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Dirk Roodt loves the beach. He strolls the beaches near his house whenever he can. By occasion he finds a dead body of a porpoise; a small, dolphin like mammal. When the number of dead porpoises is increasing, he comes to the rescue. A lonesome crusade against brutal fishermen who are protecting their fishing grounds. But is he fighting the real enemy?
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Dirk Roodt took of his shoes. Barefooted he continued his morning walk on the beach. Every step his feet were sucked deep into the wet sand. The tide was low, the sand, so close to the ocean, moist. Like quick sand he imagined. He looked at the horizon. Not much traffic on the dam yet. But he knew; only a few weeks of peaceful rest remained before tourists would jam the dam. The beginning of summer would end Dirk’s daily pleasure of sauntering the quiet beach. For now, he enjoyed these precious moments; cherishing the beach as if it was his property.

He knelt and picked up a few shells. Razor shells. He used the long, elongated shells, also known as Jackknife Clams, to create souvenirs. He could not prevent the tourists from coming, so he might as well take his part of the profit. After putting the shells into a plastic bag, he took a second bag out of his pocket. He had noticed the body of a dead seagull. He removed it and would dispose it later on. Something else was still lying in the water. Another dead body.

Dirk placed his shoes and bags next to each other in the sand, wrapped up his trousers and walked into the sea. The cold water made him shiver. Whatever happened to the young man who used to swim all year? Summer or winter, the temperature didn’t bother young Dirk Roodt. But that was long ago. Nowadays, he only went swimming at the end of summer when the sun had heated the seawater to a temperature comfortable enough for a man his age.

When he reached the body, he was sure: another dead porpoise. The beautiful mammal was severely damaged. It had dramatic wounds all over its body. Wounds like these were often caused by propellers of boats; but this early in the season there only were a few boats and the deep cut wounds were too rough to be caused by a propeller.

Dirk looked across the water. The weather was steady and calm; no wind, hardly any waves. At the other side of the small channel, in front of the dam, there was a small harbor. A fishermen’s harbor. He knew the men. Their way of life and living. He also knew they would kill the dolphin like mammals if the poor animals were unlucky to end up in their nets. Out of anger, because the fishermen believed the porpoises reduced the fish population. Their income.

“What’s up?” a man yelled from the beach.

“A porpoise. You have a phone with you?”

“Yes, who do you want me to call?”

“The seal rescue centre.”

“Is it still alive?”

“No. But they will come to pick up the body for research.”

Dirk took the porpoise by its fins and tried to drag it onto the beach. The first few steps were easy as the body was lifted by the water. When he was close to the beach and had to take the animal in his arms, he felt its full weight. Even though it was a young, rather small animal, it already weighed more than thirty kilos. The man on the beach had to help Dirk carrying.

“Wow, that’s one big fish!” the man said.

“It’s a mammal. Like dolphins,” Dirk said, sick and tired of ignorant, unknowing people.

“Looks like a fish to me,” the man grinned.

Dirk neglected his stupid joke. He sat down and waited for the people from the rescue centre to show up.

The pick-up truck drove through the sand. It stopped right in front of the dead small toothed whale.

“What took you so long?” Dirk mourned.

“It’s dead, isn’t it?” the youngest of the rescuers said.

“So? I’m not. I haven’t got all day you know.”

“Sorry mister. But we’re here now. You’re free to go.”

Dirk didn’t wait for the porpoise to be loaded on the truck. He grabbed his shoes and shells, ready to move back home.

“One big fish, eh?” The man on the beach gave it another shot.

“It’s a mammal,” the second rescuer said. “The third one this week.”

Dirk turned around: “Sorry?”

“I wasn’t talking to you sir,” the rescuer apologized.

“No. But did I hear you say it’s the third one this week? You mean the third dead porpoise?”

The two rescuers looked at each other.

“Yes. It seems my colleagues have found two more dead animals, earlier this week…”

“And I already called you last week. That makes four in two weeks.”

The youngest rescuer shrugged his shoulders. “They get hit by the propellers of boats,” he said almost emotionless.

“I thought it was your job to rescue animals?” Dirk grouched.

