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We all know that nothing extraordinary happened when 
The Mayan Calendar ended . . . or did it?
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“Don’t forget tomorrow is the Winter Solstice,” Joan said; “the end of the Mayan calendar,” Joan and Adam Palmer were enjoying a late breakfast. “What if what they’re saying is true?”
 “What if what is true?” Adam asked grumpily, taking his first sip of coffee. “What if’’ was a game they both liked to play—especially during pillow talk. “What if we’d never met?” and “What if the President had never been born?” These were among their favorite topics of conversation. Adam didn’t like to play the game over breakfast, especially not before his second cup of coffee.
It was Thursday, and the next day was the Winter Solstice, 2012. These were particularly gloomy days, weather-wise, in the Pacific Northwest. They found it difficult to conjure up the Christmas spirit when there was no snow and everything was cloudy and rainy. It rarely snowed in the lowlands of the Puget Sound area and this year was no exception. Adam and Joan had begun some time ago to be especially sensitive to each other’s moods during the long grey days of winter. 
Today promised to be in character. It was the eighteenth consecutive sunless day this month. The weather man predicted there would be no snow for Christmas this year.
Adam, a medical products rep, had retired some three years before. Nowadays, he stayed busy parking out their three acres of woodlands. During the really wet weather, he wrote a memoir of his time in the army during the Persian Gulf Wars. 
Joan spent her younger years raising three children. Now she puttered around the childless house caring for their golden retriever, Sandy, like one of her children. A couple of years ago, Joan had suffered a massive heart attack and couldn’t undergo a bypass or transplant because the walls of her blood vessels were too weak. Consequently she’d undergone several implant surgeries of metal stints to reinforce her circulatory system. 
Adam jokingly called her his six million dollar girl, but watched her very closely. Whenever he saw she was over-extending her fragile heart, he’d intervene and finish whatever job she’d started. 
Joan was, by nature, a solitary person, and was content to stay at home. She knew none of the neighbors and only learned the neighborhood scuttlebutt from Adam, who shared concerns with the local community. Her social life was limited to the bi-weekly visit by the housekeeper and the occasional visits, reinforced by weekly telephone calls, from their children who were scattered across the country.
Adam made weekly runs to the drug store for medicine, and did all the shopping at the local market center some eight miles away. He’d learned what brands Joan liked and where they were located in the grocery store. He complained that as soon as he learned where a particular item was kept, the store manager moved it. He never understood how the clerks in the store kept track of all the stuff. He often asked for an obscure product just to stymie the staff, only to learn they always knew where it was.
The gloomy day passed and the three of them watched their favorite shows on the new Samsung television set Adam had bought her for Christmas the year before. His favorite show was NCIS. Joan’s favorites were remakes of The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes. They both looked forward to Survivor, a reality show about survival in a primitive place, usually in some jungle. Sandy loved everything, but seemed to favor the nature programs, especially if they had squirrels.
Later, Sandy made her last trip outside for the night, and it was time to turn in. Adam made his last security rounds to make sure they were locked in, while Joan prepared for bed. Adam joined her after shutting off the light.
“Well, Adam?” Joan said.
“Well, what?” Adam remembered very well what the subject was, but liked to tease his wife.
“What if?”
“What if what?”
“Adam Palmer, you know very well ‘what if’ from this morning.”
“No, I don’t remember. Honest.” She knew from the sound of his voice that he was smiling in the dark.
“What if the Mayans were right?” Her exasperation was only partly feigned.
“Well, I suppose it would mean the end of the world—whatever that means.”
“What if it were true? What do you suppose would happen?”
“I suppose there’d be storms and earthquakes and such.”
“What if there was a tsunami? Do you think we’d be flooded out?”
“Oh, I don’t think so. We’re pretty far down the Sound.”
“But what if there was one?”
“I think we’re on high enough ground that it wouldn’t reach us. Maybe we got it all wrong. What if it meant Earth would be destroyed?” His voice began to sound sleepy. 
“What would we do?”
“I guess . . . we’d . . . .” He was snoring lightly.
“I guess we’ll find out tomorrow,” she said as she rolled onto her side and slept.

Dawn came late in winter at this latitude. Adam was awakened by the sun shining through the window. Sandy was already up and watching for squirrels. When she saw Adam was awake she ran over to his side of the bed and chuffed to be let out. 
Joan woke up. “Gosh, look. The sun is shining.”
Adam looked at the clock. Its blank face told him the electricity was off. He sat up and put on his slippers. “Shit,” he said under his breath. “No power. It means no freaking coffee.”
Living this far out in the woods meant frequent power outages—an inconvenience, but a minor one. Adam let the dog out, and went into the bathroom to brush his teeth and wash up. He spread toothpaste on his Sonicare and flipped the switch. Nothing happened.
“Shit. There should be plenty of power stored in this thing.” 
He looked in the medicine cabinet where he always kept a spare toothbrush. 
He turned on the tap. Maybe there’s still some hot water, he thought. The water pressure was down, but that didn’t concern him. It happened frequently. Assuredly the power would soon come back. 
Joan was up and wanting to shower. The water was just tepid and she quickly toweled off. She dressed, and went into the kitchen where Adam was preparing Sandy’s breakfast.
“Seems awfully quiet,” she said. “What if this is it?”
“No. Let’s not start that now. I haven’t even had a coffee.”
“Well. I just wondered.”
“Maybe I can get a cup at Lulu’s when I go to get the paper. Maybe their auxiliary power is on.” The Tacoma Tribune delivered daily to the neighborhood, but not the Seattle Times, favored by the Palmers. Adam drove the three miles every day to the unincorporated town of Home and the nearest store, to get the paper. Home contained a gas station, a small store, post office, and Lulu’s Home Port restaurant.

Adam and Joan Palmer had moved from Vashon Island to the Key Peninsula some twelve years earlier at the start of the 21st century for several reasons. Adam was tired of commuting by ferry to the mainland where he caught an airplane every other week to various medical sales territories in the western United States. Joan was tired of climbing the three stories in the house they owned and wanted to live on one floor. At the same time both of them felt hemmed in by island life and wanted a bigger piece of land. They looked around and settled on a nicely wooded lot on the Key Peninsula; a stone’s throw from the shore of the southern Puget Sound. They built a bungalow, big enough to allow them elbow room, small enough to manage comfortably.
The telephone wasn’t working either, so Adam walked through the woods to their neighbor Dave’s house to see if they had power. 
Dave was a retired Navy Master Chief married to a Korean woman. They had no children and were cat people. They kept pretty much to themselves, so they were ideal neighbors in the Palmers’ eyes. 
Adam knocked on the door. When no one answered he knocked again—louder.
“Hey, Dave,” he hollered as he circled the house. “Anybody home?” 
That was strange. Usually Dave let him know when he was going to be gone overnight. They had a mutual arrangement to watch each other’s property. The car was in the driveway, so Adam stood still and looked around. There was no movement. No sound at all. No cats either.
“That’s strange,” he said aloud, spooked by the sound of his own voice in the silence.
Adam went back to his own place. He took the keys from his pocket and mounted to the front seat of his trusty Dodge pickup. Inserting the key he turned on the ignition. Nothing. The engine was dead. No dash lights, no nothing. 
Can’t believe the battery’s dead. Had it serviced just last week. 
He walked back to the house and stood on the deck scanning his property. 
It’s always quiet, but never this quiet. No squirrels chattering from the surrounding firs. No cars sounding in the distance. No airplanes passing overhead. It’s too damn quiet. 
Adam entered the front door, and only then remembered he’d forgotten to turn off the alarm when he went out. He rushed to the security console, only to find it dead.
Joan was sitting silently by the kitchen window. Adam knelt and hugged her. The smell of her hair, so fresh and clean, reassured him.
“Adam,” she looked at him fearfully. “There are no birds. Usually they cluster around the feeder this time of morning. The neighbor’s rooster is silent. Adam, what if the Mayans were right?”
“No, no, sweetheart. It’s just a low pressure system or something. I’ll dig the old Grundig radio out of the closet. It runs off batteries, so maybe we can get the news.” 
They’d kept the German short wave radio handy, over the years, for situations such as this. 
   Adam retrieved one of several flashlights they kept strategically located around the house. He flicked the switch, as he walked toward the closet. “Shit. The batteries are dead.” He dropped the flashlight on the floor and felt around on the shelf until he found the radio. He switched it on, and tuned it across its several bands—nothing. He spun the dial through the short wave channels. Still nothing; not even static. 
“Damn. I can’t believe these batteries are dead, too.” He reached into his work drawer where he kept spares of everything. Selecting two packages of four D-size batteries each, he opened the back of the radio and replaced the eight he found there. Again, when he switched on the Grundig, it remained without power. 
Adam left the radio on the table and went outside. He decided to check Sven Hartvigson’s house on the opposite side from Dave’s place. Just last week he’d had an argument with the old Swede over the noise Sven’s rooster made. Hartvigson couldn’t get it through his thick skull that his rooster would be just as happy on other the side of his house, away from the Palmers. 
“That’s odd,” he said aloud as he approached the house. “His dogs should have begun barking by now.” Hartvigson’s old Ford pickup was parked where Sven always kept it. Adam pressed the door bell and rapped on the door, but there was no response. He walked around the house, looking for the hens, goats, and dogs Hartvigson kept, but there were no signs of life. The only sound was of the wind soughing through the firs. 
He walked back to his own house, scratching his head with puzzlement. Things are getting weirder and weirder. What in the hell is happening—or not happening? Could Joan’s concerns about the end of the Mayan calendar be right after all? And if she’s right, why were the three of them still here?
He entered the house to the delicious smell of coffee. He reckoned rightly that Joan had started up a fire in the barbecue out back, and dug out the old percolator.  The pot sat steaming on the kitchen table. Joan smiled at him. “Why Joan, you sweetheart, c’mere and let me give you a hug.” 
She rushed to him and he held her close. She was trembling. 
“Well?” she asked.
“I went over to Dave’s and there was nobody home. Then I went to the Swede’s and there was nobody there either. No animals either.”
“Did you go inside the houses?”
“No. I walked around and called at both places. No one answered. I didn’t try the doors.”
“What if . . . this is it?” Joan’s eyes began to tear up. “Better call Chris.”
Their son Christopher was chief engineer on one of the ferries for the Washington State Ferry System. Recently divorced, he lived a few miles up the Key Peninsula with his dog, a big boned female shepherd-collie mix named Bear.
Adam picked up the telephone and couldn’t get a dial tone. He tried his cell-phone, but it too was dead.
“Now, now.” He put his arm around her shoulders, wiping away a tear. “If this is the Mayan end of days, how come we’re here? I’m going down to Home for the Times. I’m sure I’ll find it’s nothing but a power outage. Truck battery’s dead, so I’ll ride my bicycle down there. You’ll be okay ‘til I get back?”
She nodded and sat down. Sandy placed her head on Joan’s knee. Adam bent and kissed them both. 
He walked out of the house and entered the garage. The tires on his old Raleigh were flat. He supposed that was to be expected. It had been a long time since he had used the bicycle. He pumped them up with the hand pump he kept in the garage. Then he mounted and started pedaling down the road to Home. 
The lack of any noise at all was unsettling. The only sound, other than that of the wind, was the whirr of his bicycle tires on tarmac. This neighborhood was usually quiet, but today the silence was total. Windows appeared like empty sockets of skulls staring out at him, watching him as he pedaled by. Where families usually were away at work by this hour, cars stood silent in the yards. At first, Adam looked anxiously around at each house he passed, but now he peddled faster and kept his eyes on the road ahead. 
He braked out of habit for the stop sign at the junction of Heron Road and Key Peninsula Highway, usually where he encountered the first traffic. Today there was none. 
Adam looked skyward. A bald eagle aerie was located just up the beach. Often he would see one or both of the eagles circling over the inlet just to his right. Sometimes gulls harassed them. 
Recently, Adam had watched an eagle take one of the gulls out, as if growing tired of the game. The eagle had perched near the shore, feeding on the gull. The dead bird’s feathers had dropped one after another to the beach.  
Today there was nothing. No birds on the water. The salt water under the bridge to the right appeared devoid of any life. The parking lots at the post office to his left, as well as both the gas station and store across the Key Peninsula Highway were almost empty. Adam focused his attention on a single car across the highway, in the parking lot of the Home Store, established 1914, according to the hand carved sign over the door. 
He stood on the left pedal and raced across the road to the store. Dropping the bike next to the car, he ran to the front door, pulled it open, and searched the interior. The absence of the sound of people shouted at him. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Hello,” he called. “Anybody here?” His own voice echoing in the silence made his heart quicken. He had trouble catching his breath as he ran to the rear of the store. The cans and boxes of food stared at him in silence.
He turned and ran back to the front where the deli counter stood. 
“Hello,” he shouted again. 
Panicked now, he ran outside and dropped to his knees on the concrete walkway. He raised his hands heavenward.
“Oh, God. Where are you? Please let there be somebody—alive or dead” He looked about in desperation. The lone window of the store stared at him blindly as if mocking him. 
A light breeze soughed through the trees. The sound of it calmed him. He felt he’d received an answer to his prayer for something—anything alive. 
His breathing and heartbeat slowed to normal. He mounted his bicycle and began to retrace the path homeward. 
“Home.” Joan and Sandy would be waiting. 
He pedaled faster.
He needed to see someone—something, anything alive. 
The comforting sound of his own graveled driveway crunched under his bicycle tires as he approached the house. 
Adam dropped his bike on the walkway and ran inside. “Joan Honey, I’m home—Joan. Sandy.”
 His voice echoed through the empty house. Listening, the only sound he heard was of the wind gently whistling in the trees.
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Adam searched everywhere, trying to find a trace of Joan or the dog. Finally, panting and sweating, he gave up and collapsed on the living room floor. 
“Joan—Joan,” he cried. “Where are you? Sandy, come! Come, my baby. Please, Joan . . . Sandy, Where are you?”
Adam stayed awake, alternately searching each of the rooms and the grounds throughout the night. He even scoured the crawl space under the house, noticing the absence the resident chipmunk and of the  spiders in empty webs. Finally he fell asleep on the floor.
He dreamt a recurring dream about a story his father had told him years ago. His father, Dick, had often bragged of his meeting Ernest Hemingway in a bar in Key West Florida. Hemingway had invited Dick to go marlin fishing with him. In Adam’s dream he, not his father sat at the stern with Papa Hemingway trolling for the great fish. The movements of the boat and the sound of its engines lulled him to sleep. Suddenly Papa cried out, “Fish on!” Adam woke to the tug on his line and the insisting whirr of line being drawn from the oversized Penn reel. When the line went slack, Hemingway accused Adam of falling asleep at the switch. 
He rose forgetting the dream, though shreds of its content tugged at his consciousness. The sun was up shining in spots through the trees. Once more he ranged throughout the house and its surrounding acres, looking for, and calling out to his missing loved ones. He found no sign of either of them and, as the afternoon drew on he sat at the kitchen table, drank some coffee reheated on the propane barbecue and tried to formulate a plan. 
I am alone. I must make plans and set about finding whether anybody else exists on the Key. I will have to search by bicycle, as far north as the State Route 302 cutoff and then over to The Lake of the Woods to see if Chris is home.
He filled a day-pack with munchables, topped off an army surplus canteen with water, and started up the road on his mountain bike to his son’s house. He was encouraged by the feel of strength in the steel frame of the old Raleigh. 
Heron Road and Home were silent as he pedaled through. He thought about stopping at Home Store and stocking up on canned goods, but felt he carried enough for the day. He’d let tomorrow take care of itself.
He worked his way uphill from Home and pedaled to Lackey Road, where he took the cutoff to Vaughn and Route 302. Adam coasted down Lackey, but had to walk the mile up the other side to a hilltop running down a winding road to Vaughn. By noon he had made his way to the feed lot on the corner of State Route 302. All was silent save the wind. He was thoroughly creeped out. He entered to see if anyone was there. 
All the while, Adam expected to see signs of wreckage from cars spinning out of control or something that had led to catastrophe, but there were no indications of any untoward occurrences.
Finding nothing alive at the feed lot, Adam pedaled eastward the few miles to Chris’s house on Doyle Pond. 
His son’s entire collection of vehicles: cars, pickup truck, motorcycle, and camper were in the yard. The gate was unlocked, so Adam walked to the front door and opened it. 
“Chris, you home?” he called. The kitchen was cluttered as usual, but no one was there. He walked out to the man-cave Chris had established in an outbuilding, where he kept his monster-size television and bar—still no one. Adam sat on the lounge and tried to start the TV. Nothing. He sat feeling defeated and mystified until he thought he heard whining from under the house. 
  Bear. It must be Chris’s dog, Bear. Adam walked through the house calling for Bear, but she was nowhere to be found. He remembered his son telling him how the dog had crawled under the house to escape the noise of 4th of July fireworks the year before. Adam called, “Bear, where are you?”
The crying and howling grew louder, until finally Adam found her jammed into the vent system under the house. He worked to free her until he had her loose and crying as she huddled, shivering against his legs.
“Bear. Oh Bear, my girl. Where is Chris?” 
The dog cocked her ears. She ran back and forth in the house. Adam let her out in the yard. Bear ran out to relieve herself and then hurried inside to huddle once more against his legs, crying and begging for reassurance.
Adam walked out onto the back porch and looked across the pond. Where ducks usually paddled and houses had barbecues smoking, nothing moved, except the fir branches, rocked by an evening breeze.
The sun was setting as he walked back into the house to make supper for the dog. He opened the refrigerator, found it defrosted and all the food spoiled. Hungry now, he opened the pantry and found a can of Chef Boyardee spaghetti. He opened the can and put it on the stove, but there was no electric power. Walking outside, he started a fire in the propane barbecue, to heat the spaghetti.
Darkness fell upon man and dog. He kept the barby going for the light and heat it gave off in an otherwise totally starless night. Finally he curled up in Chris’s bed with Bear and laid thinking of Joan, Chris, and Sandy. 
I can’t get used to the idea they’re gone. I keep thinking I’ll just turn around and go home. If Bear and I are alive, it stands to reason there are others who survived whatever happened. I can’t get far on my bicycle, and nothing seems to have any power . . . except the wind. Of course . . . the wind. My sailboat uses wind for power. I can stock her up on food and water. Water. I wonder about the water.
He hopped out of bed and went to the kitchen to draw a glass of water. It smelled okay. He emptied Bear’s water, drew a fresh bowl, and placed it before the dog. She jumped down from the bed and sat watching him with head cocked.
“Here girl. What do you think of this—no, no. Don’t drink it. Just smell.” He held her back until she seemed to get the idea and sniffed at the water. She dipped her tongue and drank before Adam could stop her.
“Damn. Well the water seems to be potable. At least for dogs.” 

The morning of the fifth day brought rain. Adam sat rubbing the dog’s neck, wondering what to do. Bear was hungry, so he fed her dry dog food and made a plan. He’d peddle the five plus miles to Allyn and beyond to the marina at Grapevine, where Chris kept his 36 foot sloop, Beldame. Bear would have to hoof it the five miles. Adam was prepared to pedal slow enough for the dog to keep up. She was, after all, the only other surviving creature in Adam’s new world.
He stuffed Bear’s food into a knapsack he planned to lash to the frame of the bike. Thinking better of it, he decided to wear the knapsack on his back. As an afterthought he threw Bear’s harness into the sack, just in case . . . .
There may be others in this neck of the woods, who might not be friendly. We still have some hermits living in the woods, survivors of the Viet Nam war who dropped out after the war. Others who might panic and go into survival mode and who knows what other kooks might be around? Including me. I’d like to have my Sig-Sauer, 9mm pistol and my Winchester 30-30 with me. I have Chris’s 9mm Kahr. and enough ammo to last until I can bring the boat down the bay to the dock at Joemma Beach. Just a short walk up to my house from there.
The rain slowed to a drizzle by the time Adam started peddling down State Highway 302. He was in no hurry and there was no traffic to worry about. He stopped at the Union 76 station opposite the feed store to check the two cars parked by the pumps. Both cars had keys in the ignition. Adam tried to start them, but they were both dead. He looked around for signs of violence or other mishap but all appeared peaceful. The silence was unnerving. He hurried on down the road. Bear followed, tongue lolling, seeming to enjoy the adventure.
They worked their way along the curving road that paralleled the head of Case inlet, around its northern tip and then southward into Allyn. Bear was panting as they finished the straight stretch of road where 302 merged with State Route 3, the highway from Bremerton to Shelton. 
“It’s okay, girl. We’ll rest at the grocery store. It’s just ahead.” 
He poured a small amount of water into the palm of his hand and offered it to her. She lapped it up and looked for more. He poured another palm full of water and gave it to her.
He pedaled slowly, looking closely at the Big Bubba’s drive-in burger shop. It was closed, but that was normal. The shop kept irregular hours. Beyond the drive-in, was the gas station, and then the cedar carvery, where they wrought rural art with a chain-saw. The statuary silently mocked him. 
On the left was the town tavern. The windows, like eyes in a skull, stared blankly at him as he passed.
He moved slowly through town, with Bear padding close to his pedaling feet.
The buildings appeared as models of a real town. There were no living things present. Adam dismounted and, followed by Bear, walked up to the grocery store. The swinging doors were unlocked and they entered. The power was off, which was pretty much par for the course at this point. The fruit and veggies were still fresh, but he wondered for how long? The meat appeared still good, but questionable. Adam took a shopping basket and walked the aisles with Bear, looking for an evening’s meal. He selected two steaks, some celery and radishes, as well as two fresh pineapples and a can of button mushrooms. He packed these along with dog food, on his back, and set off southward to Grapevine and the boat.
Everything looked normal at the marina. It was quiet and no people were around. This was usual for the landing and its environs. What was not normal was the absence of birds, gulls and ducks. A slight wind heightened the eeriness of the scene. 
Adam descended to the wharf where Beldame lay at dockside. As always she appeared more than ready to sail away to places distant. The marina gate was closed, but the electronic lock was sprung, and he walked through, Bear close at his side. He wondered if they would be challenged by Susan’s dog, Scout, but he was nowhere to be seen.
Approaching the sloop, Adam wondered how he would lift the dog’s more than 100 pounds aboard. As he grabbed a main stay and swung onto the deck, Bear leapt up onto the gunwale and into the cockpit, solving that problem for him.
He tried to start the diesel auxiliary and wasn’t surprised to find it dead. He prepared the boat to sail as he made further plans.
Better haul a skiff in case I have to anchor and go ashore somewhere. Let’s see, I’ve got my 12 foot Livingston at home. Do I want to drag it the quarter mile to the dock at Joemma? I’ll take one of these. No one around to protest, I guess.
He walked through the marina. 
There’s a nice inflatable, but what happens if she springs a leak? 
Finally he settled on a 14 foot, flat bottomed fiberglass dinghy; heavy, but stable if he had to haul supplies. He untied it and moved it over to the stern of Beldame.
There’s a new propane barbecue aboard that cruiser. Might as well salvage it. It’s better than mine. Remember to check and see how much propane I have left. Gotta switch from septic holding tank to thru hull. Can’t count on any power for septic pumping along the way.
Returning to his own boat, Adam took stock of his provisions and decided to return to Allyn and retrieve more propane, some charcoal, in case he ran out of propane, and canned goods. But first he needed to check the water and fill the sloop’s fifty gallon tank.
He drew a bowl of water and, when Bear tested it and found it good, filled the tank. Emptying his knapsack, Adam pedaled back to the Allyn grocery store. Bear followed along beside him.
At the store Adam found a dozen one quart propane cans that would fit onto the regulator of his barbecue. The rest of his pack he filled with canned goods, coffee, sugar, two bottles of Polish vodka from the nearby liquor store, and dog biscuits. 
Bear roamed the aisles sniffing at everything. She kept returning to the meat aisle. It was already beginning to turn bad.
By sundown, the pair had gone back to the boat, where Adam found the steaks he had salvaged earlier from the market, were spoiled. He decided to use them for crab bait and dropped a trap over the gunwale.
Bear, my girl. Let’s see if anything still lives on the bottom while we get supper ready. 
He heated up a can of Chef Boyardee spaghetti, poured a bowl of dry dog food for Bear, and sat eating and drinking vodka until the moon rose.
“There’s no use sailing down to Joemma tonight. No wind. We’ll get a good rest and a fresh start in the morning.”
Adam lit a candle and wrote in the ship’s log; Day six: Bear started circling and looking toward shore. I discerned she needed to relieve herself. Might as well start getting her boat-broken right away.
I have a choice, to train her to do her business in the cockpit, or on the forward deck. Either way, I’d need to sluice down the boat with buckets of seawater, to clean up after the dog. Training her to use the cockpit would be easier, but the foredeck would be simpler to clean. Bear is a quick learner, so I’ll see if I can train her to pee and poop on the foredeck. 
I led her forward and urged her to do her business as I sat on the foretop above the pilot house. She circled twice and leapt to the dock where she squatted and peed on the deck. Then she circled and searched several finger docks between boats, until she stopped and pooped on the one farthest from Beldame. When she finished she looked shamefaced up at me. That’s okay, girl. You’ll get it sooner or later.
Adam went to bed in the forward birth. He planned to have Bear sleep on the floor within the pilot house. There wasn’t room for her in his berth, but sometime after he fell asleep, she jumped up into his bunk. He found her there in the morning, pressing him up against the bulkhead.
“Bear, you spoiled brat. We’re going to have to come to an agreement about sleeping quarters.”
Morning of day seven brought blustery southwesterly winds and rain. Adam perked coffee on the propane stove and fed the dog. He put on his rain gear and went outside, pulled up his crab pot and finding it empty secured it to the forward rail. Then he prepared to set sail. 
He suddenly remembered a dog he’d had some years before–a big German shepherd called Rajah. Rajah had loved the water and would launch at unannounced times from the deck of his and Joan’s first sailboat, the Dixie Belle, a thirty foot sloop. There was no way to get the dog back on board, once he was in the water. Adam had rigged a rope harness with which to hoist the dog to the deck using the boom to first lift him and then swing him aboard.
I can rig the same kind of harness for Bear. Can’t count on being able to start the engine to maneuver the boat close to her. I’ll need to drag bear close to wherever the boat happens to be. She’ll have to wear the harness at all times when we’re aboard.
He set about rigging the harness and when it was fitted he felt ready to go. 
He pushed off from the end of the dock and jumped aboard, letting the jib carry her free of the pilings and into midstream. 
Bear, watching all the while from the pilot house, appeared disinclined to risk getting wet.
Beldame had an electronic, roller-furler within the main mast. Adam forgot he had no power and was forced to work against the tide to set the main by hand. He barely missed running aground on the far side of the harbor, cranked wildly at the main, and got control in time to make his way clear into Case Inlet channel, off Puget Sound. 
The boat began to heel as she leaped into the wind and gained speed. Adam watched Bear closely as she scraped her claws on the cockpit deck: gaining, losing, and then regaining her balance as the deck leaned one way and then the other.
When the wind turned more southerly, Adam trimmed sails causing the boat to heel further under the increasing wind. Bear struggled to maintain balance, and then she appeared to get the feel of the boat. Adam came about and Beldame leaned the opposite way.
Now, working together, Adam and Bear sailed against the wind on a starboard tack and passed Heron Island. He estimated they were making almost seven knots. 
Near noon, Adam saw they could make Joemma, came about onto a port tack, and pointed well above the dockage to make it in two hours. He had little recent experience at docking under sail and, since he had no engine power, would have to make it on the first try. He selected an approach that would take him abreast of the end of the pier. He dropped the main and then furled the jib on its spring loaded roller furler to just bring him to the end of the dock in time to jump ashore and secure first the bow line and then the stern line in perfect order.
Bear leapt onto the dock and ran ashore to do her business. 
Adam walked into the park proper and started up the hill toward the trail that led to his house. Bear was running all around the campground, sniffing at everything, until he saw Adam walking up the trail. The dog followed him to intercept the paved road leading to the Palmer home.
Adam searched the rooms expecting momentarily to see Joan and Sandy running to meet him.
“Jo-oan, Sa-a-andy.”
His voice echoed through the empty house. Bear sat watching Adam like he thought he was crazy. Then he raised his nose into the air and howled. Adam stopped. He knelt and hugged Bear.
That evening he wrote in his log; Day seven: made the trip from Grapevine to Joemma in record time. Spooked when I entered the house. Nearly panicked as I entered each room in turn expecting to see Joan. Several times I thought I saw her out of the corner of my eye. Can’t accept that she’s gone. It’s hard to mourn for her or Chris when I don’t know what happened to them. I can only miss them and hope they’re okay—wherever they are.  I thank God he spared Bear to keep me company or I’d surely go loony tunes. 
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Adam spent days eight and nine equipping Beldame for a long voyage. Using his wheelbarrow he made multiple trips from his house to the boat while Bear enjoyed great fun, running up and down the trail. First Adam loaded all the food he had set aside for emergenies includinng canned goods and powdered foods, as well as some fresh veggies and vacuum packed edibles that would last a long Time. Fifty pounds of dry dog food would not last more than a month. He hoped to pick up more along the way. He listed all provisions in his log, checked his first aid kit, and removed extra life jackets.

Ship’s log, day nine: I packed the boat locker with clothing; blue jeans, underwear, tee shirts and woolen sweaters. I prepared for the ever-changeable weather of the Pacific Northwest. Finally, I loaded weapons aboard: the Winchester 30-30 carbine, my favorite Sig-Sauer 9mm pistol with laser light that didn’t work anymore, and last of all, maybe most important, my AR-15. I took aboard several cans of ammunition. I intented to be prepared for any eventuality.  I also included a crab trap, though I hadn’t caught any at Grapevine, and some salmon fishing tackle just in case. As a last thought I loaded my bicycle, a bow and a dozen arrows, my wet suit, and a spear-gun.
By the end of Day Nine he judged he was ready—ready for what? I want to be able to face any emergency, be it natural or man-made. Other problems I cannot imagine. I may only have to go as far as Seattle to resolve this mystery, or I may sail the width of the Pacific. Only God knows, and He’s not talking.
“Here, Bear. Come get your supper.” 
The dog jumped aboard and consumed the bowl of dry dog food.
“That’s a good girl. Here’s a special treat for you.” He offered her a biscuit and watched her gobble it down. “Tomorrow we sail for Seattle.”
Adam felt the beginnings of despair. He couldn’t stop thinking about his wife Joan and his Son. 
Joan . . . Joan. Chris. No. I’ll never make it if I allow myself to ponder the whereabouts of my loved ones. I’ll think about them tomorrow. 
Darkness fell and the two sat together in the cockpit watching the stars appear. Adam was nodding when Bear alerted to something in the woods ashore. She ran back and forth on the deck, growling all the while, her attention on something in the dark.
Adam wanted to know and, at the same time didn’t want to know. The boat offered an exposed target to anyone with bad thoughts. He went below and fetched his Winchester, checking to make sure it was loaded with a round in the chamber, before he returned to the cockpit. Bear hunched up beside his knee. She was trembling and whining. 
“Hush, girl. Let me listen.”
The moon was just rising. In a little while he’d be able to see movement along the shore or on the dock. Adam sat waiting expectantly. He heard no sound beyond the dog’s panting.
When the moon was well up, Adam scanned the dock and the beach continually until his eyes began to water. He saw nothing. There was not a breath of wind, and the water was smooth as ice.
If I go to sleep, someone could walk up on the boat. I could pull her out to a buoy with my dinghy and tie her off, but that wouldn’t be totally safe either. Someone could swim out, but they’d have to brave the frigid water. I think I’ll do that. It’ll add a bit of safety.
Adam moved the dinghy painter to the bow, tied it off, and freed the sloop from her mooring, bow first. Pushing away the stern, he hopped aboard. When the dinghy floated broadside, he jumped aboard and towed the sloop until she swung toward a buoy floating a short distance from the dock. He was familiar enough with the waters here to know he’d have plenty of depth even at low tide.
He closed the door between the main salon and pilot house to which he had banished Bear, and crawled into his sleeping bag. Adam was awakened twice by the dog’s jumping up into his berth. Each time he got up and put her back into the pilot house, each time he secured the door between the salon and his cabin. When Adam woke in the morning, he found the dog asleep and snoring in the middle of his berth. 
He was only mildly irritated and more mystified over the dog’s ability to open the door between state rooms. Adam scanned the nearby dock and shore with his binoculars, looking for whatever had aroused Bear, but found no movement beyond the waves lapping against the shore and the fir branches swinging in the wind.
“Well, Bear, I guess we’ll head to Seattle. If this wind keeps up, we should be able to make it to Tacoma by nightfall. Short of there, we have Filucy Bay, the Tacoma Narrows which should be flowing our way, Gig Harbor, which we won’t be able to enter and maneuver under sail, and Vashon Landing. Why are we going to Tacoma?” Bear cocked her head. “I haven’t got the foggiest, except we’re looking for life, any kind of life. You live and I live, so there must be others. We may or may not want to link up with them.”
Adam let loose the bow line and set sail in a fresh breeze from the southwest. Under a cloudy sky he trimmed sail. Beldame responded like a young maid going to the fair. They rounded the south end of the Key Peninsula and loosened sail to a broad reach to head northward toward McNeil Island. To starboard lay Nisqually Flats and Interstate Five. He watched the view through his binoculars, looking for movement along the freeway. There was none. After a while his view was blocked by Anderson Island. He saw no movement.
“It’s getting close to lunchtime, Bear, how about some graham crackers and cheese?” The dog looked at him and whined. Adam knew she had to pee. “All right, we ought to pull into Filucy Bay anyway and see if there’s any life there. We can tie up at the Longbranch dock and let you ashore to do your business. You’ll have to learn to do it on deck soon enough.”
Adam jibed to head toward the mouth of Filucy Bay and the docks of the Longbranch Improvement Club. The wind shifted to the southeast as he entered the bay and drifted before the wind toward the marina. He pulled up into the wind just as he approached the end of the dock, luffed and, as the sails spilled whatever wind was left, bumped gently against the wood. 
“Wow. A perfect landing. Wish Joan or Chris was here to see it.” 
Adam was leery of the inhabitants of the south end of the island. They always seemed a little weird to him. He’d tried to fit in to that community some years before. Even ran for office in the Longbranch Improvement Club in order to qualify for dockage there, but the internecine politics and the weirdness of the populace had driven him away. 
Now, as he tied up his boat and Bear jumped onto the dock, he watched closely for any sign of life. When he was sure there was none to be seen, he took up his Winchester, checked that a round was in the chamber, and walked ashore accompanied by the dog. First he went up to the Improvement Club building, and checked the doors. They were locked. It appeared to be empty. Walking in the opposite direction a few hundred yards, and confirming nothing lived there, he returned to the dock.
As he strolled down toward the water he had a strange feeling. He stopped and looked around. What is different about the docks? The boats are all in place. The water is lapping against the hulls of the boats as always. The pilings . . . that’s it. The pilings, usually festooned with barnacles, are baren. A few white shells cling to the upright pilings, but other than the strings of kelp, nothing is left alive there.
That evening he wrote in his log by candlelight. Day ten. Let me see . . . other than plant life, nothing is left alive. No fish—no crabs—no crustaceans—no animals—no people. All electrical power has stopped dead. The clouds still move with the wind. The tide comes in and goes out. The sun and the moon still shine. I am alive—and Bear is alive. Surely others, human and animal have survived this . . . whatever it is. I don’t fear the animals, but the humans may be either friend or enemy. I must be cautious.
Adam opened a can of Beanie Weenies for supper and heated them on the propane stove. He poured himself a warm Alaskan Amber Ale, gave Bear a bowl of dry dog food, and sat back in the cockpit to study the surrounding woods as he ate his supper.
Adam hand-towed his boat once again, out to anchor in the bay. Before bedding down in the forward cabin, he opened the door between the main salon and the cockpit. This allowed the dog access to the cockpit so she could go out and relieve herself. Seeking to inspire her, he stood on the transom and, grabbing the backstay with one hand, urinated off the stern. Then he went to bed. 
Later that night he was awakened by Bear whining and scratching at the floor of the cockpit. Adam knew she had to relieve herself. He hoped she would go forward to the deck. A few minutes later he heard her claws clicking on the deck as she strode from the cockpit into the salon and flopped down. He made a mental note, before returning to sleep, to check for doggie booby traps before entering the cockpit in the morning.
Adam was awakened in the small hours, first by Bear’s whine as she vaulted onto his berth, then he came fully awake as he felt a bump against the hull of the Beldame. He sat up, groping under the mattress until he felt the comforting solidness of his Sig-Sauer. He faced the open door, peering and listening. 
He felt the boat careen slightly from the weight of someone slipping on board, and then a grunt as whoever it was slipped on something in the cockpit. Adam sensed it was a man from the heavy footfalls. He waited, pistol pointed toward the lighter place where the doors opened out into the night, until he saw a shadow fill the doorway. He would take no chances. He squeezed the trigger three times. Deafened by the firing, he felt more than heard his assailant stagger backward, over the transom, and splash in the water.
The dog trembled and huddled close to Adam throughout the rest of the night as together they waited for daylight.
What have I done? I killed a man. What if he was only trying to make contact with another human being, just like I am? No. He wouldn’t have snuck aboard if he didn’t mean to do me harm. Adam, you must think defensively at all times. There will be no second chances. You will not be allowed even one mistake. Shoot first, ask questions later. 
It’s strange how, except for some drops of blood, he disappeared completely, almost like Joan . 
His mind began to wander. What if I’d not killed him? What if they’re sitting together now, on a cloud, looking down on me and laughing? She’s saying to him, “what if he hadn’t killed you and you had killed him? Would he be here instead of you?” They touch glasses in a toast . . . no . . . no. 
“No,” Adam shouted aloud.
Bear jumped, looked up at him, and cocked her head. She was trembling.
“I gotta stop thinking about it,” he said aloud. 
He nodded off into fitful dreams.
“But I am here and he is there,” the stranger said. Three holes in his chest oozed black blood. He reached for her. “Ar-r-r, you’re mine now. Let yesterday look after yesterday, tomorrow look after tomorrow, today look after today, so says Captain  Jean Lafitte, pirate and free-booter.”
“No . . . No . . . No.  That way lies madness and death. Better think only of my next move.”

Rain started to fall and continued until the gray dawn fell on Filucy bay. In the early light Adam, Bear close against his left leg, moved aft to investigate the damages from last night. Approaching the cockpit, first he saw blood splattered over the transome. Secondly he saw dog poop and skid marks made by a boot. All was a mess, smeared and blurred by a heavy rain. In the scuppers lay a wicked looking dirk. He picked it up.
This confirms my suspicions. Whoever I killed was aiming to stab me with this pig sticker.
	Stepping cautiously, He opened the starboard lazarette to retrieve a bucket with a rope tied to the heavy wire handle, kept there for swabbing the deck. Tossing it overboard and filling it with water, he looked about for a floating corpse. None was visible in the raindrop-turbulent surface of the water, but he found a canoe tied to the port side of the boat. This he tied off behind his own dinghy. 
 Adam poured bucket after bucket of water and swabbed with a mop, until the cockpit was clean of blood and poop. Then he went below to dry off and change clothes.
“Bear, girl. We’ll wait ‘til this downpour is over to set sail.”
Bear sat with cocked head, listening intently to his every word.
He made coffee and tried all his battery driven instruments once more without response.
“Well, doggo, we’re completely dependent on the wind. We’ve got to be careful whenever we’re close to shore. We have no depth sounder and there may be enemies who will see us coming across the water. We must never tie up to a dock and stay overnight. We must be armed every time we go ashore. We are only safe when we are sailing in deep water.”
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Ship’s Log, Day eleven. Left Filucy Bay under cloudy skies and light southerly winds. Made two to four knots along the south shore of McNeil Island. Eerie feelings—no birds, no seals, no people. Once during the day, Bear started barking at something along the shore, but I couldn’t see anything through my binocs. I hoped my tide tables were still operative. According to them I would have an ebbing tide to assist my passage of the Tacoma Narrows. Sure enough as I passed the prison dock and out into the main channel of the South Sound I was gripped by rip tides carrying me northward. I passed Fox Island to port at an ever increasing rate. The wind stiffened in the afternoon from due south. I ran before wind and tide as I passed under the Narrows Bridge at a fair clip. Had wanted to enter Gig Harbor to look for signs of life, but the tide prevented my entering the harbor under sail. I decided to push on into outer Quartermaster Harbor on Vashon Island. There was a county marine park on the Maury side, where I could let Bear run a little and relieve herself. Late in the afternoon she worked her way forward and pooped on the foredeck. The antiquated term “poop deck,” came to mind. I laughed out loud. I wished I had a picture of her squatting and ducking as the jib whipped back and forth. She’s getting her sea legs, though she still acts a little shy in the cockpit. Smells the blood no doubt. Thought I was done with all that after Iraq, but I guess I should be thankful I didn’t hesitate last night. The wind went down with the sun and we drifted in the outer harbor, too far to tow the Beldame to dock, but I knew the waters of Vashon well enough to know I was in shallow enough water to make good anchorage, so I dropped anchor in about twenty feet at full tide and settled in for the evening. Beans, canned bacon, and warm martinis for supper. Rats. Forgot the olives. Joan wouldn’t have forgotten the olives. How I miss her. Got mushrooms and no steak. Got martinis and no olives. Shit. Must try not to dwell on the past. Bad for survival. No signs of life this day. Tomorrow, with wind, I’ll make Seattle.

Adam woke in the night as the wind shifted to the north, the skies cleared, and the temperature dropped to near freezing. He cuddled closer to Bear who had staked her claim to the middle of the berth. Bear is as good as two dogs on a two dog night, he thought momentarily and dropped off to sleep again as Beldame swung her bow into the shifting wind.
He was awakened by the sound of shots from the shore and rushed to the cockpit, Winchester at hand, to discover at what or whom the shots were aimed and what they signified.
 Obviously it meant there was at least one human ashore on the island, and possibly aggressive.
Adam sat, alert and armed, in the cockpit. The dog huddled at his knee. The stars were especially bright. No light shone from the land to obscure them. The moon rose late and shone down on the boat. Adam felt exposed as he sat shivering in the cold, 100 yards from shore. There were no further shots or sounds to indicate what the disturbance might have been. Bear whined and wanted Adam to return to bed. He ruffled the dog’s coat and took her below. 
“Dammit, dog. You gotta give me more room,” he complained as the dog once again sought the center of the berth. 
The sun rose on the morning of the twelfth day. A brisk wind blew from the north. The temperature, warmed by the sun, rose into the 40s. Adam considered over coffee going ashore to seek the source of last night’s shooting, but thought better of it. Now he had confirmation that, at least two humans besides himself, had survived—whatever, but neither of them had proven friendly. Better to stay away from the land for the time being.
The sloop ran before the wind to the mouth of the bay, turned to port, and passed to the south of Maury Island before beginning to tack against the wind northward toward Des Moines and Seattle. Adam swept his glasses back and forth along the Tacoma waterfront, but the only movement he saw was the shimmering flags and banners blowing in the wind. He spent the entire day close hauled against a chilling wind and by sundown had to seek refuge behind a ferry boat docked at West Seattle. As he tied up to the lee side of the ferry, he realized it was the Cathlamet, his son’s boat. He was surprised to find the boat moored here rather than on Vashon, her home port. 

Ship’s Log; Twelfth Day. Beat against a strong wind all day. Tied up to the Cathlamet moored at Fauntleroy tonight. Water’s too deep to anchor safely. Climbed aboard to confirm the ferry empty. No crew or passengers aboard. Found a hurricane lamp with fuel and took it aboard Beldame. Bear barked the whole time I was on the ferry. She couldn’t climb aboard. She whined when I returned. I dared not light a lamp while moored to the ferry which was accessible from land, so ate a supper of cold beans and had to keep Bear on board. It’ll be cold tonight, but at least I’m out of the wind. Still mourning over my family—seems harder now that I’m close to where Chris worked. Will surely make Elliott Bay and Seattle tomorrow. Have no idea what I’ll find. I know now there must be some survivors of this catastrophe. I have to make contact with them, but I need to be cautious. I can get killed only once.

Adam awoke to an overcast sky, winds that had shifted to the southwest, and temperatures moderated to the high 40s. He jumped up and rushed to insure he had proper fender protection from the ferry. When he’d confirmed that he did, he lit the stove and perked a pot of coffee. He was pleased to see Bear had relieved herself on the foredeck. He took the bucket forward and swabbed the deck clean. 

Log entry, Thirteenth Day. Unable to launch from windward side of Cathlamet. Walked Beldame the length of Kathlamet to the stern and released her off the end of the ferry. Rough water forced me to jump to the sailboat’s deck. Nearly went over the side. Not smart. Should have walked her around to lee of ferry. Lesson learned the easy way . . . this time.

Beldame sailed easily around West Seattle Lighthouse and Alki Point. Adam noted the West Seattle Light was not operating. He sailed across Elliott Bay, bereft of its normal traffic, and into Seattle moorage at Anthony’s Grill in downtown Seattle. The city was deadly silent and appeared like a skeletal remains of a city that might have died at the end of time.
The marina was about half filled with boats bobbing up and down against their moorage. Adam dropped sail as he entered downwind and floated to the nearest empty finger. He jumped ashore and held Beldame off as he secured her to the dock. He hurried to place fenders against the stern to protect the hull from getting scratched by his dinghy and the canoe. A dozen empty boats, larger than his, tugged at their moorings. One ketch, about 48 feet long, caught Adam’s eye. It was called Flying Dutchman which seemed apropos of his own effort.
I’ll check her out later. Right now I need to look to my own security. I’ll just sit here a while watching Bear and observing the city. 
Adam scanned the tall buildings with his binocs and watched Bear, sitting on the foredeck watching the boats rock to and fro. After a while the dog jumped down onto the dock and walked cautiously through the marina, sniffing at everything. She squatted and relieved herself on the planking, and then, returning to Beldame, she hopped aboard to sit with Adam in the cockpit. Looking up at him with her big, sad eyes, he could tell she longed for a good scratch behind her ears.
“That’s my good girl. I think it’s time to recon the area close around us. I don’t like the looks of the sidewalk, at street level, towering over us. Too easy to lob bricks or worse down on us from there.”
Adam went below and retrieved both his pistol, which he stuck in his belt, after checking that it was locked and loaded, and his AR-15. He placed two full clips of each caliber in his pockets.
“Come on, Bear. Let’s go explore Anthony’s.” 
They walked slowly up the ramp to street level. Looking back, he noticed the marina was surrounded on the water side by pilings driven vertically into the mud to form a palisade. He could tie off to the water side of the palisade and be protected against attack from the street side of the marina. They walked together to the street side of the restaurant. Standing in front of its entrance, Adam stopped and studied the shop windows up and down the street. He watched for some reaction from the dog. 
Satisfied there was no living thing close by, he tried the glass door of Anthony’s Grill. It was locked. He used his pistol to smash a hole in the glass, large enough to reach in and around to release the door’s deadbolt. 
Adam searched the dining rooms and bars on both floors, cleared the building, and was certain he was alone. Moving behind the bar, he said aloud, “Aha! Olives. And enough booze to last a year.” 
Bear chuffed her approval.
“Let’s check out the kitchen.” 
All the utensils were neatly in their places. In a large pantry Adam found a ton or so of gallon sized canned goods. 
“Seems a shame to waste perfectly good food. Let’s see if we can find some glass or plastic containers to hold and preserve smaller portions.” 
He found them in a small closet beside the pantry.
“We’ve stayed here long enough, Bear. We can come back tomorrow. Let’s grab the olives, go back on the dock, and check out the Flying Dutchman.”
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Log entry. Thirteenth day: Ran before the wind from Fauntleroy to Seattle City Marina. City was an eerie site; all those empty windows looking down on me like the empty eye sockets of skulls—a city of death. Salvaged stuffed olives and vodka from Anthony’s. Can’t get used to the idea that I’m salvaging and not stealing from somebody. Getting an uneasy feeling I’m taking something that doesn’t belong to me. Discovered a 48 foot ketch in the marina and boarded her. She is called Flying Dutchman—appropriately named for the thirteenth day of a new millennium and my quest. Her outer hull is painted navy blue. Not too much teak. Below, she is all teak and birch, two grand staterooms with king sized berths—plenty of room for Bear and me. Nice big galley with propane stove and two extra-large propane tanks, both filled. Best of all a propane refrigerator that works. Discovered all rigging led aft so as to facilitate solo sailing. I’m thinking of transferring from Beldame to Dutchman. Will decide after sleeping on the idea. I need to determine whether I am able to tow Dutchman by rowing my dinghy. Suspect she has a blade keel which should make her more maneuverable than Beldame with her full keel. I’ll check her out in the morning. Tonight I’m tied off to the outside of the marina. Enjoying olives with my chilled martinis. The wind has died to a dead calm. 

