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Business trips were nothing new for Angelo.  Being one of the board members for WDW (Weapons to Destroy the World) definitely had its benefits, but long business trips were not one of them.  On this particular occasion, Angelo was headed for Japan to negotiate a price on a shipment of powerful hand guns.


Angelo, a resident of California, was not always a leading member of the board, however.  He had begun his life as all do: as a small newborn, relying helplessly upon his father and mother for survival.

As Angelo grew older, his passion was revealed: body building.  His love for body building soon became an obsession.  If you did not find him weight lifting or drinking protein supplements, then he would probably be watching reruns of the “World’s Strongest Man Competitions” on ESPN.  Over the years, though, he had to reluctantly get a job because his parents were not going to pay for him his whole life.  So Angelo got a job at WDW, soon earning his way a position on the board of directors.

As the plane took off, Angelo sat stiff in his chair, flexing his rippling, tan muscles.  Although he was tough, air plane rides were not his favorite thing in the world.  In fact, he could name quite a few things he would have rather been doing.  Only after the plane had driven speedily down the sun beaten runway in California and taken off successfully was he able to relax and fall asleep.
“Am I not, like, the greatest water polo player in the state?” bragged Rebecca to her best friend Kylie.  Rebecca had been a water polo star throughout all of high school and now college, and it gone to her head.  She was now “self-absorbed,” as her friend’s called her.

“Shut up, Rebecca,” said an annoyed Kylie.  “All you ever talk about is water polo!”

“You’re just jealous.”

“You’re right.  I really wish all I could talk about was myself.”

“I know.  Isn’t it great that everyone wants to be like me?”

Silence crept over the mouths of Kylie as she stared in bewilderment at her friend.  She lifted her hairbrush to her head and began to stroke her hair gently, trying to forget what Rebecca was saying.  The silence continued until Kylie yelled, “Oh great!  I think I just tangled my hair in my brush!”

Basically, all conversations between the two California girls were like this one.  Rebecca would talk about her accomplishments and Kylie would talk about her appearance.  They each had their own obsessions, and neither was willing to give them up easily.

Rebecca, a college senior in the same class as Kylie, was a beautiful girl with blonde hair and blue eyes.  She was very popular among the majority of her class and was an extremely gifted athlete.

Kylie, although equally pretty, was obsessed with her appearance just as much as Rebecca was obsessed with her athletic ability.  Her brown hair was often the center of her attention.  Yet, although the two girls differed from each other, they would have no idea that they could ever have so much in common.

Suddenly the plane was jerked around in the air, causing Angelo to awaken from his slumber.  The pilot spoke over the intercom, saying that the flight was experiencing a bit of turbulence.  Angelo thought little of it, frightened though he was.


Later, the plane again dropped suddenly and a few shrieks and screams were blurted.  Little did the crew or passengers know, the plane was not experiencing turbulence, but instead was feeling the effect of a forming hurricane directly beneath them.  The plane began to drop farther and farther towards the Pacific Ocean.  The pilot tried to calm the passengers, but he was not heard over the numerous screams of the frightened passengers.  Angelo himself found his throat uttering a few shrieks of terror from time to time.  Suddenly, the pilot seemed to lose all control of the craft and it began to plummet out of control, spinning slowly as it lost thousands of feet of altitude in only a few seconds.  As the plane spiraled out of control, Angelo knew that he would not survive.


“Let’s go on a trip!” shouted Rebecca out of nowhere.

“Whoa!  There’s honestly no need to yell.  I can hear just fine,” said Kylie, who was filing her nails as the two girls walked down the sidewalk of their hometown in sunny California.  Both girls had been thinking of something fun to do over the upcoming weekend.


“What did you have in mind?” said Kylie as she collected herself.


“Well, how about a paddle boating excursion!”


“Yeah right.  I’d probably break a nail or something.”


