


THE	MAKING	OF	ST.	BALANCE	©*
Author:	E.	Clinton	Dunston

A	story	about	a	man,	a	boat	and	a	movie



TABLE	OF	CONTENTS
Preface

Forward

Introduction

CHAPTERS
1. The	Call

2. Seduction

3. Designers	Club

4. Deal	of	a	Lifetime

5. The	Passenger

6. If	I	Am	to	Die	Today

7. New	Beginnings

8. For	the	Taking

9. Encounters	of	the	1st,	2nd	&	3rd	Kind

10. Intruders

11. Dream	of	a	Gift/Gift	of	a	Dream

12. Canceling	&	Counseling	Bad	Karma

13. Miss	Amy’s	Gonna	Have	a	Hissy

14. A	Star	is	Born

15. Old	Running	Mates

16. Captives

17. The	Old	Seminole

18. More	Run-arounds

19. Hare-brain	Schemes

20. The	Rescue

21. In	Hiding

22. A	Friend	in	Need

23. Miss	Caroline	&	the	Girls

24. Now	You’ve	Done	It

25. Narrow	Escape

26. The	Attention	of	The	President



INTRODUCTION
This	story	begins	on	the	northern	shore	of	the	Gulf	of	Mexico	a	few	miles	off	the	coast	of
Destin	Florida,	a	beautiful	coastal	community	with	emerald	seas	and	the	whitest	sand
beaches	anywhere	in	the	world.	It	begins	after	five	days	of	sailing	in	mind	calming
serenity,	meditating	until	a	point	of	realization	is	reached	–	realization	of	change	in	a
man’s	life	that	could	only	be	classified	as	“storybook”.	The	man’s	name	is	Deddie
Eunston.	“Captain	Deddie”,	as	he	will	be	referred	to	in	this	story,	was	from	the	working
class.	He	began	working	early	in	his	life	because	his	father	was	an	alcoholic	and
eventually	ceased	to	support	a	family	of	siblings.	This	inherited	responsibility	carried	over
into	a	growing	family	of	his	own	that	included	reaching	out	to	help	children	in	need	that
life	brought	to	his	doorsteps.	He	spent	all	of	his	time	working	to	fulfill	the	immediate
needs	while	holding	onto	a	dream	of	building	a	sailing	catamaran	of	his	own	design	and
filming	a	cruise	of	the	coastal	islands	from	Mississippi	to	Marquesas	Keys.	Not	a	quest	of
great	magnitude	or	journey	of	particular	demand,	but	it	unveils	some	gateways	to	dream
achievement	as	well	as	some	perceptions	that	camouflage	our	could-be	lives

Captain	Deddie	was	skilled	at	designing	and	building	things,	even	though	decades	of
employment	afforded	minimal	opportunity	for	his	talents	and	ideas.	Like	his	dream,	his
talents	were	something	to	be	subdued	for	the	sake	of	responsibilities.	He	found	little
satisfaction	working	for	a	big	callused	corporation,	but	accepted	it	as	the	available	means
to	provide	for	those	that	depended	on	him.	After	years	of	waiting	patiently	for	a	chance	to
work	on	his	dream,	resentment	slowly	set	in	towards	the	endless	aversions	and	failing
prayers.	Year	after	year	obligations	outgrew	finances	and	time	more	fragmented,	and	the
promise	of	prayer	remained	exactly	that.

Each	year	on	his	birthday,	he	vowed	not	to	give	up	his	dream,	but	the	continued
unfulfilment	only	fueled	more	resentment.	Eventually	despair	set	in,	as	the	creative	person
inside	him	waited	and	waned	into	a	comatose	imitation.	After	a	half-century	of	failing
faith	he	decided	at	least	some	portion	of	his	life	belonged	to	his	long	held	vision	and	that
he	was	alone	in	that	venture.	The	last	inkling	of	his	spirit	knew	if	his	dream	did	not	take
course	towards	reality,	it	would	dwindle	to	nil,	yet	still	haunt	the	theater	of	his	mind	and
end	up	imprisoned	in	a	body	incapacitated	with	age.	So,	he	began	collecting	and
constructing	articles	for	his	vehicle	of	escape,	one	piece	at	a	time,	and	when	he	could	not
build	because	of	time,	location,	or	money,	he	wrote	about	the	adventure.	Writing	was	a
way	of	providing	some	substance	to	his	vision	and	of	coping	with	unending	delays.	It	was
enough	to	keep	his	spirit	extant.

As	the	story	took	shape	in	words,	it	took	on	clarity	and	direction	unseen	before,	which
enabled	realizations,	not	availed	otherwise.	Then	an	ironic	thing	happens.	At	some
unanticipated	point,	the	story	becomes	inseparable	from	real	life,	one	and	the	same	with
real	time.	“Ironic”	yet	the	great	thinkers	of	the	world	teach	this	is	what	happens	when	our
visions	are	written	down	with	precise	clarity.	The	realization	of	this	materialized	with	a
phone	call	a	few	miles	off	the	coast	of	Destin	Florida,	which	brings	us	back	to	the
beginning.