Adam slept late after a good night’s sleep in relative security behind the piling palisade. The sun was just peaking around the city’s skyscrapers when he rose and perked a pot of coffee. 
Running short of sugar. Need to remember to get some from the restaurant today. First order of business is to see if I am able to tow Dutchman with my dinghy and maneuver her through tight spaces.
He chuckled softly as he considered the conundrum created by calling a Dutchman “her.”
He dropped into the dinghy and began untying Beldame. Bear looked like she might try to join him, but after whining and running back and forth on the sailboat’s deck, she thought better of it and sat down as Adam rowed and towed Dutchman out and back into the marina and up to the nearest slip. Bear jumped to the dock and pranced about happily before relieving herself on the planks. Then she joined Adam as he reboarded Beldame. 
Everything points to ease of solo handling while sailing. Nice new inflatable on her stern. I’ll keep that. Can’t have too many boats. Might as well toss the outboard—no, it’s doing no harm on the rail and I might find a use for it. 
He’d already decided to abandon Beldame. The ketch was much more responsive to his ministrations than was the sloop.  
That does it. I’m going to take her out in the bay for sea trials. If she handles as well as I think, I’ll transfer all my stores to her. Bear seems to enjoy the added room, too.
He towed Flying Dutchman out of the marina and well out into the bay, clear of land. Then he set sail and waited for wind under a cloudy sky. Toward afternoon, after a lunch of peanut butter and crackers, the sun broke through and the wind freshened. The sails filled and the boat bounded forward at a good clip. 
After a few hours sailing back and forth across Elliott Bay, Adam returned to the outside of the marina and secured the ketch to the pilings of the protecting palisades for the night. He stored the sails, feeling well pleased with the performance of Flying Dutchman.
After a supper of Dinty Moore beef stew, he fed Bear, sat in the cockpit, and enjoyed a martini, cooled in his new propane refrigerator. 
As night fell, he searched for lights in the portions of the city that were visible above the pilings. At the south end of Elliott Bay lay the Port of Seattle, all dark now. He grew cold and went below to fetch a blanket. Wrapping it around him and settling back in the cockpit, he fell asleep thinking about Linda. 
What if we were totally wrong? What if the end of the Mayan calendar was really The Rapture—the event where all pure souls were taken up to Heaven.  Joan would surely have been taken up. I, with many deaths on my conscience, combat notwithstanding, would surely have been left behind. But Sandy—did this mean there was a Heaven for dogs? And did they share it with us? What about Bear? She was surely innocent, as all animals were. Why wouldn’t she have been taken up? Too many mysteries to solve in one night. I’ll think about it tomorrow.
He was awakened by explosions from the south. He alerted to the whining of the dog and saw the flashes of automatic weapons and grenades, maybe mortars and Molotov cocktails to the south in the Port of Seattle.
	He jumped to untie from his mooring and rowed the boat into the center of the bay. There he drifted and sat, rifle ready, until dawn. 
	Daylight brought gray skies and stiff winds from the southwest. Adam wondered if he would be able to maneuver the sailboat, by dinghy, downwind and into the marina. This would be a good test. He decided to wait until the whitecaps had subsided. He perked coffee and fed Bear. She tried to go forward, but was forestalled by the heavy rocking motion of the boat. She returned to the cockpit and whined until the afternoon, when the wind abated. 

Ship’s Log: 14th Day. I am transferring the log of Beldame to Flying Dutchman. I hauled the ketch outside the pilings, it being too late to take her inside. Wind has dropped to zero. Clouds have cleared and stars are shining. Temperature has dropped and I fear it will be cold tonight. Very nervous about last night’s action. Obviously there are more humans alive than I thought. I must be very cautious, as they have proven to be well-armed and probably agressive. I wonder what is happening. There is obviously fighting, but who are the good guys and who is winning? I can’t see ashore from behind this parapet, but will remain armed, on deck, under blankets with Bear, until morning.

Daylight brought clouds and showers—no wind. Adam made coffee for himself and breakfast for Bear, and then thought about bringing the boat into the marina to load it with provisions from Beldame and the restaurant. 
The water was glass-calm as he towed the ketch into the marina and up to the dock. Adam watched carefully all the way for any movement on shore. When there was none, he trusted Bear to warn him of humans. He worked all day, moving provisions from the restaurant and from his sloop to Flying Dutchman. 
Though cautious and watchful for any movement ashore during the day, he saw no signs of life, and though yearning for human contact, he shied away from it and again moved his new boat outside the ramparts to tie up to the pilings on the sea side of the marina.
In the morning he was awakened by shouting from afar. He jumped up and ran to the cockpit. To the south he saw what looked like a lifeboat being rowed by a dozen humans. It came from the Port of Seattle and was moving toward him. He was drawn toward them, but very afraid of their intentions. The wind being from the southwest, he was able to set sail against the pilings and take up a broad reach to the south. 
All morning he watched the rowers, first gaining ground on him, then fading in the distance as the wind freshened and Dutchman left them behind.
All afternoon the weather improved, the clouds dispersed, and the wind began to shift to the northwest. Flying Dutchman proved the aptness of her name as she flew northward at close reach and away from the dangers of Elliott Bay. 

Ship’s log: 15th Day. Dutchman proved today I was correct in choosing her over the more familiar Beldame. The ketch flew like a bird and responded to my every command with alacrity. Bear seems to enjoy the extra running room on deck. She’s getting the hang of not wrapping her tether around the two masts. Wind shifted to blow straight down the sound from the Strait of Juan de Fuca, so I beat to windward up along the south shore of Whidbey for about three hours and made Port Townsend before nightfall. A broad dock beckoned from near the town moorage and I was able to make land by sail. Gave Bear a treat of some vacuum packed salmon and tried my hand at making a salmon loaf with crackers and fish. Ended up with salmon hash—tasted good though. Armed with my pistol I took a walk with the dog through the deserted streets of the port. No signs of people, or any indication there had ever been humans here, except for the corpses of buildings and store fronts full of treasure of no possible use to Bear and me. Getting used to being alone. I thought again of the end of days prophesied by the observers of the end of the Mayan calendar, this could indeed have been the rapture told of in the Bible. It is tempting to think that Joan, even now, might be waiting for me in Heaven. I was thinking about this as I walked up to the front of a tavern advertising some local brew. I opened the door with my Sig-Sauer key and stepped into the bar. The pumps weren’t operational but I shared a warm can of brew with Bear. She lapped it up from an hors de’ouvre dish. As I walked back onto the dock I was tempted to remain at dockside that night. But as I enjoyed a martini on deck, flames burst forth from one of the large houses on the hill behind the town. It might have been from natural causes, but I dared not take the chance. I pulled Dutchman away from the pier and anchored her out in the bay, well away from shore. Then I watched the fire through my binocs for signs of human involvement. As the fire died down, having seen nothing untoward, I went below, checked my armaments, and went to sleep listening to the wind. I dreamed Joan waved to me from a cloud as I struggled to swim against the current.
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Adam woke to a rainy day. There was no wind in the harbor, so he assumed that any wind would be blowing southwesterly. The port was protected by the Olympic Mountains. He had all the comforts of home now, so he ate a leisurely breakfast of beans and coffee. Bear hopped onto the deck and relieved herself on the foredeck. Adam swabbed the mess away and studied the straits beyond the entrance to the harbor, through his binocs. 
“Well, girl this may be the last chance for a while to stock food for you, so I think I’ll go ashore and lay in some dog food. Wanna come?”
The dog wagged her tail and cocked her head, meaning she wasn’t sure what he said, but she was all for whatever it was. 
Adam pulled in the dinghy, tied off the canoe, and held the skiff steady for the dog to step aboard. Then he sat and began to row ashore. Bear sat in the stern, tasting the wind.
They searched for a market and when they found it, Adam broke the glass and, taking up a shopping basket, filled it with the best quality dry dog food he could find. Then he pushed the cart down to the dock and loaded the bags onto the dinghy to be rowed out to Dutchman.
All this while he scanned the city for any human movement—any movement beyond the wind, and was assured he and Bear were alone in this town.
Once on board he hesitated to make sail. It was so pleasant in the harbor. The rain had stopped and the sun shown periodically through the clouds. Adam tarried in the cockpit; enjoying a coffee and watching Bear cavort on the deck. He decided to lie over one more night. 
He spent the day cleaning the deck and sweeping out below decks. Under a warm setting sun he enjoyed a martini as the deck rocked gently to and fro beneath his feet. 
“Let’s see what we can find for supper,” he said to Bear. “I think you want some Purina One. I want some . . . shit, canned corned beef hash. I’d love a steak and mushrooms. Hash it is.”
Together the dog and the man sat and watched the sun go down. 
Adam was ever watchful for movement that would tell if humans were about. A fitful wind and the lapping of the sea against the hull of the boat were the only sounds. 
The man nodded, chin seeking his chest. Darkness fell upon Port Townsend. 
	He awoke to the sound of shooting from above the city. Adam hurried below to retrieve his AR-15. Returning to the cockpit, he looked up and down the waterfront. The firing was coming from further up the road.
“Bear, we better take her out in the harbor away from the dock.” Adam jumped into the skiff and, tying it off to the bow of the Dutchman, rowed the boat out about a quarter mile from the nearest dock. He left the skiff tied to the bow, re-boarded the ketch and dropped anchor. He sat in the cockpit and checked the swing of the boat with the tide until he was assured she was riding well.
“I don’t trust this position,” he said scratching the dog behind the ears. “But it’s too late to sail her out into the straits. Think we’ll sleep on deck with one eye open tonight.”
Bear chuffed her agreement with this plan.
Adam retrieved a blanket from below and settled against the mainmast, his AR-15 cradled in his arms. Bear snuggled close beside him. They kept each other warm through the night.
In the early morning, Adam was awakened by a steady thump - thump – thumping. His first waking thought was that a log had drifted against the hull, perhaps from the nearby timber yard. When an inspection in the dark didn’t reveal anything he thought it must be a deadhead, a log partially submerged, causing the disturbance. Since the sound wasn’t hard enough to risk damaging the hull, Adam decided to wait until daylight to check further. He returned to his blanket and warm dog and went to sleep.
At first light, he reawakened, feeling more than hearing the continued thumping against the hull. Rising and walking around the deck he discovered, to his horror, the body of a man floating face down amidships on the port side. With each wavelet or swell, the head of the corpse thumped against the hull.
“Holy Jesus! I’ve slept all night alongside a corpse trying to gain my attention. Poor bastard.”
Bear looked down at the floating corpse and whined.
Closer inspection of the dead man revealed three bullet holes in his back. He hadn’t been in the water long. Adam figured he had died in the shooting they heard the previous night. He swept the town’s environs with his binocs, but could espy no movement. 
“Bear, my girl, this world of ours may have given way to anarchy, but that doesn’t relieve us of our Christian responsibilities. There’s a park down the shore. We’ll take this poor devil in and bury him with a prayer.”
Adam searched the lazarettes until he found an army entrenching tool. He placed it in the skiff along with his weapons. Throwing a rope around the corpse and raising its head to the transom, he secured the body, in a semblance of dignity, to the boat while he rowed ashore, Bear keeping watch from the bow. 
  Once ashore, Adam selected a likely spot, warning Bear to keep a sharp lookout for movement while he dug a deep hole, placed the corpse within, and left a note with description and details under a rock, before he returned to the water and Dutchman.
Once aboard, Adam studied his charts to select a likely destination for the afternoon’s sail. 
God, this world has become a very lethal place. Maybe I was right. Maybe all the good souls have been taken up to be with God. I didn’t think I was that bad, but maybe I deserve remaining behind. I have killed without remorse. None of this makes sense. Surely, Bear wouldn’t be left behind.
Bear, curled up at his feet and whined, as if she understood what the man was thinkig. Adam scratched behind the dogs ears and shared his thoughts aloud with her.
“Tide should be coming in for most of the afternoon. I think our best bet is to head for Victoria. The weather is worsening and there’s a much better harbor at Victoria than at Port Angeles.” He ruffled the dog’s fur as he talked. “I’m more familiar with Victoria as well. It’s a bigger city and we’re more likely to find life there, less likely to find guns . . . Victoria it is.”

Ship’s log. Day sixteen. After a pleasant evening in a deserted Port Townsend, I was kept on deck by a house fire and shooting from above the town and later by a body floating against the boat hull. It was a man and he had been shot. I buried him ashore in the Seamen’s Park this morning. After studying the weather, tides, and my charts, I decided I could make for either Port Angeles or Victoria, British Columbia. The deteriorating weather and my better knowledge of Victoria Harbor made me opt for the Canadian side. Maybe somehow this current situation will not have occurred further north. Yep. Sure.

Adam had to row and tow the ketch out of Port Townsend. As he approached open water looking over toward Whidbey Island, swells began to grow against the bow of Flying Dutchman and soon it became impossible to row against the turbulent waters. He boarded the ketch and set sail. What wind there was, fitfully pushed him out into the straits. Adam decided to set only the foresail while he secured Bear’s harness to the main mast.
Soon Dutchman was bounding into a quartering sea at closely hauled foresail, keeping well off the lee shore on Whidbey Island. As Adam worked northward, the wind shifted to southwest and he was able to set a shortened main to close reach directly toward Victoria. As he worked on deck, Bear attempting to help, wrapped his leash around the main mast. 
Half way to his destination, Adam remembered there were shoals in this vicinity. He kept an eye forward and soon saw breakers indicating rocks ahead. He tacked to windward until he was well clear of the shoals and then reset sails directly north and downwind to Victoria Harbor. Adam felt proud of the Dutchman as he coasted against the ferry dock in downtown Victoria. 
“Don’t expect there’s any sense in checking through customs, but I’ll walk over there anyway. C’mon Bear.”
Adam walked across a deserted dock and down to Canadian Customs to find it empty as expected. 
“Well, I tried,” he said to Bear, as the twosome walked up to the Empress Hotel, Its imposing façade standing out against the waterfront skyline, its windows staring empty down onto the docks.
Adam and bear explored the old city and found it much the same as Seattle, no people, no life, all empty and whistling in the wind. 

Day seventeen: I was somehow more disappointed to find this old Canadian city devoid of life than I was to find Seattle empty. It makes the end of days more continental. I am losing all hope of finding human life. Why was I spared? Or cursed?
From here the only way to go is west out of the straits and south from there down to Oregon and California. There are no metropolitan cities between here and San Francisco, unless I want to sail up the Columbia River to Portland. 
I must stay well clear of the rocky shores between here and the mouth of the Columbia, off Astoria, Oregon. I think I have provisions to last until Portland. 
Weather is still bad in the straits. I won’t chance it until the wind subsides. When that happens, I will try to make it to Neah Bay at Cape Flattery. There is suitable moorage there.
Tonight I rowed out and anchored in Canadian waters for perhaps the last time in my life.
Day eighteen. A maintenance day. Rain. Too much wind in the straits. Beenie Weenies for supper. Buffeting winds and a red sky tonight told of an approaching front and possible clearing tomorrow.

Day nineteen. The dawn brought frost and ice on the rigging. Warmed and thawed at mid morning. I set sail on a broad reach down the strait and directly for Neah Bay.

Adam wore woolen mittens as he sailed out of the harbor and entered freshening winds that carried him toward Cape Flattery and the Pacific, named for placid seas. Soon the weather warmed and ice dropped from the rigging. He made Neah Bay in early afternoon and continued on to the open ocean to see what it held. 
Deep ocean swells met the Flying Dutchman as she rounded Cape Flattery and entered the Pacific Ocean. The wind remained northerly and off shore to bring her safely to dock at La Push as the sun set red in the west.
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The small harbor within the Quileute Indian Reservation was empty of fishermen. Unattended boats sat on the beach. Adam expected it to be deserted and so it seemed to be. He sailed into the small harbor, behind a breakwater and up to a deserted pier. He had become quite expert at landing under sail. Not bad. The secret is coordinating dropping the main and luffing the foresail at just the right Time. If I do it right she’ll coast to a stop within stepping distance from the dock. Okay, so I had to jump for it this Time. Next Time I’ll do better.
Adam tied off the bow and stern of the ketch and placed fenders between its hull and the dock. He stood and turned around, listening. 
Something is different. 
He didn’t know what it was, but decided the small coastal village felt somehow less than deserted. He couldn’t decide why. He took up arms and, with Bear, walked ashore and down the main street of town. As they passed by the empty houses, the dog kept reacting as if she expected to see someone. She swung her head repeatedly and chuffed. She looked at Adam expectantly. 
He heard a sound, looked up the street, and was surprised to see a woman running pell-mell towards him. Bear barked excitedly and ran to meet her. 
When he saw she had spotted him, he heard her cry, “Run! Run! They mean to kill us all.”
Looking beyond the woman, Adam saw more than a dozen men, women, and children in pursuit of the lone woman rapidly approaching him. He dropped to one knee, took up a firing position and fired three rounds into the dirt at the feet of the leading pursuers. The small crowd of tribesmen scattered and sought cover behind nearby houses. 
The woman stopped long enough to say, “We’re in grave danger. We must go.” 
Together with the dog they ran to the dock, quickly untied the ketch, and pushed off. The woman fell panting into the cockpit. Adam ran to the dinghy, and tying it off to the bow of the sailboat, rowed for all he was worth into the center of the small harbor. He let the ketch drift as he went back aboard to look to his new passenger. 
She lay panting, in the cockpit as he bent to her side, excited to be seeing a live human being. 
“Are you all right, Miss?”
She nodded, panting; trying to catch her breath. “Th—thank you for saving me. Be careful. They may sneak out in their boats and try to capture us.”
Adam looked around at the darkling harbor. He agreed that whoever was after her could easily sneak up on Dutchman after dark and capture them both. He set sail in the light breeze within the harbor and let it carry them past the breakwater and out to sea, where they caught a fair southerly wind and came to close reach toward the southwest. He trimmed sails and put on a pot of water to brew tea.
“What is your name,” he asked, as he helped her below decks and into the main salon, where he lit a hurricane lamp. 
“Linda, my name is Linda.” 
She smiled and by the light of the lamp, Adam could see she was quite pretty with blue eyes and coal black hair gathered in a pony tail. He thought she might be of the Quileute tribe except for her blue eyes—shining like sapphires in the lamp light. He was thrilled to be talking to a human again. He noticed Bear had curled up at her feet and was sleeping.
“My name is Adam. The dog sleeping at your feet is called Bear.”
“Very pleased to meet you, Adam.” 
She offered her hand and he took it. Though small, it radiated strength beyond its size. Adam felt the electricity of instant bonding. He trusted this woman.
“Tea’s ready. Sugar’s in the drawer. Sorry, no cream. I need to go above and check to see we’re not going to bump anything in the night. I’ll be back.”
He went above decks to take a bearing that would keep the boat well clear of the coast, trimmed for the night, and looked out over the dark Pacific under millions of stars. Clouds to the west promised a change of weather by morning. The Flying Dutchman was prancing along almost sailing herself.
Returning below Adam found Linda asleep on the couch. His questions would have to wait until morning. He went forward to the guest berth to retrieve a pillow and comforter to cover her and make her comfortable. As he raised her head to place the pillow beneath, she raised her arms and hugged him. He kissed her cheek and retreated to the cockpit where he spent the night under the stars. Settling at the helm, and wrapping in a blanket, Adam looked up at the sky. “Thank you, God, for bringing me someone I can talk with.” Bear joined him as he nodded off.
Morning found them well off the coast, penetrating whitecaps under a cold wind from the southwest. Waves crashed against the starboard bow and threw scud across the deck. Adam made their true course as due south. He went below to perk a pot of coffee, hoping his guest would prefer that over tea or cocoa.
Linda had already found the head and was doing her thing inside. He hoped she wouldn’t require hot water.
He was pouring a cup as she opened the door to the main head. “M-m-m that coffee smells so good. May I have a cup?”
“Of course. How do you like it?”
“Black—and hot.” 
She smiled and he felt warmed by her presence. 
“Black and hot it is.”
They sat silently enjoying the coffee. 
He looked at her. She returned his scrutiny. 
“I know you’re called Linda. I know nothing else about you.”
“What do you want to know?”
“Everything. You can start with why those Indians were chasing you.”
“I’d prefer it if you called us Native Americans or Quileutes.”
“All right. Why were the Quileutes chasing you? You don’t look much like an—uh, a Native American to me.” Adam sat back and took a sip of his coffee.
Linda held her coffee in both hands. She huddled over the cup as if savoring its warmth. “Thank you. I don’t mean to sound racist. Actually my mother was Quileute. She’s dead now. My father is Caucasian, a doctor from Seattle. I am a nurse practitioner. Together we’ve been practicing among the Olympic Peninsula tribes, my dad for over twenty years. I finished med school at the Udub and returned to La Push where I’ve practiced for the last three years.”
When she appeared to have finished her story, Adam said, “Okay, so you’re half In . . . Native American and you’ve worked with the natives for three years. That doesn’t explain why they were chasing you, or why you appeared to fear for your life—and mine.”
“It’s all very strange. I was in Neah Bay treating the Makah for two days and then went down to work a day with the Ozette tribal members. The next day I drove down to La Push. I drove through Sekiu and got almost down to the turn off short of Forks, when my car broke down. May I have another cup of coffee?”
As I rose to perk a new pot, she continued to tell me her story.
“I checked everything and couldn’t figure out why the car wouldn’t start. I tried to call my friends at Forks Auto Repair, but my phone was dead. I always keep my bicycle aboard for just such occurrences. I took it out and pedaled down to Forks. 
“Forks was devoid of people. I went from the repair shop to the drive-in—it takes ten minutes to see all of Forks. I saw no one living. No dogs, no birds. Nothing alive. I was spooked.
We sat silent listening to the coffee perking. There was comfort in the sound. I understood how she felt, having experienced the same thing on the Key Peninsula. I poured each of us a fresh cup of coffee and waited for her to continue with her story.
“After a while, I hadn’t got it together, but needed to get to La Push, I had three women near birthing, so I took out my emergency back pack and began pedaling toward La Push. During the fifteen mile journey, I listened for the song of birds and the usual noises of the earth, but heard nothing. Nor did I see signs of life in the forest along the highway. 
“When I got to La Push, the tribal members were extremely upset. They claimed the white men had contracted a disease that had killed off everything that lived except themselves. They were afraid that any contact with whites would kill them too.”
Linda stopped and appeared to collect herself. She held the cup of coffee like an amulet. Then she continued.
“When I pedaled into La Push, the natives saw me and gathered around. They spoke in the old language, most of which I understood. They argued amongst themselves whether I would be allowed to live, or whether I should die. They concluded I had to die, so they could live. The rest you know.”
“And your father; what of him?”
“The last time I heard from him, was a phone call from Quinault two days ago. He planned to be there for a day, and then move on to Queets.” 
“I understand how you feel,” I said. “We must go back.”
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“But we can’t go back,” she said. “They’ll kill us.”
“We don’t know that. Maybe they’ll listen to reason. Besides, they’re the only living people I’ve seen since the last day of the Mayan calendar. Maybe they can give us some insight into what has happened.”
“I don’t think so. They were ready to kill me, simply because I’m half white. Why would they listen to you?”
“I don’t know. I only know we need to try and establish communications with them. Maybe they know what has happened to life in this . . . this land.”
As the sun rose, the clouds dispersed and the wind shifted to the North. Adam trimmed sails as he came about from southwest and headed north. He counted on daylight to reveal how far off the coast they were. 
He kept a compass course on north by northeast until he saw the coastline in the distance. Normally he would watch for shorebirds, but now there were none to be seen. 
With the shore about a mile to his right, he kept a course north by northeast until he spotted an inlet he thought might be the entrance to La Push. Turning to starboard, he headed straight for the inlet.
Approaching the entrance to the inlet to La Push, Adam came about and ran up the length of the breakwater, training his binocs along the wall, searching for signs of life.
Seeing nothing moving, he turned downwind and made for the entrance to the small harbor. Linda joined him at the helm.
“Are you going in?” 
“Yes.”
“They’ll kill us.”
“We don’t know that.”
	“I know that.” She sat on the thwarts and hugged Bear, who sat whining for attention. They passed into the harbor on a downwind leg and swung up into the wind toward the end of the pier. Adam looked around, but could see no one. Suddenly, just as he was about to drop sail, humans appeared along the pier and began to take pot shots at the boat. 
He swung the ketch around, reaching for the wind where she could move her fastest back toward the entrance. Then he dropped sail and let Dutchman drift.
He disappeared below decks and reappeared, loading his AR as he stood behind the wheel and fired six shots in rapid succession. The firing on shore stopped.
“Now listen,” he hollered, his voice echoing against the shore. “I have come to help you. We may be the only humans left in this area.”
“Go away, white man. And take the witch with you. She and her father brought death to our people.”
“Won’t you let us help you?”
“No. You bring no help. Only death. Go away.”
There was nothing more to say. Adam’s heart hurt to let these humans drive away his and maybe their only chance at human communication. He raised the sails and Flying Dutchman moved slowly at first and then gained speed as they left the harbor for the open ocean. On a southerly course and moving away from shore, Adam set the sails to run free before a gentle breeze from the north.
That evening he doffed the jib and set topping lifts to both fore and mainsail to prevent them from flopping back and forth in the swells that ran from south to north against the wind.
Returning below decks he found lanterns lit and the main salon felt warm and cozy. 
“What can I cook for supper?” Linda asked. “It’s the least I can do to earn my passage to wherever we’re going.”
“We’ll probably have Beanie-Weenies,” he said, “Stores are in there,” He said pointing to a door at the end of the galley. “Feel free to cook whatever pleases you. Would you like a cocktail? I have vodka and bourbon whiskey? Oh, and there is wine, mostly red, I’m afraid.”
“I’ll have whatever you’re fixing.”
“Vodka Martinis it is—shaken, not stirred ala James Bond. I’ve even got stuffed olives and dry vermouth if you like.”
“Whatever you’re having pleases me.”
“Oh, you’re so easy,” he said, as he shook two shot glasses worth of Absolut and poured them into crystal martini glasses. To each he added a stuffed olive impaled on a toothpick.
“Here you are.”
Linda stopped what she was doing and moved to the salon table. She lifted her glass and touched it to his before sipping a little of the vodka. “M-m-m. Perfect,” she proclaimed. 
Adam looked into her eyes for the first time as they touched glasses and noticed they shifted color like Joan’s did. By the light of the lantern, they were cobalt blue. “Here’s to the best, to Hell with the rest,” he said.
“To today, we know not what tomorrow may bring,” she responded, averting her eyes.
They finished their martinis. He enjoyed the few moments of quiet piece more than any he could remember of late. Then he rose to fill the dog’s bowl with food, mixed it with water and placed it before Bear, who gobbled it down with zest. 
“We need to decide where we’re going,” he said returning to the table and mixing a second martini for them both.
“Oh, I thought you had already decided that.”
“No, I had not planned beyond La Push. I travelled up the Puget Sound and found no living people save Bear. The boatload I found in Seattle chased me out of town. I went to Port Townsend where I heard shots fired, but so no living people. From there I went to Victoria and found the city deserted. I sailed past Neah Bay, around Cape Flattery, and down to La Push where I found you.”
Linda moved to where he was spreading charts. He could smell the freshness of her hair. He shuffled charts and tried to ignore the closeness of her. 
“You said your father was headed for Queets?”
“Yes.” 
“That’s on the coast. We’ll make for Queets to see if we can find your father alive.”
“Oh, that’s wonderful.” She hugged him tightly. He responded, though he wished not to. Linda was a handsome girl, but in his mind he was still married to Joan.
“How will we find Queets?” She asked.
“Ded reckoning.”
“Dead reckoning?”
“Er—yeah. D-e-d for ‘deductive.’ We navigate starting from a known point on the chart and using a compass and speed to estimate our progress or position at any given Time. Wind and tide makes this an inaccurate way to navigate, but close enough for government work. The main thing we gotta do is not hit anything hard. 
“Two martinis is my limit,” she said, “but I’ll pour another for you, if you like.”
“No, I’m fine. I might want some wine with dinner.” 
“How do we keep from hitting anything hard?”
“Well, we know the coastline runs generally south from here and curves eastward as we reach California waters. We also know magnetic north is approximately fifteen degrees west of true north, as it is plotted on the chart. You with me?”
“Not exactly—and my stomach says it’s suppertime. Keep talking. I’m going to see what’s in the cupboard.” 
“Okay. If we follow a compass course toward Portland, actually toward the mouth of the Columbia River, and keep track of our speed through the water, we will track a course which, all other things being equal, will take us fifteen degrees to the right of our target.”
“But I thought we had no power. How can we measure our speed?” She spoke over her shoulder as she looked among the many cans in the stores.
“I can only estimate the speed of the boat over the water from my sailing experience. It’ll be a rough estimate at best. We’ll sail two days on a southerly course and then head easterly until we see land. Of course we’ll do this in daylight under good visibility. When it shows, we won’t know whether we’re north or south of Queets. We have a fifty – fifty chance of being right. 
“There are few inlets along the Washington coastline. If we turn north, the first harbor is La Push. If we turn south and follow the coast we come to Queets or Taholah, also within the Quinault Reservation. 
Adam finished the last of his martini. 
“We’ll follow the shore until we see something I recognize from experience or from the chart. That will tell me how far off we are.”
Adam made a few notes in his log, ending with—sailing southward. Estimated speed: four knots before the wind. Approximate position DR: 47°40’. Will sail through the night. Expect to make the Quinault Indian – whoops, that’s Native American Reservation tomorrow. We’ll tour the shoreline to look for signs of life. Destination-Queets.  Thinking a lot about Joan this evening.
Closing the log, he took a turn on deck and adjusted the sails a little before returning to the salon. Domestic sounds of cooking emanated from the galley. Pleasing scents filled the salon.
“M-m-m smells good. What’re you cookin’?”
“You’ll see.”
She placed two steaming bowls on the table along with an open bottle of merlot wine.
As they sat, Adam asked, “Do you usually pray before meals?”
“Sometimes.”
“We’ll just be silent for a minute and each ask for blessings in our own way.”
They could hear waves plashing against the hull, creaking of joints from various parts of the boat. The wind whistled through the rigging. The dog, fed before them, whined in her sleep as she lay under the table. Adam picked up his spoon and tasted the food.
“Hey, that’s good. What do you call it?”
“Lucky Slum Gullion. I picked three cans at random, opened them and emptied them into a pot. Sometimes I’m lucky. Sometimes not so lucky. Then I call it Unlucky Slum Gullion and see if the dog will eat it.”
They laughed together. 
“Looks like this is our lucky night,” Adam said, and then blushed and poured the wine. 
Linda gave him a sardonic grin and said, “Speaking of lucky, where do we sleep on this boat?”
Adam offered his glass in a toast and touched its rim to that of hers and announced theatrically, “The lady speaks of sleep. You are banished to the forecastle, milady. Beyond yonder door shall you find comfortable quarters; a full berth, dresser, and your own private head.”
“And you milord,” she said following his lead, “Where shall you reside in the arms of Morpheus?”
Adam blushed again and continued sans histrionics, “I have quarters aft. I won’t get to enjoy it tonight as I’ll have to remain on watch in the cockpit. I’ll let you take the helm during the day tomorrow. When you learn enough about this boat, we’ll share dog watches at night.”
“Dog watches?”
“Two-hour shifts.”
Together they cleaned the dishes and stowed them. Later, Linda went forward to sleep when Adam took a blanket and the dog up into the cockpit and huddled behind the wheel after checking the compass and the trim of his sails. 
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Adam cat-napped throughout the night. He woke to the smell of coffee brewing below decks. The wind was still from the north, but as he studied the mackerel cloud patterns, and trimmed the sails, he concluded there’d be a change in the weather in the morning. The sun was just rising.
The compass read steady on south. Adam looked to the east and saw no signs of land. He set the jib and changed course to due east. The ketch pranced neatly across the waves. 
Linda’s head appeared from below with a steaming cup of coffee in her right hand. 
“Was it one or two sugars for you, Adam?”
“Two. Gotta have my sugar fix in the morning.”
She stepped into the cockpit, her hair swept back and shining ebony in the sun. He felt his heart skip a beat at the sight of her. 
“Two it is. Where are we? Wait. I’ll get my coffee and be right back.”
When she had reappeared with another cup of coffee and settled in the cockpit opposite him, he said, “By my reckoning we’re off the coast of the Quinault Reservation. Maybe north of Queets—maybe south. I’m heading due east until we spot land. It’s all deep water out here so no fear of hitting anything hard.” 
He took a sip of the coffee. “Oh, this is good. We’ll keep you aboard, woman.”
“I’ve fed the dog. Do you want something to eat?”
“This’ll do for now. I want you to take the wheel and keep the compass on due east.”
She moved behind the wheel and Adam stood behind her, wind blowing her hair in his face. He felt warmed by it. 
“Now, there’s the compass. The needle points to the north.”
“I know how to read a compass, Adam.”
“Okay, sorry. Our course is 90°. Keep her there ‘til we see land.”
They stood together, her back rubbing his chest as the boat rocked in the waves, until Adam could no longer take it. He leaned back against the rail and watched her work until he was sure she had control and was on course. Then he went below and made an entry in the log.
 Day twenty. Wx fair, winds northerly at approx. 8 knots, temp. 54°F. Est. position at sunup-47°30’. We should be between 40 and 50 nautical miles from shore. My plan is when we see the land, If there is no opening, to head north. If we sail two hours with no sight of the landing at Queets or Kalaloch, some five miles north of Queets, we’ll come about and sail south along the coast until we come to a landing. That will be Kalaloch or Queets or, if I’m way off, Taholah, half way down the shore of the Quinault Reservation. I am unfamiliar with these waters and must depend on the charts. There are few inlets along the coast. I must be careful.

“I see it! I see land!” He heard her shout and vaulted to the deck to see for himself. 
“Sure enough, girl. You’ve spotted land. I’ll take her now.” 
Adam replaced Linda at the wheel and studied the shore through his binocs. 
“Linda, I’d like you to go forward and look for a break in the land that might be a river outlet.”
      “Okay, skipper.” 
He scanned the approaching shore for some irregularity in the shoreline. They sailed closer to the beach and the wood line beyond. Adam spotted an irregularity in the wave pattern breaking on the beach to the south and identified it as the outlet of a river. He waited to see if Linda would see it. 
When they were within a few hundred yards from shore, she sang out, “I see a village to our south.”
“Yes you do. Good girl. Come aft. I’ll jibe her to run before the wind and head for it.
Flying Dutchman lived up to her name as the wind shifted to off-shore and Adam trimmed sail to a beam reach on a port tack. Linda took the helm again and steered a true course to the town. Drawing close enough for her to identify the few houses and boats drawn up on the beach at Kalaloch, Adam showed Linda how to turn the boat into the wind while he dropped sails and let Dutchman drift while he surveyed the village through his binocs. He saw several Indians on the beach repairing nets and working on fishing boats. They stopped what they were doing to look at the ketch drifting off their shore. Women and children moved about the town.
“Well, there’s life here,” Adam said. “They seem curious, but not hostile. I’d like to go ashore, but there’s no dock and no anchorage I can see on the chart. The bottom drops off into deep water pretty fast.”
Linda walked to the bow and waved. The townspeople waved back. 
“They know it’s me.”
“What do you know about the lay of Queets?”
“It’s on the Queets River. There’s moorage there and several docks.” 
Adam continued to study the chart. Bear sat at his knee. The boat bobbed in the swells. “Doesn’t look very promising, but if we catch the wind and tides just right, we may be able to sail up the river to the moorage. It’s only a few miles. What say you fix us some lunch while I set sail for Queets?”
“Aye, aye Skipper.” Linda went below to the galley.
Adam had reset the sails and taken a southerly heading about a mile offshore when Linda reappeared with a plate of saltine crackers and sardines. She took the wheel while he munched on the sardines.
 “Damn. Not much of a harbor. Bet there’s a bar just off shore, like the one off Gray’s Harbor. I’ve fished out of Westport enough to be familiar with its harbor. The bar can be wicked, especially on small boats. 
“The tide looks like it’s close to ebbing now. When it turns, strong onshore swells over the bar could help us reach the town. They could also help us drive the keel into the bottom. Shit! What to do. The charts don’t show us much.” 
He sat studying the entrance to the town while he munched on sardines and crackers.
“Linda, have you ever seen sailboats this size, or larger, moored in Queets?”
She thought a moment. “Yes, I recall once or twice, during bad weather, seeing large sailboats riding on buoys in the river.”
“Here’s what we have to gain: friendly surviving people, news of your father, and maybe some good food. Here’s what we have to lose: If the bar is too shallow and we hang on it, the swells could crush us and we could be marooned here in Queets for the foreseeable future. What do you think?”
 It was mid-afternoon. The winds began to shift to onshore as the land warmed in the sun. The tide began to flow inward and the predicted swells grew over sand bars at the mouth of the river. Studying the troughs between the peaks of the swells, Adam saw dark water and deduced that he had enough depth to make the try.
“I think we make a try for it,” he said.
“Do we dare?”
“We dare.
Adam swung the bow around until they were headed straight downwind and toward the center of the river. The bow of the Dutchman began to move up and down with the ground swells.
“Would you mind going forward and keeping your eyes open for any obstructions? Especially watch downward at the bottom of the troughs. If you see bottom, sing out. Hang on to the forestay so you don’t fall overboard.”
Linda nodded and worked her way forward. Bear started to follow her, but stopped and turned back to the cockpit. She sat watching Linda and whining.
Near the entrance to the river the water calmed and Linda returned to the cockpit. The wind and tide were enough to push the boat against the current of the river. Adam estimated they were making two knots and slowing. He passed by two buoys, keeping directly upriver from them in case he had to drift down on them. Finally he lost forward movement just as he reached out and snagged a buoy, ran a line through its eye and wrapped it around a cleat. People watched from shore, about a quarter mile away as the boat swung in the current. 
“Let’s have a cup of coffee while I watch goings on ashore. Then, if all remains quiet we’ll take the skiff to the beach.”
A half hour went by. Knots of curious Indians gathered at shoreline to wait and watch. They appeared friendly. Adam saw no Caucasians among them.
Finally he rose, pulled in the skiff, and tied the canoe to a cleat. Before they could cast off, Adam saw a canoe leave the shore and head for the ketch. There were three men aboard. Adam saw no weapons, but went below to fetch his rifle and sequester it in the cockpit close at hand.
The canoe stopped a few yards away. Paddlers in bow and stern kept the boat stationary. An older man sitting in the middle spoke. 
“Where do you come from?”
“I am from the Key Peninsula near Purdy. My companion is from La Push“
“We know her. Have you seen any people or animals alive?”
“We saw people in La Push and I saw signs of people in Seattle and Port Townsend, but most living things have disappeared.”
“I am called Talltimber. Some call me James. I am chief of these people. May I come aboard so we can talk?”
“Yes, you may, but your friends may not.”
The canoe came alongside the ketch and Adam helped the man aboard. The others pushed away and returned to shore.
“I can offer you some coffee,” Adam said. He saw now the man was quite elderly, though he held himself like a much younger man.
“Thank you, but I’d prefer just water if you can spare it. We have no power and must draw water from our well by hand. How do you happen to have Linda with you?”
“The men in La Push were trying to kill her. She sought refuge on my boat.”
“Kill her. Why?”
Linda brought him a cup of water. As he drank it down she said, “The tribesmen believe that the white men are responsible for the disappearance of life. Since I am half Caucasian they blame me too.”
“Foolish people. This calamity was foretold long before the white men came. We must find a way to survive it. We have several scouting parties out hunting for something to eat. We are already beginning to starve. We have consumed all the canned goods from the store.”
“Have you seen my father?”
      “I heard he was last seen in Moclips. He was supposed to come here, but I think he too has vanished.”
Adam said, “If we push off now we can make the ebbing tide and sail tonight for Moclips.”
“I am sorry,” the chief said. “My men have blocked the entrance to the river and it will not be possible to leave until I give word to let you go.”
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Log entry, Flying Dutchman: day twenty-one. Yesterday we made it to Queets under fair skies and a strong northerly wind. Charts not clear as to trafficability of the river entrance. Took a chance on a near full tide and favorable onshore winds to successfully enter the river and tie up to a buoy off Queets. Tribal chieftan boarded and we discussed possible location of Linda’s father. His people ran a cable across the mouth of the river and are holding us captive, demanding all our supplies as ransom. I took the chief and am holding him captive against removing the cable and allowing us passage. Right now we have a Mexican standoff. Wx rainy and windy.

“Look here, Talltimber, or James, whatever, the amount of food we have on board might keep your village supplied for a day or two at most.”
The Chieftain had spent the previous night on a couch in the main salon. They  fed him supper, breakfast, and were currently drinking a second cup of coffee with him in the cockpit.
“You fed me last night and again this morning. As long as you feed me, I’m content to remain on board as your prisoner. 
“That can change.” 
“My people are desperate and will soon take your food by force.” 
“James, your people are not pirates. Let us go. I will make several runs to Westport and bring back supplies to your village.”
“What assurance do I have that you will return?”
“You have my word.”
“You will pardon me if I say the word of white men has not proven to be reliable.”
“And yours is? I welcomed you aboard and you responded by making us prisoners of your village.” Adam took a drink from his coffee cup. 
Linda said, “I will stay behind as a hostage while Adam and two of your men accompany him to Westport. They can help him gather supplies.”
“No,” Adam intervened. “I will not leave you among people from whom I had to rescue you. Besides, we might find your father alive.”
“My people are not of the Sol Duc tribe,” James said, standing. “We are Quinault. We are known for truth. Besides, how do we know the nurse is of any value to you?”
Bear sat close to Adam’s knee, head moving back and forth as she strove to understand what was transpiring. Occasionally and always when the native was speaking, a growl sounded deep in her throat.
The dialogue continued for most of the morning. Toward afternoon a canoe approached the ketch. 
The chief said, “You will let me go now to confer with the elders of my tribe. I will share with them your offer to help and your terms. I will return before dark to give you our decision.”
Adam looked at Linda, a frown chiseled on his brow. Linda nodded, smiled, and placed her hand on his chest to reassure him. Bear whined and retreated to the foredeck. 

Under a darkening sky, the chief’s canoe returned to the ketch. Adam met them with AR-15 at port arms. The canoe stopped short of the sailboat and floated, bobbing on the water at slack tide.
The chief stood, dressed now in feathered headdress and cedar bark robe. He raised his hand and said, “It has been decided among the council that you will be set free. Even now our men are removing the cable that blocks the entrance to the river. We ask only that you help us get supplies from Grays Harbor. I will send two men with you to help you load food.”
Adam handed his AR to Linda and raised his right hand in peace. “Wise leader,” he said, “I will do as you ask. Additionally, I will agree to leave what supplies I can spare from my galley to feed your village. I need only one of your men to accompany me to Grays Harbor.”
The next morning, Adam and Linda loaded all of their stores except two days’ worth of foodstuffs into the skiff. Adam rowed to shore where the boat was unloaded and its contents carried to the Queets store by natives.
The sky was covered by rain clouds which dropped their loads of water in a series of showers throughout the morning. A stiff wind blew from the southwest.
Adam and the chief stood on the beach together. 
“I am sending my best young man with you. He is called Michael.” James said. “Perhaps you will want to wait until tomorrow to depart. The weather may be better.”
“For a sailboat the best weather is strong wind, however The tides are not right this evening, so we will take Michael aboard tonight and depart with the tide tomorrow morning.”
“May The Great Spirit be with you, my new friend.” 

Ships log. Day twenty-two:  Wx, rain with low clouds. Wind from the SW at approximately 15kts. Outlook not promising. The Indians have surrendered to their more benign natures and freed us to go. We, in turn, have agreed to sail down to Grays Harbor and bring at least one load of supplies back to them. We sail with the tide with one passenger aboard, Michael of the Quinault Tribe. He is a quiet young man; polite and seemingly helpful. Wx: rainy with strong wind continuing from the SW. We set off on the outgoing tide on the twenty-third day of this new millennium. I call it The Age of New Birth, or ANB. I still can’t figure what has happened; maybe the end of the world, but what was the world?  Our world was the Earth and the Earth is still here. Was this the rapture and if it was, why have some of the Caucasians disappeared and why have the Amerindians been spared—or condemned if it was indeed the rapture. I thought it was something else. I don’t know what it was. I can only guess and hope there is still a God watching over me, or us, whatever.

Flying Dutchman reentered the Pacific Ocean and shifted from a broad reach with sails spread out over the gunwales to a close reach with the sails full and running closer to the port rails. The wind sang through the rigging and carried them at near hull speed away from the land and toward the open ocean.
They sped under full sail. Adam knew he should shorten sail, but the ketch was responding like a young foal and he wanted to make the most of this wind howling in the rigging. Dark clouds seemed to be sliding by just above the main mast.
The storm increased and the boat heeled toward the port rail. Dutchman pranced through white caps. Adam stood behind the wheel glorying in the storm and feeling the boat responding beneath his feet. 
Linda appeared on deck with a cup of hot coffee. 
“Gosh, we’re really heeling into the swells. Michael is vomiting into the head. Are we okay?”
“Yes. Oh yes, we are charging southward into the storm. Don’t be afraid. This boat can take it.”
She moved to his arms and huddled between his body and the wheel. He was captivated by the force of the wind combined with the warmth of her in his arms.  
Linda twisted and pressed her body against Adam’s, stretching upward and seeking his lips with hers. 
Adam responded with his salty lips against hers, even as he fought to control the wheel against the raging sea and remembered he belonged to another. 
Flying Dutchman raced South by Southwest, salt spray splashing over the prow. Michael remained below. Bear lay wet with salt water in the scuppers of the boat until she was forced by the storm to go below decks while Adam held Linda close against the wheel and, heart racing, he struggled to remain faithful to Joan, The wind screeched in the rigging, sails stretched to near bursting in the storm. 
They held each other close, hair soaked, against the wheel, knee deep in water as the sea broke over the bow. He knew she wanted him and he wanted to want her. 
Instead he said, lips against her ear, “Linda, I know you want me. I feel your desire and I want to respond. I would if I didn’t feel tied to another. Not knowing her fate, I must remain true to her.”
He felt Linda withdraw. He held her close and begged for her understanding.
Together they faced the storm as it grew in intensity. 
Finally Adam was forced to douse sails until he had just a storm jib keeping the boat bow into the wind on a southwesterly course. He knew he was being pushed landward and hoped he had gained enough sea room to keep the boat away from the rocks. Each time the wind eased, he made more sail in hopes of keeping the boat to windward. When the wind freshened, he doused sail again. 
Together Linda and Adam fought the wind and sea for three days and nights until, finally the storm blew itself out. They huddled together as the sea calmed and the sun rose on a beautiful morning.
“Oh, I need coffee,” Linda said. “How about it, Skipper?” 
Adam stood and stretched. “Oh, I don’t know which I need more; coffee or a warm shower. Shower is out of the question, so I guess its coffee. Let’s get it brewing, girl. I’ll set sail and head for, hm-m-m. Wonder where we are.”
Linda went below to brew coffee. She returned to the cockpit a few minutes later and announced, “Michael is dead and we’re out of coffee.”
 “Dead? What do you mean, dead? How could he be dead?”
“Apparently he choked on his own vomit. I found him lying in the bilge, his shirt soaked with vomit. He’s been dead for several hours.”
“You sure?”
“Of course I’m sure. I’m a nurse practitioner. I know these things—I’m also sure we’re totally out of provisions. What now, oh great leader?”
Adam sensed a bite to her attitude. Her mood had changed with the weather. 
“Come up and take the wheel. I need to plot a course for Westport.”
Linda stepped behing the wheel. Adam set a course due east and trimmed for a port tack. They were headed for the nearest landfall. 
He studied the charts and thought hard about where they might be located. We worked hard against a strong southwesterly wind for three days and nights. Sometimes we had to be losing ground. Other times we were making strong headway against the waves. I have a dead native in my bilge. What will Talltimber think? Should I bury him at sea? What would the natives do? I think we are about in the same latitude we started. When we spy land we should follow it southward two days or until we spot something we recognize. I must seek Linda’s advice about what to do about Michael’s body.
“Land Ho!” Linda sang out.
Adam rushed topside and looked forward. The land was but a shadow on the eastern horizon. He swept his binoculars back and forth along the misty shoreline, but saw nothing he could recognize. 
“Good spot,” he said. “Linda . . . about the last few days. I have understood and felt your feelings. I wanted to get close to you. I hope you understand I need to . . . “
“No problem, Adam. I totally understand. I have my own concerns about my father. I understand how you must feel.”
“Thank you, Linda. I . . .”
“Look, Adam. We each have our challenges to face. We can face them alone or together. Either way is fine with me. Meanwhile, you’re the skipper. Where are we?”
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I was not prepared for this sudden change in attitude. I expected Linda to understand my feelings. After all she was a nurse. I had received what I understood to be a cold shoulder. I felt immediately selfish, that I had turned her away without understanding how she felt. I was ashamed. I would have to atone. But for what? I mourned for my wife and son. I saved this woman from death. Was I to blame for not returning her advances? Maybe so. I’ll never understand a woman’s sense of justice. 

