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“Think this is where Marco Folo droppcd anchor?” Jesse asked, strctching.
The Forty two day sail from [Honiara in the Solomon |slands had been
exhausting,

“«Cant imagine angwhcrc else. T his seems to be the best Protcctcd
anchoragc on the north coast? Kirk was staring at the hill, the northermn-most
Point of the island of Sumatra, thcg had anchored behind.  “And the river
mouth iSJUSt over there so thcy could have gone inland in their small boats. [Did
you check out the Fishing boats?”

“Yeah, all wood, all the same dcsign, small and nccding Paint Dont imagine
this is a prosperous or modern community.” She wrappcd her arms around him,
“We made it, my |_ove, Jndonesial T omorrow makes five years since we left the
States.”

Kirk began kissing her, sighed, “(Go below, my little Cherokee. Rocks have
eyes and they may not approve of what |'m going to do to that fine body of
yours.”

Jesse laughcd and went below, unbuttoning her shirt as she went. Flashing
him one bare brown breast, she disappcarcd into the aft cabin.

Standing in the cockpi’c, he took a look around, setting in his mind’s eye the
landmarks in relation to T alofa’, their 4oft sloop. They had firmly set her
anchor but he was alwags very attentive in a new Placc, ]"lcaring an outboard,
he turned to see three uniforms approaching from the river.

“Damn. (Good timing,” he groancd and stcPPcd below. “Fut on some



clothes and hide your homs. (Customs bureaucrats are hcading our way. Il
take care ofgou later” He gave a dirtg laugh and went on deck with the
watchroo{: folder that held their passports and the ship’s papers.

Jesse puton her shirt, had to search for the long skirt she had cspcciaﬂy for
Prcdominatclg ]slamic areas. Thc boat was alwags trashed after a long sail so
she did a cursory tidgjuat in case thcy came below. f:irst imprcssion was
important when arriving in a sailboat, cspcciaug in a remote vi”agc like Banda
Aceh.

She was stcPPing on deck as thcy Pu”cd away. “That was quick. What
happcncd?”

Shaking his head, he gave a rueful laugh and shrugged. “Not sure. One spokc
Englislm He was Politc but thcg are not Plcascd that we’re four dags late. ]
guess the Pcrmit we got from Pemard’s lachr is rcgardcd as a contract. Thcy
will collect us in the moming at 9 to go check in. (Cantleave the boat ‘il then, of
course. [Je had been fine at first, but hisjaw set when | asked if he would show
us Mr. Bujra’s hotel afterwards. Thcn thcg chargcd off»

“You didn’t mention the Packagc?”

“No. Wish | hadn’t mentioned Bujra. Badvibes. Where is it?

“(_Inder the seat, in the locker with our cash and valuables.?

Kirk frowned, “Whg would you put it there?”

“Just a Fccling. Whatever is in that box is valuable, Kirk. Bemard asked us
to deliver it unopcncd. You know if those guys had wanted to search us thcy
could have and if that box had been out tl—lcy could have oPcncc] it. Thc red
wax covering, each end would have drawn them to it.?

“]JUSt hopc that Bujra’s not on the outs with the powers that be. That’s all
we need.” His brown eyes danccd, “What if there are secret Plans for another
revolution in that box?”

Jesse smiled, bcgan unzipping hisjcans, “| have secret Plans, but the sun’s not



down yetso gou’d better follow me to the bunk.?

When she awoke Kirk was not beside her. Sitting at the table in the saloon,
he had the small box before him. She laug[—\cd, kissed his neck and went to make
mint tea.

“]JUSt want to know what's init. | mean, we could be hanc]ing overagerm
thatd wipc out the Population of the whole island. Thcn how would we feel?”
He Pickcd it up, shook it, smelled it, held it beside his ear.

“Bernard hclpcd us so muah, and we both felt good about him. T here’s
not]'\ing bad init, 'm sure of that. | [—yopc he’s okay. BRC rcPor'tch the
tgphoon that hit the island did a lot of damagc. His home was right on the
beach.”

Kirk shook his head, “IHe can take care of himself, no worry. Yeah, he’s a
gooc] man. Well hide this away ‘til we're cleared in, then c]iscrcctly getit Mr.
Bujra. Justa quick hello?, there it is’, and we split Agrccd?”

“Agrccd.”

