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Preface

    Pieces of Eight, Part II is a collection of eight novellas to complement the eight that appeared in Pieces of Eight. The presentations are a blend of different themes of short story writing. Science fiction, psychological drama, paranormal experience, reincarnation/revenge, astrology, futuristic drama, humor, and horror are represented in the selection.

    “A Noble Experiment” and “Inspiration for All” are of the science fiction variety. “Obadiah Bush, Gene Alter and Branche Sawyer” represent futuristic humor. “Dual Events” explores a reincarnation/revenge theme, “Loyalty to Duty” involves astrological prognostication, “A Day to Forget” concerns itself with psychological drama, “Death and Taxes” is a mixture of horror and drama, and  “July 4th 2076” is futuristic sci-fi/action/drama. 

    “Dual Events” takes place in Bermuda. The author is familiar with the Hamilton area because he once vacationed there with his wife. Parts of “Loyalty to Duty” take place in Florida where the author has visited on many occasions. “Inspiration for All” is s sci-fi story that happens at a high school reunion, which happens to be the same school  (Edgewood Regional High School) from which the author graduated.  “July 4th, 2076” is set in Colorado near the Rocky Mountains.  Jay Dubya lives only thirty miles from the Atlantic City casinos, and “A Day to Forget” is partially set in that gaming city.

    And finally, “Death and Taxes” takes place on the Delmarva Peninsula. The author once owned a boardwalk arcade in Ocean City, Maryland, only several miles away from the novella’s setting.
                                 “Dual Events” 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    My wife and I had never been to Bermuda. Joanne and I had always previously vacationed in popular resort islands in the   Caribbean. We had enjoyed week’ hiatuses on exotic isles like Barbados, Puerto Rico and St. Thomas. We once took a Cunard cruise from San Juan to Venezuela, with stops in Grenada, St.Lucia, St. Marten and St. Croix. 

     Joanne and I have always been warm-weather people. We prefer sunbathing and snorkeling to snowmobiles and skiing. Our travel agent had recommended Bermuda anytime from May to October.   My wife and I looked over some literature about the Atlantic paradise before boarding Flight #98 out of Philadelphia International Airport.

    "It says in this brochure that Bermuda is a British territory and only a two hour flight from Philly," my wife read.

    "We'll probably spend more time in the airport than on the plane," I cynically answered. "Let me take a gander at the map on the back of that pamphlet when you’re through with it."

    I immediately observed that Bermuda was not an island, but actually a chain of about three hundred islands. I learned that nine of the coral masses are populated, and they are connected by a series of bridges and causeways. 

    "Claire said at the travel agency that the island’s capital Hamilton is a tourist’s paradise," I recalled. "It's remarkable that a cluster of tiny specks could be so isolated in the Atlantic six hundred miles off the coast of North Carolina."

    "I don't think the Wright Brothers would have made it from Kitty Hawk to Hamilton," my wife, a middle school geography, English and history teacher laughed.

    "I read that the Princess Hotel has perhaps the finest accommodations on the island," I added. “And just by coincidence, that’s our destination.”

    "It's pink, my favorite color," Joanne observed.

  The Boeing 727 flight out of Philly was as smooth as satin. My wife was perusing some more literature about Bermuda’s various sites of interest while I was examining a small booklet that described our choice of lodging.

    "Joanne, the Princess Hotel is gorgeous," I said before I took another sip of my Seagram's Seven on the rocks. It's situated on a scenic harbor, has both a salt-water and a fresh-water swimming pool, and has four splendid dining facilities. It even has fishing charters and glass bottom tour boats docked right on the harbor."

      "And we also have beach privileges at the Southhampton Princess on the other side of the harbor," my wife informed. "They have a ferry shuttle between the sister hotels."

     "Honey, that sounds really great," I said. "This is going to be a memorable vacation, I just know it.  I'm glad we chose this hotel."

     "Look here," Joanne pointed out. "It states that Mark Twain used to stay at the Hamilton Princess. It says it was his favorite place on the island. If it's good enough for Samuel Langhorne Clemens," the social studies/language arts teacher told me, "then it oughta' be good enough for us."