“I believe we’re very close to Westport. We’ll know better when we get within sight of land. What do you think is the best thing to do with Michael? I have no idea what his people would expect in such a circumstance.”
“They would expect you to bury him with respect. In this case, burial at sea is appropriate. Whether they will believe what happened, I don’t know. I think we should wait until the situation develops and we can decide whether to bury him at sea or on land. He’ll start to stink in three days. I know what the ceremony would be like on shore. At sea—I’m not sure.”
“Fine. I would appreciate it if you would stay at the helm. I need to look to Michael’s corpse and prepare him for burial, whether at sea or on shore.”
“Of course . . . Skipper.”
Adam went below and found Michael face down in the bilge. He went forward and retrieved a spare bit of canvas from the stores, wrapped Michael’s body, and stored it beneath the foc’sle.
Bear sat whining as Adam bowed his head in mourning for the young Quinault. 
“Adam, come quick! Come quick,” Linda hollered. 
He bolted for the stairwell and popped into the cockpit. “What’s wrong, Linda?”
“Look! Look to our front! Orcas! Six or more. There they are!” Linda pointed beyond the bow of the boat. 
Adam grabbed his binoculars and looked forward. About a quarter mile away he saw the great killer whales breaching and pacing the Dutchman. He hugged Linda and said, “Oh, wonderful. They live! See how they dance in the surf! Life continues after all.”
“Yes, they look healthy and strong. That means there is adequate food for them. Oh, Adam. This is the first good news we’re had. Wait. What is that black buoy bobbing up and down over there?” She pointed to a black nun about a half mile to their starboard bow.
“That’s more good news, Linda. That’s a channel marker leading to the entrance to Grays Harbor. I remember them from when I used to go fishing out of Westport. It means we’re just off the coast and a little south of the harbor. All we have to do is follow the nuns to the northeast.”
Adam turned the ketch downwind and sailed east by north east while Linda watched from the bow for the next channel marker. Bear, as if sensing their excitement, barked and ran fore and aft over and again.
“Marker, ho!” Linda shouted and pointed forward and slightly to the left as Adam corrected his course. 
“We should spot the breakwater shortly,” he said.
Clouds rolled in and the wind died and it began to rain hard, pouring straight down. The sails hung wet and limp. Flying Dutchman drifted with the tide. 
“What do we do now?” Linda asked.
“I’ll take frequent compass readings on that nun until we drift out of sight. That way we can head approximately in the right direction when the wind comes back. In the meantime, why don’t you go below where it’s dry? I’ll stay here and mope. I’m getting crankier by the hour with no food or coffee.”
She turned and hugged him tight. “Oh Adam, you damned old grouch. I’ll poke around in the pantry and see if I can’t find some grub.” She kissed his cheek and went below.
Suddenly he didn’t feel so cold. 
Soon she returned with several small cans. 
“Oh, I hit the jackpot. Here’s a can of beans, a jar of dried beef, sardines, and potted meat. Nothing with which to make a sandwich, I’m afraid. Any ideas?
“Surprise me.”
She returned to the galley and lit a lantern. 
On deck he watched a heavy fog roll in as it grew dark.
Linda soon appeared carrying two bowls and two spoons. She had a blanket draped over one arm.
“What’cha come up with?”
“Lucky Slum-Gullion.”
She handed him a bowl, set hers down, and wrapped the blanket around him. Then she wrapped herself against him within the blanket, picked up her bowl, and took a bite of the contents.
“M-m-m. Best I’ve made lately. C’mon, Skipper. Chow down. There’s no more where that came from.”
“Where’s Bear?”
“She’s below eating. She still has plenty of dog chow.”
“Hey, this is really, er, sorta good.”
“Flattering the cook will get you – everywhere.” She chucked him under the chin.
They huddled together, eating their food, and listening to the silence. 
“You know,” Adam said finally, “I’ve been thinking about what has happened to us – I mean to all of us. Joan . . . that’s, or was my wife, thought it was the end of days with the end of the Mayan calendar. And I thought so too at first because living things suddenly disappeared in coincidence with that date.”
Adam took a bite of his chow and grimaced.
“M-m-m-m, good.”
Linda laughed and huddled closer for warmth.
“Then I got to thinking about why I was still here and the others were gone. My wife was a good Christian – I thought maybe this was the Rapture foretold in the scriptures. Maybe that event also coincided with the Mayan scenario. 
“But now you’re here. And the natives don’t fit into either scenario. The Orcas tell us life is either reappearing or has survived, in part, over the world. I just don’t know.”
“I’ll tell you what I think,” Linda said. “I think Mother Earth was just fed up with human’s cluttering the earth with detritus and is taking steps to clean the place up. The land has filled with plastic bags and heavy metals. The oceans are filled with plastics of all sorts and junk which kills the sea life. The forests have been cut down below critical mass and can no longer provide oxygen in adequate proportions. In every age, nature has ultimately reacted to destructive forces. We’re witnessing the end of this last age and the beginnings of a new one.”
She set her bowl on the cockpit seat next to her, as Bear huddled against her knee.
“How do you explain my own survival? Or yours? Or Bear’s for that matter?”
She shrugged. “Who can say? Why was Noah picked to survive the great flood?”
They sat together, huddled under the blanket as stars shown down through the thinning blanket of fog. 
He thought she was asleep when she said, “Adam, when you saved me from the natives at La Push, I was a woman who felt devoid of love. I had several favorite men when I was younger, but nothing that ever mattered. I was feeling like the fabled “old maid aunt.” Oh, lots of young men from the tribal villages wanted to court me, but I wanted more than they could give me.”
She paused to pet the dog and scratch behind her ears.
“Then you came to my rescue. My God! You saved my life. I became immediately enthralled by you. You, on the other hand had just suffered a great loss of your loved one. I think I am beginning to understand your feelings. You need a period of mourning for the woman with whom you thought you’d spend the rest of your life. And now she’s gone. 
“I feel true love for you. No,” she placed her finger on Adam’s lips to prevent his speaking. “Don’t say anything. Let me finish, please. I don’t expect you love me now, but I will wait. I think you will begin to love me when the time is right.”
They sat together in the cockpit of the boat huddled under a blanket with Bear. They drifted under a moon-sifted fog. 
“What’s that noise?” Linda woke him from sleep. 
He listened in the stillness with her for some moments, then said, “It’s surf breaking on rocks. We’re drifting ashore.”
 They both jumped up and listened to the sound trying to get their bearings.
“Shit! We’re too close to the rocks. No wind. I gotta try to row her off. Help me bring the skiff alongside and tie off the canoe.”
Together they brought the two trailing boats alongside. Adam jumped into the skiff, untied the canoe and handed its painter forward to Linda. When he was assured she had the line, he untied the skiff from the stern of Dutchman and rowed in the dark to the bow of the ketch and secured to the prow. Then he rowed the ketch as hard as he could, away from the sound of the surf.
The boat felt like a load of lead as Adam continued to pull against the tide. He knew he had to keep the boat away from the surf if they were to survive. At first it sounded louder as he was drawn to the shore, then as the tide turned and he was nearly exhausted by the incessant rowing, the sound of the surf grew more distant. 
“Adam, are you all right?” 
“I – I – I think I’m all right. I’m tired, but I think we’re winning. Now’s a good time to pray.”
Suddenly the fog lifted and Adam saw the surf breaking white foam against the shore. At first he thought he was losing the fight and moving toward the rocks. Then, resting for a moment and catching his breath, he thought he felt a sideward movement and then a positive movement seaward as the tide went at first neap and then began to shift outward. 
Daylight appeared and the sun peeked through broken clouds over the mountains to the east. Adam felt a breeze blowng inland and he raced to pull himself to the prow of the sailboat. He was about spent from the hours rowing against the tide.
Linda met him at the bow and helped him aboard. 
“The wind is growing,” he panted. “You must help me set sail. First the jib to point her into the wind. Then the foresail to give her some forward way. Then the main to get her under full sail.”
They worked together to set the sails. The Dutchman turned to point seaward. Then the boat began to respond to the wheel as she gained speed. Soon they were under full sail away from the shore.
Adam lay panting in the cockpit. 
“Just let me rest awhile and I’ll be ready to take us into the harbor.”
The sky cleared and the sun came out. “There she is,” Adam said. “We can clear the harbor on this tack and make the Westport docks under sail.”
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Flying Dutchman fairly flew into harbor and Adam brought her to dockside in the commercial fishing boat moorage area. Linda leapt to the dock as they came alongside.
“Well done my girl,” Adam called as she tied them to the moorage. “You’re getting to be a real sailor.”
She smiled and offered a salute, open handed as she stood on the dock.
He returned it with a soldier’s flat handed salute learned in the Army.
Together they secured the ketch to cleats on the dock and stood together in the cockpit surveying the empty boats lined up on the slips. They were appalled at the lack of sounds in what should have been a busy marina. All was silent except the wind in the rigging of Dutchman, echoed in the shrouds of the few sailboats present. 
“Look,” Linda said.
She pointed at a dozen or so gulls circling overhead. “I never cared for them, but now they look absolutely beautiful,” she said.
“I admire their ability to fly,” Adam said. “I’m always reminded of the story Jonathan Livingston Seagull by Richard Bach. I always watch for a gull to stall out and crash, but they never do.
“Listen. Do you hear that? 
She looked toward where Adam was pointing.
“What?”
“Don’t you hear that tapping from on shore?”
She nodded. “Yes, I hear it now.”
They walked up the dock toward the sound and stopped by a building, likely the marina office.
“The tapping is coming from the other side of this building. Careful now, we don’t know who or what it is.”
Pressing against the building, they inched to its end. The tapping was louder now.
“Damn.” Adam said. “I didn’t bring a weapon.”
He looked around the corner, and stepped into the clear. 
“It’s only the wind blowing a door.”
Linda took a deep breath and relaxed.
“We better go in to town and gather canned goods for the Quinault as we promised.”
“What of my father?”
“When we’ve provisioned, we’ll follow the bay around to Aberdeen, Hoquiam and Ocean Shores. If we don’t find any sign of him, we’ll go outside and up the coast to Taholah, where possibly he was last seen. From there we’ll sail back to Queets and hope the natives aren’t too pissed off.”
They walked together, accompanied by Bear up the main street until they came to a grocery store. In the center of town now, they saw scattered cars, and a few living, flying gulls. Entering the parking lot of the main city market, they noticed several crows picking at the remains of human bones.
“This is weird,” Linda said. “We find signs of life as well as signs of death. Things are kinda mixed up. What do you think, Adam?”
“I don’t know, but I think we should get our stores and get outa town as soon as we can.”
“I’ll drink to that.”
They selected a couple of shopping carts from a double line of them in the parking lot and went to the front door. It was locked, but Adam retrieved a jack handle from a deserted auto store and used it to smash open the front door of the market. Inside they found everything in order. It was as if the store had simply closed for the night. Nothing out of order, except the perishables were turned and beginning to stink. 
“Let’s stock up on canned meats and fish first,” Adam said. “We’ll go for the veggies on our next trip.”
“Sounds right.”
They filled their carts with Spam, tuna fish, corned beef, several kinds of powdered and preserved foods, and pushed the overfilled carts toward the boat. They heard gunfire from the east as they approached the marina.
“Shit! What is that?” Adam said.
“Well, we’ve found human life. Now we have to survive whoever it is.” Linda looked worried.
“Let’s hurry back to the boat. I shouldn’t have come ashore unarmed.”
Together they pushed their shopping carts as they ran for the fisherman’s dock. The firing continued sporadically.
Working together, they loaded their spoils on the ketch and pushed away from the dock. Adam served as a human tug boat with the skiff to pull them into the middle of the harbor, a safe distance from the city, where they dropped anchor.
“Do you know how to use firearms?” he asked.
“I learned to use a .22 when I was a girl. I haven’t practiced at all as an adult.”
“It’s like riding a bike—you never forget. Scan the town with these binocs while I go below for some guns.”
He disappeared below and reappeared a few minutes later. He carried his AR-15 and had two pistols in his belt. 
“This rifle has no more kick than a .22 and is easier to wield than a pistol, so you can use this if we need to defend ourselves. I’ll let you practice a little when we can, but right now we might draw unwanted attention. See any movement in town?”
She shook her head as he took the binocs from her and scanned the waterfront. All was quiet. Then he spotted movement.
“There, by that boathouse; two men stalking a third by a stack of crab pots. I don’t know which the good guys are, but two on one seems unfair.”
On impulse Adam picked up the AR-15 and aimed it generally toward the two men and fired three rounds. The two dropped to the wooden planking. The third man spotted the other two and disappeared around a building. 
“That was a dumb thing to do,” Adam said. “I shouldn’t have done it. It wasn’t our fight. Now they know we’re here and definitely not friendly.”
After a few minutes, the two men rose slowly from their prone position on the deck and scanned the water, looking for the source of the firing. One man pointed toward the ketch and they both fired their pistols, but Flying Dutchman was out of range. Soon the two men disappeared toward town.
“Well that settles that. We dare not go back to Westport now and we haven’t finished shopping. We’ll have to go north within the harbor to this town.” He placed his finger on the chart. “Oyhut. Know it?”
“Yes.”
“Got a dock?”
“I think so. They mostly farm oysters out of there, or used to.”
“Wind’s freshening. We should be able to make it in an hour.”
“There’s a ferry dock just south of there at Ocean Shores,” Linda said. “There’s also a campground between with a pier and floats.”
“Good. We need to up our priority to take on water. We may find some there. From now on we go armed everywhere. We need to be careful. There is little margin for error. One more mistake and we’re likely done for.”
Adam hauled anchor and set sail while Linda manned the wheel. The wind was offshore so they sailed on a starboard tack the few miles to the north side of the harbor entrance. The wind was light and soon they met rips as the tide receded. Adam fussed with the set of their sails and worried the tides might overcome their progress. They cleared the headland at Ocean Shores and hit an eddy which carried them clear of the rip tides. They dropped anchor beyond pistol range, between Ocean Shores and Oyhut. 
“We’ll spend the night here,” he said. “I think it’s Time for a cocktail. Any takers?”
“Aye, aye Skipper. My treat.” Linda disappeared below decks.
Adam sat scanning the beach and buildings of the settlement as the sun dropped into the sea beyond the spit at Ocean Shores. A few gulls circled toward the center of the harbor. He watched as they began to dive and feed on a living school of what appeared to be herring. He pointed this activity out to Linda as she reappeared with a martini in each hand.
The wind died and the couple, accompanied by Bear, sat enjoying the sunset. 
“The world seems so peaceful,” Linda said. “It’s a pity we have to fear the only enemy alive—us. If I’m right, nature will continue to repair the damages done over the millennia, while people choose up sides, the good guys, whoever they may be, versus the bad guys, whoever they are and begin the process all over again. If only Eve hadn’t eaten the apple.”
They shared a laugh.
“If only my namesake hadn’t agreed to it,” Adam said. 
Again they both laughed
“Maybe we can do better this time.” 
He raised his glass and toasted, “May we at last have learned our lesson.”
He reached over and took Linda’s hand in his. “I don’t know if I’d have been able to continue this exodus without your help.”
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Night fell and stars in countless numbers filled the skies. They hadn’t seen any movement anywhere on shore, but now a fire appeared near the head of the ferry dock. 
“Someone lives ashore,” Adam said. He pointed. “There. It’s a small fire, like a family campfire.”
They sat in the dark sharing the night with Bear and sharing the warmth of the fire with their unknown host.
“I’ll go ashore later and see if they’re friendly.”
“No. Please. Don’t take a chance on getting hurt.”
“We have to take some chances if we are to ever find friends. Don’t worry my—Linda. I’ll be careful not to expose myself. I’ve had training in this sort of thing, you know. In the Middle East. Believe me, I won’t take chances and I won’t kill unless I’m forced to, I promise.” 
Before he could think about it, his arms were around Linda and he kissed her. She responded hungrily before he released her and backed away. 
“I’m sorry, Linda. I shouldn’t have done that.”
She said nothing. Her eyes reflected tears in the starlight.
Later in the night, Adam slipped silently and quickly into the skiff and rowed to the beach downwind from the fire. Slipping ashore he stalked the occupants of the beach fire. Approaching in the shadows, Adam saw a man standing alone by the flames. Two blanketed human forms lay in the light from the flickering fire.
Adam continued to stalk.
“Who is there? I have a gun,” the man said.
From the shadows Adam said, “I too am armed. My rifle is aimed at your chest. I will shoot if necessary, but I prefer not to, unless you insist.”
The man raised his hands. 
“Don’t shoot, friend. Please come and share my fire in peace.”
“Who are you?”
“I am Lester Swift, a poor fisherman, bereft of my wife and son, trying to give them a Christian burial here on this beach.”
“How did they die?”
 “Some days ago, the people of Ocean Shores mysteriously disappeared. My family was all that was left. We were frightened. It seemed as if all living things except us were gone. The power was down. I sought help from my neighbors, but there was no one. I went downtown seeking food. Men appeared and killed my wife and child. They tried to kill me, but I hid.”
“Why didn’t you resist?”
“I lied. I have no weapon. You can kill me; I have no wish to live without my family.”
He lowered his arms and stood with head bowed.
“Build up the fire, Lester. If I see that you are telling the truth, I will approach. Otherwise I will kill you.”
Silently, the man added wood to the fire, until it flamed high and illuminated everything around it.
“I see that you are unarmed. I am coming in.”
Adam walked cautiously toward the fire, alert to his surroundings. When he came up close to Lester, he dropped the barrel of his rifle and extended his hand. 
Lester took it and, dropping to his knees, said, “Thank God. I thought I was all that was left of God-fearing people on this earth.”
“How do you know I am God-fearing?”
“I know. If it had been otherwise you would have killed me.”
“What can I do to help you bury your family?”
“I think the earth is no longer sacred. I wish to bury my family at sea. I was waiting for the tide to come in before committing their bodies and souls to Christ in the sea.”
“I will help you. Help me load the bodies of your wife and child in my skiff and we’ll take them out to my sailboat. We’ll say the prayers and bury them on the next outgoing tide.”
“You would do that?”
“I will.”
“Then God Bless you, my brother.”
Adam and Lester placed the bodies of the woman and child aboard the skiff. Adam rowed them out to the sailboat. After Adam explained what had transpired to Linda, she prepared a meal for the two men. The corpses rested in the skiff.
Bear sniffed with suspicion at Lester’s pant leg. When the man tried to pet her, she backed away growling.
Adam helped Linda with the meal in the galley. She said to him, “Adam. Do not trust this man. He means us harm.”
“What do you mean?”
“He has hidden arms and means to use them on us when we sleep.”
“How do you know?”
“I know.”

The supper meal of canned spaghetti and canned potatoes had been eaten. Christian prayers had been said over the bodies of the dead prior to lowering them into the outgoing tide. 
Adam said, “My friend I am so sorry for your loss. Linda and I have felt the same. What can I do to console you?”
“You can make me feel better by leaving this boat and going ashore,” he said as he drew a dagger and thrust it at Adam’s belly. 
At the same time Adam drew his Sig-Sauer and shot Lester in the chest. 
Lester died before his body hit the deck. 
Adam stood, crossed himself, and hugged Linda tightly. 
“You warned me,” he said. “Thank God I listened to you.”
He lifted the corpse and dropped it overboard in the wake of its family.   
“We’ll spend the night here and go ashore in the morning to resume our provisioning. I’ll sleep in the cockpit tonight, one eye open. Take the rifle to bed with you.”
They slept uneasily at opposite ends of the boat throughout the otherwise peaceful night and woke to a drizzle and no wind. Linda filled the coffee pot and placed it on the stove. 
Adam woke to the sounds and smell of coffee perking. He dropped below decks to warm his hands over the stove while Bear went forward to relieve herself. 
“All appears quiet on shore,” Adam said. “After coffee, feels like a two cup morning, we’ll take the skiff to shore and check out the town. If all goes well we’ll stockpile on the dock and bring Dutchman in for loading.”

Log entry: Losing track of the days, but think it must a month since I left Key Center. Might scrounge up a calendar, but what the hell for? My feelings for Linda grow stronger. We three went ashore today. Bear romped on the beach while Linda and I filled shopping cart after shopping cart and piled the goods on the dock. The shopping center had been broken into, I suppose by Lester, but not much had been taken. Found signs of a protracted fight and several bodies near the dock. Also shell casings of more than one caliber. Indications are that Lester had killed them all, including his supposed family. I believe I caught him just at the end of his depredation. From the evidence I found at the blackened site of his campfire on the beach, he had been enjoying some fresh meat, what cannibals call “long pig.” What a grizzly thought. Linda agreed with me and we were both sickened by the evidence.
We found three assault rifles in and around the market. These we collected with some ammunition.	
Am beginning to wonder why I bother keeping a log—who’s going to read it? Still, I feel it’s important to keep a record of what is happening to us. (Note to self: pick up some more ball-point pens.)
Late in the afternoon, when the off-shore breezes had picked up, I rowed out to the ketch and sailed her into dockside. Approaching land, reflected light caught my eye to the north. There I saw four men, possibly teen agers, approaching on bicycles. Looking closely, I could see no firearms. I hurried to the dock and shared my news with Linda. We finished loading Dutchman, all the while keeping our weapons close at hand. I kept track of where the bicyclists were. When we were almost finished taking on supplies, Bear started barking as two of the young men rode up and dismounted. They were indeed teenagers and unarmed (they were careful to keep their hands in plain sight). I scanned the nearby buildings, looking for the other two teens.
 
“Hiya, Mister,” the taller of the two called out. He was maybe sixteen or seventeen. Tattoos festooned his bare arms.
“We sure are glad to find you here. We’ve been wandering for days looking for help. We haven’t eaten and we’re awful hungry.”
He stopped and stood with his arms spread in supplication.
“Help yourself to anything on the dock. We’re taking supplies up to the Quinault people at Queets. Where are your two friends?”
“Friends?” The boys looked at each other. 
“There are no friends,” said the taller boy, obviously the leader, “We’re all by ourselves.” His eyes narrowed. 
Adam caught a reflected glint of steel from behind the corner of a building.
“As I said, there’s plenty of food here for everyone. Help yourself to anything.”
“Anything?” the tattooed teen said. He glanced sidelong at Linda.
Adam planned quickly, knowing they were close to a showdown. “You can carry enough food to get to Queets where the people will help you.”
“Sup? can you give us a lift?”
“No. Sorry, we’re full to the scuppers with supplies for the tribe.”
Both boys laughed.
“‘Scuppers,’ did’ja hear that Snagger,” said tattoo. “He sounds like a pirate.”
They laughed again and moved closer. 
Bear growled. 
Adam just had time to see a hidden figure bringing his rifle to bear and reach for his AR-15, before they were rushed. 
He pulled the trigger on tattoo and caught him in the leg; drew down on the hidden rifle and fired three quick shots before he saw a figure fall. The second boy closer to them lunged forward, drawing a bayonet. When Adam butt-stroked him with his rifle, the boy grunted and fell to the ground and lay still. Tattoo groveled and screamed with pain, his leg bleeding profusely. Linda dropped to his side, cut lengths of cloth from the leg of his jeans, and placed a tourniquet above the wound.
Adam kept his eyes peeled for the fourth member of this teenage gang. He spotted him peddling away to the north as the sun was setting.
They had words as Linda tried to convince him they needed to bring Tattoo on board and care for him until they returned to Queets. His argument about survival of the fittest won out, she finally agreed to leave tattoo on the beach with enough supplies to sustain him for a time. 
That night they pulled off and anchored well into the bay. I’m wondering if it was a mistake to tell the boys about the survivors at Queets.
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“What can we do? My heart hurts.” Linda’s face was distorted in pain. “I have taken an oath to do no harm. Yet it seems everyone we meet is sworn to harm us. Is there no peace?”
The boat swung at anchor in the gathering storm. Adam held Linda in his arms. The dog lay at their feet.
“Linda, Linda, My girl. It does seem the whole world is at our throats. We must protect ourselves from those who would kill us.”
“But I have seen you kill. How do you feel about that?”
“You know I am a Roman Catholic. We have few unforgivable sins. Killing is not one of them, as long as we do so in the name of self preservation.”
“But we have no church.”
“Oh, yes we do. The Church resides in any of us who believe in the power of God.”
 “I wish I had your faith.”
“My faith will be enough to carry us both through. Don’t despair. Lean on me. You can trust me.”
He took her in his arms.
She looked up at him and smiled. “I do. I do trust you.”
He kissed her and hugged her long into the night and the building storm. As wind and waves grew, he took her up in his arms and went below. They huddled on the berth as lightning struck, and thunder crashed above decks. Wind howled in the rigging sounding like a troop of banshees. All the while the boat rocked comfortably as if enjoying an evening sitzbath. Bear huddled on the flooring.
Sometime during the night, the storm broke. The sun rose in a clear sky as Adam and Linda enjoyed a cup of coffee.
“Sleep well?” Adam Said
“Oh yes. I was a little frightened at first, but later the rhythmic moving of Dutchman seemed to rock me gently to sleep. I dreamt I was a little girl again being rocked by my Daddy. And you, my love? You appeared to sleep a troubled sleep.
“I slept well enough, except I dreamt a strange recurring dream about something my Dad told me that happened years ago—almost in another life. I dreamt I was at sea. Not in the Pacific, but in the Atlantic. I was fishing for Marlin with my Dad’s friend Ernest Hemingway. The rocking of the boat lulled me to sleep. Papa Hemingway woke me up shouting “Fish on.” I startled and fought the fish until it broke free. The last thing I remember was Papa laughing at me because I’d fallen asleep.”
“That is a strange dream. You say it reoccurs?” 
“Yes. It must have been a story my father told me. I’ve never been Marlin fishing and I never met Hemingway. The dream varies somewhat but always ends the same. Try as I might, I can’t remember what happens next.” He poured himself a second cup of coffee, this one without sugar.
“We’ll have to get these stores put away before we go up to the park and try to take on water. Do you think we have enough food for the village?
“I’m sure they’ll welcome anything we bring. By now they probably think we’ve forsaken them.”
“Let’s hope there’s water at the park and it’s potable.”
“How will we know if it’s okay?”
“We have a test kit in the boat’s survival gear.”
A light wind sprang up with the incoming tide, and the trio set sail for the short trip northward to the park. They were able to make the pier under sail. Adam went forward with a line while Linda steered the boat almost parallel with the planking as it jutted out from the land. 
“Okay, keep her steady . . . steady. Loosen sail . . . let her luff.”
Linda loosened the lines and let the wind spill from the sails. The boat slowed as it lost way.
Adam jumped to the dock and wrapped the line around a cleat. Dutchman hesitated with the tightening of the line, seemed to protest lightly, and then swung quietly at moorage. 
Satisfied the boat was secure, Adam stood clapping his hands. “Bravo, bravo my lovely young lady. You handled that landing as well as any sailor.”
He hopped on board and rushed to hug Linda. He kissed her all over her face.
They left the boat arm in arm and walked down the pier searching for a source of water. He spotted a hose half way down the dock. It was attached to a faucet. A power yacht was tethered to the other end of the faucet. He boarded the yacht and searched it, but found no sign of people. The key was in the ignition. To test it, he turned the key. Nothing happened. In one lazerette he found a two-man hand pump, a relic of World War II. 
“Now this we should be able to use,” he said. “There might be water available here, but without power the faucet may not be able to produce any flow.
He hauled the pump out and placed it on the dock. Then he removed the hose from the faucet and turned it on. A gurgling indicated the presence of water but, as Adam feared, there was no power to pump it. Nothing happened.
 “Any luck?” Linda said.
“There’s water here, but no electric power to pump it. I’ll search for the source of the water, either a well or a pump house, and rig this hand pump I found, to it. You may have to help me work the pump. Meanwhile keep a sharp eye out for visitors.”
She nodded. 
Adam followed the water line ashore and soon found the pump house. He returned and, hooking one end of the hose to the water tank on Dutchman, he hooked the other end of the hose to the hand pump. 
“Now,” he said. “It should be as simple as connecting one end of the sailboat’s hose to the pump and the other end to the piping as close to the well as we can.”
“Then what?”
“Then we pump for all we’re worth. The pump should create a vacuum to be filled by water.”
Adam completed the hookup and they proceeded to pump at both ends of the pump handle. Linda’s end went up as Adam pushed downward. Then she pushed down as he pulled up. 
At first there was an absence of resistance to their labor. Linda looked at him questioningly. He simply nodded and prompted her to continue. After about a minute of pumping their thrusts were increasingly resisted. They both broke sweat. Finally, they heard the sound of water running through the system and into the boat’s tanks.
They grinned and high-fived. 
“Now we’ll check to make sure the water is potable.” 
Adam went aboard and soon returned with an olive drab canvas envelope marked with numbers and letters on its cover.
“This’ll tell us what we want to know in a few minutes. I’ll place a few drops into this plastic cup and blue color will tell us if it’s good. Any other color is bad.”
Linda watched expectantly as Adam poured a little water into the cup and shook it up. 
Linda clapped her hands and shouted “H’ray.” as the sample turned blue. 
“Not so fast. This kit is old. We need to test the water on Bear before we drink it.”
“Bear? But what if she dies?”
“You’re supposed to be a medical professional. Tell me. Is it better if she dies, or is it better if we all die?”
Linda bowed her head. “Of course you’re right. What was I thinking? Come here Bear.”
They gave her a drink of the well water. She noisily lapped it up and sat looking at the humans who watched her intently.
“What now?” Linda said.
“Now we wait.”
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“Look.” Linda said. “Someone’s coming.”
Adam reached for his rifle, and then stopped when he saw an old man accompanied by a boy of maybe twelve or thirteen years holding the man’s hand as they stepped onto the pier. 
After some moments they advanced slowly; the oldster plodding stolidly, the youngster taking two steps to every one of the adult.  
“Please, sir. May we have some water?” The old man stumbled and nearly fell. Adam hurried to the his side and helped him to sit on a box beside the boat. 
“Linda, Get some water from the boat.” 
Linda hurried to get two cups of water for the strangers. 
Adam helped the old man to sip from one cup, while Linda gave the other to the boy. He drank it down in one solid gulp. 
“Want more? She asked. 
The boy nodded, smiling as he handed the cup back to her. She went aboard and drew him another cup.
The old man continued to sip from the cup in Adam’s hand. In between sips, he said, “Thank you, I think you’ve saved our lives . . . We hadn’t found water for almost three days . . . We’re very hungry, but  . . . you know we can go a lot longer . . . without food . . . than we can water.”
He drank some more. 
When he was sated, he sat back to rest.
“What is your name, old man?”
“Thomas James Downey. They call me T.J. I used to practice law in Olympia. Retired some years ago. This is my grandson, Jimmy. He’s named after me.” 
The old man, seeming to gather strength with the water, turned to his grandson. “Jimmy, come and thank—I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”
“Adam. Adam Palmer. No need to thank me. We’re glad to be able to help.”
“And your wife’s name?”
“Oh . . .” Adam blushed. “We aren’t married. Linda came to me pretty much the same way you did. We’re helping each other and others like you to survive.”
“Adam and Linda,” Thomas smiled showing a full set of very white teeth. “It fits.”
“We’ll get you both something to eat,” Linda said, “as soon as we finish pumping water from this well. We have to do it by hand.”
“Yes,” Adam said. “We’ve tested it and,” he glanced at Bear who was busily getting petted by
young Jimmy, “it appears potable. I think we’ve waited long enough to start filling the tank.”
Adam and Linda took positions at opposite ends of the pump and began filling the sailboat’s water tanks.
They heard and felt the water running through the hose and into the boat.
After about ten minutes of pumping up and down, Linda said, “Phew. I need a break.”
They stopped to rest. 
Jimmy said, “I can help. I’m really strong. I can row a boat.”
“Okay,” Adam said. “Let’s see what you can do.”
Jimmy replaced Linda on the pump handle. Adam moved it up and down. Jimmy enthusiastically worked his end. 
“Hey, not so fast. Better to pump slower and last longer.”
Jimmy caught the rhythm from Adam and continued to pump with vigor. Soon the tanks were full.
“Good job, Jimmy. You’ve earned your supper and more, I think.”
Adam unhooked the pump and stored it in the boat’s starboard lazerette. 
During this time Linda had been preparing a meal in the galley. 
Adam helped Thomas to board the boat and sat him in the cockpit. The sun dropped toward the horizon. Jimmy went forward on the deck to play with Bear.
“We have some wine, Thomas, if you’d like some before dinner,” Adam said.
“Wine? Dinner? I can’t remember when two words sounded so inviting. Of course I’d love some wine. I can’t thank you enough for helping us. We were near the end of our rope.”
The old man gained strength as they watched.

Dinner had been Linda’s best efforts at her famous Lucky Slum-Gullion. Adam tried but could not identify the magic three, or was it four, ingredients of the concoction. Finally, he gave up and just enjoyed the meal.
They were enjoying the last of a bottle of Pinot Noir. Young Jimmy had gone to sleep with Bear on her pallet. The night was young and the weather gentle.
“I think,” Adam said as he poured the last of the wine, “it is time you told us your story.”
“My story?”
“Yes. We know your names and that you’re from Olympia. Do you mean to tell us you have travelled on foot all the way here from Olympia?”
“Yes. I practiced corporate law for thirty years in Seattle. When my wife died I went to live in Olympia with my son and his wife. My son was a state representative. My daughter-in-law was a senate clerk. My job was to look after my grandson during the day. We had great times together. Jimmy learned how to be a boy and I enjoyed a boyhood I had never experienced when I was growing up. 
“One day last month, it was all gone. Jimmy’s parents had simply disappeared. Everybody Was gone. Jimmy and I were left alone. We searched the city together, ate canned food from the market, and bottled water wherever we could find it.”
The old man finished the last of his wine. He seemed to have gained ten years worth of vim and vigor. Linda cleared the table. Jimmy helped her wash the dishes. Thomas dried.
“Hey, can’t I help too?” Adam said.
“Well,” Linda said, wiping her hands. “I think I’m ready for a hug.”
“Me too!” Jimmy said.
Moving over to the galley, Adam gave Jimmy a hug. Next he hugged Thomas who said, “Best hug I ever had.” 
Both of the Downeys clapped hands as Adam lifted Linda off her feet with a giant hug and swung her around. Bear jumped and circled, barking loudly.
When chores were finished, Bear was fed and visited the foredeck one last time, and then she settled down on her sleeping mat with Jimmie. Adam poured a snifter each of Napoleon Brandy for the three adults while Thomas continued his story.
“After a week passed, Jimmy and I decided we’d have to go in search of living people. I don’t know why, but we started walking along routes 101 and 12 to Montesano, Aberdeen, Hoquiam and finally here.”
“You mean you walked all this way?”
 “Yes, I’d never have made it on my own. The boy helped. He’s growing fast.”
Linda finished domestic chores and sat listening. She asked, “Did you see any people along the way?”
“We were robbed three times and nearly killed once when we had nothing left to give up. Most of the remaining people are interested only in their own survival. They seem determined to preserve that. You folks are the first to offer me food or water and I bless you for it.” He took a sip of brandy. “We’ll be on our way in the morning.”
Linda looked at Adam. 
Adam said, “Where will you go?”
The old man hung his head. “I have no idea, but I must find a place for the boy before I die. I’m not exactly a spring chicken you know.” 
Adam looked at Linda. She nodded.
He said, “We’re in the process of taking supplies up to the Quinault Indian Reservation. You’re welcome to sail with us and perhaps find a place with them or continue on with us, whichever works for us all.”
“Oh.” Thomas’s eyes widened. “You are too kind. I must take you up on your offer, for the boy’s sake. I have no better idea where to go.”
“Then it’s settled. You’ll go with us. We need to start somewhere in building a new generation of peoples.”
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That night Adam gave up his king sized berth to Thomas and slept on a couch in the main salon. Linda slept in her usual berth forward. Jimmy shared Bear’s palette with the dog.
Dawn broke over Grays Harbor. Linda woke at first light as was her custom and brewed a pot of coffee in the galley. She was surprised to find Thomas awake and up. 
“I would like to wash and shave, if it’s possible,” Thomas said.
“Sure. The head is just over there. There is a shower. No hot water, I’m afraid. I can heat some for you to shave, if you wish.”
“That would be wonderful.”
“Happy to do it.”
Thomas paused a moment. “Yes?” Linda said.
“This is probably none of my business, and you may tell me so, but I can’t help but have noticed that you and Adam appear like two people very much in love. Yet you sleep at opposite ends of the boat. You can’t be worried about appearances, things being the way they are. Forgive me for being a nosy old man, but I know a couple in love and I love the both of you too.”
Linda sat beside Thomas and took his hand in hers. “I am glad to be able to share with someone like you whom I have begun to trust.” She related the story of her early life with her parents; her dad a doctor from Seattle, her mom, not well remembered as she had died when Linda was a babe. Her sojourn at the university of Washington with the sole goal of returning to serve the native peoples of the Olympic Peninsula. 
“All seemed well, if a bit boring. I wanted to love a man. I had a choice between a fisherman and a native tribesman. My father wanted me to marry a tribesman, but I was disenchanted. I resolved to be a spinster, dedicated to my profession. 
“One day, when the world seemed akilter, and the Sol Duc were about to kill me, Adam appeared and saved me. I saw him as the hero I had always dreamed of—a man who would save me and deliver me to a better life.” She paused and took a drink of coffee.
“So you fell in love with him?” Thomas said.
“Yes, I fell head over heels in love with him, but he did not love me. What’s more he could not confide in me. That was worse. Over the weeks he opened up to me and I learned he was married to someone who had disappeared with the others. I understood his quandary—how could he love me when his wife was gone, neither dead nor alive. I vowed to love him and give him room to resolve his need for closure.”
“I understand,” Thomas said. 

Adam rolled out of his makeshift bed on the couch and went on deck to make sure all was safe and secure. He was thrilled to see several gulls circling the harbor. He looked for harbor seals but found none. He was startled by the sight of men marching toward the pier. He saw the wind building from shore. A storm was brewing.
“Linda! Linda, we must make sail now!”
Linda dropped what she was doing and went to the wheel as Adam threw all lines aboard, pushed off with all his might, and then set the sails to make way toward the harbor entrance. 
The men rushed onto the pier and began firing at the sailboat. Adam fired his AR-15 in response to slow the men down, until the boat was beyond range from the land. 
They sailed before an increasing off-shore wind out of the harbor entrance and into the Pacific as the storm broke. A blast of wind made the sails snap and blew Adam’s hair into his eyes.
He entered the maelstrom under full sail. Waves built with each plunge of the Flying Dutchman’s bow into water scudded with foam. The heaving seas slammed against the hull with increasing force and repetition. Each time the bow lifted to the crest of a wave, it plunged into what appeared to be a bottomless trough. The wind screamed through the rigging. Adam strained to see through the driving rain. He could barely discern the surface of the sea through the scud breaking over the bow.
All were thrown about as the boat thrashed in the turbulent sea. Adam fought to retain his equilibrium as he breathed in a mouth full of salt water and coughed to catch his breath. Linda threw up. The others struggled to retain their balance. Bear went below and huddled with Jimmie in the salon.
Adam dropped sail until he had only a storm jib keeping his bow into the wind. He stayed behind the wheel throughout the night, waiting to hear the dreadful sound of breakers on rocks. The wind was from the southwest. 
Dutchman sailed away from shore, heading west by southwest. Adam could not be sure he was not losing ground, but was confident the ketch was keeping well away from the beach. He looked up into the sky and saw nothing in the heavy rain. It seemed the clouds had descended onto the surface of the sea.
Some hours into the night, Thomas came into the cockpit with a cup of hot coffee. He lost half a cup while he struggled to keep his balance. 
“I thought you might need this. The stove was overrunning its gimbals, and I spilled more than I saved, but I made up the shortage with good Irish whiskey. I know it’s good because I tried it on for size.”
Adam laughed and choked on a swallow of the Irish coffee.
“That’s just what I needed. How’s everyone below decks?”
“Well, it’s plenty noisy down there and things keep falling out off the shelves. But Linda’s fine now she’s got over her queasy stomach. She’s down on the floor, cuddling with Jimmy and the dog. She’s some swell scout—kinda pretty too.” 
He looked sidelong at Adam.
“She is that. You should go below. I’ll be fine now.”
“I’d as soon stay here with you. Found a poncho in the locker and I feel less woozy on deck. Tell me how you came to be here. Your boat’s posted home port says Seattle.”
Adam spent the next hour filling Thomas in on his adventures since the end of the Mayan calendar. 
“Is that what you think happened to us?”
“It’s possible, but I thought it more likely we’d been abandoned by The Rapture. Linda thinks it’s just Mother Nature pissed off at our treatment of the earth. What do you think?”
“Hadn’t had a chance to think about it. Linda’s theory sorta goes along with the native’s ideas, but if they’re right, how do you explain us—you, me, and little Jimmy?”
Adam shrugged his shoulders and shook his head.
“Wish I could spell you at the wheel, but I’m not much of a sailor.”
“Worry not. I’m about as comfortable here as below decks anyway. Looks like the wind’s letting up. Should see some sun tomorrow.”
“We’ll go to Queets?”
“Maybe. I wanted to stop first at Tahola, midway up the coast; that’s where Linda’s Dad was last seen—we think. Anyway, we’ll work our way to shore, determine where we are, and then whichever village we make first will be our interim destination.”
Adam took his last swallow of coffee and wiped his mouth with his sleeve.
“Want another cup?” Thomas said.
“Would love another one, but I’m afraid I might get to liking it too much. Maybe some tea? Straight?”
“Tea it is.”
Thomas disappeared below decks. Streaks of sunlight were just penetrating the clouds to the east as he reappeared with a steaming cup of tea.
“Tell me, Adam. What are your feelings for Linda?” Thomas put the tea down and raised his hands as Adam looked at him. “Oh please, tell me if it’s none of my business, but I thought, since I have seen how much in love you are with each other, maybe you could use a confessor.”
Adam bowed his head and said, “Oh if only I had a father confessor to tell my sins to.”
“I am not a priest, but I want you to know, my office gives me almost the same authority. I’m sure that God would grant me power in this case.”
Tears appeared in Adam’s eyes and he spent the next hour telling Thomas of his love for Linda and of his guilt for not remaining faithful to Joan. He shared his feelings about them both and related his adventures in what he called “a new world.”


“Sea has calmed a little,” Adam said. “Whitecaps have subsided.” He sipped the tea.
“These Quinault people—they are friendly?” Thomas said,
“I don’t know. I have little experience with the native people. Linda can advise you better on that.”
“Did someone mention my name?” 
Linda climbed up into the cockpit holding a tray with cups and a steaming pot of coffee. 
“Adam, you need a sugar fix. Here you are. You’ve stayed awake all night. As soon as I’ve fed the dog and the boy, I will relieve you at the wheel. You poor dear, you must be tired.”
“It’s a sailor’s lot,” he said. “You need rest yourself. The sea is calming. Get some sleep and relieve me at the wheel when you’re awake.”
Adam watched Linda disappear below, followed by Thomas.
He’s a good man, I think. Maybe he’ll find a place with the Quinaults.
He set a course for shore and sat behind the wheel, nodding until he was awakened by Linda.
“Come on, Adam. You’re sleeping at the wheel. Sweet man, go below and get some sleep while I sail this boat.”
“Keep her on an easterly course. Wake me up when you see land.” He went below.
“Aye, aye, skipper—my love.” 
His heart skipped a beat. He felt his confession to Thomas had freed him from his guilt.
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Adam went to bed mumbling to himself. Aye, aye. Skipper my love. Humph. Wonder what she meant by that? 
He slept and dreamt of fishing off Florida. He woke and hour later and returned to the cockpit, where he found Linda coaching Jimmy how to handle the boat. Adam stayed silent as he checked Dutchman’s course—two points north of east. He checked the wind and then the setting of the boat’s sails. They were making a good six knots. The boat rode lightly on the swells left from last night’s storm.
Linda was saying, “Now remember Jimmy, always be ready for a change in wind direction. Watch the luff, that’s the bottom corner nearest the mast, and be ready to—why here’s the skipper now. Catch any sleep, Adam?”
“A little. Won’t really rest until we make landfall. What is that to seaward?”
Adam pointed over the stern. Linda and Jimmy looked toward where he pointed. 
“Appears to be a sail.” Adam answered his own question. “Did you notice that before?”
“No, I was paying attention to where we were going . . . and looking for land.”
“So here’s a good lesson for Jimmy. Always keep a sharp eye out in all directions. You never know what surprises the sea will bring. You got that, lad?”
Jimmy nodded.
Adam ruffled the boy’s hair. “Good boy. Now let’s see how well you can handle this girl while Linda goes below and fixes us some breakfast.” 
He looked at Linda. 
She averted her eyes and went below.
Now I’ve hurt her. I must make it up, some way. I wish I hadn’t said that. Shit.
“Sir, may I ask you a question?”
“Sure, and call me Adam.”
Jimmy smiled and said, “Okay. Why do you call this boat Flying Dutchman?”
“That’s a good question. Smart too. She was named after a legendary ghost ship doomed to sail the seven seas forever.”
“Why?”
“I can’t really say.”
“Why do you call the boat ‘her’?”
“Don’t know that either except maybe because she’s often as contrary as any woman.”
“Contrary?”
“Yup. We men aren’t smart enough to understand what’s going on in a woman’s mind, so we say she’s contrary. The word means going against the grain or doing the unexpected. You know?”
Jimmy looked puzzled. “But Linda’s not contrary. She’s nice . . . pretty, too”
“That she is, Jimmy. That she is. Watch your course. You’ve taken her off a couple of points to the north.”
Jimmy quickly corrected the wrong way, saw his mistake and brought the boat back to its proper course.”
“Good boy. You’ll make a fine sailor.”
Jimmy smiled broadly.
“What do you see ahead?” Adam said.
“Looks like a line of mist or a fog bank.”
“You’re right. That’s scud thrown up by waves breaking on the shore. Soon we’ll see land. Do you see where the mist ends off to the right?”
“Yes, I see it.”
“That’s the opening to a harbor. Don’t know which one, but we’ll see soon enough.”
  Linda appeared in the main hatchway and pronounced breakfast ready. She steadied herself with one hand and balanced a plate in the other. “Take these biscuits and I’ll bring coffee up in a minute.”
“Biscuits!” Adam said. “How did you make biscuits?”
“You had flour on board, and baking powder. That was all I needed.”
Leaving Adam open mouthed, Linda disappeared below decks and reappeared a moment later with steaming cups of coffee.
“Linda, these biscuits are fabulous.”
“Of course they are.”
“Linda,” Jimmy said. “Adam has been helping me to sail. He’s almost as good a sailor as you.”
“Of course. I taught him everything I know.”
Nose in the air, Linda once again disappeared below decks.
Adam shook his head. Serves me right.
Following Linda to the galley, Adam took her in his arms and kissed her deeply. “I’ve learned a few things lately.”
“Oh, and what might those things be.”
“I’ve learned that what has been, was and what is, is. I’ve been castigating myself with guilt over my lost love. All the time we have been here in the present and I . . . I love you. I love you.”

