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At ax-thirty of an early fal morning, when the sun wasjust lighting the evergreensand new
snow glistened atop Ranier, Motor Vessel Hyak Ieft Pier 52 in Seettle, bound for Bremerton.
A Washington State Ferry of the Super Class, longer than afootball field, she grossed 2700
tons dead weight and drew eighteen and ahaf feet. She cast off with nearly athousand souls
aboard and motored into afog in the center of Elliott Bay.

None of them were ever seen again.

Chino Mendez
People say at first what business has a poor fisherman to spesk of Jesus? | have no
education, no clever words. | have nothing but the high school and many years of chasing the
tuna. But then | thought: what better thing for a preacher than to start asafisherman? Thereis
precedent, no?

| will give my witnessas| saw it, S0 you may beieve with me.

Understand that | was asinner before. Thisisimportant. | drank and | gambled and | had
women. Oh, yes. Perhaps you do not think so to look at me, but women find me attractive. |
have cut men in fights. Perhaps | killed amanin Miami, but this| do not know for sure.

| tell you this because you must understand what | was, so that you may understand whet |
am, and so understand what | say. If one aslost as me can be found, thereishopefor al.

| was christened Ipalito, but my friends have aways called me Chino, because of my eyes.
Oh, yes, there were many Chinese brought to Cooba years ago and their blood runsin me. |
have been afisherman dl my life, even before | fled Cooba. | fished the Gulf, and then the
Keys, and then | came here to these strange, cold waters. Capitan Norrisgive me aplace
on his Esmeralda and he teach me the waters of the Sound and there were many very hard
years, but never did | complain. Well, perhapsalittle.

That morning we cast off and took our bearing on Duwamish Head. The dawn was behind us
and the air shimmer like the rainbow. The horizon glowed red; the sky above me, blue; and
all the colors ranged between. Oh, the salt tang of the seal Oh, the cries of the gulls! They
swoop in agreet circle around the bay. Around and around. | look back now and | see how
clear were dl my sensesthat day.

We hear the horn of the ferry as sheleft the pier and for atime our paths run side by side, the
great ferry and the humble fishing boat, but the capitan saw afogisriseninthe bay, so he
turn thewhed alittleto avoid it. Theferry, yes, had the radar and the globa positioning, and
s0 she sailed into the fog, her horn booming. | hear the churn of her engines as she pass us,
and | see the people who lined therailing. Some were reading of the newspapers. Some
were watching the scenery. Some were talking to each other. There was one—ayoung girl
near the quarter raill—who saw me watching. Shewas, | think, twelve. She smile and wave
to me and | wave back and the capitan saw, and our boat’ swhistle shrieked and the little
girl, she clgpped in delight.

But the capitan was fight the whedl. There was a strong current where there been no current
before. | had the mad fancy that our boat sat . . . somehow . . . onthelip of awaterfal. We
struggled like salmon againgt it asit pull usinto thefog, toward the ferry.

A collison with such a ship would destroy us, so Ngyuen and me—he isthe other
deckhand—uwe throw the bumpers over the sde and stand by with the fending poles. When |
look up again at the deck of theferry, | seethelittle girl bathed in agolden-red light, such as
one sees a dawn. The light came from out of the fog, you understand, and what sun has ever
dawned in the west? It seem like dl the ferry was aglow and | hear agreet shout from on
board. The foghorn was take on asound like atrain racing away. Thelittle girl turn and face
into the fog and her mouth drop open. Oh, it was alook of such delight! And sheraise her
hands to her face, and then the fog shrouded her, too, and everything—boat, foghorn,

Airl—/anidhed into dlence






