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Foreword

Blue Water, Red Blood is the story of
fantastic coincidence and intersection of fates that marked the
LVT, or “Alligator’s,” development. This is the amphibious tractor
our brave Marines rode into battle when they fought the bloody
Pacific island conflicts during World War II. More properly, it’s a
testament to the exceptional men that “made it happen.” While many
of the events and characters portrayed in this book are
historically accurate enough to teach a class from, I ask the
reader to keep in mind this is a novel.

When writing historical fiction, I’m always
concerned about blurring the line between fact and fabrication.
Since Blue Water, Red Blood deals with so many historical events
and characters, and fewer than normal concocted ones, this concern
is heightened. Here is a guideline for you to remember when reading
this book. Chapters 1, 16, and 24 are non-historical, totally
fictional in nature, and in them, some pains have been taken to
separate reality from fiction. For example, Ben Bennett is cast as
a member of the 2nd Marine Battalion, company “J.” However, company
J didn’t exist as a Marine designation. These three chapters are
plates used to serve the “meat” contained in the remainder of the
novel.

All other chapters are based on historical
happenings. While historically accurate in regard to the events, in
most instances the situations portrayed and the interchanges
between characters, historical and otherwise, are fictional.
They’re provided to the reader for their interpretive value; to set
scope and the point of view of the main characters involved.
Examples are the event commonly known as the Rape of Nanking
portrayed in Chapter 11 and the party conversation at which
Roebling’s “Alligator” rescue amphibian was referred to the Marines
in Chapter 12.

They present facts that transpired during
these events, but neither the Nanking episode nor the exact party
dialogue actually occurred. Each was written to illustrate the
incident and was a calculated guess on my part.

You’ll bump into historical giants, men that
shaped the life and death struggle that was World War II. Donald
Roebling, Holland Smith, and Andrew Higgins are the preeminent
figures used to tell this story of patriotism and achievement. The
personal traits of the real-life characters are based on the best
information I could glean from the histories, biographies and
autobiographies I researched. Their conversations are fabrications
with a few major exceptions—Admiral King’s confrontations with
Holland Smith during their first time working together, Nimitz’s
informing Smith of his promotion as Commander of Marine invasion
forces in the Pacific, and Smith’s statement “No tractors, no
invasion,” when giving an ultimatum to Kelly Turner regarding the
Tarawa landings.

As mentioned, most of the characters
appearing in Blue Water, Red Blood were living human beings. Among
those you’ll get a “hand shake” from are: John “Black Jack”
Pershing, Admiral Chester Nimitz, Admiral Kelly “Terrible” Turner,
Admiral Ernst J. King, President Franklin Roosevelt, General John
Russell, John Roebling, and Ada Smith—“Howling Mad’s” wife and
rudder. There are more mentioned. Many of the people associated
with the military or Roebling’s machine development effort actually
played their historical part. The Marines mentioned in chapter 21
are all fictional as are all Bennett family members.

One person doing a preliminary read on Blue
Water, Red Blood was convinced I’d uncovered new information or had
witness input as background for the conversations written in the
novel. I want to be clear that there are no “previously
undiscovered papers” or “witnesses” to serve as foundations for
dialogues in the book. I believe misleading anyone by turning
fiction into fact is an authorship sin.

When I graduated from college in the
mid-sixties, I was fortunate to be employed by FMC Corporation in
Lakeland, FL, the company and location that produced the LVT. This
amphibious tractor, so crucial to our victory in the Pacific during
World War II, was the ancestor of the M-113 personnel carrier, the
Bradley fighting vehicle, and others that still serve in our
military today, and were also manufactured by FMC. During my early
years with the company, many of those who were involved in the
tractor’s production were still working there. I heard many stories
about the manufacture of the unit and stories about Don Roebling,
one of this novel’s principle characters. He was as eccentric as
portrayed in this book, and if just some of the oral history passed
along by my old cohorts is true, much more so.

These stories combine with tales told by a
relative who fought in the Pacific and who was more passionate
about the Marine Corps than his wife or life itself. He fought in
horrendous places. However, Tarawa wasn’t one of them. His stories
about Peleliu and other horrible battles, his dedication to his
brothers- in-arms, and his unquenchable hate for his past enemies
fascinated the young me. He landed in the tractors invented by
Roebling. Among the Marine Corps heroes and leaders he deified was
Holland Smith. As it would happen, the products of Smith and
Roebling’s efforts, if not their paths, are intertwined.

