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PROLOGUE
"Larry," the hand seemed to say as it snaked its way down the
bar.
"And this is Evelyn," as the hand withdrew and patted the
backside of the blonde anchored to the barstool next to me. By the
look of her hair, it was obvious that her father owned a platinum
mine.
"We're from Canada too," he finished as he displayed his t-shirt:
'Americans have the right to bear arms. Canadians have the right
to bare breasts'.
Oh boy, I thought, a redneck Canuck...better a t-shirt than a
tattoo.
But Larry wasn't finished, and for the next while I was forced
to endure his synopsis of their adventures down the west coast of
Florida.
The setting was the Tiki-Key Bar in Key West. It was late
January and the sun was in its last stages for the day. Its shifts
were getting longer which made things better for sailing. An extra
hour of sunlight made for better passage making for an old, slow
tub like Sargasso.
We were supposed to be underway within the hour, as
conditions were predicted to be perfect for our crossing to the
Bahamas. Our boat was tied up at the fueling dock while my
partner, Jewel, ran off to provision us with more filters, impellers,
and God knows what other tasteless morsels Sargasso was in need
of. My only task was to fill the jerry cans and that was done.
Everything else that I needed could be procured at the Tiki-Key.
"So your boat has gone AWOL and you're left with a leaky
canoe?" I asked.
Evelyn gushed:"Scarface."
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Indignantly Larry added:"The Heavenly Hiawatha, the Great
Gitchegoomi, the Wandering Windigo, Scarface indeed! Another
round please."
I had spotted their canoe at the dinghy dock. It wasn't hard to
discern that it had seen better times. I was surprised that it even
floated with the enormous gobs of body filler that had been applied
to its fake birch bark like aluminum hull. The gunwales were split
open at the stern.
The story unfolded that they had brought the canoe from
Canada and had stowed it across the stern of their sloop.
Unfortunately, the canoe was a good three feet longer than their
beam and got whacked by a crab boat's anchor up at the docks in
Tarpon Springs. After liberal amounts of Bondo had been applied,
they tried towing the canoe behind their boat. This resulted in the
loss of their cushions and paddles as it stubbornly refused to sink.
In addition, it took on enough water to become a formidable sea
anchor. To their amazement, the canoe was always full of fish
every morning, fish being something they had thus far not able to
procure with their tackle. Finally, they had left it under the
gangway of a floating dock and when the tide came in, it squashed
the canoe like an empty beer can. However, the damn thing
still floated.
Larry poured another round of drinks while Evelyn continued:
"So there we were out in Scarface, fishing near a bridge at
Treasure Island and I said to Larry you know we're awfully close
to the bridge and Larry says but this is where the best fishing is and
he makes this huge cast and the line is running out like mad and I
figure he has some big swordfish like in The Old Man and the Sea
and he can't stop his line and the reel flies out of his hand and up
onto the bridge and I say Holy Christ Larry, you caught an SUV
and he starts paddling like crazy to get out of there. Holy Christ
Larry, you caught a SUV!"
Evelyn's hypnotizing rhetoric really made me
want to get out of there and cast off. One does not normally start a
journey at night, but ours had actually started some twelve hours
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earlier, with lots of last minute catastrophes that meant for several
trips to the marine and hardware stores. We were hoping to catch a
brisk westerly that would take us up the Hawk's Channel or maybe
ride the Gulf Stream for a few extra knots. Weather
windows...shackles and mussels, alive alive oh.
"It's like he really wants to hear our problems," Larry
interrupted.
"What it really sounds like is that you need a fishing guide."
The husky voice belonged to Kaya Mann, the former poacher, or
poachess, who had gone straight after mishap with an Everglades
gator. She still walked with a limp, but was usually leaning against
her partner, Reefer, who did bottom jobs (that means cleaning the
bottoms of boats) and gave tours out to the reef. Kaya continued:
"If you're into flats fishing, I know every gunk hole around
Florida Bay, and if you're into deep sea fishing, Reefer here
knows every hole south of here."
"So to speak," added Reefer. Reefer was never long on
rhetoric. The former Rhodes scholar had settled in the Keys twenty
years ago and had developed a sort of biomass engine that ran on
compost. He had experimented with sails made from palm fronds
and seemed perfectly happy to have left behind an industrial past.
Larry jumped in: "C'mon over here little lady and let me pour
you a drink."
By this point I wasn't sure if they were into tequila sunsets or
hickory daiquiris, but the pitchers kept on coming.
At the same time, a portly little man in black shorts and a
matching cap made a nosedive through the entrance, narrowly
avoiding a collision with the local Rasta. Manana was the Rasta's
name, and he was leaning against one of the palms that gated the
entranceway. Manana hailed from New Jersey and had never
actually been to Jamaica. He was reputedly involved with some
'shaky' deals-that being the substance he was dealing in. But
nobody really cares what your business is in Key West, and
Manana was left alone to do what he seemed to enjoy most:
leaning against a palm.
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The newcomer was Mulligan, a pilot by profession, who would
tell you hair-raising stories about the good old days, provided you
kept him fuelled with enough Irish whiskey. He swore that he
could fly anything, but the fact was that he had crashed more
planes than anyone else had ever flown throughout the Keys.
He remained remarkably unscathed. Mulligan headed straight for
Evelyn as if her platinum activated his imaginary compass-as if
that were something he knew how to operate.
"Colleen awrew, would you like some bamboo?" I wasn't sure
if this was a pickup line or some sort of Irish limerick, but it caught
Evelyn off guard and turned her attention away from the discussion
in which Larry and Kaya were engaged.
"Ah but the sunflowers of Van Gogh could match the radiance
of your topping," Mulligan blarneyed while adding a little more
brogue to accentuate his Irish. He continued to leave Evelyn
speechless for a change:
"A countenance as bright as yours, would surely lift the mist
over the Emerald Isle, as it does my foggy soul.'
This was my opportunity to make a hasty exit, but I was
enjoying this too much to leave.
"So after she put the diesel in the gas tank, she filled the
alcohol stove with sesame oil. She sure is pretty but don't see so
well, eh?" Larry's remark seemed to break Evelyn's spell and she
turned to face Larry just as Kaya quipped:
"She must be half-blind to follow an oaf like you around."
"Larry, Evelyn jumped in, this is Mulligan. He's uh..."
"An ace. Pilot first class. At your service sir."
The hand snaked back down the bar:
"Pleased to meet you. Lemme pour you a drink."
"No thank you," Mulligan politely declined. "I'm fructose
intolerant." But a wee nip of the Irish would be grand.
It was drinks all around again.
"So what happened to the uh, Meandering Moose?" I had to
ask. There were worse names for boats...the 'Bottomless Beaver'
was one of them. Evelyn quickly replied:
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"Larry didn't put the bunny around the tree. You know, when
you tie a bowline. The bunny has to go around the tree and then
back down the hole. Larry's bunny just popped out of his hole and
the Moose meandered off."
A groan went out in the far corner of the bar. Cecil and his
gang of realtors had arrived. Realtors, developers, their lawyers
and local politicians, were regarded as pariahs, not only in Key
West, but also in most of Florida. The quaint docksides and
moorings
had all given way to condoland, which was pricing the locals out
of their homes. This was becoming a concrete jungle for the rich
and not so famous.
Cecil, nicknamed "Obese'l", had recently purchased the TikiKey Bar. Its waterfront location would be ideal for a three or four
story condominium, or whatever he could get away with through
zoning bribes. The condo consortium sat quietly at a corner table
and took in their surroundings. The mood of the bar was lost but
Larry continued:
"Canadian aluminum is the best in the world. The folks at
Harley and Wolf shoulda stuck to building motorcycles. If we had
built the Titanic with good, Canadian aluminum, she'd still be
floating. I'd even trade her even for an inflatable with a four horse
on the back."
"We really don't need a canoe," Kaya insisted.
"Well pour yourself a drink and think about it...it would double
your business." Larry turned and started on Mulligan:
"You know with this global warming stuff and all, everyone is
gonna need a boat, eh? These Keys will be all underwater in a few
years. Maybe you should start thinking about moving north. I've
got some fine land up near Hudson's Bay...good rich muskeg. Why
in a few years you'll be growing bananas up there."
This was definitely my cue to leave. I thanked Larry and
Evelyn for the drinks and started tacking my way back to Sargasso,
hoping the night air would sober me up. The jerry cans were full.
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The last thing I saw before I climbed aboard was a bashed up
canoe tied to the dinghy docks. It was half full of water in which a
pinfish had staked its domain.
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ELECTRIC WATERWORLD
*Getting sloppy with the log.
*Forgot to write down departure time.
*Little things always come back to haunt me.
*Feel a little perked up after a bit of a crash.
*Jewel stowed in her cabin...a little miffed...I guess I stayed a bit
too long at the Tiki-Key Bar tonight.
*No traffic in the channel.
*NOAH forecasts a fine evening with the chance or possibility
of, or a maybe percentage of might be or something, blah, blah,
blah. They are usually right on the money but they always add a
'perhaps' at the end of their predictions.
*A few swells now. This is where the Atlantic meets the Gulf of
Mexico. The water is confused. There is no boundary. It's as if
these two bodies of water struggle for territory, assisted and
desisted by the tides.
*Past the break. Running on genoa alone. Flashing red, white and
greens as far as the eye can see. Heading out past the reef. Gotta
get some momentum from the Stream.
*The Stream...more powerful than the Mississippi and Amazon
combined. It was first charted by none other than Benjamin
Franklin. The stories we've been told from the horrible to the
sublime. I'm hoping that it's my magic carpet ride.

10

*The lights of Key West behind me...the sweet baritone sound of
water rushing past my hull...dodger and bimini down...pure
tropical breeze...constellations twinkling like Chinese
cymbals...sibilant.
*Passed the reef...sigh of relief. The ocean swells clean and
message the hull. I let out more jenny and ease towards the Stream.
The compass is pointing east. No ships in sight. My mind wanders
back to the Tiki-Key.
I really have come to love those characters. They all seem to
have had such unusual lives. Well, at least it seems that way to one
born and raised in the Great White North. Reefer had brought a
couple of freshly caught lobster tails over to Sargasso a few nights
ago. This was a regular occurrence. The closest thing to this that
I've ever caught up north was a crawfish. And that Kaya was
forever giving us channel cats and gaffers. She wouldn't even use
them for bait, but we frittered them in hot pepper sauce and wow! I
could still picture the two of them sipping on their fruity cocktails
back at the Tiki-Key...like two pirates in a soda shoppe.
And then there was Mulligan who disdained of fruit altogether.
"Just composts the innards that much faster". We had shared many
a bottle with mysterious worn labels that he had brought back
from his questionable quests. He lived in his hangar-boathouse
with his baby, 'Molly Bloom', an aircraft of dubious distinction. A
harp festooned one wing while a shamrock decorated the other.
Nothing radical in that except the wings were different sizes.
"She's a little apt to starboard,” he would laugh. The
formidable quantities of duct tape applied to the plane would build
a good size fence across the Mexican border.
But this Larry...oh boy did he take the cake. Nothing like a
redneck Canuck to dispel all the notions of the pre-conceived
11

stereotype. Who would name their boat 'The Meandering Moose'?