     It all seemed like a wonderful fantasy. There we were, flying thirty-five thousand feet above the gleaming earth, leaving the doldrums of jobs and home responsibilities back in New Jersey. Bermuda guaranteed floral splendor and radiant sunshine. I looked at my watch to confirm reality. It was Monday, July 8. We were on a jet heading toward leisure and elegance. I was at peace with the universe.

    I again glanced at my wristwatch and noticed that the trade name was Hamilton. I realized a small coincidence, Hamilton, Bermuda and Hamilton wristwatch. My name was Hamilton Alexander, and remarkably, I did bear a strong resemblance to Alexander Hamilton's portrait on the ten-dollar bill, but I refused to acknowledge that similarity when someone would insist I looked like someone else. 

     I chuckled at the cute parallelism. Life is full of such unique associations, I thought. It came to mind that my birthday was July 27, or 7/27, and we were flying on a Boeing 727. I conveyed those subtle vignettes to Joanne, who laughed at my "absurd superstitious imagination."

    I glimpsed across the jet's aisle in the midst of our merriment. I observed a dark complexioned gentleman staring at Joanne and me. I thought I had caught him peering at us several times before since we had left Philly. At first, I wrote it off as someone who disliked others that were having a good time. Instinctively, I disliked the man.   

      Bad vibrations pulsated down to the marrow in my bones. I turned and sipped the last ounce from my rye whiskey on the rocks. My sixth sense perceived a bad chemistry between him and me. I whispered my feeling to my wife. She dismissed my intuition as a case of "badly jangled nerves and a too suspicious nature."

    "Maybe you're right about my imagination and my twisted nerves," I answered. "I'm gonna' hit the lavatory and wash my face. That Seagram's Seven was supposed to tranquilize me, not activate my defense mechanisms. Maybe I'll be a better judge of character when I return," I softly said.

    I freshened up in the small bathroom cubicle and returned to my seat five minutes later. I was deeply disturbed seeing the sinister gentleman across the aisle engaged in polite conversation with my wife. The new acquaintances were jovially exchanging anecdotes about freak accidents each had experienced on past vacations. Joanne introduced me to our fellow passenger. I felt very uncomfortable in Nolan Phillips' presence.

    Nolan Phillips, where had I heard that name before? I thought. The name had a familiar ring. Something to do with history or literature, I guessed. It had to be another bizarre coincidence like Hamilton and 727, I surmised.

     I was tempted to ask Nolan and Joanne what person in history or literature shared Phillips' name, but I did not want to impress the stranger as being academically deficient in common cultural knowledge. I generally try avoiding public embarrassment at all costs.

     My mind must be really fatigued, I thought. I need this Princess Hotel escape from the pressures of everyday reality, I concluded.

     Nolan Phillips tried his best to be affable. I was certain that the appellation Nolan Phillips my mind was considering was not a contemporary name. As I studied the man's features, I believed his name might have been that of a past high school classmate or perhaps someone from twenty years ago from an old Rutgers’ college seminar.  His name was like one of those trivial facts teachers made me memorize only to be forgotten a week after the final exam. It was there in my memory, yet it wasn’t.

    As Joanne and Nolan Phillips amused each other with broken elbow and sprained ankle stories, I promised myself that I would research the gentleman’s name when I could find quiet sanctuary in a Hamilton public library. I could fully investigate the matter there, if indeed it were a matter at all. 

    "Hamilton, Nolan would like to buy us drinks," Joanne said. I acceded to the stranger’s request simply to be cordial, but I did not relish my wife socializing with Phillips. I was puzzled that she hadn't sensed the danger in him that I had felt. Maybe it was my strict neo-Puritan childhood resurfacing. Joanne had always called me "a prude." Could it all be jealousy in disguise? I wondered. I don't even know this man, I thought. Why should every cell in my being instinctively hate him?

    After our drinks were served, Nolan Phillips disclosed that he would also be staying at the Hamilton Princess Hotel. He then told me that I looked like someone he had known in the past, but he couldn't pin it down exactly who that person was. His observation rattled my consciousness.

    "Nolan, everybody says that to me," I answered, "and I have a pretty standard-looking face. Today the American Airlines receptionist back in Philly mentioned the exact same thing. But nobody seems to be able to tell me who my facsimile is," I responded.  