The story related in this book is not only an
interesting tale of how unrelated incidents can converge to form
history, but also a look at how the experiences of the historical
characters shaped their destiny and the lives of many others. Their
stories also provide some important life lessons in the
telling.

While researching Blue Water, Red Blood I was
fascinated to find two common personal attributes were abundantly
possessed by the story’s three very different historic heroes,
Roebling, Smith, and Higgins. Because each was endowed with these
character enrichments, they achieved their goals. Identifying these
traits is a challenge I’d like you to accept as you read this book.
Answer the question, “Do I possess those traits as part of my
makeup?” for your own introspection.

Since fiction is what I do, my prime
directive is to entertain. But, I also strongly believe readers are
thinkers. When I write, I strive to satisfy this reader need as a
clear second objective. In the realm of historical fiction, the
opportunity exists to provide copious quantities of cuisine for
hungry minds. It’s one of the reasons I love the genre. I hope this
novel, may, in some way, feed yours.

DL Havlin
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Chapter 1

Return to Tarawa 2009, Ben Bennett

Kiribati, the Island of Betio, Tarawa atoll

They were gone and that was wrong. His memory
protested. No orange flame-shrouded landing craft lay in the blue
Pacific water, billowing black smoke into the tropical sky. No
shell and bomb craters disturbed the sand on which he stood. No
discarded combat equipment or first aid leavings littered the
ground. No topless palm trees and burning buildings. No smell of
cordite. No stench from the dead. No Marines huddled fearfully,
clutching their weapons, cursing, praying, behind a seawall that
had since disappeared. No bloated, dust covered Jap bodies . . .
and . . . no brother Marines, who gave their all, lay on the beach
or floated in the waters that lapped the shore. Only the white sand
and blue water remained as recorded in his mind. His back rebelled
as he reached down and scooped up a handful of white-gray granules
and let them sift through his worn fingers. Yes, he was really
back. He closed his eyes.

The old man took a deep breath as his
emotions seethed. Closing his eyes made that other beach reappear:
the one covered with those fractured palm trees, pock marks from
bombs and naval shelling, fragments of buildings, burning military
vehicles and the flotsam of battle. The din of combat filled his
mental ear: the thud of bursting mortar shells, the zing of
bullets, the staccato chatter of machine gun fire, the crack of
rifles . . . the screams of the wounded, the dying. And, though he
tried to shut them out, invariably they came, those sights of
twisted, grotesque, deteriorating corpses, both Marine and
Japanese. Ben opened his eyes before dead friends entered his
vision and tears betrayed him.

He gazed down the beach in one direction,
then in the other, looking for any of the sights living vividly in
his memories that time hadn’t wiped away. Very few remained to
remind him of the momentous, horrible event which was burned into
his consciousness sixty-plus years before. The landmarks and
features he searched for were gone—with the exception of a few
preserved for their historical importance and their value as
tourist attractions and those which nature decreed were permanent.
Benjamin Bernard Bennett, SN# X54670, USMC, found it hard to
believe neat modern structures occupied the sacred sand. His mind
had preserved the island’s portrait so perfectly from his last
glimpses of the battleground those many years before; could this
really be the same place? That was a landscape of terror, of fear,
of unspeakable sights . . . of death. This beach was an idyllic
paradise.

Ben never thought he’d live to see this place
again. He’d talked to his family about visiting without serious
intent. His service in the Second World War was the event that most
shaped his life and how he looked at it, and, naturally, it was
something about which he occasionally spoke. His family honored him
and therefore his desire; that was why they were on the island
beneath his feet. But when Ben talked to his friends and family
about life in the Marines, it was about places he’d been stationed,
or escapades on leave, or buddies—not bodies, not the details of
what happened at this place. He shook his head and his body
shuddered slightly.

“You okay, Dad?” his son, Andy, asked. It was
Andy who planned the surprise trip. He stood a few steps behind Ben
and Andy was accompanied by his wife and boy, Ben’s grandson. Ben
looked at them, then at his grandson’s wife and his
great-grand-children walking the beach two hundred yards away. They
were bending over to pick up sea-shells where his fellow Marines
bent over to avoid bullets and shells of another variety those many
years ago.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” He took a deep breath.