And was it mannequins or blow-up dolls that he had used for
fenders? It was quite the story Evelyn told us about how they had
pulled into the marina at Paradise Key:
-So there's Larry standing up on the bow with the boat hook
like a sword and yelling, "over the side wenches", and he starts
pushing these naked dummies over the gunwales and the mayor's
wife is like having a garden party at the marina and is horrified by
all of this so her hubby arrives with some heavy dudes in uniform
and they make Larry take down all the female fenders and tells us
to leave first thing in the morning. So now Larry's mad and he
takes a bunch of the blow-ups ashore and plants them in the
mayor's wife's garden and we take off at dawn and he leaves a
couple of their heads bobbing in the harbour and...
Whew, where did the stars go? It's getting foggy out
here...can barely see the mast light...no wind at all now. The jib
flapping sounds like wet feet on a dock but strangely
metronomical.
*Furl in a little...flapping faster but I still don't feel any breeze.
I can't see the mast light at all now.
*The dreaded sound...surf! There is no land for twenty miles
according to the chart.
*All hell breaks loose...I'm in a whirlpool. This only happens in
cartoons. There is no visibility and we're being pushed or pulled at
a good ten knots.
*Then the wind comes...I'm thinking white squall. What did Jeff
Bridges do? I can't remember so I try to keep her into the wind. It
comes from every direction. Five rotation wheel...doesn't respond.
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*Furl, unfurl...check the compass. West! This can't be. Did the
Stream reverse itself? No stars. Total darkness. I can't be in the
Bermuda Triangle yet. Is this the Cuban isosceles?
*Do not panic. Of course I do. I miss my little cabin up north that
stayed in one spot...no drifting or dragging anchors.
*Now the lights...not mine. Towers flashing and crackling out
warnings: Keep off! Back up! Turn and stay out of Neptune’s
watery domains.
*All kinds of lights...strobular, occulting, layered. Red right
returning...but to where?
*Spray over the bow...illuminated waves. Too late to get
the dodger up. I'm hanging on to this useless wheel. The damn
compass won't budge off due west.
*Magnetic north...somewhere in Nunavik. Diabolical Eskimos
want a compass tax. I'm convinced that they are constantly moving
the bloody pole.
*Hissing, spitting, sparkling. Sounds coming from all directions.
*ELECTRIC WATERWORLD!
*Waves four to six feet. Hope the dinghy is okay...why didn't
I stow it? Bang my fist on the compass. Shady Nunaviks!
*Breathless now. Shocked. Paralyzed.
*Lights overhead now. Perhaps it’s the Coast Guard coming to
rescue me. How would they know? My radio's dead. No battery
power at all except for my solar keyboard...my own little
innovation that is not hooked up to the boat's batteries.
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*Now the cockpit is alive with dancing colours. Colours like a
painting by Juan Miro...little abstract shapes that bounce off
each other and arpeggiate up the mast. A return to the
Sixties...psychedelic.
*The mast glows like Excalibur.
*Surreal.
*Then the huge glow in front of the bow...nuclear...rising
out of the ocean. Higher. Higher. It's an eye...a gigantic
glowing, fiery eye. It dwarfs all other lights. It is master of all.
It rises to the top of the mast and then looks down on
me, the trespasser.
Then there was nothing; nothing but the stars and a calm sea in
front of me. The mast light was all that remained of the
eye, and it soon fades as well. Still no electronics. Compass still
pointing west. So where were we? I check the charts. there is
nothing on the charts showing a gigantic eye sticking out of the
water. The visibility is perfect now, except off the stern as the mist
dissipates. Even the clock has stopped in the front cabin. I grabbed
the flashlight. Eureka...it works! I check all the lines and the jib.
All is fine.
I refuse to leave the security of the cockpit to check on the
dinghy. My nerves are frayed. My ashtray is overflowing.
I consume pot after pot of coffee. I try to relax and wait for
daybreak.
The jib won't respond. I'm being pushed or pulled along on this
invisible current while the sea is a virtual mirror reflecting the
constellations. I peruse the sky. There is the Dreadlock
Galaxy...looks like Manana. And there's the Mulligan Galaxy
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...who could mistake the ballcap? And there is the twin grouping of
Kaya Mann and Reefer. Am I on another planet?
Suddenly there is light! It was if I had crossed a boundary
from night to day...no dawn and no sunrise with which to gauge
my bearings. Everything is fresh and beautiful. I'm gaining control
of the boat again. I might as well go forward. There are no
obstructions in sight. I hoist the main and unfurl the jib and let the
wind take me forward. Then I gingerly leave the safety of the
cockpit and venture back towards the stern.
I let loose a diatribe of unprintable obscenities. The dinghy is
gone. Tied to the painter was a beat up, birchbark simile; an
elongated aluminum beer can. There was Larry's canoe, Scarface!
I didn't have time to dwell on this development as my attention
was diverted to the forward deck.
‘Wham’…oh God….I had hit something!
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SUMMERLANDS
“Journeying through the sublime”
Racing towards the bow, I was greeted by the sight of a large,
black and white mass sprawled over the forward deck. A flipperfin-web-wing like thing moved across the deck. The head rose with
an enormous beak that seemed to smile upside down.
-Hi, I'm Nelligan.
Now I am convinced that I am stark, raving mad...totally off
my rocker. I can talk with birds now. I'm a seafaring Dr. Doolittle.
I do a quick check to see if I've become one myself. No, I'm quite
the same.
-Sorry 'bout the crash landing. I be lucky boy, that you had this
little floating island here. I'm too far out and not be able to reach
back 'ome.
-What...who? I stammer incongruously.
-I've told you my name is Nelligan. I'm what they call a
Peliguin and I come from Emerald Isle. These are the
Summerlands. Does ye not know where ye be mate? Ye're heading
in my direction and I'd be obliged for a lift. Ouch...I seem to have
broken me leg.
-You also seem to be short on feathers, I replied.
Now that I realized I had nothing to fear from this friendly
creature, I helped him into the cockpit to begin questioning. I
had never heard of a Peliguin before, let alone seen one. He stood
about three feet high, and had the trademark tuxedo look about him
like a penguin. However, he had an enormous beak like a pelican
and his flippers worked like wings.
-You're quite right about me being lost.
I've seemed to have come through a bit of a disturbance, to put
it mildly, and now I haven't a clue as to where I am.
-Emerald Isle is one of five islands that make up the
Summerlands. The island you see in the distance is called Coco
Key. Me 'ome is just passed there.
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Coco Key looked to be about seven miles off the
port bow. I figured I would have plenty of time to explain my
own presence here, and gather some information on these
Summerlands. It would seem as though I had discovered some sort
of modern-day Galapagos. Seeing that I was lucky enough to make
it through the mist, I might as well stay and have a gander. One
thing I had learned in my travels is that if you're hospitable to
the locals, they will watch out for you.
-Would you care for some tea? I asked.
-That would be lovely, Nelligan replied. It's my favourite.
While I was making the tea, I had time to observe him from the
galley. A flying penguin. I wondered what Darwin would have
made of that. I had seen fish fly the length of a football field. But
for what purpose? I had to find out more about this amazing
creature.
-Here ya go...careful, it's hot.
One sip was all it took to convince me that Peliguins did not
like tea. He was obviously trying to be polite. Then he
informed me that he thought I might be serving whisktea or
teaquila, some of the specialties from Emerald Isle. At that point, I
rushed back to the galley and produced a bottle of Appleton's rum.
-Ah, he swooned. Now this warms the cockles and the soles.
I was beginning to get used to his colloquialisms. Nelligan did
not seem overly surprised that there was another world outside of
the Summerlands. I tried to simplify the technology and put it into
terms he might comprehend, but most of my world was too far out
for his understanding. But his world seemed like a fairy tale as
well. It was as if I had been transported back to a paradise lost.
Was H.G. Wells indeed a visionary, or had I discovered a new
archipelago? Regardless, Nelligan waited until I had finished and
then began to fill me in on the Summerlands.
-All us creatures are vegans except for the scum at
Konkerland. They be a bad bunch...cannabalistic carnivores and
such. The rest of us all get on well and love to party. There's lots of
music and plenty of food, and everyone will love this stuff you call
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rum. Rum, rum, its gentle on the tum. Nelligan grinned that
enormous grin and handed his cup back to me.
He told me that the Summerlands was a place of perpetual
sunshine. Nelligan had never seen the moon and did not
understand the concept of night. I tried to explain how it got dark
at night and there were stars, and that night was just a long period
of shade.
He admitted that he didn't know anything about time either.
This struck a strange chord with me but I didn't dwell on that
subject just then.
Pretty soon he was drinking right out of the bottle and
jabbering on about his cavern and something about having to feed
all the McCormants and O'Henries and the Konkers getting all
riled up about something or other. Someone or something
called Oopslop, had got his dander up and Nelligan was out
searching for something or somewhere. For those who have never
heard a Peliguin slur its words, it is only comical if one is wearing
raingear.
Nelligan was fascinated about Sargasso, but even more
astounded by the bottle of rum. He had never seen glass before and
had a lot of fun with the bottle. He had so much fun, that when he
drained it, I had to help him below where he made sort of a nest in
the forward head. Just before he passed out he said:
-Beware the Green Flash!
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SAILING THE SUMMERLANDS SEA
When one lives on a boat, much of one's time, energy and
finances are spent in the upkeep of the vessel. Sargasso was meant
for traveling, not to be kept at the dock as a day sailer. We were
always on the move. However, this often meant for a lot of tacking
to make any passage way. Nevertheless, there were days when we
would take her out just for the joy of sailing...usually around in
circles. We loved the way that the dolphins played in the wake of
the bow and we would often be treated to the sight of flying rays.
Crossing the Summerlands Sea was one of those days. The
usually lugubrious Sargasso seemed unusually graceful and
rejuvenated. However, the electronics were still out of whack and
no matter which way I turned, the compass pointed to the west. I
obviously didn't have any charts so I gave Coco Key a wide berth.
Then I went below to try and revive Nelligan and get some local
knowledge of these waters.
I've witnessed the resurrection of many drunkards in my
time, but watching a Peliguin come out of a stupor was something
special. First the flings, as the flippers were called, came together
in a prayer-like manner and then it burbles:
-Yarny, splaharny, bullarny, and then it rises.
-No more rum until we get to land, I told him.
-Yes, the Green Flash...nobody has ever returned from there.
It's on the other side of the Summerlands...beautiful but lethal.
There is supposed to be a sort of gateway where the Mist meets the
Green Flash. Maybe that's how ye got here, Nelligan said.
I wasn't planning on returning just yet. I at least wanted to
drop my passenger off at Emerald Isle and perhaps take a look
around. I had to find out more about these Summerlands.
-Oh yes, the Summerlands...prettiest place on earth. Of course
it's the only place I've ever seen. The sea a perfect twin of the
sky...never a rough day. The sky is a palette of blues, except of
course over Konkerland.
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-And what is this Konkerland, I ventured.
-Nay, I won't be troublin ye with our problems. If ye stick
around ye be surely findin out for yer own. By the way, we've just
passed Coco Key, which is the home of the Bamboozlers.
