PROLOGUE

It was oven hot, and it was Sunday. In the air traffic tower, the control operator at Brady Air Force
Baselit acigarette from atill glowing butt, propped his stocking feet on top of a portable air conditioner
and waited for something to happen.

He was totaly bored, and for good reason. Air traffic was dow on Sundays. In fact, it was nearly
nonexistent Military pilots and their aircraft rarely flew on that day in the Mediterranean Thegtre of
Operations, particularly since no internationa politica trouble was brewing a the moment. Occasiondly a
plane might set down or take off, but it was usudly just aquick refueling stop for some VIPwhowasina
hurry to get to aconference somewhere inEuropeor Africa.

The control operator scanned the large flight schedule blackboard for the tenth time since he came on
duty. There were no departures, and the only estimated time of arriva was at 1630, dmost five hours

avay.

Hewas young—in his early twenties—and strikingly refuted the myth that fair-haired people cannot tan
well; wherever skin showed, it looked like dark walnut laced with strands of platinum blond hair. The
four gtripes on hisdeeve denoted the rank of a Staff Sergeant, and although the temperature was
touching ninety-eight degrees, the armpits of hiskhaki uniform displayed no damp sweet stains. The
collar on his shirt was open and missing atie; acustom normally alowed at Air Forcefacilitieslocated in
warm atmospheres.

He Leaned forward and adjusted the louvers on the air conditioner so that the cool air ran up hislegs.
The new position seemed to satisfy him. and he smiled at the refreshing tingle. Then, clasping hishands
behind his head, he relaxed backward, staring at the metd ceiling.

The ever-present thought of Minnegpolisand the girls paradingNicollet Avenue crossed hismind. He
counted again the fifty-four days|eft to endure before he was rotated back to the States. When each day
cameit was ceremonioudy marked off in asmall black notebook he carried in his breast pocket.

Y awning for perhaps the twentieth time, he picked up apair of binocularsthat were sitting on the
window ledge, and surveyed the parked aircraft that rested on the dark asphalt runway stretching
beneath the elevated control tower.

The runway lay on theidandof Thasosin the northern part of theAegean Sea. Theidand was separated
from the Greek Macedoniamainland by sixteen miles of water. gppropriately called the Thasos Strait
The Thasos land mass consisted of one hundred and seventy square miles of rock, timber and remnants
fromclassica history dating back to One Thousand B.C.

Brady Field, as generally termed by the base personnel, was constructed under a treaty between the
United Statesand the Greek government in the late nineteen sixties. Except for ten F-105 Starfire Jets,
the only other permanently based aircraft were two monstrous C-133 Cargomaster transports that sat
likeapar of fat Slver whdes, gligening in the blazing Aegean sun.

The sergeant pointed the binoculars at the dormant aircraft and searched for sgnsof life. Thefidd was
empty. Most of the men were either in the nearby town of Panaghiadrinking beer, sunbathing on the beach
or napping in the air-Cooled barracks. Only a solitary MP guarding the main gate, and the constant
rotation of the radar antennae atop its cement bunker offered any form of human presence. He dowly
raised the lenses and peered over the azure sea. It was a bright, cloudless day, and he could essily



recognize details on the distant Greek mainland. The glasses swung east and gathered in the horizon line
where deep blue water met light blue sky. Through the shimmering haze of heat waves the white speck of
aship resting a anchor cameinto view. He squinted and adjusted the focus knob to clarify the ship’s
name on the bow. He could just barely make out the tiny black words. First Attempt.

That's adumb name. he thought. The significance escgped him. Other markings aso darkened the ship’s
hull. Inlong, heavy, black lines across the center of the bull werethe vertical lettersNUMA which he
knew stood for the National Underwater Marine Agency.

A huge crooked crane stood on the stern of the ship and hung over the water, lifting around bdl-like
object from the depths. The sergeant could see men laboring about the crane, and hefelt inwardly glad
that civilians had to work on a Sunday too. Suddenly hisvisua exploration was cut short by arobot-like
voice over the intercom.

“Hello, Control Tower, thisis Radar. . . Over!”

The sergeant laid down the binoculars and flicked amicrophone switch. “Thisis the Control Tower,
Radar. What'sup?’

“I’ve got a contact about ten milesto the west.”

“Tenmileswest?’ boomed the sergeant. “ That’ sinland over theidand. Your contact is practically on
top of us.” He turned and looked again at the big lettered blackboard, reassuring himsdlf that no
scheduled flightswere due. “Next time, let me know sooner?’

“Beats me where it came from,” droned the voice from the radar bunker. “Nothing has shown on the
scopein any direction under one hundred milesin thelast Sx hours”

“Well either stay awake down there or get your-damn equipment checked,” snapped the sergeant. He
rel eased the mike button and grabbed the binoculars.

Then he stood up and peered to the west.

It wasthere. . . atiny dark dot, flying low over the hills at treetop levd. It came dow; no more than
ninety miles an hour. For afew momentsit seemed to hang suspended over the ground, and then, amost
all at once, It began to take on shape. The outlines of the wings and fuselage drew into sharp focus
through the binoculars. It was so dear asto be unmistakable. The sergeant gaped in astonishment asthe
rattley-bang engine sound of an old single seet, biwing airplane complete with rigid, spoked whed landing
gear, torethe arid idand air. Except for the protruding in-line cylinder head, the fuselage followed a
streamlined shape that tapered to straight skies at the open cockpit The great wooden propel ler beat the
ar likean old windmill, pulling the ancient craft over the landscape at atortoise-like air speed. Thefabric
covered wings wavered in thewind and showed the early characteristic scalloped trailing edge. From the
spinner enclosing the propeller hub to the rear tips of the eevators, the entire machine was painted a
bright and flamboyant yellow. The sergeant lowered the glasses just asthe plane displaying the familiar
black Maltese Cross markings of World War | Germany, flashed by the control tower.

In another circumstance the sergeant would have probably dropped to the floor if an airplane buzzed the
control tower at no more than five feet. But his amazement at seeing avery red ghost from the dim skies
of the Western Front was too much for his sensesto grasp, and he stood stock till. Asthe plane passed,
the pilot brazenly waved from his cockpit. He was so close that the sergeant could see the features of his



face under the faded leather helmet and goggles. The spectre from the past was grinning and patting the
butts of the twin machine guns, mounted on the cowling.

Was this some sort of colossa joke? Isthe pilot anutty Greek with a circus? Where did he come from?
The sergeant’ s brain spun with questions but no answers. Suddenly he became aware of twin, blinking
spots of light, emitting behind the propeller of the plane. Then the glass of the control tower windows
shattered and disappeared around him.

A moment in time stopped and war cameto Brady Field. The pilot of the World War | fighter dipped
around the control tower and strafed the deek modern jets parked lazily on the runway. One by onethe
F-105 Starfires were raked and dashed by ancient eight millimeter bulletsthat tore into their thin
aduminum skin. Three of them burst into flames astheir full tanks of jet fud ignited. They burned fiercdly,
melting the soft asphalt into smoking puddles of tar. Again and again, the bright ydlow flying antique
soared over the field, spitting aleaden stream of destruction. One of the C-133 Cargomasters went next.
It erupted in agigantic roar of flamesthat rose hundreds of feet into the air.

In the tower the sergeant lay on the floor, looking dazedly at ared trail of blood that oozed from his
chest. He gently pulled the black notebook from his breast pocket and stared in fascinated surprise a a
amadll. neat holein the middle of the cover. A dark veil began to circle his eyes and he shook it off. Then
he struggled to his knees and looked around the room.

Glittering fragments of broken glass blanketed the floor, the radio equipment, the furniture. In the center
of the room, the air conditioner lay upside down’ like adead mechanicad animd: itslegsthrown iffly in
theair and its coolant trickling onto the floor from severa round punctures. The sergeant dull peered up
at theradio. Miraculoudy It was untouched. Painfully, he crawled acrossthefloor dicing hiskneesand
hands on the crystal divers. He reached the microphone and grasped it tightly, bloodying the black plastic
handle.

Darkness crowded the sergeant’ s thoughts. What is the proper procedure, he wondered? What does
one say & atime like this? Say something his mind shouted, say anything!

“Todl who can hear my voice. MAY DAY! MAY DAY! ThisisBrady Field. We are under attack by
an unidentified aircraft. Thisisnot adrill, | repest, Brady Field isunder attack...”

1

Maor Dirk Ritt adjusted the headset on histhick black hair and dowly turned the channdl crank on the
radio, trying to fine-tune the reception. He listened intently for afew moments, his dark, sea-green eyes
reflecting atrace of bewilderment A frown cut hisforehead in a series of grooves and hung therein the
tanned leathery skin.

It wasn't that the words crackling over the receiver weren't understandable. They were. Hejust didn’t
believe them. He listened again, and listened hard over the droning roar of the PBY Catalina stwin
engines. The voice he heard was fading, when it should have been getting stronger. The volume control
wasturned to full on, and, Brady Field was only thirty miles away. Under those conditions, theair traffic
operator’ s voice should have blasted Fitt’ s eardrums out. The operator is either losing power or he's
serioudy injured, thought Pitt He pondered a minute and then reached over to hisright and shook the
desping figurein the co-pilot’ s seet.

“Come out of it, deegping beauty.” He spokein atone that was soft and effortless, yet had away of
making itself heard in athrobbing airplane or a crowded room.



Captain Al Giordino wearily raised his head and yawned loudly. The fatigue of Sttinginan old vibrating
PBY flying boat for thirteen hours straight was evident in his dark, bloodshot eyes. He flung hisarms
upward, puffed out hisbarrel chest and stretched. Then he came erect and leaned forward, peering out in
the distance beyond the cockpit windows.

“Arewe over the Firgt Attempt yet?’ Giordino mumbled through another yawn.
“Almogt,” replied Fitt. “There' s Thasos dead ahead.”

“Oh hell,” Giordino grunted; then grinned. 1 could have dept another ten minutes. Why’ d you wake
me?’

“I intercepted a message from Brady Control that said the field was under attack by an unidentified
arcreft”

“You can't be serious,” Giordino said increduloudly. “ It must be somekind of a joke.”

“No, | don't think so. The control operator’ svoice didn’t sound likeit was faking.” Pitt hesitated and
kept an eye on the water only fifty feet away asit flashed under the PBY’shull. Just for practice he had
wave-hopped the last two hundred miles; ameans of keeping his reflexes honed and sharp.

“It might be that Brady Control wastelling thetruth,” said Giordino, peering through the cockpit
windshield. “Look over there toward the eastern part of the idand.”

Both men stared at the gpproaching mound rising out of the sea. The beaches bordering the surf were
yelow and barren, but the round doping hills were green with trees. The colors danced in the heat waves
and vividly contrasted against the encircling blue of the Aegean. On the eastern side of Thasosalarge
pillar of smoke rose into the windless sky and fanned a giant, spira-shaped, black cloud. The PBY's

bow soared closer to theidand, and soon they could distinguish the orange movement of flames a the
base of the smoke.

Pitt grabbed the mike and pressed the button on the side of the handgrip. “Brady Control, Brady
Contral, thisisPBY-086, over.” There was no response.

Pitt repeated the call twice more.

“No answer?’ queried Giordino.

“Nothing,” returned Ritt.

“Y ou said an unidentified aircraft. | takeit, that means one?’

“That's precisaly what Brady Control said before they went off the air.”

“It doesn’t make sense. Why would one plane attack a United States Air Force Base?’

“Who knows,” Ritt said, easing the control column back dightly. “Maybeit’' san irate Greek farmer
who'stired of our jets scaring hisgoas. Anyway. it can't be afull-scale attack, or Washington would

have notified us by now. We' Il haveto wait and see’ He rubbed his eyes and blinked away the
drowsiness. “ Get ready, I’'m going to take her up, circlein over those hills and come down out of the sun



for acloser look.”

“Takeit niceand easy.” Giordino’s eyebrows came together and he grinned aserious grin. “Thisold bus
isway overmatched if that’ sarocket firing jet down there.”

“Don’t worry,” Fitt laughed. “My main god in lifeisto Say hedthy aslong as possble.” He pushed the
throttles forward, and the two Pratt & Whitney Wasp engines increased their beat. Hislarge, brown
hands moved efficiently, pulling back on the control column, and the plane aimed itsflat snout &t the sun.
The big Catalinarose steadily, gaining dtitude by the second, and circled above the Thasos mountainsin
the direction of the growing smoke cloud.

Suddenly, avoice broke in over Fitt’ s headset. The unexpected sound nearly deafened his ears before
he could lower the volume—the same voice be heard before, but stronger thistime.

“Thisis Brady Control cdling. We are under attack! | repeat, we are under attack! Come in anybody,
pleasereply!” The voice was near hysteria

Fitt replied, “Brady Control, thisis PBY-086. Over.”
“Thank God, someone answered,” the voice gasped.
“I tried to raise you before, Brady Control, but you faded and went off the air.”

“I washitin thefirgt attack; I.. . | must have passed out I'm dl right now.” The words sounded broken,
but coherent

“WEe re gpproximately ten mileswest of you at Six thousand feet.” Fitt spoke dowly and did not repest
his position. “What isyour Stuation?’

“We have no defense. All our aircraft were destroyed on the ground. The nearest interceptor squadron
isseven hundred milesaway. They'll never get hereintime. Can you asss?’

Pitt shook his head from side to side from habit. “Negative Brady Control. My top speed is under one
hundred ninety knotsand | only have a couple of rifles on board. We d be wasting our time engaging a
jet”

“Please assst,” the voice pleaded. "Our attacker is not ajet bomber but aWorld War | biplane. |
repeat, our attacker isaWorld War | biplane. Please assst.”

Pitt and Giordino merely looked at each other, dumbfounded. It was afull ten seconds before Fitt could
pull his senses back into reign.

“Okay, Brady Control, we' re coming in. But you' d better know your aircraft identification or you're
going to make apair of little old slver-haired mother damn sad if my co-pilot and | buy the farm. Over
and out.” Aitt turned to Giordino and spoke quickly without facia expression histone confident and
caculating. “ Go aft and throw open the side hatches. Use one of the carbines and make like a
sharpshooter.”

“| can’t believe what I'm hearing,” Giordino said stunned.

Pitt shook hishead. “1 can’'t quite accept it either, but we' ve got to give those guys down there on the



ground ahelping hand. Now hurry it up.”

“I'll doit,” Giordino muttered. “But | till don't believeit.”

“Yoursisnot to reason why, my friend,” Fitt lightly punched Giordino on the arm and smiled briefly.
“Good luck.”

“Saveit for yoursdf, you bleed just aseasily as| do,” Giordino said soberly. Then, muttering quietly
under his bregth, he rose from the co-pilot’ s seet and made hisway to the ship’swaist. Oncethere he
pulled the thirty caliber carbine from an upright cabinet and shoved afifteen shot clip into the receiver. A
blast of warm air struck hisface, filling the compartment when he opened the waist batches. He checked
the gun once more and sat down to wait; his thoughts drifting to the big man who was piloting the plane.
Giordino had known PFitt for along time. They’ d played together as boys, ran on the same high school
track team and dated the same girls. He knew Pitt better than any man alive; any woman too, for that
metter.

Aitt was, in asense, two men, neither of them directly related to the other. There was the coldly efficient
Dirk Pitt who rardly made amistake, and yet was humorous, unpretentious and easily made friends with
everyone who camein contact with him; arare combination.

Then there was the other Fitt, the moody one the one who often withdrew to himself for hours at atime
and became remote and a oof, as though his mind were congtantly churning over some distant dream.
There had to be akey that unlocked and opened the door between the two Fitts, but Giordino had never
found it. He did know, however, that the trangition from one Dirk Pitt to the other took place more
frequently in the past year— since Fitt lost awoman in the sea near Hawaii; awoman he had loved

deeply.

Giordino remembered noticing Pitt’ s eyes before coming back to the main cabin; how the deep green
had transformed to aglinting brightness at the call of danger. Giordino had never seen eyes quite like
them. except once. and he shuddered dightly at the recollection as he glanced at the missing finger on his
right hand. He jerked his thoughts back to the redlity of the present and did off the safety catch on the
carbine. Then, strangely. he felt secure.

Back in the cockpit, Fitt’ s tanned face was a study in masculinity. He was not handsomein the movie
gar sense: far from it Women rarely, if ever, threw themselvesat him. They were usudly alittle awed and
uncomfortablein his presence. They somehow sensed that he was not aman who catered to feminine
wilesor silly coquettish games. He loved women's company and the fedl of their soft bodies, but he
didiked the subterfuge, thelies, and al the other ridiculouslittle ploysit took to seduce the average
femae. Not that he lacked cleverness at getting awoman between the sheets; be was an expert. But he
hed to force himself to play the game. He preferred straightforward and honest women, but there were
far too few to be found. Pitt eased the control column forward, and the PBY nosed over in ashalow
dive toward the inferno at Brady Field. The white dtimeter needles dowly swung backward around the
black did, registering the descent. He stegpened the angle, and the twenty-five year old aircraft began to
vibrate. It was not built for high speed. It was designed for low speed reconnai ssance, dependability and
long range, but that was about dl.

Pitt had requested the purchase of the craft after he had transferred from the Air Force to the National
Underwater Marine Agency at the request of the Agency Director, Admira James Sandecker. Pitt ill
retained hisrank of Mgor and, according to the paperwork, was assigned to an indefinite tour of duty
with NUMA. Histitlewasthat of Surface Security Officer, which was nothing to him but afancy term for



trouble shooter. Whenever a project ran into unknown difficulties or unscientific problems, it was Aitt’s
job to unrave the difficulty and get the operation back on the track. That was the purpose behind his
request for the PBY Catainaflying boat. Sow asit was, it could comfortably carry passengers and
cargo, and what was most important, land and take off in water; aprime factor since nearly ninety
percent of NUMA's operationswere miles at sea.

Suddenly aglint of color againgt the black cloud caught Fitt’ s attention. It wasabright yellow plane. It
banked sharply, suggesting high maneuverability, and dived through the smoke. Fitt dipped the throttles
backward to reduce the speed of his sharp angle of descent and prevent the PBY from overshooting his
srange adversary. The other plane materiadized out of the opposite Side of the smoke and could clearly
be seen drafing Brady Fied.

“I"ll bedamned,” Pitt boomed out loud. “It'san old German Albatros.”

The Catalina came on graight from the eye of the sun, and the pilot of the Albatros, intent on the
business of destruction, did not seeit. A sardonic grin spread on Pitt’ sface asthe fight drew near. He
cursed the fact that there were no gunswaiting for his command to spout from the nose of the PBY . He
goplied pressure to the rudder pedals and side dipped to give Giordino abetter line of fire. The PBY
thundered in, still unnoticed. Then, abruptly, he could hear the crack of Giordino’s carbine above the roar
of theengines.

They were dmost on top of the Albatros before the lesther helmeted head in the open cockpit spun
around. They were so close Pitt could see the other pilot's mouth drop open in shocked surprise at the
sght of the big flying boat, boring down from the sun—the hunter became the quarry. The pilot
recovered quickly and the Albatros rolled sharply away, but not before Giordino drilled it with a fifteen
shot clip from the carbine.

The grim, incongruous dramain the smoke-ridden sky over Brady Field reached a new stage asthe
World Wear 11 flying boat squared off against the World War | fighter plane. The PBY was faster, but the
Albatros had the advantage of two machine guns and avastly higher degree of maneuverability. The
Albatros was lesser known than its famous counterpart, the Fokker, but it was an excellent fighter and
the workhorse of the German Imperia Air Service from 1916 to 1918. The Albatros twisted, turned and
zeroed in on the PBY’ s cockpit. Pitt acted quickly and yanked the controls back into hislap and prayed
thewingswould stay glued to the fusdlage as the lumbering flying boat struggled into aloop. Heforgot
caution and the accepted rules of flying; the exhilaration of man-to-man combat surged In hisblood. He
could amogt hear therivets popping asthe PBY twisted over on its back. The unorthodox evasive action
caught his opponent off guard, and the twin streams of fire from the yellow plane went wide, missng the
Catdinacompletely.

The Albatros then made a steep left hand turn and came straight at the PBY , and they approached
head-on. Pitt could see the other plane stracer bullets streaking about ten feet under hiswindshield.
Lucky for usthisguy’salousy shot, he thought. He had aweird fedling in his somach as the two planes
sped together on acollison course. Fitt waited until the last possible instant before he pushed the nose of
the PBY down and swiftly banked around, gaining abrief, but favorable position over the Albatros.
Agan Giordino opened fire.

But the yellow Albatros dived out of the spitting hail from the carbine and shot verticaly toward the
ground, and Fitt momentarily lost sight of it He swung to the right in a steep turn and searched the sky. It
wastoo late. He sensed, rather than fdlt, the thumping from ariver of bulletsthat toreinto the flying boat.
Aitt threw hisplaneinto aviolent falling leaf maneuver and successfully dodged the smaller plane' s deadly
gting. It was anarrow escape.



The uneven battle continued for afull eight minuteswhile the military spectators on the ground watched,
gpdIbound. The strange aeriad dogfight dowly drifted eastward over the shordline, and the final round

began.

Fitt was sweating now. Smal| glistening beads of the sdlty liquid were bursting from the poreson his
forehead and trickling in snail-like trails down hisface. His opponent was cunning, but Pitt was playing
the strategy game too. With infinite patience, dredged up from some hidden reservein his body, he
waited for the right moment, and when it finaly arrived he was ready.

The Albatros managed to get behind and dightly above the Catainia Pitt held his speed steady and the
other pilot, sensing victory, closed to within fifty yards of the flying boat’ stowering tail section. But
before the two machine guns could speak, Fitt pulled the throttle back and lowered the flaps, dowing the
big craft into anear gall. The phantom pilot, taken by surprise, overshot and passed the PBY/, receiving
severd wdl placed rounds In the Albatros engine asthe carbine spat at near point-blank range. The
vintage plane banked in front of Aitt’s bow, and he watched with the respect one brave man hasfor
another when the occupant in the open cockpit pushed up his goggles and threw acurt sdute.. Thenthe
ydlow Albatros and its mysterious pilot turned away and headed west over theidand, trailing ablack
stresk of smoke that testified to the accuracy of Giordino's marksmanship.

The Cadinawasfaling out of itsstal into adive now, and Fitt fought the controlsfor afew unnerving
seconds before he regained stable flight. Then he began a sweeping, upward turn in the sky. At five
thousand feet he leveled off and searched the idand and seascape, but no trace of the bright yellow plane

with the maltese cross markingswas visible. It had vanished. A cold, clammy fedling crept over Ritt. The
yellow Albatros had somehow seemed familiar. It was as though an unremembered ghost from the past

had returned to haunt him. But the eerie sensation passed as quickly asit had arrived, and he gave out a
deep sigh asthe tension faded away, and the welcome comfort of relief gently soothed hismind.

“Well, when do | get my sharpshooter’ smeda? said Giordino from the cabin doorway. He was grinning
despite anasty gash in his scalp. The blood streamed down the right Side of hisface, saining the collar of
aloud, flowered print shirt.

“After weland I'll buy you adrink instead,” replied Pitt without turning. Giordino dipped into the
co-pilot’'sseet. “1 fed like I’ ve just ridden the roller coaster a the Long Beach Pike.”

Pitt could not help grinning. He relaxed, leaning back againgt the back rest, saying nothing. Then he
turned and looked at Giordino, and his eyes squinted. “What happened to you? Were you hit?’

Giordino gave Pitt amocking. asorrowful look.

“Who ever told you that you could loop aPBY ?’

“It seemed like the thing to do at thetime,” said Aitt, atwinklein hiseye.

“Next time, warn the passengers. | bounced around the main cabin like a basketball.”
“What did you hit your head on?’ Pitt asked quizzically.

“Did you haveto ask?’

“Wdl?



Giordino suddenly became embarrassed. “If you must know, it was the door handle on the john?

Pitt looked startled for an instant. Then he flung back his head and roared with laughter. The mirth was
contagious, and Giordino soon followed. The sound rang through the cockpit and replaced the noise of
the engines. Nearly thirty seconds passed before their gaiety quieted, and the seriousness of the present
gtuation returned.

Pitt’ smind was clear, but exhaustion was dowly seeping in. Thelong hours of flight and the strain of the
recent combat fell on him heavily and soaked his body like a numbing, damp fog. He thought about the
sweet smell of soap in a cold shower and the crispness of clean sheets, and somehow they became vitally

important to him. He looked out the cockpit window at Brady Field and recaled that hisorigind
destination was the First Attempt, but adim hunch, or call it ahindsght, made him change hismind.

“Ingtead of landing in the water and rendezvousing alongside of the First Attempt, | think we' d better set
down at Brady Fidld. | have aforeboding feding we may have taken afew bulletsin our hull.”

“Good idea,” Giordino replied. “I’'m not in the mood for bailing.”

The big flying boat made itsfina approach and lined up on the wreckage strewn runway. It settled on
the heat baked asphdt, and the landing gear bumped and emitted an audible screech of rubber that
sgnaled the touch-down.

Pitt angled clear of the flames and taxied to the far sde of the apron. When the Catalina stopped rolling
he clicked off the Ignition switches, and the two silver bladed propellers gradualy ceased their
revolutions and cameto rest, gleaming in the Aegean sun. All was quiet.

He and Giordino sat stone till for afew moments and absorbed the first comfortable slenceto
penetrate the cockpit after thirteen hours of noise and vibration.

Pitt flipped the latch on his side window and pushed it open, watching with detached interest as the base
firemen fought theinferno. Hoseswere lying everywhere, like highways on aroadmap, and men scurried
about shouting, adding to the stage of confusion. The flames on the F-105 jets were almost contained,
but one of the C-133 Cargomagters till burned fiercely.

“Take alook over here” said Giordino pointing,

Pitt leaned over the instrument panel and stared out of Giordino’swindow at a blue Air Force
stationwagon that careened across the runway in the direction of the PBY . The car contained severd
officers and was followed by thirty or forty wildly cheering enlisted men who chased after it like apack of
braying hounds.

“Now that'swhat | call one hell of areception committee,” Pitt said amused and broadly smiling,

Giordino mopped his bleeding cut with a handkerchief. When the cloth was soaked through with red
ooze hewadded it up and threw it out of the window to the ground. His gaze turned toward the nearby
coastline and becamelost in the Infinity of thought for amoment Finally he turned to Aitt. “I guessyou
know we're pretty damn lucky to be Stting here.”

“Yes, | know,” said Pitt woodenly. “There were a couple of times up there when | thought our ghost had
le



“I wish I knew who the hell he was and what this destruction was al about?’ Pitt’' sface wasastudy in
Speculative curiosty.

“Theonly clueistheydlow Albatros”

Giordino eyed hisfriend questioningly. “What possible meaning could the color of that old flying derdlict
have?’

“If you' d studied your aviation history,” Fitt said with atouch of good-natured sarcasm, “Y ou’'d
remember that German pilots of the First World War painted their planes with persona, but sometimes
outlandish, color schemes”

“Savethe history lesson for later,” Giordino growled. “Right now al | want to do isget out of this swesat
box and collect that drink you owe me.” He rose from his scat and started for the exit hatch.

The blue stationwagon skidded to ahat beside the big silver flying boat and all four doors burst open.
The occupants legped out shouting and began pounding on the plane’ s aluminum hatch. The crowd of
enlisted men soon engulfed the aircraft, cheering loudly and waving at the cockpit.

Pitt remained seated and waved back at the cheering men bel ow the window. His body wastired and
numb but hismind was il active and running at full throttle. A title kept running through his thoughts until
findly he muttered it aloud. “The Hawk of Macedonia.”

Giordino turned from the doorway. “What did you say?’

“Oh nothing, nothing at al,” Aitt let his bresth escapein along audible sigh. “Come on—I’ll buy you that
drink now.”

2

When Pitt awoke, it was ftill dark. He did not know how long he had dept. Perhaps he just dozed off.
Perhaps he bad been lost under the black cloak of deep for hours. He did not know, nor did he care.
The metd springs of the Air Force cot squeaked as he rolled over, seeking a more comfortable position.
But the comfort of degp deep eluded him. His conscious mind dimly tried to andyze why. Wasit the
steady humming noise of the air conditioner, he asked himself? He was used to drifting off under the loud
din of aircraft engines, so that couldn’t be it. Maybe it was the scurrying cockroaches. God knows
Thasos was covered with them. No, it was something else. Then he knew. The answer pierced thefog of
his drowsy brain. It was his other mind, the unconscious one that was kegping him awake. Likeamovie
projector, it flashed pictures of the strange events from the previous day, over and over again.

One picture stood out above dl therest. It wasthe photograph in agalery of the Imperid War
Museum. Fitt could recdl it vividly. The camerahad caught a German aviator posing beside aWorld
War | fighter plane. He was garbed in the flying togs of the day, and hisright hand rested upon the head
of animmense white German Shepherd. The dog, obvioudy amascot, was panting and looking up & his
measter with a patronizing, doe-like expression. Theflyer stared back at the camerawith aboyish face
that somehow |ooked naked without the usua Prussian dueling scar and monocle. However, the proud
Teutonic military bearing could be easily seen in the hint of an insolent grin and the ramrod straight

posture.

Pitt even remembered the caption under the photo:



The Hawk of Macedonia

Lieutenant Kurt Heibert, of Jagdstaffel 91, attained 32 victories over the allies on the Macedonian Front;
one of the outstanding aces of the great war. Presumed shot down and lost in the Aegean Seaon July 15,
1918. For sometime, Fitt lay staring in the darkness.

There would be no more deep tonight he thought. Sitting up and leaning on one elbow, he reached over
abedsidetable, groped for his Omegawatch and held it infront of hiseyes. Theluminousdia read 4.09.
Then he sat up and dropped the bare soles of hisfeet on the vinyl tilefloor. A package of cigarettes sat
next to the watch, and he pulled out one and lit it with asilver Zippo lighter. Inhaling deeply, he stood up
and gtretched. Hisface grimaced; the muscles of hisback stung from the back dapping he had received
from the cheering men of Brady Field right after he and Giordino had climbed from the cockpit of the
PBY. Pitt smiled to himsdf in the dark as he thought about the warm handshakes and congratulations
pressed upon them.

The moonlight, beaming in through the window of the Officers Quarters, and the warm clear air of early
morning made PFitt restless. He stripped off his shorts and rummeaged through hisluggagein thedim light.

When histouch recognized the cloth shape of apair of swim trunks, he dipped them on, snatched a
towe from the bathroom and stepped out into the stillness of the night.

Once outside, the brilliant M editerranean moon envel oped his body and laid bare the landscape with an
eerie ghodt-like emptiness. The sky was dl studded with stars and revealed the milky way in agreat
white design across ablack velvet backdrop.

Pitt strolled down the path from the Officers’ Quarterstoward the main gate. He paused for aminute,
looking at the vacant runway, and he noticed a black area every so often in the rows of multi-colored
lightsthat stitched the edges. Severd of thelightsin the sgna system must have been damaged in the
attack, he thought. However, the generd pattern was ill readable to apilot making anight landing.
Behind theintermediate lights, he could make out adark outline of the PBY,, stting forlornly on the
opposite side of the apron like anesting duck. The bullet damage to the Cataina s hull turned out to be
dight and the Hight Line Maintenance crew promised that they would begin repairsfirs thing in the
morning, the restoration taking three days. Colonel James Lewis, the base commanding officer, had
expressed his apologies at the delay, but he needed the bulk of the maintenance crew to work on the
damaged jets and the remaining C-133 Cargomaster. In the meantime, Pitt and Giordino eected to
accept the Colond's hospitality and stay at Brady Field, using the First Attempt’ swhae boat to commute
between the ship and shore. Thelast arrangement worked to everyone' s advantage since living quarters
aboard the First Attempt were cramped and at a premium.

“Kind of early for aswim, isn't it, buddy?’

The voice snapped Fitt from histhoughts, and he found himsalf standing under the white glare of
floodlights that were perched on top of the guard’ s shack at the main gate. The shack sat on a curb-lined
idand that divided theincoming and outgoing traffic and was just large enough for onemanto sitin. A
short, burly looking Air Policeman stepped from the doorway and eyed him closdly. “I couldn’t deep.”
Assoon ashesad it, Pitt felt foolish for not being more origind But whét the hell, he thought, it' sthe
truth.



“Can’'t say asl| blameyou,” said the AP. “ After dl that’ s happened today, I'd bered surprised if
anyone on the base was sound adeep.” The mere thought of deep triggered areflex, and the AP
yawned.

“Youmust get awfully bored, Stting out here donedl night,” said Aitt.

“Yeah, it gets pretty dull,” the AP said, hooking one hand in his Sam Browne belt and resting the other
on thegrip of a.45 Colt automatic, clinging to his hip. “If you' re going off base, you’ d better let me see
your pass.”

“Sorry, | don't have one,” Pitt had forgotten to ask Colond Lewisfor apassto get on and off Brady
Fedd.

A swaggering, tough look crossed the AP sface. “Then you' |l have to go back to the barracks and get
It.” He swatted at amoth that flapped by hisface, toward afloodlight.

“That would be awaste of time. | don’t even own apass,” said Fitt, smiling hdplesdy.

“Don’t play dumb with me, buddy. Nobody getsin or out of the gate without a pass.”

“l did.”

The AP s eyes became suspicious. “How did you manage that?’

“I flew In.”

A surprised look bit the AP. His eyes beamed in the brightness of the floods. Another passing moth lit
on hiswhite cap, but he did not noticeit. Then it burst from him. “Y ou' rethe pilot of that Catdinaflying
boat!”

“Guilty ascharged,” sad Fitt.

“Say, | want to shake your hand.” The AP slips opened in abig tooth displaying smile. “That wasthe
greatest piece of flying I’ ve ever seen.” Hethrust out a massive hand.

PFitt took the outstretched hand and winced. He had astrong grip of hisown, but it ssemed puny
compared to the AP’ s. “Thank you, but I'd have felt alot better about it if my opponent had crashed.”

“Oh hell, he couldn’t have gone far. That old junk pile was smoking up astorm when it crossed over the
hills”

“Maybe It crashed on the other Sde?’

“No chance. The colond had the whole Air Police squadron chasing al over theidand in jegps, looking
for it. He searched until dark, but didn’t spot a thing.” He appeared disgusted. “What redly pissed me off
was getting back to the base too late for the chow line.”

Aitt grinned. “It must have gone down in the sea, or ese made the mainland beforefdling.”

The AP shrugged his shoulders. “Could be. But onething’ sfor sure; it ain’t on Thasos. Y ou have my
personal guarantee on that.”



Aitt laughed. “ That’ s good enough for me.” He swung the towel over his shoulder and pulled a hissvim
trunks. “Well it' sbeen nicetakingtoyou. . .*

“Airman Second Class Moody, sir.”
“I'mMgor Ritt.”

The AP sface went blank. “Oh, I’'m sorry, gr. | didn’t know you were an officer. | thought you were
one of those civilianswith NUMA. I'll let you out thistime, Mgor, but I d gppreciateit if you got abase

jpass.

"I'll seetoit first thing after breskfast.”

“My replacement comes on at 0800. If you' re not back by then, I’ll leave word so hell let youin
without any trouble.”

“Thank you, Moody. PerhapsI’ll seeyou later.” Pitt waved and then turned and walked down the road
towards the beach.

