayoype that you will take
the opportunity to test fly the latest in Piper Aiftsafull line of business and personal
aircraft.

=]

If this is agreeable to you please call the toll free Imemtisted below.
Sincerely

Robert Barker
Promotions V.P.

Of course | hadn't flown at all after the incident letPacific but like most pilots, |
missed the sky. It's a hard habit to break and | had deekinng about scheduling my
biannual flight review. Here was the incentive that édexl to get going. | needed a
medical exam but that should be no trouble. After thabuild get my brother to put me
through my paces in dad’s plane and then | would schedubei@ecof hours with an
FAA inspector. Pilots don't forget how to fly but theywdations change often and that’'s
what | needed to catch up on. The prospects excited me lzaath’t been excited in a
long time.
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Beware the Ides of March

Things seemed to be going well until I came home fraarkwin mid-March only to be
met at the door by a crying Susan.

“He asked me to marry him”

“And that’s a bad thing?”

“Yes. | don't want to be married. I've been married &midn’t like it”

“Well hon, maybe you didn't like it because of who you everarried to”

“Probably true but I didn’t know that | wouldn'’t like liefore | married him. How do |
know that I'd like being married to Jack?”

“Well | guess that you know or you don’t. Do you want to dulapk?”

“Hell no, | want thing to stay like they are now”

“Did you tell him that?”

“NO”

“What did you tell him?”

“That I'd think about marrying him”

“So you tell me that you don’t want to be married and ta@d him that you'd think
about it”

“That’s about it”

“You know hon, being married to him might have its goodgjar

“Oh you mean like me sitting home and him staying outgéaging country music and
getting flirted with by groupies in cowgirl boots”

“Well I was thinking about love and security and sharingghiand you might want to
have a baby”

“Lara, I'm nearly old enough to be a grandmother nowonwn have babies when
they're twenty not thirty”

“How old?”

“Ok, thirty-one but that’s still too old”

“Has he asked you to meet his family yet?”

“Well, in a way”

“What way?”

“Well his dad is long gone and I've already met his mom somw but he wants me to
meet his ex-wife”

“What?”

“l told you that they are still friends and it's impantao him. They're more like brother
and sister than a divorced couple. | guess that theg likgr that in high school before
the ‘mistake’. They were the smartest kids in theisl&he was the valedictorian and he
was number two. They studied together and rode to schgether and they went to the
prom together, mostly because neither of them had al dibeisHe said that they were
both virgins and they did it just for the hell of it ariee ot knocked-up. So he wants me
to meet her. | asked him if she would approve of the raog #md he laughed and told
me that her grandmother was raised in Hawaii andlis?batugueseand half Japanese.
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Happy birthday

March 29" was going to be my twenty-sixth birthday and | wantedeiebrate. Mom and
dad would have my relatives over for cake and ice ctastrhwanted something special.
| asked Susan if she would go to Las Vegas for a couphegbf so we could have a
girls-weekend-out. She was still wrestling with tharmage thing and she thought a few
days away from Jack might be a good idea so she agreed.

The Rangoon Lagoon was the newest and most luxurioes$ dwotthe Las Vegas strip

and | reserved a two-room suit. Of course the hotebHaaf the expected features with a
huge gambling casino, pools, spas, shopping, two show rdbras, restaurants and, of
course, the all-you-can-eat buffet. Even with altlo$§, what set it apart from the other
hotels was the lagoon. There in the midst of the Naesert was a tropical lagoon with
palm trees and white sand beaches, an underwater codehgesmplete with tropical

fish and a surfing beach. A wave machine produced two-footvidgles that carried the

surfers along on a perfect wave every thirty seconds.

Susan was excited and | was excited and things couldrét Ib@en nicer except the day
before we were to leave, Susan was introduced to Jagkand she loved her. Susan
accepted Jack’s proposal and the loving couple started totlpdgmwedding and of
course, the Las Vegas trip was forgotten.

| was too happy for her to remind her of my birthday aretetl was with a two-day

reservation that was too late to cancel. | called noyhier and tried to get him to go with
me. | asked my mom and my dad all to no avail. | hadghbeut decided to eat the loss
on the whole thing when the phone rang.

“Hello”
“Miss Lee ... Miss Lara Lee?”

-That’s a familiar accent but it’s not Greg-

“Yes this is Lara”
“Hello Lara, this is Jason Street”

-Jason Street?-

“Jocko! What are you doing in LA?”

“Oh just seeing the sights. | talked to Greg and he saidythatwo had ... gone your
separate way ... so | thought that I'd give you a callought that we might have lunch
or something”

“Sure when would you like to get together?”

“Today’s good”

“Ok, where are you staying?”

“Well, | don’t have a hotel yet”
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-What's going on? -

“So Jocko, where are you now?”
“I'm at the international terminal at the airporjust got here”

-My you are eager aren 't you-

“Ok, let me come and pick you up, what kind of sights areigterested in seeing”

“Well, to tell the truth, the only thing that | wouldally like to see is the Grand Canyon
and Las Vegas”

“Las Vegas ... really”

-Oh Jocko, have 7 got a deal for you-
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A little good taken with a little bad and some of the est

Seattle Times
Prominent Seattle business leader Weds

Yesterday prominent Seattle businessman Benjamin RalfeBsattle and King Salmo
Alaska wed Mrs. Angela Downing of King Salmon in a privateec@ny at the Robert
family home. Mrs. Downing, the widow of Mark Downing wias killed in a fishing
boat accident five years ago, and Roberts have been aegluftintwenty years. Rober
is a survivor of the Tsunami that struck the islandabu Vana in the south Pacific Ig
summer. The couple are said to be honeymooning in Europe.