Chapter	I

THE	CALL
It	was	Thursday	March	3oth,	the	fifth	day	of	cruising	the	barrier	islands	off	the	northern
coast	of	the	Gulf	of	Mexico.	A	stout	wind	blew	across	the	Gulf	at	15	knots;	out	of	the
south	and	across	the	starboard	side	of	my	40’	catamaran.	St.	Balance	was	on	a	high-speed
reach	traveling	east	through	the	blood	of	our	planet	carrying	the	dream	of	my	life.	I	was
fast	approaching	longitude	87,	which	marked	the	first	third	of	the	Gulf	Coast	called	the
Miracle	Strip.	The	unsurpassed	strip	of	sugar	white	sand	was	parading	by	live	and	being
recorded	by	a	deck	level	camera	set	up	on	the	port	side.	At	a	blistering	pace	my	sleek	Cat
was	devouring	miles	of	renowned	fishing	grounds	and	scenic	beauty.	The	eastern	end	of
Santa	Rosa	Island	lay	to	the	north	a	hundred	yards	beyond	the	two	boiling	foam	trails	that
streamed	out	from	the	sterns	as	the	twin	rudders	sliced	the	emerald	green	waters	as	if
sizzling	hot.	St	Balance’s	keen	bows	effortlessly	carved	the	crystal	waves	that	rose	off	the
shallows	and	began	the	breakers	that	rolled	on	to	the	beach	as	they	had	long	before
modern	man’s	pretentious	claim	to	these	shores.	A	short	distance	off	the	port	side	the
green	water	turns	white	in	endless	cascading	crashes	as	the	breakers	mark	the	shallows	as
far	as	the	eye	can	see;	disappearing	into	the	distant	white	misty	loom	that	congregates
around	the	battle	of	surf	and	sand.

A	humming	sound	comes	from	the	rigging	as	the	thin	stainless	stays	shear	the	salty	sea
air.	The	humming	is	a	harmonic	happy	sound.	It	is	the	boat’s	song	and	it	grows	louder	and
higher	pitched	with	gusts	of	speed	and	then	wanes	in	tune	with	the	wind,	only	to	repeat
another	chorus	of	this	forgotten	but	not	lost	melody	stored	away	in	my	subconscious
treasures.	I	steer	a	course	just	outside	the	line	of	surf	where	the	water	is	shallow	and	clear
so	I	can	see	the	white	sandy	bottom	populated	with	shells	and	sea	life.	I	had	specifically
design	St.	Balance’	to	run	these	shoals.	It	is	my	favorite	place	on	Earth	to	be,	and	sailing
my	catamaran	fast	is	my	favorite	thing	on	earth	to	do:	skimming	over	clear	water,	riding	a
free	wind,	and	watching	a	liquid	world	pass	beneath	my	keels	like	a	high-speed	film.

Startled	by	the	boat’s	unannounced	presence	and	quiet	speed,	the	fish	flee	in	all
directions	as	I	sudden	upon	the	schools	that	feed	around	the	sand	bars.	Some	dart	toward
the	safety	of	the	blue	descending	deep,	some	leap	into	the	air	revealing	their	true
brilliance,	and	some	speed	along	with	the	boat	allowing	me	to	study	their	high	speed
maneuvering.	An	occasional	salt	spray	cools	my	skin	and	moistens	my	lips	with	the	flavor
of	the	sea.	It	was	the	one	and	only	prescription	my	shriveling	soul	yearned	for,	and	I
realized	it	had	been	telling	me	so	for	decades.

As	I	pondered	time	lost	I	felt	an	urge	to	look	over	my	right	shoulder.	A	large	Brown
Pelican	is	gliding	at	boat	speed	just	off	the	seaward	stern.	The	light	colored	head	plumage
reveals	it	is	a	juvenile	male	just	beginning	his	life’s	journey.	He	maintains	flight	with	only
an	occasional	flap	of	his	wide	spread	highly	efficient	wings.	Seeming	to	defy	gravity	the
graceful	bird	hangs	motionlessly	in	the	salty	spring	air	for	long	spans	of	time	with	the	only
movement	being	his	watchful	yellow	eyes.	Because	of	its	skilled	gliding	ability	the
Pelican	is	my	favorite	sea	bird	and	seemingly	loyal	caller	whenever	I	visit	the	sea.	Even
though	our	respect	for	one	another	is	of	a	different	nature,	I	have	the	feeling	my



companion	senses	our	camaraderie.	We	spent	the	afternoon	sailing	the	sea	together
enjoined	as	the	young	and	the	old	–	the	victor	and	the	victim	of	where	life’s	timeline	finds
us.

