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Chapter Eighteen: October 7, 

The island in the Masai Mara River, Tanzania
The next day was uneventful—besides encouraging several crocs to return to the river, the entourage slept and lazed around the camp chatting and joking and enjoying the cool breeze whifting off of the river.  
When Mo awoke and joined the others, Kouri asked, “How are you doing today?”
“Outside of feeling like a lion took a bite out of my posterior, much better.”
Saa unwrapped Mo’s wound and cleaned it.  She motioned for Kouri to join her.  She showed her the herbs she used, how to apply them, and how to hold them in place with leaves and bindings.
Kisai who had been quiet up until now spouted out in Swahili, “Something is moving towards us through the forest.”  Everyone got to their feet to see Katie’s zebra approaching the camp.  They broke out in laughter and greeted it with hugs and petting.  Mo gave it salt from the salt lick and others built a pile of edible leaves and grass which the animal ate voraciously.  
Henna said, “He needs a name.  Let’s call him “Shadow”.”  Everyone agreed.
 When they were finished dressing Mo’s wound, Kouri returned to reading Jane Eyre.  After a while she said, “Jane is helping Mr. Rochester recover from the fall he took when his horse lost its footing on the ice near his estate.  Jane doesn’t know that Mr. Rochester is her employee and Mr. Rochester doesn’t know that Jane is the governess hired by Mrs. Fairfax, his housekeeper, to tutor his adopted daughter.”
Theresa said, “He was an arrogant bastard, wasn’t he?  He changing moods at the drop of a hat and expected everyone to conform to his wants and needs.  He’d pay attention to Jane for an hour or two and then ride off without telling her and not see her for weeks at a time.”
Katie said, “Aren’t all men like that—raised to think they’re special and that the world belongs to them?”
Henna said, “Well, Jane fell for him, didn’t she?” He was big and strong, although a bit homely, like Jane, herself.”
Kouri said, “It was the first man she’d met who treated her with any kind of attention and respect.  That’s how Calix is.”
Henna said, “Who’s Calix?”
“He’s the guy I worked for while herding sheep, before I came to the Bootcamp.  I had my purse stolen in Sophia, Bulgaria and scrambled to find work and a place to stay until I could get my banking straightened out.  I met his sister at Joy Day Health Food Store.  While I was waiting to get hired to work in her company, she told me that Calix needed someone to cover for him as a shepherd near Orhid, Macedonia.  So I went off to meet him and his family and tend his sheep and goats.”
“How was it?”
“Just amazing.  Calix, his mother, and brothers and sisters treated me like family.  I wandered the snow topped mountains for a month watching over fifty sheep and twenty goats, chasing off predators and keeping the animals from stumbling off cliffs.”
“And what happened with Calix?”  
“He traveled to Greece to visit his uncle.  He plans on studying Archaeology at a university in Athens.  He was going to asked him to borrow money for his education.”
“Katie said, “And what does this pied piper look like.”
He’s a little taller than I am, with light brown, curly hair, a narrow waist, and strong tanned legs.  He’s kind and gentle and considerate and so is his family.”
“Sounds sexy.  Did he fall for you?”  
“No, it’ll be a long time before he’s ready for marriage.  We didn’t even get involved—but he did say he liked me and wanted to see me again.  And I guess I was more attracted to him than I realized.”
Henna changed the subject, “Theresa, What do you find attractive in a man?”
I like someone like Sven who’s intelligent with a sense of humor and who knows what he’s about.  He’s got to be attractive, but looks aren’t the most important component to me.”
“Do you have someone special in Spain?”
“Are you kidding, with my schedule?  I’m working twelve hours a day and am exhausted when I get home.  I zone out with a beer in front of the tube and that’s it for the day.  I broke up with a guy a few years ago.  I thought we were going to get married, but he never asked me.  Sven, the guy I met in Nairobi is the only man in my life right now and I’ve only known him for a few weeks.”  
