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      The good life was spending your vacation in the Bahamas in February when the rest of the northern United States was in the middle of what the weather heads were calling an Arctic Flurry. Blizzards and temperatures below zero across the great plains, upper midwest and the east coast. Even the southern states and California could feel the freak weather. Temperature near freezing and heavy rains in Florida. California, Benjamin’s home state, had the freezing temperatures, what a rarity that was in L.A.

      Instead, Benjamin had his feet in the sand, splaying his toes and grinding his heels deeper into the sand out of pure giddiness. He was a child again, playing in a sandbox. But instead of sand and dirt inside of a tractor tire in his parents backyard (born and raised in Wisconsin—he wasn’t a California native) when he was six years old, Benjamin had a stretch of beach sand all to himself. The sand was gold and silky, running smooth between his fingers when he picked up clumps of it. It was the most beautiful sand in the world and he wanted a ton of it sent to his home in the Hollywood Hills.

      He could dream, couldn’t he? He knew the it would be expensive, but it didn’t stop him from dreaming. After all, when your production company had the top three rated shows on the streaming service, PicFlex, you can afford to dream big. He might decide to ship sand to himself, he might not. That’s the beauty of dreaming—he could afford to.

      Here he was, in the Bahamas, under a clear blue sky, the kind of blue you dreamed about with fancy names like azure and cerulean. The deep blue made him teary eyed. The blue-green ocean stretched to the horizon as placid as a sheet of blue-green Jello. Yes, Jello. Benjamin saw the ocean wiggle. There were no huge waves rolling in and crashing against the beach like on the U.S. west coast. Yet the ocean here rippled, calm, and collected. If he stared at the horizon, where the cerulean sky met the blue-green sea, he’d get the sense the ocean was wiggling. Like Jello.

      He’d been on this private beach for two full days playing in the sand. This sand wasn’t as good for making sandcastles like the midwest sand in the old tractor wheel of his childhood. Not all sand was the same. But here he found the secret was keeping the sand wet and the art he created retained their shape. He also used a spray bottle to keep the older structures intact, but he understood it was only a matter of time before the sand dried and loosened, and entire structures would slide and collapse. Dreams made of sand never lasted.

      The sand coated his knees and his shins which he didn’t bother brushing off when he stood. The sand was cool on his skin underneath the warm sun. The afternoon was hot, the temperature somewhere around the mid-eighties. His skin was golden after two full days playing on this beach. It was the best tan he’d ever had. His gut hung over the waistband of his swim trunks and he slapped it with his hands, leaving sandy hand prints on his skin and in his belly hair. He had the option to go nude on this private vacation island, but he was too modest to take it that far.

      The air smelled sweet and salty, a combination he marveled at. A breeze came off the ocean tousling his hair and wiping the light sweat from his brow.

      With the ocean caressing the shore not more than thirty feet away with a light swishing sound, he surveyed what he had created in the sand. There were two sandcastles with turrets, and one of them had a moat of the blue-green ocean. A conglomeration of skyscrapers to rival LA and New York City, and a little Titanic with an iceberg just off the bow. In the middle of all that was a mountain (the first thing he had created), a huge mound of sand with a sculpted face of his late wife, Monica, who had died from ovarian cancer five years earlier. He liked to think he’d captured both the shape of her face perfectly and look on her face when she was sleeping.

      “Sleep in peace, love,” he said to her.

      He was glad to have her there with him, in some form, instead of the usual ghost that hung around his memories, thoughts, and dreams. The image of her shaped in the sand, while never permanent, had given her substance for now. He gave thanks for that, gratitude aimed at the sand, the ocean, and the universe at large.

      He bent over to gather up the plastic cups and pails of different sizes and in array of colors, gathered up the little plastic shovels and scoops. He shoved it all in his canvas tote bag, a vintage sort of thing with an image of the old cartoon cat, Garfield, talking about lasagna.

      He rented this island, with its beautiful sandy beach and its luxurious bungalow because he wanted the privacy. He wanted to be alone. After working long days with endless phone calls and meetings, getting production set up for multiple projects. It was daunting and it had wrung him out.

      Sometimes he wished he had done the more on the creative side of things instead of the business. Because running a production company was more business than creative. The ones who created the television shows and movies, they were the creative ones. Benjamin only approved their creations and found ways to finance them.

      Plus there was the part of the business, the business of talking to people. Sometimes he felt like a chatty Cathy doll, his string being pulled and he continued to talk and he couldn’t stop because there was always someone pulling on his string.