-Now this I gotta see. Is a Bamboozler a sort of con man?
-No, no, no, where have ye been? What I means is, they are
all con artists but they don't mean no harm. They just has a way of
saying everything backwards. Either that or they means the
opposite of what they says. It's rather confusing but harmless.
They sing 'tuk-tukka-tuk' a lot and are very funny. The
Bamboozlers make some fabulous bamboo wine among other
things. Bunky be the name of their chief, and Shahairy be his wife.
Ye be takin' a shine to them. Just prepare yerself for the retrograde
and antonyms. Nelligan continued:
-The sparkling green and white cliffs ahead of us be Emerald
Isle. That be where I live with me fellow Peliguins, and some other
feathered friends called the McCormants and the O'Henries. Past
that is Mangroville where Rastjahzz and the Jahstamoments live.
They be sort of plant creatures that move about about their island
on a series of rootlegs. Obviously, they can't visit the other islands
but they seem content to smoke their herb and play music all day
long.
-The Irogators and their friend, Akviro, live on the far side of
Konkerland in a place called Atalantoll. They haven't been visiting
much lately due to some problems with the Konkers. For an
instant, Nelligan looked apprehensive. Then the tremendous smile
returned.
-You don't seem to have a very high opinion of these Konkers,
I probed.
-Aye laddie. They be set on takin over is what I feels. Irogators
gone missing...O'Henries' feathers floating in the Summerlands
Sea. Strange things have been happening lately and I be sure it has
something to do with Oopslop and his thugs.
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-Well let me change the subject for a minute...er, I mean for a
while. I keep forgetting that you are unfamiliar with the concept of
time. Have you never been in contact with the world beyond the
Mist or the Green Flash? No other visitors? I asked.
-There's been signs that we're not alone. Flotsam and jetsam
and stuff have drifted through here. And then there's this Golden
Shell that the Konkers found but Akviro says that they stole her. I
not be sure what to think, Nelligan said thoughtfully.
-The Golden Shell? I inquired.
-Yeh, the Coners, who are part of the Konkers, said they found
the Golden Shell on a hunting expedition. Akviro and the Irogators
claim that she was stolen from the lagoon at Atalantoll. Anyhow,
the Coners got her back to Konkerland and have her under wraps
there. There not be much that Akviro can do against Oopslop and
his gang.
- You've mentioned this Oopslop before, I said. What's
he all about?
-He be the head honcho over there. He has his own brigade of
Konkers, Coners and Crushtacians to do his bidding. Ye don't want
to be messing with that bunch. Oopslop has the sign of the web on
his throne. It really be quite scary.
Too much information. I just sat back and let it flow over me.
It was too nice a day to get my dander up. At least I had an idea
what the Summerlands were all about. Just mind my own business
and stay away from Oopslop. Before I returned to the subject of
time I had to ask:
-So Nelligan, I don’t understand why Peliguins don't eat fish. It
seems to me that with all your skills, they would be easy to catch.
-They are easy to catch. Some of them love to go flying with
me. And why should I eat me friends? I'd be no better than a
Konker, Nelligan stated indignantly.
-Alright then, I replied, let's talk about time. You really have
no idea what time is? In my world we have these things called
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clocks that tell us what time it is. Look in the galley and you'll see
a clock on the wall.
-That really looks swell but what do ye do when they tell ye the
time? he inquired.
-Well, you really don't have to do anything but...I thought for
awhile. But usually we do things according to the time, I finished.
-So these clocks tell ye what to do?
-No, the clocks are more of a guideline so we can get out of
bed on time. I was getting frustrated. I really hadn't thought about
this in a logical manner before. Actually the clocks tell us when it
is time to eat and time to go to work. Now I was beginning to feel
ridiculous. It sounded as though I couldn't feed myself without a
clock. How do I explain?
-In other words, ye be ruled by these clocks, Nelligan retorted.
We manage to eat and sleep just fine without being told to do so by
a circle with a strange face on it.
Now as I thought about it, he was right in a way. Society as I
knew it revolved around the strictness and restraints of time. I tried
to surmise how this had come to happen. With no way of an
explanation left, I simply told Nelligan that our clocks had conked
out.
-Conched out...that's a good one boy. There also be an herb the
Irogators grow that be called thyme. It's green and rather bitter and
ye can't make whisktea out of it. As far as the day goes, there's top
day and bottom day and other bottom day. How complicated is
that? I have heard tell of this thing ye call nighttime on the other
side of the Green Flash. It doesn't sound appealing to me. How can
ye see without the sun?
I bypassed this question as something just dawned on me. This
was a land of perpetual sunshine! I was in the Summerlands.
Tropicals breezes...no storms...no worries. If worst came to worst,
I could always head back towards the Mist. But would I return to
where I came from or was this some sort of stargate that could
transport me anywhere?
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Those spurious Nunaviks had one day for their summer
solstice, along with millions of black flies. The Summerlands must
be drifting somehow, in order to have the solstice everyday. I had
stumbled upon an uncharted Galapagos where life had obviously
evolved differently.
When I came out of my reverie, I saw that I had made a terrible
mistake. Nelligan had already drained the contents of a second
bottle.
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EMERALD ISLE
“Fishermen and sailors spin the biggest yarns”
Promontory Bay. I would never have found it without
Nelligan's help. The entrance was between two great pillars of rock
that blended in with the rest of the landscape.
As we sailed through the pillars, I saw dozens of solemnlooking birds perched on the rocks like some Roman sentinels. It
seemed eiree to me, but Nelligan seemed unfazed.
Nelligan was bombed again and was dancing furiously on the
bow as we approached Emerald Isle. Unlike Ulysses, who returned
via his backdoor, Nelligan was determined to make a grand
entrance after his epic quest. He bellowed:
What do you do with a drunken Peliguin
Fill 'im full of rum 'till his leg is well again
Watch 'im dance a jig if his name is Nelligan
More lies in the morning
-Wait a minute. You said 'morning'. I thought you only had top
and bottom days. I was determined to find out if he was putting me
on.
-It's just a word that rhymes, he said. It doesn't mean anything.
-Hold on. It doesn't rhyme with anything in that song.
What are you trying to tell me? I demanded.
-It rhymes with 'porridge' he replied.
-It doesn't rhyme with 'porridge' and 'porridge' isn't even in the
song.
-It rhymes with 'porridge' in another song, so I be
allowed to use it anytime me likes. Peliguin poets have rules you
know. I am Bick Pentameter when I'm poetisizing. Surely you've
heard of homonymphs and auntynymphs and all that stuff?
I wasn't getting anywhere with this so I asked him where he
thought I should anchor.
-In the sea of course, he said.
It was really no use at this point. We had sailed into
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a wide bay that reminded me of the Grecian Isles. White rocky
promontories rose against a stunningly blue backdrop.
The few puffy clouds seemed to reflect the seascape. We were
approaching the face of a cliff in the center of the bay. Knowing
that granite is tougher than fiberglass, I opted to drop anchor a
good ways out while Nelligan blabbered:
-Drop the hook...anchors away...I like porridge.
Off he flew. After twenty or so, ungraceful flaps, he was on the
lip of the cave. He stumbled into the entrance leaving me to
wonder how I was going to land. The cave was only about twenty
feet above the water and although I had apparently learned to
speak 'Peliguin', I still wasn't capable of flying. I uncleated the
canoe and swore under my breath at Larry:
-Heavenly Hiawatha indeed!
I paddled around until I found a hidden cove with a small
beach suitable to land on. After dragging Scarface shore, I trudged
up the blanched cliffs to the entrance of the cave. Looking in, I
could not believe my eyes.
The cave opened up and branched off into numerous caverns.
All were studded with green emeralds that gave it the look of a
mystical palace. Even Oz couldn't have imagined this.
In the middle, Nelligan was surrounded by other Peliguins, all
looking like they were sporting disheveled tuxedos. They were
dignified, yet comical at the same time. In other words, an
ornithologically altered version of Dickens’s 'Mr. Pickwick'.
To their right stood a flock, or was it a gaggle, of dark
blue, flamingo-like birds, but with webbed feet like the blue-footed
boobies in the Galapagos. Even their eyes were deep blue. They
stood there posing with their flings wide open. I thought they
looked slightly shorter and thinner than the Peliguins, and had bills
instead of beaks.
-These are our cousins the McCormants, Nelligan spoke,
lead by Fopling Popinjay. And these are our cousins the O'Henries,
he continued as he pointed to his left, and their leader be named
Molly Bloomer.
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This was getting too weird.
The O'Henries were only about a foot tall, but came in all
colours of the rainbow. Their plumage was similar to a parakeet's
but their heads looked like roses with noses and they also had
webbed feet.
-And this is the Skipper who rescued me, as he pointed his
fling at me.
As if on cue, they all began to sing. Now I could not believe
my ears. It was the most horrible music I had ever heard. The
O'Henries were running about making clucking noises to go with
their choreography, while the McCormants just stood there with
their flings open, and squawked. The Peliguins commanded the
bellowing section and the cacophony was complete. It was indeed
horrendous...descantation of dissonance...and it was in my honour.
-How did ya like that? We learned it from the gramophone
that washed ashore, Nelligan proudly stated.
-You have a gramophone? I was incredulous.
The Peliguins parted so that Nelligan could display their prize
from the outside world. It was indeed a gramophone. What a
strange piece of flotsam. It must have been eighty years old with
its crank handle. I wondered if they knew how to operate it.
I watched in amazement as his fling cranked the mechanism
and sure enough the disc began to rotate. He put the needle near
the center of the disc and it began playing. It sounded just like their
performance. He was playing it backwards!
Now I had to show them how to correctly operate the machine
so I put the needle at the edge of the disc and began to crank
in the opposite direction. Out came Haydn's 'Emperor’s Hymn',
an early recording by the Berlin Philharmonic.
-Sounds awful that way, said Nelligan as the gathered assembly
fluttered their flings and cackled, squawked and bellowed in
agreement. Very strange. I guess beauty is indeed in the ear of the
beholder.
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Now it was party time on emerald Isle. Whiskteas and teaquilas
were passed around in banana leaf flasks. Baskets of kelp and sea
veggies appeared soaked in mango and pepper sauces while they
cackled and squawked and bellowed, 'porridge' and some things
that I couldn't make out.
-We be dipsydoodlin now, which meant that Nelligan offered
to give me a tour of his island. I gratefully accepted, and left the
others to their feasting and musical massacres.
Emerald Isle turned out to be an enchanting place. There were
numerous little coves that reminded me of the south shore of
Bermuda. There were tiny trails that connected the beaches along
which grew cacti and agaves. I at least understood where the
teaquila came from. Most of the cacti garden was in bloom
with red and purple flowers sprouting from their prickly stems.
There were also many shades of Prickly Pear that I
recognized as edible species, as well as some majestic Saguaros
that must have been fifty feet high. The beaches were fringed with
sea oats. Nelligan told me that they made their whiskteas from
them. Ingenious, really.
Nelligan portrayed a comic figure as a tour guide. He was
forever waddling into cacti that he cursed in an unintelligible
tongue...something about lepercons. He kept telling me not to
dillydally, but for the most part, I was ahead of him. At one point
he staggered into a little garden that had a gigantic statue of a
pelican adorned with red bows and antlers.