Fitt kept to the right Side of the narrow paved road and in about amile cameto asmall covethat was
flanked by large craggy rocks. The moonlight showed him a path, and he took it until hisfeet crunched
softly in the sandy beach. He dropped the towd and walked to the tide line. A wave broke, and the
white of its crest did smoothly across the packed sand and licked his feet The dying wave hesitated for a
moment and then fdll back, forming the trough for the next crest There was barely a breath of wind, and
the gligening seawasrdatively calm. The moon cast its glow on the dark water and |eft ashaft of slver
thet traveled over the surface to the horizon where the sea and sky melted together into absolute
blackness. Pitt soaked up the warm stillness and moved into the water, swimming dong the silver shaft

Aninner feding always overcame Pitt when he was alone and near the sea. It was asthough hissoul
seeped out of his body, and he became athing without substance, without form. His mind was purified
and cleansed: dl mentd [abor ceased and dl thoughts vanished. He was only vagudly aware of hot and
cold, smdlls, touch, and al the other senses, except hearing. He listened to the nothingness of slence; the
greatest, but most unknown, treasure of man. Forgotten for the moment weredl hisfailures, dl his
victoriesand dl his loves, even lifeitsdf wasburied and logt in the ftilIness.

Helay dead and floated in the water for nearly an hour. Finaly, asmall swell dapped at hisface and he
unwittingly inhaled afew drops of salt water. He snorted, dispelling the discomfort and again became
aware of hisbodily sensations. Without watching his progress, he effortlesdy backstroked toward the
shore. When his hands arched and touched the dense sand, he stopped swimming and drifted onto the
beach like a piece of flotsam. Then he dragged himsdlf forward until he was only haf-out of the water,
letting it swirl around his legs and buttocks. The warm Aegean surf rose out of the dim light and flooded
up the beach, caressing his skin, and he dozed off.

The stars were beginning to blink out one by one with the pale light of the approaching dawn when an
inner darm sounded in Pitt’ sbrain, and he suddenly became dert to a presence. Instantly he was awake,
but he made no movement, other than peering through half-open eyes. He barely could make out a
shadowy form standing over him. Focusing and straining hiseyesinthefant light, he tried to distinguish a
detailed shape.

Sowly, an outline materidized. It was awoman.



“Good morning,” he said and sat up.
“Ohmy God,” the woman gasped. She threw a hand to her mouth asif to scream.

It was still too dark to see the wild look in her eyes, but Fitt knew it was there. “I’'m sorry,” he said
gently. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

The hand dowly dropped. Shejust stood there looking down at him. Finally she found her voice. “I... |
thought you were dead.” She ssammered the words softly.

“I can hardly blame you. | supposeif | stumbled on someone deeping in thetide at thistime of morning |
would think the samething.”

“Y ou gave me quite afrightful shock, you know, sitting up and talking like that.”

“Agan, my sincere apologies.” It suddenly occurred to Fitt that the woman was spesking English. Her
accent was decidedly British, but it had atrace of German. Heroseto hisfeet. “Please dlow meto
introduce mysdf; my nameisDirk Ritt.”

“I'mTeri,” shesad, “and | can't tell you how happy | am to see you dive and hedthy. Miger Aitt”
Shedidn't offer her last name, and Pitt didn’t pressfor it.

“Believe me, Teri, the pleasureisdl mine.” He pointed to the sand. “Won't you join me and help raise
thesun?’

She laughed. “Thank you, I'd like that But then again, | can hardly see you. For dl | know you might be
amongter or something.” There was anote of whimsy in her tone. “Can | trust you?’

“To be perfectly honest, no. | think it only fair to Warn you that I’ ve assaulted over two hundred
innocent virginsright here on thisvery spot.” Fitt’s humor was overly forward, but he knew it was agood
system for testing a fema € s persondity.

“Oh blimey, | would dearly loved to have been number two hundred and one, but I’ m not an innocent
virgin.” There was enough light now for Fitt to see the White of her teeth arched in agmile. “1 certainly
hope you won't hold that againgt me.”

“No, I’'m very broadminded about that sort of thing. But | must ask you to keep secret the fact that two
hundred and one wasn't pure as the driven snow. If it ever leaked out, my reputation as amonster would
be ruined.”

They both laughed and sat down together on Pitt’ stowe and talked while the hot sun reluctantly began
itsclimb over the Aegean Sea. Asthe blazing orange ball threw itsfirst golden rays over the shimmering
horizon, Pitt gazed a the woman in the new light and studied her closdly.

She was about thirty and wore ared bikini swim suit. The bikini was not the exaggerated brief kind,
even though the lower half began agood two inches below the navel. The materid had asatin sheento it
and clung tautly to her body like an outer layer of skin. Her figure was a beguiling mixture of grace and
firmness: the sscomach looked smooth and flat and the breasts were perfect, not too smal but not too
large and out of scale.



Her legswere long, creamy colored and dightly on the thin Sde. Pitt decided to overlook thisfaint
imperfection and swung hiseyesto her face. The profile was exquisite. Her festures possessed the
beauty and mystery of a Grecian statue and would have rated near perfection except for around
pockmark beside her right temple. Ordinarily the scar would have been covered by her shoulder length
black hair but she had thrown her head back as she watched the sunrise and the ebony strands angled
back behind her shoulders, touching the sand and reveding thethin blemish,

Suddenly she turned and caught Fitt’ s examining Stare.

“Y ou' re supposed to be watching the sunrise,” she said with abemused smile,

“I've seen sunrises before, but thisisthe first time I've ever come face to facewith alovely, genuine
Grecian Aphrodite.” Fitt could see her dark brown eyesflashing with enjoyment at his compliment.

“Thank you for the flattery, but Aphrodite was the Greek goddess of love and beauty, and I’ m only half
Greek.”

“Whet' sthe other half?’

“My father was German.”

“inthat case | must thank the gods that you look after your mother’ sside.”

She gave apouting glance. “Y ou’ d better not let my uncle hear you say that.”

“A typicd kraut?

“Yes, indeed. In fact he swhy | happen to be on Thasos.”

“Thenhecan't bedl bad,” Pitt said, admiring her hazel eyes. “ DO you live withhim?’

“No, actualy | was born here but | was raised in England. | suffered through school there and when |
waseghteen | fel in love with adashing motorcar sdlesman and married him.”

“I didn’t know car salesmen could be dashing.”

Sheignored his sarcastic remark and continued. “He loved to race cars on his time off, and he was good
at it too. Hewon tridlsand hill climbsand sporting car events,” She shrugged and began drawing circles
in the sand with her finger. Her voice became strange and husky. “ Then one weekend hewasracing a
supercharged MG. It wasraining, and he skidded off the course and hit atree. He was dead before |
could reach hisside”

Pitt sat sllent for aminute, staring at her sad face. “How long ago?’ he asked Smply.

“It' sbeen eight and ahdf yearsnow,” shereplied in awhisper.

PFitt felt dazed. Then anger set in. What awaste, he thought. What arotten waste for a beautiful woman
like her to grieve over adead man for nearly nine years. The more he thought about it the angrier he

became. He could see tears wdling in her eyes as she lost hersdf in the remembrance, and the sight
sickened him. He reached, over and gave her a hard backhand dap acrossthe face.



Her eyesjerked wide, and her whole body tensed from the sharp blow. It was as if shewas struck by a
bullet. “Why did you strike me?” she gasped.

“Because you needed it, needed it badly,” he Snapped. “ That torch you carry around isasworn out as
an overcoat. I’'m surprised someone has't taken you over aknee and spanked it off. So your husband
was dashing. So what? He' s dead and buried, and mourning over him for al these yearswon't resurrect
himfrom the grave. Lock away his memory somewhere and f orget him. Y ou’ re abeautiful woman—you
don’t belong chained to a coffin full of bones. Y ou belong to every man who turns and admiresyou as
you pass by and who longsto possessyou.” Pitt could see hiswords were penetrating her weak
defenses. “Now you think about it. It syour life. Don't throw it away and play ‘ Camille until you're
withered and gray.”

Her face was distraught in the morning sun, and her breeth camein sobs. Fitt |et her cry for along time.
When shefindly raised her head and turned it towards him, he could see that her cheeks were streaked
with tears, mixed with tiny grains of sand, clinging to the wetness. Shelooked up a him, and he caught
the gleam in her eyes. They were soft and scared-looking, like alittle girl’s” Helifted her inhisarmsand
kissed her. Her lips were warm and moist.

“When wasthe last time you had aman?’ he whispered .

“Not since.. ." Her voicetrailed away.

Pitt took her asthe long shadows of the rocks crept upward over the beach, shidding their bodiesfrom
the sun. A flight of sandpipers circled overhead and descended upon the damp sand at the water’ s edge.
They scurried back and forth, playing tag with the surf. Every so often one of the birdswould cast a
beady eye at the two loversin the shade, staring for afleeting instant before returning to the chore of
stabbing itslong curved beak in the sand for food.

The shadows shortened as the sun rose higher in the sky. A fishing boat chugged by ahundred yards
from the end of the rocks.

The fishermen, dropping their nets in the water, were too busy to notice anything unusud on the shore.
At last Aitt drew back and gazed down at Teri’s serene and smiling face.

“I don’'t know whether to ask for your thanks or your forgiveness,” he said softly.

“Pease accept them both along with my blessing,” she murmured.

He kissed her lightly on the eyes. “ See what you' ve been missing dl these years” he said grinning.

“| agree. Y ou' ve certainly shown me awonderful antidote for my depression.”

“| dways prescribe seduction. It's guaranteed to cure any and al rare maladies and common alments.”
“And what isyour fee, doctor?’ she said, accompanied with afeminine giggle.

“Condderitpadinfull.”

“You're not going to get off that easly. | must indgst you come to my uncle’' s house for dinner tonight.”



“| shal consider it an honor,” he said. “What time and how do | get there?’

“I'll have my unclée sdriver pick you up at the entrance to Brady Field a 6 o' clock.”

Pitt’ seyebrows raised. “What makes you think I’ m stationed at Brady Field?’

“Y ou're obvioudy an American and that’ swhere al the Americansontheidand are.” Teri grasped his
hand and pressed it to her face. “Tell me about your-self. What type of job do you perform in your Air
Force? Do you fly? Are you an officer?’

Pitt did his best to look serious. “I' m the base garbage collector.”

Her eyes opened wide in surprise. “ Are you redly? Y ou’ re much too intelligent to be agarbage
collector.”

She looked into his strong tan face and hisintense green eyes. “Oh well, | won't hold your occupation
againgt you. Have you been promoted to sergeant yet?

“No. I’ve never been a sergeant”

Suddenly abright flash in the rocks about two hundred feet away caught Pitt’s attention. A shiny object
reflected the sun’ sraysfor a brief instant He watched the areawhere the glint had shown but could
detect no further flash or movement.

Teri felt him tense. “Is something the matter?’ she asked.

“No, nothing,” Ritt lied. “1 thought | saw something floating in the water, but it’ s disappeared now. He
looked at her upraised face, and hiseyesturned devilish. “Well I’ d better be getting back to the base,
I’vegot alot of garbage to collect”

“| should return aso. My uncle will probably wonder what happened to me.”

“Areyou going totel him?’

“Don't beslly,” shelaughed. She stood up and brushed the sand from her body and adjusted the bikini.

Pitt smiled, getting to hisfeet. “Why isit women aways seem so shy and demure before they’ ve been
laid yet so sparkling and carefree after?”’

She shrugged lightheartedly. “1 guessit’ s because sex releases dl our frudtrations and makes usfed
earthy.” Her brown eyesflashed with intengty. “Y ou see, we women have animal ingtinctstoo.”

Aitt playfully dapped her on the buttocks. “ Come on, I'll walk you home.”

“You'vegot along wak. My uncl€ svillaisin the mountains behind Liminas”

“Where are the mountains and whereis Liminas?’

“Liminasisasmdl village about sx milesup theroad,” she said pointing north. “But | don’t understand

what you mean by asking about the mountains? Her pointing hand swung toward the inland dopesamile
behind the road. “What do you cal those?’



“In Cdifornia, where | come from, we cal anything under three thousand feet of devation hills”
“You Yanksare dways bragging.”

“It' sagrest American pasime.”

They leisurely waked up the path from the cove.

On the shoulder, off to one side of the blacktop, sat asporty little open-top Mini-Cooper. The British
racing green paint on thetiny car was barely visible beneath an outer coating of Thasas dust

“How do you like my smashing Grand Prix racing car?’ Teri asked proudly. Fitt laughed; not so much at
her exaggerated statement but rather the British use of the word smashing in referenceto acar. “By jove,
that' sabit of dl right,” he said, mimicking her nativeterminology. “Isit yours?’

“Yes, | purchased it new in London just last month and droveit al theway from Le Havre.”
“How long will you be staying with your uncle?

“1 took athree month holiday so I'll be here at least another six weeks. Then I’'m going to return home
by boat. The drive across the continent was fun but far tootiring.”

Pitt opened the door for her, and she did behind the steering whedl. She groped under the front seet for
amoment and pulled out a set of keys. Sheinserted one in theignition and sarted theengine. The
exhaust coughed once and then blasted forth with anasty little growl.

He leaned on the dusty door and lightly kissed her.
“I hope your uncle won't be waiting for me with ashotgun.”

“Don’'t worry, he'll probably talk your arm off. He likes Air Force men. Hewas a flyer inthe First
World War.”

“Don'ttdl me,” Fitt said sarcadticdly. “I bet he claimsto have flown with Richthofen.”
“Oh no, he was never in France. He fought right herein Greece.”

Pitt’s sarcasm vanished and a cold, eerie feding came over him. He gripped the doorframe until his
knuckles turned white. “Has your uncle ever mentioned . . . Kurt Heibert?

“Many times. They used to fly patrolstogether.” She shoved the gearshift into first. Then she smiled and
waved. “ See you tonight. Now don’t be late, cheery bye”

Before Pitt could say another word, the midget car leapt up the road. He watched it snarl off into the
distance toward the north. The dusty green blur passed over acrest of pavement and the last thing he
saw was Teri’ sblack hair whipping in thewind. Already it was beginning to get uncomfortably hot. Idly,
he turned and began walking back to the airfield. He stepped on a sharp object with his bare foot and
Cursed under his breath while he hopped about on one leg trying to remove a smdl burr. Jerking it from
hished angrily, heflipped it in aroadsde bush. He was carefully watching the ground to avoid another
gting when he noticed a set of footprints. Whoever made them had. been wearing hobnailed soles.



Aitt kndt and studied the indentations. He could easily distinguish hisand Teri’ s prints since they had
both been barefoot. His mouth twisted grimly. In severa places, the shoe prints covered the bare ones.
Someone had followed Teri toward the beach, he reasoned. He raised one hand, and shielded his eyes,
looking at the sun. It was il quite early so he decided to pursue thetrail. The tracks led half-way down
the path and then veered off in the direction of the rocks. Here the trail ended so he scrambled over the
hard craggy surface and picked up the scent again on the other side. The tracks angled back to the road,
only further away from the path thistime. A branch scraped athorny limb across Ritt’ sarm, drawing thin
lines of blood, but he was not aware of it. He was beginning to sweat when he stepped back on the road.
At last the hobnailed prints ended and heavy tire tracks began. Thetire stread |eft apeculiar set of
diamond-shaped patternsin the dirt beside the pavement. Therewas no traffic visible in either direction
s0 Fitt camly laid thetowel down in the center of the road, sat on it and began to re-enact the scenein
his mind.

Whoever shadowed Teri had parked here, walked back to her car and then followed her down the
path. But before reaching the beach, the stalker must have heard voices o he turned and made his way
In the darkness to the rocks where he hid, spying on the girl and Fitt. After it became light from the
dawn, theintruder returned to the road, using the rocksto conced his movements, It was an elementary
puzzle, and it fit neatly together, except for the fact that three pieces were missing. Why had Teri been
followed and by whom? A thought occurred to Pitt and he smiled to himself. The Smple answer was very
likely alocal peeping tom. If that were the case the observer got more than he bargained for. A knot
formed in Aitt’ s somach. It was the third missing piece that bothered him the most. Somethingin his
logical mind would not jell. Helooked over at thetire tracks again. They weretoo large for an ordinary
car. They could only come from amore massive vehicle, say atruck. His eyes narrowed, and hisbrain
began to churn. He wouldn’t have heard Teri drive up because he was adeep. And the truck had
probably coasted to a stop, noisalesdy.

Pitt’ sintent gaze turned from the diamond tread tire tracks to the beach. The tide was creeping over the
sand and erasing dl signs of recent human activity. He gauged the distance from the road to the beach
and began to term the problem in the manner of afifth grade school teacher.

If atruck isat point A, and two people are on the beach 250 feet away at point B, why wouldn't the
two people on the beach hear the truck start its engine in the sllence of early morning?

The answer euded him, so Fitt shrugged and gave up. He shook out the towel and wrapping it around
his neck, walked back aong the deserted road toward the main gate, whistling, “It' saL.ong Road to

Tipperary.”

3

The young blond crewman cast off the lines, and the little twenty-six foot double-ended whal eboat
surged duggishly away from the makeshift dock near Brady Field. setting a course over the blue carpet
of water toward the First Attempt. The throbbing four-cylinder Buda engine pushed the sturdy boat long
a eght knots and cast the familiar nautical stink of diesel fumes over the deck. It was afew minutesto
nine now, and the sun was hotter and even adight breeze from the sea offered no relief.

Pitt stood and watched the shore recede until the dock became a dirty speck on the surf line. Thenhe
hoisted his one hundred and ninety pounds onto the high tubular railing that circled the stern and sat with
his buttocks hanging precarioudy over the boat’ s frothing white wake. From his unusual position he could
fed the pulsations from the shaft, and by looking straight down, he could seethe propd ler drill itsway
through the water. The whaleboat was only a quarter of amile from the First Attempt when Fitt noticed



the young crewman a the hedm eyeing him with amild look of respect.

“Excuse me, gr, but you look like you' ve spent sometimein adouble-ender.” The blond crewman
nodded at Fitt’ s seet on therailing. The young man had an academic air about him that implied scientific
intelligence. Well tanned from the Aegean sun, he wore Bermuda shorts and nothing el se except along,
sparse, yellow beard.

Pitt wrapped a hand around the stern light staff for support and groped in a breast pocket with his other
hand for acigarette. “| used to have onewhen | wasin high school,” he said casudly.

“Y ou must have lived near the water,” said the young crewman.
“Newport Beach, Cdifornia”

“That’ sagreat place. | used to drive up there dl the timewhen | wastaking post graduate courses at
Scrippsin Ladolla” The young crewman cracked a crooked smile, “Man oh man, wasthat ever agrest
placefor girls. Y ou must have had abal growing up there.”

“I could think of worse placesto go through puberty.” Aslong asthe young man wastaking fredy, Aitt
switched the subject. “ Tl me, what sort of trouble have you been having on the project?’

“Everything went finefor the first couple of weeks, but as soon aswe found a promising location to
investigate, things turned sour and we' ve had nothing but rotten luck since.”

“For ingtance?’

“Mostly equipment failure; broken cables, missing and damaged parts, generator break-downs, you
know, things likethat.”

They were nearing the First Attempt now and the Y oung crewman turned back to the hdmand
maneuvered the smal boat aong side of the boarding ladder.

Pitt stood and looked up at the larger vessdl, surveying its outward gppearance. By maritime standards
shewasasmal ship; eight hundred twenty tons, one hundred fifty-two feet in length overall. Her ked
was origindly laid on an ocean-going tug in the Dutch shipyards of Rotterdam before World War 1.
Immediately after the Germans invaded the lowlands, her crew Slipped her away to England where she
performed outstanding and meritorious service throughout the war, towing torpedoed and crippled ships
into the British port of Liverpool under the noses of Nazi U-boats. After the end of European hodtilities,
her tired and battered hull was traded by the Dutch Government to the U.S. Navy, who promptly
enlisted her in the mothball fleet a Olympia, Washington. There she sat for twenty-five long years,
deeping under agray plastic cocoon. Then the newly formed Nationa Underwater Marine Agency
purchased her remains from the Navy and converted her to amodern oceanographic vessd, rechristening
her the First Attempt.

Aitt squinted from the bright glare of the white paint, coating the ship from stem to stern staff. He climbed
the boarding ladder and was greeted on the deck by an old friend, Commander Rudi Gunn, the skipper
and project director of the ship.

“You look hedthy,” said Gunn unsmilingly, “except for your blood-shot eyes.” He reached for a
cigarette. Before helit it, he offered one to Pitt, who shook his head and held up onein hishand.



“I hear you' ve got problems,” said Fitt.

Gunn’sfaceturned grim. “You' redamn right | do,” he snapped. “1 didn’t ask Admira Sandecker to
send you dl theway from Washington just for fun and games”

Pitt’ s eyebrows went up in surprise. This sudden harshness did not fit Gunn. Under normal
circumgtances the little commander was awarm and humorous person. “Take it easy, Rudi,” said Fitt
softly. “Let’ sget out of the sun, and you can brief me on what thismessisall about”

Gunn removed his horned rimmed glasses and rubbed awrinkled handkerchief across hisforehead.

“I'm sorry, Dirk, it' sjust that I’ ve never seen so many things go wrong at one time. It'shighly frustrating
after dl the planning that went into this project. | guessit’ s beginning to make meirritable ashell. Even
the crew has noticeably avoided me the last three days.”

PFitt placed an arm on the shorter man’ s shoulders and grinned. “1 promise not to avoid you evenif you
areanasty little bastard.”

Gunn looked blank for amoment, and then a sense of relief seemed to flood his eyes, and he flung back
his head and laughed. “ Thank God you' re here,” be gripped Fitt' sarm tightly. “Y ou may not solve any
mysteries, but at least I'll fed ahell of alot better just having you around.” He turned and pointed toward
the bow. “Come dong, my cabinisup forward.”

Aitt followed Gunn up a steep ladder to the next deck and into asmall cabin that must have been
designed by a closet-maker. The only comfort, and it was a large one, was a cool blast of air that emitted
from an overhead ventilator. He stood in front of the opening for amoment and soaked in the cool
breeze. Then he straddled a chair and leaned his arms across the top of the backrest, waiting for Gunn to
givethe briefing.

Gunn closed the porthole and remained standing. “Before | begin, let me ask you what you know about
our Aegean expedition?’

“I only heard that the First Attempt was researching the Mediterranean for zoological purposes.”

Gunn stared at him, shocked. “Didn’t the admira supply you with any detailed data concerning this
project before you left Washington?”

Fitt lit another cigarette. “What makes you think that | came straight from the Capitd ?”’
“I don’'t know,” Gunn said hesitantly. “I only assumed that you'. . .

Aitt stopped him with agrin. “I haven't been anywhere near the Statesin over four months.” He exhded
apuff of smoke toward the ventilator and watched the blue haze swirl into nothingness. * Sandecker’s
message to you smply stated that he was sending me directly to Thasos. He obvioudy neglected to
mention wherel was coming from and when | would arrive. Therefore, you expected me to come
soaring out of the blue sky four daysago.”

“Agan, I'm sorry,” Gunn said shrugging. “Y ou' reright, of course. | figured two days at the most for that
old tin duck of yoursto fly from the Capital. When you findly flew into that fiasco at Brady Field
yesterday you were dready four dayslate by my schedule”



“It couldn’'t be helped. Giordino and | were ordered to airlift suppliesinto an ice probe station, camped
on anicefloe north of Spitzbergen. Right after we landed, ablizzard hit and grounded usfor over
seventy-two hours.”

Gunn laughed. “Y ou certainly flew from one extreme in temperature to another.” Ritt didn’t answer, but
merely amiled.

Gunn pulled open the top drawer of a small compact desk and handed Pitt alarge manilaenve ope that
contained severa drawings of astrange looking fish. “Y ou ever see anything like thisbefore?’

Pitt looked down at the drawings. Most of them were different artist’ s conceptions of the samefish, and
yet each varied in details. Thefirst was an ancient Greek illustration on the sde of avase. Another had
obvioudy been part of a Roman fresco. He noted that two of them were more modern. stylized
drawings, depicting thefish in aseries of movements. Thelast was a photograph of afossil imbedded in
sandstone. Pitt looked up at Gunn questioningly.

Gunn handed him amagnifying glass. “Here, take a closer ook through this.” Fitt adjusted the height of
thethick glass and scrutinized each picture. At first glance the fish looked similar in Sze and shapeto the
Bluefin Tuna, but on closer inspection, the bottom pelvic finstook on the appearance of smdl jointed
webbed feet. There were two moreidentical limbslocated just in front of the dorsd fin.

Hewhigtled softly. “Thisisaweird specimen, Rudi. What do you cal it?” “I can’t pronounce the Latin
name, but the scientists aboard the Firgt Attempt have affectionately nicknamed it the Teaser.”

“Why isthat?”

“Because, by every law of nature that fish should have become extinct over two hundred million years
ago. But asyou can see by the drawings. men gill claim they have seen it. Every fifty or sixty years

there' sarash of sightings, but unfortunately for science, a Teaser has yet to be caught.” Gunn glanced at
Aitt and looked away again. “If thereis such afish, it must bear acharmed life. Thereareliterdly
hundreds of accounts of fishermen and scientissswho look you in the eye with agtraight face and say they
had a Teaser on ahook or in a net, but before the fish could be hauled on board it escaped. Every
zoologig in theworld would give hisleft testicle to obtain alive, or even dead Teaser.”

Pitt mashed out his cigarette in an ashiray. “What makesthis particular fish so important?

Gunn held up the drawings. “ Notice that the artists couldn’t agree on the outer layer of skin. They
illustrate tiny scales, smooth porpoise-like skin, and one even brushed in akind of furry hidelike asea
lion. Now, if you take the possibility of hairy skin, together with the limb extensions, it may be we have
the dim beginnings of thefirs mamma.”

“True, but if the skin were smooth you' d have nothing more than an early reptile. The earth was covered
with them back in those days.”

Gunn’s eyes mirrored a confident look. “The next point to consider isthat the Teaserslived inwarm
shallow water, and every recorded sighting took place no more than three milesfrom shore, and they all
occurred right herein the eastern Mediterranean where the average surface temperature seldom drops
below sixty-two degrees Fahrenheit.”

“So what does that prove?’ asked Pitt.



“Nothing solid, but since primitive mamma life survives better in milder climates, it lends alittle support
to the posshility that they might have survived to the present.”

Pitt stared at Gunn thoughtfully. “I’m sorry, Rudi. Y ou till haven't sold me.”
“I knew you were a hard head,” said Gunn.

“That'swhy | |eft the most interesting part till last.” He paused and removed his glasses and rubbed the
lenses With a piece of Kleenex. Then he replaced the black rims over his hawkish nose. He continued
gpesking asif lost inadream. “During the Triassic Period in geologicd time, and before the Himalayas
and the Alpsrose, agreat sea swept over what isnow Tibet and India. 1t also extended over Centra
Europe and ended in the North Sea. Geologists call this once great body of water, the Sea of Tethys. All
that remains of it today isthe Black, the Caspian and the Mediterranean Sess.”

“You'll haveto pardon my ignorance of geologica time eras,” Fitt interrupted, “but when did the Triassic
Period take place?’

“Between one hundred eighty and two hundred thirty million yearsago,” replied Gunn. “During thistime
an important evol utionary advance occurred in the vertebrate animals as the reptiles demonstrated a great
leap over their more primitive ancestors. Some of the marine reptiles attained alength of twenty-three
feet and were very tough customers. The most noteworthy event was theintroduction of thefirst true
dinosaurs, who even learned to walk on their hind legs and use their tailsfor akind of cane.”

PFitt leaned back and stretched hislegs. “I thought that the era of the dinosaurs occurred much later.”

Gunn laughed. “Y ou’ ve seen too many old movies. Y ou’ re undoubtedly thinking of the behemoths that
were always portrayed in the early sciencefiction films, menacing atribe of hairy cavemen. They never
faled to have aforty ton Brontosaurus or aferocious Tyrannosaurus or aflying Pteranodon chasing a
haf-nude, big-fitted heroine through aprimeva jungle. Actudly these more commonly known dinosaurs
roamed the earth and became extinct sixty million years before man appeared.”

“Where does your freak fish fit into the picture?’

“Imagine, if youwill, athree foot Teaser fish who lived, cavorted, made love and finaly died somewhere
in the Sea of Tethys. Nothing and no one took notice as this obscure creature’ s body dowly sank to the
red mud of the seabed. The unmarked grave was covered over with sediments which hardened into
sandstone and |eft athin film of carbon. It wasthistrace of carbon that etched and outlined the Teaser’s
tissue and bone structure into the surrounding strata.” The years passed and turned into millenniums. And
the millenniums became eons, until one warm spring day, two hundred million yearslater, afarmer in the
Audrian town of Neunkirchen struck his plow against ahard surface. And presto, our Teaser fish, though
now anear perfect fossilized version, once again returned to the light.” Gunn hesitated and ran hishand
through ahead of thinning hair. His face looked drawn and tired, but his eyes burned with excitement as
he spoke of the Teaser. “One vital dement you must remember; when the Teaser died there were no
birds and bees, no hair bearing mammas, no delicate butterflies, even flowers had not yet appeared on
the earth.”

Pitt studied the photograph of the fossil again. “It doesn’t seem possible that any living thing could
survivethislong without going through drastic evolutionary changes.”

“Incredible? Y es; but it has happened before. The shark has been with usfor three hundred and fifty
million years. The Horseshoe Crab has existed virtualy unchanged over two hundred million years. Then,



of course, we have the classic example; the Codacanth.”

“Yes, | heard of it,” said Fitt. “ That was the fish believed extinct for seventy million yearsuntil they began
to be found off the coast of east Africa”

Gunn nodded. “ The Codlacanth was a sensational and important find at the time, but nothing compared
to what the scientific world would gain if we could drop a Teaser initslap.” Gunn paused for amoment
to light another cigarette. His eyes betrayed the gleam of total absorption. “The whole thing boils down to

this; the Teaser could be an early link in the evolution of mammals, and that Includes man. What | didn’t
tell you wasthat thefossil found in Austria shows definite mamma characterigticsin itsanatomy. The
protruding limbs and other features of itsinternd organs, placeit in a perfect evolutionary lineto advance
inagenerd pattern toward the devel opment of humans and animals.”

Aitt idly glanced at the pictures again. “If thisso caled living fossil is Hill floating around inits original
form, how could it evolve into an advanced stage?”’

“Any plant or animal speciesislikeardated family,” Gunn replied. “ One branch may produce offspring
who are uniform in Size and shape, while the cousins over on the other sde of the mountain produce a
race of giantswith two heads and four arms.”

Pitt was getting restless. He opened the door and walked out onto the deck. The hot ar struck him like
acloud of steam and hewinced. All thisexpense and al these men swesting their asses off to catch a
ginking fish, he thought. Who the hdll caresif our ancestors were apes or fish—what difference did it
make? At the rate mankind was racing toward self-destruction, it would probably be extinct in another
thousand years or less anyway. He turned back to the darkened doorway and faced Gunn.

“Ok,” Pitt said dowly. “1 know what you and your boatload of academic brains are searching for. Now
the only questionin my mind iswhere do | comein?If you' re having trouble with broken cables, faulty
generators or missing tools, you don’'t need me, you need a good mechanic who knows how to take care
of his equipment.”

Gunn’ sface looked puzzled for amoment, then he grinned. “| seethat you' ve been pumping information
out of Dr. Knight.”

“Dr. Knight?’

“Yes, Ken Knight, the young fellow who picked you up in the whaleboat this morning. He squitea
brilliant marine geophyscis.”

“That' san impressive description,” said Fitt. * He seemed friendly enough during the boat ride, but he
hardly struck me asbrilliant.”

The hegt outs de was becoming unbearable and the metd railing gleamed ominoudy. Aitt. not thinking,
put his hand on the metd and ingtantly cursed as aburning sting etched his palm. Suddenly the pain set off
animmensefeding of irritation Within him and he returned to the cabin, damming the door. “Let’ sskip dl
thiscrap,” Pitt sngpped sharply. “ Just tell me what miracle I’ m supposed to perform that puts a Teaser
over your fireplaceand I'll get to work.” He stretched out in Gunn’s bunk and took a deep breath and
relaxed as the coolness of the stateroom calmed him once more. He glanced across the room at Gunn.
Gunn' sface was expressionless, but Fitt knew him well enough to perceive his discomfort. Fitt smiled
and reached over and gripped Gunn on the shoulder. “I don’t wish to appear mercenary. but if you want
meto join your little crew of scientific piratesit’'sgoing to cost you adrink. All thistalk makesaman



pretty damn thirsty.”

Gunn laughed with relief and caled over hisintercom for someice from the ship’'sgdley. Thenhe
produced a bottle of Chivac Rega and two glasses from his bottom desk drawer. *While we re waiting
for theice, you might scan this report | wrote concerning our equipment malfunctions.” He passed a
ydlow folder to Fitt. “I" ve covered every incident in detail and chronologica order. In the beginning |
thought it was merely accidents or bad luck, but now it'sgone far beyond the relm of mere
coincidence.”

“Have you any proof of tampering or sabotage?’ asked Fitt.
“None whatsoever.”

“The broken cable that Knight mentioned, wasit cut?'Gunn shrugged. “ No, the ends were frayed, but
that' sanother mygtery. I'll explainit to you.” Gunn paused and flicked an ash from his cigarette. “We
work with asafety margin of five-to-one. For example; if the specifications of a cable state thereisa
danger of breakage with astress of twenty-five thousand pounds or above, we will never place astress
onit higher than five thousand pounds. Because of thislarge safety factor NUMA hasyet to have asingle

fatality on aproject.

Lives are more important to us than scientific discovery. Underwater exploration isarisky busnessand
thelist islong with the names of men before uswho have died trying to pry new secrets from the seas.”

“What was the safety margin when your cable Parted?”’

“1 was getting to that. It was nearly six-to-one. We Only had afour thousand pound stresson it at the
time. It was extremely fortunate that no one was injured from the whiplash of the cable when it snapped”

“May | seethe cable?’
“Yes, I've had the parted ends cut from the main sections and saved for your arriva.”

A loud knock echoed from the door and ayoung red-haired boy, no more than eighteen or nineteen,
entered the cabin, carrying asmall bucket of ice. He sat it on the desk and turned and faced Gunn. “Can
| get you anything else, Sir?” “Yes, asamatter of fact, you can,” said Gunn. “Run down to the
maintenance deck and find the cable sectionsthat broke recently and bring them back hereto me”

“Yesdr.” Theboy did an abrupt about-face and hurried from the cabin.
“One of the crew members?’ asked Fitt.

Gunn dropped the icein the glasses and poured in the scotch. He passed aglass to Aitt. “Yes, we have
eight crew members and fourteen scientists on board.”

Pitt swirled the yellow liquid around the ice cubes.

“Could any one of those twenty-two men be responsible for your problems?’ Gunn shook his head.
“I’ve thought about that, I’ ve even dreamed about it, and I’ ve analyzed each man’ s personnel record at
least fifty times, and | can’t see what possible maotive any of them might have for hindering the project.”
Gunn paused to sp hisdrink. “No, I’'m certain my opposition comes from another source. Someone
inexplicably wantsto stop us from catching afish that might not even exist.”



