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         The year was 1982. In Sweden, where the asphalt glistened of newly melted snow and the wind was a pest to those who dared step into the streets, a storm of news was sweeping the nation. News about the spectacular escape from the Kumla prison and the following wave of crime unparalleled in Swedish history. Eleven banks in five cities had all been robbed of millions of dollars, and a police car had been blown up with what was assumed to have been a homemade hand grenade. Miraculously, no one had been killed in the dramatic chase, and in a few weeks the authorities managed to catch the escaped prisoners one after the other, until only two were missing. 

         Two prisoners were still missing and with them most of the money from the robberies. 

         Police were routinely checking every major road in the south of Sweden, and especially in Malmö where the sound of helicopters cleaved through the air day and night. Interpol was contacted and a special search group was formed. But time went by, and the police had no particular lead, not even a tiny trace, to aid them towards making an arrest. 

         Melker “Scrupulous” Gabrielsson and Sven “The Tornado” Jonsson had disappeared without a trace.

          
   

         About 10,000 sea miles away, just off the coast of Chile, the water surface was glistening beautifully under an enchantingly blue sky. The boat, Freeman, slid majestically through the mirror-like Pacific Ocean. The only thing you could hear was a small glugging sound at the hull and a sporadic fluttering of the sail in the almost windless surroundings. 

         “I just don’t get it,” Sven said and took a few sips of his bottle of Red Label. “It’s as if you wanted it to fail. Maybe that’s just how you are. A lot of people are like that; they want everything to go wrong. They can’t deal with progress, they get scared – and I don’t fucking know. But that’s probably how you are. I think. That’s the only explanation. Or?” Sven narrowed his eyes and stared at Melker for a long time. Then it looked like he was sleeping, but it was just an unusually long stare. 

         “We’ve talked about this a thousand times. I don’t know what else to say. Done is done,” Melker answered, as he looked at the grand sail that was hanging limply from its pole. He adjusted the course slightly.

         “I would’ve wrapped the money in plastic,” Sven continued with a louder voice. “I would’ve wrapped it in plastic, I would’ve made sure it was waterproof, and I would’ve wrapped it three times. At least three times.”

         “We have to reef the sail - this is not working,” Melker said.

         “And then, after wrapping them in three layers of plastic, I would’ve put the money back in the bags. I would’ve tied the bags together with a rope.”

         “Hey, could you help me here? We have to reef the sail and probably cross over again – this is not working. We’re not going anywhere. Hey, are you listening to me?”

         “No, no, no, no, no. No. Wait. Let me tell you what else I would’ve done. After tying the bags together, I would’ve fastened them to a buoy. Or a few fenders. Or something else that could float!”

         “I should’ve left you in Chile,” Melker mumbled to himself as he reefed the sail, adjusted the boom and sat back down at the helm.

         On the horizon, the heavy cumulus clouds were looming, and Melker felt an uneasy lump in his throat again. Neither he nor Sven were sailors; it was through a long row of attempts, some of which failed, that they had managed to travel almost to the other side of the earth. But it had not been easy, especially not through the Bay of Biscay or the Atlantic Ocean. And Melker had developed an intense love-hate relationship with the ocean. The great blue expanse had many faces, most of which were very beautiful, but the ocean was temperamental and unpredictable. It could change in seconds. And the ocean in rough weather was completely merciless. It got on his nerves. Besides, they had not stayed anywhere long enough to regain their strength and get some rest. 

         Right now, it looked like the Pacific would not keep silent. The horizon got darker and darker. And suddenly there was a quick flash in the darkness.

         Melker did not listen to what Sven was saying, but out of the corner of his eye, he saw the whiskey bottle on the railing. He turned quickly, and the half-full bottle fell into the ocean. A sense of victory flooded through him.

         “NO! For fuck’s sake!” Sven screamed, and for a moment it looked like he was going to jump into the ocean after the bottle. Melker grabbed his shoulder.

         “Listen, get it together. Look. We’re about to sail right into a storm. Help me, god dammit,” he said. 

         And the storm came faster than expected. It covered the horizon and moved straight at them. The swells made the boat rock like a cradle in the deep darkness. It made them shut up. The boat was going fast -  12 knots and counting. There was nowhere to hide.

         “Oh shit, the sail!” Melker screamed, and his rage made the horror he was feeling inside disappear. It did not have the same effect on Sven. The seriousness of the situation chiseled the contours around Sven’s eyes and nothing hid the fear in his eyes. The anxiety weakened his voice when he said: “The handle fell into the ocean.”

         Melker threw himself to the edge of the rope like a madman, and Sven helped, but it was all for nothing. The wind ripped through the rig with a scream. The horizon disappeared behind the next large wave, the boat reared and cut through the wave. As it came back down, they reached 20 knots. They were sailing over the waves, and the biggest threat was not whether the boat would capsize, even though the white foam flew around them and the water lapped over them, but whether the mast would break.

         The hull creaked mercilessly. If there was a leak anywhere, hidden cracks, if something was loose – this would be when they found out. And it would all be over. They did not have a lifeboat, no radio or radar. They were on the run. They had removed everything that could be used to find them. 

         How cold would the water be? The horizon was black and the ocean had an angry, dark blue color topped with a mad, white foam. 

         They could hear the sound of cracking whips that sounded like gunshots in the wind, and a strange sound followed. Instinctively, they both turned towards it. They stared at it, scared. Seeing a steel cable dancing around in the air was a nightmare. And then, the sail. It fluttered free and was ripped to shreds like a napkin in no time.

         They could not hear each other yelling. They heard the wind. They heard the complaints of the boat. 

         Melker stared into the emptiness in front of him with a salty taste on his lips. Still alive. Still not over. 

          
   

         When morning came, everything was quiet again. The ocean was blue, the sky was blue and the sun was shining beautifully. Melker and Sven did not speak. The ocean had said and done plenty enough. 
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