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Chapter 1 – Narrated by Doug

 It's
Sunday evening and I find myself driving angrily northbound on the
101 Freeway. I am making a shopping trip far from home because I
know of only one place to purchase the commodity I need. That place
is, alas, in The Valley, so I'm spending a perfectly good evening
driving to The Valley even though I loathe The Valley from the
soles of my feet to the flakes of my scalp.

The Valley (less familiarly the San Fernando
Valley) north of Los Angeles, California, consists of endless miles
of strip malls, fast food joints and “quaint” suburban family homes
interspersed with identical looking houses used to shoot porn. Some
of the houses probably contain quaint families and are used to produce quaint porn, though I hope
those things aren’t happening at the same time. I try to get that
last disturbing image out of my mind as I continue to power up the
101 at a speed just below what would attract law enforcement
attention. When you are Doug Carrington, you find it convenient to
fly under the radar.

To be fair to The Valley, it is not alone as
a region of this megacity with which I have issues. I have rather
mixed feelings about living in Malibu, too. I love each sunset, but
any other time of day reminds me I live among the cliffs and
beaches of one of the most beautiful coastlines ever to be
completely overrun and ruined by humanity, ever, in the long
history of us discovering new places and ruining them. Malibu is
block-by-block connected to all the strip malls and houses from
Palm Springs to Orange County to The Valley to the sea; it is all
part of “Greater” LA. I despise this particular example of urban
sprawl as much as any place I have ever heard of, visited or
imagined. What was once endless rolling hills and fruit orchards,
white-sand beaches and pristine canyons is now concrete and cars;
it makes me want to vomit whenever I think of what has been forever
lost with so little to show for it. In-N-Out Burger is a valuable
addition to humankind, OK, but did we really need to rape a little
corner of heaven to create the right set of circumstances for it to
arise? I say absolutely not. I can sum up Los Angeles in a
Miltonian nutshell: paradise lost.

This sort of self-loathing is probably not
healthy, but there is nothing more I can do about it today.
Tomorrow, however, I'm taking action. Tomorrow, I'm leaving once
and for all. I want to try living some place a little less along
the been-discovered-and-been-ruined timeline.

My sojourn to The Valley will provide me
with the last item I need for a job I start tomorrow. I have spent
the better part of three weeks planning for and buying equipment
for this venture. As I park in front of a quaint house in Hidden
Hills my smartphone assures me is the address I’m looking for, I
can’t help but note tonight’s shopping trip is rather different
from last night’s. Last night, I brought three armed men with me
when I purchased two night-vision goggles underneath an overpass in
Compton from guys associated with one of the Mexican drug cartels.
Tonight, I’m flying solo and unarmed in the bedroom community of
Hidden Hills. Some Sociologist should investigate the different
environments in which illegal merchandise is bought and sold, I
think there must be some clues to the eternal nature of humanity
hidden in there somewhere.

But enough musing. I am not armed, but I do
need to possess a certain professional criminal attitude to make
sure things go smoothly tonight. As Samuel L. Jackson said in
Pulp Fiction, “Time to get into character.” This is
especially true for me, because my natural look (blonde, blow dried
hair, green eyes, strong chin, gangly arms and legs) is 100% Surfer
Dude, and whomever I meet inside there is not likely to have the
necessary respect for me if they only see a surfer dude. This look
of mine is especially ironic because, in my 35 years, I've never
caught a wave. Anyhow, I need to walk up to that door wearing a
scowl that can melt a Mormon at 100 paces. Whomever I'll be dealing
with needs to see a surfer dude with an Attitude.

I walk up to the front door, scowling, and
ring the bell. In a few seconds the door is opened by a short woman
with once-brunette-now-blonde-with-purple-streaks hair, wearing a
silky black kimono very loosely tied at the waist. Her breasts are
not breasts; the chest she was born with has been replaced by two
ridiculously sized silicon globes for business purposes. Great; I
accidentally have knocked on the door of a porn house here in The
Real Silicon Valley. “Who are you?” she asks with a broad Eastern
European accent.

“I’m looking for Francis,”
I say, just in case.

“Oh, yeah, he’s in a den.
Come.” While stepping back to allow me to enter, her robe's sash
can no longer handle the strain of her fanciful anatomy and she is
fully open kimono, what modesty she still possesses being protected
by panties that are the color of a traffic cone. She makes no
effort to cover herself. After she closes the door, she points
towards my left; she then turns and goes the other way, towards a
room with impossibly bright lights and a film crew watching action
I cannot see but, I regret to say, I can clearly hear.