The boy soon returned with the two halves of the broken cable. He handed the braided stedl to Gunn
and left the cabin, closing the door after him. Pitt took another drink from his scotch and climbed from
the bunk. He set the glass on Gunn’sdesk’ . and lifted the cable in his hands, examining the ends closdly.

It looked like any other greasy stedl cable. Each piece was about two feet in length and contained
twenty-four hundred strands that were braided into a standard five-eighth-inch diameter. The cablewas
not broken in acompact area. The breaks were spread over afifteen inch distance that gave both frayed
wires the appearance of apair of uneven, unwound horsetails.

Something caught Fitt’ s eye. and he took the magnifying glass and peered through the heavy lens. His
eyesglinted with intensity and hislips dowly spread into agrin of smug satisfaction. The old fedlings of
excitement and intrigue began to course through hisveins. This might turn out to be an interesting
operation after dl, hethought.

“See anything? asked Gunn.

“Yes, agreat ded,” replied Pitt. “ Somewhere dong the line you' ve found yourself an enemy who
does't want you fishing around in histerritory."

Gunn became flushed and his eyes opened wide. “What did you find?’

“This cable was purposely cut,” said Pitt. Hisvoice was very cold.

“What do you mean: cut,” cried Gunn. *Where do you see evidence of human tampering?’

Pitt held up the magnifying glass for Gunn. “Notice how the breaks spiral down and bend inward toward
the core? And see how the strands have a smashed appearance. If a cable of thisdiameter is pulled a
each end until it sngps, the strands are clean and the ends have atendency to point out and away from
the core. That didn’t happen here.”

Guns stared at the shattered cable. “I don’t understand. What could have caused this?’

Aitt looked thoughtful for amoment. “My guessis Primacord.”

Gunn was stunned. His eyes flew wide behind the big glasses. “ Y ou can't be serious? |an't that an
explogve?’

“Yesitis” Pitt said camly. “Primacord looks like string or rope and can be madein any thickness.
mainly, it'sused for blasting down trees and setting off different groups of distantly spaced explosives at
he sametime. It reacts like aburning fuse except that it moves and bursts rapidly, amost with the speed

of light”

“But how could anyone plant explosives under the ship without being seen.. The water iscrysta clear in
thisarea. Vighility isover one hundred feet. One of the scientists or crew members would have seen any
intruder. . . Not to mention hearing the sound of an exploson.”

“Before| attempt to answer that, let me ask you two questions. What equipment was attached to the
cable when it parted? And at what time did you discover the break?’

“The cable was connected to the underwater decompression chamber. The divers have been working at



one hundred and eighty feet and it has become necessary to begin decompression underwater for long
periods of timeto prevent the bends. We discovered the broken cable at about 0700 in the morning right
after breskfast.” “I take it that you left the chamber in the water overnight?’

“No,” replied Gunn. “It’ s our habit to lower the chamber before dawn so it’ll be in place and ready to
receive thediversin case of an early morning emergency.”

“There' syour answer!” Pitt exclaimed. “ Someone swam under cover of the predawn darknessto the
cable and st off the Primacord. Vishility may be one. hundred feet after the sun comes up but at night
it' slessthan onefoot.”

“ And the noise from the blat?’

“Elementary my dear Gunn,” Ritt grinned. “I should guessthat asmall amount of Primacord detonating at
gpproximately eighty feet of depth would sound very similar to a sonic boom from one of Brady Field's
F-105 Starfires.”

Gunslooked at Pitt with respect. It was basicdly a sound theory, and obvioudy there waslittle he could
think of to debate about His forehead creased, “Where do we go from here?’

Pitt downed the scotch and banged the glass onto Gunn’sdesk. “Y ou just stay in the briny and fish for
your Teaser. I'm going back to theidand and try my hand at alittle hunting. There may be atie-in with
your disruptions and the attack on Brady yesterday, and the next step will be to find who' s behind this
mess and what their motives are.”

Suddenly the door burst open and a man legped into the cabin. He wore only a pair of abbreviated swim
trunks and awide bdlt, containing aknife and anylon net bag. His wet, sun-bleached hair was streaked
with whitish yelow and freckles dotted his nose and chest.

As he stood there, the water dripped to the carpet around hisfeet in spreading dark stains.
“Commander Gunn,” he shouted excitedly. “1’ ve seen one! I’ ve actualy seen a Teaser, not more than ten
feet in front of my mask.”

Gunsjumped to hisfeet. “Are you sure? Did you get acloselook a him?’

“Better than that, gir, | took a picture of him.”

Thefreckle-nosed man stood there, grinning with every available tooth. “If only | had aspear gun, |
might have got him, but | was shooting cora formations with my camerainstead.”

“Quick,” sngpped Gunn. “Get that film to the lab and have it developed.”

“Yesdr.” Thefdlow turned and dashed out of the door, Spraying Pitt with a few drops of saltwater as
he passed.

Guns sface had ahappy but determined look.

‘My God. To think | was about to give up, throw my tail between my legs and set a course for home,
Now, dammit, I’m going to stay anchored here until | die of old age or catch a Teaser.” Hiseyes
twinkled as he glanced a Fitt. ‘Well, Mgor, what do you think of that?’



Aitt merely shrugged. “Personaly, | prefer angling for girls.” With very little effort his mind dropped the
business at hand and formed atantdizing picture of Teri standing on the beach in her red bikini.

4

It was afew minutes past five when Pitt arrived back at his quarters on Brady Field. Within seconds of
discarding his sticky dothing, hewasfirmly entrenched on his back in anarrow shower sal. It wasa
tight fit; hishead was crooked into one corner, his back pressed flat on the wet tile floor, and hishary
legs and feet thrust upward on aninety degree angle in the opposite corner.

To anyone who might have peeked, it looked like a contorted and bone torturing position, but Fitt found
it thoroughly comfortable and immensdy satisfying. When time dlowed, he dways rlaxed in the shower
inthis manner. Sometimes he dozed off, but mostly he used the smulated rainy atmosphere and the
solitudeto think. At thismoment his mind smmered with amultitude of perplexing questions.

He mentaly juggled the facts and unknowns together, seeking a pattern and trying to concentrate on the
most important problems. 1t was no use. Hismind euded his grasp and stubbornly chewed on the minor
and inconsequentid riddle of the noisaesstruck by the beach.

For some inexplicable reason the riddle irritated him and he endeavored vainly to shakeit, but it
remained. Finally he gaveinto it and closed his eyes and recreated the scene, hoping to visudize asign
or solution.

Suddenly ablurred form appeared on the other side of the shower door.

“Hdlointhe shower,” Giordino’' s voice rumbled over the running water. “Y ou’' ve been in there nearly
half an hour. Y ou must be thoroughly water-logged by now.”

Pitt resgned himsdf to the interruption and reached up and turned the faucet to off.

“Y ou better hurry,” Giordino shouted. Then it occurred to him that the water was no longer running. He
lowered hisvoice. “Colond Lewisison hisway over— he'll be here any second.

Aitt sighed. Pushing his body to agtting position, he awkwardly struggled to hisfeet, nearly dipping on
thedick tilefloor. A towel saled over the shower door, faling in folds around his head. The mere thought
of being prodded and pushed in order to impress ahigher ranking officer made the hairs on his neck
bristle. He glared through the fuzzy glass pand.

“Tel Colond Lewishe can play with himself while hewaits.” Hisvoice had a nicefrogt toiit. “I’ll come
out when | damnwell fed likeit,” he said succinctly. “Now get the hell out of my bathroom, you bastard,
before | cram a bar of sogp up your anal canal.” Abruptly, Fitt felt his checks heating. He hadn't redly
meant to berudeto hisold friend. Immediately sorry. hefelt awave of guilt “I’m sorry, Al. My mind was
esawhere”

“Forget it.” Without another word Giordino shrugged and | eft the bathroom, closing the door behind
him. Ritt briskly dried hislean body and then shaved. After hefinished, he blew the tiny black hairs out of
the Cordless dectric shaver and patted his face with British Sterling after shave lotion. When he stepped
into the bedroom, Giordino and Colond Lewiswerewaiting.

Lewis sat on the edge of the bed and twisted one end of an immense red handlebar moustache. Hislarge
rosy face and twinkling blue eyes dong with the large bush on his upper lip gave him the appearance of a



jolly lumberjack. Hismovements and his speech werergpid, dmost jerky, giving Fitt the impression that
the Colond had apound of ground glassin his crotch.

“Sorry to break in onyou likethis,” boomed Lewis. “But I'm interested in knowing whether or not
you' ve run onto anything substantial concerning the attack yesterday.”

Pitt was nude, but he didn’t give adamn. "No, nothing positive. I’ ve several hunches and a couple of
ideas, but very few absolute factsto build an airtight casewith.”

“I was hoping you might have sumbled on alead. My Air Investigation Squadron has struck out.”
“Have you found any remains of the Albatros? asked Pitt.

Lewis rubbed a hand across his swesty forehead. “If that old crate crashed into the ses, it left no trace;
not even asmdl oil dick. It and itspilot must have vanished into thinair.”

"Maybe it reached the mainland,” said Giordino. “Negetive,” replied Lewis. “We can't find asoul over
there who saw it going or coming.”

Giordino nodded in agreement. “An old plane painted bright yellow with atop speed of only one
hundred and three miles an hour couldn’t help but be noticed if it crossed over the dtrait into Macedonia”

Lewistook out apackage of cigarettes. “What redly confuses meisthe fact that the attack waswell
planned and executed. Whoever raided the field knew no aircraft were scheduled to land or take off
during hisdrafing runs.”

Pitt buttoned his shirt and adjusted the gold oak leaves on his shoulders. “Obtaining information would
be easy since everyone on Thasos probably knows that Brady Field becomes aghost town on Sundays.
Actudly thiswhole gfar is very smilar in strategy to the attack on Pearl Harbor by the Japanese down
to the detail of sneaking in through apassin theidand mountain range.”

Lewislit his cigarette, being careful not to Snge hismoustache. “Y ou're right, of course but there’sno
doubt that your unexpected arrivd intheflying boat: caught our attacker, aswell as ourselves, off guard.
Our own radar failed to track your Cataina because you flew the last two hundred miles on the deck.”
He exhaded acloud of smoke. “I can’t begin to tel you what awe come surprise it wasto see your old
bird come thundering down out of the sun.”

“It must have surprised our friend in the Albatrostoo,” Giordino grinned. “Y ou should have seen hisjaw
drop when he turned and saw us for the first time.” Fitt finished knotting histie. “No one expected us
because my flight plan did not include Brady Field. | originaly planned to set down in the sea next to the
Firgt Attempt. That’ swhy our flying ghost and Brady Control were both unaware of our ETA.” He
paused, reflecting as helooked down at Lewis. “I strongly suggest, Colonel, that you take extreme
defensve measures. I’ ve afeding we haven't seen thelast of the yellow Albatros.”

Lewisstared up at Aitt curioudy. “What makes you so certain he'll return?’

Pitt’ seyes glinted. “He had a definite purpose for attacking the field, and it wasn't to kill men or destroy
arcraft belonging to the United States. His plan was smply to throw you into apanic.”

“What would he gain by that?’ asked Giordino.



“Stop and think about it for amoment.” Fitt glanced at hiswatch, then to Lewis. “If thisStuation looked
truly threatening and perilous, Colonel, you' d haveto evacuate dl American civiliansto the mainland.”

“Yes, that'strue,” admitted Lewis. “But at the moment | see no reason to take such steps. The Greek
government has assured me they' re offering, their complete cooperation in finding the pilot and plane.”

“But if you thought you had reason,” pressed Fitt. “Wouldn't you aso order Commander Gunn to
remove the First Attempt from the Thasos area?’

Lewis eyesnarrowed. “Asasafety precaution, of course. That white ship makes onehdl of aninviting
target for an aerid sniper.”

Aitt flicked his Zippo and lit acigarette. “Believe It or not, Sr, that’ syour answer.”
Giordino and Lewislooked a each other and then at Fitt, puzzled.

Pitt continued. “ Asyou know, Colondl, Admiral Sandecker ordered Giordino and mysdlf to Thasosto
investigate the strange mishaps that have occurred during the NUMA’ s offshore operations. This
morning, while converang with Commander Gunn, | discovered evidence of a sabotage which leads me
to believe that there' s a definite connection between the raid and the accidents aboard the First Attempt.
Now, if we take this assumption one step further, we begin to see that Brady Field was not the main
objective of our reincarnated adversary. The raid was only an indirect means of removing Commander
Gunn and the Firgt Attempt from Thasos.”

Lewislooked at Pitt thoughtfully. “1 suppose the next question iswhy?”

“I don't have an answer yet,” said Fitt. “But I'm certain our mysteriousfriend and hisflair for dramatics
has ahigh powered reason behind his game. He wouldn't go to such devious lengths for penny ante
stakes. HE smost likely hiding something of great vaue and the NUMA researchersonthe shipareina
position to sumbleonto it.”

“That something you speak of could be sunken treasure,” Lewis lips gleamed wetly.

Aitt pulled an overseas cap out of hissuitcase and set it jauntily on his head. “ That’ s one obvious
concluson.”

A faraway look came Into Lewis eyesand he said softly, “1 wonder what it could be and how muchit's
worth?’

Aitt turned and faced Giordino. “Al, contact Admiral Sandecker and ask him to research al possible lost
or sunken treasure trovesin the Aegean Seawithin spitting distance of Thasos and send usthe dataas
soon aspossible. Tdl him it surgent.”

“Congder it done,” Giordino said. “It' seleven 0’ clock in the morning in Washington so we should have
an answer by breakfast.”

“Now we' re getting somewhere,” Lewis boomed.
“The sooner | get answers, the sooner | can get the Pentagon off my back. Is there any way | can help?’

Pitt glanced at hiswatch again. “ Asthe Boy Scouts say—Be Prepared. That'sal we can do for the



present. Y ou can bet Brady Field and the First Attempt are being closaly observed. When it comes
apparent no one is being evacuated and the oceanography ship still floats out there on the Aegean, we
can expect another visit from the yellow Albatros. Y ou' ve had your fun, Colond I1t'smy guess
Commander Gunn’sturnisnext.”

“Peasetdl the Commander,” said Lewis, “I’ll give him whatever assstance| have a my disposal.”
“Thank you, Sr,” said Ritt. “But | don’t think It would be wise to warn Commander Gunn just yet.”
“For God' s sake, why not?’ gasped Giordino.

Pitt grinned coldly. “ So far, dl of thisis pure conjecture. Besides, any preparation on board the First
Attempt would be adead giveaway of our intentions. No, we' ve got to bait our unknown World War |
ghost and bring him out into the open.”

Giordino looked at Pitt evenly. “Y ou can't risk the lives of the scientistsand ship's crew without giving
them achance to defend themsalves.” “ Gunn isin no immediate danger. Our ghost pilot will undoubtedly
walt at least one more day to seeif the First Attempt departs before he attacks again.” Pitt smiled urtil
the mirth lines etched into the Sdes of hiseyes. “In the meantime, I’ll put my creetive talentsto work ona
planfor atrep.”

Lewisgot to hisfeet and faced Fitt. * For the sake of those men on the ship, | hope you come up witha
good one.”

“No planis consdered foolproof, Colone,” replied Fitt, “until after it’s been gpplied.” Giordino waked
toward the door. “I’ [l run over to Base Operations and send that messageto the Admird.”

“When you' vefinished,” said Lewis, “drop by my quartersfor supper.” Twisting his moustache, he
turned to Aitt. “You'reinvited too. I'll give you men ared treat and whip up my renowned specidty:
scalops with mushroomsin white wine sauce.”

“It sounds very appetizing,” said Ritt. “But I'm afraid | must decline. | have a previous dinner
engagement. . . with avery attractive lady.”

Giordino and Lewis could only gawk at him in dazed amazement. Fitt tried to look nonchdant. “ She's
sending acar to pick me up a themain gate at six. | have just two minutes and thirty secondsto get
there, so I’d best beleaving. Good evening, Colond, and thank you for your invitation. | hopeyou'll give
mearain check.” Hefaced Giordino. “Al, let me know the minutethe Admird’ sreply comesin.” Fitt
turned and opened the door and left the room.

Lewisdowly shook hishead. “1s he bull-shitting or does heredly have adate withagirl?’

“I’ve never known Dirk to bull-shit about women, sir,” said Giordino. He was beginning to enjoy Lewis
sate of shock.

“But where did he meet her? To my knowledge he has't been anywhere except the fidld and the ship.

Giordino shrugged. “Beats me. But knowing Fitt as| do, It wouldn't surprise me if he picked up agirl on
the hundred yards between the main gate and the First Attempt’ sloading dock.”

Lewis booming laugh cracked across the room. “Well come aong, Captain. I'm not asexy girl but at



least | can cook. How about some of my scallops?’
“Why not?” said Giordino. “That’ sthe best offer I've had dl afternoon.”
5

The furnace-like atmosphere cooled dightly asthe fading sun fdl to the west beyond the Thasos
mountains. Long crooked shadows from the mountains' tree-lined summits had moved down the dopes
and were touching the seaward edge of Brady Field when Pitt passed through the main gate. He stopped
on the outer road and inhaed the pure Mediterranean air, enjoying the inner sensation of having his lungs
tingle. The habitual call for acigarette tugged at hismind, but he pushed the urge aside and took another
deep breath, looking out to sea. Beyond therolling surf, the setting sun painted the First Attempt a
colorful golden orange. Thevighility was crystd clear, and a adistance of two miles his eyes could pick
out an amazing amount of detail on board the ship. He stood quiet and sill for dmost afull two minutes,
lost in the beauty of the scene. Then he glanced about, looking for the car that Teri promised to send for
him. It wasthere, Sitting off to one Sde of the road like a palatia and sumptuous yacht resting at anchor.

“Well I'll bedamned,” Pitt muttered, spotting the car. He moved closer and hisface betrayed an
admiration for fine automobiles. It was a Maybach-Zepplin town car, complete with adiding glass
partition separating the enclosed passenger compartment from the driver, who sat in the open exposed to
the sun. Behind the large double-M ornament on the radiator, the hood stretched back six feet and ended
a alow split windshidld. giving the car animage of grest brutish power. Thelong flowing fenders and
running boards gleamed black but the coachwork was painted a degp multi-coated silver. It wasa dassc
among classics superb Teutonic craftsmanship evident in every fitting, every nut and every bolt. If the
1936 Ralls-Royce Phantom 111 typified the British idedl of silence and ditinguished mechanica efficiency,
then its German counterpart was found in the 1936 Maybach Zepplin.

Pitt stepped up beside the car and ran hisright hand over agargantuan spare tirethat sat solidly mounted
inthefront fender well. He grinned agrin of satisfaction and relief as he noted thetire' stread was deeply
grooved in a diamond-shaped pattern. He patted the big donut-like tire a couple of times and then turned
and looked into the front seet.

The driver sat douched behind the whed, idly drumming hisfingers on the door frame. He not only
looked bored, but he yawned to prove it He was dressed in a gray-green tunic that strangely resembled
the uniform of aWorld War 11 Nazi officer. but the deeves and shoulders bore noinggnia A high
brimmed cap covered his head, and the blond color of his hair was betrayed by the brief hint of his
sdeburns. Old fashioned slver-rimmed spectacles covered his eyes and glinted in the setting sun. A long
thin cigarette dangled conceitedly from one corner of acurled lip. giving the driver an auraof smugness
and arrogance; an image he made little effort to concedl.

Fitt Ingtantly didiked the driver. Putting afoot on the running board, he stared penetratingly &t the
uniformed figure behind the steering whed. “1 think you're waiting for me. My nameisFitt.”

Theyelow haired driver did not bother to return Fitt’s stare. He merely flipped his cigarette over Fitt's
shoulder onto the road, sat up straight and turned the ignition switch. “if you are the American garbage
recaver,” hesad in aheavy German accent, “you may get in.”

Fitt grinned and his eyes hardened. “Up front with the foul smelling rabble or in back with the gentry?

“Wherever you choose,” the driver said. Hisface turned crimson but he still did not turn or look up.



“Thank you,” said Pitt smoothly. “I'll take the back.” He pushed down on a huge chrome handle, swung
the vault-like door open and climbed into the town car. An old roll style curtain perched over the
partition window and Fitt pulled it down, closing off al sight of the driver In front. Then be settled back
comfortably into the soft and luxurious morocco |legther upholstery, lit acigarette and prepared to enjoy
the early evening ride across Thasos.

The Maybach’sengine quietly cameto life and the driver shifted through the whisper silent gears, moving
the Immense car over theroad in the direction of Liminas.

PAitt rolled down a door window and studied the fir and chestnut trees dotting the mountain dopes, and
the age-old olive trees lining the narrow beaches. Every so often, small fields of tobacco and whesat
broke the uneven landscape and reminded him of the small farms he had often seen when flying over the
southern United States.

Soon the car cruised through the picturesque village of Panaghia, splashing an occasiond puddle that
marred the elderly cobbled streets. Most of the houses Were painted white to reflect the summer hest.
The roofsroseinto the fading sky and nearly touched astheir eaves leaned toward each other over the
narrow Streets. In afew minutes Panaghiawas |eft behind the Liminas soon came into view. Then the car
abruptly turned, skirting the main section of thelittle city, and pointed its dinosaurian hood up adusty dliff
road. Theinclinewas gradud at first, but quickly wormed into a series of steep hairpin curves.

Pitt could sensethe driver struggling at the whed of the Maybach; the lumbering town car was designed
more for casua rides on the Unter den Linden than spring-breaking tours up muletrails. He looked over
sheer precipices at the sea and wondered what would happen if another car came from the opposite
direction.

Then he could seeit ahead; a huge white square againgt the darkening gray dliffs. At last the curves
ceased and the big diamond treaded tires did smoothly onto the hard surface of adrive.

Pitt was adequately impressed. In size, the villanearly matched the splendor of a Roman Forum. The
grounds were well kept and there was an atmosphere of wedlth and good taste. The entire estate nestled
inavaley between two high mountain peaks and overlooked a sweeping panorama of the Aegean Sea.
The main gate of ahigh wal opened mysterioudy, apparently pulled by someone unseen, and the

chauffeur drove up aneat fir-lined drive without ceremony and braked at aflight of marble steps. In the
center of the stairway alarge archaic statue of awoman carrying a child stared down mutely, greeting Pitt
as he stepped from the Maybach.

He started to climb the steps when he stopped suddenly and returned to the car.

“I’'m sorry driver,” said Fitt. “But | didn't catch your name.”

Thedriver looked up, puzzled. “My nameis Willie. Why do you ask?’

“Willie. my friend,” Aitt said serioudy, “1 must tell you something. Will you step out of the car for a
moment?’

Willie' sbrowswrinkled but he shrugged and stepped from the car, facing Aitt. “ Now Herr Fitt, what do
youwishto tel me?’

“I see you wear jackboots, Willie.”



“Ja, | wear jackboots’
Pitt flashed his best used car sdlesman’ s amile “ And jackboots have hobnails, don't they?’

“Ja, jackboots have hobnails.” said Willieirritably. “Why do you waste my time with such nonsense? |
have dutiesto perform. What isit you wish to say?’

Pitt' seyesgrew hard. “My friend, | felt that if you want to earn your peeping-Tom merit badge, it' smy
duty to warn you that sllver-rimmed spectacles reflect the sun’ srays and can easily give your hiding place
avay.”

Willie sface went blank, and he started to say something, but Fitt’ sfist dammed into his mouth, cutting
off thewords. The impact jerked Willie's head up and back, throwing hiscap in the air. His eyesturned
dull and empty, and he dowly swayed like afdling leaf to hisknees. He kndlt therelooking dazed and
lost. A stream of bloody mucus dropped from his broken nose and splattered over the lapels of his
uniform, creeting, what Fitt thought, arather artistic effect againgt the gray-green materid. Then Willie
pitched forward onto the marble steps and folded into an inert heap.

Pitt rubbed the knuckles of his bruised hand, grinning in cold satisfaction. Then he turned and jogged up
the steps, taking three at atime. At the top he passed through a stone archway and found himself Ina
circular courtyard with aglass-like poal in its center. The entire courtyard was encircled by twenty or
more majestic life-sized satues of hemeted Roman soldiers. Their Sghtless stone eyes somberly stared at
their white reflectionsin the pool asif searching for long forgotten memories of victorious battlesand
wars of glory. The degpening shadows of evening covered each figure with aghostly cloak, giving Fitt the
weird sensation that at any second the stone warriors would come dive and lay segeto thevilla

He hurried around the pool and stopped at amassive double door at the far end of the courtyard. A
large bronze knocker in the shape of alion’s head hung grotesquely on the door. Fitt raised the grip,
banging it down hard. He turned and glanced at the courtyard again. The entire setting reminded him of a
mausoleum. All it lacked, he thought, were afew scattered wreaths and some organ music.

The door swung open silently. Pitt peered across the threshold. Seeing no one, he hesitated a moment.
The moment turned into aminute and the minute into two. Findly, tiring of hide-and-seek, he braced his
shoulders, clenched hisfists and stepped through the portal into an ornately decorated anteroom.

Tapestries depicting ancient battle scenes hung from every wal, their needlework armies marchingin
unison toward battle. A high dome capped the room, and from its arched apex, came a soft yellowish
light. Fitt glanced around and saw that he was aone so he sat down in one of two carved marble benches
that adorned the middle of the room, and he lit acigarette. Time passed, and soon he began afutile
search for an ashtray.

Then silently, with no warning, atapestry swung aside, and an old, heavy-set man entered the room,
accompanied by an immense white dog.

6

Aitt, mildly stunned, looked warily at the gigantic German shepherd and then into the face of the dog's
elderly master. The evil unamiling fegtures, so familiar onthe late, late movies on televison, sat entrenched
on atypica round German face, complete with the shaven head, shifty eyes and no neck. Thinlips
pressed tightly together asthough their owner suffered from congtipation. The body fit the villainous



image too; heavy set in arotund frame of solid tissue with no flab. All that was missng was ariding quirt
and the polished boots. For an ingtant Fitt thought, “the man you love to hate, Eric von Stroheim, had
returned to life and stood ready to direct a scene from Greed.”

“Good evening,” the old man said in asuspicious gutturd tone. “You are, | believe, the gentleman my
nieceinvited to dinner?’

Pitt rose, one eye on the huge panting dog. “ Yessir. Mgor Dirk Pitt at your service.”

An expression of surprise furrowed the brow below the tight skinned head. “My nieceled meto believe
Y ou were under the rank of sergeant, and your military Occupation was garbage collecting.”

“Y ou mugt forgive my American humor,” said Fitt, enjoying the other man’s
confusion. “I hope my little deception has caused you no inconvenience.”

“No, alittle concern perhaps, but no inconvenience.” The old German extended his hand and studied
Aitt closdly. “Itisan honor to meet you, Mgor. | am Bruno von Till.”

Pitt clasped the outstretched hand and returned the stare. “ The honor ismine, Sir.”

Von Till lifted atapestry, revedling adoorway. “ Please come thisway, Mgor. Y ou must join mefor a
drink whilewewait for Teri to finish dressing.”

Pitt followed the flat form and the white hound down adark halway that led into alarge cavernous
study. The celling arched at least thirty feet high and was supported by severd fluted ionic column shafts.
Thefurniture, classicinitssmplicity, sparsely dotted the floor and lent an air of grace to the imposing
chamber. A cart was aready laid with unusua Greek hors d’ oeuvres, and arecessed acove of onewall
housed a completely equipped bar. The only item of decor, Pitt noted, that seemed out of placewasa
modd of a German submarine, resting on a shelf above the bar.

Von Till motioned Ritt to St down. “What will be your plessure, Mgor?’

“Scotch rocks would befine,” replied Aitt, leaning back in an armless couch. “Y our villais most
impressive. It must have an interesting history.”

“Yes, it wasoriginaly built by the Romansin 138 B.C. asatempleto Minerva, their goddess of
wisdom. | purchased the ruins shortly after the First World War and rebuilt it into what you see today.”
He handed Pitt aglass. “ Shall we drink atoast?’

“To whom or what shdl we drink to?’

Von Till smiled. “Y ou may have the honor, Mgor. Beautiful women. . . riches.. . along life. Perhgpsto
the President of your country. The choiceisyours.”

Pitt took a deep breath. “In that case | propose atoast to the courage and flying skill of Kurt Heibert,
The Hawk of Macedonia.”

Von Till' sface went blank. He dowly eased Into achair and toyed with hisdrink.” Y ou are avery
unusua man, Mgor. You pass yoursdf off asagarbage collector. Y ou cometo my villaand assault my
chauffeur, and then you astound me further by proposing atoast to my old flying comrade, Kurt.” He



threw ady grin over hisdrink at Fitt. “However, your most outstanding performance wasin seducing my
niece on the beach this morning. For that feat | congratul ate and thank you.

Today, for thefirg timeinnineyears, | saw Teri happily singing and laughing with anintensejoy inliving.
| am afraid you force me to condone your lecherous conduct.”

It was Pitt’ s turn to act surprised, but, instead, he tossed his head back and laughed. “My apologies on
every count, except dugging your perverted chauffeur. Willie had it coming.”

“Y ou should not blame poor Willie. Hewas only acting on my ordersto follow and guard Teri. Sheis
my only living relaive and | wish no harmto cometo her.”

“What harm could possibly cometo her?” VVon Till rose and walked to an open terrace window and
looked out over the darkening sea. “ Over haf acentury | have worked hard and paid agreat persona
priceto build a substantial organization. Along theroad | dso accumulated afew enemies. | never know
what one of them might do for revenge.”

Pitt’ seyes searched von Till. “Isthat why you carry aLuger in ashoulder holster?’

Von Till turned from the window and self-conscioudy adjusted hiswhite dinner jacket over the bulge
beneath hisleft armpit. “May | ask how you know it isa Luger?’

“Just aguess” Pitt said. “Y ou look like the Luger type.”

Von Till shrugged. “ Ordinarily | do not act quite so mundane, but for the way Teri described you | had
every reason to suspect doubtful character.”

“I must admit I’ ve performed afew sinful deedsinmy day,” Fitt said grinning. “But murder and extortion
weren'tincluded.”

A scowl formed on von Till’ sface. “1 do not think you would be so flippant if you . . . how do you
Americanssay. . . werein my shoes.”

“Y our shoes are beginning to sound very mysterious, Herr von Till,” said Fitt. * Just what kind of
busnessareyou in?’

Suspicion marked von Till’ seyes, then hislipsfaded to aphony smile. “If | told you, it might upset your
appetite. That, my dear Mgor, would make Teri exceedingly angry since she has spent half the afternoon
in the kitchen overseeing tonight’ sdinner.” He shrugged in atypica European gesture. “ Some other time,
perhaps, when | know you better.”

Pitt spun the last swalow of scotch around in the glass and wondered what he had gotten himself into.
Von Till, he decided, was either somekind of nut or avery shrewd operator.

“May | get you another drink?’ asked von Till

“Don't bother, I'll getit.” Fitt finished the drink and walked over to the bar and poured another. He
gtared a von Till “From what I’ ve read about World War | aviation, the circumstances behind the desth
of Kurt Heibert are nebulous. According to officid German records, he was shot down by the British and
crashed somewherein the Aegean Sea. However, the recordsfail to mention the name of Heibert's



victorious opponent. They dsofall to Sateif the body wasfound.”

Von Till idly petted the dog. His eyes seemed logt in the past for afew moments. Findly, he said, “Kurt
waged his own private war with the British back in 1918. He seldom flew against them coolly or
efficiently. He handled his machine wildly and attacked their formations like aman possessed with a
gpadtic devil. When hewasin the air, he cursed and raved and pounded hisfists on the edge of the
cockpit until they bled. On take-off he dwaysrevved hisengineto aroaring full throttle so that his
Albatros leaped off the ground like afrightened bird. And yet, when he was not on patrol and could
forget the war for afew moments, he could be aman of great humor, much unlike your American
conception of the German soldier.”

Pitt shook hishead dowly with ahint of asmile. “Y ou must forgive me, Herr von Till, but most of my
comrades-in-arms have yet to meet a German soldier who was abarrd of laughs.”

The bald old German ignored Pitt’ sremark. His

face remained serious. “ The end for Kurt, when it came, was from a cunning British trick. They studied
histactics closely and soon learned that be had awesaknessfor attacking and destroying their observation
balloons. A battle weary balloon was overhauled and the observer's basket was filled with high
explosives and a uniformed dummy stuffed with weeds. A detonating wire ran to the ground and the
British then sat and waited for Kurt to make an gppearance.” Von Till sat down in adeeply pillowed
sofa. He looked up at the ceiling, but he didn’t see It. His mind looked, instead, into asky that existed in
1918. “They did not have to waft long.

Only oneday later, Kurt flew over the dlied lines and saw the baloon swinging dowly in the offshore
breeze.

He no doubt wondered why there was no ground fire. And the observer, leaning on the basket’ srailing,
looked to be adeep, for he made no attempt to leagp out and parachute to safety before Kurt’s guns
turned the hydrogen filled bag into acloud of fire.”

“Hehad noideait wasatrap? asked Fitt.

“No,” von Till replied. “The baloon was there and it represented the enemy. Almost automaticaly, Kurt
doveto the attack. He closed with the balloon and his Spandan machine guns began raking the thin
skinned gas bag. Suddenly the balloon erupted in a thunderous explosion that covered the entire areain
fireand smoke. The British had detonated the explosives.”

“Helbert crashed over the dlied lines?’ Pitt queried in thoughtful speculation.

“Kurt did not crash after the explosion,” von Till answered, shaking his mind back to the present again.
“His Albatros burst through the inferno, but the gallant plane that carried him faithfully through so many ar
battles was badly shattered, and he was serioudy wounded. With its fabric wings torn and tattered, its
control surfaces blown off and abloody pilot in the cockpit, the plane staggered over the Macedonian
coastline and disappeared out to sea. The Hawk of Macedonia and hislegendary yellow Albatros were
never seen again.”

“At least not until yesterday.” Pitt took a deep bresth and waited for an obvious reaction.

Von Till’seydids widened on his otherwise expressionless face and be said nothing. He seemed to be
weighing Ritt’ swords.



Aitt immediately came back to the origina subject.
“Did you and Heibert often fly together?’

“Yes, weflew patrol together many times. We even used to take up atwo seater Rumpler bomber and
drop incendiary bombs on the British Aerodrome which was located right here on Thasos. Kurt would
fly while| acted as observer and bombardier.”

“Where was your squadron based?’
“Kurt and | were posted to Jasta 73. We flew out of the Xanthi aerodromein Macedonia.”

Pitt lit acigarette. Then helooked a von Till’ s old, but erect figure. “ Thank you for avery concise and
detailed account of Helbert’ s death. Y ou omitted nothing.”

“Kurt wasavery dear friend,” von Till said wistfully. “I do not forget such things easily. | can even recdl
the exact date and time. It happened at 9:00 P.M. on July 15,1918.” “It seems strange that no one else
knew thefull gtory,” Pitt murmured, his eyes cold and steedy with purpose. “The archivesin Berlin and
the British Air Museum in London have no information concerning the deeth of Heibert. All the books
I’ve studied on the subject list him as missing in amysterious Stuation Smilar to the other great aces, such
asAlbert Ball and Georges Guynemer.”