     I imagined what Nolan Phillips might have looked like wearing a white colonial wig or a confederate hat. He too looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn't pinpoint his identity if my life immediately depended on the traveler’s facsimile identification.

    "Well then, who do you think I look like?" I challenged.

    "I don't know," Nolan replied. "I can't seem to associate it. I've seen a portrait of you somewhere. Perhaps in the Guggenheim, the Louvre or maybe in the Smithsonian. But the mystery gentleman I have in mind has a long nose curved up at the end, just like yours!"

    Joanne laughed at Nolan Phillips' description, but I was deeply insulted. Was he trying to harass and ridicule me in front of my wife? Did he have malicious intentions? In olden days, I would be motivated to challenge him to a duel with pistols, I thought.

   Much to my chagrin, Joanne had not detected any malevolence in Nolan Phillips' disposition or in his language. She considered his vile comment about my nose as "cute." 

    Maybe it's your strict upbringing that makes you skeptical of anyone that appears too convivial at first contact, I thought. It must be my WASPish childhood, my jangled nerves and my fertile imagination, I speculated.

    The 727 landed at Bermuda International Airport and the passengers disembarked. Courteous Customs officials dressed in khaki Bermuda shorts inspected the anxious tourists' luggage. The three lines moved forward at a fairly rapid pace. My wife was talking up a storm with two woman passengers she had met before boarding the 727 in Philly, and Joanne was relating her excitement about being there on the island. My mind ignored her prattling.  My head was preoccupied with fears, doubts and suspicions rotating simultaneously like a mental kaleidoscope in many directions.  

    I angrily admonished Joanne about her apparent friendliness with Nolan Phillips. My wife indicated that she was tired of being embarrassed by my unwarranted "public hostility toward friendly strangers."

    “Now that’s an oxymoron if I ever heard one,” I criticized.

    "Sometimes you don't realize how cruel you can be," my wife snapped back. "You must learn to control your nasty temper."

     "You're right," I acknowledged. "I'm sorry for overreacting like that. I'll be better tomorrow once I get acclimated to this new environment. You know I have trouble adjusting to new places. I promise to treat you like a lady for the rest of our stay here."

     Joanne applied a big hug around my neck right in the center of the waiting line. Several other travelers smiled in recognition of her affectionate gesture. I looked behind me and saw Nolan Phillips gazing in our direction, his evil eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses. I felt antagonism toward his deliberate visual intrusion into our brief romantic interlude.

    I felt compelled to go over and shatter his mandible into a dozen fragments. Fortunately, I resisted that impulse and reason prevailed over reckless inclination. An attack of that nature would confirm to my wife that I was indeed paranoid and that I indeed lacked self-esteem.

    Finally, Ginger and I proceeded through Customs without incident or difficulty. A representative from the Hamilton Princess Hotel was holding a sign over his head to attract the resort’s prospective guests. Soon he assembled an entourage of thirteen people. Thirteen is an unlucky number, I thought. If it weren't for Nolan Phillips, who was traveling alone, it would be a more acceptable dozen, I reckoned. The hotel driver loaded everyone's luggage in the rear compartment of the large pink van, and the tourists all found comfortable seats after clambering inside. 

     The trip from the airport to downtown Hamilton was about six scenic miles. The vehicle passed merry tourists riding on mopeds, the basic transportation for the more courageous island visitors.

    The driver courteously pointed out places of interest on our route. We traveled over a picturesque bridge and then through the village of Flatts. Stately boats gently rocked back and forth in a majestic canal of crystal-clear aqua-green water. The driver stopped and told us to scan the canal for varicolored tropical fish flitting about in the shallows, and we all claimed to have seen at least five, even though I never saw even one. 

      Fifteen minutes later, the large pink van pulled into the main entrance to the elegant Hamilton Princess Hotel. The edifice was truly worthy of its royal name. It was a pastel pink castle enveloped in lush, green semi-tropical landscaping. The palace lorded over placid Hamilton Harbor. 