-What on earth? I inquired.
-See the resemblance? Nelligan asked. It scares the bejeezes
out of the Coners. They don't dare to wander around on Emerald
Isle.
I simply nodded, not sure if he was joking or not. As a
scarecrow, the pelican looked so humourous that I couldn't see it
frightening anything. This place was beyond bizarre.
Next we continued our hike over the guano fields that didn't
smell too nice. They traded guano with the Bamboozlers and
Irogators in exchange for their libational specialties. For Nelligan,
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the guano fields were the smell of prosperity. He told me that they
also harvested jazzleberries in Mangroville.
-Jazzleberry pie in the morning
-'Tis the favourite of I in my porridge.
Nelligan filled me in on a lot of things, but I was especially
curious about the gramophone. Evidently it simply floated ashore
earlier, but there was no use in trying to discern when. He did add
that the Bamboozlers had some pictures float ashore that had a lot
of stuff on them that they had never seen before.
Also, the Konkers found some sort of web insignia that
Oopslop had draped over his throne. I would have to see these for
myself. On that thought, Nelligan said that he would send some
O'Henries to the other islands to act as messengers of my
impending arrival.
-No use in scarin' the bejeezes out of 'em. Ye likely won't get to
stop at Konkerland. It's not a pretty sight anyhow.
Left with this foreboding thought, I was about to bid him
goodbye, but Nelligan had passed out again. As I paddled back to
Sargasso, I noticed that there were heaps of Peliguins and
McCormants sleeping everywhere. Coco Key and the
Bamboozlers were next.
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COCO KEY
“We’ll bambooboozle you”
A crowd was gathered on the beach as I made my approach to
Coco Key. It seemed like they were engaged in some sort of
ceremony that was similar to the Ramayana Monkey Dance I had
seen performed in Bali.
There was a gamelan-like orchestra with keys being struck
with mallets and sticks, but their instruments were non-metallic.
They sound like marimbas mixed with bamboo drums.
Some of the performers were twirling various things in a
circular motion over their heads. These wind oscillators had a
flute-like timbre. It was unlike anything I had heard before and
intensely ethereal. It was my thought right then, that the
Summerlands would benefit greatly if the Bamboozlers would give
music lessons to the inhabitants of Emerald Isle.
They were still unaware of my presence as I weighed anchor
and jumped into the cursed canoe to paddle to shore. When they
finally spotted me, they were more in awe of Sargasso, than of the
homo sapien in the birch bark beer can. As I pulled Scarface onto
the beach, I became a little disconcerted when the crowd started
shouting:
-Get lost, egg on legs.
Then I remembered Nelligan's warning about the opposites
being true. I introduced myself to their leader, Bunky, who
introduced me to his wife, Shahairy.
-She is beautificle, isn't she? And she has many splendiferous
sisters. You should buy a house here and stay for a while. I could
take sand dollars as a down payment.
As I pondered the preposterous, I checked out my hosts. The
Bamboozlers were less than four feet tall and all were adorned in
grass skirts and sandals. Many wore shirts that were made from
some type of bamboo. They were very fine and interwoven into
intricated patterns. Their arms and legs were similar to bamboo in
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that they had circular joints. Their green eyes were quite narrow
but sparkled with mischief.
What surprised me most was their great preponderance of hair.
I thought of Evelyn back at the Tiki-Key. You might say that they
looked like miniature versions of the scarecrow from 'The Wizard
of Oz', except with an Oriental slant.
After being told that I smelled like a mollusk, and after
repeadedly being called 'Big Knocker Noggin Head', a toast was
called for. The hospitality in the Summerlands had been
outstanding thus far.
-BUNKA BUNKA BOO, the cry went up. This was followed
by a lot of 'Tuk Tukka Tuks', that again reminded me of Bali. How
could two civilizations, so far removed from each other, share the
same qualities? Some have said that evolution and synchronicity
go hand in hand.
In spite of the beautiful music they made, their voices sounded
like they were singing through a drainpipe. There was a digereedo
undertone to their voices. Regardless, I was amazed that I was
fluent in the Bamboozle language. I had struggled with languages
all of my life, and now I spoke Peliguinese and Bamboozle all in
one day. Once I got past this reversed meaning stuff, I was fine.
As more drinks were procurred, some of the Bamboozlers
started falling down. As they did, more Bamboozlers appeared
with even stranger looking instruments to take their places. It all
seemed like perfectly normal behaviour to them. I just couldn't
picture the woodwind section of the New York Philharmonic
falling drunkenly off their seats, only to be replaced by an
ensemble of zithers and a gang of bottomwhompers.
Meanwhile, the music grew in scope and rhythm and flowed
through a variety of modes and timbres. Contrapuntal sections
joined in as more drinks were passed around. The sound intensified
with gagglehorns tooting from the treetops and mugthumpers
beating in the bush.
Although mezmerized by their performance, I still listened
intensely to Bunky as he explained the working of their society.
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Bamboo was their main staple from which they made bamboo
wine, as well as their clothing and shelters. Bamboo shoots were a
food source so long as they didn't use the shoots from the giant
bamboo which was poisonous. Young shoots were called 'sun',
just like in the Mandarin language.
When the music finally subsided, Bunky volunteered to take me
on a tour of his island. It was a strange and chaotic tour. At first I
thought the inhabitants were a bunch of drunken, bamboo
scarecrows. As the day wore on, I became convinced of it. They
were always staggering and bumping into one another with their
'Tuk Tukka tuks' rattling away. As we wound our way down the
paths, we were forever stepping over Bamboozlers strewn along
the trails. Yet none seem to take umbrage or seemed to get injured.
Their gardens were magnificent...mango, papaya, breadfruit...a
host of strange looking fruits and vegetables I couldn't identify.
Red bougainvillia crept up over their bamboo huts. Some of their
dwellings were in the trees, remniscent of Swiss Family
Robinson...probably not a good thing considering their state of
sobriety.
Four or five huts were clustered in small communities scattered
around the island. Each had a town square, which was circular,
where the Bamboozlers could gather for recreational purposes.
Hibiscus and jasmine flourished here. One could also partake of
'Bam', which was what they called their wine, which was
dispensed from an immense bamboo jug in the center of these
circles...'Bamvats'.
I thought this to be an ingenious innovation. Instead of
staring at fountains or statues of dead presidents, one could
actually refresh themselves within a short stagger of their homes.
This was indeed paradise found!
I couldn't understand why in the hundreds of years of
navigation, and now satellite projection, that these islands were
still undiscovered. But then again, there are huge tracts of land still
uncharted in New Guinea and in the Darien Gap. Exploration of
our planet is not a done deal.
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The Bamboozlers were a homogeneous society. There were no
sub-species or 'cousins' other than themselves on Coco Key.
However, Bunky confided in me that they were in danger of losing
part of their island to the Konkers, who claimed that the
Bamboozlers had defaulted on some sort of business deal.
-I was explisific with Oopslop and then he 'welked' on the deal.
As he rolled around on the ground laughing at his pun, I
wondered how anyone could do business with a
Bamboozler...everything they say is backwards.
Once one got past that trait, the Bamboozlers were charming.
Who could not be endeared to a society whose main recreation
consisted of drinking and making music? By my third cup of Bam,
I began to realize that their music was a combination of Harry
Partch, Maurice Ravel, and John Philip Sousa. Whole tones were
interspersed with microtones...polyrhythms over a primal beat.
Only then did I remember leaving the video camera with Mulligan
back at the Tiki-Key. Who was going to believe me when I go
back through the funnel and land in Kansas?
Now I found myself following Bunky into the jungle. He had
something important to show me. When we arrived at a clearing in
the bush, I was astounded to find a tiny art gallery. Paintings by
Van Gogh, Miro, Picasso and Dali, dangled from the arms of a
gumbo limbo tree...masterpieces, every one.
But Bunky did not halt here and urged me to keep up with him.
Evidently something more important lay ahead. We descended
into a shady glen where there was a small pool fed by a waterfall.
Here Bunky stopped, cleared his voice and proceeded to point at a
large rock in the middle of the cascade:
-This is the mother rock. Below her lay the little stones and
pebbles that have come from the mother rock. To her, these
are as precious as babies.
I figured Bunky was going on with some Zen trip
until he said:
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-This goes to show that beauty is in the eye of the boulder. And
then he laughed and laughed and 'Tuk Tukka Tuk'd',and then he
too fell down drunk and passed out.
There was not a Bamboozler left standing, so I took advantage
of the waterfall to have a shower. Refreshed, I paddled back to
Sargasso in wondrous amazement. How strange can Mangroville
be after this?
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MANGROVILLE
“Get back to your roots”
*Island time or timelessness-the sun never sets in the
Summerlands- freedom from schedules-what a concept.
*Crops could be planted anytime-no lunar calendar-no moon at all.
*No tides-easier sailing and anchoring.
*Too strange to comprehend-was I still on the same planet or
did I sail through a stargate in the Bermuda triangle?
And why in this metric age was time still divided into nonmetrical groups? Calendars had been changed several times over
the millennium, but they were still non-metric as well. Time in this
century had become a commodity. Nelligan was right...we were
ruled by it.
We were timed by time. Production had a time continuum. We
were expected to start working at a certain time and stop working
at another time. Plus we were sold the appurtenances to make sure
we were on time; clocks, watches, timers. 'Twenty-four seven' and
other slogans, enslaved us to these mechanics.
I got to thinking about the Salvador Dali painting in the Gumbo
Limbo tree back on Coco Key. Did any of these creatures in the
Summerlands understand what the melted clock in that painting
was all about? If I showed them my clock in the galley, they would
wonder what was wrong with it because it wasn't melted.
I was in a timeless place. Was Leon's youth fountain hidden
somewhere in these islands? I had noticed young Bamboozlers
and old Peliguins. Did they stay the same age all the time? It was
discombobulating...
I still had a need to gauge time. Curious and curiouser.
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I was beginning to feel giddy about this freedom thing. The
biggest surprise was yet to come as I dropped my hook at
Mangroville. The beach there was mainly silt and compost, much
like many in the Florida Keys. The island appeared to be totally
flat, and was aptly named since there was nothing to see except
mangroves.
Just as I got to wondering where my welcoming committee
was, I became engulfed in music. It was emanating from the trees!
They were alive. These musical Mangrovians reminded me of
Rastas except that they were rooted. Unlike the Ents, from 'The
Lord of the Rings', their lower bodies remained stationary, while
their upper bodies and faces seemed to travel along a series of
roots. They were like torsos gliding around through the breeze.
Truly astonishing. The music seemed to fade out, rather than stop,
and then a voice said:
-I am Rastjahzz, and we are the Jahstamoments.
All the Berlitz courses in the world could not have prepared me
for this. I've communicated with Peliguins and Bamboozlers. Now
I feel like Moses...I'm talking to a bush! It was all happening too
fast. But isn't 'time' a component in the description of 'fast'?
Then the cry went up:
-To the Herb Pit!
