Chapter 10
Chicago O’Hare International Airport USA

 So that is the flying tube that will take me away from here into the unknown, Richard thought to himself referring to the aeroplane he was walking towards. He had flown before, once to Mexico, but this trip to Korea was completely out of his comfort zone. He pictured the plane, as a speck in the considerably bigger blue mass of the sky leaving behind the coast of the American continent, and passing over the seemingly endless immense waters that formed the North Pacific Ocean. He had mixed feelings about the journey, for one moment he felt the energetic thrill of venturing somewhere new, and the next moment he felt stressed about leaving.     However, in his heart he had already decided that his near future lies in the city of Seoul. His friend, Kim Park, had mentioned Korea a lot to him in the past and Richard knew that it would be fantastic there. 

After boarding and finding a suitable seat, not next to Marvis, as she was seated somewhere else, the plane started up and increased speed on the runway and the passengers were sucked back into their chairs. As the wheels of the plane turned ferociously on the runway he spent a few seconds picturing his parents at home. The feeling of home felt warm and he felt welcome in the familiar surroundings. The plane’s nose moved upwards and the plane was lifted into flight. Richard was mentally prepared to depart and to start a new chapter in his life. He couldn’t wait to discover the city and start working at this new workplace, ESEN Medical Centre. Thirteen hours stood between Asia and him, where they would land first in Tokyo, Japan and then switch planes to Korea.

  Boston, Massachusetts USA

Richard’s brother was boarding, not a plane, but a boat. The boat was a small one with an electric motor. He put the basket containing their lunch on the floor of the boat and sat down on the wooden bench while his uncle took the rudder. 

‘So which island are we going to?’ inquired Andy. 

‘Bumpkin Island’ he replied.

His uncle was being secretive about their destination but Andy had been told by his uncle that it had something to do with his new training as a recruit for the GIVE HOPE FOUNDATION. 

They had chosen a good day, the sun shone brightly and waters were calm. The journey didn’t take them long and Bumpkin Island soon appeared and it looked very green with all the trees.

They moored at the short pier. 

His uncle picked up the picnic basket and they set off towards the middle of the island. Carrying the basket wore Alex out but he insisted. Andy had never seen his uncle so motivated. 

Andy noticed a sign pointing Camping to the right. Alex went to the left and Andy followed. 

The path turned into gravel and the trees towered over them. They greeted the few people who were walking with their dogs and continued further almost to the end of the island. The paths stopped and Alex told Andy to go through the bushes to the right. Andy obeyed and as he reached the other side paused to take in the scene. His uncle arrived next to him letting the basket drop to the ground in exhaustion and they both sat down.      

He pointed at some marks on the grass. ‘This is where the food was distributed among the needy of Boston 10 years ago towards the end of the World Depression. It was a miserable scene to set eyes on Andy, as the US hadn’t experienced such problems since the Great Depression in the 1930s. ’

 ‘So on this island people were given food?’

‘Food, a tent to sleep in and temporary toilets. I brought you to this island to show you the seriousness of that depression. It was places like these throughout the developed world that cried out for changes.’

‘Why did some people come to this island when they could have stayed in Boston City?’

‘Boston City was becoming overcrowded and the health care had diminished considerably. The government set up relief camps like these on other islands and remoter areas outside other city suburbs. Just think for a moment about what the people were used to.’ He threw a bottle of orange juice to his nephew. ‘Your uncle Craig (Alex's brother) took refuge here for a whole 6 months.’

Andy sat up when he heard this. ‘Uncle Craig was here? Is this where he died?’ He looked up at Alex and then bowed his head, for his uncle had died of Ebstein's anomaly.   

 ‘Yes’ Alex swallowed and continued ‘he had undertaken surgery to enlarge his heart, but when he had an attack here on this island there was no-one who could help him. The boats on the island had been borrowed to fetch food supplies and blankets, so they couldn’t be accessed and the hospitals in Boston were semi-functional due to the economic wobbles of the year before, so there were no helicopters available at the time to collect him from the island.’  

‘I remember going to his funeral’ said Andy ‘but I didn’t know that he died on this island. How horrible!’

Alex put his arm around Andy to provide the needed comfort. 

‘How did the situation get so out of hand Alex? I mean, how did the World Depression all begin.’

