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It was a terrifying sight that he hoped he would never experience. The pit of his stomach was in knots of defeat, and these could be his final moments of life. Seawater was pouring into 

Andorra’s damaged hull on the port side. She was already on a twenty-degree lisp, 

submerging most of the cabin underwater.

The water was almost up to Jack's shoulders, and he knew he was running out of time to free his legs. He swallowed more of the dark, salty seawater every time he went under to free his legs. He felt the numbness in his legs and the sharp, growing pain in his back and head from being tossed around when Andora rolled. The pain was throughout his body as he moved to free himself.

"Is this it?" He cried. Was he going to die in a watery death at sea alone? Andorra was already demasted by a lightning strike and finished by the high wind. The mast and rigging were now gone from Andorra. As she rocked in the twenty-foot waves of the storm, she creaked and moaned her death cry. Andorra was on her way down to the sea's dark depths in what he thought were the final moments of his life. Jack's life flashed before his eyes, and he regretted so much.

Jack regretted taking off, giving up on his family, and losing his job. He missed his family more than he could ever say, but Jack knew it was all his fault and had blown a good thing. "I am sorry for so much, my love," Jack said to his wife. He thought he heard her reply in the wind. "You blew it, Jack," Jack heard her say in a whisper in the wind. He knew that he did.

Jack knew that he put his needs before his family and his need to roam the sea. "I am a cold man. I put myself first over others," he said with tears of regret and helplessness. The voyage was to free him from the mundane life that he felt was boxing him in. He knew the risks and dangers of the sea, but the advantages outweighed them all. Now, he had lost it all: his family, his job, and now, most likely, his life.

The first leg of the voyage started in Hawaii, with calm seas and a steady wind from the south for the first four days. Andorra was on a twenty-three-degree southwest course, with her sails pulled to the starboard and running wing to wing. She was running a steady eight to thirteen knots most of the time. By late afternoons, Jack set the jib with the mainsail windward.

Andorra kept on her course, making good time with two—or three-foot waves on her bow. She made about a thousand miles 

towards Australia on her first four days of the five thousand miles. Jack monitored the marine forecast twice daily for weather updates, listened to shortwave broadcasts for the world news, and listened to music.

All was well as he settled in for the rest of the voyage. It was smooth sailing until the fifth night when he heard a storm warning on the nightly marine weather forecast. Jack's heart raced as he heard the storm's details and put his hands over his face in disbelief. He was exhausted from the lack of sleep the last few nights at sea. Jack fell asleep at the radio table, thinking and listening to the weather.

Jack was awakened by Andora smashing through the high seas, severe lightning, and wind. "The storm!" He picked up the microphone and made a distress call: "CQ Mayday, CQ Mayday, CQ Mayday, this is the Andorra. Our position is seven and seventeen minutes north, one hundred sixty-six degrees, and thirty-seven minutes west. We need help." Nothing but static and crashes from the lighting. He continued calling " CQ Mayday," but he didn't hear any response to his call.

He slipped on a harness and went topside to drop the sails. Jack turned to starboard and gasped. "OH, mother of god!" at the biggest wave he saw approaching him. Jack dived through the hatchway and secured the hatch just as Andorra went into a roll. Jack was tossed around and landed in the galley as Andorra up righted. Jack's was pinned between two cabinets that broke loose and pinned him between them.

He felt Andorra being pushed to the port and then heard the splintering of the port side hull. Water rushed into the cabin as Jack struggled to free his bound legs. Even if his legs weren't pinned, there was very little he could do to save them. The cabin was filling up fast. The water was already up to Jack's chest. It won't be long before they go down. Andorra’s hull being punctured was the death blow for her.

Jack thought about the day he sailed to Hawaii, hoping to start a new life and free himself from his past. Jack had sailed for many years with his family in California. They sailed to Catalina Island and the other islands off the coast of California. They even sailed up to San Francisco and many Central America and South America ports until Jack lost his job for being off sailing. His wife divorced him and took their two boys to the east coast. Jack moved aboard and soon after sailed to Hawaii to escape the loss of his family.

Jack worked in a boatyard repairing boats, on an island tour boat, and lived aboard Andorra. He dreamt of solo voyages, but now his dream was sinking with his faithful Andora. She took him on many great voyages in the ten years he owned her, but it was about over for both of them. Andorra was now on a steady decline. In her final moments, she leaned even more towards the port side. "She is going down fast," he said to himself, knowing he was alone without anyone to help. Another wave pushed water through the broken hull. Jack knew he had to move fast before she went down.