The	afternoon	sun	is	at	my	back,	so	the	view	ahead	is	without	glare	and	of	intensely
rich	colors.	The	day’s	passage	has	been	fast	and	flawless	like	the	performance	of	my	boat.
I	feel	I	have	returned	home	from	the	longest	journey	ever.	My	spirit	is	on	opium;	my
heart’s	singing	and	my	mind	at	peace.	I	can	hear	the	singing	of	angels	when	I	listen
intently;	a	rare	reception	in	this	modern	world’s	pace.

Some	people	feel	a	connection	to	the	mountains,	some	the	beauty	of	deserts,	but	for
me	it	is	the	sea.	Not	so	much	the	blue	water	of	the	distant	deep,	as	where	emerald	waters
and	white	sands	coexist	in	a	beautifully	balanced	struggle	for	the	same	space.	Where	air
breathing	and	non-air-breathing	species	learn	of	each	other	and	both	are	inherently	drawn
to	congregate.	There	must	be	a	carry	over	in	our	genes;	a	primordial	quintessence	that
explains	why	we	connect	with	certain	environments.	Surely	our	seed	carries	more	than
just	biological	codes.

The	old	fisherman	used	to	tell	me	I	had	salt	water	in	my	veins.	These	words	have	more
meaning	now,	than	when	I	was	a	youngster	fishing	the	Gulf;	now	that	I	have	observed	the
power	this	connection	holds	on	my	state	of	wellbeing.	I	am	inclined	these	days	to	think
our	biological	code	comes	with	ancestral	spiritual	traces,	although	deeply	suppressed	in
some,	and	that	this	element	is	what	gives	rise	to	traces	of	“other	lives”	that	some	cultures
staunchly	profess	are	a	part	of	who	we	are.	I.e.:	they	are	right.	There	are	times	when	we
seem	to	have	distant	coaches.	Be	they	angels	or	ancestral	forces	sometimes	we	are
bequeathed	outside/	unseen	advantage.

I	had	been	striving	with	a	theory	that	now	in	this	moment	of	serene	solitude	was
falling	into	place.	That	creativity	is	a	channel	that	you	subconsciously	slip	into,	even	while
wide	awake,	when	you	are	in	sync	with	your	talents,	or	connected	to	brilliance	in	song,
theater,	work,	act	or	deed	and	that	from	within	that	channel	comes	assists	from	the
excellence	of	those	past	and	present.	It	is	only	on	a	day	such	as	today	with	the	clatter	of
the	world	removed	that	the	mind	hears	such	distant	knowledge	and	what	has	eluded	you	is
then	clearly	understood.

Living	my	primordial	quest,	I	was	riding	a	free	wind	through	a	mesmerizing	world.
The	endless	passing	of	green	shoals	and	white	sand	beaches	lined	with	quaint	cottages
transfix	my	attention.	Through	the	years	I’ve	watched	them	grow.	I	noticed	how	the
architecture	on	the	beach	changes	to	rich	and	modern	in	this	region	of	tall	brilliantly	white
dunes	and	how	the	high	rises	were	increasingly	consuming	the	beach’s	pristine	profile.	I
used	to	envy	the	rich	inhabitants	of	these	tall	cubic	seashells,	until	I	realized	St	Balance
would	allow	me	to	visit	on	my	own	discriminant	terms.

Having	spent	a	few	sleepless	nights	in	some	of	these	crowded	concrete	colonies	I
appreciated	that	noisy	neighbors	were	not	a	problem	with	the	boat.	I	reveled	in	the	idea
that	their	taxes	alone	would	finance	many	miles	of	sailing	pleasure	aboard	my	catamaran;
that	I	could	take	up	residence	without	reservations	in	any	of	the	favored	regions	and	I
didn’t	have	to	rent	someone	else’s	boat	or,	fish	with	strangers	when	I	was	there.	Favored
regions	move	also,	because	we	over-populate	them	as	fast	as	we	find	them.	Inevitably	the



big	money	moves	in	and	the	charm	moves	out.

These	beaches	I	loved	were	referred	to	as	the	Miracle	Strip	because	of	the	unmatched
white	sands	and	emerald	waters,	but	the	name	carried	a	different	and	more	personal
meaning	to	me.	Occasional	visits	had	kept	my	dream	and	me	alive	through	years	of
relentlessly	demands	when	expected	chores	used	me	up.	This	trip,	even	though	part	of	a
dream	was	not	a	free	ride,	however.	I	was	not	one	of	those	rich	boys	sailing	off	their
Daddy’s	portfolio.	Everything	I	had	was	under	duress	of	debt	and	built	with	my	own
hands.