I walk away from the “action” and the
hallway soon ends in a great room which has been transformed into
what looks a lot like the computer room for a small college: lots
of CPUs, screens, mice, keyboards, and a half dozen racks of more
intimidating pieces of hardware. Oh, and more importantly, two
cabinets in the back completely enclosed in large Plexiglas boxes.
I’m not a techie, but I’ve done just enough research to recognize
state-of-the-art 3-D printers when I’m in the same room with them.
A pimply-faced kid with wildly unkempt black hair and a T-Shirt
that reads, “Procrastinate, Now!” is hunched over one of the
computers, typing rapidly. “Hey, Francis, right?” I call to him,
causing him to look up like the FBI has snuck in past the porn crew
to arrest him. His shoulders tense and he appears ready to run
until he sees it’s just a surfer dude with a well-practiced scowl
and calms down slightly. “If you’re Francis and you’re ready to
deliver, I’ve brought you a significant sum of money. Can we take
care of this business now or not?”

Francis lets his eyes wander around the room
for a minute before refocusing on me. “You’re Doug Carrington?”

“The one and only,
kid.”

He nods at that information; for a minute I
think he’s going to ask to see my driver’s license to verify my
identity. But then he stops nodding and says, “Yeah, sure, let’s do
business, dude. Have a seat.”

He says this without irony, but I don’t see
any seat in the room besides his. “No, thanks, I’m in a bit of a
rush,” I reply.

He shrugs his shoulders and gets up, walking
to a shelf between the two 3-D printers. There he grabs a large
duffel bag. He brings it to me and, on the table next to me, sets
it down and unzips it in one smooth motion. “Here’s what you
ordered. Six guns that don’t look like guns and contain no metal
whatsoever.”

I pick up one of the rectangular pieces of
plastic out of the bag. It’s powder blue and has the slightly rough
surface an additive or “3-D” printer often leaves. There is a hole
in the front, a square button on top, and a little door on the
side. “This is it?”

Francis looks at me with surprise, but
there’s something more in his expression: he’s offended. He is the
master designer, and my lack of praise for his work bothers him.
“Dude, this is exactly what you asked for! Look.” He picks up a
prescription medicine bottle from the duffel bag and opens the
child-proof cap. The hand drawn label shows a skull and
cross-bones; cute. He turns it over onto his empty palm and
extracts a single capsule. It looks like a Tylenol. But when I lean
in for a closer look, I see it’s flat on one end, like a bullet.
“Inside each of these bullets is a plastic dart that this gun
expels at 100 miles per hour, fast enough to penetrate through a
coat, sweater and shirt. The tip is poisoned; anyone you shoot with
this will be dead within a minute. It’s every bit as effective as
Clint Eastwood’s Magnum .45 but you can carry it through a metal
detector without slowing down. And when you shoot it, it looks like
you’re using a phaser from Star Trek. It is the best invention for
the dedicated Libertarian in, like, forever.”

The kid looks like he should be delivering
papers from a 10-speed, not building untraceable weapons and
producing porn. But, he has come to me highly recommended, so I
assume he knows what he is talking about. “How do you load it?”

He takes the gun from my hand, shows me how
the small door on the side opens and slides in the capsule/bullet.
He closes the door. “It only takes one bullet?” I ask.

“Yes, single
shot.”

“That can get
sticky.”

“It’s all I can build
right now. If I manage to perfect the version I’m working on with a
six dart clip, I’ll e-mail ya.”

I take the gun back from him. “So, now I aim
and push the button? What’s the range?”

“About 10-20 feet,
depending on wind and how steady your hand is.”

“So...” I say, pointing
the gun right at him. That gets his attention. I’m willing to
speculate that bodily fluids and probably even solids are being
emitted involuntarily by my new friend Francis right now. “Tell me:
when you go shopping, do you splurge for the triple-ply, quilted
toilet paper?”

“What?”