They closed within a mile of shore and sailed to the right, toward the opening. All five were on deck watching. The lone sail which had appeared earlier was nowhere to be seen. 
As the harbor opened up before them, Linda said, “I guess we’re back where we started in Grays Harbor.”
“Not quite,” Adam said. “This is Willapa Bay, south of Westport. It’s hard to believe the stay sail could move us to windward against waves and tide, yet here we are.”
“Then we need to go north,” Linda said.
“Yes, but before we do I think we need to check a few things in the harbor. It’s well known for its oyster beds. We should see if any survived. Also the bay contains an island national wildlife refuge. I think it’s worth investigating, don’t you agree?”
“Worth a look.”
“We’ll round the north end of the opening to the bay at low tide. Just inside the bay is North Cove. We’ll stop if there is a pier.”
“Why at low tide?” Thomas asked.
“Because, my depth gauge doesn’t work. I can’t rely on the chart’s accuracy. If we run aground, I’d rather it be on an incoming tide. We’ll float off as the tide comes in. I’ll let you imagine what will happen if we run aground at high tide.”
Thomas nodded. He understood.
The wind shifted to off-shore as Flying Dutchman rounded the headland. Adam, at the helm, said, “Quick Jimmy, take the wheel.” 
Jimmy jumped to respond.
Adam said, “What is our tack?”
“Close reach on a starboard tack,” Jimmy answered.
“Look up into the bay. Do you see those riffles on the water? What do they tell us?”
“Uh-h. I don’t know.”
“They’re called cat’s paws. They signal a coming shift in the wind. Be ready.”
The sails luffed and went slack as the wind coming from the southwest quit and then shifted to easterly. The tackle squealed as the main and forward booms swung to the starboard side and the sails cracked as they filled on the opposite tack. The jib backed against its sheet. Jimmy froze at the helm.
“Now, quick. We must let go on port jib sheet and haul on the starboard sheet, or it’ll swing the bow around and out of control.”
Adam helped Jimmy with this maneuver until the boat, under control, gained speed and entered the bay. 
“Good job, Jimmy. I’ll take her now.”
They entered the bay near the center of its entrance and turned north to enter North Cove. 
Entering the cove, Adam saw there was a single wharf to which several small outboard boats were tied up. The wind died. Dutchman drifted just off the end of the pier. 
“I’m going to tie off the bow here. Everyone keep watch for movement ashore until the tide changes. Then I’ll decide whether or not to make us secure to the pier.”
Adam cast a line around a cleat and secured it with a slip knot. 
They waited and watched. All was silent save the wind whistling in the rigging.
Linda and Jimmy made Beanie-Weenies for lunch.
The tide changed and Adam decided to tie up to the wharf. 
“I want everyone alert on deck. I’m going ashore. Linda will back me up with the rifle. T.J., do you know how to use a pistol?”
“When I was younger I had a Daisy Air Rifle.”
“Never mind. We’ll work on weapons practice later.”
“I’m real good with a sling shot,” Jimmy said.
“Okay, Jimmy you and your grandfather keep a sharp eye out for any kind of movement. Linda, you know what to do. The dog and I will scout out the cove. We’ll be back within the hour. C’mon Bear.”
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Adam stepped ashore with the dog. Bear ran back and forth wagging her tail, obviously happy to be on solid ground. He watched her as she sprinted across the landing. She ranged about, sniffing here and there among the oyster tubs stacked against sheds. Finding nothing, she returned to Adam’s side. 
“There, there. Good girl. Let’s see what we can find in the settlement.”
They walked the deserted streets until Adam decided there was no evidence of life, human or otherwise. Hearing only the sound of the wind, he turned, walked back to the pier, and jumped aboard the boat.
“Well, folks there are no signs of anything alive here. We’ll wait for low tide and investigate the oyster beds. Then we’ll sail the incoming tide southward to the Willapa National Wildlife Refuge and see if anything lives there.”
“What about that sail we saw to seaward yesterday?” Linda asked.
“What about it?” Adam said.
“I’m just thinking, if we sail south into Willapa bay, we could be trapped by unfriendlies afloat.”   
 “You’re right. On the other hand, if they are friendly we stand a chance of joining up with them. In any case, it’s unlikely they will come into the bay. More likely they’d head for Aberdeen in Grays Harbor.”
“Yes, but they have no better means of navigating than we have. What if . . . aw shucks. Never mind.”
“We just have to take it as it comes and hope for the best. Meanwhile we’ll be prepared for the worst. 
“What’re the chances you could give me a haircut while T.J. fixes some grub?” Adam smiled at her.
“A haircut? Sure Skipper.” She returned his smile and went below to look for scissors. 
The boy and the dog followed her. Thomas sat in the cockpit with Adam, watching the tide go out.
Thomas said, “How’s chances, do you think, we’ll encounter that sailboat?”
“I’d give it 50-50. Either way we have to be prepared to defend ourselves. Let’s go ashore after Linda cuts my hair and I’ll give you some basic marksmanship training.”
“Suits me.”
Linda gave a pretty fair showing of sheering Adam of unwanted hair, after which he went below to retrieve his Sig-Sauer pistol and a box of ammunition.
“What’s happening, Adam?” Linda asked.
“Just going ashore to give Thomas a little target practice. Be back in a few.”
Together they walked to the beach among driftwood and flotsam from the open sea. Gathering a few bottles, Adam placed them in a row along a fallen log. 
“Now, Thomas, this pistol is very soft, that is, it has little kick. Are you right handed?”
Thomas nodded.
“I’m going to talk you through the process of aiming and firing. I’ll demonstrate it once, and then you can try it. Okay?”
Thomas nodded again.
“They taught us the catch phrase “BRASS” in the Army. It stands for Breath, Relax, Aim, Slack, and Squeeze. First, stand relaxed with your legs spread perpendicular to the direction of the target. Hold your pistol in your right hand, supported by your left, and held downward like this.” Adam faced the line of bottles and held the pistol with both hands, pointing to the ground.
“Take a deep breath and hold it. Relax. Aim.” Adam raised the pistol and aimed at one bottle in the line along the fallen log.
“Start to squeeze the trigger. There will be some slack, though not much in this Sig. When you feel resistance against the trigger, continue to squeeze. Don’t pull—just squeeze steadily.” 
Adam was silent as he squeezed the trigger. Thomas blanched as he heard the report of the pistol. Downrange, the first bottle on the left shattered.
“Bravo! Great shot. Where’d you learn to shoot like that?” 
“Iraq.” 
Adam cleared the pistol and handed it to Thomas. “Now we’ll try a little dry fire to get you familiar with the feel of the weapon. Just move it around from hand to hand. That’s it. Now pull back on the slide—like this. That’s it. Now the weapon is cocked. Hold the pistol in both hands. Take up the slack. Now squeeze—wait, I want you to be surprised when the hammer falls. Okay, squeeze.”
Thomas flinched at the sound of the hammer falling.
“That’s good. If you flinch after the hammer falls, the round will hit the target. Okay, let’s try a shot.”
Adam showed Thomas how to load the magazine filled with live ammunition into the pistol and cock it.
“Thomas, the pistol is designed to be balanced at its best when loaded, so it’ll feel a bit different now, but the key word ‘BRASS’ still holds.”
Thomas held the cocked pistol in both hands, and pointed at the ground. He brought it up and aimed at the bottle on the left of the group of targets. He pulled the trigger and fired. He missed.
“Thomas, you pulled the trigger and fired to the left. I want you to squeeze it, not pull. Let’s try again.”
Thomas repeated the drill again, squeezed the trigger, and smashed the bottle on the left. Again he breathed, relaxed, aimed, took up slack, and squeezed. The next bottle burst. He smashed the next bottle.
“Great shooting,” Adam said. “I think you got it.”
Thomas went through the discipline again, squeezed and fired to hit the target. He aimed at the next bottle in line and hit it. 
“Good! I pronounce you small arms qualified.”

The four of them and Bear sat in the cockpit of the ketch eating a lunch of canned salmon, stuffed olives, and hard tack. They drank beer. There was canned Coka Cola for Jimmy. Adam watched the tide ebbing. When it was at its lowest, indicated by the lack of currents, he put out in his dinghy with Jimmy aboard and checked the oyster beds for life. 
When they returned to the pier, Linda greeted them with “Any luck?”
“Does a bear shit in the woods? We’re having oysters for supper tonight.”
“Oh, wonderful. How many did you find?”
Adam tossed her the painter as the dinghy bumped into the side of the ketch. She tied them off to a cleat on the stern. 
“Not many, but there are some and they look healthy. I think, with time they’ll come back. Jimmy and I harvested enough for our supper. We’ll have fresh oysters on the half-shell tonight.”
Linda took the oysters below as Adam prepared the ketch for sailing. 
When the sails were set and luffing in a light breeze, Adam gave instructions to his crew. He could manage the boat on his own, but wanted to teach Thomas and Jimmy how to sail.
“Stand by to cast off,” he shouted to Thomas who stood ready at the bow. Jimmy prepared to let go of the line holding the stern to the dock.
“Let go the stern line.”
Jimmy let go the bitter end of the line and pulled it aboard from the end attached to the cleat, on the transom. The stern of the ketch swung away from the pier and into the current. 
“Let go forward,” Adam called to Thomas who retrieved the line, coiled it, and dropped it on the deck. 
“Thomas, stand by to trim the jib.”
“Aye, aye.”
“Jimmy, go forward and prepare to trim the foresail.”
Jimmy hung the coiled stern line on its cleat and skipped forward to where he stood by both sheets, prepared to haul either way. 
Adam stood at the wheel watching to see which way the wind and tide would turn the boat. Both were westerly, moving the boat inland toward the eastern end of the bay. At the same time the tide spun the boat slowly to starboard. 
“Stand by to haul the port sheet.”
Adam let the wheel run free as he picked up the main port sheet and took up the slack. He watched to see that the others were reacting properly. 
“Jimmy, that’s the starboard sheet. You’re hauling the wrong side.”
Jimmy quickly corrected.
As the boat swung to the south, Adam secured the wheel and shouted, “Haul and trim for starboard tack.”
All three brought their sails in until they filled with wind. Dutchman leapt forward like a bird preparing to fly.
“Good job, sailors. You can come aft to the cockpit now.”
All were gathered when Linda brought a platter of oysters on the half shell up from the galley, along with beer for the adults and Pepsi for Jimmy. 
“Oh, boy, said Jimmy. “I sure love raw oysters.”
“Got any ketchup?” Thomas asked.
“Sure. In the fridge. Help yourself.”
They sat relishing the fresh food as Flying Dutchman sprinted down the harbor toward the wildlife refuge, their destination for the day. Spirits were high. 
“I’m really optimistic. We have strong evidence of some sea creatures surviving,” Adam said as he downed a Willapa Bay oyster. “With luck we’ll find some surviving species in the refuge. If we’re really lucky, maybe we’ll have fresh meat for supper.”
They all cheered. 
Bear barked. 
Linda shaded her eyes and looked back toward the north.
“Oh, oh,” she said.
“What?” Adam stood and looked north.
A sloop was just entering the bay and heading towards them.
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The sloop pursued them south down the bay toward a fair sized island marked on the chart as a wildlife refuge. On the map its name was Long Island. Adam watched the progress of his pursuer through his binoculars while he studied his charts trying to determine the navigability of the narrow canal running between the island and the mainland to its east and south. 
The Naselle River mouth paralleled a narrow bar to the island’s east and southeast and emptied into Willapa Bay just to its east. A narrow canal running between the bar and the island looked chancy at anything less than full tide.
I can see that we’re faster than the sloop, but she’s remaining in the center of waterway, possibly in an attempt to block our exit. We could try to get her to commit to a chase down one side of the island by dowsing sail so she appears to gain on us. Then we could apply full sail and beat the sloop around the island and escape that way. 
Too many variables. We might run aground, lose the wind, or miss the tide. Better to stand our ground in open water and fight if we have to.
“Okay, here’s the situation. We can out sail this sloop in open water, but she’s positioned herself to cut us off if we try to evade her. That tells me she may not be friendly. What do you think?”
Thomas said, “I’d like to hear what they have to offer, but you’re the Skipper. What you say goes.”
“I don’t like the way they’re trying to close us in,” Linda said. “I say we challenge them and see what their intentions are. If we must, we fight.” 
Bear barked her agreement.
“Very well, here’s my plan. We sail to the north end of the island, drop a lunch hook, and keep the sails up and slack. We wait there for the sloop to approach. We offer to parlay if possible, but we will be armed and prepared to fight. Thomas will drop the hook from the bow and let out enough slack to just keep us from dragging. Thomas, I want you armed with my pistol and standing by at the bow ready to pull the anchor on my call. You clear with that?”
“Aye, Skipper.”
“Linda will be armed with the AR-15 and standing by amidships. Jimmy, I want you to stay below and do your best to keep the dog calm.” 
“Aye, aye Skipper.” Jimmy saluted and sprang below decks.
Linda did her best, along with the other adults, to keep a straight face.
“I’ll man the wheel and be ready with my Winchester. Watch me and be ready for anything.”
They sailed to within a half mile of the island, then came about and pointed into the wind. As the ketch lost way and came into irons, Adam signaled to T.J. to drop the anchor. 
“Let the rode run straight down until you hit bottom. Then wrap it around a cleat and hold it steady until we see if she drags.”
T.J. signaled his understanding and dropped the anchor from the bow. Almost immediately he wrapped the anchor line around a cleat.
“It’s really shallow here—maybe twenty feet.”
“All right, tie her off with a slip knot. She’s holding steady. Be prepared to haul quickly. We can’t afford to drift any closer to shore.”
Thomas waved his understanding. 
Adam watched the white hulled sloop approach on a dying wind. He saw a man at the helm watching him through glasses and waving. Adam waved back when he realized they were watching each other. No one else was visible on deck. The sloop swung into the wind, and dropped anchor about 200 yards away. A dinghy was secured to its stern.
Adam noted he set the anchor and the name of the boat was Nightingale. A woman appeared on the deck and dropped sails. 
So far, so good.
The sloop sat silently at anchor. The cockpit was empty. 
“Keep your eyes peeled,” Adam called out. “Be ready for anything.”
They waited for about thirty minutes. All was quiet on the sloop. Adam surmised they were watching through a porthole. Then the man he had spied through his binocs, appeared on Nightingale’s deck. 
“Ahoy, Flying Dutchman. I wish to come aboard.”
“Why?”
“Why? Why not? We may be the only people left alive on earth.” It sounded as if the man were crying. “For God’s sake we need to communicate.”
“One person may approach,” Adam said.
“There are only two of us, my wife and me.”
Adam looked at Linda at she huddled amidships. She shook her head.
“I say again. One person only may approach.”
“All right. I’m coming over.” 
The man disappeared below decks only to reappear a few minutes later and haul in his dinghy painter. He pulled it alongside the Nightingale on the side visible from Dutchman and jumped aboard. Careful to keep his hands visible at all times, he began to row the dinghy toward the ketch. 
Adam watched him, his Winchester at port arms, as he scanned the sloop for any threat.
When the dinghy drew alongside, the man threw his painter to Adam, who caught it one handed and wrapped it around a stern cleat. 
“Move slowly and come aboard over the transom. Keep your hands in plain sight.”
Adam signaled to Linda and Thomas to keep an eye on the sloop, while he concentrated on the man about to board their boat. 
As the stranger prepared to climb aboard, Adam saw his hair was grey streaked. He had a short black beard. He wore shorts, a striped tee shirt and sandals. Thin and wiry muscled, he moved like a man well accustomed to the sea. 
As he boarded, the man held out his hand. Adam stepped back and pointed his rifle generally in the man’s direction.
“Thank God we found you. We mean you no harm. My name’s Mansfield, Jeff Mansfield. We’ve sailed up from Portland, my wife and I, looking in every bay and cove, searching for anyone or anything alive.”
Adam glanced forward and received no signals from his crew.
“And what did you find, Mister Mansfield?”
‘We found mainly emptiness. We had to break into stores to find food. There was little water. We saw some signs of sea life and encountered only a few unfriendly humans.”
“Unfriendly?”
“Aggressively unfriendly, not just cautious like you. Please call me Jeff, and your name is?”
“Call me Adam. You say the only person with you is your wife?”
“My wife, Rosalie, yes and her guide dog, Sampson.”
“Guide dog?”
“Yes, my wife is blind.”
“Tell her to show herself with the dog.”
“Rosalie,” Jeff cupped his hands and called out. “Come into the cockpit. Bring Sampson. It’s all right.”
They all stood watching in silence. The only noises were of the wind and the water lapping against the hulls of the boats as they bobbed, hulls broadside to each other. Both Adam and Jeff turned and looked as the sounds of a gull crying in the wind, were heard.
“Look!” Jeff said. He smiled and pointed at a Bonaparte’s Gull, just nosing into the wind.
Finally, a woman appeared in the cockpit of the sloop accompanied by a black Labrador Retriever. She spread her hands and said, “Jeffrey, we are here. Where are you?”
“I’m here, my love. Don’t be afraid. I believe we are among friends at last.”
“What do you need?” Adam asked.
“We have adequate food and water. We only need human companionship.”
“I have a strong crew aboard,” Adam said. “Will you agree to one of my crew searching your boat?”
“Of course, I applaud your caution.”
Adam motioned T.J. to come aft. 
“Jeff, this is Thomas.”
The two men shook hands. “Call me T.J.,” he said, smiling. 
“I will ask T.J. to board your boat,” Adam said, “and confirm the lady and her dog are the only occupants. If you have told the truth, he will escort your wife and your dog aboard Flying Dutchman.” 
“I heartily agree to that.” Jeff nodded and said to T.J., “Her name is Rosalie.”
Thomas rowed Thomas’s dinghy over to the Nightingale and boarded. Adam watched him say something to the woman who hugged the dog close to her while Thomas disappeared below. Several minutes later Thomas appeared above decks and signaled all clear before he hugged Rosalie and helped her into the dinghy. The dog followed them aboard. 
“Jeff, it was foolhardy for you to trust us,” Adam said. “I must ask why you maneuvered to block us from escaping from the bay?”
“I only kept to the center of the bay to remain in deep water. I have no operative depth gauge.”
“Of course. Now I understand.”
Adam dropped his rifle and stepped forward to embrace Jeff in friendship. Linda went aft and assisted Rosalie aboard Flying Dutchman. Thomas held the dinghy close as the lab leapt onto the deck of the sailboat. 
“Rosalie I am proud to present Adam and Linda,” Jeff said. 
Rosalie extended her hand to her front. 
Linda grasped Rosalie’s hand in both of hers and said, “Welcome aboard, Rosalie.”
Rosalie nodded and smiled with the unfocused glance of one who has no sight.
Adam said, “We also have on board three crewmembers of Flying Dutchman, T.J., Jimmy, and our dog, Bear.” 
Bear appeared immediately and the two dogs circled, sniffing each other.
“Our dog is named Sampson. He’s clumsy, but loveable once you get to know him.”
Hugs were offered and shared all around.

Ship’s log; 2nd month: Wx-fair with constant winds from the sea. We sailed the length of the Willapa Bay to the south end with a sloop following apparently in pursuit. Alerted all hands to be armed to the teeth. Our mission was to explore an island wild life refuge at the south end of the bay for signs of life. We have seen Orca , found live oysters and are hopeful we will find species in the refuge. The pursuing boat—a thirty foot Catalina named Nightingale is manned by the owner, Jeff Mansfield. He is accompanied by his blind wife, Rosalie and her guide dog Sampson, a male Black Lab. They turned out to be friendly—a man and his wife seeking the same things we search for. We held a reunion of people and went ashore to have a beach fire this evening. Retired back aboard our respective boats to stand off shore for the remainder of the night. Tomorrow we will explore the island.
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Adam stood on the foredeck at first light, waiting for the sun to rise over the high ground to the east. Bear stood beside him. A bank of clouds, signaling a weather front, sat directly overhead and sprawled toward the west. This was his favorite time of day. All was silent, save for the wind in the rigging. This morning he saw several small gulls circling over the shore.
“Good.”
He smiled when Bear chuffed. 	
He felt movement below and soon inhaled the aroma of coffee brewing. Linda appeared bearing two cups and made her way forward to stand beside Adam. 
The three stood by the foremast, enjoying a new morning.
“What do you think of our new friends?” Adam asked.
“I think Rosalie adds strength in her disability. I see determination in her mien. Jeff is a follower and will need your strong leadership. I’ll bet he doesn’t know how to handle firearms.”
“We can fix that, but not today. You and I will go ashore armed and leave the others to stand watch over the boats. If we find game, we’ll have to make a choice; preserve the species or make a kill and have fresh meat for supper.”

In the late morning Adam and Linda set out to explore the wildlife refuge. Adam carried his favorite rifle, the Winchester 30-30, a hunting knife, and a length of rope. 
Linda was armed with the AR-15. 
At first they found nothing as they tramped through the woods. Then they saw signs of birds—they were thrilled to spot a robin digging for worms in the soil. They squatted in the brush watching the bird hop forward, turn one eye toward the earth, and peck unsuccessfully for several attempts. They were so excited by this confirmation of the continuation of nature as they knew it, that they hugged and almost kissed as they watched the robin come up with a fat worm.
Moving on through the forest, Adam saw the light of the far side of the island manifest itself through the undergrowth. 
“Wait!” Linda said, pointing at the ground. “Look. Aren’t those elk tracks?”
“Yes. More than one. Maybe six or seven. I make it several does and one buck. See those deeper marks? The buck makes a stronger fore-print because of his antlers. The tracks are fresh—and look . . . mixed among them are deer tracks. I think that’s unusual.”
They followed the trail and walked up on the herd feeding off the undergrowth. 
They watched from behind a crop of salal as the elk fed in a grassy spot of sunshine. 
“There’s the stag,” Adam said. “We must be careful not to kill him—he’d be too heavy for us anyway. See that young black tail deer over against the brush. She’ll just feed our group and is small enough for us to carry.”
Adam took aim with his Winchester, fired and brought down the young doe. The rest of the herd startled and fled into the woods. 
Tears streamed down Linda’s cheeks as Adam cut the deer’s throat and propped her hind quarters on a stump to bleed her out. 
“Oh, I hate to see her dead,” Linda said. “She was so pretty.”
Adam said nothing, cut the abdomen open, and gutted the deer. He cut a length of Douglas fir and secured the deer’s legs to it.
“You take the hind end,” he said to Linda. “We gotta move fast. It’s getting dark.”
They trotted through the thick forest, carrying the doe carcass toward the west. They reached the shore sooner than they thought and saw the sailboats anchored off the beach.
“Ahoy on deck.” 
“We’re here, Adam,” Thomas stood to be seen against the sky. “All is well.” 
Bear jumped into the water and swam to shore.  
“Come ashore. There’s fresh venison for supper. Bring the fixings.”
Cheers sounded from the deck of the Dutchman and soon a dinghy arrived on the beach. Adam was busy skinning out the doe. Thomas rowed back to the ketch for the remaining passengers.
That evening the six members and both dogs of the crews of the sloop Nightingale and the ketch Flying Dutchman feasted on venison roasted over an open fire and the last bottles of merlot wine salvaged from Anthony’s Restaurant in Seattle. Rosalie made iced tea for Jimmy and herself. The dogs fed on Iams dog food and deer bones. 
As they sat around a bonfire on the beach and prepared to eat, Adam stood and said, “I think God has spared us from disaster, perhaps for some reason, perhaps just because he loves us. In any case I think we should give thanks to the almighty for our survival.”
“Yes, I agree,” Jeff said. “Please say thanks for us, Adam.”
“I just did.”
 They feasted around the campfire until all were sated and the fire burned down to coals. The dogs lay by the fire chewing on roasted venison bones.
Adam stood and said, “I think we have turned a page to the future. I think we will not only survive, but will prosper and build a new people, perhaps a stronger, more loving community.”
He raised his glass.
“Tomorrow we will return north to the village of Queets to deliver supplies and the promise of a new beginning among people who love each other. Let us return to our boats and anchor off the shore for security’s sake. In the morning we will set sail together for the open sea and north to Grays Harbor to take on supplies and then on to Queets and our friends, the Quinault Indians.”
Adam had skinned out the deer and rolled its hide for stretching and salting in the morning across the bow. The Quinaults will appreciate this gift.
That night they stayed at anchor at the south end of Willapa Bay. The moon rose in a clear sky. Adam sat watch in the cockpit. The boats rocked in darkness. Linda came up from the interior of the boat to sit beside Adam. 
“Do you really think this is a new beginning?” she asked.
“Yes, I do. And I think it is the beginning for us. Come closer, Linda.”
Under stars, the two made love and slept in the dark as the wind sang in the rigging, and the water lapped against the hull of Flying Dutchman.
Morning brought sunlight and a fresh wind from the north. 
Linda woke in Adam’s arms and kissed him. 
He groaned against his recurring dream of Marlin fishing in Florida. His muscles complained against the hardness of the cockpit bench. He held Linda close and said, “I think from this moment on, I am ready to commit to loving you for the rest of our days.”
Linda rose up and said, “Or at least as long as the coffee lasts.”
They laughed.
She kissed him deeply and went below to brew coffee. 
Adam stood and felt for the wind. It was dead calm. The tide was coming in. He sensed they would be able to make sail near the highest point of the sun. 
He made an entry in the log: wx; fair, wind calm. We’re becalmed at the south end of Willapa Bay. Expect to make sea by sunset, wind willing. We’ll follow Nightingale northward. She is slower. As we approach Grays Harbor, I will take the lead into the bay. My plan is to dock at Aberdeen, provision both boats, and sail north to Queets.
As the sun rose, so did the wind. Both boats made sail on a northerly wind and tacked toward the mouth of the bay. By mid afternoon, Dutchman was a full quarter mile ahead of Nightingale.
Adam luffed sails short of the entrance to Greys Harbor and waited for the sloop to catch up.
The wind died toward sunset. Adam dropped sails and anchored near the mouth of the harbor. Nightingale approached slowly at dark and dropped anchor close to the ketch. 
Jeff and Rosalie joined the crew aboard Dutchman for a dinner of cold venison and beer.
“Tomorrow we sail across to Aberdeen where, God willing, we’ll find a store of canned and dried groceries,” Adam said. “We’ll stock up as much as we can carry and take our cargo back to Queets and the Quinault tribal members living there.”
“Tell me about these natives,” Jeff said. “Are they a peaceful sort?”
“I can tell you about the Quinault,” Linda said as she poured more tea. “I’m half Indian myself. My mother was Makah. The Quinault are a proud people and those who live in Queets make their living by fishing. They used to hunt whale, but have not done that for many years. They are generally peaceful and will not fight unless forced to defend their families. I have always found them warm and friendly.”
Spiking his coffee with a little brandy, Adam said, “I pledged myself to help them and I intend to do so. If you have some misgivings, Jeff, I will understand if you prefer not to join us in going to Queets.”
“No, no. Please do not misunderstand me. We are committed. I was merely curious and wished to reassure Rosalie.” 
“Tomorrow could be a dangerous time,” Adam said. “We’re going into the largest settlement in southwestern Washington. Who knows what we’ll find. It’ll probably be deserted, but if there are any numbers of people surviving in the area, they’ll very likely be attracted to the Aberdeen-Hoquiam area for its supplies of food and tools.”
Adam took a long swallow of his coffee and continued.
“We’ll approach the town cautiously and heavily armed. Jeff do you have any weapons?”
“I have a shotgun—12 gauge and several boxes of buck shot. Haven’t used the old gun for years. I’m probably pretty rusty.”
“That’s okay; a shotgun is a useful addition to our arsenal. 
“Tomorrow we’ll sail toward Aberdeen on the making tide. We’ll drop lunch hooks—Jeff keep a fair distance between our boats—and watch for as long as it takes to reassure ourselves the town is empty. Then we’ll make a plan to recon on shore. Questions?”
Thomas asked, “What if we see people?”
“If they shoot, we scoot,” Adam smiled at his own attempt at a joke. “If they don’t we approach very cautiously and try to establish friendly discourse. Remember, our boats would be a desirable possession for hostile people. We must protect the boats at all cost.”
Adam looked from face to face. 
“Understand, my friends. We are in a survival situation. One mistake and we’ll have had the course. Anyone who approaches us must be assumed to want to kill us and take our boats until we are absolutely, I say again, absolutely certain of their intent. Understood?”
He looked again from face to face. All nodded.
“I think we have good anchorage here. We’d better get some rest.
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Ship’s log, second month, maybe Wednesday.  A calm night spent near the mouth of Grays Harbor. Sun rose red above a thick cloud cover in the east, foretelling a change and possibly bad wx. The wind rose from the southwest and heavy rain began to fall. Our crews gathered as the tide turned and started inward. We sailed to the head of the bay and dropped anchor just off Aberdeen.

The wind dropped in the afternoon as the inhabitants of the two boats sat tethered to lunch hooks and watched the shore for activity. When none was forthcoming, they gathered on the ketch to make plans. 
“We’ll go ashore in the morning, if nothing happens tonight. Linda, Bear, and I will recon the town. Jeff and Rosalie, you will cover us from your sloop with the shotgun. Thomas and Jimmie will cover with an assault rifle, from the ketch. Keep your eyes open and be ready for anything. We’ll spend the morning looking for trouble. If we find none, we’ll return and bring the boats to dock. We’ll spend the afternoon bringing supplies to dockside and loading as long as it takes. Questions?”
“What if there’s trouble?” Jeff asked.
“What kind of trouble?’
“I have no idea.”
“Neither do I. We have to be ready for anything,” Adam said. “That’s why I say you must protect the boats from danger. The worst thing will be shooting. Try to cover us on shore. If you can’t, you’ll be on your own to put off and protect the boats. We can’t predict what will happen, so I say again, be ready for anything. Above all protect the boats.”
That night they moved offshore to anchor beyond rifle range. They kept watch under the dim light of a half-moon.

Adam and Linda sat together in the cockpit as stars appeared in a clearing sky. Thomas and Jimmy had bedded down some time before. Bear lay at their feet. All was quiet in the town. The only sounds were the lapping of the water against the hull and a light whistling of wind in the rigging. A loose block clanged against the mainmast. Adam moved forward to silence it. 
Late that night they were awakened by the sound of howling from the town.
“What was that?” Linda said. She sat upright. “That sounds like wolves. There are no wolves remaining in Western Washington.”
 “Wolves, yes. Or maybe feral dogs,” Adam said. “We have far less to fear from them than we do unfriendly humans. Nevertheless, we need to remain ready for trouble of any kind. Try to get some sleep.” 
That night he dreamt again of Key West and marlin fishing. He awoke with a headache and tried to forget about his recurring dream.
 
“Here’s the new plan.” Adam briefed the crews next morning. “Jeff will cover from the sloop as before. Thomas, Jimmy, and I will go ashore, accompanied by Bear. Thomas will cover me with the Sig-Sauer pistol. I will take the Winchester. Jimmy and Bear will scout ahead of us to seek contact with enemy, be it wild dogs or humans. Linda will cover us from the ketch with the AR-15. Any one have questions?”
“If we changed the plan because of the howling,” T.J. said, “why are we sending Jimmy to scout?”
“Because he can run the fastest.”
“How will we know when it is safe to come ashore?” Linda asked.
Adam smiled at this obvious coaching to provide more information for the less initiated crew. 
“Good question. When I appear on the dock and wave my hands, you will know it’s safe to come ashore. If Bear is barking, cast off and stand by in deeper water. If I am in trouble, Linda will know what to do. Follow her lead to safety.”
When there were no further questions, Adam stepped on board the skiff with Thomas, Jimmy, and Bear, rowed to shore, and tied up to the pier. They landed to explore the town.
Aberdeen appeared totally deserted. Adam and Thomas approached the nearest grocery store and, when they found the glass door locked, smashed it in. Both men pushed shopping carts up and down the aisles, filling them and refilling them until they had a large pile of supplies on the pier. 
When it was clear that no danger was present, Linda signaled for all to go ashore and begin to load the supplies. 
By nightfall the boats were full to the gunwales and could take no more. 
Adam gave the word to cast off and anchor well into the harbor. 
That night they gathered on Flying Dutchman’s deck to feast on lucky slum gullion.
The next day brought sunshine and fair winds from the north. Nightingale slipped anchor first as the tide started to ebb. Adam waited to give the sloop a good head start before setting sail. The ketch came even with the sloop at the mouth of the harbor. Both boats worked northward separately against the wind. 
They sailed all day tacking back and forth with the coast in sight, trying to make Tahola by night fall. When it became obvious they weren’t going to make it, Adam made plans to sail all night. As darkness fell, Adam trimmed sail and prepared to stay well off the land all night. 
“Okay,” Adam announced to his small crew. “We’re headed northwest and will remain on this course as long as the wind remains constant. We’ll stand two hour watches. Thomas and I will take the first watch. When I think two hours is up, I’ll wake Linda and Jimmy to relieve us. Do you have any  questions?”
Thomas and Jimmy shook their heads. Linda looked at Adam with a question in her eyes.
Later, when they had a moment alone, she asked him why he had chosen his watch schedule as he had. 
“Think, my love. Who can I trust to pilot the boat when I am asleep?”
“Me?”
“Of course. And Jimmy can be trusted not to try a move on you.” 
“What?”
“No, no! Just kidding. We’re both tired, I think. I trust Thomas and Jimmy, but I couldn’t sleep soundly if one of us was not at the helm. Do you agree my love?”
“I don’t know that I agree, but I trust your judgment.” 
They sailed the night through. Toward morning the wind shifted from north to southwest. Clouds formed and it began to rain. Linda reset the sails to maintain course and awakened Adam.
“Adam, the wind has shifted to southerly and it’s beginning to rain.”
Adam sat up and rubbed his eyes.
“I’ve reset the sails for a continued northwesterly course. You’ve had that dream again haven’t you?”
“Yes,” Adam smiled wanly, shook his head to clear it, and said, “That’s good. Your sailing skills are growing. As soon as daylight comes, reset to due east. I’ll make some coffee.”
“Aye, aye skipper.” 
She went topside. Adam set about brewing coffee. When the coffee was done he poured two cups and took them above. He found Linda at the wheel and Jimmy asleep in the cockpit.
“Poor little boy,” she said. “I couldn’t resist letting him sleep.”
“We’ll just leave him there while we enjoy our coffee.”
Dawn came cold and damp. Adam changed course to due east. He called all hands to keep watch for land or a sail. Thomas stood on the foredeck watching for the darker forms of land or breakers. Jimmy watched from the stern sheets for any sign of Nightingale.
They sailed on with reefed fore and mainsail. Several hours of near fog conditions later, Thomas called, “Land ho! Breakers dead ahead.” At nearly the same time, Jimmy called “Sail ho! Sail less than a mile off the stern quarter to the south.”
“We’ll turn southward to parallel the coast and intercept the course of the Nightingale,” Adam said.
He swung the ketch and trimmed sail. The boat danced along, parallel to shore. Soon the approaching sailboat appeared to their starboard on a coarse bearing down on them. 
“Nightingale in sight,” Jimmy shouted.
Adam looked through his binoculars at the approaching boat. 
Nice sighting Jimmy, but she is not the Nightingale. It’s a schooner and coming fast with all sails set.
He shouted, “All hands alert and armed. Vessel approaching on our starboard beam. Possibly hostile.”
The crew hustled to arm themselves and stand by on the deck.
“Coming about, crew stand fast,” Adam shouted above the noise of wind and sea as he swung the bow into the wind. He let go the port sheets and trimmed sails as the crew ducked below the booms as together they swept across the deck. Adam pulled in the starboard sheets until Dutchman steadied on a port tack. The three crew members took up a position along the port rail, watching the pursuing schooner shift to a course upwind of and paralleling their own. 
Slowly Flying Dutchman pulled ahead of the unknown schooner. 
“Take up a position amidships at your sailing stations,” Adam called. “Keep your weapons handy and dry.” 
Linda came back to the cockpit.
“What do you think, Adam?”
“Can’t say. I’m not willing to allow her close enough to confirm her intentions.”
Just then a rifle shot sounded, followed by a “ping” as the round hit and penetrated the aluminum main mast.
“Intentions confirmed. Our taller masts will pull more wind and help us beat her on a straightaway.” 
Adam fine tuned the rigging asking for maximum speed from Flying Dutchman. The boat leaped ahead as if understanding the urgency of her task and raced on up the shoreline. He watched breakers pounding the beach about a mile to starboard.
Another shot, and then several more fell short as the schooner sounded its frustration at falling behind.
“Linda, my sweet, now would be a good Time to rustle up some grub. Would you mind?”
“No, Darling. But I’d rather stay here and admire your sailing skills.” She laughed as she disappeared below decks.
Standing at the wheel Adam watched the shoreline and kept a sharp eye on the schooner dropping ever farther behind.
He studied the chart. The storm couldn’t have carried us south of Grays Harbor; otherwise we’d surely have reached either the harbor or Willapa Bay by now. Currents must have carried us north toward Tahola.
 He kept watch on the shoreline and after a time spotted what he was watching for, a stretch of shore lacking the white lines of breaking waves. 
Aha! There it is. Must be the Quinault River where it enters the ocean at Tahola. There is where we may get some word about Linda’s father. 
He looked toward the south and saw the pursuing schooner just as she changed course toward Tahola.
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What are my options? I can sail on for Queets and pretend I never saw Tahola. If I tell Linda where we are she’ll want to go there. If we go there, we’ll surely face a fight with whoever’s in the schooner. 
Just then Linda appeared in the cockpit with plates of smoked salmon, cheese, and crackers.
“In just a minute I’ll bring you a beer.”
“Take Thomas and Jimmy their food, first.”
“Aye, Skipper.”
She moved forward and delivered food to the two on deck. She returned below and appeared with a beer for Thomas and an orange Kool-Aid for Jimmy. One more trip and she settled into the cockpit with Adam. They clicked bottles and took swallows of Alaskan Amber Ale.
Linda noticed they’d reversed course and commented on it.
“I believe we’re just north of Tahola,” he said.
“Tahola! Maybe we’ll find news of my father.”
“Yes, but there’s a problem. That schooner has changed course and is heading for the river outlet. I’m on a southward course staying off the mouth of the Quinault River. I intend to search for the Nightingale. We’ll keep watch on the entrance to Tahola until that schooner leaves. When she is well away, we’ll enter the river. Until then, pray we find Nightingale and its crew.
Linda was silent.
They continued southward until they were opposite the mouth of the Quinault River. They heard shooting and saw smoke from a large fire. 
Linda cried, “Oh, Adam. Isn’t there something we can do?”
“Afraid not, my Darling. We don’t know what we face. We must wait until the schooner leaves the village and heads back to sea.”
“Skipper, Skipper!” Jimmy raced aft from his position on the foredeck. “I see some wreckage off our starboard bow.” He pointed seaward.
Adam shifted course to intercept the jetsam. He dropped sail, fearing he’d find the wreckage of a boat. Dropping into the dinghy, he searched among fragments swirling in the ocean. The crew watched. Adam raised a charred name plate for all to see. It said Nightingale. 
Their friends had likely fallen victim to the crew of the mysterious schooner.
“Why?” Linda cried.
Adam shook his head and returned to the sail boat. Once on deck he placed the nameplate gently back into the water and said, “God protect us.”
He put Flying Dutchman in irons, stopping all forward motion by swinging the mainsail until it filled from the backside. His crew watched silently as the sloop nameplate drifted southward, away and out of sight into the waves.
Adam sat by the wheel, mourning for a Time. Linda joined him and held his hand. Bear lay at their feet, head cocked and eyes looking sad. She sensed something was amiss.
Adam stood. To the north, the strange schooner sailed out of the river mouth and headed north.
“Let’s go quickly,” Adam said. “They may need help at Tahola.”
He swung the bow off the wind and took up a broad reach across the southerly winds toward the mouth of the Quinault River. Flying Dutchman sprang forward as if realizing the need for maximum speed.
Adam watched the schooner disappear to the northwest as he approached the mouth of the river on an incoming tide. 
Dutchman followed wind and tide up the river to the village of Tahola. Acrid smoke lay heavily on the water, filling their lungs. Linda coughed.  
“Drop the jib,” Adam called as he passed the first two buoys and approached a third. The crew avoided looking ashore as if afraid of what they might see. 
“Drop the main.” 
He concentrated his attentions on navigating the ketch to the nearest float. 
The boat drifted toward the third buoy. 
“T.J., take the hook and grab this next buoy. Jimmy prepare to drop the foresail . . . Drop it.”
The ketch lost way and started to drift down river just as Thomas hooked the buoy, walked it to the bow, and took two turns around a cleat. The boat’s bow swung upstream and she lay at rest in the river.
“Good job. You’re becoming a fine crew.”
They looked shoreward and were dismayed by what they saw. The town was in flames. Smoke rose from every quarter.
“Oh.” Linda said. “I must get ashore and see if there are any survivors.”
“Get your medical kit. I’ll make ready the skiff.”
They both choked on smoke as Adam pulled the dinghy to the dock. Holding a white cravat to her nose, Linda hurried ashore and began searching the buildings of the town for survivors. Adam tied up and followed, prepared to assist as necessary. 

They found bodies near the village church. A dozen or so dead Quinault lay near the front door of the chapel. Nearby, Linda found the bodies of Jeff and Rosalie, their sailing compatriots from the sloop Nightingale. She checked each of their corpses for possible life signs, but they were both dead. She choked on the fumes of receding fires as she worked her way toward the center of town. Linda found the village market ransacked. Several bodies were strewn about. She staggered toward the front entrance to the clinic, dreading what she’d find there. 
She opened the front door. 
Adam saw her bolt through the door and kneel over a body.
“Father, Father.” she cried.
Adam rushed to her side. 
“He’s still alive,” she said, “but he’s been shot. I’ll have to operate immediately.”
Together they made the doctor as comfortable as possible. Adam assisted Linda in preparing for and extracting two bullets from her father’s abdomen. 
The doctor laid breathing weakly as Linda worked over him. 
“We must evacuate the town as soon as possible.” Adam said. “That band of pirates is sailing north to Queets. We need to beat them there and help the townsfolk prepare to defend against them. Failure is to face the same fate we faced here.”
“My father cannot be moved.”
Linda checked and rechecked her father’s vital signs.
“Then shall we forsake the people of Queets?”
“No, No. You go and save them from these pirates. I will stay here and care for my father. When you are able, return and take us with you to wherever our fate calls us.”
“I can’t leave you here alone.”
“But you must my darling. I cannot go. I must stay here and you must go to Queets.”
Adam was conflicted, torn between feelings of obligation to Talltimber and the people of Queets, and his unspoken commitments to the safety of Linda and her father.
That evening, they heard barking and out of the darkness a large black Labrador retriever appeared. 
“Look,” Adam cried. “It’s Sampson. Come boy.” 
The dog approached timidly, wagging his tail and crouched before Adam and Linda. 
“I’ll keep him with me,” Linda said. “He’ll be a comfort to my father and me, and he’ll warn us of any danger.”
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The next morning, Adam drifted to the mouth of the river and set all sail in pursuit of the pirate schooner. The wind was favorable and Dutchman made speed northward toward Queets. When the sun had reached its zenith, he had the schooner in sight. He bore to windward to close on the pirates.
It was questionable whether he could reach the inlet to Queets before the marauding schooner. He asked extraordinary performance from the ketch as he trimmed all sails, and he got it.
“Okay, crew. We may have to fight our way into Queets. I want each of you to stand by your sails and keep your weapons handy. We’re on a race to the river entrance.”
Adam felt the absence of Linda. He missed her skill at sailing. She was able to anticipate his thoughts and make necessary adjustments. It was like he and she and the ketch were one entity. He needed her.
Flying Dutchman reached the river a full half day before the pirate vessel. Adam was able to moor near the center of town and go ashore to arm the natives with what weapons he had. 
Using battle skills gleaned from his experiences in Iraq, combined with his early experiences in the forests of the northwest, Adam prepared to meet the enemy.
Night fell. The wind blew and rattled the rigging. Dutchman pulled at her moorings. Adam kept watch throughout the night from the cockpit. 
Quinaults kept watch from the shore.
In early morning, the pirate schooner sailed up into the river. 
When he estimated they were in range, Adam ordered, “Fire! Fire!” and emptied his AR-15 on the target. 
T.J. and Jimmy fired with all they had, sweeping the decks of the approaching schooner.
They reloaded and prepared to fire again.

The marauders returned a few shots before they came about, retreated down the river, and escaped out to sea.
Adam rowed his skiff to shore and was met by the village chief. 
Adam and James embraced like brothers and sat by a fire drinking coffee brought from the boat. The chief insisted they smoke a pipe.
Adam inhaled and coughed. 
“Sorry James, I’m not much of a smoker. I have returned as promised, with a load of foodstuffs for your village. There was more in a second boat we teamed up with. Unfortunately, it was lost. If you will send your canoes to my boat, we can begin unloading.”
“Adam, you have shown us your friendship by returning as you promised. I thank you for that. We accept the foodstuffs gratefully. But there is ill news. Our town has been raided by the Makah Tribe, desperate for food and women. They had guns and promised to return. Do you have guns to share with us?”
“My friend, we have few weapons to spare with little ammunition. These you can have. My crew is well armed and will act as your navy against aggressors. In addition, I can show you how to emplace booby traps around your town to discourage attack. We will face this threat together.”    

Ship’s log; Date unknown. While the tribe members unloaded the cargo from the ketch, Talltimber and I spent the day recounting how the Makah raid had been accomplished and planning how we would counter any future attacks. I spent that evening missing Linda and planning a simple system of booby traps along the approaches to the town. I had no trip flares or other explosives. No one had been hurt during the raid, so I fashioned a plan to defend along the two main avenues of approach through the surrounding forest, more to frighten and discourage, than to kill. We dug two punji pits, one on each approach. A few sharpened sticks were imbedded in the bottom of each six foot deep pit. The lids of the pits were camouflaged, so that if a man or men stepped on them, they would fall through and maybe break an arm, or sustain a wound from the sharpened sticks. I purposefully designed the pits not to be lethal. My goal was to scare the Makah off. The closer approaches to the town were laced with tangle foot. We secured nylon fishing line to Salal and other low growing shrubbery at ankle height from the ground. Any marauder moving through the area would have to be extremely cautious. If he were to trip over the line, he might fall, only to rise and trip again on the next line. This pattern of tangle foot was  laid in multiple triangular patterns which any invader would find at least frustrating, at most debilitating.