‘Here, have these sandwiches.’ Alex gave him 3 sandwiches to munch on and continued ‘A few countries in Europe experienced the start of a recession that would later be called a minor recession. The recession’s effect was like dominoes and one by one, country after country, they dealt with financial setbacks. Since the Great Recession of 2007 and 2008 potential growth had been impeded, people's confidence had been severed but governments were doing all they could to prevent further damage. 

From 2015, with the new trade deals, labelled free trade, onward recovery took over, but alas at a painstakingly slow tempo. The European Union was restructured so that Eastern Europe had a different set up to the wealthier countries. In Asia and South America new pacts were made too. The adjustments seemed to help. People were getting confident, but not as confident as before the millennium.’

‘And then the New Depression?’

‘Exactly. Asia was doing okay but Europe and US found itself again in deep trouble. Asset prices and profits fell dramatically.’

‘So I guess that is when people were sacked and unemployment levels rose. I had heard about that.’

‘Yeah. Always happens in a time of economic turmoil. Governments needed time to solve things but they had a too short time to do so.’

‘Yeah. I remember that on the news. It was everywhere.’

‘Andy, it was awful. As you know I was a political advisor at the time. I was not so unfortunate as others. My old college mates were all losing their jobs. It was painful to hear about. All those jobs lost but I still had work. It was a cold day, as the winter had just began, when your uncle Craig called me. I was surprised at the time as I didn’t really have much contact with him.’

‘Why not?’ he asked full of curiosity.

‘He was a good man. But he liked... well, he liked gambling.’

‘Gambling?’ 

‘I had told him to stay away from those treacherous casinos. But he continued to gamble. He turned to underground online gambling.’

‘Underground?'

‘The first time I noticed something was wrong was when I went to his and Miranda's seventh anniversary party. When I arrived they had this huge argument together and she stormed out of the house. I asked Miranda if I could help and she told me that one could not save an addict.’ 

‘An addict? Did you think he was taking drugs?’

‘At first yeah, that is exactly what I thought. A month or so later Craig called me asking for money and I told him to tell me everything that was going on. I even said that I knew a good clinic he could get help to fight his drug addiction and that is when he laughed and told me he had never taken drugs in his life and that he had become a habitual gambler. I was furious at him and harshly rebuked him, for I couldn’t understand that he would gamble, especially in a time where possessions were scarce and the livelihood of your family could not be guaranteed.’

‘That is real sad Alex’ he said putting his arm around his shoulder as a small comfort.

‘It is. But I have got over it now. He may sound like a crazy man with that gambling addiction, but he was such a  decent fellow really.’ When Andy heard this the sudden thought entered his mind of his own brother, Richard, that he had fallen out with just a few days ago in Fort Wayne.

Alex continued ‘Craig lost his house and car through gambling and his distressed wife left him for good. Then the economic woes worsened here in Boston and the finances for the medical services were cut short. Don’t take me wrong, although Craig died, it wasn’t like everybody was dying on the streets. Craig had been somewhat unfortunate and he himself was partly to blame for his predicament.’    

They dwelled on the matter and Alex continued ‘I brought you here to tell you about Craig and to talk about the unnerving times citizens had endured during the depression. Young people don’t realise the trauma the western world went through just a decade ago.’

‘Well I put myself up to be recruited because I wanted to help.’

Alex smiled at him warmly ‘If I had a son I would want him to be like you Andy. I personally want to praise you for your decision. Many young people heard about your deed on the social networks and the GIVE HOPE FOUNDATION has received hundreds of young volunteers. I want to thank you Andy for your support.’ Andy felt overwhelmed and couldn’t think of anything to say.

Alex wiped away a tear ‘You know Andy, back then the pessimism of the people stank like poisonous gas filling the land. However the miracle came, people were freed by the magnificence and simplicity of the Diplomatic Democratic Platform. I remember the announcement of the result of the Summit of Change in 29. The nations would unite to set up a new organised platform that would not only provide hope to the middle class gentlemen like me, who had lost their way a little, but it would protect people from anti-classist attacks and would push nations to come up with democratic solutions to, for example, the stripped world of healthcare. Your uncle Craig would still be alive if the DDP and the General Health Monitor existed a little earlier. Believe me Andy, the DDP, the AVC and the GHM is the best thing to happen to me and you since hundreds of years.’