      There had been a lot of noise in his life. Too many voices calling for his attention. He just wanted a break from it all. Alone time on his very own island for five nights would do the trick. He’d recharge like a smartphone. And he could be creative his own self, like building things in the sand.

      At nights, in his bungalow, he wrote ideas on paper, plots and ideas for series or movies. Focusing on ideas instead of numbers was just as much a vacation as the island away from everything.

      He had found it was easy leaving everything behind for five days. His company, Starling Productions, had good people working for it. He’d put his trust in Addison and Antonio, knowing full well they could handle anything the biz would throw at them.

      He didn’t even bring his smartphone as he’d expected not to get cell phone service, let alone 5G, but the place had wi-fi. He had had an old fashion notion the Bahamas were in the middle of nowhere, but he had been wrong. This little island was top shelf and high class. The rich rented this island and they certainly would want the internet and cell service. Benjamin felt foolish for believing this would be an ordinary, working man’s vacation like he’d gone ice fishing in Minnesota.

      This was Benjamin being privileged. He had the means and money to have this vacation while other people couldn’t pay their medical bills.

      Now that he was on the island, he felt like a glutton. He certainly felt privileged. How did he deserve such extravagance. True, he had worked hard for his production company, worked hard for his money so he had certainly earned it.

      And he knew he should give himself a pat on the back, but that lacked feeling. He actually felt embarrassed about his wealth. Benjamin Starling, the son of a Dairy farmer in midwest America. He had been raised blue collar and now the sky was the limit, he was as fancy blue as azure and cerulean.

      He pulled the Garfield tote bag over his shoulder and before he turned back to the bungalow, he took one last look at the ocean.

      A sliver of light on the water caught his eye. It was a reflection of sunlight off of metal or glass. He spied a raft out there in the ocean, maybe a hundred yards out, but Benjamin wasn’t good at judging distances, let alone anything spatial. Eyes bigger than his stomach, that’s what he was.

      But there was definitely a raft out there. He had to squint from the sunlight on the water and there were two people on a raft made of sheet metal with something on the underside to keep it afloat. A raft. The two people were hunkered down, almost flat against the raft. They didn’t wave and Benjamin had no indication they were in trouble or trying to get his attention.

      Then he saw the two rafters put poles in the water and used them like oars to pull them closer to the island.

      He felt intruded upon, his private getaway would probably be interrupted by emergency responders and strangers in his space. In the next instant, he felt guilty thinking that way. Yes, he liked his space and his alone time. Yet, here might be a couple people in dire straights and in need of rescue. And all he was concerned about was an interruption in his vacation, one he was privileged to have.

      He stood where he was on the beach, unable to turn back to the bungalow. Dread and guilt fighting for dominance inside him. He knew the right thing to do. The right thing to do was to help them, even if they were strangers. Who knew who they were? Victims of a shipwreck? Maybe a plane crash?

      He shielded his eyes from the sun with one hand to his brow as if saluting the ocean.  That relieved some of the sun glare. The two people on the raft, now closer, were easier to see. Two men dressed in overalls that looked baggy as if they were two sizes too big.

      They were probably thirsty and hungry. They needed protection from the sun and they needed shelter. Benjamin knew this. They needed it more than his need to get away from it all.

      He slid the tote bag from his shoulder, letting it drop to the sand, the plastic tools lightly rattling. He walked towards the water, the sand sticking between his toes (and he smiled at the sensation). The water was rolling across the sand onto the shore and when he reached the wet portion, his feet sank and the water washed the sand from the tops of his feet. Then the water rolled in again, flowing around his ankles, a cool sensation under the warm sun.

      The men on that piece of sheet metal were closer to the shore now and Benjamin walked further into the surf, the water climbing up beyond his knees. The poles he assumed they had were actually wood boards. One person rowed enthusiastically, or maybe urgently, to get them to the shore. The other person looked weak, lying flat on the metal, making a weak attempt to help row.

      Now that they were closer he saw they were actually wearing strange looking jumpsuits. The man rowing had one fuzzy ball on his chest, Their their sleeves were in tatters, exposing their forearms to the sun. The one laying low had ruffles around his neck.

      They could see Benjamin in the surf and they didn’t shout anything as they rowed right for him. The surf now was up to Benjamin’s waist and he waved his hands at the men. When they were close enough and he could see their eyes, they were wide, red rimmed and Benjamin had a
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