“Whatever.  You’re just afraid I’d show you up with my extreme paddle boating skills.  Ya know, I am the best water polo player in the state…”


Eventually, although it took quite a bit of persuading (and bragging), Kylie reluctantly decided it might be a fun trip, even if she might chip a nail.  After all, she simply could not have Rebecca bragging about paddle boating to.

When the weekend finally arrived, Rebecca was all ready to go paddle boating on the lake.  Kylie, on the other hand, would have liked to have spent a little more time in front of the mirror fixing her hair.


Soon, both girls were out on the lake, pumping their legs hard with determination.  The sun beat down heavily upon the two girls as they giggled and talked while they paddled hard.  The salty taste in their mouth seemed to taste good as the sweat dripped down their bodies.  Squinting because of the sun’s intense reflecting rays, neither girl was paying close attention to where they were going.

As a morning turned into an afternoon, Rebecca suddenly exclaimed that the lake they were in seemed to be growing larger.

“Wow!  I think you’re right!” said Kylie, who seized the opportunity and stopped paddling in order to brush her hair… again.


“We must have been paddling so hard that we didn’t even notice the lake was growing.”

“Right…  Wait a second.  This isn’t the lake.  This is the ocean!”


And the ocean it was; the Pacific Ocean to be exact.  In all the excitement of paddling the small plastic boat, the girls had failed to realize that they were paddling directly into the ocean.  Panic now set in upon the two girls, as they spent nearly all of the next ten minutes worrying about what was going to happen to them.  Then the word “shark” suddenly came into each girls mind at the same time.  The thought of a shark was immediately followed by a few more minutes of intense screaming.


After nearly twenty minutes of panic, the girls were finally able to calm down and tried to think about what to do.  As they were thinking, Kylie looked up and thought she saw something.  Both girls then decided that what Kylie saw was an island.  They instantly began to paddle the boat towards what they thought was safety.

Finally, the boat reached the sandy beach of the island and the two friends collapsed onto the beach in a ball of exhaustion.


When they awoke, it was early evening.  The sun was setting in the west and the golden rays bounced across the gentle waves of the ocean.  For a moment, both of the girls seemed to forget their troubles as they were mesmerized by the sight and the quiet sound of the lapping waves against the warm beach.  Unexpectedly, a voice from behind startled them.

“Who are you?” said the voice.


Both girls turned to each other and slowly peered back into the brush trying to see who the voice belonged to.

“What are you doing here?” said the voice again.


“What do you want?” said a brave Rebecca, now fully aware of the danger they might be in.  After all, they were on an island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean that they had never seen before.


“I just want to know if you can help me,” said the voice.


“Why?  Who are you?” pleaded a scared Kylie, although her confidence was growing due to the sturdiness of her friend.


“I have been on this island for a few days now.  My plane crashed and I was the only survivor.”

“What is your name?” asked an intrigued Rebecca.


“Angelo,” replied the voice.  As he said this, his bruised and beaten body emerged from the brush.  His pants were tattered and torn.  His shoes were gone and his chest and back were bare, revealing his muscular body.  His face was covered with black stubble and his hair was matted down and greasy.  A bloody scab above his right eye and a gash on his lower leg sealed the fact that he was telling the truth.  By now, the man had walked across the beach, and stood closer to the girls.  Kylie jumped to her feet.

“So… where are you from?” said Kylie flirtatiously.  Rebecca, who was now also standing, rolled her eyes in disbelief.


“I live in California; Sacramento to be exact.  I was on a business trip to Japan when my plane began experiencing some terrible turbulence.  The next thing I knew, I was floating out there, about a mile or so off the beach.”  He pointed his finger towards the ocean where his plane had gone down a few days before.  “I hate flying, so I actually welcomed the chance to swim.”  At this, Kylie giggled.  Rebecca once again rolled her eyes.  Angelo just smiled.  “Anyway, so when I realized that I was in the water, I just started to swim.  I swam and swam and swam.  I finally ended up on this island.”  Again he gestured, only this time to the island the three were standing on.