Then, another wave rolled over them, causing Andora to rock enough to shift the cabinets that pinned his legs. "I am free," he yelled and swallowed more water. With very little headroom, Jack wades to the ladder. On the way up the ladder, he grabbed the sea survival pack and whatever else he could. Jack struggled to get the survival pack through the hatch. The pain in his legs grew as he climbed topside with the pack.

Jack quickly unfastened the raft on the starboard side and pulled its air-cock. Jack jumped in with the pack in his arms. He pushed off and got away just in time as Andora moaned one last time and quickly disappeared. Jack watched in horror as his love went down. "Goodbye, Andorra," he moaned with heart-wrenching pain and tears. The sea took Andorra from him, with only memories left of her. The pain subsumed him as tears flowed from his loss.

He quickly slipped on the raft harness and 

waited for the wild ride. The wind howled its victory as it tossed Jack around. Waves submerged the raft and toasted him around like a rollercoaster ride, with the mainsail in tow of the rafts aft. Somehow, the stays and sail were entangled with the transit after it was separated from Andorra. It would've taken the raft down with her if it weren't.

Jack closed his eyes and recited a sailor prayer: "Heavenly Father, I pray that when there seems to be no hope, You will be the bright and morning star for us at sea..." He was cut off mid-prayer as another wave crashed over him and covered the raft with Andora's sail. He swallowed more of the salty water every wave, choking him and making breathing hard.

He thought about his family in California and their happy Sunday dinners together at home. The summer days were spent teaching his sons about the sea and sailing. Jack's eyes welled up with tears as he remembered those happy days. The time his youngest son fell overboard while Andorra was mooring on one of their summer trips. Jack went in and got him aboard, gagging and coughing up water that he swallowed. He could swim but falling overboard took him by surprise. Jack went in just in case he had any trouble.

His son asked him why the seawater was so salty? "Well, the sea salt comes from the runoff from the land and openings in the seafloor." Jack paused and studied his son's puzzled look. "Don't drink too much of it, or you will swell up like a beach ball." His son rolled his eyes and went below.

His oldest laughed uncontrollably and teased his younger brother, but Jack quickly stopped. The oldest always teased him, but this was different. Jack's amusement quickly turned to sadness that he lost his family and may never see them again. "Now I see the emptiness within me." He choked out and broke down in self-pity. "Everything I had is gone." He closed his eyes and quickly fell fast asleep.

The warm morning warmed his wet, tattered body. Jack slowly opened his eyes to bright, hazy light. "Am I died?" He thought with a gritty taste of sand that covered inside his mouth. Then, Jack realized it was the sail covering his head and upper body as he moved around. He pushed away his wet cocoon to reveal a beach on an island. It was an oasis with a white sandy beach and lush green palm trees. "Is this the Utopia I have been looking for so long?" He knew it wasn't but wasn't sure where he was.

He looked around at the strange place, "Where the hell am I?" He lifted himself from the ground and tried to stand, but his legs gave out. Jack's banged-up body hurt from the tossing around when Andorra rolled. He flipped the raft over and grabbed the survival bag still secured to the beyond-repair raft. Luckily, it got him through the storm and to this small island.

He fell back down and sat on the water's edge, looking at the strange surroundings. Jack wondered what kind of animals or people that might inhabit the island. Any large animals on the island that could attack him? What about pirates! Could it be a hideaway for pirates? Jack scoffed at the thought of pirates. "I've watched too many damn movies." He knew they still existed in the twenty-first century, but what was the chance of it. Jack hoped he wouldn't have to deal with that.

Jack had no time to think negative thoughts. He had to find shelter and eat before dark. Jack grabbed his folding saw from the pack and started cutting bamboo on the edge of the woods. He cut enough for a frame for a shelter and draped part of the remaining sail over the frame. Jack dug a small pit and enclosed it with rocks. Then he made a bamboo spear, hopefully to spear 

some fish for dinner. Jack spent the next four hours trying to spear a fish, eventually spring three.

After a supper of fish and coconuts, Jack sat by the fire and planned what to do next. First, he thought about how long it took him to spear the fish and get coconut meat and milk from a coconut. Then, Jack decided to scout the island in the morning and see who was with him. Unfortunately, he only had a survival knife, which was little protection. Jack read a few pages of the Survival at Sea Handbook before he left Hawaii. It cautioned always to be aware of your surroundings. Jack thought that was darn good advice.