Tribal members off-loaded the cargo and spent the next three days preparing the town for defense. Adam supervised the setting of the booby-trap system he had devised. Bear sniffed at each trap as if seeking to learn its mysteries.
“I think your position here is ultimately untenable,” Adam said to James over a supper of canned wieners.
“What do you mean, my brother?”
“We will sit and wait for the Makah to take the initiative, and they will. Others as well will pounce upon the town as days pass. We’re like sitting ducks here with no prospect for economic rebuilding.”
“Economic rebuilding?”
“You depended on the fisheries for your livelihood. No fishery has survived and may not return during our lifetime. You are totally dependent on my ability to gather foodstuffs from sources too far away. Everything I bring to you is likely to be stolen by pirates.”
“I think you would not tell me this if you did not have a solution.”
They paused to take bites of hot dog and sip warm beer.
“To the south of here is an island, a federal wildlife refuge. Life has somehow survived on the island, which is defensible with a little work. Game is plentiful. I propose that you and your tribe sail your canoes to this island and that together we begin a new life there. The wildlife will require management to insure its survival over the millennia, and we will need an aggressive defense plan against would-be attackers who will seek to take from us what we build.”
“How far is this island?”
 “About seventy miles south. Most of the way is along sea-torn coastline with no more than two or three places to put ashore. The good news is, if we pick good weather with a northerly wind, we’ll have wind and tide in our favor. The bad news is we have rocky shores and breaking surf most of the way.”
James bowed his head in thought.
At length he took a sip of Alaskan Amber Ale and said, “I support this plan, but because it will pose some dangers, I cannot commit the village to it. I must announce our intentions to the tribe and give them the choice.”
“Okay.”
The next day, Talltimber called a tribal meeting to share Adam’s plan. After explaining the options, he asked for questions.
“So, after generations of our people living on this land, we are to abandon it without a fight—to Makah,” one young man said.
“I see you, Bill Bear-catches-salmon. Yes, we must seek out a new village and a new life or we may die here.”
“I was born here,” Bill said, “and I intend to die here with my wife and family.”
“Very well, that is your choice. As for me, I will seek a new life in a new community to the south. My brother Adam and I will be watching for favorable weather. All who wish to go with us must prepare their canoes for an arduous journey. In the meantime we will maintain vigil against another raid by the Makah.”
They waited three days for a wind shift to the north bringing clearing skies and fair winds. 
Adam prepared his ketch for the voyage. He met with James to make final plans. 
“I think we must go now. You are welcome to sail with me to Tahola where we will meet Linda and some other survivors, I hope.”
“Your invitation is welcomed, but I must lead my people in the canoes. They would expect nothing less.”
“I understand, Brother,” Adam said. “How many canoes have you filled?”
“Eight. Six family members per canoe. Bill Bear-catches-salmon will remain with four families and twenty or so unmarried men and women to try and rebuild Queets. I wish him well.”
“How will you keep eight canoes together if there is bad weather?”
“We won’t. Each of these canoes has braved the open ocean alone for many years. The families are accustomed to surviving storms. They have all been thoroughly briefed on our first destination. Do not be alarmed. We are creatures our environment.”
At dawn on a morning promising good weather and a following wind, Adam left his mooring and drifted to the sea. The sun rose on a clear day with winds building from the north.
Adam stood in the cockpit, accompanied by Jimmy and Bear, watching the canoes push off and follow Dutchman to the mouth of the river and out into the Pacific.
Adam’s heart thrilled as he anticipated rejoining Linda. If this wind held, he’d see her that evening.
The ketch leapt along the crest of the waves throughout the day, and near sunset drew close to the entrance to Taholah. 
Adam was anxious to see Linda. At the same time, he was worried about the eight canoes laboring along the coastline. He prayed for their safety. 
Adam and his crew of one old man, one young boy, and one dog sailed up the river to Taholah on an incoming tide. 
All was quiet as they tied off to a buoy opposite the town. No one came forth to greet them. The silence worried Adam. As soon as they secured, he ran to the clinic.
He saw a flickering light from within as he approached the building. Entering, he ran down corridors in search of Linda. 
She rushed to meet him outside a candle-lit room. 
“Adam. Adam, I am so glad to see you.”
They met and embraced. 
“Linda, I’ve missed you so much.”
“And I, you,” she responded.
“And your father? How is he?”
“He fares well. He can be moved soon.”
“Good. We must sail to Willapa Bay and resettle as soon as the Quinault arrive. They are following me down the coast.” 
Linda looked up at him. 
 “Resettle?” 
“Yes, I aim to build a new community on Long Island in the national wildlife island refuge there. We must reestablish our civilization. The island will sustain us through that process. How soon can your father be ready?”
She led him into the dimly lit room. 
“Father, I want you to meet your future son-in-law and my savior, Adam Palmer.”
The doctor, pale and appearing weak, sat up from his bed and offered a hand to Adam.
He said, “I thank you for saving my daughter and me from danger. We are ready to follow you wherever you lead. I am Dr. William Magnussen. Please call me Will.”
Adam felt strength in Will’s hand. He looked at Linda and nodded.
Sampson appeared from a dark corner and licked Adam’s hand.
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Two days later, when the first of the Quinault canoes arrived at Tahola, Linda’s father was up and walking with assistance. 
“He can sail now, as long as the weather remains fair,” Linda said. She sat on the porch of the doctor’s office. “We haven’t discussed your plan to settle in Willapa Bay. Can you tell me what led you to that decision?”
He sat beside her and held her hand.
“It’s fairly simple. I feel obliged to help the Quinault. Why? Call it compassion for the remaining living people who don’t want to grab everything left. Call it ego–I can help so I will. I don’t know. But I know the tribal members were in an untenable situation in Queets.”
Adam took a long sip of tea brewed by Linda for both of them.
“The Makah, a more aggressive tribe, were going to bleed them dry. It occurred to me they might be able to make it and start over on the game reserve we found in Willapa Bay. We can help them make the trek and, when they’re settled, we can move on if we choose.” 
She studied his eyes.
“That’s it, Linda.”He sat back.
She leaned forward and grasped his shoulders with both hands. “Adam, I will follow you to the ends of the world. I love you. But I have to know what you’re thinking. It’s the way I am.”
“I understand, Sweetheart. From now on we make plans together. I love you. I feel like I’m back in the army. I have been given command of a force of people I did not choose. My duty now is to bring them home to safety. With your help, I will do that. When we have accomplished that task, I will take you wherever you want to go. I promise.”
Three days later all the canoes had reached Tahola. They were beached before the ruined town. Talltimber announced that his people wanted to hold a celebration of their successfully completing the exodus from Queets, thus far with no losses.
“That’s fine Chief, celebrate if you wish, but understand, you have travelled less than a quarter of the way to your destination,” Adam said. 
“It will lift my people’s spirits to celebrate. They will look forward to the next challenge with strength.”
Adam said, “Tomorrow we will continue the journey south until we reach Grays Harbor. We’ll be waiting for you just inside. I want to explore Aberdeen and Hoquiam further to see if we can salvage weapons and ammunition.”
The Quinaults built a large bonfire on the river bank in front of the town and danced as they ate a large portion of their remaining supplies. Adam worried about what faced them on the morrow. He hoped the winds would remain in their favor.
At sunrise the next morning, Adam rose to check the tide. He found it near full neap tide and helped Linda transport her father to Flying Dutchman. When he had seen to Doctor Magnussen’s comfort aboard, he returned to shore to get Sampson. When the dog refused to board the skiff, Adam returned to the boat and enlisted Bear’s help. 
Returning to shore, Bear hopped out of the skiff and played with Sampson until Adam called, “Bear, Sampson let’s go!” 
Bear hopped back into the skiff. Sampson followed. The two dogs sat, tongues lolling, in the stern of the skiff as Adam rowed back to the ketch. Once there, Bear hopped aboard and showed Sampson around the boat.
The natives loaded into their eight canoes and began paddling out to sea. When Adam saw they were well on their way and the tide had begun to ebb, he called to Thomas, “Let loose the bowline.”
Dutchman spun in the water as if gathering strength to enter the open ocean. 
“Set all sails,” Adam called to his crew. He smiled, proud of their acquired skills as, almost together, five sails billowed. Dutchman responded like a colt, prancing in the wind. Adam, at the wheel, set a course south by southwest as he sought to distance them from the shore.
“Well done Skipper,” Linda said coming up from the galley with two cups of steaming coffee.
Adam trimmed sail as he changed course to near due south and followed the coastline about a mile to the east. 
“Look at those brave men paddling just outside the surf line,” Adam said pointing at the eight canoes in line along the Washington coastline.
“Not so brave,” she said. “Their forefathers hunted whales for generations in canoes such as these.”
“That’s true, but they sailed in familiar waters. Now they are exploring new water and they have their families with them. I think they are brave people.”
 “Yes.” Tears sparkled in Linda’s eyes. 

Flying Dutchman plowed through surf, and then bounded over surging sea as she fairly flew south reaching along the shore all morning. In the afternoon the wind died. The ketch drifted. Rigging complained as she rocked to and fro on undecided water. Mackerel scale clouds promised a change of weather. Toward sundown the wind shifted to southwest and the clouds rolled in.
“Oh shit,” Adam announced to the crew. “We’re in for a blow. We better head for deep water. We’ll keep all sails set as long as we can. Better don life vests. Tether the dogs.”
Adam shifted course to due west and made for deeper water. 
Linda joined him at the wheel. “Will the Quinaults be in trouble, do you think?”
“If they’re the seamen you say they are, and if the wind doesn’t blow them against the rocks, they should be able to survive the surf. If they try to remain at sea, your guess is as good as mine. We need to worry about our own problems. Make sure your father is secured in his bunk.” 
“Do we need to worry? This boat has carried us through storms before.”
“We always need to worry. This looks worse than we’ve ever seen. If it grows colder, we need to worry about ice buildup on the rigging. It could dismast us. We might not be able to get far enough out to sea before the main storm hits. We could be washed ashore. And finally, Moby Dick may appear and swallow us . . . No, No.” He smiled grimly and hugged her close. “Don’t you see—we just do our thing. We’ll make it one way, or another. I think you better not plan on a hot meal for tonight. We’ll have to make do with cold Beanie-Weenies. You could make a pot of coffee while we’re fairly stable.”
He tried to reassure her with his kisses.
“Look to Jimmy will you? Make sure he’s tethered to the main deck. Tell Thomas to go to the foredeck and secure for a blow.”
“Aye, skipper.” 
Linda worked her way forward in a building sea. Adam watched her go, working her way forward hand over hand through the rigging. He was proud of her spunk. He was proud of his crew as well. T.J. had regained much of his younger strength and vigor, handling deck side duties with the energy of a man of sixty. Jimmy, who learned sailing skills with ease, was growing fast and bulking up nicely.

Darkness came on them like a damp cloak. Rain fell in ever increasing volumes. The wind mounted to gale force. Adam doffed sails first to storm jib, foresail, and reefed main. Later he was forced to doff the foresail and the main. Setting the storm jib to keep her bow into the wind, Adam gathered his crew below to huddle under battened hatches to wait out the raging seas.
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Two days later they lay rolling and tossing with battened hatches as Dutchman battled against opposing tides and winds. Periodically Adam went up to the cockpit. Wind howled in the rigging and tore one of the stanchions loose. Adam risked being swept overboard as he fought to secure the stay. It whipped about, threatening to slash his limbs. Waves, driven over the gunnels, crashed into the cockpit. 
Dripping salt water, eyes stinging, Adam struggled to trim the storm sail and keep the bow pointed seaward. 
On the third day they were able to open the hatches to sunshine and a mild southwesterly wind. 
“All hands on deck. Prepare to set all sails,” Adam called to the crew from the wheel. He was capable of setting the sails from the cockpit, but wanted to exercise his crew. 
“Set the main,” he called. Thomas hauled up on the halyard until the main was well set. 
Adam swung the boat eastward and called for full sail as the ketch caught the southwesterly and bounded forward. Thomas set the foresail while Jimmy set the Jib and a spanker.
Linda opened all the hatches and appeared in the cockpit with steaming cups of coffee. 
“Oh bless you, Linda. I needed this. How is your dad doing?”
“He’s coping. Weak, but I think he’ll make it now. Where are we?”
“We should be about twenty miles off shore and somewhat north of Tahola. We’ll head due east until we see shore. Then we’ll turn south until we see something we recognize, to fix our position. We’ll try to make contact with the canoes. If my reckoning is right, we’ll make Grays Harbor before nightfall.”  
Adam grimaced as the coffee burned his lips. “I’m worried about the canoes.”
In mid-morning Linda brought her father to the cockpit to get some fresh air. The decks were drying rapidly under a warm sun. Doctor Magnussen sat basking just forward of where Adam tended the wheel.
“Well, young man. I must say, you certainly possess the skills for ocean sailing. Thank you for seeing us safely through the maelstrom.”
“Part of the service, Doctor.”
“Will, please call me Will. You may call me Dad if you wish.”
“Will, it is.”
A long silence followed.
Adam concentrated on his course, searching for landfall. 
“Doctor—Will. I love your daughter as much as I can under the circumstances. I recently—though it seems such a long time ago—lost my wife and son. They just disappeared without a trace. I’ve been unable to find closure.” 
Adam took up his binoculars and scanned forward. He saw nothing but the sea. No gulls. Nothing but wind and waves.
He continued. “I haven’t been able to accept that they’re gone. I dream of her nightly. Linda and I were thrown together by extraordinary circumstances. Possibly her feelings for me are driven by gratitude. Possibly my feelings for her are driven by loneliness. Only time will tell. I hope you will give us both breathing room.”
 “Of course, my boy. I understand completely.” Dr. Magnussen nodded. “Please understand where I’m coming from.” The doctor sipped from a glass of water. “Linda is my only child. Her mother died during Linda’s birth. I nurtured her as only a widowed father can a daughter . . . Isn’t that a sail?” 
He pointed seaward.
Adam turned and looked toward the open sea. A sail appeared on the horizon. 
“Will, you’ve got good eyes. We’ll have to keep watch on her. We may have seen her before.”
“As I was saying,” Will said, “I raised my daughter to serve the community as she could. She seemed to take to nursing and I sent her to the University of Washington Nursing School, where she excelled, got her Master’s degree, and chose to help me in my mission with the coastal natives.”
Both men scanned shoreward and seaward. There was as yet no sign of shore, nor did they espy the unidentified sail again.
“I always dreamed she would meet her knight in shining armor. I hoped it would be a Native American. It never happened. When you showed up I hoped you and she would be a match.” Will fell silent.
 Adam corrected course and said, “I don’t know whether what we feel for each other is love or lust. I don’t know if I can ever get over the loss of my own family. We just have to give it time—Will.”
“I am completely with you, my . . . friend.” The doctor said.

Will and Adam kept watch to windward. Linda fed the dogs. Thomas and Jimmy tended sails.
“Land ho!” Jimmy cried. 
Adam stood and scanned shoreward through his binoculars and saw scud flying among breakers against the beach. He spun the wheel and turned the ketch southward. 
“I think we’re north of Grays Harbor,” Adam told Will. “One hour’s sail should tell us if I’m right.”

Dutchman sailed smartly down the coast for the rest of the day. Adam kept watch seaward, looking for signs of the unknown sailboat. There was no further sighting. The mysterious sail had vanished. 
He continued to worry about how the canoes had fared in the storm.
They sailed south, reaching against the southerly winds. After an hour, seeing no inlet against the shore and watching the waves pound against rocks, Adam was sure they were positioned somewhere between Tahola and Grays Harbor. Linda and Jimmy relieved him at the wheel from time to time. He felt reasonably sure they would reach the harbor before nightfall. 
Near sundown they rounded the north jetty of Grays Harbor and dropped anchor in an inlet off the town of Ocean Shores. 
A red sky promised fair skies and northerly winds for the morrow.
Linda concocted, and served to all, a meal of Spam, beans, and something unrecognizable. Adam fed the dogs the last of the dried dog food. The crew was gathered in the cockpit enjoying a beer. Jimmy drank Kool-Aid. The dogs cavorted on the foredeck. The crew chatted as the sun went down.
 “Well, we’ve surely survived the worst the Pacific can offer,” Thomas said, “I congratulate you, Captain Adam, on your seamanship.”
“Hear-hear,” the doctor said.
They all applauded. The dogs barked.
 “What’s in store for tomorrow, Skipper?” Thomas took a swig of beer.
“We’ll need to sail north along the coast in search of the native canoes. The sky promises fair sailing for tomorrow, so . . . .
Thomas interrupted. 
“How do you know we’ll have a nice day tomorrow?”
“Ever heard the old sailor’s prediction, ‘Red sky at night, sailor’s delight. Red sky in morning, sailor take warning?’”
“Can’t say that I have.”
“My father told me about an adventure he had when he was young and travelled to Florida. At Key West he met a man in a bar; a writer. They hit it off, drank a lot, and fished for blue marlin. The man’s name was Ernest Hemingway. Ever hear of him?”
“I seem to remember the name from high school studies,” TJ said. “Can’t put a face with the name, though.” 
“Well, anyway I think it has to do with upper atmospheric conditions. Don’t understand it myself, but I follow its prediction and usually I’m on track.”
 “I understand you saw a sail this morning,” Linda said. “Should we do anything about that?”
“It disappeared this afternoon, but I think we need to keep constant watch. It may be the pirates of our earlier encounter. We must remain alert and cautious. Remember . . . no mistakes. We only have one chance for survival.”
Adam set two hour watches throughout the night. He threw a blanket over himself and spent the night in the cockpit. Linda joined Adam on deck and huddled against him for warmth. Together they watched the moon rise.
“What do you think our chances are for establishing a new colony on Long Island?” Linda asked.
“Talk about coincidences. First we have Flying Dutchman and now Long Island from Revolutionary War history. Yesterday I wouldn’t have given us much of a chance. Now I’m feeling much more optimistic. I don’t believe in omens, but the signs are in our favor. We’ll make it, you’ll see.” 
He kissed her and held her tighter.
In the morning, after coffee and a cold breakfast of sardines and crackers, they weighed anchor and sailed up the coast under cloudy skies and showers, retracing their course of yesterday.
Toward mid-morning Jimmy spotted a sail ahead. 
Adam scanned the boat with his binoculars and saw it was close to the surf line.
“Keep a good eye on ‘em, Jimmy. Tell me if anything changes.”
Dutchman closed on what was revealed to be the same schooner they had fought at Queets. Adam saw them put a skiff in the surf and approach three native canoes on the beach.
“All on deck!” Adam called out. “Arm yourselves and be ready to fire on my command,” 
The ketch approached to within 100 yards to seaward and windward of the schooner which lay in irons just beyond the surf line. Adam cupped his hands and shouted, “Avast, you pirates! Stay away from the shore, or we will kill you.”
He saw a man on deck spin, apparently noticing Dutchman’s presence for the first time. The man looked at Adam watching him through glasses and jabbed his middle finger upward.
Adam took aim and fired his AR-15. With the rocking of both boats his shot went wide, but the sloop’s crew, just making shore, heard the shot and turned their attention seaward.
Adam braced himself against a stay and fired again, three times. The man on the schooner dropped on the second shot and raised his hands above the gunwale in surrender.
The ketch hove to and kept her position upwind of and 100 yards away from the sloop.
“Linda,” said Adam, “can you keep her in irons here while I take care of business?”
“Yes I can.” She hurried to take control of the ketch.
Adam cupped his hands and shouted to the wounded man on the schooner, “Call your men from the shore now, or we’ll kill you all.”
The man turned shoreward and shouted to three pirates on the beach. Adam watched them through his binocs. The natives were gathered in a defensive mode around their canoes. One of the canoes was on fire. The pirates hesitated. The man aboard the schooner shouted again. Adam lost his words in the wind. 
The pirates on the beach sprinted for their skiff. They fought the surf expertly and rowed to their vessel.
Adam watched, noting the name on the pirate schooner was Intrepid. When the crew had regained the deck of their boat, he cupped his hands and called, “Now hear this. If I see Intrepid in these waters again, I’ll sink her and take no prisoners.”
The pirate crew responded by hurriedly setting all sails and heading for the open sea.
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Flying Dutchman cruised back and forth just beyond the outer limits of the breaker line. Its crew kept watch on the pirate sloop fading in the distance.
 “I hope we’ll never see that bunch again,” Adam said finally, “but if we do we’ll have to sink them.”
When Linda started to protest, he said, “I know, I know. We should have the Christian spirit, but survival has to come first or it is we who will die.” 
He looked around. 
“Am I quite clear on this?” They all nodded. This was a part of Adam they had not seen before. While they liked the sense of protection in his attitude, still they were a little put off by forcefulness of his voice. 
 “I’m going ashore,” he said, “to assist the people on the beach. We may have to take some of them on board. I’ve never tried to row a dinghy in the surf before. Have any of you?”
Linda raised her hand. “I learned as a girl in Neah Bay.”
Adam looked at his hands, and then swept his eyes over the main sail. “That’s wonderful, but you can’t be spared. I think it is my obligation to you all to try first. If I don’t succeed, Linda you must be prepared to take over.” 
Linda stared at Adam.
“Right,” he said. “I’m going ashore. Jimmy help Linda keep the ketch beyond the breaker line.”
“Aye, Skipper.”
Jimmy stood tall and saluted.
Adam smiled and crossed himself before he hauled in the tender, tied off the canoe and, timing his leap, sprang into the dinghy and rowed toward shore. Immediately the small boat rose in a swell and sped forward. Using his oars to spin the boat around so the stern faced the shore, he steered to keep the bow of the dinghy facing the waves. From there on it was a roller coaster ride until, half-filled with water, the stern of his dingy ground into the sand.
Talltimber met the skiff and helped Adam haul it up onto the sand and rocks.
“Good to see you, my brother,” the chieftain said.
“Glad to see you, James. You have only three canoes here. The storm was bad?”
“Yes it was. We got separated in the storm. I am confident the others will make it.”
“But one canoe is burned. I can take those people aboard Dutchman.” 
“I thank you, but we will repair the canoe and continue our exodus.”
Adam started to object, but when he saw determination in the chief’s face, said, “As you wish my brother. I will continue up the coast and see if I can find your other canoes.”
“Thank you, brother. I’ll continue toward Grays Harbor and meet you there.”
Adam thrust his dinghy into the surf aided by two Quinault tribesmen who waded out into the waves holding onto the gunwales until, at the deepest they could walk, they pushed off and gave Adam the impetus he needed to reach the swells beyond the cresting waves. He rowed as hard as he could and finally, wet, winded, and nearly swamped, he reached the safety of the ketch.
Linda and Thomas helped him aboard. Jimmy jumped into the skiff and bailed water until it was nearly empty. 
Adam went below to change clothes.
Linda brewed him a cup of hot tea.
“Thank you, Sweetheart. I needed this.”
“Where do we go now?” Linda asked.
“We’ll sail up the coast and look for the missing canoes.” 
“Shall I take command and give orders to sail north?”
Adam looked at her sharply. He didn’t speak. Finally he said, “Let them maintain for a while. Come here and give me some sugar, Sugar.”
She gathered him into her arms. “Adam, we need to talk.”
He held her at arm’s length and looked into her eyes. “Of course, Sweetheart. What is it?”
She looked down, and then lifted her eyes to meet his. “I understand that you were in a war and had to lead to overcome the enemy. You did that by issuing orders. I understand how you must equate that experience with this.” 
She looked away, apparently looking for words. “But these people may not understand your motivation. They are seeing not Adam Palmer, master sailor, but Napoleon, dictator. Do you understand?”
“Yes, I think so.”
She kissed him and continued. “You are a natural leader and can bring this varied group together to realize your goal of a new settlement. And I want that too, but you need to soften up a bit or we may win the battle and lose the support of the people. I love you and I want you to win. Please try to lighten up a little.”
“You’re right. I am too hard on them. I’ll try to be more a brother than a leader if that will help.”
“Right on, my love.”

On deck Jimmy said, “Granddad, what should we do now?”
Thomas glanced below, smiled and said, “We’ll maintain our course off shore until the skipper decides to tell us otherwise. Look to that jib, my boy.”

Sometime later Adam and Linda appeared on deck. Adam took the wheel from Jimmy and came about to point north. They followed the coast, searching for the missing five canoes of the Quinault. Late in the afternoon, they encountered four canoes paddling southward. Coming about and shortening sail to keep pace with the canoes, Adam hailed the lead canoe. 
“Are you all right?”
“Yes, we are fine.”
“We have the three lead canoes ahead of you by some hours. One canoe is unaccounted for.”
“We became separated in the storm. I think the missing canoe washed ashore. We need not worry. They will make repairs and join us at Grays Harbor . . . or they will not.”
“We’ll sail ahead and meet you just inside the harbor. Don’t worry, we’ll wait for you.”
The man in the lead canoe waved his understanding as the natives paddled on. 
Dutchman reversed course and headed south.
 Darkness came upon them as they sailed into Grays Harbor. Linda prepared a hot bouillabaisse for supper. She served Adam in the cockpit and relieved him while he ate.
“M-m-m. Good. I think we’ll keep you.”
“Who is keeping whom?”
“You for me and me for you, my love. Send Jimmy topside. I’m going to introduce him to night watch.”
Linda disappeared below, and Jimmy climbed into the cockpit and sat beside Adam. A pale moon appeared in the eastern sky, above the hills.
“Are you ready to learn about night sailing, Jimmy?”
“You bet, skipper.”
“Sailing at night is different from daytime. Things look different. Sometimes you think you see something, but then it isn’t there. If you think something’s wrong, don’t hesitate to call me. Hear the surf pounding on the shore?”
Jimmy nodded.
“What’s the compass reading?”
Jimmy studied the luminescent compass face for a moment.
“190 degrees.”
“Good. Keep the needle steady between 190 and 195. If you hear the surf get stronger or weaker, let me know right away. Do you have any questions?”
When Jimmy shook his head, Adam said, “Good. I’ll relieve you in two hours.”
He went below and sat with Linda in the dark salon. Thomas and Will were sleeping forward until called for their turn on watch. Bear and Sampson were asleep on the open deck. 
Linda said, “The night sounds of the boat are so relaxing.”
Adam didn’t answer. He had nodded off. Linda went for a blanket and covered him up.
It was quiet except for the creaking and rattling of rigging and the sound of the sea rushing by the hull.
Jimmy suddenly sounded off. 
“Skipper, I see something.”
Adam jumped up and stepped into the cockpit.
“What?”
“There.” Jimmy pointed toward the port bow.
Adam squinted, rubbed his eyes, and peered into the dark. 
He saw nothing.
“Jimmy, what do you think you see?”
“A dark shape. See it?”
Once again Adam peered into the dark. He saw a shadow, darker than the surrounding night.
“Could be a boat or maybe just a deadhead.”
“Deadhead?”
“A log in the water, waterlogged and partially submerged. We’ll check ‘er out. Let loose the fores’l and loosen the main, while I heave-to in irons.”
Adam spun the wheel and brought the ketch alongside what turned out to be an empty Indian canoe.
“Linda, please come topside. There’s something here I need you to see.”
Linda appeared and leaned over the rail to look at the canoe.
“What do you think? Is it one of ours?”
Linda nodded and continued to study the canoe, while Adam secured it to a cleat. They both looked for signs that might reveal the fate of its crew.
“What do you think happened, Adam?” 
“This canoe could have washed away from the beach. The crew could have been lost in the storm. Your guess is as good as mine. You and Jimmy get some sleep. I’ll take over now. We should reach Grays Harbor before long.”
Adam reset the sails and brought the ketch back to a course of south by southwest. Linda brought him a cup of coffee and, wrapped in a blanket, settled down beside him behind the wheel.
“I thought you were going to get some sleep?” Adam said.
“I am. I’ll sleep better here with you.” She kissed him.
They slept together in the cockpit. 
Adam woke sometime in the night. He stood and stretched behind the wheel. 
Linda woke. “What’s the matter, Adam?”
“Nothing, I guess. I don’t know. I had a strange dream.”
“Tell me.”
“I was young, much younger than I am now. I was in the open sea, but not the Pacific. I was in a fishing boat together with an old man with white hair and whiskers. We were fishing for marlin. The man seemed sad. ‘What’s wrong, Papa?’I said. He looked at me, but said nothing. I woke up feeling sad. I had missed out on something.”
“Are you remembering an event from your youth?”
“I don’t know. I’ve never ever been to Florida.”

Sometime later, Adam said, “I think we’re here.”
Linda woke, stretched, and looked into the darkness. “How do you know? I can’t see a thing.”
“Hear the surf? It’s coming from the port stern quarter now and receding. That means we have no surf to our port beam. Likely it’s the opening to Grays Harbor, unless we’ve missed it completely, and are approaching Willapa Bay. We’ll know soon enough when daylight comes. Meanwhile we’ll anchor in the first quiet inlet.”













26
Flying Dutchman rounded a point identified by Adam as Brown’s Point, just south of the town of Ocean Shores. They had found Grays Harbor and, just as daylight broke, sought calm water within the first inlet on its northern shore.
“We’ll drop anchor here and wait for Talltimber and his tribe to catch up. Jimmy, why don’t you go forward and watch for bottom. When you see it, sing out.”
He turned to Linda and said, “Is that soft enough?
When she nodded, smiled, and hugged his arm, he said, “I reckon we’re at half tide. The water is really clear here, so when we can see bottom, we’ll back off a smidge and drop anchor.”
He circled from the center of a small harbor outward toward the beach until Jimmy sang out, “I see bottom.”
“Good job, Jimmy.”Adam veered toward the center of the bay and, when he sensed they were safe from going aground, dropped sails and signaled T.J. to drop the anchor. All this time he kept an eye ashore for trouble.
“Skipper, Skipper,” Jimmy said, scrambling aft. “I saw bottom. Guess what else I saw?”
“Well, now. Let me see—mermaids?”
“Aw, come on, Uncle Adam. I saw oysters—millions of them on the bottom.”
“Really.” Jimmy had Adam’s attention now. “You sure? Oysters look a lot like rocks.”
“Cross my heart and hope to die, Skipper.” Jimmy crossed his heart in what reminded Adam of the Catholic sign of the cross.
“Okay, Jimmy. I believe you. Wanna go for a cold swim?”
“Oh! You bet.”
“Okay, strip and we’ll go down and see if we can harvest our supper.”
Adam went below to fetch a burlap bag and returned on deck where Jimmy stood in his skivvies. 
“Here, take this mask and screwdriver. Wait for me.” Adam stripped and stood naked. He donned a mask.
“Okay, son. Stay close.”
He jumped into the lagoon, followed by Jimmy.
Oh, shit. This is cold. Can’t let the boy know I’m in pain. 
They both leveled off near bottom and headed for shore and brighter water. Almost immediately they discovered oysters festooning the bottom of the bay. In a few seconds they had each harvested two oysters and headed for the surface. 
“Oh, boy. It’s cold. You okay, Jimmy?”
“S-s-s-sure.”
“Ready to go again?”
Jimmy nodded as Adam surface dived and headed down again. He had to make this one good. It would be his last for the day. He felt the pain dissipating . . . the first symptoms of hypothermia. 
Working as fast as they could, they collected several more oysters and headed for the boat. The crew was standing by as Adam and Jimmy drew alongside the craft. 
“Give Jimmy a hand up. Toss me a line.” 
As Will assisted a shivering Jimmy to the deck and threw a blanket around his shoulders, T.J. tossed the end of a line to Adam who tied it around the neck of the gunny sack. Thomas hauled in the load of oysters while Adam was assisted aboard by Linda, who then wrapped a blanket around them both as they stood in the cockpit. 
“Careful. You don’t want to warm me up too fast. I might get the bends.”
“You can’t get the bends you silly goose.”
They laughed and hugged under the blanket.
“Oh, you’ve got me all wet. Now I’ll have to change and put these oysters on to cook. How should I do them?”
“My favorite way is stewed in their own juices over coals until the shell opens. We dare not go ashore until we’ve had a chance to scope it out, so let’s just roast them in their shells in the oven—how’s that?”
 Everyone agreed. 
That afternoon they gathered in the main salon for an oyster feast. All except Adam who sat watch in the cockpit, accompanied by the two dogs lying on the deck munching Milk Bones. Adam drank a cool Heineken with his share of oysters, all the while scanning the beach with his binocs.
When Linda came above decks and sat beside him, he asked if they had all had enough oysters. 
“We got our fill, but now they’re taking bets on who can gather the most for another feast tomorrow.”
“I think we better start learning to conserve now. We don’t know how many oysters were left and we may need this crop to seed more at Long Island. I’m afraid it’s Beanie-Weenies for tomorrow, or if we’re really lucky maybe we can talk the cook into concocting some Lucky Slum-Gullion.”
“Oh you . . . ,”  
She started to take a swing at him, but he wrapped her own arm behind her and held her close in a long, wet kiss.
The sun set in a red ball of fire that evening. The group gathered in the cockpit to watch the stars come out. 
 “My momma taught me to wish on the first star we saw,” Jimmy said. “It went something like this: ‘Star light, star bright, first star I’ve seen tonight. I wish I may, I wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight.’ I wish she was with us now.”
“She is with us, Jimmy,” Thomas said. “You just have to close your eyes and think of her, and she’ll be with you wherever you are.”
He hugged his grandson close.  It was plain to the others he loved the boy.
“So what are your plans, Adam?” Will said. 
“We wait here for the canoes to catch up and then we sail up to Hoquiam to take on provisions.” Adam looked at Linda. “Please make a note: we need coffee.”
“No, I mean what are your long range plans?”
Adam dipped his head and thought for a minute. “Linda and I explored Long Island at the south end of Willapa Bay. It’s a national wildlife refuge five or six miles long and three miles wide at its widest point. We found deer, elk, and a lot of other game there. We’re going to form a new colony with our native brothers. God willing we’ll make a new start.”
“You’ll need a doctor.”
“Indeed we will—Doctor.”
“We’ll need medical supplies.”
“Hopefully we’ll find a hospital or clinic along the way with drugs and such. I’ll leave you in charge of that.”

They explored the peninsula separating the harbor from Ocean Shores to Oyhut for three days and found no living thing other than the oysters and a few gulls. Once Adam thought he spotted an eagle soaring far to the north, but couldn’t be sure. They found a stock of provisions in a local grocery store. These, including several cases of canned coffee they moved to the ketch and stored below.
On the fourth day, toward sundown, two canoes showed up. Talltimber was in the lead canoe. 
Adam welcomed him. “Glad to see you, James. Where are the others?” 
Talltimber shook his head. “Somewhere behind. They may have stopped to hunt or fish. I dunno.”
“Hunt or fish? Good luck on that.”
Linda, assisted by Adam and Jimmy, whipped up a meal for the Indians.
“How long before the others join us?” Adam had already eaten supper but sat drinking a beer with James and the others. 
“Dunno. Could be tomorrow. Could be several days.”
Adam turned to the crew. “I think we should leave one canoe here to wait for late comers and take the other canoe with us to Hoquiam. We can reprovision and be back in three or four days to join the others.”
“I agree,” Talltimber said, “We should also leave a canoe here when we sail down to Willapa Bay.  They can collect the stragglers. They may not all show up at one time. We can tell them to go on to Long Island and wait for us there, opposite Nahcotta.”
“What if they don’t have provisions enough to make Long Island?”
“You have provisions enough on board. We can leave some for those who follow. You can replenish them in Hoquiam.”
“Do you think your men know the way to Long Island?”
“The island has another name in our language. In English It means ‘Holy Land.’ It is sacred to us as Hoquiam once was. All my people know where it is.”
“Your words are wise, James,” Adam said. “We will heed them. Tomorrow we will sail, with one canoe, to Hoquiam. We will load food for two days, arms, and hardware. Then we will return to this anchorage to join with any stragglers who may have arrived. We’ll wait here one more day before we set sail for Willapa Bay and Long Island. All agreed?”
They all nodded.
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In the morning the ketch followed closely by one canoe floated on an incoming tide eastward through Grays Harbor to Hoquiam near the mouth of the Chehalis river. The ketch dropped anchor off the city docks. James’s canoe was secured alongside the ketch. Together they swung lazily to and fro in the current. The crews watched for movement in the town. That evening the occupants of the canoe ate supper aboard Flying Dutchman.

Ship’s log: A pleasant cruise up the harbor to anchor just off the docks at Hoquiam. James Talltimber’s canoe is secured alongside. Wx: fair and mild. Red sky at sunset. Good sign. During the several hours of daylight that remained, we kept the town under constant surveillance. Nothing stirred. Not even a stray cat. Enjoyed a fine dinner prepared by Linda, Thomas, and Jimmy. A full moon will help us to keep an eye on the town. Will maintain a two-person watch all night.

At first light they had coffee and hardtack for breakfast and towed the ketch to moorage at the dock. Several pleasure craft including three sailboats, one cutter, Adventurer, about forty feet long, and three commercial fishing boats were tied up and beginning to show signs of neglect and weather. Adam was interested in the cutter. He walked over to her. Admired her lines. The other boats stared blindly at him, giving him the feeling he walked in a graveyard. 
He stopped and listened. The wind whistled through the rigging of the boats. He heard gulls calling, though he could see none. Looking Adventurer over, he realized she was in far better condition than the other boats. Adam hesitated to board, he felt the need to ask for permission. Then he shook his head and climbed onto the deck. 
Where the other boats’ hulls had gathered flotsam and jetsam, this boat was clean. The deck looked like it had been recently washed.
Adam looked the cutter over with a practiced eye as if appraising a fine looking woman. His inspection was interrupted by Bear, barking from the dock. 
He hopped onto the dock, dropped to one knee, and ran his fingers through the dog’s fur. He scanned the docks. 
Sampson rushed up and pleaded for attention as well. 
“There, there, my puppies.” He knelt and hugged them both. “We better get this crew working before they wander off on their own.”
Returning to Dutchman, he gathered the crews of both the sailboat and the canoe.
“We have two objectives, a food market and a hardware store. Linda will lead one party in search of food. Anyone know where a market is?”
“No problem,” Linda said. “I know exactly where there is a Safeway.”
“Good. I know where Ace Hardware is,” Adam said. “Linda will lead five souls and I will lead four. Split up and begin to collect stuff. I have fewer things to gather, so I’ll rally at the Safeway and help you out-load. Everyone carry a weapon. Where is the Safeway?”

The teams split up and went in different directions. Adam led his crew some four blocks through town to the hardware store. He found the door unlocked, stepped in cautiously and discovered some of the shelves disarranged. It was clear someone had been here, but nothing was damaged nor any glass broken.
“Men, I think we better head back to the grocery store. There may be trouble.”
The team double-timed back the several blocks to where the grocery store was supposed to be. Rounding a corner, they found themselves opposite a Safeway. They hurried across the parking lot arrayed with abandoned cars and shopping carts. 
Nearing the entrance to the store, they came upon a group of six men dressed in police uniforms. They were armed with pistols and shotguns and had Linda and her group, armed with rifles and shotguns, backed against the front doors of the store in a Mexican standoff.
Adam’s group slowed and stepped up undetected behind the uniformed men. They arrived in time to hear the leader say, “. . . I don’t care who the fuck ya are. My name’s Dennis Pounder, Chief of Police of Hoquiam, this here fuckin’ town. We don’t abide looters. You been fuckin’ caught red-handed attemptin’ to loot our goddam grocery store. How do you fuckin’ plead?”
Adam, his men with weapons leveled at the uniformed men, said, “I’m afraid we must plead guilty to any laws against salvaging abandoned property, but surely not guilty of looting.”
Chief Pounder spun around and saw he was surrounded and out-gunned. 
“And who the hell are you?”
“All these people call me Adam. You may do the same if you drop your arms.”
Dennis Pounder looked around and nodded to his men who dropped their weapons to the pavement and raised their arms.
“We are a larger force than you, travelling down the coast to a new place and wish to replenish our food stocks. We had no idea this town was populated. Tell us what we must do to make this right and depart in peace.”
“Well, now that you put it that way, we can come to some agreement. You got weapons to spare?”
“We have weapons, but none to spare. I can trade you three AR-15 assault rifles for three thousand rounds of .30 caliber ammunition and a boat load of provisions from this market.”
“Whoa. That’s pretty steep. I would need some .556 rounds for the ARs.”
“I counted sixteen thousand rounds of .556 full metal jacket in the hardware store. Split them with you?”
“You drive a hard fuckin’ bargain. Make it four ARs.”
Adam shook his head. “Haven’t got ‘em.”
“Okay. You got a deal. But first I gotta get approval from the fuckin’ mayor. Tell you what. You folks go back to your . . . wait. What’s them goddam fuckin’ injuns doin’ here?”
“These Quinault tribesmen are our brothers in exodus.”
“Never heard of no fuckin’ place called Exodus. You’ll have to wait until our mayor decides what to do. You’ll be on house arrest on your boat. If the mayor agrees, our deal is good.”
“And if not?”
“Can’t  fuckin’ say.”
Adam and his crews retreated to the ketch and gathered in the salon to decide what to do.
“We could just sail off,” James said. “They couldn’t stop us.”
“Do you know the old saying about burning bridges?” Adam asked. “We want to establish a settlement not so many miles south of here. If we want to live in peace, we must try to negotiate such with people like these.”
“They look like a bunch of cops,” T.J. said. “You can’t negotiate with a cop.”
“That’s all we saw. You can bet there are women and children in the town as well.”
“Should I offer a medcap?” Linda asked.
“Wouldn’t hurt. Let’s wait and see what the mayor has to say.”
There was a knocking against the hull. “Permission to come aboard, Skipper.”
Adam stuck his head through the hatchway and said, “Who wants to come aboard?”
“I do. Helen Rourke, Mayor of Hoquiam.”
Adam rushed up to the deck. “I’m surprised . . . that is . . . .”
Mayor Rourke was a stocky, big boned, blond woman, tall and middle aged. She had piercing blue eyes. 
“Be at ease, Skipper. I often affect men this way.”
She started aboard with four uniformed cops.
“Whoa!” Adam held up his hand. “You’re welcome aboard, Ma’am, but only you. The others will have to remain in the skiff.”
“Very well.” She adopted a sudden air of coquettishness. “I will have to rely on your sense of gentlemanly honor.”
She waved the three men and a woman off. She offered her hand and Adam assisted her onto the deck. They pushed the skiff away to a position close by the ketch
 “Welcome aboard Flying Dutchman.”
Once below decks in the salon, her manner changed. 
 “I came to offer you a deal.” She said.
“And what would that be?”
“First you must answer some questions.”
“Shoot.”
“What is your understanding with the Native Americans?”
Adam bowed his head. He struggled to hold his temper as he said, “They are equal partners with us in our venture.”
“Do you trust them?”
“More than I trust you.”
“How many are you?”
“Well, let me see—there’s the crew of Flying Dutchman; that’s six. The tribesmen have been working their way down a stormy coast from Queets. They number about seventy five.”
“Where are you going?”
“South. We intend to establish a settlement somewhere along the coast.”
“Do you think the Feds will allow that?”
“We don’t know that the Feds exist anymore. I believe we’re on our own and starting over. My intentions are to get it right this time.”
She was silent as Linda placed mugs and a pot of hot coffee on the table. Helen rubbed her chin and scowled at Adam. 
“I believe you, mister, and I want to join you with certain selected individuals from my city—no please hear me out before you say anything. You’ve seen the Adventurer?
Adam nodded.
“You’ve seen that she’s seaworthy?”
Again he nodded.
“I own her. Her master is a childhood friend of mine, Eric Andersen. He’s a good sailor.”
She sat looking at the skylight. Apparently making up her mind about something, she sipped her coffee and continued. “Hoquiam is split in its allegiance. Denny Pounder wants to control the town, what’s left of it, and rule it with an iron thumb. As an elected official I appointed him Chief of Police. I found I was unable to unappoint him, if you know what I mean. I had planned to sail away with certain loyal citizens. We didn’t know where to go.” 
She paused, took a deep breath and said, “I propose that twelve of our loyal townspeople, five men and their wives, Eric, and myself . . . oh and two small children, join your group and accompany you wherever you’re going. Before departing we will stock both boats with food, arms, and anything else you think we might need.”
“You understand I am the leader?” Adam said.
“I’m willing to follow your lead. Anything’s better than ‘Herr Fuhrer’ Pounder.”
“How do you propose to get away with provisioning?”
“Easy. Denny thinks he has me under his control. I’ll suck up to him and offer to relieve his cops with citizen volunteers for an evening on the town. They’ve been overworked lately. My people will gather on Adventurer. 
The cops’ll gather at the Corner Tavern where I’ll see to it they have all the beer they can drink. When they are properly sodden, I’ll meet you at the marina. We’ll have most of the night to load the boats. I’ll keep two sentinels to keep watch on the tavern. So, where are we bound?”
“I need to talk this over with my crew. Why don’t you see if you can get rid of your bodyguards? Give me half an hour.” 
Helen stepped up to the cockpit and left Dutchman. She returned alone later and boarded the ketch to find the crews of the boat and canoe gathered in the salon.
“Helen, we have talked and all are agreed that your group should join ours with two stipulations.”
“And those are?”
“First, I am the leader of this expedition. We vote when we are able, but my word is final until such a time as we are able to establish a settlement and decide freely amongst ourselves who will lead us.
“Settlement where?”
“We don’t know yet.”
Helen frowned. “And second?” 
“Native votes count equally with ours in all circumstances.”
Helen was silent for a moment. She rubbed her chin as a man would. Then she said, “From what you told me, I think the Indians may outnumber us whites.”
Adam and Linda shared a look.
“So?” Adam said.
“So . . . done.” She grasped Adam’s right hand with both hers. Then she strode around the salon shaking hands with each of them in turn.
28
That night the police of Hoquiam met at their usual off duty meeting place, The Corner Tavern, to relax and socialize with fellow police and consume many drafts of beer, paid for by “Her Honor the Mayor.” Dennis Pounder held court among the city cops.
Helen and her allies joined with Adam’s crews to load food and other essentials aboard the cutter and the ketch. They were able to catch an outgoing tide and drift out into the harbor before dawn. At first light they heard shooting from the direction of town, but nothing developed further.
Under a fair sky and a northerly wind the boats raced west to Ocean Shores where they found four canoes waiting on the beach.
Adam and Eric, skipper of Adventurer, dropped sails and lunch hooks. They didn’t plan to stay long. Adam rowed ashore and met with the tribesmen.
“Where are the others?” he asked.
“Dunno. They were with us until dark last night,” one tribal member said. I think they must be pretty close. We are keeping watch.”
“Your chief is close behind us. You should be prepared to depart when he arrives. He wants you to leave one canoe here to wait for the others. You should leave someone who is familiar with Willapa bay. Do you know where Tokeland is?”
The tribal member nodded.
“We’ll wait for you there.”
Adam returned to Dutchman. Once aboard he gave instructions to weigh anchor and signaled Adventurer to follow. Both sailboats left the harbor and headed south under fair skies and a following wind.
“Send Jimmy back here,” Adam said. “He needs another sailing lesson.”
Jimmy came bounding back to the cockpit. 
“You wanted me, Skipper?”
“Yes, Son. Come here behind the wheel. Put your hands here and here. Can you see forward along the deck to the water ahead?”
Jimmy craned his neck left and right.
“I can see the water, but nothing else.”
“Good. You must always keep it that way. If you see an object or objects to your front, you’re in trouble. Understand?”
Jimmy nodded.
“You see that boat off to our starboard?” 
Adam stooped and pointed to his right within Jimmie’s view. Jimmie nodded again.
“She’s a cutter. She’s smaller than us, but she’s faster. And she wants to race. If she’s well skippered she can whip us.”
“How, Skipper?”
“Her one mast is taller than our main, so she’ll pick up the stronger wind, and with all sails set she carries more square footage than we do . . . call me ‘Uncle Adam.’ I don’t mind if you don’t.”
Jimmy smiled broadly. “Uncle Adam. That works for me. Feels good. Please tell me, Uncle Adam, what does ‘square footage’ mean?”
“You see—watch your direction. See the needle on the compass. It’s on 180° due south. Keep the needle on 180° and you’ll be fine. Now where were we—oh, yes. You see the cutter has two foresails and a main. We, on the other hand have a main, aft, and a jib. We each have three sails up, but the cutter has more square . . . quite a bit more area . . . more white linen in the wind than we do. You understand?”
Jimmy bit his lip. “I think so . . . Uncle Adam, can you tell me another thing?”
“I’ll try. What is it?”
“I still don’t understand why we call our boat ‘she’ when its name is Flying Dutchman. That sounds like a ‘he’ than a ‘she,’”
Adam adjusted the trim a little and watched Adventurer trim sails to accommodate shifting winds.
“Well, I can’t answer that for sure. I just know it’s a tradition to call boats ‘her’.”
Jimmy screwed up his eyes.
“Keep your eyes on the compass, lad. Boats and ships have always been called ‘her’. . . . That’s all I know. I’ll think on it and maybe give you a better answer later.”
“Okay . . . Uncle Adam.” Jimmie looked up and smiled.
Adam felt a warmth in his heart that he hadn’t felt for a long time.
“We’re tied with Adventurer, aren’t we?” Jimmy said.”
“Yes we are. Do you see those cats’ paws across the water to our port?” He pointed to the left and stooped so Jimmy could see where he was aiming.
Jimmy nodded and kept his hands welded to the wheel.
“They signal a change in wind direction. I bet if we change direction 10° to port and haul our sails in a bit we’ll pull ahead of Adventurer.”
“Wow!” Jimmy said. “Let’s do it!”
They sailed all day, racing to see who could out-sail the other, until toward sundown they both rounded the northern entrance to Willapa Bay and dropped anchor off Tokeland in a sheltered inlet.
They ran out of wind on entering the inlet and drifted toward the center of the anchorage. Dutchman dropped her anchor first. Adventurer drifted until she was just outside swing distance from the ketch and dropped her anchor. When they were sure the anchors were well set, Adam cupped his hands and hailed the cutter. 
“Ahoy, Skipper. You’re welcome to come aboard.”
Someone waved from the cutter and soon a dinghy launched and approached the ketch. Two people were in the dinghy. Adam recognized Helen riding in the stern. The rowboat was propelled by a man, broad back to the bow. All Adam could tell was that he was tall and strong. He rowed with authority.
The dinghy came alongside and Helen threw a line to the ketch. Thomas offered a hand to her and helped her board. The other occupant of the dinghy grabbed a cleat and swung aboard. Adam saw he had graying hair, was close shaven, and had light blue eyes. His face was mapped by sun wrinkles. He looked to be in his sixties. Yet he moved with the agility of a much younger man. Adam’s first impression of him was that he could be trusted.
Adam stood in the cockpit to receive the skipper of the Adventurer. The man climbed aboard, stood before him, smiled, and offered his right hand. 
“Sir, my name is Eric Andersen. I thought I was a pretty good sailor, but you showed me your wake today. My congratulations.”
They shook hands and Adam felt the sincerity of the man through his hefty grasp.
“I’m Adam Palmer. I’m happy to meet you. You’re a hell of a sailor yourself. I think we’ll make a good team.”
That evening the crew of Flying Dutchman met with the crew and passengers of Adventurer aboard the cutter. They dined on canned goods, wine, and beer. The beer was warm and Adam sent Thomas back to retrieve some colder brew from his own cooler.
“Do you have ice?” Eric was surprised.
“Yes. I’m lucky enough to have a propane refrigerator and nearly full tanks of propane.”
“I must put that on my list of required additions. Here’s to you.” Eric raised his bottle of cold Heineken in salute.
Before they parted, Adam and Eric agreed to post double watches throughout the night. They were to look out for people ashore and canoes coming around the point. Adam promised an oyster feed for the following evening.
During the night, Adam was awakened by a thump against the hull. He jumped up, grabbed his pistol, and rushed to the cockpit in time to see T.J. help Talltimber aboard. 
“James. Welcome to Tokeland. How many are with you?”
“We had a good day on the water. I have five canoes with me. They followed me into this lagoon and are preparing to rest afloat until morning. You fared as well, my brother?”
“Indeed we did. We had a grand sail and the evening has been quiet. I invite you to spend the rest of the night on our boat.”
“Thank you, but I will remain with my tribesmen in our canoe.”
As was his custom, the Quinault chieftain departed silently. 
In the morning Adam met with James and Helen to plan the day’s events over a map.
“We’re here in Tokeland. I’ve scouted it before and found it empty of people, but discovered oysters surviving in the waters. We’ll need to start practicing good husbandry now, so we’ll take only enough to give everyone a taste and later carry some down to Long Island for planting. Helen, do you have anyone among you who knows how to farm oysters?”
Helen looked at the map, a surprised expression on her face. “Long Island? Is that our destination?”
“Yes, I couldn’t share that with you until I was sure you were committed to our mission.”
 “I have such men,” James said, in answer to Adam’s question about oyster farmers.
“Good, we’ll put them in charge of a project later when we’re settled.” Adam pointed at the map. 
“The main highway, route 105 runs along the north of Tokeland, here, between Westport to the north and Raymond to the east. James, I’d like you to send two scouts in each direction on the highway. Make sure they’re armed, but tell them they are not to engage or be seen; observe and report only. Got it?”
James nodded.
“Helen I’d like you to find out what skills your people have and let me know.”
“That’s easy. I can tell you now. Among our women we have a real estate agent, three full time mothers, and—“
“No, no.” Adam interrupted. “I’m only interested in our immediate future. What can they do for a new settlement? Can the women cook? Fight? Are there any carpenters, ironmongers? Use your imagination.”
Helen appeared frustrated “All right. I’ll talk to them and tell you later.” 
“We’ll meet here again at sunset and compare notes.”
Adam looked ashore and saw that three canoes had beached and the occupants were building a fire. 
“James, did you tell them to go ashore?”
James folded his arms. “My people need no guidance in their actions.”
“My brother, we need to adopt a more disciplined attitude toward our daily lives. So far we’ve been lucky. If we come up against a well organized group who are hostile we need to be as well formed as any army. Your people must follow instructions to survive. We move on instructions. Do you understand?”
James nodded. “I will tell my tribesmen. It shall be as you say.”
The sun rose on an exceptionally fine day as the vessel occupants gathered on the beach to walk, stretch, and rest. James posted three tribesmen to keep watch and sent a party to hunt for oysters.
That evening the entire group of Hoquiamites, tribesmen, and sailboat crews, gathered on the beach to sing and dance around a bonfire. They feasted on oysters, hot dogs made from canned wieners, and suitable liquid refreshments. Pickets were placed strategically around Tokeland to keep watch. 
Adam met with Helen, Linda, Eric, and James aboard the ketch. He spread the chart out on the table in the salon. Linda acted as hostess and poured coffee. She gave Adam a look that said “remember, more flies are caught with honey.” Adam pointed to spots on the chart.
“Okay, here’s Willapa Bay. It’s fairly deep all around the north end with rips appearing at certain times of the tide. It shallows out toward the south with occasional unmarked sandbars. A narrow canal separates Long Island from the mainland on the east and south shores of the island. How much draft does Adventurer have?”
“She draws twelve feet,” Eric said.
“That’s about two feet deeper than mine. If you stay close on my stern, I’ll warn you if it get’s shallow enough to see bottom from my bow.”
“Okay, got it.”
“As you can see,” Adam continued. “The Bay is roughly oval shaped running north and south along its longitudinal axis. It runs south about fifteen miles to the north end of Long Island. It narrows to about four miles wide behind this bar separating it from the open ocean. On the west is the mainland with U.S. Highway 101 running along the bay from South Bend at the northern end and at the mouth of the Willapa River. You can see there is a fairly deep stretch of water between the west side of Long Island and the bar forming Long Beach. To the east and south of the island, a narrow canal passes close and tight between the mainland and Highway 101.” 
Adam took a drink of coffee and used a pencil to point to the north end of the island. 
“You see, there is a substantial system of coves at the north end of the island. That is our objective for the day. From there we’ll scout south by land and make plans to take over high ground overlooking a lagoon, here at the very south end.”
“Why do we have to move to the south end at all?” Helen said.
“Because, if we are infiltrated or invaded from the mainland, that high ground at the south end is vital to the defense of this island. From the high ground we can observe the mainland and highway 101, the primary avenue of approach to the island from north and south.”
“Invaded? Who on earth is going to invade us?”
“We don’t know, Helen,” Linda said. “We need to assume a possible enemy would want the natural riches surviving on the island.”
“Alright,” Adam said. “We leave at noon. James, should you leave a canoe to wait for stragglers?
Talltimber nodded.
“The wind is from the north so we should have an easy sail to the island. Tell everyone to keep their weapons close and their eyes open. The bay narrows to within rifle range on both sides of us as we proceed south.”
Adam rolled up his chart.
“Eric, can you stay for a moment? I’d like to speak with you.”
Eric nodded and poured another cup of coffee. The group disbursed to prepare for sailing. Helen hovered. 
Adam looked at her. Why doesn’t she leave?
As if reading his mind, Helen said, “Well, Adventurer is my boat. Anything affecting her, affects me.” She sat back down and crossed her arms.
“You know Eric,” Adam said. “There’ll be times you’ll have to maneuver the cutter with no wind?”
“Yes, I’ve wondered about that.”
“You’ll need to tow her by rowboat and will need a much heftier dinghy than that rubber raft you’re carrying. Let’s scout around the beach and see what we can find. I’ll help you.”
“Okay, let’s go.”
Both men stood. Adam watched Helen raise her nose and study a port hole. The men went on deck and, stepping down into Dutchman’s dinghy, Adam rowed to shore. They wandered the beach until, in a covered boathouse; they discovered a sixteen foot, round bottom, wooden rowboat. Nearby lay a pair of stout oars.
“This will do perfectly,” Adam said. “You’ll want to try her out before we leave Tokeland. Let’s get her into the water.”
Together they carried the heavy skiff to the water’s edge. Eric hopped in and rowed toward his cutter. Adam watched from shore and was pleased by what he saw. He returned to his own dinghy and rowed back to the ketch.
The sun rose to its zenith amongst billowing cumulus clouds. The wind grew stronger as the day passed. The boats weighed anchor as the canoes left the beach. Flying Dutchman set all sails and drifted downwind and out of the lagoon at Tokeland. The wind caught her sails as she spread them left and right and waltzed gracefully downwind, wing on wing. 
Eric followed closely and set only the main and one foresail to slow his progress. Five canoes with six paddlers each, brought up the rear. Adam looked back and thought about how Columbus must have felt leading a convoy and exploring what for him was a totally new world.
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The various boats enjoyed a leisurely afternoon sail down the Bay. The wind was light and the canoes were able to keep pace with the sailboats. 
The travelers grew apprehensive as the land closed in around them and they saw they were within in rifle range from both flanks. No one challenged them and while they felt the eeriness of empty windowed buildings on either side of the bay, they arrived safely and relatively together at the north end of Long Island. 
Adam steered his boat to the east of the point at the north end of the island and soon entered a large cove with several smaller inlets leading off in all directions. He gave the word to douse sails and dropped anchor in the middle of the bay. Adventurer followed suit allowing sufficient room between the boats for swinging with the tide. 
As James’ canoe came abreast of the ketch, Adam called to James, “Can you send scouts up the four inlets and have them report what they find before dark?
“There is to be no shooting unless absolutely necessary. I just want a report from you when they all return. First, I want to know if any humans are present. Secondly, I want to know what if any wildlife is there. You can tie up to my boat.”
James nodded and waved to the Indians to gather for instructions. When this was completed and four canoes departed on their missions, James returned and boarded the sailboat. During this time Eric had rowed over and boarded as well.
“Nice spot,” Eric said.
“Want a beer?”
“Sure.”
Talltimber climbed aboard as Eric and Adam sat in the cockpit enjoying their Alaskan Ambers. James stepped up to Adam, tapped his own chest with his right fist, and said, “m-m-m. White man got beer?”
Adam stood, scowling; trying not to laugh. “Me got plenty beer. You bet.”
“Good. You keep scalp today. Give my canoe crew water and you live forever.”
       Eric looked on abashed as the two men laughed and hugged as brothers do.
Adam went below and brought up a bottle of beer and his chart.
He unrolled the chart as James took a long swallow of beer. 
“We’re here, Eric.” He pointed to the focal point of a ragged-shored system of inlets all running off a central cove. 
“James has canoes scouting up these four inlets. They will tell us if any humans are present and what the animal population looks like.”
“Animal population?” Eric looked surprised.
“Yes. My earlier recon of the island indicated the wildlife was spared here. We saw elk and deer and signs of many smaller animals.”
As they talked, relaxed, and enjoyed their beers, Adam watched as one, then two, and more canoes rallied near the center of the cove. When he saw four, he nodded to James who departed and went to receive the reconnaissance reports from his scouts.
“You and James Talltimber are good friends.” Eric said.
“Yes, we are brothers.”
“Good.”
At length, James returned and reported there were no indications of people on the shores. Many signs were present of elk, deer, rabbits, raccoons, grouse amongst other game birds, and a small pack of wolves. These latter James thought may have been feral dogs. The scouts saw, or thought they saw, up the creeks at the head of the inlets, signs of breeding Chinook salmon. They weren’t sure.”
“That’s great news. Just what I wanted to hear,” Adam said. “Tonight, please place one canoe in a strategic spot on each inlet to provide early warning of any danger. Tell them to draw adequate rations from one of our boats, but no fires and no shooting unless they are attacked. Clear?”
“Clear.” James nodded and left the sailboat. 
“Eric, I think we should stay on our own boats tonight and remain alert to any movement. I will keep a double watch on my own vessel.”
 “As will I,” Eric Andersen, master of the cutter Adventurer, out of Hoquiam said as he departed.