“Do you think you would settle down if you found the right one?”  
“Sure, that would be easy; I’d have to change jobs, of course—probably start a business I could run from home while raising a family.  That is, unless I married someone rich, so I wouldn’t need to work.”  
Katie and Henna both said, “Now that’s the life,” and laughed because they were thinking alike.
Theresa said, “On second thought, being married to a wealthy man puts you right back into that helpless, dependent female role.  You’re stuck asking your “sugar daddy” to take care of all of your needs and you lose your motivation to develop a career and sustain your semi-independent.”
Katie said, “Mo, tell us about your husband.”
“Simon and I met at Boston University while I was studying geology and he was working on his international law degree.  He’s African American, big and athletic, and played football in college.  His father was a lawyer and a judge and his grandfather a lawyer before him.  He’s kind and gentle with me; however, he can be fierce in the courtroom or when dealing with adversaries.”
“Are you happy?”
“I’m beyond happy . . . I’m ecstatic and madly in love.  We often travel together, but decided against it this time.”
Kouri said, “I’m so glad for you.  You’re the only one among us who is blissfully married.  You’re a role model for all of us.”
“Thank you.  So what are we going to do today, troupers—sit around talking about “prince charming”, or find a way off of this pile of rocks?”
Henna said, “We’ve still got some lion meat left.  We could gather roots and plants to supplement our meal.” 
Theresa said, “Our supply of meat won’t last more than a few days.  Then we’ll need to snare something else.”
Katie said, “There’s one thing in abundance out here.”
Stacy said, “Yea, crocs.”
“With a few spears we could get one.”
Mo said, “Or maybe with a noose with a slip knot; however, don’t count on it.  They’re fierce and you’ve got to spear them in just the right spot, or the weapon will bounce off their thick hides.”
Kouri said, “How about making jerky out of the remaining lion meat; that way it won’t go bad.  It’s easy to prepare; you just soak the meat in a sauce, such as  peppers, salt, and herbs, and then let it bake in the hot sun.”
Mo said, “Excellent idea.”
Mo spoke to Saa, “Mother, do you have herbs to cure and preserve our meat?”
“Yes, several.”   
“Please give some to Kouri for making jerky.”
Theresa said, “So Amazonians, what are we going to do now, return to the shore we left, or find a way to cross the river?”
Mo said, “We’ll need to traverse it at some point, no matter what we do now.   Henna, what do you think; Is this a good place to swim for the far shore?” 
She walked over to the water’s edge and the others followed.  The island was only about one-third of the way across the watercourse and the current was fast and rough.  Henna said, “No, several of us barely made the swim to the island.  I’d even be afraid to chance it.  What we need is a huge raft, then we could float down stream and gently guide it towards the far bank.”
Katie said, “Now that’s a great idea.  And we wouldn’t risk being consumed by crocs.”
Mo said, “How could we build something that big?”
Katie confided, “When I was in the army, we often constructed forts and battlements to do mock battle with other platoons.  Let me work on a plan.”
Kouri said, “This island is heavily wooded.  We could take branches and brush and tie them together with vines for floatation.  We could even make platforms to sit on and a shade to protect us from the sun.”          
Mo said, “Let’s do it.”  “Mother, how many days walk once we cross the river?”
She held up three fingers.  “Two downstream and one day inland.” 

Chapter Nineteen
Katie scoured the island for resources, examining the types of wood and the sizes of branches.  She searched for vines that would be strong enough to hold bundles of branches together.  She then imagined the dimensions of a raft that would hold seven women, a boy, and a zebra.
While Mo was feeding Sephie, Kouri and Stacy helped Saa make a sauce and cut the lion meat into strips.  Henna and Theresa gathered branches and brush.  Hope, the bush baby, snuck scraps of meat when the women weren’t looking.  
Henna came running back to camp, “I found something . . . it’s a boat!”
Mo said in disbelief said, “A boat?” 