“Good God,” snapped von Till, exasperated. “ The German archives lack the facts because the Imperia
High Command never gave adamn about the war in Macedonia. And the British would never dare
publish one word about such an unchivarous deed. Besides, Kurt’s plane was ill in the air when they
saw it last. The British could only assume their insidious plan was successful.

“No trace of man or plane was ever found?’

“Nothing. Heibert’ s brother searched for him after the war, but Kurt’ sfind resting place remainsa
mydery.”

“Wasthe brother dso aflyer?’

“No. I met him on severa occasions prior to the Second World War. He was afleet officer in the
German navy.”

Pitt fell Slent Von Till’ s story was too damn pat, he thought He had the strange fedling that he was being
used, like awooden decoy on aflight of geese. A faint ominoustingling stirred ingde him. He heard a

tapping
of high hedson the floor and without turning knew that
Teri had entered the room.
“Hello everybody.” Her voice waslight and cheer.
Pitt swung around and faced her. She was wearing amini-dress, designed like a Roman toga, that

swirled about her dender legs. He liked the color—a golden orange that complemented her ebony hair.
Shelooked at Fitt, her eyesimmediately drawn to hisuniform. Her face paled dightly, and sheraised a



hand to her mouth in the same gesture he had noticed on the beach. Then she smiled thinly and
gpproached, radiating a beautiful and sexy warmth.

“Good evening gorgeous cregture,” Pitt said lightly, taking her outstretched hand and kissing it.

Teri flushed, then looked up a hisgrinning face. “I was going to thank you for coming,” she said. “But
now that I’ ve seen through the naughty little trick Y ou’ ve played on me, I’ ve agood notion to tossyou
out on your bloody. .

“Don't say it,” Aitt interrupted. Hislips curved devilishly. “1 know you won't believe me, but just this
afternoon the base commander took me off the garbage truck, made me a pilot, and promoted meto
Mgor.”

She laughed. “ Shame on you. Y ou told me your rank was under that of a sergeant.”
“No. | only said that I’ ve never been a sergeant, and that’ sthe truth.”

She dipped her hand through Fitt’ sarm. “Has Uncle Bruno been boring you with hisflying tales of the
Great War?’

“Fascinating me maybe, but not boring,” Pitt answered. Her eyes|ooked scared behind her smile. He
wondered what she was thinking.

Teri shook her head from side to side. “Y ou men and your war stories.” She kept staring at Pitt's
uniform and insignia of rank. Thisdidn’t seem like the same man she had loved on the beach. Thisone
was much more charming and sophigticated. “Y ou may have Dirk after dinner, Uncle Bruno, but right

now hésmine”

Von Till expertly clicked hisheds and bowed. “ Asyou wish my dear. For the next hour and ahdf, you
shdl be our commanding officer.”

Shewrinkled her nose at von Till. “That’ s awfully decent of you, Uncle, in that case my first order isfor
both of you to march to the dinner table.”

Teri pulled Pitt out to the terrace and led him down adoping stairway that ended on acircular
overhanging balcony.

Theview was bregthtaking. Far below the villathe lights of Liminaswere blinking on house by house.
And acrossthe sea, the early stars began to poke their tips into a spreading blanket of black. In the
middle of the balcony, atable was set with service for three. A large yelow globe containing six candles
illuminated the setting and cast an intriguing glow over thetable, turning the slver dinnerware to gold.

Pitt eased Teri’schair back for her and whispered in her ear. Y ou better be careful. Y ou know how
gimulated | get in romantic atmosphere.”

Shelooked up at him and her eyes smiled. “Why do you think | planned it thisway.”

Before RAitt could answer, von Till walked up followed by the giant dog, and snapped hisfingers.
Ingtantly, ayoung girl in native Greek costume materialized and set down an appetizer of mixed cheeses,
olives and cucumbers. Next came a chicken soup, flavored with lemon and egg yokes. Then themain
course; baked oysters mixed with onions and minced nuts. VVon Till uncorked the wine—Retsina—a



fine old Gregk wine.

It sresin flavor reminded PFitt of turpentine. After the serving girl cleared the dishes, she brought atray of
fruit and then poured the coffee made in the Turkish manner; the powdered beans sttling like silt on the
bottom of the cup.

Pitt forced down the strong unsweetened coffee and rubbed knees with: Teri. He expected agirlish grin
but instead she looked at him with frightened eyes. It seemed she wastrying to tell him something.

“Well. Mgor,” said von Till “1 hope you enjoyed our little repast.”
“Yes, thank you,” replied Pitt “It was excdlent.”

Von Till stared acrossthetable at Teri. Hisface had set like stone, and hisvoiceturned toice. “1 would
like to be donewith the Mgor for alittle while, my dear. Why don’t you wait in the study, we will be
adong shortly.”

Teri acted surprised. She shuddered faintly, gripping the edge of the table before she answered him.
“Please, Uncle Bruno, It' stoo early. Can’'t you wait and have your little talk with Dirk later?’

Von Till shot her awithering look. “ Do asyour Uncle says. | have afew important matters| would like
to discusswith Mgor Fitt. | am sure hewill not leave before seeing you.”

Aitt found himself becoming angry. Why the sudden family crisis? he wondered. He took along bregth,
sensing something very wrong. An odd prickle crept up hisback; that old familiar feding of danger. Like
an old and trusted friend, it dways tapped him on the shoulder and warned him when anasty situation
was brewing.

Unseen, Pitt dipped aparing knife off the plate of fruits and pushed it under his pant leg and into his
sock.

Teri looked a Pitt, her face paling “Please excuse me, Dirk. | don’t mean to be aninny.”

He amiled. “Don’'t worry. | have aweaknessfor pretty ninnies.”

“Y ou never ssemto fall to say theright thing,” she murmured.

He squeezed her hand. “I'll join you assoon as | can.”

“I'll bewaiting.” Suddenly her eyes brimmed with tears and she turned away and ran up the stairway.
“1 am sorry for speaking so harshly to Teri,” the old German apologized. “1 had to talk to you privately
and sherarely gppreciates my desire to converse without feminine interruption. It is often necessary to
become firm with women. Do you agree?”’

Aitt nodded. He could think of nothing worthwhileto say.

Von Till inserted acigarettein along ivory holder and lit it. “1 am extremely interested in hearing about

the attack yesterday on Brady Field. My information from that section of theidand tellsmeit wasavery
old and unknown type of airplane that struck your facility.”



“Old maybe,” said Aitt, “but not unknown.”
“Areyou saying you have determined the make of
arplane?’

Pitt sudied von Till’ sface. Silently be dawdled with afork, then dowly laid it back on the tablecloth.
“Theaircraft was postively identified as an Albatros

“And the pilot?’ The words came dowly from Von Till'stight mouth. “Do you know the | dentity of the
pilot?

“Not yet, but we will shortly.”
“Y ou seem confident of an early capture.”

Pitt took histime about answering. He dowly and methodicaly lit acigarette. “Why not. It shouldn’t be
difficult to trace asixty year old ydllow antique aircraft to its owner.”

A smug grin crossed von Till’ sface. “Macedonian Greece is an area of rugged terrain and desolate
countryside. There are many thousands of square miles of mountains, valleys and eroded plainswhere
even one of your monstrous jet bombers could be hidden and never detected.”

Aitt grinned back. “Who said anything about searching mountains or valeys?’

‘Where else would you look?’

“Inthe sea,” Pitt said pointing at the black water

far below. “Probably in the same spot where Kurt Heibert crashed back in 1918.”

Von Till arched an eyebrow. “Are you asking meto believein ghosts?’

Aitt grinned. “When we were little boys we believed in Santa Claus. And when we became big boyswe
believed in virgins. Why not add ghoststo thelist dso?’

“No thank you, Mgor. | find cold facts and figures superior to superstition.”

Pitt’ svoice was even and distinct. "That leaves us with another avenue to explore.”

Von Till sat erect, hiseyes squinting a Fitt.

“What if Kurt Heibert is till dive?’

Von Till’s mouth dropped open. Then he caught himsalf and exhaed acloud of cigarette smoke. “ That's
ridiculous. If Kurt were ill alive hewould be over seventy yearsold. Look a me, Mgor. | wasbornin

1899. Do you think aman of my age could fly an open cockpit plane, not to mention attacking an air
fiddd?No, | don’t think s0.”

“Thefactsare on your Sde, of course,” said Fitt. He paused amoment, running hislong fingers through
hishair. “Still, I can’'t help wondering if Helbert is't connected in someway.” His eyes shifted from the



old German to the great white dog and he felt avague tenson grip hisbody. Intrigue hung heavily around
them. He cameto thevillaa Teri’ sinvitation expecting only to enjoy aquiet dinner. Instead, he found
himsalf engaged In abattle of witswith her uncle, ashrewd old Teuton who, Pitt was certain, knew more
about the raid on Brady Field than hewastelling. It wastimeto cast a spear and the hdll with the
consequences. Helocked hiseyes on von Till. “1f the Hawk of Macedoniaredly did vanish sixty years
ago and reappeared yesterday, the interesting question is; where did he spend histime between? In
heaven, inhell. . . or on Thasos?”’

A confused look replaced von Till’ sarrogant mask. “| don't quite understand what you mean.”

“Mean hell,” snarled Aitt. “ Either you' re taking me for acomplete fool or else you're acting like one. |
don’t think | should be telling you about the attack on Brady Field, but rather you should be telling me.”
Helingered over the words, enjoying the Situation.

Von Till wason hisfeet in an ingtant, his ova face contorted with anger. “'Y ou have probed too far and
too deep. Mgor Fitt, into areas that don’t concern you. | shdl take no more of your absurd implications.
| must ask you to leave my villa”

A look of contempt crossed Pitt’ sface. “Whatever'sfair,” he said turning to the stairway.

Von Till glared a him bitterly. “No need to return through the study, Mgor,” he said pointing to asmdl
doorway that clung to thefar wall of the balcony. “ This corridor will lead you to the front entrance.”

“I"dliketo see Teri beforel leave”

“1 see no reason to prolong your presence.” Von Till blew a contemptuous cloud of smoke toward Pitt's
face, driving home the angered words. “1 aso demand that you never see or talk to my niece again.”

Pitt’ shand clenched into figts. “And if | do?

Von Till smiled menacingly. “I will not thresten you, Mgor. If you persist in exercisng aggressive
Supidity, | shal merdy punish Teri.”

“Y ou rotten shit-eating kraut,” Fitt snarled, fighting down asurging urgeto kick von Till in the crotch. “I
don't know what the hell your little conspiracy amountsto, but | can definitely go on record as stating
that I'll take great persona pleasurein screwing it up. And | can begin by telling you that the attack on
Brady Fidld falled to achieveitsintention. The Nationd Underwater Marine Agency’s ship is staying right
whereit’sanchored until its scientific research activities are completed.”

Von Till’ shands trembled but his face remained impassive. “Thank you, Mgor. That isabit of
information | did not expect quite so soon.

At lagt, the old kraut is dropping his guard, Pitt thought. There could be no doubt about it now, it was
von Till who had plotted to get rid of the First Attempt. But why? The question till remained
unanswered. Fitt tried ashot in the dark. “Y ou’ re wasting your time, von Till. The diverson the First
Attempt have already discovered the sunken treasure. They'rein the act of raising it now.”

Von Till broke out in abroad smile, and Fitt knew immediately the lie was amistake.

“A very poor attempt, Mgor. Y ou could not be more wrong.”



He drew the Luger from under his armpit and pointed the dark blue barrel at Pitt’ s neck. Then he
opened the corridor door. “If you please?’ he said, beckoning with the gun toward the threshold.

Pitt took aquick glance through the darkened doorway. The corridor beyond was dimly lighted with
candles and seemed completely deserted. He hesitated. “ Please express my thanksto Teri for the
excdlent dinner.”

“I shal pass on your compliment”
“And thank you, Herr von Till,” Pitt said sarcagticdly, “for your hospitdity.”

Von Till smirked, clicked his hedls and bowed. “1t was my pleasure’ He placed ahand on the head of
the dog, whaose lip curled, showing a prodigious white fang.

The door’ s archway was low and Pitt had to stoop to enter the tunnel-like entrance. He took afew
cautious steps.

“Mgor Aitt!”
“Yes” Ritt replied, turning and facing the fat shadow at the entryway.

Therewas asadistic anticipation in von Till’ svoice. “itisapity you will not be able to witnessthe next
flight of the yelow Albatros”

Before Fitt could answer the door dammed shut and a heavy bolt dropped into its catch likea
thunder-clap and echoed ominoudy toward the unseen reaches of the dim corridor.
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A spasm of anger swept over Pitt. He was half tempted to dam hisfist againgt the door, but onelook at
the heavy planking changed his mind. Turning again to the corridor, he found it still empty. He shivered
unconscioudy. He had no illusions asto what lay ahead. It was certain now that von Till never meant for
him to leave the villadive. He remembered the knife and felt atinge of assurance as he dipped it out of
his sock. Theflickering yellow light from the candles, mounted in rusted meta holders high onthewalls.
glinted dully on the blade and made the tiny pointed knife look woefully inadequate for the job of
sdf-defense. Only one comforting thought ran through Pitt’ s mind: However smdl, the knife was better
than nothing.

Suddenly ablast of heavy, chilling air blew through the corridor like an invisible hand and snuffed out the
candles, leaving Aitt standing in aseaof suffocating blackness.

His senses strained to penetrate the gloom, but could detect no sound, no glimmer of light.
“Now the fun begins,” he murmured, bracing his body for the unknown.

Fitt’ s spirits touched zero and he could fed thefirst terror striking symptoms of panic edging rapidly into
his mind. He remembered reading somewhere that nothing is more horrifying or uncomprehending to the
human mind than total darkness. To not know or be able to perceive what lies beyond one' ssight or
touch, acts on the brain like a short circuit in acomputer it runs amok. What the brain cannot see, it
creates, usudly some nightmarish event that is grosdy exaggerated or embellished like addusion of being
bitten by ashark or run over by alocomotive whilelocked in acloset Recalling the semi-amusing



phraseology, he grinned in the darkness and the first probes of panic dowly reversed into a sensation of
logiccam.

His next thought was to use the Zippo to relight the candles. But if someone or something were awaiting
in the ambush further down the corridor, he reasoned, it would be best to remain in pitch darkness and
keep them at the same disadvantage. Stooping, he quickly unlaced his shoes, discarding them, and began
inching along the cool wall. The corridor led him past several wooden doors, each barred by large bands
of iron. Hewasin the midst of testing one of the doors when he paused, listening intently.

There was a sound somewhere ahead in the blackness. It was indefinable and inexplicable, but quite
audible. It could have been amoan or agrowl; Fitt didn’t know which. Then the sound faded and died
into nothingness.

Determined now that areal menace was waiting, some creature of the dark, that was physica, could
make noises and probably reason, spurred Pitt’ s sense of caution. Helay down on the corridor floor and
crept ahead without sound, his earslistening and his sensitive fingertips feding out the way. The floor was
smooth and unyielding, and In spots it was damp. He crawled on through an oily dimethat soiled his
uniform, soaking into the materid and causing it to stick to hisskin. He mentally cursed his uncomfortable
predicament as he crept onward.

After what seemed like hours, Pitt imagined he had dragged his ssomach over at least two miles of
cement, but hisrational mind knew it was close to eighty feet. The musty smell of antiquity lay on the floor
and reminded him of the interior of an old steamer trunk that once belonged to his grandfather. He
remembered hiding initsdark cubicle and pretending he was a stowaway on a ship bound for the
mysterious orient. It’s strange, he thought incongruoudy, how smells can bring back dormant and
forgotten memories.

Abruptly, thefed of the floor and walls changed from smooth concrete to rough, jointed masonry. The
passageway |eft the more modern construction behind and became old and hand hewn.

Pitt’s hand felt thewall stop and branch to theright. A gentle touch of air on his cheekstold him he had
come to cross-passage. He froze and listened.

Thereit wasagain. . . The sound was hdting and furtive. Thistimeit wasaclicking noise, likethe kind
long nailed animals make on ahard surfaced floor.

Aitt shivered uncontrollably and broke out in a cold swesat. He pressed his body flat into the damp
cobbled ground, knife pointed in the direction of the approaching sound.

The clicking became louder. Then it stopped and atorturous silence st in.

Pitt tried to contain his breathing to hear better; al his ears could detect was his own heartbeat
Something was out there, not ten feet away. He compared himsalf with a blind man who was being
stalked down aback-street dley. The eerie, spine-chilling atmosphere of the surroundings numbed his
thinking with a sense of hopelessness. He shook it off, forcing his mind to concentrate on methods of
combating the unseen terror.

The musty stench of the tunnd suddenly became overpowering, nearly making him sck. Heaso
detected afaint animal odor. But from what kind of anima?

Quickly aplan formed in Fitt's mind, and he decided to take a gamble on the unknown quantity. The



Zippo came out of his pocket. He flipped thelittle whed againgt the flint and held it abrief ingtant until the
wick burned brightly. He cast It up and into the air ahead. Thetiny flame sailed through the darkness and
illuminated two glowing fluorescent eyes, backed by agiant shadow that danced hellishly on thewalsand
floor of the passageway. The lighter clinked to the ground, its flame snuffed out by thefdl. A low
menacing growl came from the eyes and echoed through the stone labyrinth.

Pitt reacted instantly and coiled on the hard floor. Then he whipped over on his back and thrust the knife
up into the dark void, holding the handle tightly in the sweeting palms of both hands. He could not see his
ghostly attacker, but he knew now what it was.

The beast had noted Pitt’ s exact location in the brief flickering flame from the lighter. It hesitated for an
ingtant, then it gorang,

Theagdessanimal ingtinct of sniffing its prey before attacking spdlled the big animal’s doom. The dday
gave Ritt precioustime for his sudden evasive body roll, and the huge white dog overshot hisquarry. The
action happened with such blinding speed that dl Pitt could recall afterwardswasthe fed of the knife
dicing into asoft furry surface and the wetness of heavy liquid splattering in hisface,

The growl of the killer turned to the howl of the mortally wounded as the knife laid open the greet
Shepherd's flank just behind the ribs. The walls of the stone corridors thundered in a chorus of
reverberating roars that burst from the thick, hairy throat a split second before the hundred and eighty
pounds of anima fury crashed into the vertical scone beyond Fitt and fell heavily to the ground, thrashing
in spadtic agony for severd moments before dying.

At firg Fitt thought the dog had missed. Then hefdt asting across his chest, and he knew it hadn’t. He
lay without moving, listening to the death throesin the blackness. Long minutes after the passageway
returned to aghodtly stiliness, he remained limp on the uneven floor. Thetension finaly passed and his
muscles started to loosen, and the pain began to arrive in earnest, clearing hismind to anew sharpness.

Pitt dowly roseto hisfeet and leaned wearily against the unseen blood splattered wall. Another shudder
shook his body and he waited until his nerves calmed before ssumbling into the darkness ahead where he
shuffled hisfeet back and forth until they camein contact with hislighter. He lighted thelittle metalic box
and surveyed hiswounds.

Blood seeped from four evenly spaced furrows that began just above the | eft nipple and extended up
and diagondly over his chest to the right shoulder. The claw marks were deep in the skin but their depth
barely penetrated the muscle tissue. Fitt’s shirt hung down like ashredded flag of red and khaki. All he
could do for the moment was tear off the dangling strips of ragged cloth and pad the gashes. It would
have been the easiest thing in the world to collapse to the ground and let awave of comforting
unconsciousness gather him in itstrough. The temptation was strong, but he resisted it. Instead he stood
on steady legs with aquartz clear mind, planning his next move.

After another minute, Pitt walked over to the dog. Holding the lighter doft, he stared down at the dead
animd. It waslaying on its Sde, the entrailsin agruesome heap outside the body cavity. Trails of blood
streaked the floor, running in separate little streams toward an unseen low point somewherein the
direction from which he had crawled. The weariness and the pain dropped from Fitt like afaling coat at
the gruesome sight. Rage and anger engulfed his body and soared

from the state of fearful, life saving caution to astate of uncaring indifference toward danger and desath.
One thought held and gripped his mind: murder von Till.



His next step sounded smple, absurdly smply; be must find away out of the labyrinth. The odds
seemed long, and the chances hopeless. Y et the thought of failure never entered hismind. Von Till’s
words about the next flight of the yellow Albatros settled any doubts for him. The gearsin Ritt’s head
meshed in andytica thought, spitting out facts and possibilities.

Now that the scheming old German knew the First Attempt was remaining anchored off Thasos, he
would have it attacked by the Albatros. It would be too risky for the old plane to try another afternoon
attack, Pitt reasoned. VVon Till, no doubt, would send it aloft as soon as possible, probably at dawn.
Gunn and his crew must be warned in time. He glanced at the luminous dia on hiswrist watch. The
needle-like hands registered 9:55. Dawn would bregk at approximately 440, hefigured, give or take five
minutes. That left Sx hours and forty-five minutesfor him to find an exit from this crypt and dert the ship!

Pitt shoved the knifein his belt, snapped the lighter shut to conserve fud and started up the left
passageway toward the source of avery dight air current. The going was easier now. Pitt was damned if
he' d crawl anymore. He hurried without hesitation. The passage narrowed to three feet in width, but the
roof stayed out of reach above his head.

Suddenly his outstretched hand struck solid wall The passage ceased; it was a dead end. Heflicked the
lighter and saw hismistake. The air current came from asmal crack between the rocks. An audible
humming noise aso issued from the crack. It was the sound of an el ectric motor, hidden somewhere
beyond thewall in the bowel s of the mountain. Fitt listened for amoment, but then the sound ceased.

“If at first you don’t succeed,” be mused aoud,

“try another passage.” Heretraced his steps and quickly reached the intersection, thistime taking the
tunnel directly opposite the one he had cautioudy crawled through.

He lengthened his stride and pounded on into the impenetrable darkness; the cool damp paving numbing
his stocking feet. Heidly wondered how many other men, or women for that matter, had von Till literaly
thrown to the dog. In spite of the near chilly air, the sweet ran off hisbody in streams. The pain acrosshis
chest seemed remote, too remote to belong to him. He could fedl the blood mingling with the sweat and
running down into his pants. He kept going and was determined to keep going until he dropped. A
thought tugged at his mind to dow down and ret, but he rejected it and quickened his pace.

Again and again his groping hands and the periodic but welcome flicker of the lighter discovered new
passages that branched off into endless nothingness. In some, the rocks had caved in, seding them off,
probably forever.

The lighter was on itslast breeth, the fluid dmost gone. Fitt used it aslittle as possible, relying more and
more on his bruised and scraped fingers. An hour passed, and then another. He continued on, pushing his
tired and torn body through the ancient passages.

Hisfoot struck something solid, and he pitched forward onto the bottom steps of a stone stairway. The
edge of the fourth step caught him across the nose, gashing the bridge to the bone. Blood spurted down
his cheeks and coated hislips. All a once the exhaustion, the emotiond drain and the despair flooded
over his battered body, and he folded limply on the stairs. Everything began to dow down. Helay and
listened to the blood drip on the step beneath hishead. A soft white cloud materialized out of the black
gloom and gently covered him.

Aitt shook his sore and fuzzy head violently, trying to clear the cobwebs. Sowly, very dowly, likeaman
lifting atremendous weight he raised his head and shoulders and began agonizingly to crawl up the



sairway. Step by step he struggled, until at last he reached his destination.

A webbing of heavy bars marked the top of the stairway. The grille work was ancient and heavily rusted
but till thick and strong enough to hold back an eephant.

RFitt hauled himsdlf painfully onto the landing. A curtain of fresh air greeted his skin, replacing the musty
odor of the labyrinth. He gazed through the rectangles between the bars and his spirits soared at the sight
of the stars blinking in the sky. Back in the winding passageways he had |eft like adead man in a casket
It seemed like an eternity since he saw the outside world.

He pulled himsdlf to his feet and shook the bars. There was no movement. Thelock on the massive gate
had recently been welded closed.

He checked the width between each bar, searching for the largest opening. The third space from the | eft,
held the greatest soread; about eight and one-haf inches. Helaborioudy stripped off al his clothes and
et them on the other Side of the barrier. Next he smeared his blood into the sweat and exhaled until his
lungs ached in protest. Then, dipping his bead between the bars, he strained to push one hundred and
ninety poundsinto the outsde landscape. The rust from the barsflaked off againgt his dippery skin and
stuck to the glue-like blood. A racking moan of pain escaped his mouth as his genitals scraped over the
ragged edge of one bar. He desperately clawed at the ground and gave afina heave. Hisbody came
free

Pitt gragped his scraped crotch and sat up, ignoring the stabbing pain and unable to believe his success.
Hewas out, but was he in the clear? His eyes, now acutely used to the dark, darted around the
immediate area

The vaulted bars of the labyrinth faced onto the stage entrance of agreat amphitheatre. The ponderous
gructure reflected avaguely unearthly glow from the

white light of the stars and the moon, whose imperfect circle peeped over ashadowed mountain summit.
The architecture was Grecian but the massiveness of the congtruction signified Roman hands. The edge of
the round stage was separated from the theatre' s upper rim by amost forty rows of steeply banked

seats. Except for theinvisible flight of nocturnd insects,, the entire amphitheatre was deserted.

Aitt dipped into the remains of his uniform. Knotting the damp ticky cloth of his shirt, he stiffly wrapped
his chest with a crude bandage.

Just to be able to walk and bresthe in the warm evening air gave him anew surge of strength. He had
gambled back there in the labyrinth and without Theseus' string to guide him had besat the immense odds
and won. Laughter rang from hislipsand traveled in loud echoesto the last row of the amphitheatre and
back. The pain and the exhaustion was forgotten as he visudized von Till’ sface at their next meeting.

“How would you like aticket to seethat?’ Pitt shouted at his nonattendant gallery. He waited, caught in
the mood of the eerie setting. There was no reply, no applause, only the silence of the warm Thasos
night. For amoment he thought he saw a ghostly Roman audience cheering him on, but the toga clad
figuresfaded

mutely away into the white marble, leaving Pitt with no answer to hislonely invitation.

Helooked up at the maze of starsin the diamond clear air to get his bearings. Polaris blinked its friendly
light in return and advertised approximate north. Pitt’s eyes scanned afull three hundred and sixty degree



circle of sky. Something was wrong. Taurus and the Pleiades should have been overhead. Instead, they
werefar to the east.

“Goddamn,” Ritt cursed doud, looking at hiswatch. It was 3:22. Only an hour and eighteen minutes.
before dawn. Somehow he had lost nearly five hours.

What happened, he asked himself, where was the time lost? Then he redlized that he must have passed
out after colliding with the stairway.

Therewas no timeto lose. He hurriedly walked across the stone paved stage and presently discovered,
inthelittle available light, asmall path leading down the mountainside. He took it and set out on araceto
best the sun.
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A quarter of amile down the steep dope the pathway turned into aroad—no road, redly, but two
pardle tire-worn indentationsin the ground cover. The tracks meandered downward in atortuous series
of hairpin curves. Pitt sumbled dong at hdf trot, his heart pounding vicioudy under the taxing strain. He
was hurt, not badly, but he had lost much blood. Any doctor who might have encountered him would
have immediately confined historn body to a hospital bed.

Over and over, since his escgpe from the labyrinth, pictures of the defensdess

scientistis and crew of the First Attempt being strafed by the Albatros flashed through Fitt' smind. He
could seein perfect detail the bulletstearing into flesh and bone, leaving heavy red blotches on the white
paint of the oceanographic research ship. The carnage would al be over before the new interceptor jets
at Brady Field could scramble, providing of course the replacement aircraft had arrived from the North
Africadepot before dawn. These visons and others drove Pitt on to efforts beyond his normal capacity.

He hdted abruptly. Something moved in the shadows ahead. He left the vague trail and circled wanly
around athick growth of chestnut trees, creeping closer to the unexpected obstacle. Then he raised up
and peered over afdlen, decaying tree-trunk. Even in the dim light there was no mistaking the shape of a
well-fed donkey that was tethered to a solitary boulder. The unattended little animal cocked one ear at
Aitt’ s gpproach and brayed softly, dmost patheticaly.

“You're hardly the answer to ajockey’ s prayer,” said Pitt grinning. “ But beggars can’t be choosy.” He

untied the lead rope from the rock and quickly made a crude halter. With no little amount of patience he
managed to push it over the donkey’ s nose. Then he mounted.

“Okay, mule, giddy up.”
Thelittle beast did not move.

Pitt pounded on the stout flanks. Still no government. He kicked, bounced and prodded. Nothing, not
even abray. Thelong earslaid flat and their obstinate owner refused to budge.

Pitt did not know any Greek words, only afew names. That must be it, he thought. This dumb jackass
was probably named after a Greek god or hero.

“Forward Zeus. . . Appollo. . . Poseidon.



Hercules. How about Atlas?’ 1t seemed as though the donkey had turned to stone. Suddenly an idea
occurred to Ritt. He leaned over and ingpected his mount’ s underbelly. It was void of exterior plumbing.

“My deepest apologies you gorgeous, ravishing creature,” Pitt purred in the pointed ears. “ Come my
lovely Aphrodite, let us be off.”

The donkey twitched and Pitt knew he was getting warm.

“Atlanta?’

Nothing more happened.

“Athena?’

The ears shot up and the donkey turned, looking up at Pitt out of abig confused eyes.
“Come on, Athena, mush!”

Athena, much to Fitt’sjoy and relief, pawed at the ground a couple of times and then obediently began
to amble down the road.

The early morning turned cool, and dew was beginning to dampen the forest trimmed meadows when a
last Pitt reached the outskirts of Liminas. Liminas was an average Greek coadta village, a unique blend of
modern congtruction built on the Site of an ancient city, whose ruins rise hero and there among the more
recent tile-roofed houses. On the shoreline, jutting into the town with ajagged haf-moon curve, a harbor
full of flat-beamed fishing boats offered a picturesque travel folder scene with the smdlsof sdt air, fish
and diesdl oil thrown in. The wooden hulled boats lay dead along the beach like a pack of beached
whales, their masts carefully stowed aong the gunnels and their anchor ropes stretched loosely to
seaward. In rows, behind the white sand beach, high vertical poles stood, supporting long fences of
gtinking brown fish nets. And, behind those again was the main Street of the village, whose shuttered little
doors and windows offered no sign of life to the bedraggled Fitt and his plodding four-legged
trangportation. The white plastered houses with therr tiny balconies made arestful redl-life painting in the
moonlight, apainting that had little bearing on the events which had brought Aitt to the village.

At anarrow intersection Fitt did off the donkey and tied it to amailbox. Then hetook an American ten
dollar bill from hiswallet and wrapped it into the hdter.

“Thanksfor thelift, Athena, and keep the change.”

He paited the animal affectionately on the soft rounded nose and, hitching up his disreputable looking
pants, walked unsteadily down the street toward the beach.

Pitt looked for the tell-tale lines of atelephone, but could see none. There were no cars or other vehicles
parked aong the streets either, only abicycle, but he was too physicaly drained to consider pedaing the
seven milesback to Brady Field. A lot of good it would do, he thought, even if he could find a phone or
someone who owned a car, he couldn’t speak Greek.

The glowing arms and numbers on the Omega said 3:59. Another hot dawn would hit theidand in
forty-one minutes. Forty-one minutes to warn Gunn and the men on the First Attempt. Fitt looked across
the seg, following the inward curve of the Idand. If it was seven milesto Brady Fied by land, then it was
only four milesin adirect line across the weter to the ship. Therewas no time|eft to loiter, he would



smply haveto stedl aboat. Why not? he reasoned. If he could kidnap a donkey he could pirate a boat.

Within afew minutes he found awell-used dory with ahigh flaring Carvel hull and arust-coated one
cylinder gasoline engine. Fumbling in the gloom hisfingersfound the throttle linkage and the ignition
switch.:

The flywhed was massive and it was al Fitt could do to crank it over. Every aching muscle strained at
each slent revolution. Sweat broke from hisforehead and dripped on the engine. His head throbbed and
blurriness crept into hisvison. Time after time he pulled the crank handle rubbing the flesh from his
hands. It seemed hopd ess; the engine would not fire.

If the need for speed had been vital before; it was desperate now. Precious minutes were running down
the drain as he attempted to get the balky engine into action. Pitt reached deep, drawing from the last
untapped reservoir of his strength. Clenching histeeth he gave amighty pull the engine popped briefly and
died. He pulled the crank again and dumped exhausted into the oily bilge water. The engine coughed
once, then twice, wheezed, coughed again, caught and settled down to a popping thump asthe solitary
piston began to ram up and down ingdeits ring-worn deeve. Too tired to rise, Fitt leaned over and cut
the linewith thefathful paring.

knife and kicked the gear lever in reverse. The shabby little boat, its paint peding down the hull in scaly
sheets, chugged backward into the harbor, circled in ahundred and eighty degree arc past the old
Roman breskwater and headed out to sea.

Aitt jammed the throttle full againgt its stop asthe dory redled through the low swells, making perhaps a
top speed of seven knots. He hauled himself erect in the stern seet, clutching thetiller tightly between his
hands, bleeding from the harsh rasping caused by the rusty crank handle.

A hdf hour passed, an interminable lapse of time under a cloudless sky and a brightening east horizon,
and till the boat chugged steadily around the idand. The progress seemed agonizingly dow to Fitt. But
every foot gained was afoot closer to the First Attempt. He caught himsdlf dozing off from timeto time,
head dropping on his chest, then reawakening with astart. He urged hishazy mind on, driving it with a
frenzy he didn’t know he possessed.

Then hisdulled eyes saw it, alow, gray shape, resting beyond the next small point of land, just over a
mile away. He recognized the two white, thirty-two point lights on bow and stern that signified aship at
anchor. The probing rays of the sun were rapidly stretching into the sky, clearly silhouetting the First
Attempt againgt the eastern horizon; first the superstructure, then the crane and radar mast, then the
indiscriminate piles of scientific equipment scattered around the deck.

Pitt talked to the noisy old engine, begging it for more revolutions. The lone cylinder snapped, crackled
and popped in reply, turning the warped and bent propeller shaft until it rumbled ominoudy inside worn
and exhausted bearings. The race againgt the dawn was going to be close.

The hot, orange ball of the sun was barely poking its dome over the watery horizon when Fitt abruptly
dowed thelittle engine, tardily jammed the throttle in reverse and bored clumsily into the side of the First
Attempt.

“Hello the ship?’ Aitt shouted weskly, too fatigued to move.

“You dumb ass,” returned an irate voice. “Why don’t you watch where you' re going?” A shadowed
face appeared over therail and peered down at the dory, bumping against the big ship’shull. “Next time



let us know when you' re coming so we can paint atarget onthe side.”
In spite of the tension and fiery agony of hiswounds, Fitt could not help

amiling. “I1t’ stoo early in the morning for jokes. Can the wisecracks and get down hereand givemea

“Why should 17?7’ said the lookout, straining his eyesin the early shadows. “Who the hell are you?’
“I'm Aitt and I’'m injured. Now stop screwing around and hurry.”

“Isit redly you, Mgor?’ thelookout asked hesitantly.

“What the Goddamn hell do you want? snapped Fitt, “abirth certificate?’