]53 noon thcg were Walking through the open market in the oPPrcssivc
chatorial hcat, bU3ing suPPlics. Thcg were careful not to stare, but the locals
stared at them. Hcrc, as in most of the ond, thcg cxpcctcd Amcricans to be
white. _Jesse’s tawny Cherokee skin was highlightcd by her Jrish mother's red
hair.  Kirk’s uPbringing in a California commune meant his mixed hcritagc was
indistinct, Pcrhaps f:rcnch (Canadian and Jamaican.

Jesse was enthralled.  “Aren’t the smells gloriOUS?l The SPicc ]slands.”

Tl—xcy ate ata r‘ickctg table in the thatched shade of a small stand where a
short hcmcty woman smiled with serene confidence at their obvious appreciation.

Jesse was well into the mound of rice and mclangc of pungent curries on her
banana leaf when she bcamcd, “This may be the best meal ]’vc ever hac], ]’m

haPng”
Kirk frowned, “]’d be haPPicr if our bechak driver werent l—xovcring around.



f’robably spcaks [ nglish, though he Prctcnds not. [ irst thcy interrogate us at
customs then thcg insist we kccP Maho for the dag. Sa{:cr, thcy say. Sure.?

Jcssc sippcd her sweet tea, nodded, | oo rig['\t. ]’m sure thcg didr’t believe
us, though ]’m not sure why or about what. Dcwcinitcly SUSPECEOUS about our
interest in Bujra.”

Thcy had Maho take them to the Sudara [Hotel and left him to gUard their
Purchascs in his bechak. In the black marble rcccPtion area the young woman
behind the desk gave them a shy smile but her dark eyes were clear and direct.

“HHe will come for you,” she carcwcully enunciated the English words after
cradling the Phonc,

Moments later a short, slightly rounded Chinese man with receding hairline
and neatly tailored dark blue suit entered. [ e gave a slight bob of his head to
Jesse, extended his hand to [Cirk.

“Hello, | am Mr- Bujra. Flow may | hclp you?”

T aking his hand, Kirk introduced them and asked if they could talk in private.
/\gain the slight nod and, “Flease follow me.”

|n the small, tidy, windowless room he settled behind his desk.  On his face
was the shadow of a smile. “So, it is you Bemard has sent.” \When thcg
visibly relaxed his smile cnlargcd. “lt is so hot outside. \Would you like a coke,
or somcthing stronger?”

Jesse leaned forward, “A coke would be fine, thanks.  [ave you heard from
Bernard? |she okay? You know of the tgPhoon?”

Kaising his hand for silence, he spokc into the Phonc, rcPlaccd it. “Pernard
is fine. [elost the house, but not everything was there.”

A quiet knock and a tall young man entered with two cokes on a tray. T his
is my son, Syad. [e sPcaks [ nglish and will stay with us i{:you do not mind.”

With Sgad standing beside the door, and the couPlc more at ease, he said, 9|
can tell chard f:ong has told you little. e thinks very highlg o{:gou orhe



would not have entrusted you with such valuable cargo.  [f] may have the
Packagc ] will complctc the Puzzlc.”

Kirk glanccc] at _Jesse to ascertain agreement, then removed the box from his
knapsack. Mr. Bujra took the Parccl gingcrly. Aftera casual glancc, he
Placcd it on the desk.

[He nodded, “Mg younger brother is very resourceful. [e looks more like
ourmother. | his contains her ashes.”

The room was as quict as the ashes. Al eyes were trained on the unique
Packagc,

“|n the Tevolution’of 1966 that Purgcd Indonesia of ‘communists’ | saw my
fatherkilled. | was hidden under the stairs of this hotel. Mg father had been
about halmc~way through building it.  After the militia had gone | was found bg a
woman whom ] did not know. She was drapcd in the black kafka, womn by all
MUSlim women in those dags. Shc took me and her little bog, char&, to her
brother's Fishing boat and we sailed in the cover of night for Singaporc, That
Mualim woman, disowned bg her parents for her marriage to a Chincsc, was my
mother. |had been told that she died in birthing me. [Jowever, she had lived
with her brother, receiving, our father in secret on rare occasions. Shc had seen
me, her First~bom, onlg froma distancc, had always Praycd the laws would changc.