Later that evening, Adam and Linda sat together in the cockpit of Flying Dutchman. They cuddled beneath a blanket and looked at the stars. Dr. Will, T.J., and Jimmy had retired for the night.
“Is that the north star I see up there?” Linda pointed generally toward the north.
“Yes. Polaris, the North Star forms the end of the handle of Ursa Minor, the Little Dipper stretching out to the left and inverted.” Adam sat behind Linda and pointed at Polaris and the dipper along the side of her head, so she could better follow his directions. “About a hand’s span below Ursa Minor and closer to the horizon is Ursa Major, the Big Dipper. If you imagine a line running through the two stars forming the spout of the Big Dipper, and follow them upward they point directly to Polaris.”
“Yes I can see it perfectly. Adam?”
“Yes.”
“You’d make a good teacher.”
“I think I better be a good leader.”
“You’ll do fine. I love you, Adam.”
“I love you, Linda.”
“We’re going to be okay, aren’t we Adam?”
“With God’s help, we’ll build the beginnings of a new world on this island.”
They embraced and fell asleep in each other’s arms.
Adam dreamt again that he was fishing off Florida with Ernest Hemingway. As was usually the case, he woke frustrated at not having been able to land a marlin and chided by Papa for falling asleep.
The Council, as the leaders of the group came to be known: Adam Palmer, Linda Magnussen, Helen Rourke, Eric Andersen, James Talltimber, and Dr. William Magnussen, met the next morning in the salon of Flying Dutchman to receive instructions for the day’s activities.
“So far we’ve been successful,” Adam said. “We sailed down Willapa Bay with no trouble to anchor in this cove. Scouts have indicated no contact with humans so far on the island. Today we will sail back up around the northern point of Long Island, and down the western shore. Our destination will be a lagoon at the south end of the island.” 
Adam paused, drank from his coffee, and looked at each of the people to ensure they understood his directions.
“We’ll need to proceed with caution. The waters will become shallow, and the land will close in. Be wary of going aground. Also beware attack from the shore. 
“James, can your canoes sound the waters in front of us to keep us in the channel as we move toward the south end of the island?
“I believe we can. Just tell us how much room you need.”
“Just keep us in twenty feet of water, that’s all I ask.”
James nodded.
“We’ll anchor in this lagoon.” Adam pointed on the map to the southern tip of the island.
“James can you send patrols overland to scout out the island, clear it, and find our best ground for camping when we arrive at the south end?”
“Got it.” James nodded and left.
“Eric, I will lead and try to keep you afloat. If you run aground, let me know and I will help you.”
“Aye, Skipper.”

Both boats needed to be towed out of the cove in the morning. The sky was solid overcast and the tide was low. The canoes left far in the lead southward along the west side of the island. The scouts moved out overland through the woods.
Rounding the northern tip of the island they felt varying winds and set sail. The sails filled and luffed, alternately filling and luffing at first. As they neared the bar that formed a barrier against the open ocean, the wind grew steady from the southwest. Adam noted clouds forming on the western horizon where the sky contained a red band. 
Rain maybe later today or tomorrow. 
The cutter closed distance between the boats and had to douse both foresails to remain behind the ketch. 
I see Adventurer is catching more wind above the sand bar . . . Good. She’s falling back. 
The two boats sailed slowly down the western side of the island. Soon the waterway narrowed. Adventurer hit bottom and Eric backed its foresails trying to set it free. 
Adam saw her predicament and came about. As Dutchman came abreast of the cutter he saw she was well aground. He turned south, dropped sails, and dropped anchor. They’d have to wait for the tide to rise and free the cutter.
Adam and Linda sat enjoying coffee as the solid overcast began to break up and the sun peaked through billowing clouds. 
“Would the TV weatherman call this partly sunny or partly cloudy?” Linda asked, smiling.
“I think he’d probably flip a coin and go for a coffee or a latte. Look. Adventurer is floating free. We can set sail again.”
Adam set his coffee cup in the holder next to the wheel, stood and called to his crew, “prepare to make sail. T.J., haul the anchor. Jimmy, set the foresail. Will, set the main. Linda, take the wheel, and set a course due south.”
Flying Dutchman once more moved southward. Adventurer fell in behind. They sailed to the south end of Long Island without further undue event. The water widened and deepened at the south end and then became shallow as the boats rounded a sand bar and entered a lagoon at the very southern tip of the island.
The wind died and Adam was forced to tow the ketch into the center of the lagoon. The cutter followed. Adam called for the anchor to be dropped and set as he scanned the shore and spotted five canoes lined up on the beach. 
He rowed the dinghy to shore and greeted James Talltimber with a brotherly hug. 
“It went well, James?”
“Yes, the island has no people, but abounds in game. I hope you will not be angry. My men killed an elk. We feast tonight.”
“You killed an elk? I didn’t hear any shooting.”
“You forget, white man. We are injuns. We know how to use bows and arrows.”
“Oh, right.” 
They laughed and hugged again.
“An elk will provide meat for everyone,” Adam said. “But first we must clear the mainland across from the lagoon. We need to send patrols up and down Highway 101, just over there,” he pointed across the lagoon to the east. 
“Understand. It’s to be reconnaissance only. They should not engage. Observe and report only. We’ll prepare a fire on the beach, but won’t ignite it until your scouts report. Understand?”
James nodded and departed to brief his scouts.
That evening they built a bonfire on the beach, butchered the elk remains, and held a feast. The men prepared and spitted the carcass while the women cleaned the pelt and prepared it for tanning. Outposts were established and maintained on the shore and north of the lagoon. The group partied well into the night. 
Adam sat alongside the dying coals, his arm around Linda. “This is the first Time we’ve been able to relax ashore,” Adam said.
“Let’s pray it’s the beginning of a new community in peace.”
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The morning brought sunshine and warm weather. People gathered on the beach to enjoy the day. Adam gathered his council on the ketch to make plans. 
“I intend to lead this expedition only as long as it continues as such. As soon as we are settled in our new home, we will hold an election of community officers.”
He looked about and studied faces. All appeared to be in agreement, except Helen Rourke. She looked troubled.
“Helen? You wish to say something?”
“I just think those with the most experience in leadership ought to take charge right away. My experience as mayor of Hoquiam for nearly two decades favors me.”
“If you agree we need the best leadership,” Adam said. “I can offer two years of combat leadership as a rifle company commander in Afghanistan. James Talltimber has spent all of his adult life as chief of the major contingent of our citizens, the Quinault tribe. I think that counts more for what we need right now, but I’m willing to put it to a vote. All in favor of putting Helen in charge raise your hands.”
When no hands except Helen’s were raised, Adam said, “That‘s settled. Helen you’ll have your chance when the Time is right. For now, I have a more important task for you.” Adam took a long drink of coffee. “First, I’d like to hear a report from Chief Talltimber on his selection of a place to build a town. James?”
“I agree with Adam that we must control the southern part of this island. There are two avenues of approach. The first is from the sea. The second is the most likely and from the mainland just across the lagoon.” 
James took a breath and looked about to see if he had their attention.
“We do face a threat from the north,” Eric said. “I think it requires me to keep my boat moored at the north end of the island.”
“I agree,” Adam said. “Not because there is a great threat from the sea, but because we cannot lock Adventurer into the southern end of the island. We need to give her sea room. We can reinforce her from here in a few hours.
“Our plan for defense of the north end will concentrate on early warning. James, if you can maintain scouts at strategic points at the northern tip of the island, and if you, Eric can maintain a two person crew able to sail Adventurer if necessary, I think that’ll work for now. Let’s take a five minute break.”
Linda, assisted by Thomas and Jimmy, poured fresh coffee for all. Adam sat back watching each of the council members for their reactions thus far. If I can get this group to agree to what I need us to do today, I’ll be able to lead.
“All right, let’s discuss our main concerns. James, tell us about defending the south end of the island.”
“If you will look up beyond the lagoon toward the south, you will see a high plateau. It’s large enough to hold a settlement and dominates the lagoon as well as the land immediately across the water on the mainland. From that plateau we can observe the near mainland as well as U.S. Highway 101 for some distance north and south. We’re not interested in the single or pairs of stragglers who may wander by. We’re concerned about groups of organized aggressors who may wish to take over our island.”
“Thank you, James. I appoint you commander of defensive forces of this island. You will maintain patrols up and down the island and along highway 101 for the near future.”
James nodded.
“Helen, we need someone to take charge of developing our village on the crest of the hill. This is a most important task as you will be in charge of platting the land and allotting building space for our families.”
“But . . . but where will we get building material?” Helen asked.
“We’ll tear down and reclaim housing along the coast. How many carpenters do you have amongst your Hoquiamites?”
“I don’t know I’ll have to get back to you on that.”
“We’ll sail up and down the Bay,” Adam said, “dismantling selected houses and transporting the lumber to this lagoon. We’ll have to salvage every scrap of wood, every nail as we go. There’s an Ace Hardware in South Bend where we may be able to get some materials, but we’ll count on salvaging everything.”
Adam paused and looked at Helen to make sure she understood the importance of her role. When he was satisfied that she was sufficiently committed, he continued.
“Next we need to pass our first law on this island. We have an abundance of game here, more than anywhere else we’ve seen. We must protect and preserve it in order to grow and prosper. I submit that we need to pass a law against killing any game on the island without the permission of our community game warden—Chief Talltimber.”
All stood and clapped for James.
“I accept your appointment,” James said. “I will protect our game to the best of my ability.”
“Just a minute,” Helen said. “We need to set penalties for violating this law. And how will we enforce it?”
“Good thoughts, Helen.” Adam stood and looked around at the group. “The first laws we make are the most important. They will set the tone for our community and determine whether we survive.
“First we need to make sure everybody understands the law. Then we enforce the law. Initially I will deal with any violations and that will set the tempo of our community system. I now appoint Thomas J. Downey as counsel for the community. I believe he will be a good lawyer.”
“How do you know?” Helen asked.
“He was a lawyer in Western Washington for many years. He is the only lawyer we have.”
When Helen said nothing, Adam continued. 
“This may not seem so important, but we need to name our community.”
“Why?” Helen asked.
“It will provide direction for the development of our village.”
“I think we should call the Island New Hoquiam,” she said.
Dr. Will said. “Why would we want to give our community that name?”
No one spoke. They all looked at Helen. She stood and said, “I was mayor of that city for nearly two decades. Near half our citizenry are from Hoquiam. I am their leader.”
She looked around. 
When it looked like the situation was becoming precarious, Adam said, “This is an important decision and must be presented to a vote of the entire community. We’ll hold a general election in one week from today.”

Helen Rourke identified three wooden construction tradesmen. One was a master carpenter. Adam enlisted their help in finding and dismantling houses suitable for reconstructing on Long Island. One of the tradesmen approached Adam with a demand.
“This isn’t exactly a demand. I just want to be sure we’re going to get union wages for this job.”
Adam couldn’t believe what he heard. He felt his face reddening. Staring down the tradesman, he counted silently to ten and then he laughed. 
“Look around you, man. Do you see anything that suggests a labor union has survived? Do you see any sign that our community has anything to offer of value except safety and brotherhood?”
“Well . . . no, I only thought—that is . . . .
“Well, think again, my friend. If I didn’t need your skills to help this community, I’d invite you to hit the road. We sail up the coast in search of housing at first light tomorrow. Be on board, or be gone before we return.”

Helen stayed busy laying out plots on which to place homes when Adam returned with the first load of housing lumber. Dr. Will and Linda visited with Helen to ask that she include plans for a central meeting house.
“What we really need,” Will said, “is a clinic and a community meeting house. We can combine it with bachelor living quarters. We can model it on the native long house that has served since long before white men arrived in this land.”
“Where should we put it?” 
“It should be as close to the center of town as possible,” Linda said.
“How big?”
“Well, said the doctor, “We need to prepare for growth. Can I get back to you on that?”
“Yes, but quickly my platting is about finished.”
“We’ll have the plan for you tomorrow,” Linda said.

Dutchman cruised up and down the shoreline of Willapa Bay searching for suitable houses to salvage. They were careful not to divulge their plans, should anyone be observing. When the ketch was filled with three houses worth of lumber, Adam headed back to the south end of the bay. He stopped in the cove at the north end of the island to check on the well-being of Adventurer. 
Adam dropped anchor in the center of the cove and rowed over to the cutter. Eric welcomed him aboard and offered him whiskey. 
“No thank you. I might take a beer.”
“Not cold, I’m afraid.”
“S’okay. I’m used to it. Have you had positive contact with the Quinaults?”
“Yes. They paddle out every day to check with my crew and report on the situation.” Eric looked over at the ketch and saw its overloaded condition. 
“I wish I could help you more. If I had one qualified carpenter, I could take houses down and bring them here for you to carry on to the south end.”
“My carpenters are skilled, but a little sketchy on what their mission is. I can leave one man with you, a skilled carpenter, but if there’s any trouble with him, I want you to dump him ashore.”
“What are you telling me?”
“He was a union man. He thinks he still is. Understand?”
“Oh, yes I do. He’ll expect to be paid money for his labor and overtime for more than forty hours weekly. Do we really need him?”
“I think he’ll be okay. Do your skipper thing. I must sail to the lagoon now.”
Adam transferred the union carpenter to Eric’s boat and hauled anchor for the south end of Long Island.  









31
The new day found the citizens of the new community gathered together for their first ever vote on a subject many thought frivolous. Nevertheless, they gathered in the center of the settlement at the announced time. It was an exceptionally fine day in the Pacific Northwest. The sun shone in a nearly cloudless sky. The upper branches of the old growth Douglas Firs waving in the wind made a moving pattern of sunlight march across the ground.
When all were gathered, Adam walked to the center of the group, accompanied by the council members. 	
“We’re gathered today to name our community,” Adam said. “This is an important and perhaps historic step in establishing our settlement and reestablishing a presence on this land. We have been decimated by an unknown malady.. We must carry on. This is the first step.”
He smiled at the group.  
“I propose we proceed to name our community in this manner. First, we’ll receive nominations from the group. When we think we have all your ideas, we’ll vote to adopt the name most of you want. I’ve asked Linda to record the nominations and tally the votes. The meeting is now open for your nominations.”
Adam looked about. 
A hand raised in the crowd. It was one of the Hoquiamites. 
“I think we ought to call it New Hoquiam.” 
Two or three people cheered briefly and became silent.
“Cheers are okay,” Adam said. “This is a happy day. We’ve no room for solemnity.”
He turned to Linda and said, for all to hear, “The first nomination is ‘New Hoquiam’.”
Another hand raised and offered “New Hope.”
“Wait a minute,” Helen said. “Are we naming the entire island or just the town we’re building on this hill?”
“I think,” Adam said, “that one day our community will grow to populate the entire island. The new name ought to be for all of Long Island.”
He looked around at the council members to confirm that they agreed. Linda gave him that special look of approval when she backed his approach.
 All nodded their heads except Helen. Adam wondered where she was going with that question.
Dr. Will raised his hand and, when recognized by Adam said, “I recommend we name the island New Roanoke after an island community about this size off North Carolina, established in the sixteenth century by Sir Walter Raleigh. Some 300 souls settled on the island and called it Roanoke. The ships returned to England promising to return with supplies in the next spring. Stormy seas made them turn back and, when, three years later, an expedition sailed south from Plymouth to make contact with Roanoke, it found the colony had disappeared without a trace. To this day, no sign of the settlement survives. No trace of its citizens has ever been found. I think this name is most appropriate for a community that may or may not make it in this new age, or whatever it is.”
“New Roanoke is nominated,” Adam said. 
He looked about for more entries.
“I recommend the entries be closed,” Thomas Downey said.
“It has been recommended that we close the nominations for naming our community, Is there a second” 
“Wait,” Helen said. “We should discuss this carefully. Do we want to name this community after a village we know nothing about, or do we want to name it after a city we all know. I move we name the entire island New Hoquiam.”

Adam said. “The nominations are New Hope, New Hoquiam, and New Roanoke. I say these nominations are closed.”
Adam stood silently watching the faces of the small crowd. He turned and looked at the members of the council. When Linda smiled, he felt at liberty to proceed. 
“We will have a short recess, while I confer with some of the council.”
He turned and approached Chief Talltimber.
“James, I must talk with you,” he said.
“I am listening, my brother.”
“Do you agree with the names we have nominated?”
“My people have lived on these lands since time immemorial. We have never called them by any name save the Quinault name for Land of Wakantanka.  We have no demands regarding what this land is called by its citizens.”
“Then it’s settled. We’ll vote.”
He waited a moment or two before he said, “We will vote by a show of hands. Linda will tally the votes. You only get to vote once. 
“All in favor of New Hope raise your hand.”
Three people raised their hands. 
“Just a minute,” Helen said. “Does each individual get to vote, or does each family get to vote?”
“Good question,” Adam said. “For all that has happened we are yet Americans. Americans love individual freedom, so I say each and every individual, regardless of marital status, gets one vote.”
He turned and looked at his council members. They all nodded except Helen who looked on silently with a scowl.
 “So be it,” Adam mumbled, and then, speaking for all to hear, “New Hope gets three votes. All in favor of New Hoquiam raise your hands. Not so fast, Hank. One hand only.”
Hank Ulgerbrittsen dropped one hand and there were five remaining.
“New Hoquiam gets five votes. All in favor of New Roanoke raise your hands.”
Linda was still counting beyond twenty as Adam announced, “New Roanoke is the name of this settlement and this island on which we have landed and vow to possess. We will begin to build tomorrow. Order of construction will be: first, a watchtower near the southernmost tip of the plateau, second, a community house and clinic near the center of town. Ownership of each house thereafter will be chosen by drawn lot. Each of you must find your own way of contributing. Anyone judged not to be contributing will not be afforded a chance to draw for housing.”
Everybody stood and cheered except Helen. 
“And how will participation or lack of it be judged?” she demanded.
Adam bent his head and thought for a minute. 
Raising his head again he said, “I appoint Thomas J. Downey, late attorney at law in Olympia, first judge of the community of New Roanoke. He will judge who contributes and who does not.”
As the meeting broke up and the people went back to their campsites along the hilltop, Linda said quietly to Adam, “We need to keep close watch on Helen. I don’t know what she has in mind, but believe me; she’ll cause trouble in one way or another.”

The next months were spent moving lumber down to New Roanoke, off-loading and beginning to build. By mid-September a tower, community center, called the Long House, and nearly half the required houses were erected on the hill. Adam had elected not to participate in the drawing for housing as he was quite comfortable aboard Flying Dutchman. 
He and Linda had words about it. 
“Adam Palmer, if you want to wait to be last for housing, you go right ahead. As for me, I’m going to take my place in the drawing and I’ll have my house in turn.”
“I can’t blame you for wanting to live ashore, my dear. You go ahead and participate in the drawing and when your house is built, I’ll marry you and move in with you.”
“You’re damned right I’ll—what? Marry me?
“Yes,’ Adam dropped to one knee, clasped his hands looked up at Linda, and said, 
“I humbly beg for your hand in marriage.  Maybe next June?”
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“Adam, we have a problem,” Talltimber announced over coffee one morning.
“What’s up, Brother?”
“My men want women. They’re complaining and threatening to desert. I do not believe they will, but still we must do something.”
“What do you propose?”
“I want to return to Queets and enlist women to come to New Roanoke. Our custom calls for our women to marry outside the Quinault Tribe, but the situation being what it is, I think we must make adjustments and allow them to marry within the tribe.”
“And if they won’t come?”
“I think they will. We have created a shortage of men. Those without husbands will need little persuasion. Those with men, I will welcome them to come as man and wife. I am still their chief.”
“All right. We sail to Queets tomorrow on the outgoing tide.”
“Thank you, my Brother.”
Adam called the council together and told them he’d be gone for a few days and why.
“I don’t see why an Indian problem is our problem,” Helen said.
“A problem of one of our citizens is the problem of all.”
Linda and Eric offered to accompany Adam to Queets.
“No,” Adam said. “I need you both here in case there’s trouble. I’ll take T.J. and Jimmy to help with the boat. When we return, the population of New Roanoke will almost double its fifty souls.”

Log entry: James and I, accompanied by Thomas J. and Jimmy Downey, worked our way north against the wind for three days and nights, sailing all the while, taking shifts at the helm. On the morning of the fourth day we found ourselves standing off the Queets River. I don’t know why, but I’m still bothered by not knowing what day or date it is. We’ll enter the river and proceed up until we reach the islets just below the village. By then I’ll have a feel for the tide. We must approach the village on an incoming tide in case we go aground and we need the tide to take us upriver if the wind is against us. Our plan is to present gifts of food to the village, discover who is in charge, and try to persuade as many women as we can to come to New Roanoke. We may meet resistance from the men.

The winds and tides were contrary, forcing the crew of Flying Dutchman to anchor in the river below the islet maze that lay upriver between them and Queets. The tide ebbed and began to come in late that night. There was a full moon, so Adam elected to ride the incoming tide upriver to Queets. Come morning they were anchored off the town. Villagers gathered on the shore. James rowed the dinghy ashore under the watchful eye of Adam, who scoured the beach with binoculars, looking for trouble. 
He saw James step ashore and hug one of the villagers.
Soon after, a fishing canoe, paddled by four villagers, headed for the ketch. Adam noted James was a passenger aboard. He kept his AR close at hand as the canoe came abreast. He noted smiles on all faces before he allowed the canoe to bump against the hull of his boat.
“It’s all fine,” James said as he came alongside. “My brother Amos is chief in my absence. He wishes to meet with us.”
James came aboard and helped the crew unload foodstuffs into the canoe. 
“Thomas, I’m going ashore to meet with the villagers. You’re in command. You and Jimmy keep close watch. I’ll be back before dark.”
“Aye, Skipper.”

Ship’s log: We met with the acting chief of the Quinault tribe who told us the village had suffered several raids by the Makah tribe. They took what little supplies the villagers had. They were desperate for food and welcomed our gifts. When we told Amos why we had come, he scowled, crossed his arms, and said he would not agree to any more of the tribe moving south. James and I have returned to the boat to determine what our next move will be.

Adam sat with James in the main salon of Dutchman as they planned their next move over coffee.
    “So, where do we go from here?” Adam asked.
“I will return to shore,” James said. “Give me the afternoon to collect women who wish to return with us. I may not return until after dark. Don’t worry. I’ll be back.”
James returned alone to shore. Adam watched through his binoculars as Talltimber, Chief of the Quinault tribe, moved from house to house, spending more time in some, less in others. 
When darkness fell, Adam worried over James’s remaining ashore. Fog rolled in and lights from town were no longer visible except as yellow haloes in the dark. Adam pondered his next move. A bump on the hull brought him to the deck. James was there with several young women from the town. 
“I have these and several boatloads waiting on shore. Most are single women, but four are married and insist on bringing their husbands who are agreeable to joining us.”
“We need to hurry, or the tide will be against us.”
The women and four men climbed aboard and the canoe returned to shore.
“Make yourselves comfortable below decks, Adam said. “We’ll soon be departing for safer waters.”
James made three more trips to shore before he declared that all were aboard. 
“The tide has been going out for the last hour,” Adam said. “No wind, so we’ll have to depend on the tide to get us out of here.”
They weighed anchor and began to drift downriver. Fog obscured everything. Adam depended on the current to keep him in deep water.
They drifted for nearly an hour before Adam felt the keel dragging against bottom. At the same he heard shots fired from upriver. 
“Bring everyone up from below,” Adam called to his crew. 
The tribal members collected on deck. 
“Everyone move to the port side.” 
Jimmy showed them where to stand.
As the boat listed to port under their collective weight, the keel broke loose and once again they drifted down river.
“Show the ladies below decks once again. All men stay above decks and keep a sharp lookout. The tribesmen left behind may move overland to try and catch us where the river narrows near the mouth.”
They drifted silently downriver. Adam felt the boat moving faster as they approached the mouth. The crew could see nothing in the fog as an onshore wind announced the approaching ocean.
“Prepare to make sail.”
The crew, reinforced by James, stood by as each one listened to the surf pounding on either side. The ketch drifted into the open sea. 
“All sails aloft,” Adam called. “Bring her to close to the wind.” 
Adam spun the wheel as the boat freed herself from the current and bounded forward with the wind blowing onshore. He steadied her toward the southwest as the wind grew on her starboard bow. Dutchman healed sharply. Adam heard the women scream as the hull rolled away from the wind. James disappeared below.
For three days the ketch ran smartly, beating against the wind, healing first to port, then to starboard. The women suffered mal de mer. 
“I’m worried,” James said. “We may lose some passengers if this keeps up.”
“I think we have some powdered orange drink in the cupboard,” Adam said. “Citric acid may help settle their stomachs.” 
“You think?”
“I don’t know. It’s worth a try.”
James, assisted by Thomas, mixed the orange powder and administered some to the natives clustered below decks. Several times over the following days they gave dosages of the mixture and by the third day, the passengers were feeling better.
Sunset of the third day found them running before the wind, approaching the entrance to Willapa Bay. A red sunset promised good weather on the morrow. 
“I don’t know how we did it,” James said, “but the women all made it and are feeling well.”
“Good news. We’ll anchor just inside the bay and sail south to New Roanoke tomorrow.”
They dropped anchor just at dark and prepared dehydrated chicken soup for the women and the men who were still feeling queasy from the rough ride south. 
“James, I’m a little worried about our arrival in New Roanoke.”
“Why?”
“We can’t just drop the women on shore and turn them loose. We may incite a riot.”
“I see what you mean. We should drop anchor in the lagoon, keep the women aboard, and hold a council conference as soon as possible.”
“Good idea. That’s what we’ll do.”
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The Community Council met with Adam and James aboard Dutchman the next morning.
“I want to introduce the ladies into our society as smoothly as possible. “Anybody got any ideas?”
“The solution is simple,” Linda said. “We hold a community potlatch. We control the seating to place the new women across from the unmarried men. After that we present music and dancing. Then we let nature take its course.”
“That sounds good, but where do we get the music?”
“Leave it to me. Bring the women ashore and place them in the community center. The men will camp in the woods. Announce that we will have a potlatch and dance in two weeks. Leave the rest to me.”

Enthusiasm grew in New Roanoke as sounds of chanting and singing emanated daily from the Long House. Linda convened daily meetings and rehearsals. Men were excluded. Toward the end of the second week, the sweet aroma of baked goods wafted across the village,
Excitement grew among the men.
On the appointed day, all gathered outside the Long House. The tribal women appeared, attired in native garb, each of them was dressed in cedar bark gowns, deer hide moccasins, and adorned with plaited ebony hair. Their dress was differentiated only by their necklaces dispaying different aspects of nature. Each woman sported feathers of different birds: pheasants, gulls, ducks, and owls as well.  
They danced to a cadence beaten on a log with clubs fashioned from branches stripped from tree trunks felled during the building of the community. All the villagers save those on security patrol were present. Married men replaced bachelors on patrol allowing them to attend the festivities. Everyone clapped in time to the beat of the fir clubs.
Adam looked at Linda Appraisingly and said, “You’ve really dressed these ladies up. You’re not so bad looking, yourself.”
Linda was dressed in a medley of coastal Salish garb, a Quinault dress of cedar bark, with a belt beaded in the Sol Duc manner, and an eagle feather braided into her raven tresses. On her feet were Makah sewn moccasins.
“Who knows? Maybe I can attract a man. I see plenty of prospects.” She glanced sidelong at him.
Adam admired her and dropped his eyes to the ground. 
“Maybe so,” he said.
After the dancing, the men drew lots to see whose blanket they would share for picnic lunches prepared by the women.
Adam held his breath as he waited to see which of the men would draw Linda’s blanket. He grew increasingly nervous as they neared the end of the drawing. Linda seemed at ease and smiled as she handed him the ticket for her blanket. 
Surprised, Adam looked at it, looked at Linda, and looked back down at the lot in his hand.
“Why you little . . . sweetheart you. You fooled me big time.” 
He took her in his arms and kissed her. 
The rest of the community joined the group to sit on blankets eating lunches of oysters, periwinkles, kelp, and berries of various kinds along with edible roots, and other natural edibles gathered by the tribal women. Toward the end of the picnic, the women rose and, led by Linda, gathered in front of the group and to sing starting with a native lullaby acappella. Beginning with a medley of soft sounds, much like birds singing in the woods, their volume increased gradually, echoing the cadence of the tree trunks. The tempo and the volume rose together with the pitch until they reached a crescendo that had every man and woman standing in silent awe as their voices echoed through the forest.
Adam had never heard such a sound. When the music stopped, every one stood silent, wanting more. The Hoquiamites applauded. The tribal men whooped their approval.
Linda announced square dancing and that Dr. Will would call squares accompanied by the women’s singing. Will stood before them and began to call for dancers. The native singers made music with their mouths like the sound of a country band as Will called a Virginia Reel. 
At first the single men hung back from the women, but soon all were whirling to the dances. The Married women built a bonfire when daylight waned.  The celebration continued.
“Adam, I’m worried,” James said. “These youngsters are working up steam. If we don’t do something pretty soon we’re bound to have a bunch of bastard children in the spring.”
 Adam called an immediate council meeting and explained the situation. They reached an agreement to offer immediate ceremonies for those wishing to marry.
 Adam called for a halt to the dancing. He spoke for all to hear, “The festivities are nearly over and we have some decisions to make. As Captain of the ketch, Flying Dutchman, I am empowered by the rules of the sea and by the council of this community to perform marriages aboard my boat. I hereby offer that service to any man and woman wishing to marry.”
He looked around the bonfire at the men and women standing close and looking at each other.
“Understand, any single woman will have to sleep in the Long House. Any single man will have to remain camped in the woods. I’m going aboard my boat now. I invite all to wish to marry to meet me there in ten minutes.” 
The New Roanoke Council gathered around the deck of the ketch as couples gathered in line on the beach waiting their turn to come aboard and be married.
“James Talltimber, as Chieftain of the Queets Quinault tribe, I ask that you join me in presiding over these ceremonies.”
James nodded and stood beside Adam as he rose and, standing on the main deck, beckoned the first couple aboard. After asking their names he said, “By the power invested in me by the laws of the sea and the government of the United States of America, I ask if you John take this woman Celia to be wedded—say I do. Is there no one who objects to this marriage?”
Adam paused for a moment, then turned to James and nodded. 
The chieftain raised his right hand and spoke Salish words for some moments. Then he placed his hands on each couple’s shoulders and said in English, “God bless you.” 
“I now pronounce you, John and Celia, to be man and wife,” Adam said. “May God bless you both. John you may kiss the bride.”
When all the women had stood to be married, Adam turned to Linda and said, “I guess we’d better marry or I’ll have to sleep in the woods.”
“Why Adam, are you asking me to marry you?”
He reached for her hand and said, “I am. Eric Andersen, as master of the Adventurer I ask you to marry this wonderful woman and me.”
“Of course. Thought you’d never ask. Stand together before me on the deck of the ketch Flying Dutchman.”
Adam offered his hand to Linda who joined him on deck. They stood before Eric.
“By my power as Master of a seagoing vessel licensed in the United States of America,” Eric said. “I am empowered to marry you, Adam Palmer and you, Linda Magnusson, if you be willing. Are you willing?”
“Yes,” Linda said.
“Yes,” Adam said.
“Any one against?” 
When no one spoke, Eric said, “I pronounce you man and wife. May you live in wedded bliss and happiness for the rest of your lives. Adam, you better kiss that woman or I will.”
Adam took Linda in his arms and kissed her for a long moment, while the villagers cheered.
That night, as Adam cuddled with Linda in the master’s suite of the ketch, she asked, “When are we going to sleep in our own bed in our own house?”
“When everybody else sleeps in their own houses. We’ll save the best for last. Besides we’d not be happy if we knew that while we lived in comfort, there were others living under canvas.”
“You’re right, my Love.” She kissed him long and made love to him.
Later that night his moans woke her as he once again relived the dream of fishing with Papa Hemingway.
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Summer progressed into autumn. Building lots were assigned by Helen and a construction crew of three men identified from the “Hoquiamites” worked around the clock to get all the newlyweds in housing before the winter rains set in. Adam and Eric sailed up and down the bay, identifying houses to be dismantled and hauled to New Roanoke. A watchtower was built next to the Long House at the center of town. That year a fair run of Coho salmon was detected and the natives took time out to fish. Their catch was smoked for the winter, and then celebrated with a bonfire on the beach. 
The council met and passed its first law; no animal was to be killed on the island without permission from the council. They planned a drawing to determine who was to hunt and shoot one elk that year. Its carcass was to be shared equally amongst the town folk. They planned to hold a drawing for the hide of the animal.
One morning, over a breakfast of salmon and the last duck eggs of the year, Adam and Linda were discussing plans to move ashore.
“Do you think we’ll make it this winter?” she said.
“Not sure. Would you be too unhappy spending the winter aboard?”
“No, not unhappy. Just disappointed. I wanted to begin planning for a family.”
“Ah . . . a family?” He choked on a bit of smoked salmon. “You mean like kids and all?”
She looked at him, eyes narrowed. “Yes, Adam. Kids and all. What did you think? A family’s job is to make babies.”
“I’m sorry, I . . . just hadn’t thought about it.” He dropped his fork and reached for her hand. “Of course we’ll have children. I just didn’t think we were ready.”
“When will we be ready? When we’re sixty years old?”
“No, of course not. I just have been too busy to think about it. Look, we have maybe another trip to collect housing material—that’s four houses. I’ll talk to Helen tomorrow to find out where we are on the list. If it looks like we can’t make it this year, I promise we’ll have a house in the spring.”
They were standing and embracing when James’s canoe came alongside. 
“Permission to come aboard, skipper.” He jumped aboard without waiting for permission. “Adam, you need to come quickly. We have company.”
Adam stood, looked at Linda, then rushed above decks, dropped into James’s canoe, and helped him paddle ashore. Together they climbed the ladder into the watchtower and looked toward the shore. 
Ranged along the shoreline road were several men on horseback. Adam counted eight. He suspected there were more hidden from view. He inspected them through his binoculars. They were armed with various military small arms and were dressed in U.S. Army camouflage fatigues. They wore black berets. They sat silently on their horses looking toward the island. 
Adam scanned each of the men with his binocs. He was reminded of cavalry troops during the early days of the Indian wars after the American Civil War. He looked at each of them and stopped when he came upon one who was studying him through binoculars. Adam suspected he was their leader.
“What do you make of them, James?”
“They seem more inquisitive than hostile. They haven’t moved for nearly an hour.”
“Should we go ashore and confront them?”
“I think we should.”
“You cover me from here,” Adam said. “I’ll go ashore and find out if they’re friendly.”
“They’re armed. Keep your weapon close at hand. I’ll back you up from here with my scouts.”
“Get every gun we have in plain sight from the road. Men and women. Even if they don’t know how to use a gun, get it in their hands and in plain sight of those horsemen. I’ll keep watch from here until you tell me you’re ready.”
James hurried down the ladder and scurried through town, rallying his scouts and everyone with a gun. 
Adam kept watch on the horsemen who were watching him. They sat silently in their saddles along the highway. Adam worried they might be attracting his attention while sending a force to flank him.
James returned and reported their citizens were armed to the teeth and positioning themselves along the beach in plain sight from the opposite shore.
“How many?”
“More than 40. Most of the community.”
“Good. Have you seen my wife?”
“She’s at the clinic helping Dr. Will get ready to handle casualties.”
“Good, I’m going to get my dinghy and head across to the mainland. Keep close watch from here and look out on either side for enemy flankers.”
Adam went to the beach, launched his skiff, and rowed it out of the lagoon and across the canal to the mainland. He stopped just off the beach and turned the dinghy around so he was facing the horsemen ashore.
“My name is Adam Palmer. This island community is called New Roanoke. As you can see we are well armed and we outnumber your force. Who are you and what is your business here?”
“I am Captain John McIntyre, lately of the Chehalis National Guard, 8th Cavalry Squadron. This is all that is left of us. The others have vanished, including the occupants of the rest of the city. We have been foraging for food and looking for people.” 
McIntyre gave a hand signal and dismounted. His troops dismounted as well. The captain walked slowly to the edge of the water, keeping his hands in sight. Adam counted eight men, and then corrected himself as he saw two of them were women. 
“We mean you no harm.” McIntyre continued. We hoped you’d be friendly. We’ve met others who were not friendly. Our mission is to reconnoiter and find people like you with which to unite.”
“I’m coming ashore,” Adam said. “As you can see I am well covered. My people have orders to shoot if anything happens to me.”
“Please come ashore. My troopers will remain on the road—covering me.” He smiled.
Adam beached his skiff and stepped onto the shore. The captain approached slowly, pulling off his right gauntlet and extending his bared hand. 
Adam saw he was tall with graying temples showing below the brim of his black beret. They shook hands and measured each other. I can trust this man to speak the truth.
“I am Adam Palmer, commander of defense forces for the community of New Roanoke.”
“I’ve been hoping for this moment,” the captain said. “So has my troop.”
“We’ve been hoping for more citizens to join our community. If you make camp here on the beach, I will bring members of our community council, with food, to join you for supper.”
“Agreed. Come and let me introduce my troop to you.”
They shook hands again and walked up the beach together toward the line of horsemen. 
Adam shook hands with each of them, gaining confidence in their integrity as he trooped the line. He noted the two women in uniform. They shook hands with firm grips, like the soldiers they were. 
“I’ll return with some of my council toward sundown,” Adam said as he stepped back into his dinghy. 
“Good we’ll set up camp on the beach and build a fire after we find feed and water for our horses.” 
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Adam met with his council in the watchtower as two scouts kept close watch over the strangers on the beach. The other citizens returned to their various household tasks.
When the last council member joined them in the tower, Adam gave a report.
“The news is promising. They claim to be eight remaining members of a National Guard unit based in Chehalis. They are led by a captain. Like us they have been travelling about, searching for food and friendly people. I have agreed to meet with them on the beach for supper with selected members of the council. I select Will, James, and Helen to accompany me to shore. Doc, bring your medical kit with you and we’ll conduct a med cap.”
“Do they always travel on horseback?” Helen said. “Have they no tanks?”
“I’m sure their main means of transport was light tanks, but under the circumstances they’ve had to revert to earlier forms—thus the horses. They seem quite at home on horseback. I expect to learn more about them this evening.”  
“Well, I don’t think it’s wise for both you and James to go ashore together,” Helen said. “If there’s trouble we’ll need one of you here to manage things.”
Adam looked at James. 
“She has a point, James. I want to show them that we are an integrated group. Should I include one of your scouts in your place?”
“Adam, do you trust this captain?”
“Yes, I do.”
“Then I will go with you. Isaac, my best scout is capable of leading any defensive actions that might be required.”
“Good. Linda, instruct the men to load some food into a canoe. We’ll leave for the beach in a couple of hours.”
The council disbursed and returned to their individual chores. Linda stayed behind to ask Adam in private, “Why won’t you take me with you?”
“Because, my Darling, you’re my last line of defense.” He held her face with both hands, close to his. “If everything goes against us, I depend on you to take Flying Dutchman to sea and safety.”
They stood silently, arms enfolding each other for some minutes. Then Adam followed Linda down the ladder to the ground. 
He saw she looked worried. 
Adam held her by her shoulders and said, “Don’t worry, my Darling. It’ll be alright.
They parted. 
He walked to the beach and she to the clinic. She had begun schooling young Jimmy Downey in the absence of formal instruction and she knew Jimmy was waiting for her in the Long House.
Adam turned before he boarded the canoe. Linda stood watching him from the porch. She returned his farewell wave as the group departed for the mainland.