“No, gr.” Thelookout vanished behind the railing and amoment later reappeared on the boarding
ladder with aboathook in one hand. He caught the dory on the aft port gunnel and pulled it to the ladder.
Securing alineto thelittle boat’ s stern, he leaped on board, caught hisfoot on acleat and fell sprawling
on top of Fitt.

Pitt clamped his eyes shut. grunting from the impact of the other man’s weight WWhen he opened them
again hefound himsdlf saring into the yellow beard of Ken Knight.

Knight started to say something, but then he more clearly saw the bloody and ragged body benegth him.
The sight of Aitt’s condition made the young scientist wince and his face turned ashen. He sat rock-bound
in unbelieving shock.

Pitt’ slipstwisted into abemused grin. “Don’'t waste time Sitting there like abroken crutch. Help meinto
Commander Gunn’s cabin.”

“My God, my God,” Knight murmured, shaking his head dazedly and dowly from sdeto sde. “What in
the name of God happened?”’

“Later,” Pitt snapped. “When there' stime.” He swayed forward onto his hands. “Help me you dumb
bastard beforeit’ stoo late.” There was a desperation, aburning fiercenessin Pitt’ s voice that Startled
Knight into action.

Knight half carried, half dragged Pitt up the ladder and onto the deck. He stopped a Gunn’s cabin and
kicked at the door. “ Open up, Commander Gunn. It's an emergency.”

Gunn threw open the door dressed in nothing but a pair of shorts and his horn-rimmed glasses, looking
like aconfused professor who was just caught in amotel room with the Dean of the University’ swife.
“What'sthe meaning .. .“ He stopped suddenly, staring at the blood-caked apparition supported by
Knight His brown eyes swelled to Immense proportions behind the thick lenses. “My God, Dirk, isthat
you? What happened?

Pitt tried to smile again, but it was only adight curl of hisupper lip. “I’m adropout from hell!” Histone
was low, then it came on strongly. “ Do you have any meteorologica equipment on board?’

Gunn didn’t answer. Instead, he ordered Knight to get the ship’s doctor. Then the bespectacled little
skipper led Fitt into the cabin and gently lowered him on the bunk. “ Just rest easy, Dirk. We |l have you



patched up innotime.”

“That'sjust it, Rudi, thereisno time,” Fitt said, grasping Gunn’swristswith hisripped hands. “Do you
have any meteorologica equipment on board?’ he repeated urgently.

Gunn looked down at Ritt, his eyes reflecting bewilderment. “Y es, we have insruments to record various
meteorological data. Why do you ask?’

Pitt’ s hands released their grip and fell away from Gunn’swrists. A smug cold smile gripped hiseyesand
spread hislips as he struggled up on hisebows. “ This ship Isgoing to be attacked any minute by the
sameaircraft that raided Brady Field.”

“You must beddirious,” Gunn said, moving for ward to help Pitt St up.

“My body may look like hdll, but my mind at this minute is sharper than yours,” Pitt said. “Now listen,
and listen closdly. Here' swhat hasto be done.”

It was the lookout perched on the great A-frame crane, that first spotted the little yellow plane against
itsvast blue background. Then Pitt and Gunn saw it too, not more than two miles away, flying a eight
hundred feet. They should have seen it sooner, but it was coming at the First Attempt straight out of the
eyeof the sun.

“He sten minuteslate,” Pitt grunted, holding an arm aoft for awhite goateed doctor who worked
quickly and skillfully at bandaging his chest.

Thedderly physician, obliviousto Pitt’s movements on the: ship’sbridge, cleaned and dressed the raw
cutswithout bothering to turn and look at the gpproaching plane. Hetied the fina knot tightly, making Pitt
twinge and display awry face. “That’ sthe best | can do for you, Mgor, until you stop running up and
down the deck, shouting orderslike Captain Bligh.”

“Sorry, Doc,” Pitt said without taking his eyesfrom the sky. “But there was no time for aformd office
cal. You better get below now. If my little battle tactic doesn't work, you' re going to do aland office
businessin about ten minutes.”

Without answering, the wiry, deeply tanned doctor closed alarge worn leather case, turned and ducked
down the bridge ladder.

Pitt drew back from therailing and glanced over a Gunn. “Are you connected?’

“Say when.” Gunn was tense, but looked ready and eager. He held asmall black box in hishand
attached to awire that led up the radar mast and then into the brilliant morning sky. “Do you think the
pilot of the old contraption will take the bait?’

“Higtory never failsto repeat itsdf.” PFitt said confidently, glaring at the nearing plane.

Even in thismoment of tense anxiety Gunn found time to marvel at Pitt’'s complete transformation since
dawn: the man who staggered on board the First Attempt in such fearful physical condition was not the
same man who now stood on the bridge with gleaming eyes and the expectant posture of awar horse
inhaling the scent of battle through flaring nogtrils. It sesemed strange, but Gunn couldn’t stop hismind
from drifting back many months ago to the bridge of another ship, atramp steamer cdled the Dana Gail.
He remembered as though it was only an hour ago, seeing the same expression on Fitt’ sface just before



the old rusty hulk cast off to find and destroy a mysterious seamount In the Pacific, north of Hawaii.
Abruptly he was pulled back to the redlity of the present by a strong grip on hisarm.

“Get down.” Pitt said urgently, “or the shock wave will blow you overboard. Be ready to join the
contactstheingtant | give theword.”

The bright yellow plane was banking now, circling around the ship, testing it for defenses. The drone of
its noisy engine tore across the water, causing avibration in Aitt’ s eardrums. He watched it through apair
of borrowed binoculars, smiling with satisfaction as he noted smal round patches in the fabric of the
wings and fuselage; arecord of Giordino's hitswith the carbine. Moving the glassesin anear vertica
angle he focused on the black wire that led upward, and al at once he felt a hope that began to amount
to complete conviction.

“Steady . . . steady,” he said quietly. “1 think he’ sgoing to nibble a the cheese.”

The cheese, Gunn thought wonderingly. He cdls that damn balloon up there the cheese. Who would
have ever thought that Pitt wanted adamn weather balloon when he asked whether the First Attempt
carried meteorologica gear. Now the damn balloon floated up there in the damn sky with a one hundred
pound charge of explosives from the damn seismic lab tied to it. Gunn peered abovetherailing & the big
slvery airborne bal and the letha package dangling benesth it The cable holding the captive balloon and
the dectrica wire attached to the explosives both stretched eight hundred feet high and four hundred feet
agtern; atotal distance of four football fields away. He shook his head, it wasironic that the explosive
charge, normally utilized for producing underwater shockwaves to anayze the bottom of the sea, would
now be used to blow an airplane out of the sky.

Theroar of the plane’ s engine grew louder, and for one brief moment Fitt thought it was going to dive
straight-on at the ship, but then be realized that its angle of descent wastoo low. The pilot waslining the
Albatros up for apass at the balloon. He stood up for a better view, knowing he was atempting and
exposed target The engine turned into a high pitched snarl and the gun sights amed for the lazy gas bag,
waiting above the sparkling water. There was no delay, no adjusting for range, the yellow wings glistened
in the sun, obscuring the flashes from the two guns mounted on the cowling, The sound of the staccato
bursts and the whine of the bullets signaled the beginning of the attack.

The rubberized nylon skin of the heium filled bag shuddered under the ondaught of therapid gunfire. It
sagged &t firgt, then wrinkled like a prune and collapsed, flapping in lose folds toward the sea. The yelow
Albatros swept over the dropping balloon, making abedinefor the First Attempt.

"Now!" Fitt ydled, hitting the deck.
Gunn threw the switch.

The next instant seemed to march on to infinity. Then there was a gigantic blast which shock the ship
from ked to mast. The early morning silence was shattered

with aviolent sound like the breaking of athousand windows by atornado. And, in the sky, atower of
dense smoke and flame swirled in ahuge bursting mass of orange and black. The concussion from the
explosion knocked the wind from Pitt and Gunn; squeezing internal organs againgt spines with the sudden
punch of abattering ram.

Sowly, moving with painful stiffness from the bandages and struggling for breath, Fitt roseto hisfeet and
peered Into the expanding cloud for signs of the Albairos. Shaken for amoment, his eyes darted too



high, and he could see nothing but curling smoke; the plane and Its pilot were gone. Then heredlized
what had happened. The brief lag between his shouted signal and the actua explosion saved the plane
from ingtant disintegration. Swinging his gaze down to the horizon he spotted it The craft was gliding
clumsily through the air, its engine dead.

Pitt snatched at the binoculars and quickly sighted them on the Albatros. It wastrailing smoke and fiery
fragmentsin ameteoric frail. He watched in morbid fascination as one of the lower wings suddenly folded
backward and fell away, causing the plane to tumblein aseries of wild gyrations, like a piece of paper
thrown from ahigh office building. Then It seemed to bang suspended for amoment before plunging into
the seq, leaving asignature of smoke mdting into thewarm air.

“It'sdown,” said Pitt excitedly. “We ve scored.”

Gunn waslying againgt the far bulkhead corner.

He crawled across the deck and lifted his head dazedly.
“How far and what heading?’

“ About two miles abaft the starboard beam,” replied Pitt He lowered the glasses and looked a Gunn’s
paeface “Areyoudl right?’

Gunn nodded. “Just logt alittlewind, that’sdl.”

Fitt smiled, but there waslittle humor in his eyes. He was smugly satisfied with himself, very pleased with
the outcome of his plan. * Send the double-ender and some men out there to dive on the wreck. I'm
anxiousto find out what our ghost lookslike.”

“Of course,” said Gunn. “I’ll persondly lead the diving party. But, only on one condition. .. you get your
ass down to my cabin immediately. The doc hasn't finished with you yet.”

Pitt shrugged, “Y ou’re the captain.” He turned back to the rail and looked again at the spot that marked
the grave of the yellow Albatros.

Hewas dill at therail ten minutes later when Gunn and four of the First Attempt's crew loaded their
diving gear on the double-ender whaler and cast off. The little boat made no attempt to circle and search
the general surface area but moved straight to the spot where the plane disappeared. Fitt waited until be
could seethe divers drop into the sparkling blue water at intervasto converge together underwater at the
final resting place of the wreck.

“Comedong. Mgor,” saidavoice a hisebow.

He dowly turned and |ooked into the face of the bearded doctor. “It’s no use chasing me Doc. | won't
marry you.” Ritt said, awide grinriding hisface.

The blue-eyed old ship’ s surgeon did not grin back. He merely pointed down the ladder at Gunn’s
cabin.

Pitt had no choice but to wearily resign himsalf and turn his battered body over to the doctor's care. In
the cabin he fought a half-hearted baitle against unconsciousness, but the administered sedativeswon a



beachhead, and soon he was sheathed in a deep deep.
9

Pitt stared at the gaunt and repul sive face that echoed hisimage from asmal mirror, hanging in the
cabin’s head. The black hair dangled down hisface and ears, adding an unkempt crown above the deep
green eyesthat were circled and etched with jagged red blood vessals. He had not dept long; hiswatch
showed atime lgpse of only four hours. It was the heat that woke him, the morning blanket of hot air,
drifting acrossthe seafrom Africaand digging its burning fingersinto his skin. He discovered the
ventilator that was closed, and he opened it, but the damage was dready done. The hot dry air had a
head start and the air conditioning would never catch up and cool the cabin, at least not until early
evening. He pushed the tap and splashed water over hisface, letting the coolness soak into his pores asit
dribbled down his back and shoulders.

He briskly dried his damp skin and tried to recall in sequence what had happened the night before. Willie
and the Maybach-Zepplin. The villa. Drinking with von Till. Teri’ sbeauty, her paled features. Then the
[abyrinth, the dog and the escape. Athena; did her owner ever find her? The dory, thismorning, the
ydlow Albatros and the explosion. Now the waiting for Gunn and his crew to salvage the plane and find
the body of its mystery pilot. What was the connection with von Till?

What wasthe old kraut’ s motives. And Teri. Did she know about the trap? Was she trying to warn him?
Or, did shebait him into being used and pumped for information by her uncle?

He shook al thoughts and questions from his mind. The bandagesitched and he fought the agonizing
urgeto scratch. . . God, it was hat. . . if only he had anice cold drink. The only item of clothing the
doctor hadn’t cut off his body was his shorts. He rinsed them out in the basin and put them on wet.
Within minutes they were completdly dry.

A light knock came from the door. It dowly swung open and the red-haired cabin boy poked his head
around the bulkhead. “ Are you awake, Mgor Fitt?" he queried softly.

“Yes, but just barely.” Fitt replied.

“1...1didn"t mean to bother you,” the boy said hesitantly. “ The doc asked me to check on you every
fifteen minutes to make sure you were resting comfortably.”

Ritt threw awithering stare at the cabin boy. “Who the hell can rest comfortably in thisfurnace with the
ar conditioning turned off?”

A lost bewildered look crossed the young sunburned face. “Oh my gosh, I’'m sorry sir. | thought
Commander Gunn leftit on.”

“What'sdoneisdone,” Fitt said shrugging. “How about something cold to drink?”
“Would you like abottle of FIX?’

Pitt’s eyes narrowed sharply. “ A bottle of what?

“FIX. It saGreek beer.”

“All right, if you say s0.” Pitt couldn’t help but grin. “I’ ve heard of taking afix before, but never drinking



one.

“I'll beright back sir.” The boy ducked around the bulkhead and closed the door. Suddenly it jerked
open again and the young boy’ s flaming hair regppeared. “I’ m sorry, Mgor, | dmost forgot. Colonel
Lewisand Captain Glordino are waiting to see you. The Colond wanted to bust right in and wake you,
but the doc wouldn't hear of it. He even threstened to throw the Colond off the shipif hetried it.”

“All right, send themin,” said Fitt with impatience. hurry with the beer before | eveporate.”

Aitt lay back on the bunk and let the swest roll down his body onto the rumpled sheets, sopping the
areasthat camein contact with his skin. His mind continued to turn, ransacking every detail of the pat,
assembling for the present, pushing ahead, and plotting future directions.

Lewisand Giordino.

They hadn’t wasted any time in coming. If Giordino received an answer from NUMA headquarters, it
might help to supply one of the many missing piecesto the puzzle. Thefour borders were forming. but the
middle was a scattered conglomeration of uncertain and unknown quantities. Von Till's evil face leered
from the maze, histight-lipped grin curling in smug disdain. Aitt'smind raced on. The great white dog. He
tried to force it into another piece of the puzzle, but it wouldn't fit. That’ s strange, he thought, the dog
doesn't correspond to the piece it’ s supposed to. For some unfathomable reason he couldn’t force the
animal between von Till and Kurt Helbert

Suddenly Lewis burst into the cabin with al the finesse of a sonic boom. Hisface was red and he was
swesting. the tiny beads streamed down his nose and into his moustache where they were absorbed like
raninaforest. “Well now, Mgor, aren’t you sorry you passed up my invitation for dinner?’

Pitt haf smiled. “1 admit there was atime or two last night when | regretted turning down your scallops.”
He pointed to the gauze and adhesive tape crisscrossing his chest. "But at least my other dinner
engagement gave me afew memoriesthat | can carry for along, longtime.”

Giordino stepped from behind Lewis hulking form and waved a greeting to Ritt. “ See what happens
every timel let you go out and carouse on your own.”

Pitt could see the wide grin on Giordino’ sface, but he aso noticed afraterna look of concernin his
friend’ seyes. “Next time, Al, I'll send you in my place.”

Giordino laughed. “Don’'t do me any favorsif
you'realiving example of the morning after.”

Lewis parked hisbulk heavily in achair facing the bunk. “God, it’ shot in here. Don't these damn floating
museums carry air conditioning?”

Pitt enjoyed atinge of sadistic pleasure at Lewis

steaming discomfort. “ Sorry, Colond, the unit must be overtaxed. | have beer coming that should help
make the hest a bit more endurable.”

“Right now,” Lewissnorted, “I’d even settle for aglass of Ganges River water.”



Giordino leaned over the bunk “For chrissakes, Dirk, what mischief did you get yoursdlf into after you
left uslast night? Gunn’ s radio message said something about amad dog.”

“I'll tell you,” said Aitt, “But first | need a couple of questions answered mysdlf.” Helooked at Lewis.
“Colond, do you know Bruno von Till?

“Do | know von Till?" Lewisrepeated. “ Only dightly. | wasintroduced to him once and have seen him
occasiondly at parties given by the local dignitaries, but that’ s about al From what | gather, he's
something of amydery.”

“Do you, by chance, know what hisbusinessis?’ PFitt asked hopefully.

“Heownsasmall fleet of ships.” Lewis paused for amoment, closing hiseyesin thought. Then they shot
open, transmitting alook of sudden recollection, “Minerva, yesthat’sit, MinervaLines: the name of the
flegt”

“I"'ve never heard of it,” Pitt murmured.

“Small wonder,” snorted Lewis. “ Judging from the decrepit rust buckets I’ ve seen smoking by Thasos, |
doubt whether anyone dse knows of its existence either.”

Pitt’ seyes narrowed. “Von Till’ s ships cruise dong the Thasos coastline?’
Lewisnodded. “Y es, one passes every week or so.

They’re easy to spot; they dl haveabig ydlow ‘M’

Painted on the smoke funnels.”

“Do they anchor off shore or dock at Liminas?’

Lewis shook hishead. “Neither. Every ship I ve bothered to notice came from the south, circled the
idand and reversed course south again.”

“Without slopping?’

“They lie-to for perhaps half-an-hour, no more, right off the point by the old ruins.”

Pitt raised up out of the bunk. He looked questioningly at Giordino, then Lewis. "That’sodd.”
“Why?" asked Lewislighting acigar.

“Thasosisat least five hundred miles north of the main Suez Cand shipping lanes,” Fitt said dowly.
“Why should von Till send his ships on athousand mile detour?’

“I don't know,” Giordino said impatiently. “And frankly, | could care even less. Why not stop this verbal
screwing around and tell us about your nocturnal escapades? What has this von Till character got to do
with last night?’

Aitt good and stretched, wincing from the stiff soreness. His mouth had a sand and grave taste; he could
not recall when histhroat had been so dry before. Where was that dumb kid with the beer? Pitt caught



sght of Giordino’s cigarettes, and he motioned for one.
Helit it and inhaed, increasing the rotten taste in his mouth.

He shrugged, smiling wryly. “OK, I'll giveit to you from beginning to end, but please fed freeto Sare at
melikel’m crazy; I'll understand.”

In the hest tortured cabin, the sted walls amost too hot to touch, Fitt told his story. He held nothing
back, not even athin belief that Teri had somehow betrayed him to von Till Lewis nodded thoughtfully on
occasion but made no comment; his mind seemed to linger esewhere, returning only when Fitt graphicdly
described an event. Giordino paced the small cubicle unhurriedly, leaning dightly againgt the dow rolling
of the ship.

When Fitt finished, no one spoke. Ten seconds passed, twenty, then thirty. The atmosphere had turned
humid from perspiration and rapidly became stale from cigar and cigarette smoke.

“I know,” Pitt said alittletiredly. “It soundslike afairy tae and makes very little sense. But, that's
exactly the way it happened, | |eft nothing out”

“Danid inthelion’sden.” Lewissad flatly, without inflection. “I admit, what you' ve told us seemsfar
fetched, but the facts have a strange way of bearing you

out.” He pulled a handkerchief from a hip pocket and dabbed it across his forehead. “Y ou were correct
in predicting that the antique plane would attack this ship, and you even knew when.”

“Von Till supplied mewith ahint. The rest was conjecture.”
“I can't figurethe weird set-up,” said Giordino.

“Using an old bi-plane to shoot up the sea and landscape merely to get rid of the First Attempt seems
overly complicated.”

“Not redly,” said Pitt. “1t soon became obviousto von Till that his sabotage attempts on the scientific
operations of NUMA'’ s expedition were not succeeding according to plan.”

“What crossed him up?’ Giordino inquired.

“Gunn was stubborn,” Fitt grinned evenly. “In spite of what he thought were accidents and setbacks due
to natural causes, he refused to weigh anchor and give up.”

“Good for him,” Lewis grunted, and cleared histhroat to speak, but Pitt went on unruffled.

“Von Till had to find another direction. Using the old aircraft was astroke of genius. If he had sent a
modern jet fighter to attack Brady Field, dl hell would have broken out in the form of an international
crisgs. The Greek Government, the Russans, the Arabs; dl would have become involved, and thiswhole
idand would have been teeming with military personnel on emergency dert. No, von Till was smart: the
antique Albatros caused our government some embarrassment and cost the Air Force afew million
dollars, but spared everyone a diplomatic mess and an armed conflict.”

“Very interesting, Mgor.” Lewis voicewasflat, skepticd. “Very interesting. . . and most ingtructiond.
But would you mind answering a question that' s been nagging the back of my mind?



“What isit, 9r?’ It wasthefirst time Pitt had addressed Lewisas Sr, and hefound it strangely
disagteful.

“Just what are these seagoing eggheads |ooking for that brought this rotten busi ness down around our
heads?’

“A fish,” Rt replied grinning.

Lewis eyeswidened and he amost dropped his cigar on hishugelap. “A what?’

“A fish,” Pitt repeated. “It' s nick-named Teaser; arare species reported to be aliving fossil. Gunn
assures me that landing one would be the greatest scientific achievement of the decade.” Pitt supposed
wryly that he was overdoing it abit, but hewasirritated by Lewis' blustering pompousness.

Lewis facewas not plessant as he rose trembling from his chair. “'Y ou mean to say that | have fifteen
million dollars worth of wrecked aircraft scattered over abase under my persona command, my military
career dl but ruined, and dl because of agoddamned fish?’

Pitt tried hisbest to look serious. “Yes, Colond, | guess you might say that.”

A saddened ook of absolute defeat gripped Lewis features as he shook his head

from sdeto side. “My God, my God, it'snot fair, it'sjust not. . .*

Hewas interrupted by aknock on the metal door.

The cabin boy entered, carrying atray containing three brown bottles.

“Keep them coming,” Fitt ordered. “ And, keep them cold.”

“Yesdr,” the boy mumbled. He set the tray down on the desk and hurried from the cabin.

Giordino passed Lewisabeer. “Here Colond, drink up and forget the damage to Brady. The taxpayers
will absorb the cost anyway.”

“Inthemeantime I’ [ probably suffer acoronary,”

Lewissaid gloomily. He sat back down in the chair, collapsing like aleaky inner tube.

Pitt held up the ice frosted bottle and rolled its cold surface across hisforehead. The red and silver label
was stuck on crooked. He stared idly at the reversed printing that proudly proclaimed: BY
APPOINTMENT TO THE ROYAL GREEK COURT.

“Where do we go from here?” Giordino said between gulps.

Pitt shrugged, “1'm not sure yet. A lot depends on what Gunn finds in the wreckage of the Albatros.”

“Any idea?

“None a the moment.”



Giordino mashed his cigarette into an ashtray. “If nothing dse, I'd say we' rewell ahead of the game,
especialy compared to thistime yesterday. Thanksto you our ghost from World War | iskaput, and we
have apretty good lead on the ingtigator behind the attacks. All we have to do now is have the Greek
authoritiespick up von Till”

“Not good enough,” Fitt said thoughtfully. “ That
would be the same as adidtrict attorney demanding the indictment of a suspect for murder *who had no
motive. No, there hasto be areason, not avaid onein our eyes necessarily, but ftill areason for dl this
intrigue and destruction.”

“Whatever the cause, it isn't treasure.”

Pitt stared at Giordino. “1'd forgotten to ask. Did Admira Sandecker send areply to your message?’
Giordino dropped an emptied bottle in awastebasket. “It came through this morning, just before the
Colond and | |eft Brady Fidld for the First Attempt.” He paused, gazing up a afly waking acrossthe
ceiling, Then he belched.

“Wd|?’ Ritt grunted impatiently.

“The Admiral had a crew of ten men pour through the nationa Archives on a crash research program.
When they were finished they dl agreed on the same conclusion: there is no recorded document
anywhere that indicates shipwrecked treasure near the Thasos coastline.”

“Cargos, could any of the recorded wrecked vessels have carried valuable cargo?’

“Nothing worth mentioning,” Giordino pulled adip of paper from hisbreast pocket. “ The Admird’s
secretary dictated over the radio the names of al the shipsthat werelost on or around Thasosin the last
two hundred years. Theligt isn't impressive.”

Pitt wiped the salty sting of sweat from hiseyes. “Let’shave asample.”

Giordino set the list on his knees and began reading aloud in argpid monotone. “Mistral, French frigate,
sunk 1753. ClaraG., British cod collier, sunk 1856. Admiral DeFosse, French ironclad, sunk 1872.
Scyla, Itdian brig, sunk 1876. Daphne. British gunboat. .

“Skipto 1915,” Ritt interrupted.

"H.M.S. Forshire, British cruiser, sunk by German shore batteries on the mainland, 1915. Von
Schroder, German destroyer, sunk by British warship, 1916. U-19, German submarine, sunk by British
arcraft, 1918.”

“No need to continue,” Fitt said yawning. “Most of the lost wrecks on your list were warships. The
chances are dim that one of them might have carried aking' sransomin gold.”

Giordino nodded. “Asthe boysin Washington said, ‘ no recorded documents of sunken treasure’.”

Thetalk over treasure brought an alert gleam in Lewis' eyes. “What about ancient Greek or Roman
vessals?” Most records wouldn't go back that far.”



“That'strue,” said Giordino. “But, as Dirk previoudy pointed out, Thasosisalong way off the beatery
shipping paths. The same holdstrue for the trade routes of antiquity.”

“But if thereisafortune under our feet,” Lewis perssted, “and von Till found it, he' d most certainly keep
it asecret.”

“*There’ sno law againgt finding sunken treasure.”
Giordino exhaled two streams of smoke through his nose. “Why bother to hideit?’

“Greed,” said Ritt. “Insane greed; wanting one hundred percent, refusing to share with others or having
to pay the government under which the riches were found any taxes or assessments.”

“Congdering the huge cut most governments demand,” Lewissaid angrily, “1 can't say as1’d blamevon
Till for keeping the discovery a secret.”

The cabin boy came and went, Leaving three more

bottles of beer. Giordino downed his ‘with onetilt of the head and then dropped the empty bottle beside
itsmate

in the wastebasket “* Thiswhole gameislike abad dedl,” he complained. “1 don't likeit.”

“I don't likeit either,” Fitt said quietly. “Every logicd avenue winds up in acul-de-sac. Even thistalk
about treasureis meaningless. | tried to bait von Till into admitting he was after treasure, but the wily old
bastard offered no indication of interest. HE strying to hide something, but it's not sunken gold bullion or
lost diamonds.” He broke off and pointed out a porthole across the seawhere Thasos dept under the
risng heat waves. “The solution lies esawhere, either near theidand, or on it, or maybe, both. We'll
soon know more when Gunn raises the Albatros and its occupant.”

Giordino, both hands clasped behind his head, leaned his chair back on two legs. “By dl rights, we
could leave now and be back in Washington this time tomorrow. Since the mysterious renegade planeis
destroyed, and we know who ingtigated the accidents on board the First Attempt, things should settle
back to normal. | see no reason why we can’t pack up and head for home.” He threw Lewisan
indifferent look. “1’m certain the Colond can handle any further emergenciesthat might crop up on Brady
FHdd”

“Youcan't leave now!” Lewiswas sweating heavily, his breath in gasps, barely controlling histemper.
“I'll contact Admiral Sandecker and have. . . “

“Don’'t worry, Colonel,” Gunn interrupted from the doorway. He had pushed the cabin door open
dlently and now stood leaning againgt the bulkhead.

“Magor Pitt and Captain Giordino won't be leaving Thasosjust yet.”

Pitt looked up quickly, expectantly. There was no eated expression on Gunn’sface, it merdy reflected a
mixture of blank nothingness and dejection. It was the face of aman who ceased to care. The smal bone
structure showed through the shoulders, drooped from exhaustion, and the skin glistened with drops of
sat water that dung to the body hair in tiny droplets. He wore nothing but the ever present horn-rimmed
glassesand a



European style black bikini that did little to enhance the dender frameit covered. Four traight hours of
diving had left Gunn exhausted, every bone, every muscle begging for relief.

“Sorry Sir,” Gunn mumbled softly. “Bad news |’ m afraid?

“For God' s sake, Rudi,” Pitt asked, “What isit? Weren't you able to raise the plane and recover the
pilot’'sbody?’

“Gunn shrugged histhin shoulders. “Nether.”

“Asbad asthat?’ Pitt queried, voice and face deadly serious.
“Worse” Gunnreplied grimly.

“Let’'shaveit.”

For dmogt thirty seconds, Gunn remained silent The othersin the cabin could hear the faint creaking
noises of the ship, rolling in the gentle swells of the Mediterranean, and see the tightening of Gunn's
mouth.

“Believe me, wetried,” Gunn said wearily. “We used every underwater search trick in the book, but we,
couldn’t locate thewreck.” He gestured hel plessy with his bands. “ It was gone, vanished, God knows
where™’

10

“The Thasians were greet lovers of the theatre, consdering it avita part of their education, and
everyone, including the town beggar, was encouraged to come. In the ancient city of Thasos, during the
premieres of new dramas from the mainland, al shops were closed, al business ceased and prisoners
were released from jail Even the city’ swhores, barred from most public events, were alowed to practice
their trade in the shrubbery by the theatre gateways without fear of legal harassment.”

The swarthy Greek Nationa Tourist Organization guide paused hisspid, curling hislip in apleased grin
at the horrified expressions on the faces of the female tourigts. It was aways the same, he thought The
women whispering in put-on embarrassment while the men, draped in Bermuda shorts and festooned
with light meters and cameras, guffawed and poked each other’ sribsin unison with know-it-all winks.

The guide twisted the end of his magnificent moustache and studied his group more closely. Therewas
the usud sprinkling of fat retired businessmen and their fat wives, viewing the ruins, not for historical
interest but rather to impresstheir friends and neighbors a home. His eyes wandered over four young
school teachers from Alhambra, Cdlifornia. Three were plain looking, wore glasses and giggled
congtantly. It wasthe fourth girl who attracted his attention. Excellent possibilities. Large protruding
breadts, red hair, long legs— like most Americans—and quite shapely. Thekind of eyesthat flirt and
suggest better things to come. Later tonight he would invite her on a private moonlight tour of the ruins.

The guide pulled at the lapels of atight jacket and tucked the bottom neatly under abright red
cummerbund.

Sowly, with aprofessional kind of carelessness, he turned his gaze toward the rear of thelittle crowd,
stopping it uneasily on two men who leaned indifferently againgt afalen column. A tougher, more



battered and villainous pair of hard cases he had never seen. The short one with the puffed out chest,
obvioudy an Italian, looked more like an gpe than aman. Thetadler brute with the piercing green eyes,
carried himsdf with an air of sureness and sophidtication, yet there was an aura about him that advertised
“Caution: highly dangerous.” The guide twisted his moustache again. German most likely. Mugt loveto
fight judging from the bandages on the nose and hands. Strange, most strange, the guide mused. Why
would those two take adull tour of old ruins? Probably apair of sailorswho jumped ship. Y es, that must
beit, he suggested to himself smugly.

“Thistheatre was excavated in 1952, the guide went on, flashing a set of bright teeth. “ So buried under
centuries of st washed off the mountain that it took two yearsto reved it al. Please notice the geometric
mosaic of the orchestrafloor. It was fashioned from naturally colored pebbles and signed Coenus Set I1t.”
He hesitated a moment, letting his flock of excursgonists study the flord design of the worn and faded
files

“Now, if you will follow me up the stairway to your left, we will take ashort walk over the next mound
to the Shrine of Poseidon.”

Aitt, playing the part of atired and worn-out sightseer, feigned exhaustion and sat down on the steps,
watching the rest of the tour climb the granite stairway until their heads disappeared beyond the top.
Four-thirty, hiswatch read. Four-thirty. Exactly three hours since he and Giordino left the First Attempt
and casudly gtrolled into Liminas, joining the guided tour of the ancient ruins. Now he and Giordino.. .
the little Captain wasimpatiently pacing the stone floor beside him, clutching asmdl flight bag. . . waited
afew more minutes, making absolutdly sure the tour was continuing without them. Satisfied thet they
weren't missed, he silently motioned to Giordino and pointed toward the stage entrance of the
amphithestre.

For the hundredth time, Fitt tugged at the irritating chest bandage, thought about the ship’s doctor and
grinned in self amusement. Permission to leave the ship and return to von Till’ svillahad been firmly
denied by the bearded doctor, and by Gunn too. But when Pitt insisted that, if necessary, he was ready
to fight the entire ship’s crew and swim back to Liminas, the old physician had thrown up hishandsin
defeat and stormed from the cabin. So far, paying for the wine whilekilling timein asmal taverna,
waiting for the sightseeing trip to begin, was his only contribution to the backdoor reconnai ssance of the
villa. It was Giordino who had cursed and sweated over the huge lump of rust attached to the dory’s
propeller shaft, trying to crank it to life. And it was Giordino who nursed the weather-beaten derelict
back to the harbor at Liminas. Fortunately the old boat had not been missed. . . no irate owner or loca
police officer waited on the beach to punish the yankee pirates for boat theft. To tiethe dory up toits
origind mooring and walk across the beach to the main part of town took only afew minutes. Fitt, certain
it was awagte of time, led Giordino ablock out of their way to seeif Athenawas still atached to the
corner mailbox. The donkey was gone, but immediately across the narrow street, over anest little white
plastered office building, asign, lettered in English, advertised the Greek Nationa Tourist Organization.
Therest was Smple; joining atour, whose itinerary included the amphithestre, and mingling with agroup
of dghtseers, offered the perfect cover for reaching the labyrinth and gaining entrance to von Till’ sretreat
without detection.

Giordino rubbed a deeve across his damp brow.

“Breaking and entering in the middle of the afternoon. Why can’'t we wait until dark like any other
honorable burglars?’

The sooner we nail von Till, the better.” RAitt said. sharply. “If he' soff baance from the destruction of the
Albatros this morning, the last thing he would expect isaresurrected Dirk Pitt in broad daylight”



Giordino could easlly fed and seethe revengein Pitt’ s eyes. He remembered watching Pitt move dowly,
painfully, asbest he could, over the steep trail through the ruins without complaint He had also watched
the bitterness, the hopel essness that took and held Fitt’ s face after Gunn announced the disappearance of
the mystery plane. There was something ominous about Fitt’ s grim features and unmoving concentration.
Giordino wondered dimly whether Fitt was driving himsdlf with asense of duty or with aninsane
compulsion for retdiation.

“You'resurethisistheright way. It might besmpler to. . . “

“Thisistheonly way,” Fitt interrupted. “ The Albatros wasn't esten by awhale, yet it vanished without
leaving astray nut or bolt. Knowing the identity of the pilot could have settled anumber of loose ends.
We have no choice. The only coursethat lies openisto search thevilla”

“I ill think we should take asquad of Air Police,” Giordino said morosaly, “and crash in through the
front door.”

Pitt looked at him, then looked once more over his shoulder up the stairway. He knew exactly how Al
Giordino felt, for hefelt the sameway himsdif. .

frustrated, unsure, grasping a every string that offered asmall touch of hope for obtaining an answer, no
matter how small, to the strange events of the past few days. Much depended on the next hour whether
they could enter the villa unseen, whether they found evidence againgt von Till, whether Teri wasawillful
member of her uncle's, asyet unknown, scheme. Fitt glanced at Giordino again saw the set brown eyes,
the grim mouth, the knotted hands, saw dl the Signs of an intense mental concentration; concentration on
the possible dangers that lay ahead. There was no better man to have on your side when the odds were

long.