‘We grew up in Singaporc. There my father, reading the set of the wind, had
sccrctcd money and thc papers for our Propcrtg here in Acch. ] rcturncd as
soon as the laws allowed to claim what is ours.  PBemard moved to [Honiara after
Mothcr died. e had no stomach fora placc that had caused such a gcntlc
woman such su#cring. You have done a noble thing. Her wish was to retumn
to the land of her birth.”

Kirk shhctcd, cleared his throat, “You should know that the officials are not

happg we were looking for you. Thcg qucstioncd us cxtcnsivclg. Luckily we
knew nothing so there was little lying. We didrn’t mention Bemard or the



Packagc, told them we’d heard about your hotel at the [Honiara Yacht Club.
May | ask why your name isn’t Fong?

He looked tired, older, when he answered, “Thcg let me return and finish the
hotel, but the only language and names allowed were [ndonesian. T hat has not
changcd. However, thcg have realized that thcg need Chinese and Jndian
business acumen, so things have relaxed and ourlife is good.  They do not trust
us, we are closcly watchcd. O{: course, there are ways to work around most of
the obstacles.”

Syad spokc for the first time, “[” xcuse me, but you should go now.  Maho
works for the Policc. He will give a full report and it will not look good if you are
here too long.” He looked young, Pcrl'laps cightccn, but exuded confidence.

When the returmed to T alofa?, Kirk went into a temper. “Pm telling you
someone has been on this boat. T hat comPanionwag was locked, you know
how careful | am about that.”

“] can’t find that anything’s missing, but ]’m sure you're right, ] canjust feelit.
She was rcasscmbling their secret compartment. «lCirk, I'm thinking that we
should move on. Wc don’t need anyone else’s Problcms.”

“]’U not be driven off. Wcjust got here.? Hisjaw was set, shoulders
squ:arcd, no negotiating, Jesse puton mellow music and opcncd a bottle of
wine. Thc light softened as the sun moved west, the dag’s heat Forgottcn.

Through supper they discussed the situation to exhaustion, drawing no solid
conclusion. With a gcntlc breeze and a sliver of moon the stars were radiant as
they sippcd cognac in the cockpit Both tensed at the splash of oars. A
small boat was approaching.

“Who's there,” Kirk demanded as Jesse moved to geta torch.

alpg Sgad,” he said quictlg, ac]vancing alongsidc. “Please spcak low. |need
to talk with you.”

“(300d, come aboard, Sgad,” Jcssc whispcrcd.



“| cannot stay. My fatherwas qucstioncd this afternoon. Thcy call you
‘the Americans’ and want to know whg you are here. Thcy think that you are
lying and that you could not have come from [oniara without stopping, that you
must have Pullcd in somewhere. e told them that he knew nothing, that you
were thinking of taking a room. Thcy know nothing of Pemard or our story.
Fathcr advises, rcgrctpully, that you leave tonight | am sorry for | would like to
get to know you and about your unusual life, but he is right.”

Kirk and Jesse looked at each other. No words were needed after their
years at sea together.  [Jands touching automatically, they both nodded.

“Well, this is goodbyc,” Kirk said to Sgac] with a smile.

Syad reached inside his light jacket and pulled out a small box.

“My father wants you to have this. |t was his mother's most cherished
possession, given to her by my grandmcathcr. And | thank you. Go sa]cclg.”
He rowed away, silentlg swallowed bg the night.

f’rcparation took less than an hour.

“We're breaking our golden rule, Never leave or enter a port at night’,” Kirk
said as he bcgan liwcting the anchor.

“But, we both know it’s the right move this time.” _Jesse was wearing the
delicate, intricately etched silver pendant that had been in the box.  She felt it
between her breasts, smiled, “SUCH secrets it holds. . .of discreet rendezvous,
heartbreak, their desperate escape. il never take it off.”

With Kirk at the helm and Jesse on the bow thcy motored out slowly, Following
the exact route of entry. Once clear thcg raised sail, rcaching toward the
Strait of Malacca, a wcstcrly breeze gcntlg PUShing T alofa’ away from the
Sumatran coast.

Kirk hugged her as thcy ghosted along,  “| et’s see, my Dear, shall we head
N[ to T hailand, due F_to Malagsia, SF to Singaporc, or S to Medan?”

She sighed, “Ah, such decisions. . .| love this life!”