“I guess it looks completely different than
it did then.” Andy watched his father, not the beach or the other
members of his family.

“Yes, it does, Andy.” Like many combat
veterans, Ben preferred to let the horrors he’d seen and the
terrors he’d experienced in battle lie buried in his soul. But,
they were part of him, and, like it or not, they occasionally
exhumed themselves. Those unwanted memories restated their claim to
immortality in his mind at such times. This was one.

When he spoke of these stored nightmares, it
was with moist eyes, through tight lips. Despite the horrible
recollections and deep bitter feelings, Ben could not separate from
the magnet that is the past. Tarawa was the horror dream which
visited most frequently. It was his first and worst combat
experience. He shook his head, “It’s like this is . . . wrong. It
shouldn’t be this way. It’s . . . it’s . . . nice. I guess I never
thought about what it would be like now. I knew it would be
different than when we landed, I just never thought about . . .
this.”

“You recognize anything at all?”

“The island hasn’t changed much, just what’s
on it.

And, what’s gone. That’s completely
different. The image has been so strong in my mind for so long—”
The ghosts were close, his voice tightened; he stopped speaking.
This tiny island had taken part of his soul during the four-day
lifetime he spent there starting November 20, 1943. He knew his
comrades had done their part. He was sure he’d done his, but for
what? His unanswered question remained: was his sacrifice and the
blood of his fellow Marines that spilled into the pure blue waters
surrounding Betio worth the victory?

“Is this where you came ashore?” His grandson
was eager to hear stories that Ben wished to keep to himself. The
young man’s curiosity was that of an individual who saw war as a
movie, not as an event that friends die in or that smelled of
decomposing bodies.

“I’m not sure,” Ben said. He squinted and
tried to orient himself. “Let me think.”

“Take your time, Dad, it’ll come to you, it’s
been a long time,” Andrew said reassuringly.

Ben slowly examined the scene in front of him
from right to left and said, “We’re close.” He stepped toward the
lagoon where there was a small, but steep, slope that led to the
beach and the coral reefs beyond. He mumbled more to himself than
to anyone else, “This is where the old seawall was. I think this is
Red 3. I came ashore on Red 2.” He motioned toward a cove farther
down the beach where languid waters peacefully lapped the shore. “I
know that was Red 1,” Ben said with increasing surety. He was
oblivious of his family following behind. He pointed to his left,
“The pier was there.” His arm moved a little farther and he said
confidently, “It was right over there.”

“It’s great that you did what you did here.”
Ben’s grandson’s flattery was sincere. Then he asked a question
that he believed would return their conversation to the reason for
their journey. “I know it’s been sixty years, but can you tell us
what it was like? What was going on inside of you?”

“I’ve spent sixty years trying to forget . .
. what it was like. I never stopped reliving this place since the
day I got off of it. Remembering is too easy. Talking about it,
that’s something different.” Fire glowed in the old man’s eyes. “I
don’t like to talk about it because I don’t like thinking—” Ben
quit speaking in mid-sentence.

“Sorry, Gramps,” Mark, look crushed and
guilty.

His reaction made Ben feel guilt of his own.
“Ahhh, I shouldn’t have said that. It’s natural for you to be
curious. Going into detail is difficult enough for me. Getting
inside my thoughts? It’s impossible to understand what goes on
inside somebody like me unless you have a feel for what goes on in
this kind of fighting.”

“Grandpa, I’ve read so much about this
battle, saw so many pictures and have seen a bunch of
documentaries— well, I think I’ve got a good feel for it.”

The old man sighed and shook his head. “I
know you’ll probably be offended by what I’m going to say. Try not
to be. I know you want to make me feel good. I appreciate that. Do
I think that what you’ve seen and heard allows you to know what
happened here? Yes, probably. Do you have the same vision and
feelings as the men that made the landing? Believe me, you don’t.
Can I describe them in a way you could connect? No. Not one of
those books you read screams in pain or begs for its mother. None
of the photographs smell of death so bad you have to constantly
fight the urge to vomit. None of those documentaries shows your
best friend being a man one second and a pile of hamburger the
next. Corpses you see on those old films aren’t men you’ve shared
meals, trained and lived with. My words can’t make you feel the
indecision and fear you have each time you move. Those pieces of
paper and tape are things that can tell you about events—my words
won’t do any better—but neither can instill the emotions that being
there does. The horror and fear you had living it . . . the pride
in surviving and triumphing in such terror . . . the guilt from
asking the question, ‘why did I live when so many didn’t?’ You can
try, but you’ll never get to that depth. What happened to me and
each man that was here is personal and different. It’s difficult to
put into words something that’s so private to you. And, honestly,
even if I could, I wouldn’t.”