Adam and James paddled the canoe, aided by Dr. Will and Helen, across the lagoon and the canal, to the mainland. They were met by several of the cavalrymen who helped them unload the food for that evening’s supper. Dr. Will offered medical services to the horse soldiers while several cavalrymen prepared supper. 
“We welcome the chance to have you attend to our troopers,” John McIntyre said, shaking hands with Will. “Can you look at our horses too?” 
“I’m not much of a veterinarian, but I can look at them and probably tell you if there’s a problem.”
“Great! They seem to be in good health, but I’d appreciate any advice you have to give.”
The people introduced themselves and sat around the fire sharing small talk. 
“I will tell you of my adventures, Captain,” Adam said to John, “but first you must tell me of yours.”
“Gladly,” John McIntyre said. “You know we came from Chehalis. A cataclysm occurred on the morning of 21 December. I noticed at first light all the power was out. I looked to my neighbors, but they had vanished.”
“My experience exactly,” Adam said, nodding.
“I ran to the armory and was joined there by some of my fellow guardsmen, most of whom disappeared later in search of families. I tried to form what was left of my squadron, but our armored vehicles would not start. We armed ourselves from the arsenal and moved on foot up the highway toward Centralia.” John stopped to take a few bites of food. 
“M-m-m this is good.”
He sipped the wine and continued.
“We, the eight of us you see before you, hiked up I-5. We were dismayed to discover the people were gone with most of the livestock. They had simply disappeared. Along the way we found a few survivors and an occasional horse. Since we were, after all, cavalry, we mounted the horses as we found them and continued toward Centralia.
“Over the next few days we gathered more horses, until we were all mounted and had several remounts. We foraged north to Olympia and south to Kelso. The few people we found had mostly reverted to scavenging and were willing to kill to survive. We started working our way to the coast along the Columbia River. We found you here.”
“I’m glad you found us,” Adam said. “We’re building a new community of liberty-loving Americans here at New Roanoke. The village’s namesake was lost in North Carolina, but we aim to make this new community the model for the future.”
“Roanoke Island,” John said. “Of course, I remember studying in high school history about that settlement off the shores of North Carolina. The entire community disappeared without a trace, if I remember correctly.”
John reached over and took Adam’s hand in his. “I hope you will include our company in your plan.”
He turned about and shook hands with James, Dr. Will, and Helen. She stood and insisted on a hug.
“I’ll return to the island,” Adam said, “and give a report of our meeting to the Community Council and if all agree, tomorrow we will invite you and your troop to cross to the island and join us. We’ll send transport for you and decide how to get the horses over.”
“That’s swell,” John said. “But we don’t need transport for the horses or us. Our horses accompany us wherever we go. If your decision is to allow us to join with you, we’ll swim over with our mounts.”

The council met and voted unanimously for the horsemen to join the community. Adam and James watched as what may have been the remainder of the U.S. Cavalry swam their horses across the canal to the lagoon and ashore. The citizens of New Roanoke gathered on the beach and clapped as the horses found footing and walked ashore, their soldiers mounted and dripping water. Captain John McIntyre sat in his saddle before his troopers, drew his saber, and saluted the council gathered before him. 
“On behalf of the United States Cavalry, or what remains of it, I salute the community of New Roanoke and pledge my troop to your service.”
All cheered as the horsemen dismounted and walked among the people, clasping hands and hugging. 
“We’ll quarter our horses nearby,” Captain McIntyre said to Adam. “Tomorrow we’ll bring over several remounts we’ve staked out on the mainland.”
“We have made a place for you and your troopers to sleep in our Long House tonight. A protected swale lies just north of town. Your horses should be fine there. Tomorrow we can plan for more permanent billeting.”
“If you please, Adam, we are used to foraging, always on the move. We can be of best service if you allow us to continue to patrol the mainland around New Roanoke. Nevertheless, I am subject to your council’s orders.”
“Good enough, John. Tomorrow we’ll meet with the council and make plans for including your troops in our security plan. Tonight we’ll have a festival in honor of our new citizens.”
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Adam and Linda sat together, with the entire citizenry of New Roanoke, save those on security patrol, around the campfire. They feasted as they were able, mostly on canned goods and bottled beverages. John sat to Adam’s right, to whose right sat James. Doctor Will sat to his daughter Linda’s left. She clutched Adam’s left arm. Helen wandered about, talking with various people around the bonfire blazing on the beach. The flames threw sparks which popped and threw smoke, making some eyes water. 
The evening progressed. Helen squeezed in between John and James and made a play for John. John seemed mildly interested, but resisted any but casual companionship. 
He and Adam fell into a discussion.
“Do you think, John that you could spare several remounts for James and me and some of our scouts to move about the island more quickly?
“Sure. Just tell me how many you want. We can round ‘em up on the mainland.”
“Would  you teach me to ride?”
John laughed and slapped Adam on the back. 
“If you’ll teach me to row.”
Both men laughed. “You got a deal.”
	
Next morning the council met to make plans. 
“We have established a community on this island,” Adam said. “We have a small navy of two sailboats and several canoes to move about the bay and nearby ocean to give us warning of danger from the sea. We have our own native tribesmen to patrol the island and give us warning of attack. We now have a cavalry troop to screen the mainland and warn us of any movement from that direction. Where do we go from here?”
There was talking among the council and some silence while they thought.
“We’re at max capacity on the hill,” Helen said. “We’re going to have to expand toward the north of the island.”
“That will impact our wildlife,” James said.”
“I think the wildlife will continue to thrive,” Linda said. “They’ll gradually migrate to the mainland as it reverts to untenanted lands. We’re already expanding our influence onto the mainland through the use of the horsemen.”

The community continued to grow. The cavalry picked up stragglers from time to time that were anxious to make contact with humans for more than just survival reasons. John McIntyre’s patrols became adept at determining who to reject and who to rescue and turn over to the Islanders. 
Occasional stragglers stumbled ashore in their search for food only to be captured by the native scouts who turned them over to the council for its judgment; whether to adopt them as citizens or banish them with stern warnings. 
That winter saw every community member under a roof. The cavalry sent most of its time on mounted patrol along U.S. 101. On those rare occasions when they spent a night or two on the island, the citizens of New Roanoke welcomed them into their homes. 
Adam and Linda were presented a comfortable cottage close by the Long House with a fine view across the inlet from Long House Hill. Several of the native women were pregnant and expecting in the spring. Linda was kept busy running a pre-birth clinic that included instruction for both prospective mothers and fathers. Her spare time was consumed by schooling for Jimmy who was sprouting up and filling out into a fine strapping young man.
 Helen continued to pursue and essentially stalk John McIntyre on those rare occasions when he spent more than an afternoon in the village. When he was expected Helen would suddenly appear in a dress and made up with some native cosmetics. The cavalry captain shied away from her contact and was inclined to make his visits infrequent.
The spring of a new year was heralded by a strong run of Chinook salmon into Willapa Bay. The natives held a celebration of the event. 
Adam sat at the head table flanked by Linda on his left and James on his right. Included were Dr. Will, Captain John, and Helen Rourke. The latter two were seated at opposite ends of the table. They had just finished the main course of salmon and veggies grown and preserved the previous year in their own gardens.
“I think it’s time to elect a mayor,” Adam said to those around him. He was working on his third glass of wine and feeling fine.
He stood, staggered slightly, and tapped his fork against his glass for attention. When that didn’t work—everyone was having too much fun, he announced in a loud voice, “All right, I have an announcement. May I have your attention?”
When all were quiet, he continued. 
“I have led this band of wonderful people to a new place we call New Roanoke Island. Like its namesake in North Carolina, we aim to make our community the start of a new nation. Unlike Roanoke we have the principles of the Constitution of the United States of America to use as a foundation.”
Adam looked out over the nearly one hundred citizens and swallowed a bit of wine. He looked down at Linda and smiled. She smiled back and took his hand.
“Now we need to elect the person whom we wish to govern us. One week from today we will hold an election of the first mayor of New Roanoke.”
Helen raised her hand.
“Yes, Helen. You had a question?”
“Not a question. We need to think bigger than ‘mayor’ if we intend to grow. We need to elect a governor.”
“Very well, governor it is.”
The community stood and cheered. 
That night during their pillow talk, Linda, perceiving that Adam had regained his sobriety somewhat, asked him if he was ready to turn over leadership of the community.
“I think it’s time.” He lay on his back in their new bed, built as a gift from their carpenter force, his arm around Linda’s neck, looked up into the dark, and said, “Our community has grown beyond my military style of leadership. We need civil governorship.”
“What do you mean?” she said. 
“I mean we need to organize for development of our new republic. I can only lead military type operations. We need someone to lead us into a peaceful growth.”
“Who do you see doing that? Helen Rourke? After all she was the Mayor of Hoquiam.
“Not Helen. I was thinking more of James Talltimber. He led the community at Queets for many years, and he has wisdom.”
She said no more, pulled his hand over her shoulder to massage her breasts, rubbed his chest and lower, with her hand, until he was aroused. They slept after conversing in the sensual language of love.
Adam dreamt his recurring dream again that night. 
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On the morning of the elections it was raining, so the council met in the Long House. The building was filled with townsfolk. Most sat in chairs provided from the various homes. Some preferred to stand behind the chairs. The council sat behind a picnic table placed at one end of the building. An air of general festivity prevailed. 
Adam called for order. When he was ignored, James handed him a bung starter. Adam swung the wooden mallet hard against the table top. Once more, and the crowd was silent.
“That’s better,” Adam said. “Here’s how we’re going to do it. First we’ll take nominations from the floor. Those nominated may accept or decline. Those accepting may give a short campaign speech.
The townsfolk laughed and applauded. 
“When the nominations are closed we’ll vote for the candidates by show of hands, one by one. We wanted to provide written ballets, but couldn’t find enough paper remaining from before . . .” Adam hesitated and Linda thought she detected a tear. “. . .  Ahem, so an oral vote it is. Simple majority wins. Each of us gets to vote for one candidate only. Any person over the age of sixteen may vote. One person—one vote. Anyone found cheating will be thrown out in the rain.”
The crowd laughed and was noisy again. Adam rapped on the table once with his mallet to quiet the group.
“Doctor Magnussen will tally the votes, aided by one Quinault woman of his choosing. Are there any questions?”
“What if the doc gets nominated?” shouted one of the men.
“Doctor Will has already stated his desire not to run for the position. Any other questions?”
When there were none Adam said, “Nominations for governor of New Roanoke are now open.”
The crowd was silent, looking around the Long House. 
“I nominate Helen Rourke,” one of the Hoquiamites shouted. There was mild applause. Adam rapped for silence.
Helen, seated at the council table, stood and said, “I accept the nomination. I was mayor of Hoquiam for sixteen years and would be still if there was a town of which to be mayor. I am the most qualified of any citizen of New Roanoke to be your governor.”
She sat down. The group applauded.
“I nominate Adam Palmer.” Another citizen shouted from the crowd. There was general cheering and applause.
Adam stood and the crowd quieted.
“I appreciate your confidence. I have in fact led this rowdy crew . . .” He was interrupted by general laughter. “. . . for long enough. Seriously, I have high regard for you all, but I think my talents are better suited to leading our defensive operations. I therefore decline and nominate James Talltimber.” 
The group was silent as James stood.
“I accept the nomination.” 
He sat down. The crowd looked around. It was plain they expected to hear more from James. Several people began clapping and were soon joined by applause from the citizenry.
“I move the nominations be closed,” John McIntyre said. 
“I second it,” came a shout from somewhere in the house.
“Moved and seconded. All in favor raise your right hands.” 
Dr. Will started to count, but soon conceded that nearly everyone voted to close the nominations. He nodded to Adam.
“I declare the nominations closed. The two candidates for governor of New Roanoke are Helen Rourke and James Talltimber.”
Adam looked down at Linda sitting beside him. His look said he was asking if he’d remembered everything. She smiled at him and nodded.
“All in favor of Helen Rourke for governor of New Roanoke raise your right hands . . . That’s right hand, Samuel Blalock.” 
The offender smiled sheepishly, dropped his left hand and raised his right. The crown roared.
Dr. Will counted eleven votes for Helen, counting her own. He nodded to Adam.
“All in favor of James Talltimber for governor of New Roanoke raise your right hand.”
Will was still counting beyond twenty when the crowd stood as one and began to applaud. Someone standing in the back shouted, “Let’s hear it for James, our new governor.” 
A few broke into an impromptu dance as they all shouted, “James—James—James!”
James Talltimber accepted the bung starter from Adam and tapped lightly on the table. When the crowd paid no attention, he rapped harder. The crowd fell silent. 
“I’m your new governor. I appoint Adam Palmer chief of security. I hereby grant him authority over our army, navy, and native scouts. He will answer only to the town council.” 
He took a drink of water.
“The town council will consist of Adam Palmer, Linda Palmer, Helen Rourke, Dr. William Magnussen, and Captain John McIntyre. Additional members will be enlisted from the general population.” 
He paused to take another drink of water.
“I appoint Helen Rourke special counselor to the governor. As counselor she will also serve as custodian of the town records. As such she will answer directly to the town council.” 
Helen had risen and was about to leave the Long House. She paused, face turning red, and scowled at James.
He raised both hands and said, “If we’re going to be an organized community, we need records—and a recorder. We need to establish a calendar. We’ve lost track of where we are. This is a very important position.”
Helen looked around at the silent group. Then she looked at Adam. Finally she looked back at James. “Humph,” She smiled at John McIntyre, and sat back down.
“I appoint Dr. Will Magnussen as chief of surgery. He will oversee all things medical and will answer only to the council. 
“Council meetings will be held as necessary and will be open for all to attend. Meeting schedules will be announced on a community bulletin board to be established by the special councilor.”
Once again he rapped with what would become his gavel and announced. “I declare this day, whatever it is, to be a community holiday. No work today. Tonight we have a salmon bake. I declare these proceedings closed.”
“Not so fast, Governor,” the assembly stopped short and looked at Helen Rourke. 
If I am to be the Recorder of Records, I proclaim this day the first day of January. We can decide what year later.”
“Good call, Ms. Rourke. I further proclaim this year the first of a new century. We will think of it as 3001. Maybe we’ll do better than last time. So be it.”

The crowd disbursed taking their chairs with them. Linda took Adam’s arm and walked across the grass to their new home.
“Well, how’d I do?” he said looking down at her.
“Just fine, Mister Commander in Chief.”
“Oh, no. I’m just another soldier in the service of liberty.” He patted her hand and admired her figure.
“I think it’s time we thought about growing the family tree, don’t you?”
“Not tonight, my love. Maybe later. I have two pregnant women waiting for my attention in the clinic. Sorry.”

The settlement wintered well. James appointed one of his best native hunters as game warden to watch over their fauna flock. The winter run of Chinook salmon was better than expected. James and Adam met repeatedly, planning how to ensure continued growth of the fisheries. They never settled on a plan. Three more women became pregnant. Linda was not among them. 
Their pillow talk consisted more and more of plans to find success at baby-making. 
“I think we better consider adopting,” she said one night.
 “Fine with me, if we ever find a child who needs a family. The Quinault women snap up the few children who lack parents.”
“There’s Jimmy.”
“He has his grandfather. Shall we adopt them both?”
“I think we already have . . . .”
She started to snore lightly. Adam hugged her close and fell into a deep sleep as he thought of what his new republic would look like. More often now, he dreamed of Florida and marlin fishing with Papa Hemingway.
Morning brought disturbing news as a lone native in a canoe was scooped up by scouts on the north end of the island. One scout raced ahead on horseback to report to Adam that they had rescued a Quinault, wounded and paddling down from Queets. He was in poor condition. The scout requested help for him. “What should I tell them?”
“Tell them,” Linda said, “Adam and I will do whatever has to be done.” 
She looked at Adam who nodded his agreement.
Turning to the governor who had joined them for coffee, he said, “Linda and I will go to this native’s aid and bring him back soonest. Don’t worry, James, we’ll take good care of him.”
Adam and Linda sped up the east side of the island by canoe, it being the most rapid means they could take together and still provide room for moving a patient to the town. 
They paddled together for half a day without resting until they reached the large cove at the northern tip of the island. Moving into the lagoon, they beached at the location where Adam expected to meet a scout patrol. 
They were met by two scouts who directed them to a fire, beside which lay a young tribal member who had been shot through the torso.
Linda inspected his injury, applied compresses over the wound, and administered a sedative.
“We’ll need to move him in the morning. His wound is serious, but not lethal if we can take him to the clinic. Just keep him warm and comfortable for tonight.”
“Has he said anything about how and where this happened?” Adam questioned the scouts.
The natives shook their heads and shrugged.
“He’s been out of it since he landed,” one of the scouts reported. “My guess is he’s come a long way. Lot of blood in his canoe.”
“I’ll take a look.” 
Adam walked over and inspected the canoe. He found two bullet holes in the hull just below the gunwale on the starboard side. The after portion of the interior of the craft was covered in dried blood. A rusty red trail led aft from the bow. 
Adam studied the scene; chin in hand, for a short while. Then he walked back to the fire. It was growing dark.
“Our young friend probably had a companion who was shot and fell overboard when they were attacked,” Adam said to the group. “Our man was also shot before he moved aft to control the canoe.”
“You got it right, Mister Adam.”
A voice sounded from in the shadows near the fire.
“Ah,” Linda said. “Our patient is awake.” 
She knelt at his side, took his pulse and blood pressure after which she listened to his heart. 
“You just rest, young man. We’ll have plenty of time to talk tomorrow on our way to the village.”
“Tomorrow may be too late. Queets is under attack by marauding white men. Even now we may be too late. I was told to get word to James Talltimber. Have you seen him?”
Adam knelt beside the tribal member. “Relax, man. You know who I am—a friend to James. We’ll get word to him right away and get help on the way toward Queets. What’s your name?”
“Robert Sterns Sings with Whales.”
Rest now, Robert, I’ll be back.”
He stood and said, “Is there a horse in the area.”
“Yes, I have mine,” one scout said, “and I’m a fast rider.”
“Then go as fast as you dare in the dark, and tell James Talltimber what has happened. Tell him Robert Sterns is here and hurt. Tell him to rouse my ketch crew and two or three others, well armed and sail here ASAP. Tell him to get word to McIntyre to screen north with as much strength as he can spare. Tell him I’ll meet him at Pacific Beach with further instructions. Got it?”
“Yes, Adam.”
“Well, don’t just stand there, Man. Move out smartly.”
The native mounted and disappeared into the shadows. They heard hoof beats as the scout raced south. 
Adam returned to kneel by the young tribesman.
“Do you feel strong enough to tell me what happened?”
Linda intervened. 
“Let him rest now. You’ve set the wheels in motion. There’ll be time tomorrow to tell both you and James what happened when he arrives.”
“Do you think we should take him aboard Adventurer?”
“No, he shouldn’t be moved again tonight. Besides he’ll be easier to load in the canoe from here in the morning.”
That night they talked as they lay on fir branches near the fire.
“Adam, what do you think will happen?”
“I think we’re too late to assist the tribal members at Queets. Nevertheless we must try. If James starts north before morning and we meet—no, we’ll wait here. When Dutchman arrives, we’ll listen to what that young man can tell us and decide on a plan of action.”
Adam turned over so his back was to the fire. Linda rolled to spoon with him.
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Linda woke cold in the morning. Adam was already up and replenishing the fire. He knelt to blow on coals. Ashes and sparks flew to be followed by flames. 
She rose and went to check on her patient, who was resting comfortably, wrapped in several blankets. The smell of coffee brewing drew her to the fire. 
“How’s our patient,” Adam said. He wrapped a cloth around the handle and lifted a coffee pot, steaming from the fire. He poured a cup and handed it to her.
“Resting well. May I tell you something, Mister Commander-in-Chief?”
She hugged his arm.
“Of course, Ms. Commander-in-Chief and best nurse practitioner in the world.”
“I think you’re the most wonderful husband and lover I ever had.”
Adam looked into the fire, thinking about Joan. His memories of her and of Chris were fading. Still there were lingering feelings of regret and a sense of his having cheated on her. 
“Come here, Linda” he said. He put his arms around her and kissed her. “You know I’ll love you as much as I can for the rest of my life.”
She looked deeply into his eyes as if trying to read his mind.
“Yes, I know—and it’s—enough.”
The young tribesman was feeling stronger. He was able to sit up by the fire and take some nourishment. Linda replaced his bandages, put some natural herbs into boiling water and made a kind of tea.
“What is that you’ve given him?”
“Teaberry. It’s a calming and soothing beverage made from the root of the teaberry plant. There’s quite a bit of it around here. Want some?”
  “No thanks, I feel more like a beer, but I’ll settle for another cup of coffee. The wind is up and favorable. We should expect Dutchman to arrive sometime in the early afternoon, barring difficulties. We’ll have a choice between putting young Robert aboard the ketch and taking him to New Roanoke, or continuing north and relying on you and a scout to take Robert to the village in a canoe. Your call.”
“Can it wait until the boat arrives?”
“Of course.”

Toward sundown the ketch entered the Cove of Many Inlets, as they had come to call it. T.J. was at the helm and ordered sails dropped near the center of the entry bay. Adam noted he dropped a lunch hook, signaling he was not preparing to stay overnight. He launched a canoe and paddled out to the ketch. Once aboard he briefed James and said, “I am prepared to sail north with you. I see you’ve brought two scouts with you. Good. Do you need to talk with Robert Stern Sings With Whales? Linda says he’s fit to travel south by canoe.”
“If you can arrange for them to bring Robert out here on their way south, I’d like to speak with him briefly before we sail.”
Adam pushed off for shore and returned shortly with Robert firmly ensconced in the canoe, Linda paddling in the stern, assisted by a scout in the bow. Adam, kneeling amidships, hopped aboard the ketch when they arrived, and held the canoe alongside the larger boat. 
James stepped into the canoe and spoke to Robert in the Salish language for a few minutes. From their hand movements, Adam knew James was receiving a report of conditions in Queets. Then he returned to Dutchman and signaled they were to sail.
James stepped back aboard the ketch. Adam stooped to kiss Linda, before he pushed the canoe away from Dutchman. Linda and the scout, with their wounded passenger, paddled out of the cove and turned south toward New Roanoke village. Adam took command of the ketch as they sailed up the bay and entered the Pacific Ocean. 
Night was falling. Adam scoured the skies for signs of bad weather. A beautiful red sunset promised fair sailing. He set a course toward the North Star, assigned the watch, and went below for a cold supper.
Later he stood at the helm under a carpet of stars. The wind was fair from the northwest, meaning they could steer straight up the coast while under full sail. Adam checked to his heading to ensure his course of 350° would parallel the coast.
James joined him in the cockpit. He held two steaming cups of coffee. 
“Look at all the stars,” James said. “Our people believe each star represents an ancestor who will communicate with us. We have but to listen. What do you think, Adam?”
The boat bounded through the darkling sea. The wind and waves were all they could hear. Above them was a dome of stars. There was no moon that night.
“I’m good with whatever message you see in the stars, Brother.”

At daylight Adam saw they were off the shore about a mile. The wind held steady.
“Hold her this far from shore, T.J.,” Adam said. “Call me if you see anything interesting or if the beach turns rocky. I’m gonna to take a nap.”
“Aye, aye. Skipper.”
Flying Dutchman fairly flew under full sail over the freshening sea as she made her way north toward Queets.
 
“Oh, oh.” Thomas said. “Jimmy you better wake the skipper. We maybe got trouble ahead.”
Jimmy scrambled below and woke Adam. “Grandpa says you’re needed above decks.”
Adam rolled out of his berth, sat a moment gathering his wits, and climbed to the cockpit. 
“What’s up, T.J.?” 
“I got three canoes working their way south, just seaward of the breakers. They look like they’re working hard to stay in smooth water. They could be from Queets.”
Adam studied them through his binocs, and then called for James.
“What do you make of that?” He handed his glasses to the chieftain.
James looked through the glasses at the struggling canoes. After a moment he lowered the binocs and said, “They are my people.” 
“T.J., get us as close to them as you can. Don’t get sucked into the breakers or we’re done. I’ll take the dinghy and see if I can help them.”
Thomas steered toward shore and the canoes until Adam told him, “Close enough. The tide is rising and pulling us all toward the breakers. I’ll row from here. Don’t let her get any closer to shore.”
Thomas looked worried and Adam reassured him, saying, “And don’t worry. I’ll be all right. You’re doing fine. Just keep her under control and watch the cats’ paws for impending wind changes.”
The swells mounted to breakers twenty or more feet high as they approached the shore. The canoes bobbed up and down in sequence like ducks in a row. Flying Dutchman kept cadence as she heaved upward with each new swell followed by a sickening descent into the next trough, then she rose again like Phoenix from the depths to mount another crest.
Adam donned a life vest and, during the brief moment they spent out of the wind in the bottom of a trough, hopped into the dinghy and dug into the water with his oars. He spun about at the crest of the next swell and rowed backwards, facing toward the canoes and the breakers beyond. 
As he drew nearer the lead canoe, he recognized Bill Salmon Killer in the bow. The canoe rocked and threatened to capsize. Adam could see natives, sick or wounded, lying on its bottom.
“Bill. Bill.” He dropped his oars and cupped his hands trying to be heard over the cacophony of wind blowing in his ears. Breakers crashed on the beach.
Bill looked up and was surprised to see the ketch and Adam closer to him in a dinghy. He waved. 
“Bill, turn your canoes and paddle toward the sailboat.”
“We can’t . . . .” The rest was lost in the wind.
Adam saw how weak they were and growing weaker. He let himself drift closer to the lead canoe. 
“I’ll throw you a line and pull you out.” 
He tied the bitter end of a coiled length of line to an eyebolt imbedded in the transom of the dinghy and nearly fell overboard scrambling to regain his seat at the oars.
“Can you hear me? Catch—here goes.”
He whirled the free end of the line over his head like a cowboy roping a steer, and let it sail across the thwarts of the canoe. Bill reached out and grabbed for it.
“Got it.”
Adam dug his oars in deep and pulled with all his strength. The line snapped taut and the canoe swung into the waves. He saw that Bill had secured the line to his own body as he and one other in the canoe paddled with all their remaining strength. Adam noticed the other two canoes had swung seaward and, struggling against wind and waves, could barely manage to hold their own in the turbulent waters.
Adam turned his head to insure his bearings and noticed T.J. had turned into the wind and was now in irons, barely holding his position and waiting for Adam.
  He rowed, sweating, for half an hour and reached the relatively smooth waters just downwind of his sailboat. T.J. spun Dutchman broadside to the wind and Adam pulled against her hull. A scout reached down and grabbed the line attached to the canoe. 
“Push me off and pull the canoe in,” Adam said. “I’ve got more work to do.”
Before the crew pushed him off, Bill managed to tell Adam, “We’re all that’s left.”
  Once more he began the process of backing down to the next canoe, securing it to the dinghy, and hauling it to the ketch. 
Oh Lord, give me the strength I need to do this job. I don’t think I can make two more trips.
Adam replayed his earlier feat of approaching and securing a canoe and then hauling it to the ketch. T.J. repeated his maneuver of turning from into the wind to broadside, creating slack water in the lee of the boat for Adam to approach and deliver the canoe.
The skipper of the Flying Dutchman paused momentarily, breathing heavily, and prepared to cast off for one more turnaround, when Talltimber called to him.
“No, Adam. You’ve done enough. Come aboard. I’ll make this last trip.”
James reached down and, with one arm, scooped Adam up and onto the deck of the ketch. Adam, breathing hard, turned to thank James, but the big Indian was gone and rowing toward the third canoe. 
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All three canoes and their occupants were secure aboard or towed behind Dutchman, when she proudly turned her bowsprit southward and danced before the wind toward Willapa Bay and New Roanoke.
Adam sat in the salon, with a blanket over his shoulders, hunched over a steaming cup of coffee, and surrounded by the refugees, all enjoying the heat of the cabin. 
He could feel Dutchman’s joy as she bounded over the sea with the wind homeward bound.
James joined him. 
“Hello my brother. How you feelin’?”
“A lot better. But we left one task undone. We planned to meet with McIntyre’s cav scouts at Pacific Beach and coordinate our further moves. Since we didn’t make it that far north, we risk leaving the cavalry hanging. I can’t turn back for fear of endangering the wounded natives.”
They were both silent for a while as they thought about their alternatives. Finally James spoke.
“My two scouts are good fishermen and tough. We will send them north in a canoe to make contact with the cavalry scouts.”
“But you know how rough the sea has been.”
“I said my scouts are tough. They will do the job.”
James stood and moved forward to brief his scouts. Adam ascended to the deck as the scouts were about to push off.
“Wait. Take this message to the cavalry scouts.” 
He handed one of them a written message that said:
A major force has gathered at Queets and driven the natives out. Request you screen northward on Highway 101 and attempt to make visual contact with the enemy. Stay hidden. Do not let them see you. Do not engage. Maintain visual surveillance and continue to fall back until further orders. 
	The scouts pushed off and paddled northward.	
“Do you think they’ll make it?” Adam said.
“Oh yes,” James said. “These men have faced greater dangers than these. They’ll do fine.”
“I couldn’t have done any of this without you,” Adam said. “—and Thomas. Is he at the wheel?”
“Yes.”
“Tell Jimmy to relieve him. I want to see T.J., and then I want to debrief Bill Salmon Killer. You will join me?” Adam took another sip of hot coffee.
“Of course.”
James left to do Adam’s bidding and came back with T.J. and Bill in tow. 
“T.J., I will not be comfortable with you not at the wheel, but before you go back, I want to tell you that you displayed the most masterful seamanship I have ever seen. I’m proud of you and I want to shake your hand. I’d give you a medal if I had one to give.”
They all laughed. 
T.J. shook hands with Adam. “Your praise is all the medals I need.”
T.J. returned to the cockpit while Adam and James conferred with Bill.
“Bill, your presence here tells us something bad has happened. Please tell us about it. Want coffee?”
“No thank you. Things were not too bad in Queets after you left. We had a couple of raids by the Makah, but your booby traps and weapons scared them off. Then, one day last month a large group of whites descended on us. They were friendly at first. We welcomed them, fed them, and put them up in vacant homes. They told us they came together from various places in Washington, some as far away as Seattle, and banded together for strength. They foraged across the land, taking when they had to. 
“When we used up most of our provisions they turned against us and treated us like slaves. When we resisted they beat us and killed some. What you see is all that is left of us. We fought our way to the canoes and made our escape to the sea and started toward Willapa Bay to try and find you. But the weather was against us. If you hadn’t found us when you did we’d have all perished. I’ll take that coffee now, if the offer is still good.”
“Of course.” Adam stood and went to the galley to pour fresh cups for James and himself and a cup for Bill.
“Do you think,” James said, “they tried to follow you?”
“I don’t know.” Bill took a swallow of hot coffee. “It didn’t seem like they were very good seamen. I think they would not survive on the water.” 
“Were they well armed?”
“Each of them had at least one weapon. They were short of ammo, though.”
“Sooner or later we’ll have to deal with them,’’ Adam said. “Or bands like them, fighting to survive. Lawless. Willing to kill or be killed.
“Bill, tell your people they are safe now. Take me to anyone hurt or wounded. I have a pretty complete aid kit aboard. We will help them as best as we can until we reach home port and make them a part of our community. Soon we will be strong enough to resist any force that tries to do us harm.”

Two days later they sailed into New Roanoke. The settlers gathered on the beach to welcome them home. Tribal people were reunited with their relatives. There was wailing and crying as they learned the fate of those missing from their midst.
Linda and her father held clinic for the new comers. They discovered those not victims of injuries or otherwise hurt were at least suffering from malnutrition. Linda noted that one woman was several months pregnant and would need special care.
“Poor devils,” Dr. Magnussen said. “They’ve been through a lot. But we’ll soon fatten them up. They’ll be right as rain.”
James called a council meeting. When they assembled, Helen gave a report. 
“Work continues on the stable for the horses. We expect completion within thirty days. We have enough lumber stockpiled to begin building new homes for our Indian refugees from Queets. We expect them to participate in the building. In the meantime, we’ll put them up in the Long House.”
She spoke this last with a condescending tone and stuck her nose in the air.
“Just a minute, Helen,” Linda said. “One of the ‘refugees’ as you called them, is six months pregnant. I will seek among the tribal people to board her until the birth. If nothing else, I will make room in my own house for her.”
Helen smiled sourly at Linda, and then continued.
“Alice Jones has had her baby—a seven pound boy. She named him Adam James Jones.”
The council applauded. Helen continued her report.
“We have four new arrivals from the outside. One is a mason and agrees to start a brick making refractory, whatever that is. At any rate he’s gonna make bricks. Two are carpenters, for which we always have need. One claims to be a minister and asks to be able to hold services.”
“What sort of minister?” James made a note and looked at Helen.
“He says he is a revisionist Christian, whatever that is. His name is Ralph Meeker.”
“I’ll speak with him.” James said. “We need some sort of religious services. What we don’t need is another Jim Jones cult.”
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“You want to preach to us?” James said as he offered a cup of tea to Ralph Meeker. 
“Thank you, no sir. I drink no liquids containing caffeine.”
“Why not?”
“Because I believe caffeine and its like are of the Devil.”
“Why?”
“Because they excite our baser instincts.”
“Do you believe in Christ?”
“I believe he was a holy man, a preacher like me, but he died, and I live to lead us all to the ascendency of new generations to rule the earth.”
 “On what authority do you preach this—this doctrine?’
“On God’s authority—I am minister to all people.”
“What exactly does that mean for people like us?”
“It means . . . it means—that you and your people will follow me.”
“That’s enough. We are Christians here. You will leave this community today.”
“Are you sure?”
“As sure as I am that I turn my back on the devil and look to Almighty God for guidance.”
“You’ll rue this day, Heathen.” Meeker’s eyes blazed with a fire of zealous faith.
“If I were really a heathen, as you charge, you would not leave this settlement alive. Now go before I change my mind.”
Meeker turned his back on Talltimber and walked away.
James sent for Helen. “Meeker will be expelled from the community immediately.”
“You sure? He seemed kinda cute to me.”
“Helen . . . .
“Okay, okay. I got it. I’ll send for a coupl‘a scouts to make sure he hits the road today—and properly motivated to stay away.”
James smiled and nodded.

Two days later Captain McIntyre arrived with a contingent of cavalry and several wagon loads of munitions. He reported to Adam aboard Dutchman and told him a force of marauders was approaching from the north along highway 101. 
“We met your native scouts at Pacific Beach and arrayed so as to observe and not engage. We saw a platoon sized force moving from Queets down highway 101 and kept them under observation. We screened eastward to prevent being flanked. At Aberdeen we conducted a running battle with a force of about twenty moving westward from Olympia. Got any beer?” 
Adam stood, walked into the galley, and returned with two bottles of cold Alaskan Amber Ale. He handed one bottle to John, sat looking expectantly at the captain. 
John took a long swig of beer and leaned back against the cushioned bench. “M-m-m, good.”
“Continue your report, man.”
“I opined the disparate forces might collide and fight among themselves. On the other hand they could join and attack us here. We decided to withdraw to the armory at Chehalis and gather as much munitions as we could.”
“Good . . . We need to establish fighting positions along our shore,” Adam said. “Wait a moment. I’ll get you another beer.” 
Adam went into the galley once more and returned with an ale for John and one for himself.
“Any attacking force must be defeated on the mainland.” Adam paused and swallowed a mouthful of frothy ale. “Once they gain a foothold on New Roanoke Island, we are finished. Did you happen to find a machine gun in the Armory?”
“Better than that,” John said. “We have three wagon loads of arms and ammunition waiting across the water to be offloaded and ferried into the lagoon.” 
He took another long swallow of ale. “Oh, boy. That tastes good.” He took another swallow and continued. 
“I got two M60 light machine guns with more than a dozen cans of linked 7.62 ammo.” 
“Phew.” Adam gave a long low whistle. “Good work, John.”
“I got twenty M16 rifles with bayonets and forty cases of .223 rounds.”
“Wow. That ought to last us quite a while.” 
“Yes, but you haven’t heard the best news—I also got two 81mm mortars and 200 high explosive rounds, twenty illumination rounds, and forty smoke rounds. Oh, and I got six cases of frag grenades. Most important, we scrounged some sound-powered field telephones with several spools of WD-1 wire. Now we can set up a communications system within our defenses.” 
“Holy shit. With that armament we could hold off an army indefinitely. But how do we know the phones will work?”
“Let’s try ‘em out. Get me another beer and I’ll tell you what else I got.”
“Wait. Let me get James working on a party to start offloading and transporting your loot. Do you think we should try to bring the wagons across?”
“We could float empty wagons across, but I think it’ll be better to hide them over there for future use hauling more guns or food.
“Right. First things first.” Adam hurried to the galley, returned with a can of Rainier Beer, and then hurried off to find James.
In a few minutes he returned to find John asleep on the floor using Bear as a pillow. Captain McIntyre woke and moved back to his chair when Adam walked in and went back into the galley for more beer. 
“As we withdrew along Highway 101, we snatched up every bit of livestock we could find in order to deny it to the enemy. We found twelve more horses and four cows. We had some chickens, but we ate them. I found two more National Guardsmen and they came along with us. I left two troopers behind to keep tabs on the movements of the marauders. They will stay out until the bad guys either are as close as a day’s march or have turned away. As soon as my troopers help you get the munitions across and have had a night’s rest, we’ll be back to screening north and east to keep tabs on enemy movements.”

Adam and John spent a few days designing a defensive system for the community. First they unlimbered two of the telephones and a spool of wire. At each end of the wire they attached a phone. When one was cranked, the other rang. Adam picked up one receiver and said, “Hello?” He heard John say, “Watson, come here. I need you.” Both men laughed. 
“What makes it work, when nothing else works?” Adam asked.
“Beats me. All I know is they work, and that’s all I need to know.”
They agreed on the best positions for the two light machine guns. Emplaced at opposite sides of the lagoon they could lay down interlocking fields of fire across the highway. The mortars would be dug in behind the hill and near where the horses were stabled. From there they could bring fire all along the coastline as well as the highway. They spent days determining exactly where each foxhole fighting position was to go in order to provide interlocking fires across their entire front.
“Should we try to provide covered bunkers, or go with uncovered foxholes?” John asked.
“Our Army learned from the Vietnam War,” Adam said, “that uncovered foxholes are for fighting, covered bunkers are for hiding. We can’t just hide and let an aggressor run over us. We must fight to prevent the enemy from crossing over to the island.”
They both studied sketches drawn of the positions planned for the island. 
“We gotta make plans for all contingencies,” Adam said. “We need a plan for defending from the island while your cavalry operate from the mainland. We need counterattack plans should the village be overrun. I’ll work them up while you’re gone.”

The entire village turned out to help dig foxholes and prepare for the defense of New Roanoke. Adam busied himself showing how and where to dig two-man foxholes. The women called them loveseat positions. Special care was taken in locating the crew-served weapons, namely the machine guns and mortars. 
The M60, light machine guns required special training on how to aim, fire, and feed ammo into their hungry steel jaws.
Primary and alternate positions were selected, constructed, and the training of crews was begun by volunteers. Adam trained three of the scouts to teach eighteen volunteer villagers to fire, load, and service the guns. They used dry firing to conserve ammo and conceal the presence of the M60s. Finally six people, four men and two women were chosen as the first teams to man the guns.
Every soul old enough was issued an M16 assault rifle and was expected to keep it close at hand together with 100 rounds of ammunition. Foxholes were assigned to married couples where possible, hence the term “loveseat positions.” They were alerted at odd Times, day and night, to man their fighting positions. The slowest to respond were assigned to clean septic tanks. 
While they unloaded ammunition and built underground storage for it in various places, James approached Adam with an odd looking weapon with which he was unfamiliar. 
“Adam, have you ever seen one of these before?”
Adam cradled what appeared to be a cross between a blunderbuss and a shotgun.
“Well I’ll be . . . . Where did you find this?”
“Found twenty of them in a case with a bunch of really big bullets.”
Adam laughed and caressed the weapon lovingly.
“This, my brother, is an M79 grenade launcher, used big time during the Vietnam War. With this you can project a bullet-shaped round as far as 300 yards. The projectile has the same effect as a hand grenade. With these we can cover the mainland beach from our positions here on the island. How many rounds did you say?”
“I didn’t. There must be two maybe three hundred of the big bullets.”
“Are the M79s all like this, or are some more like over and under shotguns?”
“Didn’t check that close.”
“Well, let’s go see them. Who-hoo!” Adam skipped and threw his arm around James’s shoulder. “This gives us one hell of a punch against any foe not driving a tank.”
The mortars presented a problem. Adam had undergone mortar and forward observer training at Fort Benning. He knew to place them away from the front lines. They had a range of more than a mile. A mortar emplacement was a round shallow depression approximately fifteen feet in diameter. A mortar crew usually consisted of four. In a pinch, he had seen one man do the job. He thought with proper training two could handle the weapon. The problem was he didn’t know how to conduct the training. 
Maybe John or one of his men knows enough about mortars to train us up. I’ll ask him when he returns from patrol.

Captain McIntyre returned two days later with two men wounded. The council assembled to hear his report. 
“I split my troop to screen the northern approach along Route 101 from Queets and eastward along U.S. 12. One detachment of my cavalry met a force of about thirty at Quinault. We were able to remain undetected and maintained visual contact with them as they moved south. My eastern detachment met a force of about six mounted men moving west near Elma. Again they were ill prepared, employed no advance guard, and we were able to observe them without being detected. I anticipated that the two groups, given their present speed of advance would converge at Aberdeen.”
“Let’s take a short break here,” the mayor said. “The ladies have prepared coffee and tea with some sort of cookies.”
“Got any beer?” John said.
“Ordinarily we don’t allow alcoholic beverages at council meetings, but in this case I think we can make an exception.”
Refreshments were served. 
John took two long swallows of Rainier Beer and continued his report.
“When the forces from the north reached Hoquiam there was some shooting, but shortly the group moved on, reinforced by about ten.”
“Those bastards,” Helen growled.
“The two contingents met at Aberdeen as foreseen and after some skirmishing moved south along Route 101 toward Raymond. I thought I could put on a demonstration at Raymond that would force them to move east, but I failed and sustained two wounded. 
“Instead the aggressor force moved west toward South Bend at increased speed. They may have been acting under information they received in Hoquiam.”
“Goddam Denny Pounder!” Helen snarled.
“As I speak, there are some forty ill-trained and undisciplined, but well armed marauders about two days from New Roanoke. We must assume they know our conditions here—lots of game and fresh water. Our advantage lies in our firepower.”
“All right,” James said. “Each of us has a job to do. I’ll speak to the community in about two hours. This meeting is over.”
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Adam met with John in the watchtower and briefed him on the status of preparations to defend the community. 
“We’ve dug positions for everybody, with primary fields of fire covering all avenues of approach from Highway 101. Alternate positions have been prepared for defending against attacks on our flanks. The grenade launchers are placed strategically to cover the entire front.”
“M79s?”
 “Yes. The mortars and machine guns are dug in to cover the approaches from Highway 101 with interlocking fire provided by the M60s. Gun crews have been trained, but have not fired as yet. The mortars are a problem—we have no one who knows how to employ them.”
“My two female troopers have been trained as a mortar crew. I’ll lend them to you to train up full crews to man both tubes when necessary.”
“Good. We’ve laid a wire network from all the crew-served weapons positions to here, so we’ll have sound powered telephone contact with them.”
“Sounds like you’ve got it together, my friend. I’ll leave as soon as James has addressed the community. I’ll move my troop forward to make contact with the aggressors and delay them as long as possible. I’ll send a messenger with instructions on when and where to engage them with mortars.”

“Citizens of New Roanoke, neighbors, friends,” Talltimber said. “The event we have dreaded and have prepared for is before us. A force of about fifty well-armed aggressors is moving toward us along U.S. 101 and may reach us within two days, unless the cavalry can dissuade them. Captain McIntyre will depart as soon as I have finished giving my instructions to engage the marauders and attempt to convince them it would not be in their best interests to come any closer to the island. If he is not successful, we will fire mortars at them as soon as John tells us they are within range.” 
James paused to take a drink of water.
“When you hear the mortars begin to fire you must all be in your fighting positions and ready for action. Every soul is expected to fight except those women who are more than six months pregnant, as well as Dr. Magnussen, and Linda Palmer. If the enemy advances to the crossings opposite the town, we’ll pepper them with grenades, machine guns, rifles, and mortars. It will get very noisy. We must stop them on the far beaches. We cannot allow one of them to step foot on the island. Do not be afraid. We will succeed.”
The townsfolk cheered and applauded. 
John saluted and departed. His troopers mounted their horses, entered the water, and swam for shore.
That night Linda and Adam went to bed with their clothes on. 
“I wish I could share a foxhole with you, Love.” Linda hugged Adam tightly.
“I know, but you’ll better serve in the clinic. We don’t know how many casualties we may sustain. I won’t spend much time in a hole anyway. I’ll have to be moving about the area making sure we’re doing the right things. Don’t worry, Sweetheart. We’ll lick these hoodlums.”
“Not exactly your vision of a new republic in peace, is it Darling?”
“I expected we’d have to struggle at the start. I never believed we could constantly have peace and freedom at the same time. You must agree if we have to choose between the two, we must choose freedom—and it isn’t free. We have to earn it. We will fight for it if and when we must. We could choose to succumb to the bandits, choose the peace of subjugation over freedom. Would you want that?”
“I want only what you want, Love.” Linda yawned.
“Our forefathers won their freedom and started a grand experiment. We will do whatever it takes to continue toward the goal of freedom and peace for all.”
They slept, as many of the villagers slept, fitfully and with their arms around their loved ones.