I found myself hiking towards the center of the island engaged
in conversation with Rastjahzz. We were headed towards their
community center. He explained to me that the Jahstamoments
nourished themselves from silt captured from the sea that filtered
up their legroots. Their brancharms performed all their other
functions such as holding things and playing their instruments. If
their leafskin fell off, they would simply grow more while the old
leafskin would compost with the silt. Thus, the Jahstamoments
were self-propetuating.
Because they took their nourishment from the lagoons, the
Jahstamoments were particularly concerned about water quality. It
seemed that some of the lagoons had became polluted as a result of
toxins drifting over from Konkerland. Other than that, the
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Jahstamoments had nothing to fear from the Konkers. Rastjahzz
explained that the Herb seemed repugnant to the Konkers...it was
too natural. They preferred to wallow in their own toxins. Oopslop,
the King of the Konkers, had labeled the Jahstamoments as a copse
of 'zepherous zealots'. Ah...beauty is also in the nose of the
beholder.
When we finally reached the middle of the island, I saw a
circular pile of rocks. The Herb was burning in the middle of the
pile. Its smoke filled the clearing with a pungent perfume that was
intoxicating. There was not much dialogue, as we all seemed to
enjoy being one with nature.
I noticed for the first time, that there was an abundance of
plants and flowers growing here, most of which I did not
recognize, except for an amazing array of vermillion-coloured
butterfly bushes, may of which were over ten feet tall.
The Herb turned out to be a hybrid of gardenia, mixed with
mesquite...a savoury smell...a fascinating fragrance...an essence
of...
Holy smokes! I'm talking to flowers now.
At this juncture, I found myself speaking with a crouton that
stared blankly back at me. This was a source of great amusement
to the Jahstamoments. They started up their music again while I
imagined wisterias whispering and hibiscus humming. And then I
saw butterflies. No, I didn't pass out. There were actually hundreds
and hundreds of butterflies fanning their wings to move the smoke
outwards to the far reaches of Mangroville...a kaleiscope of
colours, variegated and fluttering all around me.
For the first time it dawned on me...there were no insects on
these islands. The butterflies must be doing all the work of
pollination. The sounds of their wings blended in harmony with the
music. By then, my feet were beginning to feel heavy and I made a
cursory glance at them to make sure I was not rooting. Their music
did not seem to intensify, but rather flowed like leaves quivering in
the wind. The butterflies gracefully flew into formations of flowery
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bouquets that would dissipate on cue with the modulations of the
music.
The curious thing about the Jahstamoments was that they were
not curious. Not once did they question my presence there or ask
me about the world from which I came.
The Herb seemed to fill them with knowledge or contentment,
or maybe both. At least they weren't falling all over each other.
But it filled me with hunger...I was really getting the munchies. I
really had no desire to share a silt sandwich with them, so I made
my way back to Sargasso with her fully laden galley.
I was becoming evermore enchanted with the Summerlands.
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SAILING TO ATALANTOLL
Whew! I am safely ensconced on Sargasso again. The Herb
had really gone to my head and I had paddled around in circles
before the Wandering Windigo finally wandered into the mother
ship. Hungry...oh boy! The Herb had whetted my appetite as well.
I should really throw a line overboard and try fishing for a change.
Too much work...maybe later.
I have a basket of fruit from Coco Key but I need something
more substantial right now...a peanut butter and rhubarb sandwich.
I'm not a vegan but we only had fruit and vegetables on board.
Sargasso didn't have a refrigerator. Even if she did, it wouldn't
work without the batteries that were still disabled.
Oh no... This is my last jar of rhubarb. I wondered if they had
any at Atalantoll.
After several rhubarb sandwiches, I am finally sated. Back up
to the cockpit.
Decision time. Atalantoll is supposed to be on the far side of
Konkerland but I cannot see it from here. The formidable cone of
Konkerland stood tall, black and ominous, while the clouds around
its summit swirled unnaturally and in all directions. It impeded all
visibility beyond it.
I had the choice of port or starboard as the wind was hitting
Sargasso right on her nose. I chose starboard...bad choice.
The boat seemed sluggish as it bobbed through the confused
waters. I was not making much headway. Then a rogue wave
splashed into the cockpit and I realized that the water was fresh. I
had inadvertently sailed into a freshwater stream that seemed to be
encircling Konkerland. It was only flowing at a knot or two,
but this was enough to encumber my passage making.
I hadn't gone more than a mile when I encountered what I
thought was shoaling. Then I seemed to be getting sucked into a
wild current as invisible things began hitting the starboard hull.
Looking over the side, I was greeted by the sight of several one-
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eyed creatures from which protruded these pointed, proboscis-like
appendages that were attached to the hull.
Whoa! I thought I was supposed to be a passive observer. I
shouldn't be involved with this. For the first time in the
Summerlands, I felt the cold grip of fear. I thought about grabbing
the gaff hook and ripping these seedy squiders apart. Instead I
quickly jibed and took Sargasso hard towards the open sea. One by
one, the Coners released their grip and disappeared beneath the
grayish foam.
Not all nature is benevolent. I gave a wide berth to the island
while I thought about my close call. These creatures had attacked
without provocation and without warning. How involved was I
getting in the activities of these Summerlands?
I was now glad not to have tried fishing. Who knows what I
could have dragged on board only to turn on me? I had never
worried about this up in Canada. I could just picture Larry back at
the Tiki-Key:
-Canadian fish...best in the world...and aluminum too.
With Konkerland behind me, the weather cleared and I could
make out the twin peaks of Atalantoll ahead. I had some time on
my hands so I brought my keyboard up to the cockpit. It was
strange that it worked but not the boat's batteries. I had rigged up a
solar unit to power the keyboard and with all this Summerland sun,
it worked fine. I had been composing a new rhapsody for some
time now. I decided to try and incorporated some of the new
sounds I had encountered thus far in my travels here. Technology
had certainly taken a turn for the better. The digital era had ushered
in a power-efficient and lightweight arsenal of sonic devices. By
the time I was comfortable with any new software, the techies were
already a couple of generations ahead of me. The old stuff could
always be used for ballast. I saved my indulgences in the built-in
digital recorder and stowed the keyboard below.
Next, I tidied up the boat as I approached Atalantoll. I was
finally rewarded for my long and arduous sail as I entered an
idyllic lagoon. I had never before beheld such tropical beauty.
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There was no doubt that this was the most spectacular of all the
Summerland islands.
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IROGATORS
“Come see the beauty of Atalantoll”
The port side of the lagoon was fed by a magnificent waterfall,
perhaps six stories tall. The other side featured two thin cascades
that slid down the rock face like a natural waterslide. Visually
checking my depth, I dropped anchor and floated contentedly,
taking in all nature's splendour.
The beach in the middle of the lagoon was pure white sand
resplendently fringed with coconut palms. The lagoon itself was
only about a quarter of a mile long, crystal clear, but with an
uncanny resemblance to the 'eye' that greeted me in the Mist.
I was not long for company. From behind the waterfall
emerged a flotilla of dugout canoes. Two creatures with enormous
toothy grins paddled each. I was soon surrounded by curious stares
until one stood up and announced:
-I am Kayaya. We are Irogators.
As if on cue, the music started. I had become used to musical
greeting in all the islands so far. Theirs was a curious blend of
percussion that was accentuated by the clacking of their teeth.
Although the Irogators looked reptilian, their teeth were perfectly
flat unlike crocodilians. When the music ended, I said:
-Wonderful. May I come ashore now?
In my eagerness to show off my paddling skills, I forgot to
untie the Great Gitchegoomi's painter and was making no headway
with Sargasso in tow. This generated enough humour to break the
proverbial ice.
Untied, we made a steady course into the waterfall that was
guarded by a formidable looking Irogator with huge eyes.
-The sentry is known as Al Eyegator, Kayaya informed me. He
has tremendous vision and can warn us if there are intruders
present.
Behind the waterfall was a glittering cavern. Rubies festooned
the roof of the cavern that was reflected onto the water. It was a
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spectacular entranceway. Emerging from the cavern, I was treated
to a magnificent vista of numerous canals that honeycombed their
way to the distant hills. Pineapples and pumpkins, cornfields and
canefields...as far as the eye could see.
Was this the garden of Eden? Atalantoll was by far the largest
of the Summerlands islands.
All of their huts were like Polynesian fares...open on one side
and with thatched roofs. Everything was constructed naturally and
there was no sign of garbage or refuse of any kind. They had
community composters off the shell-strewn pathways.
We pulled up to a dock where a number of larger fares had
been erected and I was finally able to peruse the residents. The
Irogators were perhaps three feet tall, with short legs and a tail that
looked more like a baby kangaroo's than a cayman's. It came as a
surprise to me that they too, were indeed vegans. Their flat teeth
had something to do with breaking down fibers that went into their
whiskteas. This was similar to the process of making kava in the
South Pacific, or cheecha in the Andes.
-So when will the whisktea be ready? I inquired.
-Why today of course. Kayaya pointed to a cylindrical shell in
which a fibrous material ran down to the vat. When the crocko-dial
turns green, then the whistea is ready.
Baskets of fruits and nuts were offered as well as a variety of
intoxicants. They entertained me by splitting coconuts with their
tremendous jaws.
As well as whisktea, they made a cane liquor and a concoction
of corn liquor that they mixed with Bam and called Bourbam.
Conversation centered on agriculture for the most part. This and
music were their main occupations. They had constructed all the
canals themselves. The water here was fresh, although a little
brackish near the lagoon.
Kaya told me that it was faster for them to paddle than to walk,
but that they were excellent swimmers as well. Unfortunately for
me, in this horn of plenty, they had never heard of rhubarb. How
does one describe a taste? All our senses seem to center around
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sight, which can be reasonably described and accurately
duplicated.
The Irogators were fascinated by Larry's canoe. They had never
seen aluminum or any metals before. They were especially
interested in the oarlocks and immediately began rigging a system
on their dugouts to match this.
More feasting and drinking and music followed, with the result
of a lot of Irogators falling down. All this drinking couldn't be
healthy, but I was yet to see a sick creature on any of the islands. I
was hoping for a tour but Kayaya informed me that we had to wait
for Akviro. In the meantime I asked her if they had met with any
problems from the Konkers.
-A few of our young have gone missing in the lagoon but it
remains to be proven if this was an act of the Konkers. The
Konkers can't survive in fresh water so we are safe here. They can't
handle the richness of our soil either. They live on a barren lava
field and the soil here would molt their shells.
-Do you think that they could have invaded your lagoon? I
asked. It seems a long way from Konkerland.
-I have asked Akviro to check it out. He will be back to
to tell us his findings, Kaya said.
-You've mentioned Akviro before. Who is he? I asked.
-He is the last of a race called the Aquanauts. Before the Great
Flood, there was the White City in the valley where the lagoon is
now. Akviro was the only Aquanaut to survive and he has lived
with us ever since, she finished.
-And when was this Great Flood? I eagerly asked.
-Why today, of course.
It was obvious that the Irogators had no sense of time either.
But why should they? By now I was convinced that time would be
an extra burden in these carefree islands.
At this point, the music stopped as a new arrival swam ashore.