Mark looked upset but remained silent. His
eyes’ focus shifted to the Pacific.

“Mark, what your Grandpa is saying is that
anyone who’s not been in the kind of fighting like he experienced,
or to some degree, what I did in Vietnam, can’t understand,” Andy
said calmly. “You can’t, because there’s nothing in your life that
even approximates what happens in fighting like what happened
here.”

“Gramps, I don’t want to crawl inside your
soul. Honest. I understand you don’t want to share that. It would
be wrong for me to intrude.” Mark took a breath. “What about
describing what you did, step by step? Not what you were thinking,
just what happened.”

The old man nodded. “You say you’ve read
about the invasion so you know the Navy thought we’d be able to
walk ashore carrying umbrellas instead of rifles because of all the
shells they fired at the island. Well, they fired a lot and a lot
missed. There were 5000 Japanese on Betio, the pre-landing
bombardment killed quite a few, but most were left for us. You know
all that. Well, what I thought was bad luck turned out to be good.
I was assigned to land in the first wave hitting the beach. That’s
normally who take the worst casualties. It meant I had a lot better
chance of getting killed, I thought. We were assigned the new LVT
as our landing craft. They moved slower than the Higgins boats that
later waves were assigned to land in. But they were tracked
vehicles and could plow through barbwire and take you right up on
the beach. The Higgins boats took about three feet of water to
float in.”

Ben pointed to waves breaking over the reef
600 yards off-shore. “We took some shelling before we got to the
reef, but the Alligator, that was the name for the LVT, ground
right over it. As soon as we got there, the Japs cut loose with
everything they had. Mortars, artillery, machine guns, the works.
The first wave took a lot of hits, but my LVT got us on the beach
and delivered me and my platoon right up behind the seawall. We
scrambled over the sides and had the palm logs that formed the wall
for cover. My platoon lost men in the first few minutes, but we
were able to clean out some of the emplacements in the seawall.
That gave us a measure of protection.”

Ben looked down the beach. “The second wave
was in LVTs, too. Just like in my wave, some got hit by mortars or
artillery and burned like a son-of-a-bitch. Most of them got in,
dropped the men on the beach and took off. When the third wave came
in, we found out how lucky we’d been to be in the LVTs. Only some
of the men in that wave were in Alligators. The rest were in
Higgins Boats. They couldn’t make it over the reef because it was
too shallow. Those guys got dumped out there. They had to wade
ashore. The Japanese cut them to shreds. Machine gun fire was the
worst. The largest number of men killed in any part of the battle
was right out there. All the following waves were in Higgins Boats.
The slaughter repeated each time a new wave was unloaded.”

“Damn, how did any of them make it in?” Andy
asked. Ben shook his head. “Luck or God’s protection. The Jap
positions were dug into the ground and had narrow fields of fire.
They’d originally been set up so they interlocked. If a man was
lucky enough to be wading in through a corridor where the guns had
been destroyed by the naval bombardment or at a spot where we that
had already landed and killed the gunners, he had half a chance.
There was a pier that stuck way out to the outer edge of the reef.
A lot of the men that were close enough to that structure waded
over to it and came in using it for cover. But in general, it was a
massacre.”

The old man became silent. The only sound was
the sea-breeze rustling through the fronds of a near-by palm. His
family let him gather his composure that had been slipping away.
Ben realized they were patiently waiting for him to regroup. He
carefully phrased his next words to protect his psyche from what he
knew would come if he went into too great of detail. After taking
two deep breathes, he said, “It was so hard, being crouched behind
those logs . . . you could see men getting cut to ribbons. You got
mad, but there was little you could do. We killed the gunners that
had guns set in the seawall and a few right behind it, but going
over those logs right then was sure death. Some really brave or
really foolish men tried, not many survived. Of those who made it,
a few were able to destroy some of the little yellow bastards
before they got killed themselves. Later, we saw evidence of what
some Marines did. Very few of the first guys over the wall survived
the battle.”