I	was	sailing	on	limited	leave	and	borrowed	funding.	I	was	one	of	the	guys	that	never
took	time	off,	giving	up	vacation	year	after	year	because	the	job	“needed”	me	and	my
family	needed	the	extra	money.	Turns	out,	management	is	always	in	crisis	and	someone’s
“need”	is	someone	else’s	leave.	Under	management’s	protest	I	turned	in	for	a	full	month’s
vacation	to	make	this	trip	when	the	boat	was	finally	finished.	My	plan	was	to	cover
expenses	by	marketing	a	video	and	some	art	works	from	photographs	taken	along	the	way.
Art	was	my	second	love	and	a	back-up	plan.	A	back	up	plan	is	always	wise	when	the
dependency	of	others	is	elemental.

This	was	my	first	attempt	at	making	a	travel	video.	When	completed,	it	would	feature
building	the	boat	and	cruising	the	islands	from	Mississippi	to	Marquesas	Keys.	Marquesas
was	the	last	group	of	islands	west	of	Key	West	and	a	vowed	destination	upon	its
knowledge.	Marquesas	like	the	majority	of	the	islands	I	would	feature	was	uninhabited	by
man	and	only	accessible	by	boat	or,	seaplane.	Population	pollution	was	casting	it’s	shadow
on	many	of	the	Gulf’s	islands	and	it	made	me	conscious	of	missing	it’s	original	beauty.
What	the	Spaniards	and	Indians	experienced	must	have	been	awesomely	engagingly
adventurous.

My	film	and	art	works	would	focus	attention	on	the	fragile	beauty	of	these
microcosmical	gems	as	well	as	the	fulfillment	of	a	life	long	dream.	Hopefully	I	could
contribute	to	their	preservation	and	combat	the	lunacy	that	loomed	/	longed	to	bulldoze
them	down	and	pour	concrete,	not	to	mention	the	pollution	of	the	waters.	So	those	that
love	them	and	loved	on	them	since	time	before	presence	was	recorded	may	have
something	for	their	spirits	to	return	to.	Nothing	in	man’s	cosmos	precedes	beautiful
beaches	and	lovers	to	enjoy	them.

At	the	heart	of	my	dream	was	a	catamaran,	something	I’d	yearned	to	build	ever	since	I
first	knew	such	craft	existed.	I	read	everything	I	could	get	my	hands	on	about	these	craft,
while	knowing	deep	down	inside	reading	was	all	I	could	afford.	Through	the	years,	my
subconscious	automatically	improved	features	and	moved	me	to	sketch	designs	and
construction	approaches	that	I	could	accomplish.

One	day	I	realized	there	was	no	production	boat	that	included	the	features	my	years	of
innovation	had	evolved.	Things	like	a	retractable	underwater	viewing	pod,	a	counter
weight	wave	motion	generator,	a	single-handling	control	station,	rolling	foil	leeboards,
shallow	draft	tube	rudders,	and	a	natural	saltwater	battery.	There	was	also	a	host	of	multi–
purpose	gear	as	well	as	some	future	innovations	that	our	collective	tinker’s	mind	would
eventually	get	around	to	inventing.	The	culmination	of	40	years	of	mental	evolution	was
significant	and	challenged	the	absence	of	physical	evidence	beyond	drawings	and	a	few



models.

I’d	constructed	St.	Balance	from	readily	available	and	affordable	materials;	necessarily
using	them	in	innovative	and	cost	saving	ways.	Lack	of	time	and	money	forced	me	to	find
the	most	efficient	methods	in	both	respects.	The	cost	of	a	production	boat	of	comparable
size	approached	half	a	million.	If	I	had	that	kind	of	spare	money	it	would	go	to	relieve
suffering,	so	building	the	boat	my	self	was	the	plan	and	preference.

Because	I	had	studied	every	new	boat	through	the	pages	of	nautical	periodicals	I	knew
St	Balance	was	unique	and	well	designed.	She	had	a	tubular	truss	frame	skeleton	that	gave
her	strength	and	a	lightweight	tough	skin	for	watertight	integrity.	She	was	very	light
compared	to	typical	fiberglass	construction,	which	combined	with	great	beam	/	stability
made	her	very	fast	compared	to	her	kindred.

Thickness	and	weight	were	the	design	principles	in	conventional	sailboat	construction,
which	incidentally	were	the	reasons	for	the	higher	cost	and	slower	speeds.	These	dual
dilemmas	drove	me	to	design	disputively	and	innovatively	until	I	had	a	craft	that	satisfied
my	vision	and	that	I	could	build.	I	believed	it	was	superior	to	what	the	market	offered,
which	was	contorted	by	the	big	$	charter	mindset.

The	test	at	hand	was	to	see	if	my	stamina	and	craftsmanship	held	up	and	performed	as
represented	and	that	I	could	complete	a	Travel	Log	of	marketable	quality.	I	had
corresponded	with	several	TV	Program	Directors	from	DIY	and	Discovery	channels	about
the	project	“From	Construction	to	Marquesas”	and	had	a	handshake	on	the	idea.	They
would	pay	photography	expenses	and	purchase	the	video	if/when	the	project	was
completed	and	was	of	“marketable	quality”;	no	advances,	however.	The	term	“marketable
quality”,	not	being	defined,	often	crossed	my	mind	along	with	the	fear	that	I	might	instead
end	up	on	America’s	Funniest	Videos,	or	worse	–	earlier	mishaps	came	to	mind.