“I can’t seem to pound it through your thick head,” he said quietly. “Thisis Greek soil. We have no lega
right to Invade a private resdence. | couldn’t begin to think of the problemsit would cause our
government if we broke in von Till’sdoor. Asit isnow, if we re caught by the Greek authorities, we'll
play theroles of acouple of crewmen from the First Attempt who wandered into the underground
passage during aguided tour to deep off ashore leave drunk. They should buy that, they have no reason
not to.”

“That’ swhy we' re not packing any wegpons?’

“You guessed it, we'll haveto risk a disadvantage to save apossible predicament.” Fitt hated at the
crumbling archway. Theiron grillwork looked different in the daylight, not nearly so massive and
indomitable as he remembered It. “Thisisthe place,” he said, hisfingersidly flaking aspot of dried blood
from one of the rusting bars.

“Y ou squeezed through that?” Giordino asked increduloudly.

“It was nothing,” At replied broadly grinning. * Just another one of my many accomplishments.” Thegrin
quickly faded. “Hurry, we don’t have much time. The next tour will be through here in another forty-five
minutes”

Giordino stepped up to the heavy bars and within seconds was aman absorbed with a difficult and
hazardous job to do. He opened the flight bag and carefully removed the contents, laying them out in
order on an old towel. Quickly, hefitted two smal charges of



T.N.T. around asingle bar, spacing them twenty inches gpart, inserted the primer and heavily wrapped
each charge under severa layers of meta plumberstape. Next he spun strands of heavy wire around the
bulbous bands and then covered the wire with more layers of thick adhesive tape. A fina look at the
charges, imbedded in the thick wrappings like cocoons, and he connected the wires to the detonator.
Obvioudy pleased with his handwork, the entire operation had taken less

than six minutes from start to finish, he motioned Fitt toward the safety of awide block retaining wall.
Sowly Giordino followed, walking backward, playing out wiresleading from the detonator to the
charges. At thewall, Pitt grasped him on the arm to draw his attention.

“How far will the explosion be heard?’

“If I diditright,” Giordino replied, “it shouldn’'t sound any louder than a popgun to someone standing a
hundred feet away.”

Pitt stood on the lower base of the wall and hurriedly scanned a three hundred and sixty degree circle of
landscape. Seeing no sign of human activity, he nodded, grinning a Giordino. “I hope dropping in
uninvited through the service entrance is't benesth your dignity.”

“We Giordinos are pretty broadminded,” he said, returning Pitt’ s grin.
“Shdl we?’
“If youinag.”

They both ducked below the top of the old wall, holding the sun-warmed stones with their handsto
absorb any shock. Then Giordino turned the little plastic switch on the detonator.

Even at the short distance of ten or fifteen feet the sound of the explosion was nothing more than amere
thump. No shock wave trembled the ground, no black cloud of smoke or shooting flame belched from
the archway, no deafening bladt rattled their eardrums, only asmal indefinable thump.

Swiftly, inaslence bred of expectancy, they legped to their feet and rushed back to theiron gate. The
two balls of tape were torn and smoldering, smelling like the burned out pungent odor of frizzled
firecrackers. A tiny curl of smoke wound in awake-liketrail between the grill and disappeared into the
damp darkness of the interior passage. The bar was till in place.

Pitt looked questioningly at Giordino. “Not enough punch?’

“Itwasample,” Giordino said confidently. “ The charges were the right szeto do the job. Please
observe' He gave the bar avigorouskick with hished. It remained solid, unyielding. He kicked it again,
thistime harder, his mouth tight from jolting pain in his hed and sole. The top end of the bar broke loose,
bending its jagged and torn tip inward until it lay on ahorizonta plane. A tense smile creased Giordino's
mouth and his teeth dowly spread into view.. “And now for my next trick. .

“Never mind,” Pitt sngpped brusquely. “Let’ s get the hell going. We ve got to get to the villaand back in
timetojoin the next tour.”

“How long will it take to get there?’



Pitt was aready climbing through the opening in the gate. “Last night it took me eight hoursto get out,
we can get inin eght minutes”

“How, you got amap?’
“Something even better,” Fitt said quietly, dmost grimly, pointing at the flight bag. “ Passmethelight.”

Giordino reached into the bag. pulled out alarge yellow light, nearly six inchesin diameter, and passed it
through the opening. “It’ sbig enough. What isit?’

“Alien Dive Bright Aluminum casing is waterproof to anine hundred foot depth. We' re not going diving,
but it’ s rugged and throws out along narrow beam, backed by one hundred and eight thousand
candlepower. That'swhy | borrowed it from the ship.”

Giordino said no more, merely shrugged and dipped between the bars, following Fitt into the passage.
“Hold on asecond till | remove the evidence.”

Giordino’ s stubby hands nimbly unwound the shredded wrappings—a pile of old fallen stones covered
the smoldering remains—before he turned to face Aitt, squinting his eyes until they became accustomed
tothedimlight.

Pitt played hislight into the darkness. “L ook there on the ground. See why | don’t need the services of a
detailed map?’

The powerful beam spotlighted abroken trail of dried and caked blood |eading down the steep uneven
gsairway. In afew placesthe red stainslay in scattered clusters, separated by occasiond tiny round
gpecks. Pitt descended the steps shivering, not so much from the sight of his old and discarded blood,
but from the sudden change in temperature from the outside afternoon heat to the damp chill of the musty
labyrinth. At the bottom hetook off at ahdf trot, the swaying light in hishand casting aseries of bouncing
shadows that |eaped from the crack-lined ceiling to the rough hewn rock floor. The loneliness and the
fear that gripped him the night before was not present. Giordino, that indestructible sawed-off package of
muscle, atrusted friend for many years, was beside him now. Damned if anyone or any barrier would
stop him thistime, he thought doggedly.

Passage after passage, like gaping mouths in the shadows dipped by. Fitt kept his eyestrained on the
ground, anayzing the dark red spots. At the honeycombed intersections he paused briefly, sudying the
trall. If the blood led up atunnel and then returned it meant adead end. Wherever the courseindicated a
sngle line he pursued it. His body was aching and hisvision was hazy at the outer edges; abad sign. He
was bonetired and felt it to the deadening tips of every nerve ending. Fitt ssumbled and would have gone
down, but Giordino grabbed hisarm in awrench-like grip, holding him erect.

“Takeit easy, Dirk,” Giordino said firmly, hisvoicefollowed by afaint echo. “No sensein overdoingit.
Y ou'renot in condition to play All American hero.”

“It'snot far,” Fitt said heavily. “The dog should lie around the next couple of bends.”

But the dog was gone. Only the hardened blood pools remained where the great white animal had
thrashed out the find moments of life. Fitt stared mutely at the huge stains. The dank odor of blood
permegted the passageway, adding to, but not quite overcoming, the musty atmosphere. He vividly
recreated the. attack in hismind; the dog’ s gleaming eyes, thelegp in the dark, the knife sinking into
warm flesh, and the agonized anima howl.



“Keepgoing,” Pitt said grimly, dl wearinessforgotten. “ The entrance is only another eighty feet.”

They plunged on amid the black depths of the mountain. Fitt didn’t bother to watch the blood trail, he
knew where he was to the inch: he so thoroughly recdled thefed of thewalls and floor that he would
have been completdy confident of finding the door at a dead run without the flashlight and in absolute
darkness. Thelight in hishand swayed in wild arcs as they pounded aong into the modern corridor
congiruction.

Suddenly the Dive Brite' s beam probed the massive door, holding it in adazzling circle of light.
“Thisisit,” Pitt said softly between labored gasps for breath.

Giordino pushed hisway past and knelt to the ground, examining the inside bolts. He wasted no time;
aready hisfingers were probing the dight crack that separated the door from the frame molding.

“Goddamn,” he grunted.
“What isit?’
“Big diding latch on the outsde. | don't have the equipment to jimmy it from thissde.”

“Try the hinges,” Fitt murmured. He aimed the light toward the opposite side of the door. Almost before
he said it, Giordino had snatched a short pointed bar from the flight bag and was prying thelong pins
from ther rusty shafts.

Giordino laid the hinge pinslightly on the ground and let Pitt ease the door open. It swung noisdesdy,
only aninch, a histouch. Pitt peeked through the widening crack, taking a swift look around, but there
was no onein sight, no sound, except their own breathing.

Pitt pulled the door aside and dashed across the bal cony, blinking in the harsh sunlight, and hurried up
the stairway. Giordino, he knew, was right on his heels. The doorway to the study was open, the drapes
blowing inward in billowing folds from an offshore westerly breeze. He flattened againgt thewadll, listening
for voices. Then seconds passed, ticking off to half aminute. The study was quiet. Nobody home, he
thought, or if they are they’ re an awfully dead group, Pitt took a deep breath, turned quickly, and
stepped insde the room.

The study seemed quite empty. It was exactly as Pitt remembered it; the columns, classic furniture, the
bar. His eyes sped around the room, stopping at the shelf containing the model submarine. He walked
over and closely examined the workmanship on the miniature craft. The carved black mahogany that
made up the hull and conning tower gleamed with asatin-like: sheen. Every detail from therivetsto atiny
embroidered Imperid German battle flag looked fantastically redl, so much so that a any second Pitt half
expected to see adiminutive crew legp out of ahatch and man the deck gun. The neetly painted numbers
on the sde of the conning tower identified it asthe U-19, aclose sister of the U-boat that torpedoed the
Ludtania

Aitt whirled sharply from the mode as Giordino' sfingers dug deeply in hisarm, as Giordino’ s head
leaned closdly to hisown.

“I thought | heard something,” the voice was amere bresth.



“Where?’ Pitt asked in awhisper.

“I’m not sure, | couldn’t get agood fix onit.”

Giordino cocked his head, listening. Then he shrugged.
“Jug imagining things | guess”

Aitt turned back to the model submarine. “ Do you recall the number of the World War | sub that was
sunk near here?’

Giordino heditated. “Yeah.. . It wasthe U-19.

Why ask now?’

“I'll explain later. Comeon, Al, let’ s get the hell out of here.”

‘Wejust got here,” Giordino complained, raising hisvoice to amurmur.

Pitt tapped the model. “We ve found what we camefor. . . *

He froze into sudden immohility, listening, his hand motioning aslence signd to Giordino.

“WEe ve got company,” he said under his bregth.

“Split up and circle around the far end of the room to that second column. I’ll go along the windows.”
Giordino nodded. He hadn’t even raised an eyebrow.

A minute later their stealthy paths met, joining behind along high backed sofa. Both men approached it
cautiously and peered over the backrest.

Without moving, without uttering aword, Pitt stood rooted to the carpet. He stood there, it seemed to
Giordino, for an eternity, his mind absorbing the shock of seeing Teri peacefully adeep on the sofa. But it
was no eternity, it was probably only five seconds before Pitt acted.

Teri lay curledin aball, her head resting on ahuge humped armrest, her black hair faling in piles, nearly
touching the floor. She wore along red negligee that fluffed about her arms and covered her body from
neck to toe, teasingly displaying the dark triangle below her belly and the two pink discs of her breasts
through its digphanous materia Pitt whipped out his handkerchief and had it firmly stuffed in her mouth
before she fully woke. Then snatching the hem of her negligee he yanked it above her head and knotted it
around the arms, making her completely helpless. Teri began to struggle back to full consciousness—it
wastoo late. Before she could fully grasp what ‘ was happening, she was roughly thrown over Giordino's
shoulder and carted off into the sunlight

“You'vegot to be crazy,” Giordino mumbled irritably when they reached the sairway. “ All thishasdeto
gawk at atoy and steal abroad.”

“Shut up and run,” Fitt said without turning. He kicked the passage door aside and let Giordino enter
first with hiskicking burden. Then Fitt pushed the door back into place, digning the hinge shafts before



insarting the pins.
“Why bother replacing the door?” Giordino asked impatiently.

“We got thisfar without detection,” Ritt replied, grabbing the flight bag. “1 want to keep von Till inthe
dark aslong as possible. I'm betting he saw the obvious evidence of my wounds after the dog' s attack,
and thinks | wandered off into this honeycombed maze and bled to death.”

Quickly, Aitt turned and ran through the corridor, holding the light low so Giordino, grunting under his
struggling burden, could see where he was stepping. Thethick coat of blackness, pierced by the small
idand of incandescence, opened briefly at their gpproach and then closed, returning the labyrinth back to
its eterna night. One foot before the other, the endless routine repeated over and over. Their feet
pounded across the hard floor, echoing through the darkness with a peculiar hollow sound.

The Dive Brite and flight bag clutched tightly in his hands, only dimly aware of the curioustingling in the
pit of his stomach, Fitt rushed forward. Rapidly, with no attempt at stealthy caution, no expectancy of
trouble, but with that strange inner sensation, half-belief of aman who has accomplished something he
had thought was impossible. I’m on the path of von Till’ s secret and I’ ve got his niece, Aitt said to himself
again and again. But somehow alingering fear prodded his mind.

Five minutes later they reached the stairway. Pitt stepped aside, holding the light on the steps, letting
Giordino climb first. Then he turned, beaming the light back in the passage, taking alast look, and his
face became grim. He wondered how few men and women too, had suffered but escaped from that
honeycombed hell. One thing, he thought, no onewill ever know fully the history of the labyrinth. Only
the ghosts lingered, the bodies had long since turned to dust. Then his mouth twisted and he looked
away. Without another backward glance, be mounted the stepsfor the last time, vastly relieved at seeing
sunlight again at the top landing. He was haf-way through the rusting bars, vaguely aware that Giordino
was standing oddly quiet with Teri till dung over ashoulder, when he heard aloud contemptuous laugh
roar beside the archway.

“My compliments, gentlemen, on your exquisite taste in souvenirs. However, | fed it ismy patriotic duty
to inform you that the theft of valuable objects from historical sitesis dtrictly forbidden under Greek law.”
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Pitt froze while his mind raced to absorb the shock. He stood there, one leg outside, the other bent
awkwardly insde the passage for what seemed to him alifetime. He threw the Dive Brite and the flight
bag behind him down the stairway and then squinted, Waiting for his eyesto adjust to the bright sunlight:
he could barely discern avague, formless shape that detached itsalf from the low stonewall and moved in
front of him.

“I... 1 don't understand,” Pitt mumbled dumbly, feigning a peasant kind of stupidity. “We re not
thieves”

Again the resounding laugh. And the blurred form transformed into the Greek Nationd Tourist
Organization guide who wore a broad, white toothed smile benesth his grest moustache; a swarthy hand
gripped anine millimeter Clisenti autometic pistal, the barrel aimed directly at Pitt’ s heart.

“Not thieves” the guide said sarcagticdly in faultless English. “ Then kidnapers perhaps?’

“No, no,” pleaded Pitt, aforced tremor in hisvoice.



“WEe re only two londly seamen on shore leave in astrange land having abit of fun.” He winked and
grinned aknowing grin. *Y ou understand.”

“Yes, | understand perfectly.” The gun remained level and steady asarock. “ That iswhy you are under
arest.”

PFitt could fed aknot deegp down under in his stomach, the dry, sandy taste of defeat in his mouth. God,
thiswas aworse set-back than he had feared: it could be the end of everything atria and then expulson
from the country. He kept the stupid. ingpid expression on hisface. Then he stepped forward from the
gate, making an imploring gesture with his hands.

“Y ou must believe me. We haven't kidnapped anybody. Look,” he said pointing to Teri’ s upended and
naked bottom. “Thiswoman is nothing but a village whore we found walowing in apig Sy of ataverna.
Shetold usto take the tour of the ruins, promising to meet us a the amphitheatre.”

The guide looked amused. He reached out with hisfree hand and fingered the materia of Teri’ snegligee,
than ran hisfinger tipslightly over her smooth, rounded mounds, triggering a gpasm of thrashing legsand
feet.

“Tel me” hesad dowly. “How much did she charge?’

“At firgt she asked two drachmas,” said Fitt sullenly. “But after the fun and games she tried to hold us up
for twenty drachmas. We, of course, refused to pay.”

“Of course,” the guide replied dully.

“He speaksthetruth,” burst Giordino, the words rushed asif he couldn’t get them out fast enough. “This
dirty tramp isthe thief, not us”

“A magterly performance,” said the guide. “A pity it iswasted on such asmadl audience. We Greeks
may lead smple, mundane lives compared to you of more sophisticated countries, but we do not possess
smpleminds” He gestured the gun toward Teri. “ Thisgirl isno cheap prostitute. Expensive maybe, but
not cheap. Her skin aso makesyou out aliar, it' sfar too white.

Our idand girlsare famous for their rich, dark texture
and full hips. Hers are much too narrow.”

Aitt said nothing. He watched the guide carefully, Waiting for an opening. Any movement on hispart, he
knew, would trigger Giordino into instantaneous action. The Greek looked a dangerous man, cunning and
aert, but there was no hint of sadistic antagonism that Pitt could seein the dark, sun wrinkled festures.
Theguide

beckoned to Giordino.

“Releasethegirl, let us have alook at her other end.”

Giordino, without taking his eyes off Fitt, dowly dropped Teri, |etting her dide down his shoulder to the

ground. She stood drunkenly for amoment, unsure of her balance, arms upraised in their trapped
position, and swaying likeagiant tulip in thewind until Giordino untied the knotted negligee above her



head. As soon as shewas free, Teri tore the gag from her mouth and stared at Giordino with white hot
hatred in her eyes.

“Y ou bloody, rotten bastard,” she screamed.
“What' sthe meaning of this?’

“It wasn't my idea, sweetheart,” said Giordino, his eyebrows arching dyly. “Tak to your friend over
there.” He jerked histhumb towards PFitt.

Her head spun in Pitt’ s direction, and she opened her mouth to say something, but choked off the words
with agasp. The big hazdl eyesreflected astonishment for an ingtant, then they changed with blinking
speed to icy coldness, then to aglowing twinkle of warmth. She threw her arms about Pitt and kissed him
fervently, too fervently, he thought, under the circumstances.

“Dirk, it redly isyou,” she sobbed. “Back therein the darkness, your voice. . . | couldn’t be sure. |
thought you were. . . | thought I’ d never seeyou again.”

“It seems,” he said grinning, “our meetings are a never-ending, constant source of surprise.
“Uncle Bruno said .you wouldn’t cal me, ever.”
“Don't bieve dl you hear from anuncle”

Teri discovered the bandage on his nose and gently touched it. “Y ou’ ve been hurt.” Her voice held a
blend of concern and distress. “Did Uncle Bruno do that? Did he threaten you?’

“No, | was climbing some stairs and tripped and fell,” he said, dightly distorting the truth. “ That' sdll
therewastoit.”

“What isthisall about?’ the guide asked in exasperation. His gun hand was beginning to droop. “Will the
young lady please be so kind asto tell her name?’

“I amtheniece of Brunovon Till,” shesaid tedtily. “And | don’t see how that concernsyou.”

There was a sharp exclamation from the Greek and he took a couple of steps forward, sudying Teri’s
face closdly. For dmogt haf a minute he stared at her, then dowly, with deliberate ease, raised the gun
level again, till pointing at Pitt. Once, twice he tugged at his moustache, nodding in thoughtful perplexity.

“Y ou may speak thetruth,” he said quietly. “ Then again you may be lying to protect these two
unpleasant looking scum.”

“Your ridiculousinsgnuations are of no importanceto me,” Teri thrust out her chin, matching its
protruding uplift with her breagts. “I demand you put down that hideous gun and leave us done. My uncle
has greet influence with the idand authorities. One word from him and you'll find yoursdlf rotting your
miserablelife away inamainland prison.”

“I anwel aware of Bruno von Till’ sinfluence,” the guide said indifferently. “ Unfortunately it makeslittle
impression on me. Thefina decison concerning your arrest or release rests entirely with my superior in
Panaghia, Inspector Zacynthus. Hewill wish to see you. Any liesto him and your immediate futures shdl
be very lamentable indeed. If you will al please step behind the wall, you will find a pathway leading



gpproximately two hundred yardsto awaiting ca” He swung the gun from Fitt to Teri. “ A warning,
gentlemen. Do not entertain any thoughts of afoolish move. If | detect even adight facid tic on elther of
you, | shal place abullet in the brain of this delicate and lovely creature. Now, shall we proceed?’

Five minutes later they all reached the car, a black Mercedes parked inconspicuoudy under a copse of
fir trees. The driver’ s door was open and aman dressed in a spotlessice cream suit sat casualy behind
the whed with one foot solidly planted on the ground outside. At their approach he rose and opened the
rear door.

Pitt looked at the man for along moment. The contrast between the negtly pressed white suit and the
dark ugly face presented an impressive picture. About two inches above Pitt’ s own height, the man
looked like a chiseled stone colossus, and just as solid. He had the largest set of shoulders Pitt had ever
seen, and must have weighted at least 260 pounds. The face was misproportioned and strikingly
repulsive, and yet there was a strange sort of beauty about it; the kind that artists sought to capture on
canvas. Pitt wasn't fooled. He could read a man who had an indifferent attitude toward killing. His paths
had crossed many times with lovable looking brutes who murdered asif it were arun-of-the-mill,
everyday routine.

The guide stepped back and walked around to the front of the car. He nodded at the other man.

“We have guests, Darius. Threelittle goats who have lost their way. We will take them to I nspector
Zacynthus. They can stage their little act for him.” Heturned to Fitt. “Y ou will enjoy the Inspector’s
company; heisan excelent ligener.”

Darius soberly gestured at the back seat. “Y ou two In here, the girl ridesin front” His voice was what
one would have expected, deep and rasping.

Pitt relaxed againgt the seat and ran through a dozen different plans for escape, each with less chance of
success than the previous one. The guide had them by the testicles aslong as Teri was present Without
her, he thought, he and Giordino stood tossup odds of overpowering the guide and grabbing the gun.
There was als0 the possibility thet if they made an attempt the guide wouldn’t have the courage to shoot a
woman, but Pitt wasn't about to risk Teri’ slifeto find out. The guide bowed with obvioudy forced
courtesy.

“Be agentleman, Darius, and offer the lovely young lady your coat. Her ... ab .. . prominent attractions
might prove embarrassing and somewhat distracting aswe drive.”

“Don’t bother,” Teri said contemptuoudy. “I’ [l not wear that bloody ape’ s coat. | have nothing | want to
hide. Besides, it'll give me great pleasure to see agreasy worm like you squirm.”

The guide seyesgrew cold, then lie united thinly and shrugged. “ Asyou wish.”

Teri lifted her negligee lightly around her thighs and climbed into the car. The guide followed,
sandwiching her between him and the bilking Darius who hunched over the steering whedl. Then the
Mercedes diesel engine knocked into life and the car started rolling over the narrow, twisting road; on
many stretches edged by deep and marsh covered ditches. The guide sflickering eyes bounced from Pitt
to Giordino and back again, never once twitching the automatic glued to Teri’ sright ear. His determined
vigilance and unflagging concentration was, it seemed to Fitt, unduly fanatica.

Aitt, warily watching for any negative sgn from the guide, very dowly extracted acigarette from his
breast pocket and just asdowly litit.



“Tel me, whatever your nameis. . .
“Polycitus Anaxamander Zeno,” the guide offered. “ At your service”

“Tell me” Pitt repeated without an attempt at pronouncing Zeno' sfull name. “How did you happen to be
coiled back there at the passage when we came out?’

“I have an inquisitive nature,” Zeno said through atwisted smile. “When | perceived that you and your
friend had mysterioudy disappeared from my tour, | asked mysdf: What would those two surly looking
charactersfind in the ruinsthat would interest them? The answer e uded my humble mind so | turned my
gawking entourage over to afellow guide and returned to the amphithestre. Y ou were nowhere to be
found. Then | spied the broken bar inthe gate. .. no grest feat | assure you; | know every stone and
crack on the site. Certain you would resppear, | sat and waited.”

“You d havefdt likeanidiot if we hadn’t”

“It was only aquestion of that. Thereis no other way out of the Pit of Hades.”
“The Pit of Hades?’ Fitt’s curiosity was aroused.

“Why do you cdll it that?’

“I find your sudden interest in archaeology quite unexpected. However, snceyou ak . . .“ Therewas
puzzlement in Zeno' s eyes, yet amixture of attention and amusement. “ During the golden age of Greece,
our ancestors held their crimind trialsin the amphithegatre. Thislocation was chosen because their juries
consisted of one hundred elected townspeople. It wastheir contention, and a very wise one, that the
more people who rendered ajudgment, the more just the verdict. In amatter of circumstantia evidence,
the defendant, if decided guilty, was given achoice of instant death or the Pit of Hades’

“What was so bad about the pit?” Giordino asked, his eyestrained on the reflection of Darius facein
the rearview mirror, Sizing him up.

“Thepit wasin redity not apit,” Zeno continued. “But rather avast underground labyrinth with a
hundred different passages and only two openings, an entrance and a hidden exit, which was aclosdy
guarded secret.”

“At least the condemned were given an opportunity to reach freedom.” Fitt flicked an ash into the tray
onthe armrest

“The choice was not as opportune as it might appear. Y ou see, the labyrinth contained avery hungry lion
who had little to eat, except, of course, an occasiond passing felon.”

Pitt’ s studied calm folded end his face turned grim, but he quickly gained control again. The picture of
von Till’ssmirking festures entered hismind again. Why did the old kraut, he wondered, use historica
eventsto cloak his mysterious schemes? Perhaps this obsession for dramatics might prove to be the
chink invon Till’sarmor. Pitt sat back and drew deeply on his cigarette.

“A fadinating myth.”

“I assureyou itisno myth,” Zeno said serioudy. “The number of condemned Greekswho died In the Pit



of Hades, their screams echoing through the dark tunnels, is endless. Even in recent years, before the
entrance was barred, several people wandered into the pit and vanished, swallowed up by the unknown.
Thereisno record of a successful escape.”

Aitt flipped his cigarette through an open window

into the passing countryside. He looked at Giordino, then more dowly at Zeno. A smug grin spreed
across his face and widened into abroad smile.

Zeno stared at Pitt speculatively. Then hegave an

uncomprehending shrug and motioned to Darius. Darius nodded and afew seconds later the Mercedes
turned onto the main road. The whedls sped over the worn two

lane pavement. Thetrees, lining the shoulders like forgotten sentindls, flashed past in ablur of dust and
green

leaves. The air was cooler now, and, twisting around in the seat, Fitt could see the setting sun’srays

strike the bald, tree-bare peak of Hypsaxion, the highest point on the idand. He remembered reading
somewhere that a Greek poet had described Thasos as “awild ass' s back, covered with wild wood.”
Though the description was twenty-seven hundred years old, he thought, it was till true today.

And then, Darius back-shifted and the Mercedes was dowing down. It turned again, thistime leaving the
highway, itstires crunching on arough, gravel-strewn country lane that led upward Into awooded ravine.

Why Darius had |eft the main road before reaching Panaghia Pitt could not guess, any more than he
could guesswhy Zeno acted the part of an armed undercover agent instead of afriendly tourist guide.
That old feding of danger tapped Fitt on the shoulder again, and hefdt atinge of uncontrolled anxiety.

The Mercedes bumped heavily over adip, rose steeply up along ramp and entered alarge barn like
building through a doorway that had been designed to accommodate heavy trucks requiring high roof
clearances. The wesather-besten walls of the wooden structure were covered with the remnants of
gray-green paint, long since peeled and blistered from the fierce Aegean sun. An ingtant before theinsde
gloom envel oped the car, Pitt caught aglimpse of an overhead sign whose faded black letterswere
printed in German. Then, as Dariusturned off the ignition, he heard the sound of rusty rollers creaking the
door shut behind them.

“The Greek Internationa Tourist Organization must work under adamn paltry budget if thisisthe best
they can scrape up for an office,” Pitt said caudtically, his eyes darting about the vast, deserted floor.

Zeno merely amiled.. It was asmilethat left Pitt’ s heart pounding againgt an enormous pressure, asif
something was holding it, congtricting Its action. Aninner coldness crept over him, bringing with it the
acknowledgment of failure, the acknowledgment that he had somehow played into von Till’ s hands.

Pitt had been aware dl dong that G.N.T.O. guides do not carry guns or have the authority to make an
armed arrest. He aso knew that the guides drove around theidand in boldly-advertised and
gaily-colored V olkswagen buses, not black, unmarked Mercedes-Benz sedans. Time was getting
expensve. He and Giordino must make amove, and make it soon.

Zeno opened the rear door and stepped back. He made a dight bow and gestured with the gun.



“Please remember,” he said, histone rock hard. “No foolishness.”

PFitt climbed from the car and turned, offering his hand to Teri through the open front door. She looked
up a him seductively for amoment and, squeezing his hand gently, dowly uncoiled from her sitting

position.
Then quickly, before Fitt could react, she threw her

arms around his neck and pulled his head down to her level. Both pairs of eyeswere open, Pitt’s mostly
from surprise, as she brazenly covered his sweating face with kisses.

It never fails, Fitt thought in detached fascination, no matter how cool or sophisticated they act toward
the world, show awoman danger and adventure and they’ | dwaysturn on. It sredly apity, she’ sready
but it’ s the wrong time and the wrong place. He forced her back.

“Later,” he murmured, “when our audience has gone home.”

“A most simulating little scene,” said Zeno impatiently. “ Come dong, Inspector Zacynthusrapidly loses
al compasson when heiskept waiting.”

Zeno dropped about five paces behind the group, holding the automatic at hip level Darius then escorted
them acrossthefootball field length of the building, up arickety flight of wooden stairsthat led to a
hallway, lined on both sides by severa doors. Darius paused at the second door on the Left and pushed
it open, motioning Fitt and Giordino insde. Teri Sarted to follow but was suddenly halted by ahuge
barrdl of anarm.

“Not you,” Darius grunted.
Aitt whirled around, anger clouding hisface. “ She sayswith us,” he said coldly.

“No need to play rescuing hero,” Zeno said lightly, reinforced with an expression of seriousness. “I
promise you, no harm will cometo her.”

Aitt sudied Zeno' sface carefully, finding no sign of treachery. For some strange reason Pitt experienced
amarked degree of trust in his captor.

“I'll take you at your word,” he growled.

“Don’'t worry, Dirk,” Teri threw anicy look a Zeno. “As soon asthis stupid ingpector, whoever heis,
findsout who | am, we'll al be free of these wretched people.”

Zeno ignored her and nodded at Darius. “Guard our friends here, guard them closdly. | suspect they're
very cunning.”

“I'll bedert,” Darius promised confidently. He waited until Zeno and Teri, padding the dusty floor in her
bare feet, were gone. Then he closed the door and |leaned lazily againgt it, arms folded across his massive
chest.

“Persondly spesking,” Giordino muttered, for thefirgt time sincetheride fromtherains, “1 prefer the
accommodations at the Hotel San Quentin.” His gaze focused on Darius. “At least the roachesweren't
kingsze”



Aitt grinned at Giordino' sinsulting comment to Darius and scanned the room, taking in every detal of Its
congtruction. It was smdl, no larger than nine by ten feet. The walls consisted of warped boards nailed
crudely to warped support posts that stood facing inward at irregular intervals, in rotted and barren
garkness. The room was void of any furniture and windowless, the only available light came through
large horizontal cracksin thewalls and ajagged holein the

roof.

“If | wasto guess,” said Aitt. “1’d say this place was a deserted warehouse.”

“you'reclose” Dariusvolunteered. “ The Germans used this building for an ordnance depot when
they occupied theidand in forty-two.”

Aitt pulled out acigarette and casudly litit. To offer Darius a cigarette would have immediately put the
brute on hisguard. Instead, Pitt took a step backward and began tossing the lighter in the air, each time
tossng it alittle higher till he noticed Dariusfollowing it

out of the corner of one eye. Once, twice, four timesthe lighter sailed into the air. On thefifth tossit fell
through Pitt’ sfingers and clattered on the floor. He shrugged stupidly and bent down, picking it up.

Pitt charged Darius harder than he had ever charged any halfback, any quarterback, in his Air Force
academy days. Lunging forward from afootbal crouch, hisfeet dug firmly into the coarse grained wood
of thefloor, he thrust his head and shoulders like a battering ram, backed with every driving ounce of
power his muscular legs and one hundred and ninety pounds could muster. At the instant before impact,
he drove upward, catching Dariusin the unprotected stomach just above the bdtline. It waslike running
at full speed into abrick wall, and Pitt gasped at the shock: it felt asif his neck was broken.

In football terminology it was called arunning block, avicious, maiming block, and it would have put
most unprepared men in ahospital bed: dl othersit would have left on the ground in momentary stunned
helplessness—all others, that is, except Darius. The giant merely grunted, doubled over dightly from the
force of the blow, and grabbed Fitt by the biceps, lifting him off thefloor.

Ritt went numb. The shock and the pain that erupted from his arms and neck gave way to utter surprise
that any man could not only take such a charge and remain standing but shake it off like alovetap.
Darius pushed him against thewall, dowly bending Fitt’ sbody, like avertical pretzel, around an upright
support post. The pain realy began to come now. Fitt clenched histeeth and stared into Darius's
expressionlessface, only afew inchesaway. His spinefdt asif it would sngp a any second. Hisvison
began to fade.

Dariusjust stood there, eyes gleaming, and increased the pressure.

Suddenly the pressure stopped and Pitt dimly perceived Darius staring back, hislipsworking, fighting for
breath. Mutely Darius mouthed an agonized groan and sank to hisknees, weaving slently from sdeto
Sde

Giordino, blocked by Fitt’ s frontal assault, was forced to stand by helplesdy till Darius swung sideways,
pinning Att to thewall. Then, without hesitation, he hurled himself acrossthe room, hislegsjackknifing
open, hisfeet imbedded in Darius' kidneys. He braced himsdlf, haf expecting the giant’ s body to absorb
most of the force from the violent blow. It didn’t work out that way. It wasif ahandball had struck a



backstop:

Giordino rebounded off Darius with atooth loosening jolt and crashed jarringly to the floor, badly
stunned. For amoment he lay quite still, then dazedly he began struggling to his hands and knees, shaking
his bead back and forth to clear the waves of blacknessthat threatened to engulf his conscious mind.

It wastoo late. Darius was the first to recover, triumph etched in every scar of hisugly face. He lunged
at Giordino, the great mass of hisweight crushing the smaler man beneath him. Therewas an evil grin on
Darius face now, asadistic sign of the violence yet to come. Iron hands clasped together, fingers
interlocking, around Giordino' s head and squeezed—squeezed with the unrelenting pressure of aclosing
vie

For what seemed like unending seconds Giordino lay inert, fighting off the shooting pain that burst in his
skull from the crushing palms. Then he stirred, dowly raised his hands and grabbed Darius around the
thumbs and pulled downward. For his size Giordino was strong as an ox, but he was no match for the
man who towered above him. Darius, seemingly obliviousto the bone twisting pull, hunched his shoulders
and exerted an even greater effort.

Pitt was till on hisfeet, but just barely. His back was a spreading sea of pain that flowed to every part
of hisbody. Numbly he stared at the murderous scene on the floor. Move you stupid bastard, he
screamed to himself, move fast. He clutched the wall with both hands, preparing to launch himsdlf at
Darius. Something gave behind him, and he swung around, new hope ablazein his eyes.