Ben pointed to the reef. “The LVT drivers saw
what was happening. They started picking up wounded to take to the
boats that were milling around out there. The drivers transferred
the casualties to Higgins Boats to go back to the ships. Then they
started ferrying in men that were on the reef. They met Marines
coming in Higgins Boats, transferred them into the LVTs and brought
them to the beach. I don’t know how many trips they made, but
without what they did, a larger number of men would have been
killed. Those drivers were really brave. They brought in ammunition
and all kinds of things we needed and wouldn’t have survived
without.”

“Do you think some of those things that
looked like rusting piles of metal we saw lying out in the water as
we walked along the beach could be old LVTs?” Andy’s wife
asked.

“Yes, they could be. Those ugly hunks of iron
sure looked beautiful on November 20, 1943. When I was huddled
behind the seawall, trying to stay alive and do what I could to
fight, one of the guys said, “Hey 3B,” that was my nickname, “We
need to get Chaplin Kelly to say a prayer for those LVTs and their
drivers. They’re all that’s keeping us alive.” Bennett looked at
his great-grandchildren playing at the waters edge then pointed to
them. “I hope none of them have to go through it, but, the way
things are today, they probably will.”

“Damn, I hope it doesn’t come to that.”
Andrew Bennett shook his head and looked disgusted. “You’re
probably right. With the way the world is today, it doesn’t look
good.”

“I pray you’re both wrong,” Andy’s wife said.
“I don’t know if I could stand to see the boys go off to war.” Andy
and Mark agreed by nodding their heads.

“Doesn’t seem that we humans learn, does it?”
Mark said.

“I guess not,” Ben said. He stared at the
water. “I wish we could. The problem is humans don’t want to learn.
If there’s anybody in this world that hates war more than me, I’d
like to be introduced to them. As much as I hate it, there are
times you don’t have a choice. There’ll always be those who believe
they have the right to impose their will on others. Leaders lead
and the people follow. Hell, look at what’s going on in the Middle
East. It’s what happened in Germany and Japan in the ‘30s all over
again. They want to take what we have and we don’t want to give it
up. They have a set of ideals they believe in and how to achieve
them. They’re diametrically opposed to ours in many ways. The
radical Muslims are as fanatical as the Nazis and Japanese
militarists were. Potentially, there’s a lot more Muslims who can
be drawn into a future conflict, whether they want to be or not.
The base of men Hitler and Tojo had to draw from was much smaller,
so it’s a lot more dangerous for us.”

“We may not have a choice if the radicals
have their way, unless we all want to become Muslims and live in
the 14th Century. I’m guessing a lot of us will have to fight.”
Andy shook his head. “World War III . . . that will be one horrible
affair. Nuclear bombs, chemical weapons, biological agents, plus
things like gas and napalm from before make the carnage too
terrible to contemplate. There is probably stuff we don’t even know
about. I hate to imagine what it would be like. Unfortunately,
people who welcome death as a reward won’t see it that way.”

“Aren’t most of those things, I mean the
weapons, illegal to use anymore?” Ben’s grandson asked.

“What’s legal and what isn’t doesn’t mean
much if your survival is in the balance. I saw it here in the
Pacific.

Neither the Japs or us worried about laws and
rules.” Ben’s eyebrows lifted. “Both sides will do anything they
can to win . . . to live.”

Andrew nodded. “You’re right, Dad. You don’t
think about the proper way to kill someone who wants to kill you. I
saw that everyday in Vietnam.”

“Warfare was a hell of a lot different in
1943 than it is today,” Ben said. “There weren’t any missiles—no
airplanes that could fly to Japan, drop bombs and return to the US.
When we landed here, 600 miles was about the longest range any of
our planes could fly. The only way we could defeat the Japanese was
to seize their islands for air bases that stretched across the
Pacific so we could attack them. They killed us and we killed them
just about any way possible.”

“An amphibious assault is the most dangerous
and costly type attack you can be engaged in. That’s what it took
to get those bases.” Andrew looked at his son. “Look at that beach.
There’s no place to take cover. Think about having to jump out of a
boat, wading through waist deep water and running up over that sand
with hundreds of mortars, machine guns, and thousands of riflemen
shooting at you. When you get there, you can’t even see most of the
enemy because they’re in camouflaged holes, bunkers and pill boxes.
It’s frontal attack of the bloodiest variety.”