      I walked up to the mahogany registration counter, showed my reservation voucher and presented my MasterCard. I received prompt, polite service from an attractive brunette hotel attendant who possessed a distinct British accent.

    "Here are some pamphlets on sites of interest you might want to visit," the pretty young lady said. "Be sure not to miss the colorful military band parade on Front Street on Wednesday night at eight. It's a must. Be sure to take your camera."

    "I understand you have a ferry over to the Southhampton Princess," I inquired. “That’s quite a convenience.”

    "Yes, they leave every two hours,” the registration clerk said. “And don't forget the glass bottom boats that take you out to some really wonderful coral reefs," the young lady reminded. “People tell me they come back here just to see it all over again.”

    I thanked the polite obliging young woman for her assistance. I turned toward Joanne and was troubled to see Nolan Phillips standing several yards behind us in a parallel long registration line. I tried to ignore his presence, but then my wife gave him a half-hearted wave. My concentration was interrupted by the voice of the pleasant brunette female clerk.  "By the way sir, I must tell you that you do have a very familiar face," she said. "Have you ever been told that before?"

     I felt like screaming out ‘Look on a U.S. ten-dollar-bill, remove the guy’s wig by placing your thumb over his head, and see if you could figure out the great mystery!’ but I controlled myself. 

    The young lady’s question pestered me because its timing coincided with the disquieting appearance of Nolan Phillips at the registration counter. I knew the young lady's inquiry was purely innocent, but nevertheless, at the time, it irritated me. 

     "I only wish I knew," I answered the clerk’s inquiry. "You can't imagine how many people ask me that same question. I think I'm getting some sort of phobia over it, but some how, I’ve managed to live with the annoying riddle."

     A cheerful bellhop brought our four luggage pieces down the magnificent mahogany-paneled lobby that featured an exquisite pink marble floor. Expensive vases, paintings and statues ornamented the stately corridor. Our guide conducted Joanne and me through several smaller hallways into the oldest section of the palace. We were led across a verdant garden, which could have rivaled Eden. We finally arrived at our well-appointed suite situated in the newest section of the splendid hotel.

     Our accommodations overlooked the salt-water pool in the forefront and the calm waters of blue Hamilton Harbor in the serene background. 

     "This is the same view that Mark Twain enjoyed," I reported to Joanne while feigning enthusiasm. “The guy had good taste.”

     "We gotta' commend the literary genius on his excellent selection," my wife replied. “I’ll have my best English class read a selection from Tom Sawyer when I go back to school in September.”

    I gave a five-dollar tip to the appreciative bellboy. Joanne and I unpacked. She put away her cosmetics in the bathroom vanity and I stored away our toiletries in two matching bureaus. We excitedly donned our bathing suits and scampered out to the salt-water pool like a couple of carefree school kids.  

   A friendly employee advised me that beach towels could be obtained near the fresh water pool on the opposite side of the hotel's central promenade. Upon returning from my errand with the towels, I became angered when I saw Nolan Phillips, in a tight-fitting French bathing suit, casually talking with my wife. Sensing that I was distraught with his presence, the bothersome man dismissed himself before certain confrontation would ensue.

    "I'm going to try a rum-swizzle at the hotel’s Flamingo Bar," Phillips announced. "Care to join me?"

    "Maybe tomorrow," I said," because we're just getting used to the place.  And besides, Joanne and I are still a little exhausted from the flight and the long waiting lines in the airport and at the hotel.”

      When Nolan Phillips left our company, I interrogated my wife.                                                                                          "What did he talk to you about?" I demanded to Joanne. "What was so amusing between you two? He must think our relationship is vulnerable."

    "Just a minute," my wife said. "You're overreacting a bit, don’t you think?"

      "Before this week's up, that creep's gonna' swallow his teeth!" I threatened. “All twelve I them,” I sarcastically added.

      “Please stop being so nasty," Joanne insisted. "Nolan seems like a very lonely man. He's just trying to be friendly. I can't understand for the life of me why you despise him so!"

       I had difficulty concealing my animosity for Nolan Phillips. "Maybe you're right, but I have my doubts about him having any honorable motives," I lectured like a modern-day Diogenes. "I just don't like how he boldly approaches you when I'm in the Men's Room or when I’m off for forty seconds to pick up beach towels. I really trust you Honey, but I don't trust him. I guess I'm basically a very jealous husband."