“I mean, you appear to
pull all your ideas out of your ass, so you should protect what's
important to you.” I smile when I say this but Francis, on the
business end of the gun he designed, does not. “Consider getting
yourself some security for these sorts of transactions, Francis; I
don’t think everyone in my line of work is as business oriented and
fair minded as I am.” I raise my hand so I'm aiming over his head
and shoot the dart into the wall behind him. The gun is nearly
silent when fired, making a soft pop! sound, like someone
bursting a very, very small balloon; I like that. I can shoot
someone in a crowd and no one would notice. As Francis remembers
how to breathe again, I walk around him and take a look at the
wall. Sure enough, the dart is solidly embedded in the wall despite
the slow speed of the projectile; I am willing to take his word on
the effectiveness of the poison. I turn back around and unzip my
jacket, taking off a photographer's vest and handing it to Francis.
“I’ll take ‘em. Here’s the $600,000 we agreed to. Count
it.”

“No need,” he says,
holding the vest like a three-days dead trout.

“Francis, I get you want
me to leave as soon as possible, and I will. But this is business.
I didn’t shoot you, because we’re doing business, and I want you to
count your money so you know how I do business. OK?”

Though he’s not happy about it, Francis
opens the pockets of the vest and takes out multiple bricks of $100
bills. As he counts the bills in one brick, I tell him, “Don't
worry too much about lacking a brain and therefore thinking where
you sit. Everyone has issues and everyone compensates as best they
can. I, for example, have an enormous penis, but I still manage to
live a relatively normal life despite that deformity.” I'm still
smiling, but I just can't get the kid to laugh. I guess Gen Z types
don't get my sense of humor. Francis is done counting the first wad
of cash; he compares the other bricks to the one he counted and
quickly announces, “OK, we’re good.”

“Good. Pleasure doing
business with you, Francis.”

“You too.”

I walk to the hall where I can again hear
the “acting” going on nearby. I turn back and say, “Just a
suggestion, think about getting those printers to print in silicon,
then you can run both your businesses from the same equipment.”

It takes him a minute to realize I’m talking
about the fake breasts of the actresses in the other part of the
house. “Oh, that’s not my business, I’m just renting space from a
guy I went to high school with. My parents live around the
corner.”

“Of course they do,” I say
with, I’ll admit, a certain air of superiority as I walk down the
hall, shielding my eyes so I don't accidentally see something I
can't unsee, and exit. I want to get back to the beach as quickly
as I can; tomorrow is going to be a long day.







Chapter 2 – Narrated by Loco

 Greetings and felicitations, one and all. I am a dog named
Loco - please note the capitalization. I'm called Loco, I'm not
loco. I have the great good fortune to live on the most
beautiful, wonderful, amazing island on this planet, Rapa
Nui. You might know my home better as Easter Island, but
really, why were those ancient seafaring white people so hung up
with naming places for the day they first saw them? A fickle breeze
or a confused navigator and I could be living on Thursday Tea Time
Island.

On Rapa Nui, I live in the only town,
Hanga Roa. I'm a street dog; I belong to no one and
everyone, all at once. My mates and I have the run of the streets,
from the airport to the marina and every small house, hotel and
restaurant in between. There are almost as many of us on the island
as there are people, though daily waves of tourists probably give
their species a slight advantage. I happily trot up and down the
paved yet dusty streets as I please until I feel a bit shagged out
and then I pick a nap spot. Sometimes I prefer the sun, if the
weather happens to be winterish, but usually I snooze in the shade.
After sufficient rest, it is time to trot the streets again.

But, as my name implies, I’m a little
different from my siblings and friends. And it’s not just what my
name is; it’s the fact that I have a name, that I am recognized as
different from all the others. They’re just called Dog, or
sometimes Damn Dog, but everyone knows me as Loco. Why? It’s not my
pedigree; my ancestry is as creative and convoluted as my mongrel
kin. I’m not particularly large or small, either. My pretty yellow
lab coloring helps me stand out slightly, because my coat looks
darned good, sure, and it also does an amazing job of hiding the
dirt and grime inherent to the life of a street dog. But I know
that’s not it, either. What really sets me apart is my attitude.
Every other dog lets people either come to them or not, and doesn't
care one way or the other if they receive attention. That’s not my
style. I actively seek affection from my two-legged buddies: I
scamper right up to anyone I want to meet. But the real kicker is
this: I carry a small rock in my mouth and I set it down in front
of them before sitting down expectantly. For reasons no one can
explain, least of all me, this process surprises people out of
their day-to-day stupor and causes almost everyone to stop and
shower some adoration on me. My back is well patted, my tummy is
well scratched, and I think I’m the best fed dog in all of Chile.
Only serious dog haters are resistant to my charms, but I don’t
hold that against them – I just know it’s their loss.