In	exchange	for	advertisement	a	sponsor	supplied	my	camera	equipment,	but	with	an
agreement	to	purchase	if	the	video	didn’t	air.	That	was	another	haunt.	Banking	on	a
promise	and	the	loaned	equipment	I	fittingly	set	sail	just	east	of	Biloxi	Mississippi,	a	new
gambling	Mecca.	I	knew	I	was	too	old	and	the	adventure	was	a	calculated	gamble	and	a
walk	of	faith,	but	there	in	lies	life’s	greatest	experiences.	The	adventure	of	our	talents	is
medicine	for	the	ills	of	our	spirits.	I	believed	if	you	are	executing	a	passion,	bad	results	are
not	possible	and	however	far	you	get	will	provide	valuable	insights	for	something	new	and
treasureable	recall	at	a	minimum.	Besides,	such	experiences	are	what	distinguish	our	time
on	Earth	from	the	wasted	parts.	Not	so	much	wasted	as	average,	but	“average”	seems	to
run	hand	in	hand	with	“settled	for”	–	indicative	of	something	better.

There	is	always	a	large	element	of	chance	when	we	step	up	from	average.	In	my	case
age	was	part	of	it,	but	it	added	to	the	adventure	and	I	focused	on	“how	far	I	could	get”
each	day,	rather	than	“would	I	succeed	or	fail”	in	the	end.	When	worry	did	break	my	spell,
however,	I	would	turn	to	my	book	for	escape.	I	was	not	a	writer,	but	through	the	years	of
configuring	the	boat	I	had	likewise	developed	a	story	of	my	adventure.

I	was	basking	in	fruition	when	my	solitude	was	suddenly	interrupted	by	that	all	too
familiar	sound	of	convenience.	I	had	debated	not	bringing	a	phone,	but	gave	in	and	got
one	the	final	hour,	paid	cash	for	six	months	unlimited	service	with	no	forwarding	address.
I	didn’t	want	a	leash	to	land,	but	single	handed	cruising	could	encounter	Maydays	for	the



best	of	sailors	on	legacy	craft.	I	was	not	a	young	man	and	the	boat	was	radically	new.
Before	I	left	the	helm	I	changed	course	a	bit	toward	deeper	water	and	into	the	wind	on
more	of	a	tacking	course	to	reduce	the	boat’s	speed.	Then	I	set	St.	Balance	on	autopilot	so
I	could	go	below	and	dispense	with	this	nuisance.

Speculation	as	to	the	negative	scenario	behind	the	call	dampened	my	spirits	as	I
surrendered	to	the	bell	like	Pavlov’s	Dog’s	and	walked	towards	the	incessant	sound	a
much	older	man.	I	looked	around	to	make	sure	I	had	clear	passage	just	before	I	went
below.	Dropping	down	the	hatch	of	the	port	hull	I	grabbed	up	my	supposedly	unlisted
phone	and	answered	with	a	semi-irritated:	“Hello”.	The	call	was	not	that	of	my	anticipated
fears.	Things	seldom	are.	I	didn’t	realize	it	at	the	moment,	but	it	would	turn	out	to	be	a
most	important	call;	one	that	would	forever	change	my	life.

“Hello,	Mr.	Eunston,	this	is	Spielberg	Productions”,	answered	the	distant	intruder.
“Who	the	hell	gave	you	this	number?”	I	inquired	as	I	monitored	my	course	through	the
clear	overhead	canopy,	thinking	how	does	one	get	a	supposedly	unlisted	number.
“Seriously	sir,	this	is	Spielberg	Productions;	my	name	is	Walt	Sanders	and	we	want	to
meet	with	you	to	discuss	your	book”,	came	the	second	attempt.	Thinking	that	getting	back
to	sailing	was	the	priority	of	the	moment	I	rapidly	countered:	“what	about	my	book?”	“We
would	like	to	discuss	making	a	movie	based	on	your	book.”	Can	you	meet	with	Mr.
Spielberg	in	New	York	this	coming	Saturday	morning	or	Monday	afternoon?”	“Well…
(the	gravity	of	the	situation	began	sinking	in)…Yes”,	I’ll	shoot	for	Saturday	morning”,	I
replied.	“Good,	what	city	will	you	be	traveling	from?”	the	gentleman	asked.	“I	am	off	the
coast	of	Destin	Florida”,	I	replied.	“Will	someone	be	traveling	with	you?”	he	asked.	“No”,
I	replied.