    That Monday evening Joanne and I had supper on the American Dinner Plan in the regal Three Crowns Restaurant. My emotions had finally adjusted back to an even keel from the afternoon's brief encounter with Nolan Phillips. From a small nearby lounge, we heard a band playing a nostalgic medley of Frank Sinatra’ tunes.

    After sumptuous dinners of shrimp and crab’ meat, Joanne and I stepped to the musical lounge where we were enjoying tropical rum cocktails. We intimately danced and romanced to the familiar, powerful lyrics of "My Way." 

    "Ginger, I didn't mean to explode like I did at the pool today," I confessed. "I'm a little edgy being in a foreign place with so many strangers."

    "You always do things your way," she said in reference to the Sinatra' song we were intimately dancing to. "Give Nolan a chance,” Joanne suggested. “He's lonelier than you are. At least you have me." 

    The six-piece band took an intermission break. My wife and I made peace and strolled like two newly weds hand-in-hand back to our table. I glanced across the almost empty room and saw Phillips sitting all by his lonesome. Joanne suggested that I invite him over for a drink. I stubbornly refused.

    Much to my astonishment, my wife signaled for the reprehensible fellow to join our company. I was deeply distressed by Joanne’s naive gesture of sympathy. Nolan Phillips casually walked over to our cozy table. We ordered a round of tropical drinks and talked about college fraternities, pro football and the Venus and Mars’ natures of men and women. After a few more drinks, Phillips didn't seem like such a bad fellow after all.

   "Where did you go to college?" I inquired.

   "New York University," Phillips said. "I'm a prosecutor in the Manhattan DA's office." "What fraternity did you belong to?"

   "Lambda Phi Sigma," I said, "and then I transferred to Rutgers University in New Brunswick and became a Kappa Phi, studied architecture and am now a builder. I also loyally serve as a town councilman back in Jersey."

      I volunteered to amble over to bar and get a third round of cocktails, since our waiter was no where in sight. The bartender had trouble hearing my order because the band started playing again, and I had to scream above the catchy melody of "New York, New York."  

      As I turned around, my soul became infected with grief and inflamed with hate. I detected Nolan Phillips jitterbugging with Joanne. I did not want to cause a wild scene. Could this creep be so stupid that he can't read my contempt of him? I wondered. When the time and place are right, I'll read him the riot act for sure, I thought.

    When the two nimble dancers returned to our table, I told Joanne that I was experiencing a very vicious headache. I insisted that we should return to our luxury suite. Nolan noticed my sudden discomfort and diplomatically asked to be excused from our presence for the evening. As he nonchalantly walked away, I glared at his back like a mongoose scrutinizing a cobra. 

    On the return to our suite, Joanne and I stopped to converse at Adams Lounge, a large colonial hall of great grandeur inside the hotel. Our conversation, which centered upon Nolan Phillips, became a little too raucous for our sophisticated environment. The argument continued as we stepped briskly down the corridor to the privacy of our quarters. Inside, I had to control myself from slapping Joanne across her face. I recalled wishing that we had gone to the Bahamas instead.

     "I never want to see you dancing with that creep again, do you hear?" I demanded. “He’s up to no good!”

     "You're a very vain, jealous man!" my wife shouted. “You’re an ingrate!”

     "Maybe so, but I'm really going to hurt that jerk if he doesn't figure out which women he can't become aggressive with! He needs a good pulverizing!"

     Tuesday morning Joanne and I rented mopeds to further explore Hamilton and vicinity. It was great fun sight-seeing the island and leisurely stopping at various unscheduled destinations. 

    At noon, we took a lunch break at a side-street fast food stand several miles outside Hamilton. A blue and white striped canopy covered a rear garden area where customers could eat in American picnic style insulated from distracting highway noise. Joanne and I had hamburgers, French fries Cokes and some frank conversation. 

    After consuming the "American cuisine," we decided to ride our motorbikes over to Flatts Village to again enjoy the fantastic view the place provided. Joanne's moped refused to start. I was never mechanically inclined, and my futile attempts at correcting the malfunction proved it. Then a very suspicious thing happened.  