The sun rose brilliantly this morning,
nothing interfering with its warm rays reaching my blonde fur. All
the humans I see are wearing their sunglasses on their way to work,
swimming, surfing or breakfast. This brightness is mildly unusual
around here, where clouds generally cover up part of that
relentless sun, but it is pleasant enough. I spent the previous
night near the Tau Tau Hotel, a nice place with comfy grass
to lie on and good nooks to curl up in. I think a comfy nook is
critical to being a happy street dog, because if you get your
beauty rest out in the open, eventually someone is going to step on
you in the dark. I rise, yawn and stretch theatrically in case
anyone’s watching and wondering if I could use some breakfast. Then
it’s time for a nice trot through the main street, Atamu
Tekena, to see what’s going on. I see several of my fellow
street dogs, but as per our long standing tradition we don’t speak
to each other. Our silence makes us much more accepted in Rapa
Nui society. A quick sniff of a dark furred shepherd mix is
enough to know what’s what; he slept near garbage cans again.
There’s just something odd about that guy.

I’m in no hurry at all this morning and so
wander from one side of the street to the other, sniffing at
anything interesting. Since the entire island is a rain forest,
there is never a lack of interesting smells. Various ferns and
flowering plants grow everywhere, and palm and hardwood trees shade
small circles of the street. This early in the day the sun is my
friend; I like feeling it shining on my back. But, in less than an
hour the sun will turn hot and mean and I will avoid its direct
light for the rest of the day.

If that ancient mariner white guy who
“discovered” this island (after it had been inhabited for hundreds
of years) had decent eyesight, instead of Easter Island he would
have named Rapa Nui Paradise. There is no place like it; OK,
I've never been any place else, but I still think it is paradise,
or at least as close as we are likely to bump into in this life. It
is beautiful, in a way no postcard can adequately represent. It
smells wonderful, fresh and radiant with life, and my nose is at
least 10,000 times more sensitive than yours, so trust me on this
one. There are not too many people; I've heard stories of the
ancestors of the people of Rapa Nui who settled eight
beautiful islands way off northwest of here ages ago, but paved
over and poured concrete on most of one island until a million
humans and thousands of visiting tourists cover just everything; I
pray to Dog every night that story isn't true. Rapa Nui is
far enough from all places with people that it will never be in
danger of being overrun. The manageable number of people here are
well off and friendly and just so darned sweet it is hard to
believe. And then there is the water, the wide and wild Pacific
itself, lapping at your sight line all the time, beckoning and
warning the people in one breath, keeping everyone nearby while
rewarding their bravery for venturing into the blue with tasty
fish, amazing sights through a snorkel mask, and crashing waves for
all the surfers. I love it here. Even if I knew how to leave, I'd
just say no. Maybe even hell no.

The first rush hour of the Rapa Nui
day is just starting: tourists running from their complementary
breakfasts to their first tours of the day. Not everyone hops into
the tour company vans; some use rental cars, Vespas or ATVs to
prowl the island on their own, but most seem happy to have a local
show them around. I stop to watch one of the tourist vans as it
pulls up outside the office of a tour company. The front door opens
and I see a familiar pair of shoes, very thin soled canvas shoes in
sunflower yellow with dozens of tiny dark blue polka dots (yes, I
see yellows and blues almost like a human; I’m glad these shoes
aren’t what you people call pink). The shoes bounce when they hit
the ground and then dance over to the office. It is quite
impossible for anyone to be unhappy wearing a super cute pair of
shoes like that. I know the lady wearing them well, Javiera, a
high-energy and quick stepping tour guide, and she quickly skips
back to the van with her clipboard in hand and half a dozen
tourists in tow. “Hey, Loco!” she calls to me, patting me on the
head and scratching behind my ears just the way I like before
helping her charges into the van. These lucky folks are going to
have a great day on some corner of the island, maybe Rano
Raraku, the quarry where the statues that make us famous, the
moai, were dug out of the ground and carved using hand tools
hundreds of years ago. Most of the moai are still there,
awaiting delivery to their planned display sites that will never
come. Or the tourists could be headed to Orongo, the top of
a volcano next to town where people used to gather for the Birdman
Race: humans would climb down a cliff, swim to a small offshore
island, pick up a tern’s egg, and try to reverse the route and
bring the egg back undamaged. Humans! What a goofy species, though
maybe it was these ancient dudes that inspired me to pick up a rock
and drop it at people’s feet. Maybe I picked up that habit from a
great-great-great grandfather, who knows? Orongo is at the
edge of the Rano Kau crater, about a mile across and filled
with fresh water and reeds. It’s beautiful, I hear; I’ve never
bothered to walk that far to find out.