The island itself had about five miles of coastline.  The interior of the island consisted of a few acres of lush vegetation.  Towards the very center of the island was a small pond that offered fresh drinking water to the creatures on the island, which were not many.  There were a few wild boars who roamed the few hills of the island, but they only numbered twenty or so.  Occasionally, a stray bird of prey would fly aimlessly and find the young boars, a very tasty morsel.

The small island was actually a lot closer to the west coast than any of the stranded humans thought.  Five miles of ocean was all that stood between them and safety.  Of course, five miles might as well be a hundred when you have no way of knowing how far it really is.

The remote island seemed to be invisible to the government, as they completely missed the area as a search and rescue site.  Of all the thousands of miles of coastline and ocean that were searched, a small area, including the island, was completely missed.

The three talked long into the night about many different things as they sat together on the beach.  As they talked, Angelo began to laugh more and more.  He had never been so happy than he was now, simply talking with the two girls.  Rebecca and Kylie also found themselves enjoying their conversation with Angelo.  They even began to “fight” with each other, as both were trying to get the first word of the next sentence in before the other butted in.  Angelo noticed the continuing fight between them.  But he liked being “fought over.”

Early the next morning, Rebecca and Kylie awoke at the same time, each snuggled tight against the other.


“Ewww!!!  Get away from me!!!”  screeched Rebecca as she jumped to her feet.


“Calm down!” said Kylie as she, to, stood up on the beach. “At least your hair isn’t wrecked!”  She ran over to the edge of the water and squinted trying to see her reflection.

“Good morning, ladies,” said Angelo.  Rebecca spun around to see him before he had even finished his sentence, and Kylie immediately stopped looking at her hair and ran over to meet him.

“Hi!” said the smiling girls in unison.  Soon their faces turned from smiles to that of disgust, however, as Angelo revealed a dead boar from behind him.

“What in the world is that?” said Kylie.


“This?  Why, it’s breakfast, of course!” replied Angelo, laying the boar and the WDW pistol, which he had used to kill the creature with, on the beach.


As Angelo began to gut and prepare the boar, Rebecca and Kylie went in search of firewood at Angelo’s request.

Soon, the fire was started with a lighter that Angelo had found among the wreckage, and everyone ate their fill of the meat.


“So… what do we do now?” asked Kylie as she delicately wiped her mouth.

“Well, I think I may actually have a plan to get us off this island and get back to California,” said Angelo confidently.

“Really?” questioned Rebecca.  “What’s your plan?”


Angelo explained that he had once been a skilled wood worker (during high school) and that he planned to build a small row boat out of wood.  (He had also salvaged an ax from the wreckage.  He had also seen a bomb among the wreckage, but could not think of any use for it, so he left it.)  The paddle boat was too small for three people to ride in, especially for such great a distance.

Construction on the boat began immediately.  As the day went by, both Rebecca and Kylie looked for opportunities to flirt with Angelo (although they would never admit to it).  Once, for example, while Angelo was busy tying together some of the boards with vines and Kylie was off retrieving a bucket of water, Rebecca pretended that she could not lift one of the boards and called for Angelo.  Angelo stopped what he was doing and rushed over to help her.  He lifted it up with ease and set it on the pile.  She then went one step further and pretended that she had hurt her finger, which Angelo attended to immediately as well.  Rebecca simply smiled while all this happened.

When dusk came over the island the boat was almost complete.  All that remained was to fill in the cracks and to make the oars that would give the boat movement.  It had been a long day, so everyone fell asleep quickly on the warm, sandy beach.


The next day began with construction of the oars first.  This time, however, instead of Kylie getting water for the thirsty crew, Rebecca had to go.  Kylie seized the opportunity and began an intricate conversation with Angelo.

At this point, Angelo had begun to fall in love with each of the girls.  The effect that they had on him was amazing.  He found himself to be friendlier and even to laugh more.  He had always been serious and strict with his coworkers and friends in California.  But the girls seemed to bring the life out of him, something had never happened to him before.  He had never had such a good time in his life.  He was having trouble keeping either one of them out of his head.