“Yes, I was walking around the north tip of the island and when I rounded the point, I saw it.  It’s like an old riverboat you’d see in the movies.”
Kouri said, “Let’s check it out.”
The troop wove their way through the jungle and came to an old water craft that had probably crashed into the island during a spring flood.  Two crocodiles were laying on the left gunwale sunning themselves.  Mo said, “It looks like the hull is gone.  Perhaps we could salvage some of the wood.” 
The craft was approximately ten meters long and at one time had been painted a sky blue.  You could still read its name, ironic though it was, “Good Fortune”.   Now, most of the paint was covered with green slime and vegetation.
Kouri said, “Let’s check it out—maybe we’ll find some tools . . . or even a lost treasure.”
Stacy said, “Or maybe some dead bodies.  We haven’t seen any evidence of survivors from the craft.”
Mo said, “I sure don’t want to tangle with those crocodiles.  Stacy was already creeping out on a branch to the boat with a spear in her hand.  Mo said, “Stacy, Those crocs are going to eat you.  Come on back.”
Just then, she threw her hands into the air, let out a shrill scream, and ran towards the predators.  Both animals dove into the water.  Kisai and Katie jumped into the air from surprise.  Kouri said, “Nice going, Stacy.  Be careful, there might be more of them below deck.”
Mo and Kouri  joined her.  Saa waited on shore, holding Stephie while Hope sat on her shoulder.  Mo spun the old steering wheel that sat in the center of the forward deck as she walked past it.  Kouri peeked down the short staircase and then hit the sides of the boat and shouted several times to scare out any unwanted creatures.  Then feeling daring, she slowly descend below deck with Mo and Stacy behind her.  A dark, short hallway, with three doors, led toward the stern of the vessel.  Kouri stood poised to open the portal on the left, “Shall we?”
“Go ahead.”  She turned the handle and pushed but nothing happened.  Then with the help of the other two women, it slowly opened.  It was the crew’s cabin.  Bunks lined the walls, and a plain round table sat in the middle of the room with trash, bottles, cans, and two chairs laying on the floor.  Mo found a drawer in a built in cabinet and opened it.  She pulled out two machetes and handed one to Stacy and one to Kouri.  Then she took out a hand ax and put it in her backpack.  
They moved to the next room across the hall.  It was the captain’s cabin.  It had a fine carved bed and round dining room table, four turned over chairs, and a cabinet with glass and wire doors.  Bottles of wine and brandy and cut crystal glasses lined the shelves.  Stacy said, “Troopers, it’s party time tonight.”  Mo opened the doors and handed out the spoils.  
They pulled away masses of vegetation and found a set of drawers below a waist-high counter.  The top one was filled with silverware and steak knives.  Kouri said, “We’re going to eat in style tonight.”  
“These knives will make excellent spears.”
The second drawer held a ship’s compass and log.  Mo put them in Kouri’s backpack.  She pulled out an assortment of hand tools from the third compartment: hammers, saws, screw drivers, pliers, and wrenches.  Mo put these in Stacy’s bag.  
A loud cry in Masai of “Help . . . help” coursed the air.  
“Saa’s in trouble.”  The troopers dashed out of the hold and leaped onto shore with weapons ready.  Crocodiles we’re closing in on Saa, carrying Hope and Sephie as she backup up against a tree near the river.   Mo approached the first croc from the side and came down hard on its back with the ax.  It stopped cold in its tracks.  Kouri and Stacy went after the second animal, methodically chopping into it until it was dead.
Mo said, “Let’s get out of here. We’ll come back for the crocodile meat once Saa and Stephie are safe.”    
*  *  *
That night the women sat around the fire eating dinner and sipping wine.  Katie said, “So what are we going to do about getting off this island?  We’ve gathered a significant amount of branches, brush, and vines for a raft and we’ve found a boat.  What’s the best way to get us across the river without incident?”
Mo said, “Let’s take the raft.  That boat will sink before it’s ten feet into the current.”