The next rush hour in town will be for the
afternoon tours, but then the big excitement of the day occurs: the
daily flight from Santiago arrives and then, shortly thereafter,
the same plane becomes the daily flight to Santiago and departs. It
is the circle of life: these daily flights export tired, poor
tourists and import a whole new crop of enthusiastic, wealthy
people that have never had the privilege of feeding me. That means
I can laze around all I like in the morning, but in the afternoon I
need to be sharp.

The airplane is our life line to the rest of
the world. Rapa Nui probably deserves the title, “The Middle
of Nowhere,” more than any other spot on the planet: the closest
place that has other people, Pitcairn Island, is about 1300 miles
away. The closest point on any continent is in central Chile,
almost 2200 miles away. The oral tradition of the Polynesians calls
the island, “Te pito o te kainga a Hau
Maka” which has been poetically translated
as, “The Navel of the World.” So, call us the middle of the belly
button instead of the middle of nowhere, if you please. If it
weren’t for the 887 moai
scattered around the island, I’m guessing a
lot fewer people would ever bother to make the
spectacularly long trip to get here. But we have the
moai, so we’ll
never be lonely. The moai
draw ‘em in, and then I charm ‘em and everyone
enjoys their time contemplating the Navel.

I stroll on down the hill to the marina to see the sea. This is a
very Rapa Nui thing to do. No one respects the sea
quite so much as people that live surrounded by nothing but 1300
miles of it. Keeping an eye on its mood, its swells and troughs,
its color and scent, is something that everyone on the island does
multiple times a day. I honestly don’t get the thrill of it; I
mean, sure, it’s nice and blue and the ebb
and flow of it can be hypnotic when you have a full stomach, but
otherwise I can take it or leave it. But it’s part of the culture
of my home and I’m not one to avoid activities enjoyed by the
people who are capable of providing me with snacks, treats
and meals. This morning I see a few people I know
seeing the sea and they pat me on the head and inquire about my
health and happiness, but there’s not a lot of eating going on in
the public this morning. The fishing boats are mostly out and
working; the three or four which didn’t make the trip today are
sashaying with the fickle flow of the tide in pleasant ways,
taking the waves' vertical energy and translating it
sideways. It looks like the boats are
shaking their heads, “No.” I growl softly at
the moai which has been re-erected just outside the marina, facing
directly at the new artificial turf football field next to
the community recreation center.
Moai, in
general, face away from the sea – it is thought so they can keep an
eye on and provide help and support to the people living there.
There are seven statues a few miles outside
of town that face the sea, to the West, but those guys are
really loco and probably
are best disregarded. This town moai is somewhat the worse
for wear, his features weathered and parts of him worn nearly to
the nub, but I still like him. The dude has personality. I water
his pedestal (or ahu) out of respect and admiration,
assuming he would enjoy smelling like me for a few days, and move
on.

This tour of town is making me a bit tired,
so I find a shady little hollow near the beach and lie down for a
few minutes. A girl, maybe 10 years old, ambles away from her
mother to come over and pat me on the head. I smile my doggy smile
in appreciation. Then she sets down a small, black volcanic rock in
front of me. “Here, Loco, you may need this later,” she tells me
before prancing back to the blanket she and her mother are sharing
on the beach.

Yeah, she knows me. It’s nice to be
recognized, though I hope I don’t start attracting paparazzi
anytime soon. I snooze for a few minutes, resting up for the
eventual climb back up to the main street where the human activity
is generally going on. It is January, which is usually the hottest
time of year, so I’m savoring the shade while I can. I know by the
time I start moving again the sun will be mercilessly shining upon
me as it follows me around town. But, I put up with the heat
because it’s better than learning how to live with the cold. I
don’t do cold; never have and, with any luck at all, never will.
I’ve heard rumors that some parts of this planet actually have ice
form on the ground and white frozen water fall from the sky. I
don’t really believe any of that nonsense, mind you, but I am not
planning on taking any chances by ever, ever leaving paradise.

