
Not All Angels Are Good Angels 

  

 “ The Getaway”        

part one 

  

  I was running away. Well, more correctly, I was sailing away. Away from 

friends, debts, angry lovers, the police, and some bad guys whom I’d relieved of a 

hundred thousand dollars. It’d taken them a year to figure that it was me and 

they weren’t too happy ! In fact, one night, two of them shot at me. I heard the 

bullets fly. I don’t remember much after that because I ran away as quickly as I 

could. Bullets zipping after me.  After that little trouble, I figured I’d better 

disappear. 

  I used part of the money to buy an old sailboat. A steel hulled sloop that 

the owner said had been built somewhere in Scotland. It had a weird name, 

“Ifrinn”.  I was going to change it, but the original owner told me it was bad 

luck to rename a boat, so I kept the name. 

 I spent most of my time learning how to sail. Nobody could “bug” me out 

there. Then things started getting more “uncomfortable”. 

  A couple mid-nights ago, slipping the mooring lines and without 

running the noisy engine, I caught a breeze and ghosted out of the marina. That 

gentle wind moved us away from that old life and hopefully into a less nervous 

one.  

 Leaving in such a hurry I hadn’t loaded food or fuel and my water tank 

was nearly empty. That meant that very soon I was going to have to find a port 

where I could pick up supplies. I figured that they all knew by now that I sailed 

the river, so they’d probably be waiting for me at St Helens or Astoria. I had to 

tighten my belt and continue sailing past those towns.  

 It was good chance they wouldn’t find me if I headed South. I was betting 

the cops and bad guys would think I’d head up to the Puget Sound. They’d have 

people looking for me in Victoria and Seattle.  Just to be safe, I slipped by 

Astoria one foggy night, turned left at the bar and set a course of 180 degrees . If 



I kept running between 5 and 6 knots, I could make it to Brookings or maybe 

even Cresent City in a few days.  Far away from my troubles. 

 A few candy bars, a can of chili and a couple cans of out dated beer, 

probably skunked, was going to have to do. I figured I could sail most of the time 

and though the fuel tank was low, there was enough diesel to motor for a day or 

more. I’d have to use the engine to get into any of the ports along the way, but 

that wouldn’t take too much fuel. It’d be easy.  

  After a few hours, the GPS showed I was 10 miles West of Newport. 

The prevailing Northwest winds were blowing briskly. I was making good time. 

Pushing along at a steady 6 plus knots with a one reef main and the jib rolled in a 

little. It had been that way since turning the corner at Astoria. I ran the engine to 

charge up the batteries, opened one of the cans of beer, sat back and relaxed, 

feeling pretty smug about my escape. A clean get away.  The old life was a couple 

hundred miles behind me. The new life was getting closer.  

 The boat was going so smoothly that I let “Brain”, my self-steering wind 

vane, keep “Ifrinn” headed South. I went below to catch a nap. The cocoon-

like sleeping compartment called the quarter berth was warm and quiet. I 

dropped off the moment my head hit the pillow. 

                  Instead of a quick nap, I’d slept for hours. I probably 

would have slept longer but the boat had heeled suddenly and slammed me into 

the bulkhead, hard. 

 I’d gone to sleep on a sunny afternoon and woke up in velvet blackness. I 

couldn’t see a thing. I had to find the switch for the cabin lights. The boat rolled 

and pitched violently, so moving around wasn’t easy. I grabbed for the hand 

holds on the cabin’s overhead. Hanging on for dear life, I moved to the electrical 

panel. Every time the boat lurched, I lost my grip and I fell !  

 I finally found the panel. Flicking switches like crazy, I clicked on the 

cabin’s lights, then the navigation lights. Without those red, green and white 

lights on, I was just a black hole out here. It was lucky some other boat hadn’t 

run in to me.  

 Now I began to realize that I was in the middle of a storm. A monstrous 

and mean storm ! 

         I had to figure out what to do next. The boat bucked and rolled like a 

horse gone nuts. The sails sounded like giant cracking whips. What had been 



winds from Northwest, now was from the South. I’d read somewhere that 

Southern storms on the West coast were potential boat killers. One thing sure, I 

had to reduce sails. The wind was building and sounded like a gale.   Ifrinn’s 
shrouds and stays were singing and everything loose in the cabin was flying 

around. The boat was way over powered for this kind of wind.      

 I put on my life vest, hooked on a tether, took a deep breath and opened 

the cockpit hatch.    As dark as it was, I could see huge waves breaking. The froth 

of the wave tops was bright blue green. Photo plankton lit up every bit of torn 

water. Beautiful, but terrifying. I admit it, I was scared.  