This was Akviro, the Aquanaut. At first look, I thought he was a
homo sapien. He had blond hair and stood close to six feet tall,
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with no flings, roots, or tails. However, he had webbed hands and
feet and his ears were pulled back and much smaller than
a human's. He came right up to Kayaya and myself and said:
-There is no doubt that the Coners have been in the lagoon.
You must be the Skipper. I saw your boat so I know you didn't
arrive from above. In the old days, there was lots of traffic by air.
After the flood, nobody came by air or by sea until now.
-You said the old days. Does that mean you understand the
concept of time? I asked.
-Yes but it is of no use anymore. When I was young, I came to
live with the Irogators, and after the boom and the flood, the sun
refused to set. I have not seen the moon since I was a child, and
that might be hundreds of years ago. There's no use trying to
explain certain things that are of no use to them. I'm not sure I
remember much anyhow, he finished.
Through my conversation with Akviro, I came to learn that the
Summerlands were apart of one big island before the volcano
exploded. He told me I could snorkel in the lagoon and see the
remains of the White City. He would take me himself, but he had
to organize a meeting of all the islanders to see what could be done
to protect themselves against the Konkers.
It was agreed that we should all meet in Mangroville because
the Jahstamoments could not be transported. I said that for my part,
I would try again to communicate with the Konkers on my way to
Mangroville. Of all the islands in the archipelago, I would have
loved to stay here and explore. However, time was of the essence.
When I returned to Sargasso, I was again surprised by some
Coners. Fortunately, they were not very swift and I safely got on
board. This was not a good time to be snorkeling in the lagoon.
Before Atalantoll, I had felt some trepidation about approaching
Konkerland again. Now I was furious. I was getting more involved
with this than I had originally planned. I had become
confrontational.
I had to meet this Oopslop.
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KONKERLAND
“Oopslop…Hail to the king”
My anger had changed to apprehension as I neared
Konkerland. The cauldron of the volcano played its light against
the perpetual black cloud that hung over its summit. The shoreline
was crepuscular and covered in slime. It was if I was sailing into
pure evil. However, the winds were steady although tainted with
the smell of sulphur and something else...the stench of death...an
odiferous veil of rotting corpses, maggots and decay.
As I sailed around the volcano, I heard them before I saw
them. There was an assembly of sorts going on in martial style.
Row upon row of shelled creatures, covered in mucus, were
chanting and bowing towards an even larger creature of turpitude,
ensconced above them on a large rock. From the rock, hung a
flag...with a swastika on it!
They had still not noticed me as I approached even closer. It
was the Mollusk army singing praises to the creature on the rock.
They were arranged in companies; the larger Tritons and Horse
Conchs, looking like primordial tank battalions, were in the
forefront. On the far side of them, and in the shallows, were the
Coners, the ones that had been attacking me. Their toxic harpoons
were formidable weapons.
The slow-moving Crushtazians were closest to me. By now I
could see that their leader was not a conch at all, but a giant snail
wearing a conch shell as a suit of armour.
-Hail Oopslop...Hail to the King! Oopslop surveyed his forces
and then growled:
-Toxic and noxious friends of mine... by force we have won the
Golden Shell. Force is all these Islanders will understand. When
we unleash the secret power of the Shell, none shall stand against
us.
We have risen from the slime and become sublime. We are the
master race of the Summerlands. Those species like the
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Chambered Nautilus, that have not evolved, will be our servants
from this point on. Now let me hear you!
-Hail Oopslop...Hail to the King!
Then I understood. The swastika, the gramophone, and the
looted paintings...all booty from the Third Reich. How long had all
this been floating around before drifting into the Summerlands?
Akviro talked about past centuries. Were the Summerlands the
location of Leon's youth fountains?
And the mystery of the air travelers...could they have been the
chariots of the gods? What powers did the Golden Shell possess?
I had intended to go ashore and confront these beasts, but after
two attacks, and after hearing the diatribe by Oopslop, I thought it
best to head back to Mangroville and warn the others.
Just then the cry went up:
-A spy!
Before I realized the magnitude of the situation, the Coners
were already attaching themselves to my hull. They were dragging
Sargasso into the shallows towards the lava rocks. I tried scraping
them off with the boat gaffs, but with little success. Then I
remembered a piece of advice from an old fishing captain. I ran
down to the galley and fetched a flask of Bourbam. After testing a
sample of it on myself, I began pouring its contents all over the
Coners. One by one, they began to let go. I quickly unfurled the
jib, and I was free!
Sailing out of that putrid fog, I made course for Mangroville.
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JAM AT MANGROVILLE
I was the last to arrive at Mangroville. The Islanders were
exceptionally punctual considering they had no conception of time.
I figured that they must have understood the importance of this
meeting. I figured wrong.
By the time I got ashore, the assembled masses were
staggering already. Bunky and Nelligan had their heads in a pail of
Bam, while Shahairy babbled away about something. The
McCormants and Irogators were passing around flasks of
Bourbam, and the O'Henries were fluttering around the Herb Pit
with the Jahstamoments. They seemed to be trying to outdo the
butterflies with their aerial prowess. Kayaya was leaning against
Akviro, who seemed to be the only sober Islander present.
I tried to convince them of the impeding danger and the
intentions of the Konkers, but they were more inclined for music.
Our hosts greeted each arrival with a musical motive. Soon the
air was full of timbres. The Bamboozlers' mallets became a blur as
the music intensified. 'Tuk Tukka Tuk's' blended with the Irogators'
percussion and clacking. Some of the Irogators had borrowed a
bottomwhomper from the Bamboozlers and were pounding on it
for all they were worth. Peliguins and McCormants were soon
bellowing and squawking in strange harmonies.
They say that Nero fiddled while Rome burned. I figured I
might as well get my keyboard out and join in the jam session
while they were still performing, oblivious to their impending
doom. There was obviously no way I could convince them to take
a course of action at this point.
Counterpoint countered counterpoint and harmony
harmonized more harmony until the music became one huge
cacophony.
Then the music began to subside as more and more of the
players began to drop. The curious thing is that they all seemed to
pass out on cue. Three Irogators slept with their heads on a
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bottomwhomper. Bunky and Nelligan were crashed with their
heads together, arm in fling. Kayaya lay at the feet of Akviro, the
only Islander left standing. Even Rastjahzz and the Jahstamoments
were drooping.
Then I began to discuss the situation with Akviro. He made it
clear that none of the Islanders had a mean bone in their bodies. It
was unlikely that they had the propensity to fight. But Akviro
knew the weaknesses of the Konkers. They lived in mortal fear of
the volcano. He also told me of a freshwater holding pond that was
on the side of the volcano. The Konkers' aversion to fresh water
meant that they were always shoring up the embankments of this
pond so it would not spill over on them and molt their shells. They
hated ostracods an all their freshwater cousins.
I related to Akviro my experience with the Coners earlier at
Konkerville. He seemed impressed that the mollusks could be
repelled by alcohol, but warned that there was probably a shortage
of that substance due to the jam session.
At this juncture, I confessed that I was too keen on getting any
more involved. It was, after all, the Islanders'problem. I wasn't
from the Summerlands, and any participation in this conflict might
have consequences that might affect their evolution or devolution.
I didn't want that on my conscience. I was simply a tourist who
was for the moment, quite lost.
Akviro surveyed the mass of bodies strewn all over the island
and shuddered. I knew what he was thinking. They're only passed
out now. What if they were dead? He had lived with these
innocent creatures for hundreds of years, without trying to impose
any of the concepts from his technologically advanced society.
Knowledge has its price...paradise lost.
Akviro remained long in thought. A certain sadness swept over
his countenance as if the responsibility of leadership was too much
of a burden. The alternative was worse...slavery.
He turned and stared at me. It was if I could see eons of time
in his tranquil blue eyes. He was going to try and convince me. He
cleared his voice and began:
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INTERLUDE
“Majesta Bela Sireno”
-Time can be folded.
I thought this statement was interesting and waited for Akviro
to continue. He didn't just then. He paused to see if I was
processing his words. As I waited, I began to hear music. It wasn't
coming from an audible source...it was in my head. Somehow,
Akviro had telepathically transmitted a wave file into my brain.
The music was slow and noble, and came in phrases shaped like
lapping waves. 'New Dawn Sea...Mother Nature'.
As the music flowed through me, I conjectured. What would
Akviro know about Einstein or any of the modern theories
regarding time warps and black holes? Then I remembered. He had
referred to the ancient Aquanauts as being air travelers. I had
originally thought that they made air balloons or simple flying
machines like Da Vinci had proposed.
If they were in contact with extraterrestrials, that would explain
a lot of the mysteries of the Bermuda Triangle. But I was getting
ahead of myself. What did that have to do with our current
situation?
-It was so long ago and I've tried to forget and get on with my
life. We were masters of the sea and air. We lived in harmony with
the primitives of this planet. We had come to Earth, not to conquer,
but to colonize. We tried to share our technology with the
primitives here. The Golden Shell was not simply a throne, but was
a power base from which the energy was controlled.
He paused again to see if I was digesting all of this. Then he
continued as another veil of sadness crept over his face:
-I was young then. I had decided to climb the mountain that
day...the one with the twin waterfalls at Atalantoll. It was much
higher then. From the top I could see past the White City all the
way to the sea...panoptical place.
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-I was tired from my climb and rested for a while. I awoke
some time later to a tremendous rumbling sound that was shaking
the mountain. Beyond the White City, I could see smoke on the
flats. And then the flats opened up and started spewing great balls
of fire thousands of feet into the air. It was terrifying...the
sound...the smell.
-In a matter of minutes, a great menacing cone emerged from
the flats, building upon itself until it was hundreds of feet high.
Then it exploded. The winds came. I held onto the mountain for
dear life. And then the sea rose up in a mighty vortex and
swallowed the White City, and with it, my mother... the Queen.
We stood silently together for a long time. Some of the
Islanders had begun to stir from their sleep. They were hearing the
music as well. They looked intensely at Akviro. For the first time, I
noticed there was something foul in the air.
-I'm very sorry, I said. But what does this have to do with me.
You were speaking of time being folded.
-After the flood, all that remained was the volcano and four
little islands. The White City was submerged. The Golden Shell
had been useless against Mother Nature. Why she turned on us, I'll
never know. Perhaps she was jealous of the Golden Shell.
-I remained on the mountain for many years, nourishing
myself from the Enchanted Springs. Gradually, the sea calmed
down, but the vortex continued to this very day and still carries the
Summerlands on a perpetual journey from pole to pole. As you
know, the sun never sets. It makes its voyage to the Green Flash
and then back over the Summerlands to the Mist. You might have
surmised that we are in a time warp. What may take years, as you
call them, on the other side, might be just an instant in the
Summerlands. Akviro continued:
-Regardless, I watched as the Primitives evolved. They were
delightful, innocent creatures. I encouraged their simple pursuits,
but made sure that none knew of the powers of the Golden Shell.
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The mystical melodies were still floating around my head. I
don't think I had ever heard anything so beautiful. I asked him if
the Konkers had always been evil.
-No. There were octopi, squid, cuttlefish, and every kind of
gastropod you could imagine. They didn't bother anybody until
Oopslop came. Akviro continued:
-Oopslop was born here but claims he has been to the other
side of the Mist. He returned through the Green Flash and was
hailed as some sort of visionary. He then began to organize the
Mollusks under the banner of the web that had washed ashore. He
eliminated many species of cephalopods until he was in complete
control.