He sat by the fire, thinking and dreaming about his life before this voyage. Finally, he crawled into his makeshift shelter and quickly fell asleep to the sound of the waves crashing on the rocks. He would have plenty of time to explore the island and find a way to get off it, and he hoped that would be sooner than later.

Jack has been doing his daily routine since being on the island. Time was quickly slipping away. Weeks seemed like years, but it has been a short time. Jack explored the island and found a clean source of water. He also found abundant fruit and wild vegetables on the other side of the island. While roaming the island, Jack thought of possible ways to leave it and return home. Each idea of how to get off the island sounded risky, and he thought of other ways he could leave. Each one seemed risky or wouldn't happen or work.

The other day, while exploring the high rocky peak of the island, he found a cave halfway up a rocky incline trail. It had only four feet of headroom and was about twenty feet deep. Jack dropped to his knees and started crawling inside. He didn't know why but had to see what was in the cave, with thoughts of pirates still on his mind.

Jack was over six feet tall, and his head got entangled in the cobwebs. The further he went in, the dimmer the light became. Finally, Jack thrust his hand forward and landed on something firm and slippy that Jack thought was a rock or a snake. He looked up with just enough light to see a human skeleton sitting against the back wall. Jack flew up and let out a cry of fright. "Whooo,ughhhh, What the hell," and hit his head on the cavern ceiling. Jack stared into the cold face in front of him. The skeleton drew Jack's star into the dark, cold eye sockets.

He whispered a soliloquy of surreal sadness for his island mate. "Did you come as you did from a voyage lost and forgotten by the world? To die alone and be forgotten?" Jack peered deep into the skeleton's dark, cold eye sockets as he spoke. "did your family toss you away and didn't cry when they lost you?" Jack broke out in a cold sweat. His words reverberated in the cave. "Or an outcast sailor... a no one, like me who has lost his family?" Jack felt his surmise would be in a damp cave-like island mate that he named Ronny.

Jack backed out of the cave on his hands and knees, his head throbbing with blood dripping down his forehead. On returning to the beach, he gathered cocoanuts and fruit for his dinner. His mind was swirling with thoughts about his friend Ronny and what he had learned about himself today. Was that going to be his ending? Without anyone caring or wondering what happened to him, or even caring?

The cool breeze night made it a great night for a walk up to the peak. Jack slung the survival bag straps over his shoulder and headed up the jungle path. The cool night made for a good night's sleep upon the peak. He sat on a rock and got out his small self-generated solar radio. He turned around the short-wave band until he picked up an English broadcast from an Australian. He listened to the world news, then the oldies on a music program.

Jack closed his eyes and listened to a song he and his wife always loved. He sighed and thought of the night he met his wife at a friend's party. The song was playing as people laughed and talked over each other. Tears welled in his eyes as he thought of how much he wanted to see her and make things right between them and their sons. Now, that seemed impossible. All he had left were the memories of them.

Jack opened his eyes and saw a light on the horizon about a mile away. "A ship!" He ripped open the pack and grabbed the flare gun. His hands shook as he loaded it and fired a flare. The ship didn't change her course or stop. Jack grabbed the two-way from the pack but knew there needed to be more chance they were listening to the radio. He had to make this count with the batteries that he had left.

"CQ-Mayday, CQ-Mayday, CQ-Mayday, 

to any station on frequency. This is the Captain of Andora!" Jack screamed in excitement. He repeated four times and then finally yelled into the radio. "I am stranded on an island. Our position is seven and seventeen minutes north, one hundred sixty-six degrees, and thirty-seven minutes west. Does anyone copy?" Jack listened but didn't hear a reply. Jack watched the light fade away as his hopes of getting saved did. He fell back onto the rock and stared out at the empty sea.

Time quickly passed since the ship's sighting. Jack decided to make another low-profile shelter on the peak so that he could keep watch at night. When he sighted a ship, he reserved the remaining three flares and batteries in the two-way. Jack knew it would be hard to call or signal any ships around once the flares or batteries were gone, So He had to find better ways to signal the ships.

Jack was offshore, spearfishing and dreaming of a steak and mushrooms with a glass of wine. He spired four fish and was ready to return to shore when he heard a voice. "Ahoy! there?" Jack stopped what he was doing and looked around. "I am going island crazy," Jack thought. "Ahoy! Out there, mate! I thought there was someone here?" Jack stared at the scruffy-looking older man on shore with two other men. "Ahoy there! I'll be right there," Jack yelled in stunned excitement that he was finally found. 
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