Likewise, the effect Angelo had upon the girls was also noticeable.  They were each losing their own self-absorbed lifestyles.  It had been more than twenty-four hours before Kylie had even looked in a mirror, or even the ocean, to gaze at her silky hair.  Rebecca had also found that she was talking less and less about water polo.  Angelo had accepted each of the girls for who they were, which meant that neither Rebecca nor Kylie had to work to impress him.


When the bright orange ball of fire rose above the clouds in the east, Angelo, Rebecca, and Kylie were already up.  Today was the day when they would set sail for the west coast and once again resume their normal lives.  They pushed off from the island within a few more hours.

The beautiful morning that had begun on the island soon turned into a cloudy, rainy day on the water.  The waves seemed to get higher and higher as the day went on.  Angelo, who had the chore of operating the small row boat, anxiously awaited dry land.  Rebecca and Kylie were kept busy with the task of keeping the boat empty of any water.

As they continued to get closer to land, the winds and rain grew more vigorous.  Huge waves began to crash down upon the little boat.  The three passengers were becoming more and more worried at the sight and sound of each wave.

“Keep on paddling!” shouted Rebecca over the crashing waves.  Angelo detected a bit of panic in her wavering voice.  Just then, a huge lightning bolt struck across the sky and was accompanied by a low rumble of mighty thunder.  Another huge wave burst into view as well.  Angelo rowed harder, as the girls shrieked in fright.  The monstrous wave was now just overhead.  It seemed to linger just for a moment when it reached its highest point.  Like a cat waiting to pounce, so the wave seemed to the passengers.  Before anyone could even shout the wave had devoured them.

Angelo was the first to burst through the top of the water.  He, like the two others, had been thrown immediately overboard when the wave struck.

“Rebecca?” shouted Angelo.  A small amount of water was still stuck in his throat which he quickly cleared.  “Kylie?”  He did not hear anything for a while.  Finally he heard a weak cry coming from behind him.  He turned around and saw Kylie, struggling to stay afloat in the crashing sea.  Angelo himself was an excellent swimmer, and his strong leg muscles propelled him easily across the water.  As he began to swim towards the struggling Kylie, he heard another voice to the left of him.  He glanced over his shoulder and saw Rebecca, who was also beating the water, desperately trying to stay afloat.  (Apparently, all of the water polo classes in the world will never teach someone how to swim in a stormy ocean.)  Angelo realized he was in a serious predicament.


He was half the distance between Rebecca and Kylie.  Each was about one hundred yards away from him.  Both girls were struggling for survival.  Huge waves were smashing into his own body from all sides.  He had to make a choice.  He knew that by the time he got to one of the girls and rescued them that it would be too late to swim all the way over to the other.  His heart was being torn in two.  His mind swirled in a frantic tornado of thoughts and feelings.  Time was running out.  He glanced at each girl once again.  Rebecca seemed to be staying afloat better than Kylie.  Not wasting anymore precious time, he sped off towards Kylie.

As he swam over each wave, however, he seemed to be getting no closer to his destination.  He turned his head around.  Rebecca now seemed an eternity away as well.  He turned back around towards Kylie in panic.  But it was too late.  She had disappeared completely, engulfed by the ferocious, deadly waters.  His head seemed to explode.  He quickly turned around to face Rebecca.  She to, though, had been claimed by the sea.  His heart was torn.  He yelled with such tenacity that his lungs burned.  His eyes filled with tears, which fell into the sea and mixed into an even saltier liquid.  Inside his own body there, to, began a violent storm: a storm of emotions.  He had set out to win the hearts of each girl when he first met them.  Now he had lost them both.  He yelled one last time.  His whole body shook with sorrow and anger.  Lightning struck and thunder boomed as a gigantic wave swept him to the depths.