By now, all the Islanders were awake and listening to Akviro. I
could tell that they were hearing the music too. The air was
becoming fouler by the minute. I still didn't know what any of this
had to do with me until Akviro said:
-So we had all lived in harmony until Oopslop's return from the
other side. He came back talking about force and treachery, and the
power of manifest destiny, and was using all sorts of terms that
were never heard before in the Summerlands. And then you
came...none came before.
-You keep saying that you are a passive bystander, but there
must be a reason for you to be here. Think hard, Akviro finished.
The music suddenly stopped and all eyes were on me. Why
was that name familiar? And then it hit me. Years ago I had an
aquarium. In it was an algae eating snail. I had named him
'Oopslop'. Back then I had named all the trees and plants in my
yard, in a Zen-like effort to become one with nature. Why I even
played music for them. I had named the snail, 'Oopslop', to be
original. I had heard a story the J.M. Barrie had invented the name,
'Wendy', for his Peter Pan novel, and that the name had caught on.
Even Frank Zappa had named his kid, 'Artie Deetoo', or something.
I had hope that maybe 'Oopslop' would catch on. The concept
seemed innocent enough at the time. The scary thing was, Oopslop
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had gone missing. Was it possible to consider that I had created
this monster? Had I intentionally been transported through the Mist
to deal with this problem?
The Islanders all looked anxious now. The sulphureous wind
was carrying an ominous chant and a new sound. We all rushed
down to the beach to witness a horrendous event.
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OOPSLOP AND THE KONKERS’ MARCH
“Beauty so golden should be beholden”
The sky over Konkerland was swirling blacker and blacker.
We could hear their chanting all the way across to Mangroville.
But there was another sound even more terrifying...the sound of
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metal! The Konkers had somehow invented metal. Was this part of
the power from the Golden Shell or had they built a forge in one of
the volcano's caves?
In the history of mankind, this was a gigantic leap. What would
it mean for the inhabitants of the Summerlands? If the Irogators
survived, would future generations employ machetes instead of
their jaws to crush coconuts? What weapons had the Konkers
already devised? I asked Akviro to tell me more about the Golden
Shell.
-The Golden Shell would not have anything to do with the
Konkers forging metal. I was too young to fully understand the
workings of the Golden Shell. It was used to manipulate energy
and power. Molecules could be sped up and slowed down for
heating and cooling.. There was an Augmenter that could stretch
molecules and make objects bigger. There were devices for
transport and controls to accelerate the production of food. If
Oopslop can manipulate the Golden Shell, he will be able to
destroy the Summerlands...and every being in them.
About that time, I felt the need to return to Sargasso.Once
onboard, I felt a wave of relief knowing that from here, I could
repel the Konkers, or at least out sail them. I still had at least a
month's worth of provisions in the galley. I needed time to think
things over.
Was Akviro correct in thinking that my arrival in the
Summerlands was pre-destined? Or was I merely more flotsam and
jetsam? The gramophone, the paintings, the flag...were they
accidental? The Islanders were liberated from politics and religion.
Would this change now?
I got out my binoculars to have a look at the activities on
Konkerland. Oopslop was still raving from his throne, surrounded
by the Crushtazians. He had replaced his conch shell with a suit of
armour!
The first wave of Konkers was in full panoply as well. I watched in
horror as the first battalion launched themselves. They looked
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formidable indeed. They got about twenty yards from the shore
and then they all promptly sank.
As relief swept over me, I pondered Oopslop's next move.
Oopslop was madder than ever. He was raging around,
shouting out orders. It was the Coners' turn...I was directly in
their line of attack. It was only a matter of time before they
reached Sargasso.
Time again...time was wasting. What was my course of action?
Their fleet of amphibious shells was approaching steadily. I had to
make a decision. But what chance did I have against so many? Just
then, I was startled by a knock on my stern. Akviro was standing in
the bow of a dugout. Behind him were fifty or sixty dugouts full of
Irogators. Kayaya was with them.
-So what's your plan? I ventured.
- We must free the Golden Shell.

BATTLE AT SEA
“Down to the sea boys”
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The plan seemed simple enough; coconuts filled with cane
liquor was to be tossed at the enemy, thus immobilizing them. The
Irogators could then close in and finish the Coners off with their
hardwood paddles. The only problem seemed to lie in the fact that
most of the ammunition had been consumed at the jam session.
Bunky and Nelligan had returned to their respective
islands to procure reinforcements.
As we prepared to meet the approaching forces, the sky
became increasingly gloomy. The volcano on Konkerland was
spewing out dark clouds of ash and smoke, intimidating us as we
drew closer. Then for the first time ever, it began to rain in the
Summerlands. The astonished islanders did not quite know what to
make of it, but they held fast in grim determination.
Wave after wave of mollusks were approaching. The Irogators
paddled off to confront them. The plan worked well for a while
and caused a lot of mayhem in the front ranks of the mollusks. The
Coners were sinking by the dozens. Then, sure enough, the
Irogators ran out of ammunition and were reduced to using their
paddles.
Now the tide had turned and the Irogators were in retreat. A
couple of dugouts had been attacked and their occupants
harpooned by the Coners. The clacking of their teeth in their death
throes was unbearable. Akviro paddled back to Sargasso
breathlessly saying:
-We are finished. We are being overwhelmed. What is taking
Bunky and Nelligan so long? With that said, he paddled back
towards Mangroville with the remaining Irogators. There were a
few stragglers that had been overcome by the Konkers. It was a
pitiful sight. Their hideous cries were hard to endure.
Throwing all pacifism aside, I unfurled the jib and sailed
straight for the Coners. It was a piteous sight as the straggling
Irogators fought for their lives. Then I spotted Kayaya. A big
Triton had her by the foot as she swatted her paddle at her other
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assailants. Coners were slithering over the gunwales of her dugout.
They paused as they saw Sargasso bearing down on them. In that
instant, Kayaya brought her paddle down hard on the Triton, and
smashed it to pieces. Blood pouring from her foot, she turned the
dugout around and started paddling for her life.
There were still hundreds of Konkers giving chase as I rushed
to the foredeck. Thank goodness I had remembered to fill the jerry
cans. I had three jerry cans full of gasoline that were lashed to the
stanchions. The fuel was intended for the outboard of the dinghy
that was back in Key West. I started emptying them overboard
until the water had an oily film on top. Then I lit a smoke and
threw it as far as I could. The sea came alive with fire and smoke.
It decimated a good third of their fleet.
Now I was out of gas, and tacked to return to Mangroville. To
my surprise, the rest of the Konkers were heading back towards
Konkerland. I was about to congratulate myself until I saw the
reason for their panic. About a dozen bamboo rafts were heading
our way. Bunky stood on front of the leading raft, 'Tuk Tukking'
away. The Irogators paddled out to greet them and get resupplied.
At the same time, Rastjahzz had cleverly concocted a series of
catapults, and the Jahstamoments were pelting the Konkers with
fruit bombs. The acid in the bombs was eating through the shells of
the retreating Konkers. I had to duck as their projectiles whizzed
over the cockpit. A dozen more Coners met their watery demise.
Once the Konkers were out of range, an aerial assault began.
Lead by Nelligan, the combined forces of the Peliguins,
McCormants and O'Henries were dive-bombing the enemy. It was
a total rout! We had sent them reeling. Only about a dozen Coners
limped back to Konkerland.
Nelligan crash landed on Bunky's raft. I suspected that he was
in need of some Bam. There was much cause for celebration.
On our return to Mangroville, we could see Akviro tending to
Kayaya's foot. Part of it was missing. She would spend the rest of
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her life walking with a limp. When he had finished with Kayaya,
Akviro stood and said:
-We have won the battle but not the war. Now it's our turn to
attack.

ATTACK ON KONKERLAND

62

Our flotilla consisted of twelve rafts of Bamboozlers, and thirty
dugouts of Irogators. Sargasso brought up the rear. Also, perched
wherever there was space, were fourteen Peliguins and
McCormants, and twenty-two O'Henries. All we needed was a
partridge in a pear tree.
Even that didn't seem really that far fetched, because the
Jahstamoments insisted on participating, but had never been
uprooted before. After a complicated procedure, we had
successfully transplanted Rastjahzz and a few of his friends, into
the cockpit of Sargasso. They had brought their deadly catapults.
Even Kayaya refused to be left behind. Nelligan and her sat
together nursing their wounds and preparing fruit bombs for the
Jahstamoments. Then Akviro crammed himself in with us and
Sargasso looked partly like an ark and partly like a floating bayou.
All the Islanders shared that grim determination to survive. To
do so, they had to transform, or evolve, into aggressors...something
that had been alien to their nature.
For Akviro, the situation was different. He was the last of his
kind...the dead end of his species. He had come to regard the
Islanders as his family. He was also worried about the Golden
Shell...it must be retrieved at all costs. That power and energy,
once released, could spell the end of all the Summerlands.
We prepared for a frontal attack. The lee side of Konkerland
was covered in an oleander jungle. All of the islanders were
sensitive to the toxic leaves of this bush.
As we approached the shores of Konkerland, the
Jahstamoments let loose a furious barrage from their catapults.
However, the Konkers were prepared for this and had bunkered
down with an additional layer of armour over their shells.
Next, the Bamboozlers opened up with their bamboo
rockets. I had no idea that these were part of their arsenal. I didn't
have a clue what they were made from, but they managed to
dislodge a number of Konkers from their bunkers, and even more
from their armoured shells.
Oopslop was still raging from his throne, but was out of our
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range. We would have to go ashore to fight.
Then the Irogators stormed the beaches with their deadly
hardwood paddles and began smashing the shells of their
opponents. This proved to be effective until they met up with the
Crushtazians. They formed an impenetrable phalanx and began to
push the Irogators back towards the mucus pits.
Finally, Akviro swam ashore and leaping over the
Crushtazians, he began to ascend the slope towards Oopslop.
Ripping down the swastika, he tossed a coconut grenade at
Oopslop. Once again I was amazed at the inventiveness of the
Islanders. Whatever was in the coconut exploded. Through the
smoke, Oopslop emerged unscathed, but without his shell. Ooplsop
slobbered:
-Fool! I'm not your run of the mill conch. I'm the
Emperor Snail and I love to impale! Now you have nowhere to
run, Aquanaut.
Too late...Akviro realized he was trapped. He had nowhere to
go but up. As he ascended the volcano, Oopslop's forces tightened
their noose, driving him ever upwards. Kayaya was beside herself:
-You must help him, she cried.
But it would be suicide to go ashore now. I watched helplessly
as Akviro was pursued ever higher. He was at the lip of the holding
pond where the Golden Shell was imprisoned. He had two choices:
he could either continue to climb and be burned to death, or he
could plunge into the pond and be their prisoner. Too late...Akviro
was surrounded by the Crushtazians. He dove into the pond.
It was at this juncture that the feathered air force sprang into
action. They began to dive bomb Konkerland with their bamboo
and coconut bombs. They were not very accurate and friend and
foe alike began to scramble for shelter. Then one errant bomb went
into the volcano and the whole island began to shake.