There	was	sufficient	pause	to	allow	me	to	process	the	implications,	and	then	came	my
caller’s	response:	“We	have	you	booked	on	a	flight	from	Fort	Walton	at	8:00	in	the
morning,	if	that	is	acceptable	to	you?”	“That’s	fine”,	I	replied.	I’ll	have	a	limo	pick	you	up
at	the	airport	when	you	arrive.”	“There	will	be	an	account	set	up	at	the	hotel	for	your
expenses.”	“The	limo	will	pick	you	up	Saturday	morning	at	7:20	for	an	8:00	meeting	with
Mr.	Spielberg.”	“Are	there	any	questions?”	replied	a	voice	that	sounded	much	more
reputable	now	that	I	was	calibrated	to	the	significance	of	the	moment.	“Not	that	I	can
think	of”,	I	replied	in	a	more	civil	tone	as	I	made	my	way	topside	and	noticed	a	large
charter	boat	crossing	my	course	a	hundred	yards	ahead.	“Steven	is	looking	forward	to
meeting	you.”	“Keep	our	number	and	call	me	if	you	have	any	questions,	otherwise	we’ll
see	you	on	Saturday.”	“Have	a	nice	day”,	the	nice	gentleman	concluded.

The	call	was	over	as	fast	as	it	began.	The	reality	of	the	opportunity	began	filtering
through	my	brain,	while	my	inner	dialog	played	with	my	ego:	“So,	Steven	is	looking
forward	to	meeting	with	me.”	The	conditioned	part	of	me	would	not	fully	partake	of	the
moment.	Saturday	was	April	the	first	and	I	could	just	be	another	one	of	the	fools.	I	made	a
mental	note	to	check	things	out	when	I	got	ashore	and	see	if	this	was	some	kind	of
practical	joke.	I	was	not	a	stranger	to	false	hope	and	with	years	of	investing	in	unfulfilled
promises	my	inner	dialog	was	already	labeling	me	a	fool	for	taking	any	stock	in	this
seemingly	good	news.

I	had	vowed	that	not	even	God	in	person	would	interrupt	this	trip	if	ever	I	was	able	to
start.	Yet	a	simple	phone	call	did.	With	my	mind	in	a	whirl	I	went	back	below	to	check	out



Destin	Pass	the	nearest	inland	channel.	I	reviewed	the	navigational	chart	I’d	laid	out	on
the	galley	table	in	the	port	hull,	updated	my	current	location,	and	estimated	the	time	it
would	take	to	reach	the	docks.	As	I	returned	to	the	helm	I	remembered	there	were	stone
jetties	at	the	channel	entrance.	I	hoped	to	make	it	before	dark.	My	night	vision	wasn’t
what	it	used	to	be.	I	took	the	wheel	off	auto	and	resumed	the	faster	course	I	was
previously	running,	closer	to	the	breakers,	as	I	mulled	over	docking	the	boat.

I	would	have	to	find	the	right	place	to	leave	the	boat	for	a	few	days.	The	borrowed
cameras	were	my	major	concern.	I	had	cameras	for	underwater,	aerial	and	deck	level
filming	and	they	were	expensive.	I	hadn’t	figured	on	leaving	the	boat	and	gear	unattended.
Being	on	land	was	always	more	complicated	than	being	on	the	water.	You’ve	got	to	figure
other	people’s	behavior,	a	constant	intervention	of	inconveniences.	This	opportunity,
however,	could	not	be	overlooked.

While	writing	my	story	I	was	repeatedly	drawn	to	the	idea	of	making	it	a	movie	and
eventually	realized	it	was	an	integral	part	of	my	dream,	but	my	sensibility	scoffed	at	the
feasibility	and	until	this	moment,	such	was	only	ghostly	considered.	My	heart	knew	all
along,	however,	it	was	the	single	possibility	that	could	make	the	St	Balance	Foundation	a
reality	and	that	without	it	my	dream	would	be	like	traveling	a	new	road	that	ended	in	the
desert	with	the	sea	looming	over	the	horizon	just	out	of	reach.

I	wondered	how	they	had	gotten	my	book	since	it	was	only	given	to	the	TV	Production
Companies	I	contacted	about	the	trip.	I	wondered	if	they	would	want	to	use	my	boat	and	if
I	would	be	associated	with	the	production	of	the	movie	in	some	way.	That	would	be	a
chance	of	a	lifetime.	I	was	getting	excited.	The	kind	of	excitement	I	had	left	with
childhood	as	infrequent	as	such	was.	My	illusions	of	grandeur	ceased	when	I	noticed	a
couple	more	big	charter	boats	converging	on	my	course	coming	in	from	the	days	fishing
trip.	I	realize	we	were	all	heading	for	the	same	destination	as	I	compensated	course.