 I clipped on and started to winch in the flogging jib. Once it was furled, the 

boat’s movement eased a bit. I carefully went forward to hook on the sturdy 

storm jib. A left over from the former owner and now much appreciated !  

 I’d have to deal with the main sail next. That was going to be a little 

harder. Fortunately the boat  was pointed in to the wind. The main sail was 

whipping around wildly, but I was sure it would lay on the boom as I lowered it. 

Maybe.  

 There was good news and bad news. The good news was that the main sail 

halyard was controlled in the cockpit. The bad news was … The mainsail 

halyard was controlled in the cockpit. It meant that while I could drop the sail 

standing in the safety of the cockpit, I had to leave it to get to the loose sail on the 

boom. I could lower it bit by bit, climb out of the cockpit to secure what amount 

of loose sail there was, then come back and do it all over again . It would take 

time and in this weather, it was dangerous. 

 I finally got the last bit of sail down and started forward to secure it. I 

didn’t make it, I slipped ! Lucky for me I fell into the cockpit instead of 

overboard ! Unlucky for me, I injured myself, badly. It hurt so much, I didn’t 

finish the mainsail job.  At least the sail’s head was held taut by the halyard. 

That would have to do.  

 It was a long time before I tried to move. I almost fainted when lifted my 

left arm . Excruciating pain each time I moved.  I probed around slowly trying to 

find where it hurt less. The pain at my left shoulder was severe and I couldn’t 

wiggle my left wrist. My left leg was painful, but I could move it. I must have 

landed on my left side because my right side only ached and I could move all of 

those parts.  I managed to crawl to the cabin hatch. Wiggling and sliding my 



body down the steps I got below to the warmth and safety of the cabin.  I made it 

to the leeward settee and passed out. 

  It must have been some time before I came around.  The sky in the East 

was beginning to lighten. The winds had moderated and the boat gently rocked. 

I’d never heard of a storm of such magnitude suddenly go calm. Was it some 

kind of White Squall? I seem to remember a story about an old boat getting 

caught in a freak wind storm they called a white squall. I must have run into one 

of them. Whatever it was it was gone now. What it left behind was a beat up boat 

and a sailor in pretty bad shape. 

 I dragged over to the GPS and saw we were just offshore of Brookings 

Oregon. 

A shot of pain took my breath away. That convinced me to head for a marina 

there. I slowly made it back to the cockpit and disconnected “Brain”.  I took the 

helm and headed “Ifrinn”  towards Brookings and the calm of a marina.  

 

 I didn’t think I would be known here in Brookings, it was far way from 

where I’d come.  Besides, I desperately needed supplies, fuel.. and some healing 

time.     

I clicked on the VHF radio, punched in channel 68 and called for a marina and 

asked for a slip assignment .  

The marina answered right away with directions to a Starboard tie slip. I 

thanked them and inquired about river bar conditions.  

“ Open, South wind at 7, wave height, 2 to 3 feet”, was the reply. 
 

            It’d be easy to navigate into the marina. Looking at the chart plotter I 

figured I’d get there in about an half hour . I called back to give my ETA and 

requesting some dock help.“We’ll have a man waiting to take your lines when 

you arrive” was the response.  Finding the slip was easy. I slowly moved to the 

location. Sure enough, there was a fellow standing at the spot I was headed for. 

Painfully, I got the mooring lines ready and looped one line around the mid-ship 

cleat. I could toss that one to the guy. I eased the boat alongside the slip. The 

fellow caught the line and, after a short time, he and I had secured the boat. I 

heaved a big, painful, sigh and looked up at him 
 

 He was the most ugly man I’ve ever seen. Scarecrow thin, tall with wild 

black hair and a black chin beard. I almost laughed out loud looking at him. 

    “ Welcome to Brookin’s. Mister, You got some kind of problems , right ? “  He 



spoke in a squeaking loud voice.  

"Yep, I’m pretty banged up. I need to rest. After that I’ll head up town for some 

groceries. Both water and fuel tanks will need filling too”. 

 He scratched his head and smiled. 

“You look too beat to do all that, I can do the shopping for you.  Won’t cost a 

dime.”    

Then he laughed a cackling laugh that ended with a snort.   

“I’ll help getting to the fuel dock afterwards.  Water’s there too.” 
  “My name is, Nat. My last name is pronounced,  Ace’-ma-eye,  spelled A-s-m-a-i 

.“. 

  

 My life was about to change, and…. I was going to get to know... Nat 

...well. 

…..Too damned well ! 

  

  

End Part One. 
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