Ash and lava began spewing out of the cone, igniting a few of
the O'Henries and creating panic amongst the combatants. Akviro
remained submerged as the dyke of the holding pond began to
crack.
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Lava was streaming down the sides of the volcano as the dyke
gave way. The Crushtazians were swept away as the water came
pouring down the slope.
And then came a spectacle I will never forget: Akviro
reappeared riding down the mountain on top of the Golden Shell.
He steered right for Oopslop and cut him right in half before
continuing his ride into the sea. The few remaining Konkers were
stunned and demoralized and began to slink away in the
direction of the Green Flash.
Having released its fury, the volcano was quiet again. We
surveyed Konkerland in disbelief...the fresh water had cleansed the
island of its toxins and mucus. What was left of Oopslop, began to
shrink and shrivel until there was nothing left of him. The battle
was over!
The skies over Konkerland began to clear and the sun shone
once more on that forsaken island. Then magically, life began to
sprout from the land. Tropical alpine flowers and mosses
exploded from the earth until Konkerland was carpeted in colour.
The Summerlands had been saved!
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THE GRAND PROCESSION
“Join the grand procession to the other side”
We watched as the last remnants of the Konkers made their
way towards the Green Flash. Their island was of no use to them
now. If they survived, perhaps they would grow tolerant of the
natural elements once more. Evolution is a powerful force.
Regardless, they would still have to blend back into the harmony
of the Summerlands. The Islanders might not know time, but they
will likely remember the treachery of the Konkers for many a top
and bottom day.
Our forces gathered onshore and found they had sustained
considerable losses. But life would go on. The island was much
flatter now, and the victors all went on an expedition to tidy up the
place.
I stayed on board and used Sargasso's fresh water supply to
feed the Jahstamoments. Bunky came onboard and I gave him a
tour of the boat. He was very impressed with all the instruments,
even though most were not working at the time.
-A barometer...splendiferous notion...now one can tell if their
bar is getting empty. We need a bamometer on Coco Key...by the
way, do you have any Bam lying around? Disappointed, Bunky
paddled off to explore what was left of Konkerland.
Meanwhile, Nelligan and Kayaya were sharing a peanut butter
sandwich. She was still distraught over the loss of Akviro and
didn't have much of an appetite. At least the peanut butter kept
Nelligan quite for a while, but when he was finished, he was back
to singing about porridge and Bam. He was interrupted by Kayaya
as she exclaimed:
-Akviro has returned!
He must have been underwater for close to an hour...a true
Aquanaut. Everyone was cheering...Akviro had the Golden Shell. I
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helped Kayaya into Scarface and we paddled ashore to help Akviro
carry the Golden Shell up to where Oopslop's throne once stood.
And then Akviro cautiously opened it. It was empty! Time and
salt water had done their business. There were no energy cells...no
communicators or augmenters...no gold doubloons or pieces of
eight. Akviro seemed surprisingly relieved. It was if a legend could
finally be set to rest. He would not have wanted any of the
obligations that power would have imposed on him. We decided to
leave the Golden Shell there, as a sort of monument to those who
were foolish enough to disrespect Mother Nature.
Now Bunky emerged from one of the bunkers. He had
evidently found the forge and was wearing a sort of metal helmet
that he had just made. The Islanders were coming out of the Stone
Age. What would the consequences be? He started his spiel:
-Step right up...get 'em while they're hot. One size fits
all...never again be afraid of passing out under a coconut tree.
Bunky continued, now looking more like the Tinman than the
Scarecrow:
-There's more folks. I've invented the mirthometer. It measures
how happy we are. You see it's full of mirthocules. When you're
happy, the mirthecules get excited and then the mirthometer rises.
something like when Shahairy dances and I start to...
-Spare us Bunky, the cry went out. At that point, more
Bamboozlers and Irogators emerged from the bunker with all
manner of shiny brass instruments. The ones with slides were
called 'Bambones'. One could play them and drink from them at
the same time. There were curled ones he called 'Jahstaphones' and
long ones called the 'Hornygators'. Bunky was not finished:
-And now for the piece de resistance: a brand new Scarface.
We watched in amazement as four Irogators emerged from the
bunker carrying a metal canoe. They dragged it down to the water
where it promptly sank, amid groans from the assembled
multitude. Back to the drawing board. However, he had redeemed
himself by fashioning a lovely hair clip for Shahairy.
Then one of them got the idea of trying to build an
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artificial reef where the canoe sank. Boulders and chunks of lava
were deposited in an effort to lure underwater life back to the
island.
It was time to return to Mangroville. Our armada made a
dignified procession. The Islanders were anxious to try out their
new instruments. Even Nelligan had a new instrument...the
bellowphonium. Before long, they were all blowing contentedly
and discovering new harmonies. Having depleted their supplies
of liquor on the Konkers, it was indeed a new experience for them
to perform sober.
Back on Mangroville we unloaded the Jahstamoments and then
everyone was off to the Herb Pit. I took a pass. Something was
telling me that it was time to try and get back to the other side. All
but Akviro tried to convince me that I had just arrived that day. But
it had been a long day. I cut my goodbyes short.
Something was luring me back towards the Mist.
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RETURN THROUGH THE MIST
Time for reflexion...how long had I been in the Summerlands?
How much had I contributed to the balance or imbalance of
nature? One thing was certain...since the volcano blew, there was a
shortage of wind. I drifted through paradise with my engine still
useless and the main flapping.
How much had the war depleted the Islanders' resources?
Would the freshwater springs continue to flow and nourish? Would
Mother Nature continue her benevolence? I recalled reading how
the Phoenician wars had depleted the forests around the
Mediterranean, thus altering the climate in that region forever.
What damage did the volcano do to their ecosystem?
Daydreaming past Emerald Isle, glittering in bottom sun. I still
had not used my snorkel on this trip and was beginning to regret
my hasty departure. What unspoilt coral gardens were hidden in
these coves?
What of Atalantoll? I guess the mysteries of the White City
will remain for the rest of time. Time...that word still creeps into
my vocabulary.
Coco Key on the starboard...a little less verdant than I
remembered. Why don't I just stay in these idyllic lands? Is there
something about human nature that is never satisfied? Do we
possess a certain gene that makes us look upward and reach
forward? I guess it will be nice to see the gang at Tiki-Key again.
And what of these incredible paintings that are still on Coco
Key? I never did get the chance to question Bunky about them.
Knowing him, he would have some sort of deal I couldn't refuse. It
then occurred to me that there was no writing or visual arts in the
Summerlands. Curious. Music and intoxicants seemed to be their
only extracurricular activities. Maybe if one learned to hear before
they looked, painting and literature would manifest themselves
with more aural qualities. How many people actually sat
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themselves down with headphones, closed their eyes, and listened
to all the components in a musical composition?
Rewind...retrograde...revue. How many 're' prefixes describe
the sensation of going backwards? Was I going backwards in order
to move forward? Now, as I re-entered the Mist, I realized that
backwards can be fun. I remembered the days of musique concrete,
when armed with splicing blocks, we manipulated bits of tape into
various sequences. The backwards loops were always the most
interesting.
I also recalled the time when a group of friends were
watching a movie about tornadoes. In one segment, a cow was sent
airborne. For the longest time we amused ourselves by making the
cow fly backwards and forwards at various speeds with our
remote. Imagine the culture shock if I had shown that segment to
the Islanders.
Returning through the Mist was not the least bit terrifying.
I just went along for the ride, figuring my odds were pretty good
for getting back to the right spot. Fear is after all, mainly the
lack of understanding. Once I had accepted the reality of my
situation, I sat back and enjoyed it.
I was also relieved to think that I wouldn't have to deal with
what I called the border bullies. Enough of us had been brutalized
by them in the past to realize that power does corrupt. I had not left
the country after all, but simply journeyed to a new dimension
where passports and documents did not exist...a utopia that the
visionary John Lennon had imagined.
I thought about the Summerlands once again, but there was no
turning back.
As before, Sargasso was momentarily becalmed, as the Eye
climbed to the top of the mast. it did not seem as ominous this
time.
It was still a chaotic night with the lights returning, but I found
this part of the journey quite rejuvenating. Relaxed, I took in the
show that nature had bestowed upon me. Sounds cascaded past
me...arpeggiating...doppling...sforzandos...pizzicatos...surround
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sound. What would it be like to have an extra set of ears? Would
evolution grant this gift to devoted listeners?
And then, through a kaleidoscope of lights, I emerged into
the main channel. My battery power had been restored. The engine
worked. I brought down the sails and returned to the dock. I could
hear music coming from the Tiki-Key.
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EPILOGUE
“Pour myself a drink”
The mirthometer was at its bursting point as the party was in
full swing. Manana was banging away on the congas while Evelyn
was shaking the blender like a set of maracas. Larry had somehow
found a guitar and Mulligan was playing a pennywhistle.
Meanwhile Kaya and Reefer were banging their drinks on the bar,
adding to the percussion section. The center of attention was Cecil,
who was leading a conga line around the bar. Larry spotted me
first:
"Pour yourself a drink!"
"What's all the excitement about," I asked.
"It's quite the story," Larry replied. "So pour yourself a drink!"
After several more, I managed my way back to the dock. The
story of the portal of discovery and my incredible journey would
have to wait as I was stunned by the turn of events that Larry had
just related to me.
Kaya now owned the Tiki-Key Bar! The story went something
like this:
Cecil had been in love with Kaya's mother, Sirena, who
married Cecil's brother instead, and after they died in mysterious
circumstances, Kaya didn't know that Cecil was her uncle, and
never understood why he was so nice to her all her life while he
was miserable to everyone else and now that she was marrying
Reefer, which I forgot to mention, Cecil gave them the Tiki-Key as
a wedding present and everyone likes him now so Kaya's pouring
everybody drinks and that pretty well sums it up.
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Back at the dock, I staggered into Jewel who was tying up the
dinghy. I tried to explain my adventure to her, but kept getting the
Tiki-Key characters mixed up with the Islanders.
"Peliguins and Bamboozlers indeed. You haven't even filled
the jerry cans!"
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Accompanying Compact Disc
All songs written by S. McCann (Socan)
All instruments performed by Stevie Mack with guest vocalists
1- Electric Waterworld
2- Summerlands- Charmain Bailey as Sirena
3- Sailing the Summerlands Sea
4- Fishermen and Sailors- John Anderson as Nelligan the Peliguin
5- Bamboozlers- Jimmy Vail as Bunky Bamboozler
6- Get Back to your Roots- Ben Shane as Rastjahzz
7- Sailing to Atalantoll
8- Atalantoll- Natalie Howard Grant as Kayaya
9- Konkerland- Paul Langille as Oopslop
10- Jam at Mangroville
11- Majesta Bela Sirena- Jake Levesque as Akviro
12- March of the Konkers
13- Oopslop’s Soliloquy- Paul Langille as Oopslop
14- Painters at Sea- Stevie Mack as the Skipper
15- Attack on Konkerland
16- The Grand Procession
17- Return through the Mist
18- Pour Myself a Drink- All

CDs should be handled with care unless, of course, one enjoys
being careless with them.
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