    Nolan Phillips climbed out of a nearby rented car and offered to transport Joanne’s incapacitated bike in his trunk back to the Princess Rental Agency. I reluctantly agreed to his show of friendship. I didn't trust his intentions or his sincerity. I wondered how he had managed to show up right in the height of the motorbike crisis. Nolan Phillips was the last person in the world I wanted to owe a favor. 

    I suspected that Phillips had tampered with Joanne's motorbike, rendering it immobile so that he could arrive on the scene as “Mr. Messiah.” I did not relish the notion that the menacing man had been keeping our private movements on the island under close surveillance.

    I drove Joanne to the Hamilton Princess Hotel with her riding on the back of my moped with her arms around my waist. I told her en route to Hamilton that it had been more than coincidental that Phillips showed up at the exact same time as when the moped suddenly became inoperable. 

    "The guy's doing us a really big favor by taking my rented moped back to the hotel, and you're being totally obnoxious and ungrateful for him helping us out," my wife chided. "You wouldn't be happy if you had a hundred dollar bill and were the only kid in a candy store."

    Nolan Phillips had dropped Joanne’s moped off at the Princess Rental Agency before Ginger and I got back to the Hamilton resort. I saw him standing next to the outdoor business counter smoking a cigarette and glancing nervously every now and then at his wristwatch.  

    At the counter, the rentals’ manager gave my wife and me a twenty-dollar rebate for our “inconvenience.” The amiable man then said that I looked exactly like someone else. I became a little peeved and told him to mind his "own moped business." 

   “Sir, I didn’t mean to quarrel with you,” the gentleman said.

   "You've been on Bermuda for too long and are suffering from a warm-climate version of cabin fever," I retorted to the congenial fellow. "You probably also think my wife looks like Miss Universe!"

   "Now that you mention it," the British gentleman responded. The moped manager laughed indulgently while Joanne gave me a Medusa-like stare that should have turned me into stone.  

    I then walked over to Nolan Phillips and thanked him for his unexpected assistance. He winked at Joanne and me and said,  "It was the least I could do." I wondered what “the most” Phillips could really do might be. 

   That night my wife and I again dined at the Three Crowns. I had filet mignon and Joanne raved throughout the meal about her “fantastic” shrimp, clams and mussels combo. I was happy to see that Nolan Phillips was nowhere around to torment my sanity. "Thank God he's no where in sight to aggravate me," I said to my traveling mate.

    "You're just envious because Nolan is like Superman or the Lone Ranger," my wife very effectively needled. "He always comes to the rescue right when we need him."

    "I need him like I need three broken ribs and two brain tumors," I sneered like a true chauvinist pig.

    Wednesday morning my wife and I had continental breakfast in our well-appointed suite. We donned our swimming suits and took the early morning ferry across Hamilton Harbor to the Southhampton Princess. We frolicked in the surf, went snorkeling and slept for an hour on the pink-sanded beach.    

   At noon my pretty Italian wife and I enjoyed a sumptuous seafood buffet at the resort's Whaler Inn, and then we rode the ferry back to the Hamilton Princess Hotel. Joanne and I took turns showering and then had room service deliver our dinners.

    Just before dusk, Ginger and I dressed in typical tourist attire and strolled six blocks to downtown Hamilton for the Wednesday night military parade that the girl at the reception counter had strongly suggested for us to see. The event celebrated the British Empire's glory days during the late-colonial Victorian era. I sensed Nolan Phillips presence in the crowd, but thankfully, I did not see him anywhere as a spectator throughout the hour long military march. 

     "Will you learn to relax and be a cooperative tourist," my wife reprimanded. "Why do you keep turning around? You're going to need a chiropractor before this trip is done. You should only rubberneck in the states."

    "He's here, I know he's here scrutinizing our every move," I replied. “I know he’s spying on us.”

    "I think you're developing agoraphobia, claustrophobia and Nolan Phillips' phobia all at the same time," Ginger smartly answered. “You need to lie down on a psychiatrist’s couch!”