Kouri said, “Isn’t there some way we could keep it afloat? Why couldn’t we stuff bundles of brush into the damaged hull and use it the same way we would buoy up a raft.”
“There are too many problems.  How would we steer the vessel, the rudder is probably destroy?  And we don’t know what shape the rest of the hull is in. And the yacht is too heavy to lift up to find out.  Besides, I don’t want to risk my baby’s life again on some half-brained scheme.  I’d say let’s get off of this pile of granite as quickly and as safely as we can and get back to civilization and to our lives.”  Mo was getting hot—the frustration and constant stress and responsibility she was shouldering was finally getting to her.  
“Mother, are you sure there isn’t an easier place to cross the river?”
Saa shook her head, “No.”
Henna said, “How about the motor on that boat.  I know it sounds dumb, but maybe it still works.”
Mo said in exasperation, “That heap of boards has been sitting in the water for at least a year.  Any motor on it, would be so frozen up with rust that a scrap metal yard wouldn’t even buy it.”
“Stacy said, “There’s still one more room we haven’t explored.  I want to check that out and search for a safe in the captain’s cabin.  Maybe we’ll find some money.  A boat like that was involved in some sort of business and the company had to have made a profit.”
“What are you going to do with money, Stacy, order a new Chris Craft speedboat and have it brought to the dock with a chauffeur to drive us across the waterway?”  
Theresa said, “You’ll most likely find an I.O.U. for funds owed on the vessel.”
Kouri said, “We’ve still seen no evidence of a crew; perhaps they jumped overboard or escaped in a life raft.”          
Theresa said, “I agree with Kouri, I think that we should try to restore the boat.  It would be a lot safer than a raft.  A raft could turn over too easily in the current or crocs could climb right up onto it and pull one of us off.”
“You ladies are crazy.  That thing probably weighs close to two tons.  We’d have to get it on shore, turn it over, and repair or ballast the damaged hull.  Impossible.  It would take months.”  
Katie said, “Let’s sleep on it.  In the mean time, I’m going to enjoy this wine.”
Henna said, “I’m with you on that.”  
Kouri, wanting to change the subject said, “Returning to Jane Eyre, “Mr. Rochester is a strange character, isn’t he, although he has a robust streak of integrity in him?  He falls in love with Jane because she’s true to herself and expresses herself honestly.”  
Theresa said, “I think she represents the self and the opportunity he lost when he married that monster who’s lock in the room on the third floor of his estate.”
Kouri said, “He eventually marries Jane after his wife dies and he’s been injured and blinded in the fire.  Only then does his arrogance leave him and he becomes self-effacing and respectful of the interests of Jane.”  
Katie added, “Do you think women can only be with men on equal terms when a part of the man has been destroyed?” 
Henna said, “Not at all.  My boyfriend John and I have been friends and lovers for five years.  I feel safe with him.  I can talk about anything and he’ll listen to me and respect me.”
Kouri said, “I think it depends on the man.  Calix and a guy I went out with on an organic farm in France were trustworthy and you could interact with them.  The sheriff was another story.  
“How about you Mo, what are your thoughts on the basic integrity of men?”
I don’t want to talk about it.”  She walked over to the lion’s rug with Stephie on her chest, covered herself up, and went to sleep.
Henna said, “This wine is exceptional, what is it?”
It’s called Frocheaux, a French red.”
Well, at least we’re eating well; I thought we’d all be dead of thirst or starvation by now.”
Theresa said, “Don’t say that, it might come true.  Troopers, I’m going to hit the sack.”  She was soon followed by the other revelers.

Chapter Twenty: October 8
The next morning, Kouri was the first one up.  She rekindled the fire, made tea, and sat down to read.  The women joined her one by one.  
Katie said, “I feel great this morning and don’t even have a hangover. “
Henna responded, “The wine was just what we needed—a little escape and a chance to clear our heads and emotions.”