Then	off	the	port	side	I	sighted	the	spray	of	the	waves	crashing	against	the	dark	gray
natural	stone	jetties.	Broken	up	concrete	with	rusting	exposed	steel	re-bars	were	used	in
Mississippi	for	constructing	jetties.	I	wondered	if	the	difference	was	purely	economics.

As	I	approached	the	channel	there	was	a	lot	of	traffic.	I	released	the	sail	a	bit	to	slow
down.	As	I	got	closer	to	the	entrance	I	decided	to	reef	all	the	way	and	go	in	on	power	to
have	more	control	and	matched	my	speed	to	the	boats	in	the	returning	convoy.	Destin	is
the	prettiest	harbor	I	had	visited	on	the	upper	Gulf	Coast	and	I	enjoyed	idling	through	all
the	boats	and	beautiful	scenery.	There	were	more	boats	and	docks	per	acre	here	than
anywhere	I’d	been.	Everyone	was	scrubbing	down,	icing	fish,	and	laughing	at	the	day’s
funny	stories.	Destin	had	started	as	a	fishing	village	and	strived	to	keep	that	theme,	but
now	the	high-rise	horrors	are	haunting	its	beauty.	One	behemoth	at	the	foot	of	the
Entrance	Bridge	blocks	the	original	panoramic	view	of	the	city	to	everyone’s	dismay,
except	the	politicians	the	developer’s	purchased.	We	should	always	keep	in	mind	where
there	is	a	lot	of	flag	waving	for	“the	good	of	the	community”	there	are	grafted	politicians
attached	to	“incentivized”	agendas.

As	our	convoy	of	boats	approached	the	Highway	Bridge	we	started	splitting	up.	I
stayed	with	the	group	taking	the	first	starboard	turn.	The	bigger	boats	were	taking	that
route,	so	I	reasoned	there	would	be	appropriate	docking.	Coming	to	an	open	stretch	of



wharf,	I	docked	St	Balance	and	made	arrangements	with	a	nice	young	man	that	run	a
scenic	cruise	business	to	leave	St.	Balance	for	a	few	days	while	I	flew	to	New	York.

St	Balance	wouldn’t	fit	in	a	normal	size	berth.	So	I	moved	the	boat	up	to	the	head	of
one	of	the	slips	close	to	the	young	man’s	townhouse	where	he	suggested	it	would	be	safer,
got	out	my	fenders	and	mooring	lines	and	tied	off	the	boat.	I	packed	the	cameras	and
equipment	out	of	site	and	rigged	for	my	leave.	Then	I	called	the	Airlines	to	check	out	the
reservations.	I	was	indeed	flying	to	New	York	to	make	some	kind	of	movie	deal,
something	I	had	often	thought	about,	but	rationalized	as	hare-brained	thinking	for	my	lot
in	life.	My	flight	numbers	were	coincidentally	freaky	–	the	first	numbers	of	my	birthday
and	Social	Security.

Many	years	past	I	had	a	vision	about	such	a	trip,	while	I	was	half	asleep,	listening	to
some	beautiful	but	strange	music	with	“primordial	overtures”	as	explained	in	one	of	Dr.
Depok	Choppra’s	programs.	In	one	part	of	the	vision	I	went	to	see	a	movie	executive	in	a
tall	building	sheathed	in	black	glass	about	some	kind	of	business	deal.	I	signed	some
papers	then	shook	hands	with	the	gentleman	who	treated	me	very	kindly.	The	vision	of	the
event	left	me	feeling	a	sense	of	reward	that	I	have	never	realized	in	real	life.	The	vision
was	brief	but	very	detailed	down	to	the	clothes	I	was	wearing:	a	gray	herring	bone	sports
coat,	dark	slacks	and	shoes,	a	tan	shirt	with	a	light	yellow	tie	sprinkled	with	small	dark
blue	paisleys.	The	vision	remained	with	me	through	the	years	to	such	an	extent	that	when	I
occasioned	upon	these	articles	I	immediately	recognized	and	purchased	them.	Coincidence
or,	destiny;	I	could	not	say,	but	I	had	these	very	items	with	me	ready	for	tomorrow’s	trip.

It	was	too	early	to	retire,	but	late	enough	that	my	stomach	was	signaling	suppertime
was	overdue.	Within	walking	distance	was	a	popular	Destin	restaurant	and	lounge.	I	went
to	get	a	nightcap,	and	eat	a	meal	someone	else	prepared.	Now	I	was	a	good	cook,	but	there
was	one	of	them	knife	flipping	Japanese	grill	artist	there	that	warranted	a	100	mile	drive
and	I	was	already	here.	The	atmosphere	was	always	festive.	The	drinks	reasonable	and	it
was	a	virtual	studio	of	the	oldest	game	on	Earth,	if	you	like	to	study	this	human
predicament.	As	I	went	in,	there	was	a	middle-aged	couple	coming	out.	It	was	obvious	by
their	picking	words	they	were	married.	It	has	been	said:	“in	order	for	two	people	to
become	one,	they	each	must	become	a	half	person”,	but	sometimes	the	reduction	is
beyond	that.