“Hey, it’s not our job mister. We’re all working here voluntary. Besides, all of the animals were dead already. Not that we could do anything should they have been alive. We are volunteers at the seal rescue centre; we’re not equipped to rescue these dolphins.”

“Porpoises,” Dirk groaned.

The older rescuer interfered. “The boy is right sir. Our centre is specialized in the rescue of seals. We have released more than 130 animals this year. It’s so damned busy; we can hardly help all of the seals. These dolph… porpoises are just too much. So, we pick them up when someone calls us. That’s all we can do.”

Dirk didn’t bother to listen any longer. He walked away shaking his head. Oh, the ignorance…
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Back home, he dipped the shells in a bowl filled with some hydrochloric acid. The chemicals would remove all dirt, leaving only the beautiful, tall shells he needed. Nice, clean shells to lure the tourists to buy his souvenirs. After the quick bath, he rinsed them in fresh water. Then placed the shells on paper towels. He needed them dry.

“Time for action,” he mumbled to himself. Dirk stepped into his car and drove over the dam. He enjoyed the view. On his left there was fresh water, it went out with the tide. On his right the sea; salt water unable to get passed the dam. That’s the way it was designed. To keep the water outside and to protect the people behind the dam. Protection that’s what it was. But nowadays it was called water management. That’s right. Everything needed to be managed. To be controlled. Even nature.

Dirk remembered the time the dam was built; about forty years ago. Since those days, it only took him ten minutes to reach the harbor on the former island across his hometown. The dam not only helped people moving around easier, it also attracted fish. A great opportunity for all kinds of predators, including local fishermen. Dirk Roodt had known most of these men all his life. He knew they had to work hard to earn some money. Some had even paid with their life; they never returned from sea while they were trying to make a living for their families. But those days were over. Modern technology had turned the fishing boats into sailing computers, capable of finding their next catch without human interference. Fish management Dirk used to nickname it. It had changed every fisherman’s live. That’s why Dirk refused to believe fishermen would kill great animals like the one he found this morning. And last week. And apparently some other people had found dead porpoises as well. All excited he arrived at the harbor.

A few of the fishermen greeted Dirk. Old folks who knew him from their childhood. However, most of the men were much younger than he was. They didn’t look like fishermen anymore. To Dirk they all looked like computer nerds.

“I see what you’re looking at Dirk Roodt.” The man with the wrinkled face talked in dialect.

“Ron Poortvliet! Still alive?”

“So they say,” Poortvliet laughed. His smile made every line on his face curl to the max. “I know what you’re thinking Dirk. How much longer before drones will get the fish out of sea?”

“Yeah. All we need is a bunch of nifty guys, sitting on a bollard at the dock of the bay. Playing with a game console.”

“You know. I think it’s not even the future. I think it’s already happening Dirk.”

“Well, it certainly looks like it. I mean take a look at those faces: smooth, untouched by the weather…”

“It takes a man to deserve grooves like mine,” Poortvliet laughed out loud. “So, what brings you to the island?”

“It’s not an island any more Ron. They’ve built a dam, remember?”

“Ha. The island has been here much longer than the shitty piece of concrete.”

“It’s called progress, Ron. It’s there to protect you and your family against the sea.”

“Sure. Just like those morons at the shelter.”

“Who do you mean?”

“Those idiots who believe they are protecting the sea by rescuing seals.”

“You mean the seal rescue centre, next to the dam?”

“That’s the one. Ha! Saving seals. Damned beasts, they eat all the fish and they destroy our nets!” he said angry.

“Actually… that’s why I came to the harbor,” said Dirk with some caution. “You see, lately…”

“You’re not telling me you’ve joined that club of fools, did you?”

“…No, I haven’t. I mean, I’ve been there. Just to look around, you know.”

“Stay away from that place Dirk. They are protecting the wrong animals. People cannot play for god.”

Dirk hesitated if he should continue. He decided he hadn’t come all the way across the dam to sit down and do nothing: “Ron, I have found a porpoise this morning. A dead porpoise.”

“So?” Poortvliet grumbled nasty.

“It wasn’t the only one. There have been four casualties during the last two weeks.”

“Go and sip with the girls at the shelter Dirk Roodt! This is a harbor. A place for
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