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“No way!” said Murphy. He bumped his elbow against the elbow of corporal Flannagan to show his colleague what he just saw.

“What the f…” corporal Flannagan yelled while he almost stumbled backwards. He could barely grab something to hold on to. When he was sure to be standing safe and secure again, Flannagan carefully looked down. He closed his eyes. Don’t look down, he said to himself. Never look down. He knew he would not stand a chance to survive, falling down from this height. “Take it easy Murphy. I don’t want this maintenance job to be my last job ever” said Flannagan angry but with a little tremble in his voice.

Both men were working at the highest level of NASA’s launching platform at Cape Canaveral. The height was terrifying; the view magnificent.

“Told you things might go wrong” said Murphy with a smile of innocence and understatement. “But did you see what I mean?” he said, pointing at the rusty boat coming to shore.

“No way!” said Flannagan.

“That’s what I said” Murphy mumbled.

“Looks like a boat with refugees” Flannagan continued. “How on earth did the Coast Guard miss them?”

“And how did our security miss them?” Murphy added. “It’s obvious these guys are not coming in for a day at the beach” he laughed.

Flannagan didn’t pay attention to his co-worker. He already contacted the control room to call for security.




Half an hour later Murphy and Flannagan walked into the barrack where the refugees were kept. About two dozen men and women, dressed up poorly and shivering for fear, were grouped together in a corner of the barrack.

“Good job corporal” said sergeant Lamy.

“At your service” said Murphy.

“We were just in time to catch them before they had a chance to disappear” Lamy continued. “Unbelievable isn’t it? Syrian refugees coming all the way to the US?”

“Must be the first time” said corporal Flannagan, while looking mad at Murphy.

“Are you sure they are from Syria?” Murphy asked, not paying attention to Flannagan. “Sure they’re not Cuban or so?”

“If they are they must speak an ancient dialect of Spanish” Lamy laughed out loud. “Nobody here understands a word they say. Not even Estefan and he’s a bloody Cuban himself.”

“Just saying” said Murphy. “They don’t look like Syrian to me.”

“No way they could have made it this far” said Flannagan. ‘All the way from Syria, in that old rusty boat? No way!”

“Relax” said Lamy. “We’ve checked them for hidden devices, bombs and anything else. Even searched a few of the ladies myself” he grinned.

Flannagan pretended he didn’t hear that last remark. “Why didn’t the Coast Guard pick them up?” he asked the sergeant.

“They were flabbergasted” Lamy smiled. “They had not seen a thing. Morons.”




Murphy walked closer to the refugees. They all seemed to be anxious. No wonder after such a long trip across the Atlantic, he thought. “No need aiming your gun at those poor people” he said to the soldiers in front of the refugees. But none of them listened. They had their orders. And that was all they cared about.

“So, now what?” said Murphy, walking back to Lamy and Flannagan. “Are they considered refugees? In that case they should be treated with a little more respect you know.” The undertone made it clear how much he disagreed with the way Lamy treated the newcomers.

“Mind your own business Murphy” said Lamy.

“Just saying” Murphy mumbled. “You know anything may go wrong…”

“Sick bastard” Lamy grumbled. “Let me do my job. You should do yours Murphy. Finished painting all decks of that platform already?” he said with sarcasm.

Murphy shrugged his shoulders. “A job is a job Lamy. And I see things you don’t see.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?’ said Lamy with anger.

“Nothing. Working on top you know” Murphy smiled. “Come on Flannagan. We’re done. Time to go home.”
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“Hey, that’s not the way to the parking” said Flannagan.

“Just want to have a look at that boat” said Murphy and started walking through the dunes. Flannagan hesitated, but decided to go along.

“So. You’re nosy too” said Murphy.

“Curiosity may kill the cat. But the damned thing still has nine lives” said Flannagan.

They didn’t say a word until they reached the old rusty fishermen’s boat. It was tugged onto the beach and now secured in the sand. Only two men guiding the object. One of them shortly winked his head as a sign of reconnection. He knew Murphy and Flannagan. The other guard didn’t bother to check them out.

“Strange” Murphy mumbled while his eyes carefully checked the hull of the old boat for details.

“What?” Flannagan almost whispered.

“Hmm?”

“What do you see?” the corporal repeated restively.

Murphy bit upon his lip. “Hmm…? Nothing. Don’t bother” he finally answered.

The first guard approached the two men. He thought they were hanging around the boat a bit too long. And now checked what they were doing.

“Alright. Let’s go” said Murphy.

The guard stood in front of them, his hand upon the trigger of his machinegun. “What were you men doing here?” he asked with suspicion. “I thought the two of you were working on the platform?”

Flannagan scared up.

“Hmm?” said Murphy. “Ah, yeah. The platform. That’s right. We were the first to see this piece of junk beaching.”

The guard grinned. “Yep. It’s a piece of junk isn’t it? Okay. Get out of here. We’re not supposed to have anyone coming near this boat.” As if anyone could do any harm to that old, rusty piece of crap he said to himself.