Captain John McIntyre led his force, grown to fifteen now, at a trot in column of twos on either side of the highway and off the pavement. He kept his eyes and ears open to any sounds beyond that of the hooves of their mounts as they passed through the deserted town of Nemah and moved north toward South Bend. 
He watched for the two scouts he had left behind to maintain contact with the marauders. The cavalry commander signaled the troop to a walk as they approached South Bend at sundown. John signaled the troop to dismount and proceed on foot when he heard shots from forward of the column. 
A man appeared out of the growing darkness and stumbled toward them. John ran forward and grabbed the scout as he was about to fall to the ground. He had been shot. 
“My captain,” the scout said. “My comrade and I were spotted as we watched the enemy enter South Bend. They cornered us and shot us both. The marauders have sacked the town and set it afire. I . . . I am killed.” 
The trooper slumped in John’s arms.
John lowered him to the ground, checked for vital signs, and confirmed he was dead.
“Someone help me with trooper Naismith’s body.”
Two troopers rushed forward.
“Wrap him in my saddle blanket and drape him over my horse.”
The two men hoisted Naismith’s body up and over the saddle. John secured the corpse with his lariat and signaled the troopers to continue to advance. It grew dark. No one witnessed the tears shed by John for his dead troopers. The only sounds were the crunching of cavalry boots on tarmac and horses’ hooves. Once in a while one or another of the horses snorted. 
The smell of smoke told them they were nearing South Bend. When they had the burning houses in sight, John halted the troop. “Johnson, you stay here with the horses. The rest of you follow me. We’ll advance a hundred yards and defend in place until daylight.”

First light found the Cavalrymen shivering in the cold and dampness of a north pacific mist that didn’t really soak them, but chilled them to the bone. Johnson, who remained at the rear with the horses, huddled close to their steaming flanks.
John surveyed the town of South Bend, some 500 to 600 yards distant, through a pair of U.S. Army issue 7X50 binoculars. He scanned the blackened and still smoking skeletons of windowless houses and shops, searching for signs of movement. 
Soon, a group of men and women, several on horseback, most armed with various types of rifles and shotguns, appeared moving toward the cavalry position at the edge of town. 
“Jones get a head count. I see six horses. Stay down men.”
They waited for instructions and watched the marauders, a ragged looking group, approach to within roughly 400 yards. 
“Steady, men. Take aim at the people on horseback. Careful; don’t hit the horses.”
“Cap’n,” Jones said. “I make it fifty-eight goddam souls.”
“Good. Hold your fire, men.” John looked carefully at the crowd approaching; trying to identify which one was the leader. He thought he recognized a man near the vanguard as the police chief from Hoquiam. He took aim at the man’s chest. 
“Alright, men. They’re nearly within range. When I think they’re about 300 yards away I’ll order you to shoot. We’ll fire one round and withdraw to the horses. Wait for the word.”
The enemy approached. John could hear them now, shouting and hooting at each other. He was positive their leader was Denny Pounder. He continued to aim at the man’s chest. A horse nickered and was answered by one of his own horses gathered in the rear.
“Ready . . . Fire.”
Almost as one the cavalrymen fired. Four people fell from their horses. Pounder clutched his upper arm, stumbled, and fell. The group scattered and sought cover. The riderless horses galloped forward overtaking the cavalry who were withdrawing on foot, running toward their own horses.
“Catch those errant horses if you can,” John yelled. “We need ‘em.”
They heard firing from the direction of South Bend as they withdrew, but it was scattered and ineffective.
The cavalry rallied with the horses along with the four riderless mounts. The troop cantered southward along the highway with four new remounts, one with a dead trooper lashed to its back.
Captain McIntyre watched for a likely spot to set up his next delay position. He selected a line of trees overlooking a wide field of grass bordered by high tree covered hills on the east and the Pacific Ocean on the west.
“Dismount and take up positions on both sides of the road. Dig hasty foxholes, and be prepared to take the enemy under fire at max distance. Fire only on my command.”
They repeated the procedure, falling back each time they fired at the enemy, to set up hasty defenses forcing the attackers to scatter and reform. This tactic bought time, tired the enemy, and slowed them down as the running battle proceeded southward along Route 101 toward Nemah.
When they reached Nemah, that tiny settlement, opposite Long Island on the eastern shore of Willapa Bay, John McIntyre called his troopers together in a deserted store front.
“We’ll make a stand here while one scout hurries to carry a message to Adam Palmer.”
It read:
Holding advancing hoard of approximately forty gangsters at Nemah. Will defend for two days. Ammo low. Be ready.
When every one of his troopers stepped forward to volunteer to carry the message, John smiled. He was proud of his small, but deadly effective command.
“All right. Samuels, you are elected to carry my message to New Roanoke Island. Be swift, but careful. If you get killed I’ll have your hide.” He smiled once more and clapped Samuels on the shoulder.
“No fear, Cap’n. I’ll deliver your message safely and return to tell you I did it.”
“Good man. Now get going.”
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Adam and James waited and watched from the tower, listening to the shooting coming from the north.
“I make that to be about . . .” James licked a finger and held it up to test the wind direction. “. . . oh, fifteen miles away. About the location of Nemah.”
“Nemah?”
“Yes, a small fishing village on the eastern shore of the bay, across from the north end of our island. I’ll gather some tribal scouts and ride north to help them.”
“Not a good idea to split our forces,” Adam said, “until we have a better picture of what’s happening. Surely John will send word if he needs help.”
 “M-mph.” James nodded his agreement.
Toward noon a cavalry rider arrived across from the village on a lathered horse. Rather than wait for him to swim across, James and Adam paddled a canoe to the beach. They read John’s message. Adam wrote a return message on the back.
We are ready. Fall back to the island as soon as you can. Leave two on the mainland to 
signal us when the marauders are within mortar range.
“Take this to Captain MacIntyre as soon as you can. Need water?”
The scout shook his head, mounted, and galloped northward along the highway shoulder.

Late that afternoon, the cavalry troop arrived and forded the channel to the island. 
“I have two men lightly wounded,” John said. “And one horse needs a vet.”
“Send the men to The Long House,” Adam said. “Linda and the Doc are there. We haven’t a vet, but I think Dr. Will can help with the horse.”
James called the council together in the watch tower to hear John McIntyre’s report. The rest of the village assumed their battle positions and waited, alert and nervous.
“We’ve been constantly delaying the marauders by keeping them off balance,” McIntyre said. “Fire and retreat, fire and retreat again. They are forty to fifty strong. At least they were when we confronted them at South Bend. They are armed with only rifles and pistols, but they seem to have plenty of ammunition. They had six horses. Now we have four new remounts.”
“Did you see their leader?” Helen asked.
“Sure did. Denny Pounder.”
“That son-of-a-bitch. I’ll kill him.” Helen pounded her knee with frustration.
“How long before they arrive?” James said.
“They don’t like to travel at night, so it’ll probably be sometime tomorrow. I have two troopers out scouting their position. They’ll keep watch all night. When Pounder’s scavengers get within mortar range, the scouts will signal with white smoke grenades.”
“Gather your men in the Long House as soon as you’ve fed and groomed the horses.” Adam said. “We’ll have hot chow and beer for you all. After that I’ll give you a new mission.” 
 Adam turned to James as John left the tower. “Tell the villagers to stand down, but be ready, on five minutes’ notice, to take battle stations again. James, you’d better post an all night watch up here as well as on the beach.”
“I’ll post sentries behind the village as well.”
“Good idea. Now let’s get some chow.”

Two volunteer troopers left the community that night and swam their horses across the channel to the mainland.  They led their mounts on foot northward along the highway, seeking visual contact with the marauder force. 
	They proceeded forward in the grass alongside opposite sides of the highway, muffling the sound of the horses’ hooves. Whenever one of them suspected imminent contact they advanced alternately, one moving, covered by his fellow trooper, and then covering while his partner advanced. 
	Toward midnight they heard voices. They crept forward toward a bonfire in the middle of the road. They watched as figures danced and leapt in the firelight drinking booze, laughing, and hooting.
  Come morning, in drizzling rain, the marauders gathered and moved forward, advancing slowly on foot. The scouts remained watching. When they felt the ravagers were in range of indirect fires from the village, they threw a smoke grenade. Seeing the smoke, the marauders panicked and opened fire in all directions.

Adam cranked the sound powered field phone. When a woman answered he said, “One round, mark center of sector.”
 “Roger, wait. Shot out.”
Adam heard the familiar “thunk” of a mortar round being fired. He watched from the tower. Shortly he saw smoke and heard the sound of a mortar exploding. Without any contact from a forward observer he couldn’t tell if the round or its impact was on target. He could only watch and mark where the round landed and adjust back and forth across the battlefield. He was, in effect, the forward observer for the mortars.
“At maximum range,” he said over the telephone. “Fire one round.”
“Roger, shot out.”
He heard the round leaving the tube and several seconds later the authoritative “whump” as the round exploded.
“Repeat range, fire for effect.”
“Roger, shot out.” 
He knew from his Infantry School training at Fort Benning, Georgia, that his order would produce three rounds from each mortar tube in the direction of his last order. He listened, hoping the women knew their stuff. He heard six rounds outgoing and several seconds later heard them impact close together. The ground shook.
He knew the rounds were on target. What he didn’t know was if there was any enemy in the impact area. He watched and wondered how he could know where the enemy was and where the scouts were. A white smoke grenade billowed between the watchtower and the grey smoke of the impacting mortars, telling him the scouts were closer and well away from the mortar fire.
“Drop 200. Fire for effect.” 
“Roger. Drop 200. Fire for effect.”
Each mortar fired three rounds three times each. The ground shook as if by an earthquake and smoke rose in the impact area.
“Left 200, repeat range and mission.”
“Roger. Fire for effect.”
Adam continued ranging left and right at diminishing distances until he had covered all the ground between him and the scouts, who threw an occasional smoke grenade to mark their position.
	Adam was confident his cavalry women knew what they were doing when six rounds impacted short of the last rounds and beyond the white smoke signal from the scouts.
“Cease fire. End of mission.”
“Roger, cease fire, out.”
A short time later Adam met with John over a cup of coffee.
“Your women troopers have really got the mortars under control. Nice job, John.”
“Thanks I’ll tell them you said that.”
“No need. I’ve already told them. Actually got a smile out of them. Listen. I hate to split your force, but I need you to help bottle up these marauders within a kill zone to our immediate front. I want you to cover both flanks of the enemy to prevent their flanking our position on either side. Can do?”
“Not a problem. I’ll send four scouts across at the narrows in the channel between here and Nemah. They’ll screen south until they make contact with the enemy. They’ll take out any of Pounder’s forces attempting to cross over to the island on your left flank.”
John paused to take a drink of coffee.
“I’ll cross on the west side of the island to Long Beach with four scouts. We’ll screen your right flank with the same mission as the northern scouts. Don’t worry Adam. Nobody will get around us.
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Darkness fell. No enemy had thus far been seen from the island. Adam met with the mortar crews and their instructors, the women troopers. “These two cavalry troopers have proven themselves worthy of medals. We don’t have any medals right now, but I will write commendations for each of them and recommend, when our community is large enough to produce medals, each of them for a silver star, or its equivalent.”
“We don’t need medals,” the blond, taller trooper said. “We’re honored just to be a part of this new community.”
Adam nodded. “I want you to launch H&I fires, that’s harassing and interdictory fires for you new crew members who might not savvy G.I. talk, every hour during the night to keep our enemy awake and nervous. At odd times fire flares directly overhead to expose any movement to our immediate front.”
The entire community stayed awake and was often alerted to take up positions in their foxholes, though there was no enemy fire, nor did they see any movement under the flares. Still the H&I fires from the mortars and the flares kept them on edge throughout the night.
Dawn, under a cloudy sky, found Adam and James nodding in the tower. They snapped awake when Linda mounted to the lookout bearing a pot of hot coffee.
“Here boys, this’ll wake you up.” She handed each of them a mug and filled it up with hot, black coffee. “There’s sugar for you Adam, Love. I know you need your sugar fix in the morning.”
Adam took a swallow and said, “Oh-h, that is so good. Thank you, Sweetheart.”
James stood and blew on the hot brew. He took a tentative sip, looked out over the parapet and said, “Adam, there are people on the beach across the channel. They’re waving a white cloth.”
It was quiet. The only sound was of the wind soughing in the trees and the narrow channel water lapping at the beach.
Adam jumped up and looked out across the canal. He saw a dozen or so people on the beach, men and women looking like bedraggled refugees. He recognized Denny Pounder among them, waving a white pillow case. Adam could see no weapons.
He cupped his hands and shouted, “What do you want?”
“We surrender. We surrender,” Pounder shouted. “We can’t take no more of your fuckin’ bomb droppin’. You win, goddamit. We surrender.” He waved the white rag frantically. His left shoulder was wrapped in a bloody towel.
Adam turned to James, “I don’t see any weapons, do you?”
James shook his head. “There are some injured people out there.”
Once more Adam cupped his hands. “Where are the others in your band?”
“There . . . there ain’t no fuckin’ others. Them bastards all been killed or run away. We wanna join yer side.” 
“Where are your guns?”
“We threw them away. We can go get them if ya want.”
“No. Stay right where you are. We have forty assault rifles aimed at you. Move and we’ll fire.”
Adam turned to James. “What do you make of it? Do you think it’s a trap?”
James shrugged his shoulders. “Dunno. I count eleven souls: two cops besides the leader, two civilian men, two teenage boys, and the rest are women. That doesn’t mean much—white women can be more dangerous than their men.”
They both studied the group, huddled and looking helpless. Adam reached for the land line and, lifting it from its cradle, cranked it once. When someone below answered “Command post,” he recognized T.J.’s voice. 
“Thomas, would you ask Helen to come up here?”
“Right away, Skipper.” 
Adam replaced the phone in its cradle. “She’ll probably know all these people and can give us an idea how to proceed.”
James nodded, continuing to study the group across the channel. “We ought to let them start a fire. They look cold.”
Adam cupped his hands and called, “Pounder.” 
When the ex-police chief looked up he said, “Send two to collect wood for a fire. A rifle will be trained on them, so make sure they understand they must stay well within sight or they will be shot.”
He watched Pounder give instructions to two of the women. When one of them apparently objected he backhanded her, knocking her to the sand. He pulled her up by an arm and pushed her down the beach. The two women left the group and hurriedly collected scraps of driftwood.
Adam called down to the command post and instructed Thomas to have two rifles trained on the two women gathering wood. “If they wander too far off, fire a warning shot. If they don’t stop, shoot to kill.”
“Roger.” 
Helen appeared in the tower as he replaced the phone on its cradle. She said nothing as she went to the parapet and stared down at the group working to start a fire. 
“Dennis Pounder, you son-of-a-bitch,” she said, as much to herself as to the two men with her, “you’re lucky I’m a righteous woman or I’d see you lynched.”
“Here now, Helen,” James said. “Let’s hear no more about lynching. That man may yet die, but if he does, it’ll all be legal.”
“Helen, tell us what you can about the members of that group,” Adam said.
“Well, I’ve told you all you need to know about the ringleader of the Hoquiam mob.” She pointed to the man who stood next to Denny. “That fellow in the blue sweatshirt is Bob Quarrels, one of Denny’s deputies. He’s hiding a pistol, probably a police .38, under his shirt. That means he’s probably got another in his boot. You see that fellow over on the edge of the group, green jacket, black hair?”
Adam nodded.
“He’s a cop, too. Probably armed. I can’t tell for sure, but you can bet your boots the three of them have at least one pistol each. They’re all married, but not to any of the women in the group. You got any beer up here? Talking’s thirsty work.”
“No,” James said. “Talk now, drink later”
“The other two men are Frank Smith and Tony Maggliani. Frank’s the one in blue pants and shirt. Maggie, that’s his wife, the woman in the fancy Norwegian sweater. Frank’s a mailman. Tony runs, or ran a pizza shop. He’s married, but I don’t see his wife. That’s the lot—except the kids. They look the worse for wear. Our mortars must’a done the job.”
“Yes,” Adam said. “Do we bring them over?”
“I wouldn’t trust any of them as far as I could throw them, and that’s not far. I say we let them cool their heels on the beach overnight under guard. We should frisk them ASAP.
“Thanks, Helen. You can go down and get your beer now. Ask Eric and T.J. to join me up here. Tell them to bring binoculars and weapons.”
“What’re you gonna do?”
“I don’t know. That’s what we have to sort out.”
“Well, I’m on the council, too. I should to be included.”
Adam studied her for a moment. Then he nodded, picked up the field phone, and cranked it once. When T.J. answered he said, “Put someone else on phone watch. Come up in the tower. Ask Eric to join us. Bring weapons and binoculars. Got it?”
“Roger, on my way.” Adam heard silence as the phone at the other end was replaced on its receiver.
When he was joined by the others, he said, “Have a look at that crew and tell me what you think we should do next. 
The three studied the ragged group gathered around the growing bonfire on the beach. 
After a few minutes T.J. dropped his binocs and said, “Looks like they been rode hard and put away wet.”
Eric scratched his growing beard. “Is this all that remains of the force of fifty?”
“So they claim.” 
James lit his pipe and puffed until its bowl glowed red. “What are our options?”
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“We can give them the choice between going away and staying to join us.” Adam said.
Helen gasped.
	“We can bring them across to the island today, under guard and process them as POWs or, and I opt for this; we leave them on the beach, under guard, overnight to see if they have any tricks up their sleeves.” 
Adam stopped talking and walked to the far side of the watch tower. “Don’t forget, we have cavalry patrols screening both flanks on the mainland. They should reach here by morning. As they advance they will surely flush out any marauders in hiding. Anybody got any better ideas?”
“We ought’ a shoot the bastards,” Helen said. “At least the cops,” 
“I vote we follow Adam’s choice of options.” James puffed on his pipe.
“Me too,” Eric said.   
 “Well, that’s a quorum, so here’s the way we do it. James, put three or four sharpshooters up here until dark. Maintain a two person watch in the tower all night. Maintain 100% alert at battle stations until dark, then keep 50% alert throughout the night. Have those off alert sleep with their weapons. Tell the mortars to fire flares at varying times throughout the night to keep our prisoners on edge and prevent them from taking any action for fear of being seen.
“Eric and T.J. put crews on the sailboats. Maintain two on watch throughout the night.”
Helen coughed and looked sharply at Adam. “And what will you be doing all this time?”
“I intend to row alone to the beach to search the prisoners and begin the interrogation process to determine who stays and who must go.”
“Alone?” Helen said. “Why? Surely you’ll take some protection with you?”
“If they have a plan to act against us, the best way to get them to show themselves is for me to go alone. I’ll have snipers backing me up from here.”
“What ‘snipers’?”
“These Quinaults are as good as any snipers I saw in the Persian Gulf. I know I can count on their cover.” Adam looked around. “Any questions?”
The three men shook their heads. Helen said, “Just for the record, I want you all to know I am against this so-called plan.” She stomped her foot and turned to descend to the ground below.
“All right. Let’s do it. James, send me your best four marksmen. I want to brief them up here.” 
James nodded as the council broke up. Adam returned to the parapet and studied the people gathered at the fire. He noticed the three policemen had positioned themselves at intervals around the blazing bonfire. Sparks flew and popped as the water-soaked wood caught. There was a lot of smoke. 
Too much smoke to be coincidental, Adam thought.
Denny Pounder went from person to person speaking to each of them at length. 
Something’s up. I want to find out what it is before we get blindsided. 
Four tribesmen gathered in the tower. Adam inspected their weapons and assured himself they had enough ammo. Then he briefed them on their mission and each of the marauders gathered below on the opposite shore of the canal. 
He was interrupted by Linda mounting into the watchtower. She started toward him, but stopped when she saw the four Quinaults.
“Why are you here?” Adam said.
“Helen told me of your plans. She said some of the people on the beach are injured. I want you to take me with you, so I can see to them.”
“I hadn’t thought about that. Give me a minute.” Adam spun and walked back and forth on the rough plank deck of the watchtower, his hands clasped behind him. 
The Quinaults stood by silently. 
Linda waited, wringing her hands.
Finally, Adam stopped to face her. “You’re right of course. We must tend to the injured. I’ll take you with me. You better get your kit.”
“Got it. Right here.”
He advanced close to her. “Oh, and Linda . . .”
“Yes?”
“I have never loved you more than I do just this minute.”
“I can never hear that enough from you.”
He gathered her in his arms. They kissed deeply and held each other. 
The Quinaults studied the people gathered around the fire on the beach. 
One tribesman pointed skyward as the others heard the “skree” of an eagle. Adam and Linda, hearing the call, joined the others to watch as a bald eagle circled overhead. They watched in awe the return of this American National Symbol. 
“All right. Let’s go.” Adam followed Linda down the ladder to the ground.”
They met with Eric and T.J. at the dingy pulled up on the beach. Linda boarded the rowboat, holding her aid kit close, and sat in the stern. Adam pushed off and jumped in just before he got his feet wet. Eric and T.J. steadied the boat as Adam took his place between the oars. 
He turned first to T.J. and then to Eric and said, “Now you know what you have to do. Above all things, keep those boats safe.”
“Don’t worry, Skipper,” T.J. said. “We got your back.”
Together they pushed the dinghy into deep water. As Adam began to stroke the oars, moving away from the land, he thought he heard Eric say to T.J., “Look at that. I wish I could row like that man.”
What wind there was suddenly died. The channel was smooth as glass. 
The oars created the only disturbance on the water beyond the wake of the dinghy as they rhythmically rattled the oar locks and broke the otherwise smooth surface of the lagoon. Adam looked at Linda and smiled as she faced him from the stern. 
She smiled back. 
He knew she was nervous. Adam looked aloft, searching for raptors. 
The sky was empty. 
He turned his head, still stroking the oars, and looked ahead to see people lining the shore of the mainland. They were expecting him. 
I hope I’m doing the right thing. Oh Christ, don’t let Linda be harmed.
His eyes moved toward the parapet of the watchtower for reassurance. As if reading his mind, one of the sharpshooters leaned forward to let the sun reflect off the barrel of his rifle.
Adam glanced down out of habit to check the line of his wake and ensure it was straight as an arrow in the water. He thought briefly of the events that had brought him here at this moment before he felt the dinghy drive its prow into the sand and stop. 
He dropped his oars, stepped into ankle-deep water, and drew his Sig-Sauer as he walked ashore. The marauders, looking more ragged and defeated up close, backed away as one.
“Hands up!” Adam pointed his pistol at the rabble. “Keep backing toward the fire. Those injured stop in place now. If you stop, you better be injured. Understand?”
The marauders continued to back toward the bonfire, burning low now. Two women and one child held back and stood forlorn on the sand. Linda stepped ashore with her kit and began her med-cap of the injured. 
When the others were gathered roughly in a line in front of the fire, Adam ordered them to stop. 
“Everyone on your knees.” 
They complied.
“If you have any weapons, drop them in front of you now.”
One of the cops looked at Denny Pounder. The police chief shook his head and gave Bob a warning look. Bob drew a pistol from under his sweatshirt and dropped it on the sand. 
Tony Maggliani, the pizza man, drew a wicked looking dagger from its hiding place against his spine, and dropped it on the sand.
When there were no other disclosures, Adam moved forward. “I’m going to frisk each of you now.” He looked toward the watchtower across the channel. “Everyone keep your hands where I can see them. Women will be searched by my nurse-practitioner.”
He advanced close to the line of prisoners and faced a man he remembered was a postman. “Stand up. Keep your hands up.” Adam searched his body as he had been trained to do before he deployed in the Persian Gulf. The man was unarmed. The postman moved toward his wife. “Stop! Your wife will be searched by my medic. Until then, keep away.” 
Adam moved down the line, patting down each male. He stooped to check the ankles of one of the cops. He was struck from behind, blacked out and fell to the sand. The last thing he remembered was a rifle shot from the island. 

Adam gathered his senses slowly. It was daylight and he couldn’t open his eyes against the sun. His head ached. He wanted to vomit. He slowly became aware of those around him. “My wife. Where is my wife?” These were his first words as he felt hands on his body—not those of his wife.
“You’re all right.” He heard a voice and recognized it as Dr. Will. He opened his eyes and saw he was in the clinic.
“Linda! Where is she?”
“She’s fine. I sent her back to the island to care for the wounded.”
More cognizant of his surroundings now, Adam asked, “Oh God. What happened?”
James Talltimber stood at his side. “My sharpshooters saw a man strike you from behind as you knelt to search another. My man, Charlie Hunts For Bears, fired and killed the man who struck you. He told me firing began all around, followed by an attack from John McIntyre and his cavalry. There was much confusion. When John was able to secure the area, some were dead. I am so sorry, my brother.”
Adam tried to rise. Dr. Will held him back and said, “Rest now, my son. We will mourn together tomorrow.”
Adam remembered Dr. Will, James, T.J., Eric, young Jimmy, and Bear gathered around him before he fell into a deep and dream filled sleep.
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Adam struggled awake, smelling the aroma of coffee brewing somewhere near. His hand dangled over the edge of his bed and he felt something licking at his hand. Bear—no Sandy. Sandy my sweet girl, it’s you. 
He found himself in his own bed on the Key Peninsula. Was it all just a dream?
Beside him the pillow held an impression and traces of a familiar scent. 
“Oh God—Oh god, it’s not true! It was a dream. Please tell me it wasn’t just a dream. Oh God!”
He struggled to sit up as Joan appeared with a steaming cup of Seattle’s Best Coffee. 
“Where is James?” he managed to say. His head spun. He tried to focus on his lost love and wife Joan.
“James? I don’t know him.”
Her voice brought him back to full consciousness as she knelt to kiss him. He lifted his head and met her lips with his. 
Momentary thoughts of Linda invaded his consciousness and just as quickly began to fade. In the ensuing days Adam knew he’d remember Linda as but a figment of his dream. 
He was fully aware now of the realities of the scent of Joan close to him and the aroma of hot coffee. Sandy, sensing his confusion, jumped onto the bed, and licked his hand again.
He stared into Joan’s eyes. 
“Where have you been?”
“Right here beside you, my love.” She leaned over and kissed him.
“I . . . I had a bad dream . . . you were gone.”
“Gone?”
“Yes, you and Sandy and Chris—all my family, friends and neighbors were gone.”
“I don’t understand. What do you mean, ‘gone’.”
“I don’t know. Come here. Let me hold you. Never leave me again.” 
She hugged him and kissed him repeatedly trying to understand what had happened to him.
”Give me the phone. I gotta call Chris and see if he’s all right.”
Joan handed him the phone, her confusion written on her face. Adam dialed from memory and waited while the phone rang.
“Hello. Dad?” 
Adam felt tremendous relief when he heard the sleepy voice of his son.
“Chris. You awake?”
“I am now, Dad. What’s up?” 
“Oh, nothing. I had a bad dream about you—and Bear. Is she okay?”
“Sure, she’s right here, pestering me to go out. Are you okay, Dad?”
“I am now. Go back to sleep, son. I’ll see you later.”

Later, he and Joan sat at breakfast. Sandy lay at their feet.
“You know, Joan. I feel a lot better now. I think we ought to take a trip.”
“A trip? Where?”
“We haven’t been to the beach in years. Maybe we could go down to the coast. Willapa Bay maybe?”
“Sounds exciting.”
“Yes, Willapa Bay and Long Island.”
“Yes.”
That evening they sat in the dark in front of the fireplace. Sandy slept at their feet. 
“You’ve seemed kind of out of it today, Adam. Everything okay?”
“Yes, I’ll be all right. Just a little off tune.” He kissed her. “Let’s go to bed.”
They made love like long-married lovers and slept with arms entangled. 

“Fish on!”
Adam woke and jumped up responding to the sharp tug on his fishing rod. Focusing aft over the stern, he saw a magnificent Blue Marlin break water and jump skyward.
“Hop to it boy!” Papa Hemingway shouted. “He’s a big one.”
Before Adam could take up the slack in his line, the big fish threw the hook and was gone.
	That evening back in port at Key West, sitting in Papa’s favorite haunt sipping rum toddies, He and Adam were reminiscing over the day’s action.
“I sure hated to miss that big marlin,” Adam was saying.
Hemingway gave a sly smile. “Confess it; you were asleep at the switch.” He took a long swallow of rum.
“Yeah, I was having the strangest dream—like a dream within a dream within a dream.”
“Tell me about it.”
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Adam struggled to regain consciousness and find Linda holding him close in her arms. “Where am I?” He shook his head and tried to get his bearings. “Linda. Is it you? What’s happening?”
“You’ve had a hard time of it, but you’re all right now. You’re safe in your own bed on the island. Our men have beaten the marauders away with the help of Stryker forces from Fort Lewis who appeared to our front unexpectedly. John McIntyre is meeting with their leader as we speak. His mission is to arrange a meeting amongst the three of you to determine what follows.” 
“I’m not in any shape to meet with anyone. Where is James Talltimber?”
“I’ll get him.”
Adam was dropping off again as James showed up. “S’up Adam. You don’t look like you’re in any condition to do any politickin.’”
Adam, still groggy, sat up. “Bring John up to see me.”
“Right, Adam.” James walked out. He returned some minutes later with John in tow. Adam was sitting up in bed. Linda was helping him drink a cup of root tea. When the others arrived she stood to tell them not to be over long. Adam was still weak.
“John, I’ve been on a long journey. I want you to bring me up to speed. Start from where I fell on the beach.”
“That bunch from Hoquiam ran wild. We had ‘em flanked and were about to close in when a larger group of marauders showed up and reinforced them. It was touch and go for a while, when an armored military force of seven Stryker vehicles showed up. They drove the marauders off in short order and made camp on the beach. Their commander, Lieutenant Colonel Braxton tried to commandeer my horse cavalry, but I told him I already had a mission in New Roanoke Island. He wants to meet with you.”
“What sort of man is he?”
“Remember what Phil Sheridan looked like?”
“Wasn’t he that Civil War Cavalry General? A short man as I recall.”
“Indeed. Short in stature, long on ego. This man reminds me of him. He’s short and wears a mustache. Lusts after my horsemen. But, like Sheridan he appears fearless and honest. He wants to meet you and strike a deal.”
“What sort of deal?”
“He wants us to work together to maintain the peace—and his men are hungry.”
“How many are they?”
“Maybe sixty.”
“Sixty? They could overrun us easily.”
“I know. That’s why I’ve been so friendly.”
“Tell LTC Braxton I’ll meet with him on the beach at sundown tomorrow. I’ll bring food.”
“Ask James to come in as you leave. Good work John.”
“Aye, Skip.”
James walked in looking worried. “All okay, Adam?”
“Sure, I’ll be up and about tomorrow. There are sixty hungry Mike-Strykers on the beach. Can we spare a couple of elk?”
“What did you have in mind?”
“They want a deal. They got guns and armored vehicles. You and I will go ashore with John McIntyre tomorrow at sundown. We’ll take two elk with us. Okay?”
“Right.”
The next day near sundown, Adam and James rowed ashore. Bear was upset to be left behind and raced up and down the beach barking. A boat came behind them carrying two elk carcasses. 
As Adam stepped ashore, LTC Braxton met him with a salute and a handshake. John stood to his rear. 
“Well, well, well. Adam Palmer. It’s a pleasure to meet you. John has told me much about your exploits in this part of the state. Call me Karl.”
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Karl. I want you to meet our governor, James Talltimber.”
James stepped forward. LTC Braxton looked at him, hesitated, and then offered his hand.
“We bring food for your troops,” Adam said. “I understand they are hungry.”
Braxton looked toward the elk carcasses in the second boat. “God bless you, brother. This meat is a blessing.”
“We’ll eat first,” Adam said. “Talk later.”
A fire was built up in the place of the marauders’ fire. The troops eagerly cut up the elk carcasses and spitted them over coals. 
Adam sat close to the fire chewing on a rib bone. “Tell me, Karl, what have you seen?”
“We woke one morning at Fort Lewis and most of the garrison was gone—I didn’t know where. It took me weeks to get my troops together. They’re not all Strykers. Civilians from Tacoma began infiltrating the post, plundering as they went. I enlisted as many as I could and hanged the rest. 
After that we began ranging about, looking for citizens we could help. There were some who needed assistance. Others were bent on destruction and pillage. When we heard shooting from here we attacked. Your Cav Commander had it under control. We want him to join forces with us.
Adam looked at John. 
“I think that will not be possible. What do you say, John?”
John sat sucking the marrow from an elk rib. 
“I say it may be possible to accomplish both tasks. How far is it to Fort Lewis, Colonel?”
“About 100 miles—one day by vehicle, given the deteriorating condition of the roads, two days by horseback.”
“And why do you need to stay in Fort Lewis? To protect your logistical base. Correct, Colonel?”
“Correct.”
“And we need to continue to protect New Roanoke Island. Given the latest in FM radio communications, our troop could screen from here to Longview and North to Aberdeen. In effect we could cover your southern flank from here—if we had communications. We could reinforce you when necessary and you could do the same for us. In effect we could control all of southwestern Washington from here.”
“I like that plan,” LTC Braxton said. “Any real threat is most likely to come from the south, Oregon or even California. I can provide the latest in portable FM radios with an inexhaustible supply of batteries . . . I’m willing if you are Adam.”
“You have radios that work?”
“Yes. We found them buried deep in nuclear proof sealed caverns below Fort Lewis along with some other equipment. It all worked fine.”
“We’re not set up on a military basis, Colonel,” James said. “I’ll have to meet with the community council to see if we agree to this plan. It’ll take a day. Can you wait?” 
“Most assuredly. I see your settlement and reestablishment of Roanoke Island as the beginnings of a new and better United States of America. I’ll wait here for your decision.”
Adam, James, and John rowed back to the island.

“We have an opportunity to grow our community immensely by joining forces with the Mike - Stryker Forces from Fort Lewis.” Adam explained all that had happened to the community council. 
“We have nothing to lose and everything to gain,” TJ said, “with every friend we recruit to our side.”
“I don’t like it.” Helen said. “Before you know it, the military will take over our island.”
“Aren’t we really operating in a military way?” James Talltimber said.
“I believe that anyone who is not our enemy,” Adam said, “is our friend and deserves to join our community,” 
“Join,” Helen said, “or recruit? I don’t like it. We’ve enough military as it is.”
“John has made his position clear with his proposal, Adam said. “Linda, you’ve been mighty quiet. What do you say?”
Linda shook her head as if waking from a dream. “I—I’m going to have a baby. I’m sorry, I can’t think of anything else right now.”
Adam jumped up, a surprised grin on his face. “How—I mean when?”
The others crowded around her, laughing and congratulating her.
“In the spring, I think.”
James shook hands with Adam. “This calls for a celebration. First we vote on whether to join forces with the Strykers, and then we celebrate. Anybody got anything else to add?”
No one spoke. 
“Very well, I move we agree to establish a link with the Strykers.”
“I second,” T.J. said.
“All in favor, raise your hands.”
All raised their hands except Helen.
“The motion carries. We stand adjourned. Beers are on me.”

Several days later an army deuce-and-a-half arrived on the beach opposite the island. Adam called for volunteers to offload radios, shoulder harnesses and several crates of lithium batteries and transport them to a storeroom on New Roanoke Island.
“Be sure to store those batteries up off the floor where they won’t get wet,” a sergeant driving the truck said. “Here’s an SOI (Signal Operating Instructions) with call signs for the Cav and your folks on the island. Colonel Braxton requests that New Roanoke check in with Fort Lewis once a day. Are your men up to snuff on radio procedures?”
“We’re all pretty rusty,” John McIntyre said, “But we’ll practice up.”
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In the fall they held a celebration of their first year in the new colony. The Strykers were invited. The colony husbanded pigs, cows, and several dozen chickens rescued from the mainland during that summer. They gathered around a large bonfire and enjoyed roast pig and venison along with such delicacies as cherry pie and elderberry wine.
The women sang a’capella and they danced to a violin that had been found and practiced upon by one of the Hoquiam men. 
Linda who was growing large with child, tired early. The couple excused themselves and went to bed.
“What sort of a baby will it be?”
They were conversing during pillow talk that night.
“Adam Palmer, what do you mean ‘what sort of a baby will it be?’ It’ll be human of course.”
“No, no. I said that wrong. Damn. What I meant was will it be a boy or a girl?”
“Well, surely it’ll be one or the other.”
“Now, now. Don’t get angry. I’m not really practiced up on this sort of thing. 
“What sort of baby would you like, Mister Palmer?” 
She only called him ”mister” when she was angry. She seemed angry a lot these days. He figured rightly it was the baby. Hell, I’d be angry if I had to carry around all that weight.
He sought to mollify her. “I was just thinking of names if it was a boy. I think I’d like you to name it if it’s a girl. I was thinking I’d like to name a boy Walter after the founder of the original Roanoke Island colony, but then I thought he might be called ‘Wally’ and I wouldn’t like that. What name do you like for a girl?”
“Well, I kind of like ‘Isabel,’ but I was thinking ‘Elizabeth’ might be appropriate for the English queen who commissioned Walter Raleigh to establish the original Roanoke Island community.”
“I like that. If it’s a boy we could call him Walter James after James Talltimber. We could call him ‘Jim.’ Jim. I like that. James would like it, too.”
The next morning a messenger woke Adam to tell him there was trouble. Adam dressed hurriedly, didn’t bother to shave, and rushed to the observation tower where he met James and other members of the council. 
“Word just came by radio from my scouts screening in Longview,” John McIntyre reported. “There’s a large contingent of men and women, all armed, advancing north along Interstate 5. They’re gathering supporters in Portland and should cross the bridge at Vancouver within the next two days.
“How long would it take us to get to Vancouver by horseback?”
“We could do it in a hard day’s riding, if you’re up to it.”
“I can do it. Can we provide a show of force at the bridge?”
“We can muster a dozen cavalry. Maybe reinforcement by some Strykers if I act now.”
“Do it. Let’s go.”
Adam and John went as fast as the horses would allow, gathering Cav troopers on the way. They found two Stryker vehicles waiting for them at the bridge.
“We’ll establish a strong point here,” Adam said. “Stryker vehicles will move south along I-5 until they make contact. Maintain contact, but offer no resistance until you reach the bridge where we’ll have them canalized.”
“Roger, sir,” the Stryker Sergeant said. “I’ll have to clear that with HQ.”
“No need. I’ve already cleared it with Colonel Braxton. You are under my operational control until further notice.”
“Roger that, sir.” The sergeant saluted and ordered his vehicles across the bridge into Oregon.
It grew dark. The horses were gathered up the hill in front of the bridge. The men took up positions along the northern side of the bridge. They remained 100 percent alert. It was quiet.
“Islander six, this is cowboy, over.”
“This is Islander six, go.”
“This is cowboy. I’m located on I-5 overlooking Portland. The city is largely dark. There is sporadic firing from my south. It appears the firing is approaching along the highway. Will advise, out.”
The islanders went on full radio monitoring. The positions along the highway remained quiet that night. The forces on the bridge went to 50 percent alert. The Cavalrymen looked to their horses. Late that night Adam went to the tower where T.J. sat on radio watch. 
“Hey, T.J. Brought you a cup of coffee. Might help you keep awake.”
“Why thank you Adam. I was just thinking and wishing someone would bring me a cuppa.”
“Any news from Oregon?”
“Not for the last three hours. The Strykers penetrated into Portland a ways—guess you know that. At dark they pulled back to secure the bridge with elements of the Cav. They inspected the bridge in daylight and found it terribly deteriorated. They say it’ll still support them as long as they don’t bunch up in the Stryker vehicles.”
“How many people at the bridge?”
“Our guys, you mean?”
“Yep.”
“Well, let’s see know—we got the two vehicles with eight souls each. That’s sixteen plus four horsemen with two remounts. That makes a total twenty six, counting the six horses.”
“What’s the situation at Fort Lewis and where is John McIntyre?”
“John’s got his tactical CP (Command Post) at Longview. Colonel Braxton has positioned his main force in Centralia with outposts along the Interstate south of there.”
“Good. Who relieves you?”
“Young Jimmy wants a chance to prove himself.”
“Good. Sounds like we’re under control. Any reports from patrols we sent to the north end of the island.”
“Not a squeak, Adam.”
“That’s good, too. G’night, T.J.”
“Same back at’cha, Adam.”

During the next two days nothing much happened. The forces from New Roanoke and Fort Lewis continued to screen and look for trouble. Reports from the bridge were of sporadic shooting and explosions from the direction of downtown Portland. Stragglers attempted to cross the bridge. Some were allowed to cross. Others were turned back as belligerents. Children and their parents were sent to a collection point, fed and cared for as conditions allowed. Several women from the island volunteered to come forward and care for the children, but James believed the situation was too tenuous to allow that. 
On the third day, Adam intercepted a call to the Stryker headquarters. “Falcon, Falcon. This is Peregrine three, over.”
“This is Falcon, send it.”
“A mixed paramilitary force is approaching the bridge and you’ll never guess what’s attacking it. An airplane is flying overhead dropping sandbags on the corsairs.”
“Say again?”
“An airplane, a float plane actually . . . looks like a Cessna is flying above the crowd on the freeway and dropping sandbags full of something, looks like sand or gravel, down on their heads. They’re shooting at the plane, so it’s swooping back and forth. Whoever he is, he’s really pissing the bastards off. Oh shit. They got a tank. A tank is approaching the bridge. He’s firing a machine gun at us.”
“Take cover. Take cover. What sort of tank is it?” 
“It’s a big Mother, maybe an M60. Our Strykers are engaging with automatic fire, but not doing much good. Over.”
“This is Falcon. Don’t get downrange of the tank’s main gun. He’ll kill our Strycker vehicles with one shot. Over.”
“This is Peregrine three, so far he’s waved that 90mm tank gun around, but hasn’t stopped to shoot. He’s about to enter the approach to the bridge. The tank’s being followed by foot soldiers in uniform. Over.”
“Cease fire. I say again, cease fire immediately and try for a conference. We may be two friendly forces shooting at each other.”
“This is Peregrine three, roger, over.”
“Falcon six, keep me posted. Out.”
The commander of the two Stryker vehicles, Sergeant Thompson, called for a cease fire. Then he dismounted with his white tee shirt secured to a radio antenna. He stepped out on the road and began waving his makeshift white flag.
The tank stopped in a cloud of dust. The soldiers gathered behind it. They stopped firing. 
Sergeant Thompson approached the Vancouver, Washington side of the bridge and stopped.
Neither side moved. They stood silently watching each other for some minutes. The airplane had disappeared. The civilian crowds beyond the tank grew restless and roamed over the Oregon side of the river like hoards of ants.
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Adam had been monitoring the radio speaker and knew all that was happening in Vancouver. The town council was gathered around him.
“We better hope that rabble doesn’t make it across the bridge,” Helen said.
“Braxton’s doing the right thing,” Adam reached for his coffee. “If we can enlist the military on our side, the civilians will likely disburse. That tank, if allowed to run free, can do a lot of damage, even if they have no 90mm rounds. I’d sure like to make contact with that airplane pilot.”
As if in answer to his wish, the group heard a plane circling low overhead.
“Get the word out quick,” Adam said, “no shooting at that airplane. T.J. go down to the beach and see if you can get that plane to land on the water in the lagoon.”
“Aye, aye, skip.” T.J., followed by Jimmy, hurried down the ladder.
Adam watched the float plane he saw was a Cessna 185 circle once more then, spotting T.J. and Jimmy waving white flags from the beach, make a straight run up and down the waterway to ensure it was free of obstacles, settle onto the water and glide to the beach in the lagoon below the watch tower.
Adam ran down to the beach to help the pilot secure the plane well up onto the sand. It was just past high tide, so the plane would soon be beached high and dry until the tide finished receding and came in again.
The pilot jumped down onto the port sponson and stepped ashore. He was a youngish fellow tall, thin, and unshaven. He wore blue jeans, sweatshirt, and an antique leather flying helmet with the earflaps turned up. He was barefooted. 
Adam was reminded of Wiley Post, one of the pioneers of flying. 
“Welcome to New Roanoke Island,” Adam shook the pilot’s hand as he stepped on shore. “You have no shoes?”
“So this is New Roanoke. What happened to Old Roanoke? The pilot responded with a grin. 
“Come, you must be hungry. We followed your exploits on the radio. We’re curious to know who you are and where you come from.”
“My name is Slim Williams. I like to fly bare footed. I come from Anchorage. I’ll tell you more if you’ll feed me.”
They sat in the long house, the pilot eating his fill of venison and canned beans. 
“When I fly, I feel closer to the airplane if I don’t wear shoes. I have some boots on the plane.”
“So, you flew down from Anchorage.” Adam sat with most of the members of the council and several member of the village. “Tell us what you saw.”
“Mostly woods and empty wilderness. Some people, they mostly shot at me. When I landed at airfields I found avgas was plentiful, people were not. Those people I met were mostly hungry and hostile. I flew down to Seattle and found pretty much the same, I refueled at Boeing field and flew to Portland where I found a mob of people marching and destroying as they went. I flew down to Salem where I found some sandbags, filled them with gravel, and returned to Portland and dropped my bags among the rabble. I discovered your troops, followed the radio signals to your island, and here I am.”

From behind the tank, a man, dressed as a soldier, advanced onto the bridge toward Sergeant Thompson. Together they advanced until they met near the center of the bridge.
“I’m in command of these forces from California who are working their way toward Seattle, gathering forces where we may. Who are you?”
“I’m a squad leader from a major force out of Fort Lewis. We’re protecting the bridge from spoilers whose mission is to destroy everything in their path.”
“We are not ‘spoilers,’ merely hungry people seeking food and sustenance.”
“You will find nothing but hunger and death north of here. My commander has empowered me to offer your force our friendship and support under certain conditions.”
“And those conditions are?”
“You must agree not to enter Washington and agree to disburse the mob that follows you.”
“And if we agree to those terms?”
“We will help you to reorganize Western Oregon as we have reorganized Western Washington to rebuild civilization in the region.”
“Wait here.” 
The commander of California troops retreated to the far end of the bridge. Sergeant Thompson retreated to the Vancouver end and reported to Falcon Six.
The Strykers waited. The cavalry horses stamped their feet impatiently. Crowds from across the bridge chanted their hungry anger.
As the sun sank in the Pacific Ocean, the tank began to roll forward. The soldiers from California spread out and began to cross the bridge, firing as they advanced. The Strykers responded with automatic fire. The Cav responded with rifle fire from the flanks. 
The tank reached the center of the bridge and stopped. The turret began to swing.
“He’s getting ready to fire. Take cover.”
A great cloud of smoke enveloped the tank and there was a loud report. The smoke cleared to show the tank gun falling forward, broken away with part of the turret. 
 There was a great screeching and grinding of the steel girders as the bridge collapsed in the center. The tank sank into the center of the Columbia River as the soldiers and other people on foot scrambled to reach solid ground.
The Strykers and the cavalrymen rallied on the Washington side of the bridge to rescue and arrest any survivors from the collapsed bridge. 
“I guess that resolves the problem of using I-5 to cross the Columbia River into Washington,” one cavalryman observed.

Adam and Linda lay in bed in their home on New Roanoke Island. Their son had been born two days earlier and slept in a hamper at the foot of their bed.
“How do you feel, my sweet girl?”
“Relieved the baby’s born and about twenty pounds lighter. It’ll take me a while to reset my center of gravity. How do you feel?”
“Proud to be the father of your son. Can’t wait to call him Jim and have him call me Dad.”
Linda laughed. “Is that what you’ve been thinking about?”
“Sorta. I’ve been trying to think what that mob in Portland will do next. I don’t think they’re organized enough, without those soldiers leading them, to reconfigure a way across the river. The nearest crossing is the new bridge a few miles upriver, but I hope they’ll move in a different direction—maybe west toward the coast. I think we better keep watch on both bridges for a while.”
“What are we going to do with that airplane?”
“Why that’s our air force. We got and army, a navy, and now an air force. Slim shoulda been a fighter pilot, the way he moves that Cessna around.”
“Where will we get fuel for the plane?”
“Same place we get fuel for the boats. Slim says he had no trouble finding avgas at abandoned airfields all along the coast. We’ll use him for early warning of incursions by hoodlums and corsairs.”
“What about the people we rescued from the bridge? We haven’t got room for them on the island.”
“Colonel Braxton’s going to resettle them in Centralia. He plans to reoccupy the armory and reestablish the town.
“Things are looking up. Roanoke Island has been resurrected. This time we’ll make it work.” 
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