


It is approximately 4 p.m. on November 2nd, the next to last day of your field trip with Ms. Schaefer. You are aboard a small, chartered twin-engine plane traveling north from Panama City to the Caribbean island region on the San Blas Archipelago. This is the last leg of your two-week trip and you are excited about attending the Panamanian Independence Day celebration the next day. Settling in for the 45-60 minute flight, you look out the window and notice dark clouds forming above the mountainous rain forest far below.


You remember hearing before take-off that a weather system called the Intertropical Conversion was moving in from the south. The radio bulletin had warned of thick cloud cover and torrential rains, lasting anywhere from two days to one month. As rain begins to pelt your plane window, you suddenly feel very uneasy about flying.


Thirty minutes later, the plane begins losing altitude until it is flying just above the rolling terrain of the tree-covered jungle canopy. Streams and rivers periodically break up this wide, green expanse. The craft sways roughly as it is buffeted by downdrafts and the blinding storm. The pilot fails to establish radio contact and announces that he must turn back. Although you are 15 miles from the Caribbean Sea, it is impossible to cross the mountains to reach the coast. Instead, you must reverse course toward the Pacific, some fifty miles away. 


The plane drops dramatically in mid-turn, and you realize it will crash. Seconds later, the plane stalls and tears across the treetops. Its tail is completely severed. Branches crash through the windshield, killing the pilot and demolishing the instrument panel. Your beloved Ms. Schaefer heroically dies while trying to save the pilot’s life. 


After two sudden falls, the plane becomes enveloped by huge tree branches. It is teetering precariously in the wind and rain at a 45-degree angle, fifty feet above the steep slope of the jungle floor. Although in shock, you are physically unharmed. You notice the smell of gasoline.


Your group quickly struggles to the ground using hanging vines. The wet, thorny foliage surrounds you and soaks your lightweight clothing. As you listen to the screeches of disturbed wildlife and the buzzing of insects, you realize you are on your own to get out of the jungle. You look around and find fifteen items scattered about. As night closes in, you must quickly decide which items will be the most useful in your quest to get out of the jungle…..
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