Flannagan hastily moved away while Murphy slowly joggled behind him. They ploughed their way back through the dunes. Straight to the parking lot.

“So. Now what?” Flannagan asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well”, said Flannagan, “you obviously saw something. Didn’t you?”

Murphy kept his silence.

“Shouldn’t we tell Lamy what you’ve seen? Whatever it is?” Flannagan sighed.

“Nah. Let him do his own job” Murphy smiled. “Come on. Get in the car!”

Murphy started the old Dodge. While Flannagan stepped in at the other side, Murphy looked at the barrack in which the refugees were kept. Through a small window, the only window the barrack had, a man was looking at them. Lamy. That was for sure. Murphy stepped on the gas and speeded away.
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After a few minutes of speeding Flannagan dared to ask: “Yo, pilot. Are we going to make a pit stop or are you waiting for the police to stop us?”

Murphy smiled. He checked his rear view mirror. Nobody there. “What do you have in mind?” he asked Flannagan.

“A burger and a beer would be nice.”

“Sure. I’ll pull over at the next exit.”

“Great this heat is killing me…”

“Hush!” Murphy suddenly said, putting his hand before Flannagan’s mouth.

“Whoa…” Flannagan mumbled, pushing Murphy’s paint covered hand away from his face.

“Listen to the news!”

Once the news was finished, Flannagan asked: “Happy?”

“Did you hear it? Did you hear what’s going on?”

“Well” said Flannagan. “One thing is for sure. We’ve just missed the exit…”

“Pay attention corporal!” said Murphy.

“Hey! Just because you’ve been degraded doesn’t mean you can steam frustration on me!” Flannagan scorched.

Murphy didn’t react. His degradation was a fact. But he was still in denial.

“Sorry” said Flannagan. “You didn’t deserve that.”

“The degradation or your tirade?”

“Both…”

“It’s okay” said Murphy. Without decreasing speed, he made a U-turn and returned to the exit.

“Jesus Murph!” said Flannagan desperately trying to remain in his seat. “It’s not a matter of life and death you know.”

“Really? Just a minute ago, you complained the heat was killing you.”


“So, now are you going to tell me what you are upset about?” said Flannagan when the two of them sat down at the burger restaurant near the beach.

“Did you hear the news?” he asked.

“Yeah. You’ve made me…What about it?”

“Those refugees” said Murphy.

“Uhhuh” said Flannagan. “They’ve been coming for months now. Shiploads of them. Nobody knows what to do any more.”

“You didn’t listen” said Murphy. “Sure. They’ve been coming to Europe by the millions. But now they’re coming to the US. Didn’t you hear it? There were more boats intercepted along our coastline!”

“Sorry, I think I’ve missed that part…”

“And you’ve missed something else too” said Murphy. “Our boat. The one at NASA. It wasn’t a fisherman’s boat.”

“You could have fooled me” said Flannagan.

“Well, you’re not the only one who was fooled” said Murphy with a grin on his face. “I’ll bet you most of the guys haven’t noticed it.”

“Missed what?” Flannagan tried to ask with his mouth full.

“Really Flan? Didn’t your mother learn you anything?” said Murphy trying to avoid the unpleasant sight of bread and meat turning around inside Flannagan’s wide open mouth. “That boat wasn’t a fisherman’s boat.”

“Yeah. That’s what you’ve told me before”, said Flannagan. He washed away his burger with a Cherry Coke. “Yugg, why don’t they serve beer in this joint?”

Murphy gave him a fainted smile. “Cause you’re too young dipshit.”

“Thanks old man.”

“Only two years ahead of you. Two more years of life experience kid”, Murphy joked. “But just enough to see things, you don’t.”

“Like what?”

“Like portholes that cannot open”, Murphy said convincingly, “and waterproof hatches instead of doors.”

Flannagan tried to visionize the boat. “I don’t remember those”, he said. “But even then. What about it?”

“Think Flan, think! That boat was not an old piece of junk. It was especially prepared. Maybe even especially designed for crossing the ocean.”

“Sounds logical to me. I mean, if they really do come from Africa…”

“The Middle East.”

“Well. That’s Africa too, isn’t it?”

“Never mind about that”, Murphy sighed. “These people are no Syrians. Anyone can tell. And they certainly are not on the run for a war in the Middle East. Preparing that boat must have cost a fortune. Not to mention the amount of time invested in rebuilding it. No matter how wealthy the refugees may be, they can never afford themselves a boat like this. A dive boat.”

“Say what?”

“A dive boat Flan. That so called piece of scrap is a well designed, camouflaged submarine. That’s why the Coast Guard didn’t notice them.”

“But…? How…? Then…who are those people Murph?”

“I haven’t got a clue.”

“Russians?”

“Nah, they’ve got better ways to enter the US. They simply book a budget flight.”

“Cubans?”

“I don’t know where they come from Flan. While you were talking with Lamy
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