 Kouri said, “Come on troupers, I’m going to lead you in meditation.  This will relax and energize you.”  
“I’m game.”  They all joined in.  Even Mo handed her baby to Saa and began breathing deeply with the others.
When they were finished, Henna looked over at the sleeping area and noticed it was empty, “Where’s Stacy?”
Kouri said, “That stupid girl, she probably went out to the boat to investigate the third room.”  
Mo, Katie, and Henna picked up weapons and ran through the bush to the north point of the island.  When they walked up to the boat, they heard, “You stay right there . . . I’ve got a machete and I’ll chop your nose off if you move a step closer.”
The three women ran onto the boat and climbed down the stairs.  They found Stacy pinned against the door at the end of the hall with the crocodile right in front of her.  Mo came in fast and chopped into its back with the ax while Stacy slashed the soft tissue on the side of the animal’s neck with her machete.  
Stacy said, “Hey, thanks troopers.  I was just coming out of that third door when he climbed down the stairs and came after me.  I’m sorry to go off on my own like that, but I just had to find out what was in that last cabin.”
“Stacy, you’re going to get yourself killed . . . .”
“You won’t believe what I discovered.  It was in the engine room at the end of the hall.   And I found lumber, plywood, fiberglass, and resin.  We can repair the boat.  I know how to do it myself; I help my dad all the time with it.  He has a lot of money and always had a yacht of one kind or another.”
Henna said, “Fantastic.  That gives us another option.”
“But that’s the least of it . . . look,” and she threw open the door—a skeleton was laying on the floor with an opened metal box in its arms.
Katie said, “”Maybe it’s the captain.”
“That’s what I thought until I opened the box.”
Mo said, “What was in the box?”
“A note with some numbers on it and these,” and she held out her hand.
Mo said, “Holy gees . . . rough cut rubies.  They could be worth a fortune. “
“Then I looked at the note and there were four numbers on it, 28-32-14-36— numbers like you’d use to open a safe.  So I looked in the captain’s cabin.  I tore out all the vegetation and finally found it in the floor under the bed.  When I opened it, I found this map.”  She handed it to Mo who studied it.  
“It’s probably a mine.  It’s got all the characteristics of gem bearing soil: Kimberlite Pipes, sedimentary soil, a porous aquifer, and an ancient stream bed.  And the geological configuration looks familiar.  I may be able to identify the location when I check through my company’s map library. “ 
Henna said, “They were probably mining illegally somewhere along the river and making a run to Musoma on the shores of Lake Victoria for supplies and to sell their gems.“
Katie said, “At any rate, this certainly changes our prospects.  Let’s return to camp, finish our breakfast, and decide what to do.”
Henna said, “If only we had a cell phone, we could charter a jet to take us straight to London and pay for it with a gemstone.”  Laughter.
When they arrived at camp Katie said to Kouri and Theresa, “I’ve got enough new material out of that trip to the boat for another chapter in my book.  She proceeded to tell about the skeleton and the rubies while Mo interpreted for Saa.   Saa just shook her head in disbelief.  
Theresa said, “So technically, we’re rich!”
Mo said, “Depending on the quality of the stones and whether we are allowed to keep them by whatever government’s jurisdiction we fall under, we could, indeed, have a sizable amount of capital resulting from their sale.”   
Theresa said, “And as far as the boat is concerned, we now have the option of repairing it . . . that is, if we can move it into a position to gain access to the hull.”  
Katie suggested, “Let’s take a vote—the options are:  a.) Do we prefer to build and travel on a raft; or b.) Do we repair the boat.  If the boat wins, we can attempt to move it.  If we can’t, then our only option is the raft.”
Mo explained the choices to Saa.  Katie continued, “Alright, who is in favor of the raft?”  Mo and Saa raised their hands.
“And who is in favor of repairing the boat?”  The five other women and Kisai raised their hands.  
“For now, the yacht has it.  After breakfast, let’s take a closer look at the vessel.”