I open my eyes. My young rock-bearing friend
and her mother have gone and, sure enough, the sun is high in the
sky and mercilessly shining on the world’s navel. But I can’t let
that bother me, it’s time to be moving on. I stand and start my
long, slow climb back to the places that serve lunch. Maybe I can
find a little something to chew on before the new tourists
arrive.

Back on Atamu Tekena Street, the city
has come to life. Pickup trucks, small SUVs and a smattering of
sedans share the street with motor scooters and all-terrain
vehicles. People walk both ways on both sidewalks and cross the
street wherever the mood suits them. My fellow four-legged friends
are their usual friendly selves, watching the humans move about and
either meandering or conserving energy on the sidewalks and patches
of grassy shade near fences and buildings. I sniff out some of my
favorite haunts: Tia Berta’s Empanadas, a couple of bakeries with
excellent bread and cakes, and all the mini marts along the street
with their fresh fruits and wrapped chocolates. All good smells,
making my nose work overtime early in the day. I find a few dropped
tidbits here and there. Remember, appetizers are an important part
of any meal, especially for a street dog at lunchtime.

My rock! I forgot to pick up the rock the
little girl brought to me. Where is my mind these days? But, it’s
far from a crisis; there are plenty of others to choose from all
around town. I pick up one particular example and wait for a human
to walk by, in this case a lady who works in one of the bakeries.
She smells good, like living, walking bread. Yummy. I fall into
step with her for half a block before she stops, looking both ways
and waiting for a line of cars and scooters to pass. I take this
opportunity to cut just in front of her and set down my rock. I
look up at her expectantly, but don’t wag my tail – I have some
pride, after all, and am not ready to completely abandon my dignity
for a little attention.

She looks down at me. “Oh, hi, Loco,” she
says. She bends at the waist and scratches me behind my ears very
pleasantly. I stretch out my neck to reach as close to her as
possible. She misses an opportunity to cross the street as she
continues working on my ears and then gives me a couple full pats
on my side. “See you later!” she sings as she dashes across the
street.

Now that’s what I call the proper
application of a rock in human-canine interactions! Yowza!

I pick up the rock and carry it around in my
mouth as I continue to check out the world around me. I stop at the
side of a building that houses a restaurant that I know has a leaky
faucet on the outer wall and set down my rock long enough to drink
out of a puddle – in the heat, you have to watch dehydration or
you’re not going to be a very happy dog, let me tell you from
first-hand experience. I was one miserable puppy one day when I was
so busy dogging around I forgot to drink anything all day long.

Picking up my rock, I continue up the street
to a restaurant called Club Sandwich. As I check out the menu with
my nose, someone I recognize exits the restaurant and steps up onto
the sidewalk: Victor Lorca. He’s always good for some friendly
attention, so I drop my rock in front of him. “Hey, Loco! How are
you doing today?” he says as he pats me on the head. Victor is a
tall human, so when he bends over to pet me he's making a real
effort. “It’s good to see you, my friend. Seeing you lets me know
that all is right with the world. Well, I have to run! Sorry. See
you later.” He ruffles the fur on my sides a little and then walks
to his car a few feet up the sidewalk. Victor is a policeman. I am
not exactly sure what a policeman does, honestly. I’ve heard of the
idea of crime and its various components, such as murder, arson,
and breaking and entering, but I’ve never seen anything like that
on Rapa Nui. But, I think I like policemen because I like
Victor. He’s very dog friendly.







Chapter 3 – Narrated by Victor

 I climb
into my car, a twenty-year-old Toyota Corolla, and get it started
on the third try. I wave to Loco the dog and start to drive slowly
up Atamu Tekena during this busy lunch hour, dodging dogs
and tourists and a couple of locals. I wish I had an official
police vehicle with lights and sirens to blast my way through the
center of town, but I don't. I am Victor Lorca, Police Officer, but
my official duties and authority are probably more like that of a
dog catcher.

I wave to the locals I see; I was born on
this island, so I am waving to people I have known for nearly
thirty years. The older folks knew me when I was a baby, and a
toddler, and a troublemaking teenager, and they are still able to
smile and wave at me like I’m their flesh and blood. And, in a way,
I guess I am: anyone who is born with Rapa Nui heritage has
to be related in some way, if you’re willing to look back enough
generations.