    On Thursday morning I strolled down to the lobby's Registration Desk and purchased two glass bottom boat tickets for a late morning coral reef expedition. When the genteel male clerk handed me the tickets, I checked the immediate vicinity to ascertain that Nolan Phillips was not stealthily observing my activity at the main desk.

    Later that morning, Joanne and I boarded the Perils of Fate and were standing near the stern of the glass bottom boat. I gritted my teeth when I noticed Nolan Phillips sauntering down the long, narrow dock in the direction of the sightseeing boat. He was the last passenger to board the Perils of Fate, which soon cruised into Hamilton Harbor, hardly leaving a wake.  

    The captain was knowledgeable and pointed out various points of interest to his captivated all-tourist’ audience. Joanne gave Nolan Phillips a tentative wave. I gave him the absolute cold shoulder treatment.

    The Perils of Fate passed through an open drawbridge that connected two parts of Somerset Island, the last major link in the eastern Bermuda chain. The captain navigated his vessel to a rendezvous point about a quarter of a mile out to sea, where we joined up with four other glass-bottom boats from other hotels and marinas. The ship’s pilot explained over the intercom speakers that the five boats would motor out to the coral reef one at a time in a “caravan on water” so that the sea animals would not be disturbed in their natural habitat. 

    While the captain addressed his alert passengers over the intercom, I overheard Ginger chatting with the same ladies that were on our flight from Philly. They were exchanging ideas about different merchandise and clothing bargains on Front Street.  

     I decided to define some basic terms with my imaginary adversary.  I figured it was time to let Nolan Phillips know my exact sentiments about his constant intrusions. I approached his position on the other side of the glass bottom boat. He was looking down at the colorful coral reef, admiring its beauty.

   ""I'll level with you Phillips," I diplomatically began.   "I would like to be on friendly terms with you for the remainder of my vacation here. I'm a very jealous man, and I would appreciate it if you would stay away from my wife. That means keeping your eyes and hands off of her, is that clear?"

    "Look Hamilton, I'm not trying to make time with your wife if that's what you’re implying!" Phillips defensively stated. "Your wife reminds me of a girl I used to date in Manhattan. She brings back pleasant memories of Cindy."

    "That's a very unimaginative excuse," I answered, but "I'm warning you, lay off or there's going to be big trouble in paradise! Stop stalking my wife!"

   The captain’s voice came over the intercom’s speakers and he instructed all passengers to report to the below deck. He maneuvered the Perils of Fate to a favorable position directly above a spectacular array of tropical fish, thick vegetation and coral resplendence. Soon, everyone was below, that is, everyone except Nolan Phillips and me. I wanted to continue our disagreement in private.

   "Look Phillips, it's not my fault Joanne looks like an old flame of yours. Just remember pal, she's still my wife! I'm not going to allow your past to interfere with my present!"

    "Ya' know, your mind contrives situations that don't really exist. You’re always trying to reinvent reality," Phillips accused, “and I seriously believe that you need professional help!”

    "Tell me the truth," I insisted. "Did you follow us to the luncheonette outside Hamilton the other day and tamper with Joanne’s moped while we were eating?"

    "You've really gone off the deep end!" Phillips hollered. "You're crazy! Neurotic! Psychotic! You need a shrink quick!"

    I grabbed Nolan's arm to emphasize my seriousness. He attempted escaping my grasp. We wrestled against the railing above the boat's stern. Phillips frantically swung twice. I blocked his first punch, but his second blow caught me solidly in the chest. We grappled some more as the captain continued his loud lecture into his microphone that was amplified over the boat's speakers.

    I managed to get my right fist free and smashed Phillips with an uppercut to his jaw. It was a clean shot that stunned him in his tracks. The lummox staggered backwards from my blow's force. We had degenerated into two desperate animals struggling for survival. Danger was not a concern. The laws of civilization had been abandoned. We were fiercely battling for dominance in a two-man jungle.

    I wrapped my hands around Phillips' throat and squeezed tightly with all my might. My heart wanted to strangle the man in the worst possible way. We were both gasping for air, panting like two lung cancer patients. Adrenaline rushed through my veins, giving me extra 
1

485

                                                                                                                                                                                                        485  

1