Once	seated,	I	ordered	a	Margarita,	my	favorite	drink,	and	watched	the	real	life
episode	of	the	Dating	Game	unfold	while	I	waited	on	supper.	The	three	basic	profiles	were
well	represented:	charm	and	sophistication;	I	got	money,	and	can’t	you	see	my	body.	Like
all	games	on	Earth	there	were	the	winners	and	losers,	and	some	that	were	just	plain	lucky.
It	was	clear	who	they	were	to	everyone	else	except	themselves.

The	interesting	thing	to	me	was	the	acts	of	betrayal	because	supposedly	it	was	an
evening	of	choice.	A	clear	example	was	a	young	lady	seated	to	my	right.	She	was	a	slim
sophisticated	type	and	was	with	a	likewise	mate.	To	her	right,	however,	was	a	local	beach
boy	and	obvious	body	builder,	dressed	accordingly	in	shorts	and	tank	top.	His	“would	be”
Bay	Watch	tryout	mate	was	of	the	same	personality;	sporting	all	the	“must	Have	&	Dos”
from	the	Hot	Babe’s	guidebook.

The	sophisticated	young	lady	was	in	utter	torment	being	torn	between	allegiance	to	her



mild	mannered	mate	and	all	that	bulging	brown	/	sun-burned	muscle	seated	next	to	her.
She	couldn’t	be	still.	She	checked	and	rechecked	her	makeup	and	twiddled	her	hair	with
nervous	fingers.	With	frequent	and	well	timed	glances	she	missed	not	a	bulging	feature.
The	body	language	that	gave	her	away	the	most,	however,	was	the	repeated	crossing	of
her	legs	and	the	twirling	of	her	foot	as	if	to	flag	his	attention.	My	money	said	she	was	past
foreplay;	yet	under	the	surveillance	of	her	reliable	mate	she	continued	in	artificial
allegiance.	The	beach	boy	was	more	impressed	with	himself	than	anyone	else	and	his	real
life	Barbie	was	trying	to	get	the	eye	of	an	obviously	well	to	do	young	man	at	the	bar.	She
apparently	was	contemplating	settling	for	a	little	less	muscle	if	it	was	attached	to	a	little
more	money.

“If	we	could	only	see	ourselves	through	the	eyes	of	others”,	I	muttered	in	between	sips
of	my	Margarita.	Each	of	these	people	were	out	for	an	evening	of	fun	and	pleasure	of	their
own	decision/choosing,	but	was	lending	themselves	to	something	other	than	what	was
really	on	their	minds.	What	fools	we	are	to	our	marching	orders,	or	are	we?	We	must	each
answer	that	question	for	ourselves	while	continuing	our	march	until	desperation	insists
upon	our	answer.	I	certainly	had	no	acclaim	to	give	advice,	other	than	to	know	that	one
day	we	would	answer	our	desperation	or,	become	obligation	zombies	and	I	was	a	fair
consultant	in	that	arena.

I	had	enjoyed	the	food	and	spirits	immensely.	The	human	predicament	was	interesting,
but	just	a	rerun	with	a	different	cast.	From	a	distance	you	can	see	humanity	is	hell	bent	on
repeating	age-old	predicaments.	This	comedy,	or	tragedy,	depending	on	the	position	you
are	observing	from,	is	true	in	every	avenue	of	life.	I	had	heard	this	early	in	life,	but	the
knowledge	didn’t	provoke	sufficient	forethought,	or	behavior	to	characterize	me	as	any
different	from	the	rest.	But	nowadays	I	mixed	a	bit	of	humility	and	understanding	with	my
stupidity,	and	sometimes	it	saved	me	from	joining	the	crowd.

The	night	was	still	young,	but	I	didn’t	tarry.	I	had	important	business	tomorrow,	so	I
headed	back	to	the	boat	for	a	good	night’s	rest.	On	the	way	back	I	interrupted	a	couple	at
the	pier	entrance,	in	the	bitter	throws	of	a	crying	argument	-	one	of	the	fall-outs	of	the
oldest	game	on	Earth.	I	felt	sorry	for	them	and	said:	“you	know	life	is	so	short	that	you
can’t	afford	to	waste	much	of	it	on	conflict.”	They	just	looked	at	me	as	I	continued	on	to
the	boat;	probably	thinking,	I	should	mind	my	own	business,	and	rightly	so.	Youth	had	a
lot	more	obstacles	these	days	and	I	hated	it	for	them.	I	was	glad	such	troublesome	days
were	in	my	past.	I	was	comfortable	with	my	age	and	my	age	was	more	comfortable,	I
mentally	concluded,	as	I	reached	St.	Balance.	It	was	good	to	get	back	to	the	boat.	I	was
tired	and	always	slept	better	breathing	salty	air.
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