My mother can trace her family back over a
hundred years on Rapa Nui, though things get cloudy after
that. About half the population of the island was abducted and
removed by Peruvian slave traders in the 1860s, including the
entire literate classes for the native script found on the island
(rongorongo). Eventually, a few survivors were brought back,
but some of them had smallpox. Add in an epidemic of tuberculosis
introduced by visiting whalers and a few similar misadventures and
over 97% of the native population died in a decade. Those
unpleasant interactions with the outside world took all our written
and a lot of our oral history away from us, quite possibly forever.
However, there is an American, Professor Helliwell, on the island
right now looking for clues on how to read rongorongo. Thus
far he hasn’t made any progress. Without that history and context,
the existence of nearly 900 gigantic statues in various states of
completeness and disrepair create a lot more mysteries than they
answer. Why do most moai face away from the sea, but the
seven at Ahu Akivi face towards it? What exactly ended the
period of moai building, and why did all the moai end
up face first in the dirt? Yes, there is a lot we don't know about
ourselves, at least in part due to Peruvian slave traders.

Luckily, my mom didn't hold a grudge against
the outside world. She married a man from Chile, the country that
currently controls the island. Therefore, I’m pretty much Easter
Island in human form: half Chilean, half Polynesian. I both revel
in and feel encroached by our isolated island. I'm happy-go-lucky,
but don't see how I fit in a modern world.

But, enough of all that, it’s time to
apretar cachete (literally tighten my butt cheeks,
figuratively hurry up). I'm making the short drive to the airport
to meet the flight from Santiago. As I arrive, I see the owners of
most of the hotels on the island waiting in the parking lot for new
guests to arrive, chatting to each other in Spanish or Rapa
Nui, the local Polynesian dialect. There’s no public
transportation here, so most hotel operators provide airport
transfers. Despite all the Spanish being spoken, they all hold
floral leis to give to their guests when they have retrieved their
baggage and stepped out into the sunlight. Where else do you see
that combination of cultures?

The airport terminal is still in town, less
than a kilometer from the central business district. The terminal
is small, open air and features no jet ways or executive lounges.
It could be an airport in Bora Bora or Moorea or...well, almost
anywhere in the Pacific except Honolulu or Auckland. However, this
small island terminal is surprisingly connected to a massive runway
3.4 kilometers long. That’s not that impressive compared to a big
city airport (Santiago’s airport has one runway that is 3.9
kilometers long), but it is huge for our tiny little island. The
runway practically cuts off access to the volcano Rano Kau
in the southwestern corner of the island. It allows long haul
aircraft to land here, but it was actually lengthened for another
reason: the United States space agency, NASA, needed a place for
the Space Shuttle to land if they had to abort a take-off from
their California launch site. Alas, the shuttle never launched from
California, so the lengthening of our runway was pretty pointless,
but that’s OK. It opened us up to the rest of the world and their
wide body planes, so I say thank you, NASA.

I am meeting the plane because... OK,
there’s no good reason for it. No one has asked me to meet the
plane, today or any other day. But, I do, when my schedule permits,
just because I think it’s a good idea to keep an eye on who is
coming and going and it makes the tourists feel more secure to see
a policeman nearby. But, that’s not the real reason, or at least
not the main reason. The main reason I do this is simple: I’m
bored. There are many cops on Easter Island and very, very little
crime, so that results in an exceptionally small work load for all
of us.

I get out of my car and walk through the
terminal. There are a couple hundred tourists here, waiting to take
the plane back to Santiago. A few are eating or drinking, a few
more are doing their all-important last minute souvenir shopping. I
wave to Alberto, who works security for the Chilean government, and
continue into the secure area. In the secure area there are more
places to eat or drink or buy souvenirs and more tourists
participating in those activities. There is also a young woman,
probably 25 years old, with partially pink hair, clutching her
cloth purse and looking around frantically. Her clothes are loose
and flowing: baggy brown sweat pants, a multi-color T-shirt with
long sleeves and Birkenstock sandals. She spots me in my uniform
and darts over to me. “Hilfe! Bitte sehr hilfe!”

“What’s wrong, Miss?” I
ask in English. I recognize that she’s speaking German, but I won’t
be able to assist her in that language. English generally is the
common tongue amongst all the tourists.

She switches languages with some difficulty.
“My pass – er, passport! Stolen!”
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