“Damn, that’s an ‘Oh shit!’ moment if I ever
heard one,” Mark said. He looked at the reef, the hundreds of yards
of water between the barren expanse of sand at the waters edge and
where he imagined the seawall was during the battle. “That’s asking
more from a human being than it seems possible to expect.”

“Mark, you just have to hope that you have
leaders that do what they can to protect you, even if they’re
asking you to risk your life.” Ben looked the young man in the eye.
“I had a good one. Chances are I wouldn’t be here without him. I
wouldn’t have been in one of those LVTs I was telling you about
without having the particular general that commanded the Marines,
here in the central Pacific.”

“What was his name, Gramps?”

“Holland Smith. There wasn’t anybody any
tougher. Maybe Patton was as tough, but a Marine has a hard time
giving Army men much credit. His nick-name was, Howlin’ Mad Smith,
because he generally seemed to be that way. He had a tough job that
had to be done. Smith knew he’d be sending a lot of us to our
death. But he really cared for us and tried to protect his troops
the best he could. I saw him a couple times. He was older than most
of the field command generals. Smith was called the father of
amphibious warfare. He developed a lot of the tactics. I know he
fought with the Navy to get us a good landing craft. Old Howlin’
Mad was responsible for getting the Higgins Boat and the Alligator
adopted by the Marines for our use. I don’t know a whole lot more
about that, except the LVT was an outgrowth of a rescue vehicle
developed by some guy name Roebling. Back a few years, I read an
article or two about him and Higgins, the guy the boats are named
after. Other than knowing both of them had to fight Washington to
get their craft accepted, and that Roebling’s grandfather built the
Brooklyn Bridge, I don’t know as much as I guess I should,
considering that they helped save my life.”

“Grandy Ben, look here! Isn’t this a big
one?” Fifty yards away one of Ben’s great-grand-daughters stood
knee deep in the Pacific holding a large seashell above her head.
Her shouts were quickly followed by her mother’s upset yelling,
“Amber, you’ve got good shoes on! Get out of the water!” The woman
waved at her husband, Mark, and added, “Please go down and get her
and make her stay out of the water.”

“I’ll be right back after I try to complete
mission impossible.”

“Let’s all go,” Andy’s wife suggested. They
all started for the water’s edge—except for Ben.

“I’d like to be alone for a little while. You
all go down there. I’ll join you in a few minutes.” Ben watched
them walk down the slope to the beach. After they glanced back a
time or two, their focus shifted to the children frolicking at the
shores edge.

Ben faced the lagoon, closed his eyes and
took a deep breath of the salty sea breeze. He purposely allowed
his mind to recreate an image of the men wading over the reef to
the shore where he stood. Because there weren’t enough LVTs for all
the Marines, grievous wounds or death was the probability, not just
possibility, for them. Those men moved unflinchingly onward,
falling forward or back when struck by the wall of lead and steel
streaking toward them. Some wounded men struggled on through the
water; others, torn to shreds, screaming, cursing, bleeding, dying,
fell into the red tinged blue. For a few seconds it was 1943
again.

The terrible sights, sounds and smells rushed
back. Ben opened his eyes to end the horror movie in his mind.

The Alligator and the men who struggled to
provide it were what made it possible for him to have the memory.
Though it was a horribly disturbing one, it was better than than
being a corpse in some other man’s nightmare. For this, he was
truly thankful. Ben decided that he’d pay homage to those men in
the only way he could; he’d learn about them when he returned home,
feeling that gaining this knowledge would honor them in some small
measure. So strange, he thought, that a vehicle designed to save
lives in peacetime never did, but became one that saved so many in
war. The LVT that delivered him ‘safely’ to the shores of Hell was
originally conceived to rescue hurricane victims from another type
of Hell, one made by nature, not man.

He stared at the lagoon and said to himself,
“I’d loved to have met Roebling and Smith. Maybe Higgins. It seems
wrong not to get a chance to talk to someone, to get to know them,
to thank them for helping save your life. I would have liked to
know what made them tick. What were the stories behind what they
did? Where did it all start?” Ben’s mind drifted backward, lost in
thought, wondering about his saviors and what coincidences aligned
to allow his feet to rest on the sands under him.
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