A wall plank had torn loose from the support post and was dangling at a crazy angle, one end till held
by rusty nails. Frantically he jerked &t it, first one way then the other, until metal fatigue broke the nails
and the board, about four feet long and an inch in thickness, tore free from the post. God, if only it wasn't
too late.

Pitt raised the board above his head and, drawing on the last of his ebbing strength, brought it down on
the back of Darius neck.

Pitt would never again forget the shock of hopelessness and despair that flooded through his mind at that
moment as the rotted plank shattered with al the harmlessforce of apiece of peanut brittle around the
giant’ s shoulders. Without turning, Darius et loose of Giordino’ stemples, giving hisvictim abrief respite,
and struck Fitt with a sweeping backhand blow that caught him in the scomach and sent him reding
acrosstheroom to fal limply against the doorway and melt dowly down to the floor.

Somehow, clutching the door knob, Fitt pulled himsdlf to hisfeet and stood there swaying drunkenly,
conscious of nothing, not even the pain, the blood that began to seep through the bandages onto his shirt,
and Giordino’'sface, now turning blue under the tremendous hands. One moretry, hetold himself,
knowing it would be hislast. Fitt's mind dowed down. The forgotten words of amarine drill sergeant, he
once met in aHonolulu. bar, returned and pounded into his brain. “The biggest, toughest, meanest
sonovabitch in the world will aways go down, and go down fast, from agood swift kick in the balls.”

Wesakly, he staggered behind the crouching Darius, who was too intent on killing Giordino to notice him.
Pitt aimed and kicked Darius between the legs. His toe collided with bone and something that was

rubbery and soft. Darius released Giordini's head and threw his monstrous hands upward, fingers clawing
a theair. Then herolled over on hisside, twisting about the floor in slent agony.



“Wecometo theland of thewalking dead,” Pitt said, lifting Giordino to astting position.
“Didwewin?" Giordino asked in awhisper.

“Just barely. How’ s your head?’

“I won't know till 1 look for it.”

“Don’t worry,” Ritt grinned. “It’ s il attached to your neck.”

Giordino gently probed his hairline between hisfingers. “ Christ, my skull fedslikeit has more cracks
than a broken windshield.”

Pitt cast awary look at Darius. The giant, ashen faced and breathing heavily, ‘was stretched out full
length on the dusty floor, both hands clutched over his crotch.

“The party’ sover,” Fitt said, helping Giordino to hisfeet. “Let’ s disappear before Frankenstein
recovers.”

Suddenly, the ominous click, the hollow thud of the door flung open againgt its stop, froze Fitt and
Giordino in their tracks. They had no warning, not even amoment to brace themsalves, nothing except
the knowledge that time had run out and they could fight no more.

Then atdl, thin man with large sad eyes sauntered easily into the room, one hand shoved casudly into
the pants pocket of an expensive ivy-league suit.

He stared at Fitt pensively for along moment over the bowl of along-stemmed pipe, gripped tenacioudy
between uncommonly even teeth. Like an account executive who just stepped out of an advertisng
agency, helooked suave, neat and citified. His free hand, in a practiced gesture, reached up and
removed the pipe.

“Sorry to invade your privacy, gentlemen. I’ m Inspector Zacynthus.”
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Zacynthus was hardly what Pitt had expected. There could be no doubt about it, the durred accent, the
negtly styled hair, the casud introduction: Zacynthus was an American.

Ten seconds, each spent scrutinizing every detail of Pitt and Giordino, elapsed before Zachynthus dowly
turned and looked down at the moaning Darius. Zacynthus' face seemed glacid with eaborate
indifference, but the tone of hisvoice betrayed bewilderment.

“Remarkable, truly remarkable. | didn't think it was possible.” Helooked at Fitt and Giordino again, this
time with mixed doubt and admiration written in hiseyes. “For ahighly trained professond to evenlay a
hand on Dariusis consdered a great accomplishment, but for apair of sad |ooking underdogs like you to
wipethefloor with him is nothing short of miraculous. Y our names, my friends?”

A devilish glint flashed in Fitt’ s green eyes. “My little companionis David, and I'm Jack the Giant
Killer.”

Zacynthus smiled atired smile. "The day islong and hot, and you’ ve incapacitated one of my best men.



Please don’'t compound my misery with sick humor.”

“Inthat case, Dirk,” Giordino murmured dyly. “Tell him the one about the nymphomaniac and the guitar
player.”

“Comenow,” Zacynthus said, asif talking to children. “1 have no time to waste on such drivel
information if you please! WEe Il begin with your correct names.”

“Screw you,” Pitt snapped angrily. “We didn’t beg to be dragged here by that ape who calls himsdlf
Zeno, and we didn’t ask to be pushed around by Earthquake MaGoon there on the floor. We ve done
nothing illega immord perhaps, but not illegd. if you hopeto get any answersfrom us, | suggest you
supply afew yoursdf.”

Zacynthus stared at Pitt. hislips pressed tightly together. “Y our arrogance aroused my professiona
curiosity, he said tartly; During the years since | chose investigation as my life swork I’ ve confronted
scores of shrewd and dangerous felons. A few have spit in my face and threatened revenge, some stood
immovable and slent, till others begged on their kneesfor mercy. But you, my bedraggled friend, have
to be different” He waved his pipe accusingly at Fitt. “By God, it' sclassc, truly classic. | look forward to
matching my wits againgt yours & the interrogation.”

He broke off as Zeno stepped into the room. The Greek started to say something, but his mouth hung
open and his great moustache gppeared to droop in astonishment when he spied Darius, now sitting up in
atight ball “ Great thunderbolts of Zeus, my inspector, what has happened?’

“Y ou should have warned Darius to be more careful .”

“But | did warn him,” Zeno explained apologeticdly. “ Even then, for Dariusto be overpowered; | did
not think it possble”

“My words exactly.” Zacynthus knocked the ashes from his pipe. “ See what you can do for our poor
friend. I’m going to take these men to my office and determineif they’ re as cunning with words asthey
arewith their hands and feet.”

“After what they did here, do you think it wise, my inspector, to be done with them?’

“I think they redlize they have nothing to gain by further physicd activity.” Zacynthus threw Fitt and
Giordino abantering smile. “ Just to be on the safe side, Zeno, handcuff the little one’ sright wrist to this
clever devil’sleft ankle. Not afoolproof restraint method, by any means, but at least it will make
resistance somewhat inconvenient.”

Quickly Zeno pulled apair of chromium plated handcuffs from aclip on his belt, unsnapped the ratchets
and secured them into place, leaving Giordino in an awkward stooped position.

Pitt glanced up through the hole in the roof at the evening sky. It was darkening by the moment asthe
sunlight began to retreat. His back still ached, but he felt grateful that it was Giordino, and not he, who
was bent double. He flexed his shoulders, wincing at the pain that erupted from every squareinch of his
torso, then he looked back at Zacynthus.

“What have you donewith Teri?’ ho asked quietly.

“She'squitesafe,” Zacynthusreplied. “Assoon as| can verify her claim of being von Till’ sniece, | shall



release her.”

“What about us?’ Giordino’ s voice reached up.

“Induetime,” Zacynthus said curtly, motioning to the doorway. “ After you, gentlemen.”

Two minutes later, with Giordino clumsly shuffling beside Fitt, they entered Zacynthus' office. It wasa
small room but efficiently furnished; complete with detailed aeria photographs of Thasos tacked to the
walls, three telephones, and a short-wave radio, conveniently placed on atable directly behind an old
scratched and battered desk. Pitt looked around surprised. The whole set-up was too nest, too
professional. Quickly he decided that hisbest hope still lay in acrude show of hodility.

“Thislooks more like the command headquarters of ageneral than the office of atwo-bit police
ingpector.”

“You and your friend are brave men,” Zacynthus said wearily. “Y our acts have proved it. But it’s stupid
of you to continue the role of an oaf. Though, | admit, you do it very well.” He walked around the desk
and sat down in an obvioudy unoiled swive chair. “Thistime the truth. Y our names please?’

Pitt paused before replying. He was puzzled and angry at the sametime. The strange, off-beat operation
of hiscaptors puzzled him.

Therewas acurious feding, dmost a cold certainty in his subconscious mind that he had nothing to fear.
These people did not fit his conception of run-of-the-mill Greek policemen. And if they were on von
Till’s payroll, why were they S0 dead-set on merely obtaining hisand Giordino’s names; unless, perhaps,
the cats were toying with the mice.

“Wel?" Zacynthus' voice hardened to a sharp edge.

Aitt pulled himsdlf erect, and took agamble.

“Pitt, Dirk Pitt, Director of Specia Projects, United States National Underwater Marine Agency.

And the gentleman on my Ieft is Albert Giordino, my Assstant Director.”

“Mogt certainly, and I’'m the Prime Minister of—"

Zacynthus broke off in midsentence: his eyebrows rose sharply, and he leaned across the desk, gazing
directly into Pitt’ seyes.

“Let’shavethat again. What did you say your namewas?’ His voice thistime was soft and patronizing.
“Dirk Ritt”

Zacynthus did not move or speak for afull ten seconds. Then he dowly settled back, visibly off balance.
“You'relying, you must belying,”

"AmI|?’

“Y our father’ sname?’ Zacynthus till stared unblinkingly at Fitt.



“Senator George Pitt of Cdifornia”
“Describe him; appearance, history, family— Pitt sat down on the edge of the desk and pulled

out acigarette. He fumbled for hislighter, then remembered it was ill lying on the floor of the room
where It had fallen when he charged Darius.

Zacynthus struck awooden match againgt adrawer and held it for him.

Pitt nodded a grateful thank you.

Aitt spoke for ten minutes *without stopping, Zacynthus listened thoughtfully, moving only onceto switch
on adim overhead lamp as the daylight outside the window faded dowly away. Findly heraised his
hand.

“That will do. You must be his son, the person you claim to be. But what are you doing on Thasos?’

“NUMA’s Chief Director, Admiral James Sandecker, assgned Giordino and mysdlf to investigate a
series of strange accidentsthat have recently plagued one of our oceanographic research vessels’

“Ah yes, the white ship anchored beyond Brady Field. Now I'm beginning to understand.”

“That'snice” Giordino said sarcagtically from his uncomfortable stance. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but if my
bladder isn't relieved soon, you' re going to have an accident right here on the office floor.”

Pitt grinned at Zacynthus. “He'd do it too.”

A speculative look crossed Zacynthus' eyes, then he shrugged and pressed a hidden button under the
desk top. Ingtantly the door flew open,, reveding Zeno with the Glisenti firmly gripped in one hand.

“Trouble, my Inspector?’

Zacynthusignored the question. * Put away your gun, remove the handcuffs and show—ah—Mister
Giordino to our sanitation facilities.”

Zeno' seyebrowslifted. “ Areyou certan—"

“It'sdl right, old friend. These men are no longer our prisoners, they are our guests.

Without another word or any outward sign of surprise, Zeno holstered the automatic and released
Giordino, escorting him down the hall.

“Now it'smy turn for answers,” Pitt said, exhaing atransparent cloud of bluish smoke. “What' s your
connection with my father?’

“Senator Pitt iswell known and respected in Washington. He serves honorably and efficiently on severa
senate committees. One of which isthe Narcotic Drugs Committee.”

“Thet ill doesn't explain where you comein.”



Zacynthus pulled awel l-worn tobacco pouch from a coat pocket and idly filled his pipe, carefully
tamping it withasmdl coin.

“Because of my lengthy experience and my investigationsin the field of narcotics| have often served as
liaison between your father’ s committee and my employer.”

Pitt looked up puzzled. “Employer?’

“Yes, Uncle Sam pays my sdary just as he doesyours, my dear Pitt.” Zacynthus grinned. “My apologies
for thelate forma introduction. I’ m Inspector Hercules Zacynthus, Federal Bureau of Narcotics. My
friendsjust cal me Zac, I’ d be honored if you do the same.”

All doubtsflew from Fitt' smind and the rdlief of certainty covered him like acomforting cool wave from
the sea. His muscles relaxed, and he became aware of how tense he had been, how keyed-up his

thoughts and nerves were againgt the unknown dangers of the situation. Carefully, holding back an urge
to tremble, ho crushed his cigarettein an ashtray.

“Aren’'t you alittle out of your territory?”

“Geographically yes, professonaly no.” Zac paused to puff hispipeinto life. “ About amonth ago the
Bureau received areport through INTERPOL that a massive shipment of heroin was|oaded aboard a
freighter in Shangha. . .*

“One of Bruno von Till’ sships?’

“How did you know?’ Zac'svoice wasquizzicd.

A wry smile crossed Fitt’ slips. “Just aguess. I'm sorry for interrupting, please continue.”

“The ship, aMinerva Linesfreighter called the Queen Artemisia, left the Shanghai harbor three weeks
ago with a seemingly innocent cargo manifest of soybeans, frozen pork, tea, paper and carpets.” Zac
could not help grinning. “Quite avariety, | admit.”

“And the detination?’

“Thefirg port of call was Colombo in Ceylon. Here the ship unloaded the Communist Chinese trade
goods and took on anew cargo of grapbite and cocoa.

After afud stop at Marsaille, the Queen Artemisia s next and find port is Chicago viathe Saint
Lawrence Seaway.”

Fitt thought amoment. "Why Chicago? Surely New Y ork, Boston or the other eastern seaboard ports
are better equipped by the underworld to handle foreign drug shipments.”

“Why not Chicago?’ Zac retorted. “The Windy City isthe greatest distribution and transportation center
in the good old United States. What better place to dump one hundred and thirty tons of uncut heroin.”

Pitt looked up, disbelief etched on hisface. “ That’ simpossible. No one on this earth could get that kind
of an amount through a custom’ singpection.”

“No one, that is, except Bruno von Till.” The voice was alow murmur, and Pitt suddenly felt cold.



“It' snot hisred name of course. That waslost somewherein his past, long before he became an dusive
smuggler, the most diabolic and crafty purveyor of human misery of al time.” Zac swung around and
gazed unseeing out the window. “ Captain Kidd, the blockade runners of the Confederacy and al the
davetradersrolled into one couldn’t hold acandle to von Till’ s setup.”

“Y ou make him sound like the arch villain of the century.” Pitt ventured. ‘What did he do to deserve the
honor?’

Zac flickered aglance a him, then looked again through the window.

“The numerous revolutionary bloodbaths suffered by Central and South Americain the last twenty years
would never have occurred without secret arms shipments from Europe. Do you recal the great Spanish
gold theft of nineteen fifty-four? Spain’ s dready shaky economy nearly toppled after alarge government
gold reserve vanished from the secret vaults of the Ministry of Treasury. Shortly after, India s black
market was glutted with gold bars bearing the crest of Spain. How was a cargo that Size smuggled seven
thousand miles? It’ sill amystery. But we do know aMinerva Linesfreighter left Barcel onathe night of
the theft and arrived in Bombay a day before the gold appeared.”

The swive chair squeaked, and Zac refaced Pitt. The inspector’ s melancholy eyes|ooked vague and
lost in contemplation.

“Immediatdy prior to Germany’ s surrender in World War I1,” he continued, “ eighty-five high ranking
Nazis suddenly materidized in Buenos Aires on the same day. How did they get there? Again, the only
ship arriva that morning was aMinerva Linesfreighter. Again in the summer of nineteen fifty-four an
entire busload of teenage school girls disgppeared on an outing in Naples. Four yearslater an Itdian
embassy ad discovered one of the missing girls wandering aimlesdy through one of the back dleys of
Casablanca.” Zac paused for nearly aminute, then went on very quietly. ‘ She was completely insane. |
saw photographs of her body. It was enough to make agrown man cry.”

“And her story?” Pitt prompted gently.

“She remembered being carried aboard aship with alarge ‘M’ painted on the funndl. That wasthe only
thing she said that made any sense. The rest wasinsane babble.”

Pitt waited for more, but Zac had falen slent, relighting his pipe and filling the room with a sweet
aromatic odor.

“White davery isarotten business,” Pitt sad! tersdly.

Zac nodded. “Those are only four cases of hundred, that are indirectly connected to von Till. If | could
quote word for word from the INTERPOL fileswe would be sitting here for amonth, and then some.”
“Do you think von Till masterminds the crimes?” “No, the old devil is much too smart to become
involved in the actud deed. He merdly suppliesthe transportation. Smuggling is hisgame, and on agrand
scalet that.”

“Why In hell hasn't thefilthy bastard been stopped?’ Fitt asked hdf angry, haf confused.

“I wish | could answer that without afeding of shame,” Zac shook his head sadly. “But | can't. Nearly

every law enforcement agency in the works hastried to catch von Till with the goods, so to spesk, but



he has e uded every trap, murdered every agent sent to infiltrate Minerva Lines. His ships have been
searched and researched athousand times, yet nothing illegd isever found.”

Pitt idly watched the smoke curl from Zac' s pipe. “No oneisthat clever. If he'shuman, he can be
caught.”

“God knowswe vetried. our combined law enforcement agencies have studied every inch of the
Minerva ships, shadowed them day and night at sea, guarded them like hawks at the docks, and
searched every bulkhead with electronic detection gear.

“I can rattle off the names of at least twenty investigators—damn good ones too—who have made von
Till’'sarrest ther life swork.”

Pitt lit asecond cigarette and Stared at Zac Seadily. “Why are you tdling me al this?’

“Because | think you might help us”

Pitt sat slent, scratching theirritating chest bandage. Might aswell nibble at the bait he thought.

“How?’

For thefirgt time aflicker of devilishness showed in Zac' s eyes, then disappeared as quickly asit had
come.

“I undergtland you' re quite friendly with von Till’ sniece.”
“I'velad her if that’ swhat you mean.”

“How long have you known her?’

“We met for thefirgt time on the beach yesterday.”

The surprise on Zac' sface dowly turned to ady grin. “You're either avery fast ‘worker or avery adept
liar”

“Suit yoursdlf * Pitt said offhandedly. He stood up, stretching to loosen his sore muscles. “I know what
you're thinking, and you can forget it.”

“It would be interesting to learn just what you seein my thoughts.”
“The oldest tectic in theworld,” Fitt smiled knowingly. “Y our intention would have me continue my

intimate friendship with Teri in the hope that von Till would accept me as one of thefamily. This
arrangement would in turn give me the run of the villaand a chance to observe the old kraut’ s actions at

first hand.”

Zac met hiseyes evenly. “Y ou have excellent perception, my dear Pitt. What do you say, are you
game?’

“No chancd”



“May | ask why?’

“I met von Till over dinner last night, and we didn’t part the best of friends. In fact, he even sicced his
dogonme”

Pitt knew Zac would not appreciate the humor.

But what the hell, he thought, why go through the whole maddening story again. He began to wish
longingly for adrink.

“From sex with the niece to dinner with the uncle, and dl in the same day.” Zac shook his head
increduloudy. “Y ou areindeed afast worker.”

Aitt merdly shrugged.

“It'sapity,” Zac continued. “Y ou could have been agreet help to uson theinside.” Ho puffed on his
pipe until the embersin the bowl glowed avivid orange-red.

“WEe ve had the villaunder congtant surveillance from a distance, but could detect nothing out of the
ordinary.

Two hundred yards; that was as near as we could get without arousing von Till’ s suspicions. We thought
our little masguerade as tourist guides had finaly paid off when you and his niece were apprehended by
Colond Zeno.”

“Colond Zeno?’
Zac nodded, then paused ddliberately for effect.

“Y es. He and Captain Darius are members of the Greek Gendarmerie. Technically, Zeno outranks me a
few steps, you might say.”

“A rank of Colond in the police? Pitt asked.
“Isn't that abit unusud”

“Not if you understood their law enforcement system. Y ou see, with the exception of Athensand afew
other larger citieswhich have their own metropolitan bureaus, the Greek rura and suburban areas are
policed by the Gendarmerie; abranch of the nationd army, and avery dite and efficient outfit.”

In spite of hishatred for Zeno and Darius, Pitt was impressed.

“That explainstheir presence, but what about you, Inspector? A narcotics agent after illegal drugsin
Greeceisthe same as an FBI agent after aspy in Spain; it'sjust not done.”

“Inan ordinary case, you're quite correct” Zac' sface turned grim and hisvoice hard. “But von Till isnot
an ordinary case. When we get him behind bars and put an end to hisfilthy smuggling operation we will
automatically cut international crime by twenty percent And that, | assureyou, isno smal margin.” An
inner anger had taken control of Zac and he stopped for amoment, taking severa deep breaths until it
subsided. “In the past, each country worked separately, using INTERPOL channelsto relay vita
information across national borders. For instance, if | learned through the Narcotics Bureau’ s undercover



sourcesthat anillegd shipment of drugswas bound for England, | would smply send my information to
INTERPOL London, who in turn would dert Scotland Y ard. Timewilling, they’d set atrap and
apprehend the smugglers”

“Sounds like a neat and workable arrangement.”

“Unfortunately it has yet to work with von Till,” Zac said quietly. “No matter how many warnings, how
many traps, he always manages to evade the nets and come up like the proverbiad sweet smelling rose,
fresh out of the excretion barrel. But thistimeit’ s going to be different.” He pounded the desk for effect
“Our governments have alowed usto form an internationa investigation team that can cross any border,
use any policefacilities, and have a their command, men and equipment of the military.” Zac sghed
heavily, then went on apologetically.

“I’'m sorry, Fitt, | didn’t mean to belong winded. But | hope I’ ve answered your question asto why I'm
on Thasos”

Pitt studied Zac carefully. The Ingpector looked like aman who was not used to failure. Every
movement, every gesture was thoughtfully planned in advance; even hiswords carried an air of confident
forethought.

Y et, RAitt could not help detecting aglimmer of fear behind Zac' s eyes, afear of losing the gameto von
Till. Att began to wish more than ever for adrink.

“Where are the other members of your team?” Pitt asked. “So far I’ ve only seen three of you.”

“At thismoment a British ingpector ison board aRoya Navy destroyer, trailing Queen Artemisia, while
arepresentative from the Turkish Police Bureau is observing her from the air in an antiquated, unmarked
DC-3.” Zac spoke woodenly, asif quoting from alegal document. " Two detectives of the French Surete
Nationale are dso on hand, posing as Marsaille dockworkers, awaiting the Queen'sarriva for refuding.”

A fedling of detached unredlity began to creep

on RAitt. Zac' swords were becoming dull and unmeaning, Indifferently, dmost, with akind of hazy
academic interest, he wondered how much longer he could stay awake. Ho had had only afew hours
deepinthelast two days and it was catching up. Fitt rubbed his eyes and shook his head vigoroudy, then
forced hismind back to dertness.

“Zac, old buddy,” It wasthefirg time Fitt had called him by name. “I wonder if you would do mea
persond favor.”

“If I can,” Zac grinned hesitantly, “old buddy.”
"l want Teri rleased in my custody.”

“Released in your custody?’ Zac arched his eyebrows in accompaniment to wide innocent eyes. Steve
McQueen couldn’t have done it any better. “What |lecherous scheme do you have up your deeve?’

“No lechery,” Pitt said serioudly. “Y ou have no choice but to release her. Oncefreg, it will take Teri al
of twenty minutesto storm back to the villa—hell hath no fury like the wrath of awoman humiliated
demanding that Uncle Bruno do something about her shameful captivity. The old boy will put his shrewd



mind into gear and, within the hour, your little underground spy network will be blown from Thasos back
to the States.”

“Y ou underestimate us,” Zac said urbandly. “1I’m well aware of the consequences. Plans have been
made for just such an emergency. We can be out of these quarters and working under a different cover

by morning,”

"Too late,” Pitt countered sharply. “The damageisdone. Von Till will be wiseto your presence. HE's
sure to double every precaution.”

“Y ou have avery convincing argument.”

“You'redamnright | have”

“Andif | turned her over to you?’ Zac asked speculatively.

“Assoon as Teri ismissed, if she hasn't been dready, von Till will turn Thasos upside downin an
exhaustive search. The safest place to hide her now is on board the First Attempt. He won't think to look
for her there, at least not until he' ssure sheisn’'t ontheidand.”

Zac sared along moment a PFitt, examining every inch of the man asif he were seeing him for thefirst
time, wondering why someone with an excellent position and influentid family would take such difficult
and dangerousrisks, never knowing when amiscal culation might spell the end of his career or even his
death. Zac idly tapped his pipe against an ashtray, knocking the loose ashes from the round briar bowl.

“It will beasyou say,” Zac murmured. “Providing, of course, the young lady will cause no trouble.”

“I don’t think s0,” FAitt grinned. “ She has other things on her mind besides internationa drug smuggling.
I’d say that sneaking off to the boat with me holds more interest than another dull evening with Uncle
Bruno. Besides, show me awoman who doesn't crave alittle taste of adventure, now and then, and I'll

show you a—"

He broke off asthe door opened and Giordino walked in, followed by Zeno. Giordino had awide grin
stretched across his cherub face and he clutched a bottle of Metaxa Five Star brandy in one hand.

“Look what Zeno found,” Giordino flicked off the bottle lid and sniffed the contents, screwing up his
face into amock look of ecstasy. “I’ ve decided they’ re not such bad guys after all.”

Pitt laughed and turned to Zeno. “ Y ou' |l have to excuse Giordino. He ways comes unglued a the mere
sght of booze.”

“if s0,” Zeno grinned beneath his moustache, “We have much in common.” He stepped around Giordino
and set atray with four glasses on the desk.

“How’s Darius?’ Pitt asked.
“Heison hisfedt,” Zeno replied. “But he will be limping for afew days.”
“Tel him I’'m sorry,” Fitt said sSincerely. “| regret-"

“No regrets are necessary,” Zeno interrupted. “In our line of work these things happen.” He passed a



glassto Aitt, noticing for the first time the blood stained shirt. “Y ou seem to have your injuries aso.”

“Courtesy of von Till’sdog,” Pitt said, holding the glassto the light.

Zac nodded slently. He now grasped more fully Fitt’ s hatred for von Till. He relaxed, hands banging
limply over the arms of the swive chair, securein the knowledge that Pitt had revenge on hismind, not
SEX.

“ After you get back to your ship, we' |l keep you posted by radio on von Till’ sactivities.”

“Good,” Aitt said smply. He sipped the brandy, enjoying the fiery lavalikeliquid that trickled down his
throat into the somach. “One morefavor, Zac. I'd like you to use your officia status and send acouple
of messagesto Germany.”

“Of course. What do you wish to say?’

Pitt had already picked up apad and pencil off desk. “I’ [l write everything down including names
addresses, but will have to fake my German spdlling.

When Pitt finished he passed the pad to Zac. “ Ask them to forward their reply to the First Attempt. I’ ve
add NUMA '’ sradio frequency.”

Zac scanned the pad. “1 don’t understand your motives.”

“Just awild hunch.” Fitt poured another shot Metaxain his glass. “By the way, when will the Queen
Artemisiamake her detour by Thasos?’

“How . . but how do you know that?’
“I'mpsychic,” Ritt said briefly. “When?’

“Tomorrow morning.” Zac looked at Fitt long and consideringly. “ Sometime between four and five A.M.
Why do you ask?’

“No reason, just curiogity.” Pitt braced himsdlf for the burn and downed the drink. Thejolt was almost
too much. He shook his head from side to side, blinking away the tearsthat burst from his eyes.

“My God,” he whispered hoarsdly. “ That stuff goes down like battery acid.”
13

The eerie, phosphorescent froth gradudly diminished and fell away from the old straight up and down
bow of Queen Artemisiaasthe aging ship dowly lost way and came to astop. Then the anchor clattered
down into ten fathoms of weter, and the navigation lights blinked out, leaving ablack silhouette resting on
an even blacker sea. It was as though the Queen Artemisia had never been.

Two hundred feet away, asmall wooden packing crate bobbed lazily on the swélls. It was acommon
type of crate, one of empty thousandsthat float in cast off neglect on every seaand waterway of the
world. Tothe casud eye, at least, it looked like ordinary flotsam; even the stenciled letters that advertised
“THISEND UP’ pointed incongruoudy downward toward the seabed. There was, however, one thing
that made this particular crate quite different; it was't empty.



There must be a better way, Fitt thought wryly from ingde the box as awave bumped it against the top
of hishead, but & |least thiswas adamn sight better than svimming in plain view when the morning light
gppeared. Hetook amouthful of saltwater and coughed it out. Then he puffed lightly into the mouthpiece
of hisflotation vest, increasing his buoyancy, and returned his gaze to the ship through ajaggedly cut

peephole.

The Queen Artemisialay silent, only the faint hum of her generators and the dap of the waves of her hull
betrayed her presence. Gradually the sounds faded away and the ship became a part of the silence. For a
long time Fitt listened, but no other sounds traveled across the water to his bobbing outpost No footsteps
on astedl deck, no masculine voices shouting commands, no clank of human operated machinery,
nothing. The sllence wastota and very puzzling. It was like a phantom ship with a phantom crew.

The starboard anchor was down, and Pitt made hisway toward it, dowly pushing the box from within.
The light breeze and the incoming tide worked in hisfavor, and soon the box gently nudged the anchor
chain. He swiftly removed the U.S. Diversair tank and attached its backpack webbing through one of
the big stedl chainlinks. Then using the regulator’ ssingle air hose asaline, he dipped hisfins, mask and
snorkel over the second stage mouthpiece and | et the whole package dangle just beneath the surface.

Pitt grabbed the chain, looking up at the seemingly endlesslinks that vanished into the darkness, and felt
like Jack climbing the beanstalk. He thought of Teri, lying adegp in acozy bunk back on the First
Attempt. He thought of her soft and fluid body and he began to wonder what in hell he was doing here.

Teri had wondered too, but over adifferent question. “Why take meto aship?| can’'t go out there and
meet dl those brainy scientistslooking likethis.” Shelifted the hem of her trangparent negligee, displaying
her legsto the thighs.

“Ohwhat the hell,” Pitt laughed. “1t'Il probably be the sexiest thing that’ s happened to them in years.”
‘What about Uncle Bruno?’

“Tdl him you went shopping on the mainland.

Tdl him anything. you' re over twenty-one.”

“I guessit would befun to be naughty,” she giggled. “It' sjust like aromantic adventure story inthe
anema”

“That’soneway tolook at It,” Pitt had said. He d figured she would think that, and he' d been right.

Pitt went up the anchor chain, copying the style of a Polynesian native climbing apam tree after
coconuts. He soon reached the hawserhole and peered over therail He hesitated, listening and watching
for any movement in the shadows. Not a soul was visble. The foredeck was deserted.

He swung over the side, crouched low and moved silently across the deck to the foremast. The
blacked-out ship was ablessing. If the cargo loading lamps had been on, the midships and foredeck
would have been bathed in aflood of white light; not the best circumstances for sneaking around
unnoticed. Pitt was a so thankful that the darkness blotted out his dripping water trail acrossthe
foredeck. He paused, waiting for the expected sounds and movementsthat never came. It was quiet, far
too quiet. There was something € se about the ship that didn’t jell in Fitt’ s subconscious mind, but he
couldn’'t pinit down. It euded him for the present



Aitt reached down, unsheathing the diver’ sknife strapped to his caf, and moved aft, holding the seven
inch gainlessblade well out in front of him.

It seemed incredible, but Pitt had a clear view of the bridge and, asfar ashe could see, it was
abandoned. He melted into the shadows and climbed the ladder to the bridge, hisfeet padding
noiselesdy on the stedl steps. The wheelhouse was dark and empty. The spokes of the whedl reached
out in dark londliness, and the binnacle stood like amute, brass-plated sentingl. Fitt couldn’t make out
the wording, but he knew from the angle of the pointers that, the telegraph stood at All Stop. Inthedim
light from the stars he was able to make out arack attached to the ledge bel ow the port window. His
fingers. played over the contents; Aldislamp, flare gun, flares. Then he got lucky. His hand touched the
familiar cylindrica shape of flashlight. He dipped out of his swim trunks and wrapped them around the
lenstill the light offered nothing but afaint glow. Then he checked every foot of the wheelhouse; deck,
bulkheads, equipment Thetiny indicator lights of, the control console showed the only glimmer of life.

The curtains were drawn in the chartroom at the back of the wheelhouse. It was inconceivable that any
chartroom could be so clean. The chartslay in orderly stacks, their fields of squares and numbers
crossed by precisdy drawn pencil lines. Pitt dipped the knife back inits sheath, propped the flashlight
againgt acopy of Brown's Nautical Almanac and scanned the chart markings. The lines coincided exactly
with the Queen Artemisia s known course from Shaughai. He noted the fact that there were no mistakes
or erasures by whoever figured the compass corrections. It was neat, too much so.

The log book was open at the last entry: 03.52 hour’s - Brady Field Beacon bearing 312°,
approximately eight miles. Wind southwest, 2 knots. The God' s protect Minerva. The time showed that
this entry had been made L ess than an hour before Pitt swam out from the beach. But where was the
crew? There was no sign of the deck watch and the lifeboats were secure in their davits. The abandoned
helm didn’t make sense. None of it made sense.

Aitt’s mouth was dry—a dusty cavern in which histongue lay like arubber sponge. A hammer pounded
in hishead, blurring histhinking, He left the whedlhouse, softly closing the door behind him, and found an
aleyway leading to the captain’s cabin. The door was gar. He gently eased it full open and stepped
soundlessly and Sdewaysinto the sted cubicle.

A movie s, it looked like amovie set That wasthe only way PFitt could describe it. Everything was neat
and tidy, and exactly where it should have been. Acrossthe far bulkhead, the Queen Artemisialoomed in
tranquil splendor from an amateurish oil painting, Pitt shuddered at the choice of colors; the ship sailed on
apurple sea. The 9gnature in the lower right corner was signed by a Sophia Remick. There wasthe usual
photograph on the desk with amatronly, round-faced woman staring out of a cheap metd frame. The
inscription reed: To the Captain of my heart from hisloving wife.

It was unsigned, but obvioudy written by the same hand that had autographed the painting, And next to
the photograph, on an otherwise barren desk top, a carefully laid pipe reposed in an empty ashtray. Pitt
picked it up and smelled the blackened bowl; it hadn't been smoked in months. Nothing looked used or
handled. It was amuseum without dust, a house without odor. And, like the ship hersdf, quiet asa
graveyard.

He returned to the alleyway, closing the door behind him, almost wishing some strange voice, any voice,
would shout, “Who goesthere?’ or “What are you doing here?' The stillness made his sweet run cold.
Pitt began to imagine vague shapes in shadowy corners. His heartbeat thumped at an accelerating pace.
It couldn’t have been more than ten seconds that he stood there not moving amuscle, forcing hismind
back into rational control.



It' Il be dawn soon, he thought. Hurry, must hurry. He ran down the port dleyway, ignoring any attempt
at stealth and secrecy, and threw open the other cabin doors. Each smal compartment was like the black
Hole of Cdcutta. One quick sweep of the hooded light told the same story as the captain’s cabin He also
searched the radio cabin. The transmitter was warm and pre-set on aVHF frequency, but theradio
operator was conspicuous by his absence. Pitt dipped the door shut and headed &ft.