Tony Gonzales married the older sister of his paraldgahita Rodriquez.

Sammy Maliuna graduated Stanford Universiymma Cum Laude in accounting on
June of 1976.
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Y os Angles Times
USC professor - survivor found dead

The body of USC Professor Dr. Samuel Sheppard 41 was fdead in his home i
Santa Monica yesterday. Sheppard had been on an exteadedolf absents from US
following his rescue from the pacific island of Tapu ¥awhich was struck by a tid
wave last July. The medical examiner said that an aytepsld be performed and th
there was a large quantity of prescription drugs in the mpatt A colleague, who onl
spoke on condition of anonymity, said that Sheppard wakiag on a paper describir
the interaction of modern and educated men and womenmgh® placed in a surviva
situation. He also said that Sheppard was suffering filepression and was trying

cope with feelings of guilt over the events that ocaliwa Tapu Vana. The cause

death has yet to be determined.

Susan married Jack in the fall of 1975 and the wedding wash#ld Lee Compound i
the Pales Verdes hills. The actual service took placthe cliff top that overlooks th

n
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Pacific and Susan had added a bit of irony to the situatisen she renounced her
married name of Wang and returned to her maiden name. @ieeirony arose because
Le and Lee are pronounced the same by non-Chinese spe&@kersbrought some

confusion as to who were the actual parents of the bAgain, with a bride named L
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and maid-of-honor named Lee, some thought that thewtnig sisters although it was
obvious that one of them must have been adopted.

On the night of July 14 1976, Emily Marks died of an overdose of sleeping pilishe
second anniversary of the death of her husband. It wes determined if the cause was
accidental or suicide.

Lara spent five days with Jocko and then he moved arésever his sense of adventure
was taking him. She never, for one minute, took anythinghéhatid or did seriously but
he did her one good turn. She had always wished thaarshé&usan were sisters and
Jocko provide a very close and intimate bond for theshtoe. It was a lifetime inside
joke.

The hotel on Tapu Vana was never rebuilt.
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A conversation with the authors

The joints authors of ‘The true and uncensored storgeotatastrophe at Tapu Vana’,
Lara L. L. Lee and Hal T. Mayberry met one final tiree talk about their shared
experience.

Mayberry: Now that the book is finished Lara, is there anythimat you left out that
should have been included?

Lee: | suppose that | could have put in much more but the céenptery couldn’'t and
shouldn’'t be told. The one thing that | should have indudas my meeting with
Maggie Taylor’'s mother.

Mayberry: Why did you leave it out?

Lee: It was too sad and private. | had talked to her a cougdienet on the phone but |
hadn’t visited her until the first anniversary of the ttleaf her daughter. | drove to
Reseda, out in the valley, and found her house. It waseahouse on a nice street in an
older suburban neighborhood. | suppose her mom and dad bbudtgn it was new in
the forties. | learned that he had served in the G8aatd during WWII and had gone to
school on the Gl Bill.

Maggie’s mom is a widow who lived her later life throupk eyes of her only daughter.
The house was a museum of the life of Margaret Anneofayhe walls are covered
with pictures of her and her family and friends. Hedrbem is untouched since the
morning that she left for LAX and the vacation in 8@uth Pacific.

Her mom proudly showed me the unopened letter from théoea Bar Exam. She told

me how proud she was that Maggie had passed on heryfiestd | said that | was happy
too even though | knew that she had failed. | gave heothet that | found in Maggie’s

things after the wave hit and it took a long time to tagself away from her. | cried all

the way home and that’s why | left it out of the book.

Mayberry: Well, something’s are better left unsaid. Is thergtlaing else that should be
included?

Lee: Nothing that | can think of. How about you?

Mayberry: It's not my story, | just wrote down what you told me.

Lee: Oh sure, | told you that | walked down the beach and wmate that I left my
footprints in the wet sand as the warm water washed my suntanned feet. After | read
what you wrote | was sure that it happened just the wayytha described it. I'm not

really sure if it's my story or yours.

Mayberry: You could have written it without me if you could spgmdtter.
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Lee: | spell better than you but you have that thing. Whataayway?

Mayberry: Spell-Check? It's something ... new. It's not ... availablgda yet.

Lee: You seem to have a lot of things that aren't avasldblme yet. You said that you
write everything on a computer. My dad has a computer at heeditit it takes up a
whole room and it makes too much noise to work aroundhé@we do you do these
things?

Mayberry: Be patient Lara, you're living in 1975, you’ll understand sday.

Lee: Hal, you seem to know everything about me. You're lik@fihy uncles that really
aren’t uncles. Are you one of my uncles?

Mayberry: | can be anyone that you want me to be.

Lee: Do you know my future?

Mayberry: Of course.

Lee: Will | be happy?

Mayberry: | have a friend who says that all stories don't seadly have to have a
happy ending but, in your case, I'll give you some insifau will be as happy as you
want to be. Your life, like the game of golf, won'tvalys be fair. The harder you work
the luckier you will be. There will be times of incre@lby and other times of incredible
sorrow. My best advice is the same as Tony Gonzalesygavafter the rescue. Look life
in the eye, do your best to help others, break the bread, the wine and be somebody.
If you follow this advice then | guarantee that you wdltkmppy.

Lee: | love you Uncle Hal, in a plutonic way of course.

Mayberry: Of course.
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