Companionways, port and starboard aleyways, they al seemed to merge into one long black,
underground tunnel. It was an effort not to lose his sense of direction in the maze. A naked man, except
for the flotation vest, in adark nightmare of gray paint and sted walls. He tripped over abulkhead step
and fdll, banging a shin and dropping theflashlight; al in harmony with an uttered, “ Goddamn!”

The flashlight had fallen on the hard deck, shattering the lens and blinking out. He knelt on hishands and
knees, muttering additiond curses and searching frantically. After agonizing seconds his hands grasped
the aluminum-plated case. The glass of the lenstinkled with grim foreboding insde the cloth cover. He
picked it up and pushed the switch forward. The bulb blinked on as dull as ever. Fitt uttered a gasp of
relief and shined the subdued beam down the passage. It dimly illuminated a door that wastitled Fire
Passage - Number Three Hold.

The great chambers of Carlsbad Caverns couldn’t have looked much less formidable than Number
Three Hold. All that Aitt’ s light showed was avast sted cave crammed with countless sacks and stacked
from deck to hatch cover on wooden tiers. The air was permeated with a sweet Incense kind of odor.
The cocoa from Ceylon, Pitt surmised. Hetook the diver'sknife and cut asmdl haf inch holein the
coarse cloth of one of the sacks. A flow of stony hard beansfdl| to the deck, bouncing and rattling like a
hail on aquonset hut. A quick examination under the flashlight proved the parchment skinned beansto be
thegenuine aticle.

Suddenly he heard anoise. It wasfaint and indigtinct, but it wasthere. He froze, listening. Then it
stopped as abruptly asit had come, and silence once more gripped the haunted ship; a deserted ship with
al itsdark and hidden

secrets. Maybeit’ saghost ship after dl, Pitt mused. Another Mary Celeste or Flying Dutchman. All that
was missing was astormy seawith rain lashing the top decks and lightning flashing in the night and agale
ghrieking through the derricks.

There was nothing more to see in the hold. Fitt |eft and headed for the engine room. He lost a precious
elght minutes finding the right companionway. The heart of the ship was warm from the hest of the
engines and smelled of hot oil. He stood on the catwalk above the huge and lifeless machinery and
searched for asign that would indicate bonafide human activity. Theflashlight caught the gleam of
burnished pipes that snaked across the bulkheadsin geometric pardld line., ending in amass fusion of
vaves and gauges. Then the faint beam fell on acarelesdy wadded oily rag. Above the rag was a shelf
containing severa coffee-stained cups, and to the left of those, atray of scattered tools with greasy finger
marks. At least someone was working this part of the ship, he thought, quite relieved. He knew that most
engine rooms were kept as clean as ahospita ward, but this one was messy. But where was the chief
engineer and his oilmen? They couldn’t have evaporated into the Aegean atmosphere.

Pitt started to leave, then he stopped. There it was again; the same mysterious sound, echoing through
the ship’shull. He stood stock-till, holding his breath for what seemed alifetime. It was an odd, uncanny
sound, like the scraping of aship’sked over asubmerged rock or cora reef. Pitt involuntarily shivered.
It dso reminded him of the way chalk squeaked across a blackboard. The sound lasted for perhapsten
seconds, then it was punctuated with the dull clank of meta against metd.



Aitt had never sat bathed with cold swest in acdl on San Quentin’s death row, waiting for the warden
and the prison guards to escort him to the gas chamber. Nor. did he have to be there to describe the
experience for he knew exactly what it flt like. To be donein aclaustrophobic atmosphere, expecting
the footsteps of death to come treading from the black unknown, was ablood chilling business. Whenin
doubt, he thought, run like ason of abitch. And run like a son of abitch he did. Back through the
aleyways, back up the companion-dtairs, until a last hislungs were greeted by the pure, wholesome air
on deck.

The early morning was still dark and the derricks reached toward the velvet ceiling of asky that was
dive. with adazzling array of stars. Therewas scarcely astir of wind. Over the bridge, the radio mast
swayed back and forth across the milky way, and below Pittssfeet, the hull creaked from therolls of the
gentle swells. He hesitated a moment, gazing at the dark line of the Thasos coadt, yet abare mile away.
Then he looked down at the smooth black surface of the water. It looked so inviting. so peaceful.

Theflashlight still glowed. Aitt cursed his stupidity for not switching it off when he reached the open
deck. Might aswell have advertised my presence with aneon sign, he thought. He quickly doused the
light. Then carefully, so asnot to cut himself on the broken glass, he unwrapped his swim trunks and
removed the remains of thelens. He hurled the tiny diversover therailing and listened till the faint splash,
likerain on apond, reached his ears. He was tempted to deep six the flashlight too, but his mind shifted
into gear and rgected the impulse. Leaving the rack in the wheelhouse void of the flashlight would be
about as clever as sending the captain, if there was acaptain, atelegram and saying, “ Just before dawn,
there was a prowler on board your ship who ransacked it from stem to stern.” It very definitely wasn't a
smart move, not with people like these who had outfoxed nearly every law enforcement agency in the
world. The fact that the lens was missing would be agamble that Pitt would have to take.

He glanced at hiswatch as he hurried back to the wheelhouse. The luminous hands showed 4:13. The
sun would be blossoming soon. He scrambled onto the bridge and replaced the flashlight in the rack. His
haste was dmogt frantic. He had to be off the ship, into his diving gear and agood two hundred yards
distant before daylight gave him away.

The forward deck was still deserted, or at least it seemed to be. A fluttering noise came from behind
Fitt. Instantly he spun around in a sudden renewed fear and unsheathed the knife in one deft movement.
His nerves were stretched taut to the border of panic, his head pounded like adrum roll. God, he
thought, | can’t be caught now, not this close to safety.

it was nothing but agull that had flown out of the night and landed in aventilator, the bird pointed atiny
eyeat Fitt and cocked its head questioningly. No doubt wondering what sort of crazy human would run
around aship in the early morning, clothed in nothing but a flotation vest while holding aknife in one hand
and abathing suit in the other. The relief made Fitt fed weak at the knees. It had been quite a scare and
he was badly shaken. When he boarded the ship he didn’t know what he expected to find: what he found
was Slence tinged with unknown terror. Limply heleaned againg therailing, getting agrip on himslf. At
thisrate he' d have heart failure or amenta breakdown before sunrise. He took several deep bregths,
exhding dowly until the fear subsded.

Without a backward glance, he sivung over therail and shinnied down the anchor chain, vasily relieved
at departing the ghostly ship. It was awelcome comfort to bein the soothing water again. The sea
opened its arms and gave him a sense of remoteness from danger.

It took only aminute for Aitt to dip on hisswim trunks and retrieve his diving gear. Fitting an agquaung
tank on your back in the darkness with the swells pushing you against the sides of asted hull Isn't an



easy operation. But the Ditch and Recovery experience he had obtained during his early diving days
came in handy now, and he accomplished the task with little effort. He looked around for the wooden
crate, but it had drifted into the black curtain of night and disappeared; the wave action and incoming
tide, by thistime, carrying it half way to the beach.

Helay there dead in the water and considered the possibility of diving under the Queen Artemisaand
examining her hull. The weird scraping noise he had heard in the engine room seemed to have come from
somewhere outside the plates and below the kedl. Then it occurred to him the plan was hopeless.
Without an underwater light he could see nothing. And he wasn't in the mood to grope like ablind man
along afour-hundred foot hull that was encrusted with razor sharp barnacles. He' d heard old tales that
described in detail the ancient and brutal practice of keelhauling insubordinate British sailors. He
remembered one particularly bloodcurdling account of agunner’ s mate who was dragged under the kedl
of the H.M.S. Confident off the coast of Timor in 1786. Punished for stealing acup of brandy from the
captain’ slocker, the poor fellow was dragged under the kedl of the ship until his body was diced to
ribbons and the white of hisribs and backbone were visble. The unfortunate man might have survived,
but before the crew could hoist him back on board, apair of Mako sharks, attracted by the scent of
blood, attacked and chewed the man to pieces before the horrified eyes of the men on deck. Pitt knew
what ashark could do. He had once pulled aboy from the surf in Key West who had taken anasty hite
by ashark. The boy had lived, but amassve piece of tissue would adways be missing from his|eft thigh.

Aitt cursed out loud. He must stop thinking about things like that. His ears began to ring from ahumming
sound. At first he thought it was atrick of hisimagination. He shook his bead violently: it was still there,
only louder; it seemed to be gaining momentum. Then Fitt knew where the humming was coming from.

The ship’ sgenerators had started again. The navigation lights blinked on, and the Queen Artemisia
suddenly came alive with sound. If there was ever atime when the better part of vaor was discretion, it
was now. Pitt clamped the mouthpiece of the regulator between his teeth and dove clear of the ship. He
kicked hisfinswith every ounce of power in hislegs, seeing nothing under theink black water, hearing
only the strange gurgling sound of his exhaust bubbles. It wastimeslike thisthat he wished hedidn’t
smoke. After covering nearly fifty-five yards, he surfaced and |ooked back at the ship.

The Queen Artemisiarode at anchor in tombstone solitude, her sithouette outlined againg the graying
eastern sky like an old fashioned shadowgram.. Dim shafts of white light cameto life here and there
about the ship, interrupted only by the green glow of the starboard navigation light. For severa minutes
nothing more happened. Then without any sgna or shouted command, the anchor clattered up from the
sedfloor and clanged into the hull. The whedlhouse was lit and Pitt could seeit clearly; it was till vacant.
It just can't be, he repeated to himsdlf over and over again: it just can’t be. But the old ship hadn’t yet
finished the last act of her ghostly performance. Asif on cue, the Queen Artemisia stelegraph jangled
faintly across the cam pre-dawn sea. The engines responded with their gentle throb, and the ship
continued on her voyage: the secret of her evil cargo still locked somewhere within her stedl plates.

Aitt didn’'t have to see the ship move to know it Was underway; he could fed the beat of her propdlers
through the water. Fifty-five yards was more than enough. At that distance he wasinvisble to any
lookout and had little to fear from being sucked through the huge propellers and mangled into fish bait.

A seething flood of frustration swept over Fitt asthe great hull dowly did past his bobbing head. It was
asthough he waswatching abaligtic missilelift from alaunching pad and hurtle on its pre-set path
toward devastation and desth. He was helpless, he could do nothing to stop it. Hidden somewhere on
the Queen Artemisiawas enough heroin to drown half the population of the Northern Hemispherein
ddirium. God done knew what chaoswould erupt in every city and town if it was distributed to dl the
peddling scum who preyed on its malignant addiction. How many people would become listless dregs



and eventudly die from the drug’ s deadly narcosis? One hundred and thirty tons of heroin on the ship.
What was that song again, thelittle ditty that he' d sung dl thoselong years ago in schoal. “A hundred
bottles of beer onthewadl” It had nearly the samering, but it wasfor light hearts and souls, not drugged
minds and lost hopes.

Then Fitt thought of himself. Not with self-pride for destroying the yellow Albatros or searching the
Queen Artemisiaand getting away with it undetected. He thought of himsdlf only asanidiot for risking his
life on ajob he had no business performing, ajob hewasn't paid to do. His orders were to expedite
oceanographic expeditions. No one said anything about chasing after drug smugglers. What could he
accomplish? Hewasn't aguardian angd of humanity. Let Zacynthus, Zeno, INTERPOL and every other
damn cop in the world play cat and mouse with von Till. It wastheir game, they weretrained for it. And
they were paid for it too.

Again Fitt swore loudly to himsdlf. He had dready spent too much time daydreaming. It wastimeto
head for shore. Mechanicaly, his eyes watched the ship’slights diminish bit by bit into the fading
darkness of the early morning. He was just wading onto the beach when the sun lifted itself from the
horizon and threw itsrays on the, rock strewn summits of the Thasos mountains.

Pitt stripped off the tank and let it fal to the soft wet sand aong with the breathing regulator and his
meask and snorkel . Exhaustion curled its numbing tentacles around him and he succumbed to it, dropping
to hishands and knees. His body felt sore and beat, but his mind hardly noticed these things; it was busy
with something dse.

Aitt could find no indication of the heroin on board the ship, nor would the Bureau of Narcotics or the
Customs Inspectors. That much was certain. Below the waterline, that was apossibility. But surely the
wary investigators would have divers examine every inch of the hull when the ship docked. Besides, there
was no way acargo of that size could be removed, unlessit was dropped in the water and recovered
Later. That wouldn't work either, he thought, it wastoo obvious, retrieving awatertight container filled
with ahundred and thirty tons of solid materid would require afull scale salvage operation. No, there had
to be amore ingenious method, one that had successfully defied detection for so long.

Hetook the diver’ sknife and idly began sketching the Queen Artemisias outline in the wet sand. Then,
quite suddenly, theideaof adiagram intrigued him. He stood up and traced a hull that stretched for
approximately thirty feet. The bridge, the holds and engine room, every detail he could recdl was etched
into the yielding white sand. Minutes passed and the ship started to take shape. Fitt had become so
totally absorbed in hiswork that he didn’t notice an old man and adonkey, trudging wesarily along the
beach.

The old man stopped in histracks and stared at Pitt from aripened old face that had seen too many
decades of dtrife to show an expression of bewilderment. After afew moments he shrugged
uncomprehendingly and ambled off after his donkey.

Finaly the diagram was nearly complete, down to the last companionway. The knife flashed in the new
sun as Pitt added afind humorous touch; atiny bird on atiny ventilator. Then he stepped back to admire
his handiwork. He stared at it for amoment, then laughed doud. “ One thing' s certain, I’ll never be
acclaimed for my artwork. It looks more like a pregnant whae than aship.”

Pitt continued to absentmindedly gaze at the sand drawing. Suddenly his eyestook on atrance-like glaze
and hisrugged face logt dl expresson. The spark of anovel and fanciful idealit dimly in his conscious
mind. At first the idea seemed too outlandish for him to consider, but the more he dwelt on its
possihilities, the more feasible it became. Quickly he traced additiona linesin the sand. Completely



absorbed again, he raced to match up the diagram with the picture in hismind. When the last change was
finished, his mouth dowly twisted into agrim amile of satisfaction. Damned clever of von Till, he thought,
damned clever.

He wasn't tired anymore, his mind was no longer burdened with unsolvable questions. It was anew
approach, anew kind of answer. 1t should have been discovered long before. Quickly, he gathered up
the diving equipment and started to hike over the incline that separated the beach from the coastal road.
There was no thought of quitting the game now. The next inning would prove to be the most interesting.
At the top he turned and |ooked back at the sketch of the Queen Artemisiain the sand.

Therigng tide was just washing over and erasing the ship’ sfunnd, the funnel marked with the big
Minerva“M.”

14

Giordino lay stretched out beside ablue Air Force pickup truck, dead adeep, hishead resting on a
binocular case and both feet propped carelesdy on alargerock. A trail of antstramped across his
outflung forearm and, ignoring the obstacle in their path, continued their uninterrupted journey toward a
small mound of loose dirt. Pitt looked down smiling. If there was one thing Giordino could do, and do
well, he thought, it was deeping anywhere a anytime and under any condition.

Pitt shook hisfins, letting the salty dampness dribble on Giordino’s composed face. No drowsy babble,
no sudden reaction greeted the rude sprinkling. The only response came from one big brown eye that
popped open, gazing straight at Fitt in obvious annoyance.

“Ahal Behold! Our intrepid guardian with the watchful eye!l” There was no mistaking Fitt's sarcastic
tone. “I shudder to think of the degth toll if you should ever decide to become alifeguard.”

The opposite lid dowly raised like awindow shade, reveding the matching eye. “ Just to set the record
graight,” Giordino said wearily. “ Thesetired old eyes were glued to the night glasses from the time you
got into your packing crate to the time you came ashore and started playing in the sand.”

“My gpologiesold friend.” Ritt laughed. “1 suppose that doubting your unflagging vigilance will cost me
another drink?’

“Two drinks” Giordino murmured dyly.
“Condder it done.”

Giordino sat up, blinking in the sun. He noticed the ants and casudly brushed them off hisarm. “How’d
your svim go?

“Robert Southey must have had the Queen Arteinisain mind when hewrote ‘No stir intheair, no sir in
the sea, the ship was gill as she could be” Y ou might say that | found something by finding nothing”

“| don't getit.”
“I'll explain later.” Aitt lifted the diving gear and loaded it in the truck bed. “Any word from Zac?’

“Not yet.” Giordino trained the binoculars on von Till’ svilla. “He and Zeno took a platoon of theloca
gendarmerie and staked out von Till’ sbaronia estate.



Darius stayed on the radio at the warehouse, traversing wave lengths in case there was any transmission
between the shore and ship.”

“Sounds like athorough effort, but unfortunately awaste of time.” Fitt toweled hisblack hair, thenrana
comb through it. “Where can aman find adrink and a cigarette around here?’

Giordino nodded toward the truck cab. “1 can’t help you on the drink, but there' s a pack of Greek
cancer sticks on the front seat”

Pitt leaned in the truck cab and removed an oval shaped cigarette from ablack and gold box of Hellas
Specias. He d never tried one before and was surprised at the mildness. After his orded of the past two
hours, rolled seaweed would have tasted good.

“Someonekick you in the shins?” Giordino asked matter-of-factly.

Pitt exhaled acloud of smoke and peered down at hisleg There was a deep red gash below the right
knee and blood was 0ozing dowly dong its entire length. For two inchesin every direction the kinwasa
colorful combination of green, blue and purple.

“1 had abit of bad luck, arun in with abulkhead door.”

“I"d better fix that for you.” Giordino turned and pulled an Air Forceissuefirst aid kit from the glove
compartment. “A minor operation like thisis mere child’ s play for Doctor Giordino, theworld renowned
brain surgeon. | don’t mean to brag, but I'm rather good at heart transplantstoo.”

Pitt tried to suppress alaugh, but failed. “ Just make sure you put the gauze on before, not after the tape.”

Giordino feigned apained expression. “ Such aterrible thing to say.” The dy look returned. “You'll
change your tune when you get my bill”

There was no choice lft for Pitt except to shrug in resignation and place hisbruised legin Giordino's
hands. Nothing more was said for the next few minutes. Pitt sat and absorbed the silence, gazing at the
sky-dyed blue water and the shordline that rested under the white sands of antiquity.. The narrow beach
below the road stretched southward for Sx miles before it faded into athin line and disappeared behind
the western tip of theidand. Therewasn't a soul to be seen anywhere adong the surf’ s edge; the
emptiness possessed al the mystic alure and romantic charm so often pictured on South Seastravel
posters. It was indeed afragment of paradise.

Pitt noted that the surf was running at two feet with eight second intervals between crests. The waves
broke low and at least one hundred yards out. Thenin afina burst of fury, they surged forward in
majestic Spray plumed rows, only to dowly dissolve and diein small eddys at thetideline. To aswimmer,
the conditions were perfect; to asurfer, they werefair; but to adiver, the shallow sandy bottom and the
dark blue water spelled barren waste. For sheer underwater adventure it is the greener, reef strewn
watersthat attract the diver, for it isthere that the beauty of sealife abounds. Fitt panned hiseyesa
hundred and eighty degrees and looked to the north. Here it was adifferent story. High craggy cliffs,
barren of al vegetation, rose out of the sea, their faces worn and etched by the endless ondaught of the
breakers. Great fallen rocks and yawning fissures bore mute testimony to what old mother nature could
do when given thetools of her trade to work with. There was one particular stretch of rugged dliffline that
intrigued Pitt.



Strangely enough, this one sector was not pounded like the others. The waters below the sheer, straight
up and down rock mass were calm and flat, agarden pond bordered on three sides by foaming swirling
waters. For ahundred square yards the seawas green and till, the boiling white ceased to exist It
seemed unredl.

Pitt speculated on what wonders a diver might find there. Only God a one could have observed the
agdessformation of theidand, the coming and going of the great ice ages, the changing levels of the
ancient sea. Maybe, he thought, just maybe the mountainous breakers carved their fury into the sdes of
these cliffs, creating an underwater pockmarked surface of sea caves.

“Thereyou are,” Giordino said in ahumoroustone. “ Another triumph for medica science by the gredt,
Giordino.” Pitt wasn't fooled for a second by the outward display of exaggerated vanity. Giordino’'s
comic dialogue was forever used to camouflage his genuine concern for Pitt. Giordino stood up, running
his eyes; over Ritt’sbody, and shook his head in mild wonder. “With al those bandages on your nose,
chest and leg you' re beginning to look like aspare tire out of anineteen thirties, depression eracomic
grip.”

“You'reright.” Pitt took afew stepsto relieveincreasing stiffnessin hisleg. “I fed morelikeabumtire
on atugboat”

“Here comes Zac,” Giordino said pointing. Pitt twisted and looked in the direction of Giordino’sex
tended finger.

The black Mercedes was gpproaching down atrail from the mountains, pulling a cloud of brown dust
behind its rear bumper. A quarter of amile away swung onto the paved coasta road, dropping the dust
cloud, and soon Fitt could hear the steady purr of the diesal engine above the beat from the surf bel ow.
The car rolled to astop beside the truck and Zacynthus and Zeno unreeled from the front seat. They
were followed by Darius, who made no attempt to disguise apainful limp. Zacynthuswas dressed in old
faded army fatigues, and his eyes were tired and bloodshot He gave the impression of aman who had
gpent adismal and deepless night. Aitt grinned sympatheticaly at him.

“Wel Zac, how did it go? See anything interesting?’

Zacynthus didn’'t seem to hear him. He wearily pulled his pipe from a pocket, filled the bowl and lit it.
Then he sank dowly to the ground, stretching out and leaning on one elbow.

“The bastards, the dirty cunning bastards,” he swore bitterly. “We spent the whole night straining our
eyes and sneaking around trees and boulders, with mosquitoes attacking us at every turn. And what did
wefind?’ He took a deep breath to answer his own question, but Fitt beat him to it.

“Y ou found nothing, you saw nothing and you heard nothing.”

Zacynthus managed afaint smile. “ Doesit show that much?’

“It shows,” Ritt replied briefly.

“Thiswhole businessis exceedingly exasperating.” Zacynthus accented hiswords by pounding hisfist
into the soft earth.

“Exceedingly exasperating?’ Pitt echoed. “Isthat the best you can do?’



Zacynthus sat up and shrugged his shoulders helplesdy. “ I’ ve just about reached the end of my rope. |
fed asthough I’ ve just clawed my way up a steep mountain, only to find the peak enshrouded in fog.
Possibly you understand, | don't know, but I” ve dedicated my life to tracking down scum likevon Till.”
He paused for amoment, then went on very quietly. “1I’ve never failed to crack acase. | can’t give up
now. That ship must be stopped, and yet, thanksto our lily white code of justice, it can’t be stopped.
God, can you imagine

what will happen if that cargo of heroin reachesthe States?’
“I've given it somethought.”

“Screw your code of justice.” Giordino seemed vexed. “Let me gtick alimpet mine on that old tub’s hull
and bang,” heformed ablast cloud with his hands. “ The fish inherit the drugs.”

Zacynthus nodded dowly. “Y ou have adirect approach, but a—"
“Simplemind,” Ritt interrupted again. He grinned at Giordino’' s scornful glance.

“Believe me, | would much prefer to see a hundred schools of doped-up fish than one drug crazed
school boy.” Zacynthus voice was grim. “ Destroying that ship would only solve theimmediate problem;
it' slike cutting off one tentacle of an octopus. We d 4till beleft with von Till and his able gang of
Sea-going smugglers, not to mention the unanswered riddle of his—I am forced to admit—ingenious
operation. No, we must be patient The Queen Artemisiahasn’'t docked at Chicago yet We' Il get another
chancea her Marsaille”

“I don't think you' || have any better luck in Marsallle” Aitt said doubtfully. “ Even if one of your phony
French dockworkers dips on board, you have the gilt-edged Pitt guarantee that he won't find anything
worth writing home about.”

“How would you know that for certain?” Zacynthus suddenly looked up, surprised. “Unless. . . unless,
you somehow searched the ship yoursdlf.”

“With him, anything’ s possible,” Giordino murmured. “ He was seaward of the ship when it anchored. |
lost him through the night glasses for dmost haf an hour.”

Now al four men looked at Fitt questioningly.

Pitt laughed and flipped his cigarette over the embankment. “ The time has come, thewalrus said, to
speak of many things. Gather round gentlemen and listen to the cloak and dagger adventures of Dirk Fitt,
the naked cat burglar.”

Aitt findly leaned back againgt the truck and became silent. For along moment he stared a the
thoughtful facesin front of him.

“Thereyou haveit. Asnegt alittle set-up asyou can find.” He smiled wryly. “The Queen Artemisaisin
redlity nothing but afdsefront. Oh sure, it sailsthe briny blue, picking up and delivering cargo. That's
where any smilarity between abonafide cargo freighter and Queen ends. She' san old ship, true, but
beneath her stedl skin beats a complete up-to-date centralized control system. | saw the same equipment
on an old ship inthe Pacific just last year. No large crew isrequired. Six or seven men can handle her
eegly.”



“No fuss, nomuss,” Giordino said admiringly.

“Precisely,” Pitt nodded. “Each compartment, each cabin is set up as a stage prop. When the ship
reaches port the crew materidizes from the wings and turnsinto acast of actors.”

“Pardon this humble man’ s blind perception, Mgor.” The peasant choice of wordsfailed to mask the
Oxford accent of Zeno'svoice. “I do not understand how the Queen Artemisia can engagein
commercid shipping without the necessary maintenance during long voyages.”

‘It' slikeahigtorica landmark,” Pitt explained.

“Let’ssay afamous castle where thefiresin thefireplaces fill burn, the plumbing still works, and the
grounds are dways trimmed and neet. Five days out of the week the castleis closed, but on the
weekends it opensfor thetourists, or, in this case, the Customs Inspectors.”

“And the caretakers?’ Zeno asked quizzically.

“The caretakers” Pitt murmured, “liveinthe cdlar.”

“Only rasliveincdlars” Dariusventured dryly.

“A very, appropriate observation, Darius,” Pitt said gpprovingly. “Particularly when you consider the
two-legged variety we re deding with.”

“Cdlars, stage props, castles. A crew buried somewherein the hull. What are you driving at?’ Zacynth
demanded. “ Please get to the point”

“I’m coming to it. To begin with, the crew isn't quartered in the hull. They’ re quartered under it.”
Zacynthus eyes narrowed. “That’ s not possible.”

“Onthe contrary,” Fitt grinned. “It would be entirdly possibleif the good Queen Artemisawas
pregnant.”

Therewas abrief incredulous silence. All four stared at Fitt in blank skepticism. Giordino broke the
dlencefird.

“You'retrying to tdl us something, but I'll be damned if you' re getting through.”

“Zac admitted that von Till’smethod of smugglingisingenious,” Aitt said. “And hef sright. Theingenuity
liesin the smplicity. The Queen Artemisiaand the other Minerva ships can operate independently or they
can be controlled by a satdllite vessd attached to their hulls. Think about it for aminute. It'snot as
ridiculous asit sounds.” Pitt spoke with acam surety about him that began to crack any doubts. “The
Queendidn’t:” cruisetwo days off her course just to blow kisses at von Till. Contact must have been
made somehow.” He turned to Zacynthus and Zeno, “Y ou and your men, watched the villaand saw no
ggnof asgnd.”

“Nor did anyone enter or leave,” Zeno added.

“Same goesfor the ship,” said Giordino eyeing Pitt curioudy. “No one set foot on the beach except
you.”



“Dariusand | makeit unanimous,” said Pitt. “He heard no radio transmissons and | found theradio
cabin deserted.”

“I"'m beginning to see your point,” Zac said thoughtfully. “ Any communication between the ship and von
Till could only have taken place underwater. But I’ m still not sure | buy your satellite vessdl theory.”

“Try thisone.” Ritt paused. “What travelslong distances under water, carries acrew, has the capacity to
hold a hundred and thirty tons of heroin, and would never be searched by Customs or the Bureau of
Narcotic Ingpectors? The only logica answer Isafull sce submarine.”

“Nicetry, but it won't pass.” Zac shook his head.

‘We ve had divers search beneath the waterline of every Minervaship at least ahundred times. They
have yet to discover asubmarine.”

“They most likely never will.” Aitt’smouth felt dry and his cigarette tasted like burnt cardboard. He
flipped the butt out into the middle of the road and watched it smoke until the tar benegth the glowing
ember meted into atiny black pool. “It’s not the method that’ s at fault. Y our divers are missing the
boat—if you' Il forgive the pun—because of timing.”

“Areyou suggesting the sub is released before the ships dock?” Zacynthus asked.
“That' sthe genera idea,” Pitt agreed.
‘“What then? Where doesit go?’

“For the answers | et's begin with the Queen Artemisiain Shanghal.” Fitt paused amoment, collecting his
thoughts. “If you had been standing on the wharves of the Whangpoo River, watching the ship take on
cargo you' d have seen an ordinary loading operation. Cranes|ifting sacks—they would be easiest to
handle the heroin into the ship’ s holds. The heroin camefirg, but It didn’t remainin the holds. It was
transferred to the sub, probably through a hidden hatch that wouldn't show up on any Customs detection
gear. Thelegitimate cargo was then loaded on board and the Queen shoved off for Ceylon. There, the
soybeans and teawere exchanged for the cocoa and graphite—another legitimate cargo. The detour to
Thasos came next. For orders from von Till most likely. Then onto Marseillefor fuel and thefind dropin
Chicago.”

“Ther€ s something bugging me,” Giordino murmured.
“Such as?’

“I’m no expert on pigboats so | can't figure how one could play baby kangaroo with afreighter or
where it could accommodate two hundred and sixty thousand pounds of drugs.”

“Modifications had to be made,” Pitt acknowledged. “But it wouldn't take any great engineering feet to
remove the conning tower and other projections until the top deck fitted flush againgt the mother ship’'s
ked. The average fleet-type sub of World War 11 had a displacement of fifteen hundred tons, alength of
over three hundred feet, ahull height of ten feet, and abeam of twenty-seven feet—roughly twicethe size
of asuburban house. Once the torpedo rooms, the eighty man crew quarters and the unnecessary
paraphernaliawere cleared out there would be more than ample space to store the heroin.”



Pitt saw that Zacynthus was regarding him in avery peculiar manner: there was a deep look of
contemplation on hisface. Then hisfeatures showed thefirgt traces of genuine understanding.

“Tell me, Mgor,” he asked. “What speed could the Queen Artemisiamake with a sub fastened to her
hull?’

Pitt thought amoment “1’d say about twelve knots. Unencumbered, however, the ship’snorma cruising
speed would be closer to fifteen or Sixteen.”

Zacynthusturned to Zeno. “It’ squite possible the Mgor’ s on theright track.”

“I know what you are thinking, my inspector.” Zeno' steeth parted beneath the great moustache. “We
have often concerned our thoughts with the puzzling variance of the cruising speeds among Minerva

ships”
Zacynthus eyes came back to Fitt “ The heroin drop, when and how isit made?’
“At night during high tide. Too risky during the day. The sub could be spotted from the air—"

“That checks.” Zacynthusinterrupted. “Von Till’ sfreighters are dways scheduled to reach port after
unset.”

“Astothedrop,” Fitt hadn’'t even taken notice of the interruption. “ The sub isreleased immediately after
entering port. Without a conning tower or periscope It must be guided from the surface by asmal craft.
Here, the only red chance of failure comesin, being rammed in the dark by an unsuspecting vessd.”

“No doubt they’ d have a pilot on board who was familiar with every inch of the harbor,” Zacynthus said
thoughtfully.

“A fird rate harbor pilot is an absol ute necessity for an operation likevon Till's,” Fitt agreed. “Dodging
underwater obstacles over a shdlow bottom in the dark is no exercise for an amateur yachtsman.”

“The next problem on the agenda,” Zacynthus said dowly, “isto determine the location where the sub
can unload and distribute the heroin without fear of detection.”

“How about a deserted warehouser Giordino volunteered. His eyes were closed and he looked like he
was dozing, but Fitt knew from long experience that he hadn’t missed aword.

Pitt laughed. “ The evil villain who dinks around deserted warehouses went out with Sherlock Holmes.
Waterfront property isat apremium. Anidle building would only arouse instant suspicion. Besides, as
Zac here can tdll you, awarehouse would be the first place an investigator would look.”

A faint smile crossed Zacynthus' lips. “Magor Fitt isright All docks and warehouses are closaly watched
by our Bureau and Customs, not to mention the County Harbor Patrols. No, whatever the method, it
must be extremely clever. Clever enough to have worked smoothly and successfully al theseyears.”

There was along pause, then he went on quietly.

“Now at long last we have adefinite lead. It'sonly athread, but if it's attached to arope and the ropeis
attached to achain, then with abit of good fortune von Till will be found at the other end.”



“If you wish to pursue the Mgor’ s suppostion, It isvitd that Darius Inform our agentsin Marsaille.”
Zeno' stonewas that of aman trying to convince himself of something that was not apostive fact

“No, the less they know, the better,” Zacynthus shook his head. “1 want no action taken that might put a
bug in von Till’sear. The Queen Artemisiaand the heroin must reach Chicago without Interference.”

“Very dy,” Ritt grinned. “Using von Till’ s cargo to attract the sharks.”

“It'snot difficult to guess,” Zacynthus nodded. “ Every big time hood and every underworld organization
engaged inillega drug traffic will be on hand to greet that sub.” He paused to take a puff on his pipe.
“The Bureau of Narcoticswill be more than happy to host the reception.”

“Providing you can find the drop location,” Pitt added.

“Wadl findit,” Zacynthus said confidently. “The Queen won't enter the Great Lakesfor at least three
weeks. That will give ustime enough to search every pier, boat yard and yacht club that even touchesthe
shoreline. Discreetly of

course, no sensein blowing thewhistleand losing al the players.”

“That won't be easy.”

“Y ou underestimate the Bureau,” Zacynthus acted hurt. “\We happen to be experts at this sort of thing.
To put your mind at ease, we won't attempt to pinpoint the exact location, only the genera area. Radar
will track the sub to itsfinal destination. At the opportune moment we movein.”

Pitt looked at him somberly. “Y ou' re taking a grest dedl for granted.”

Zacynthus stared back. “I’'m surprised a you, Mgor. It was you who gave usadirection. Thefirst
feasbledirection, | might add, that INTERPOL and the Bureau have had in twenty years. Can it be
you' re beginning to doubt your own deductions?’

Pitt shook hishead. “No, I'm certain I’ ve guessed right about the submarine.”

“Then what isyour problem?’

“I think you' re putting al your eggsin one basket by concentrating your main effort in Chicago.”

“What better place to set atrap?’

Pitt spoke dowly and precisely. “ A hundred and one things could happen between now and when the
Queen ,Artemisiais boarded by Customs. Y ou yoursdlf said three weeks was enough time to search the
city’ swaterfront. Why rush things? | strongly suggest that you want and do allittle more fact digging
before you fully commit yourself.”

Zacynthuslooked at Fitt quizzicdly. “What do you havein mind?’

Pitt leaned against the truck; aready the blue-coated meta was hot to the touch. He looked out toward
the seaagain. the rugged face benesth the wavy black hair intense with concentration. He breathed

deeply. drawing in the salt scented air of the Aegean, and he waslost for long seconds at the wonder of
the intoxicating sensation. With effort he shook his mind back to the cold redlity of the moment, and when



he spoke he knew there was something he had to do.
“Zac, | need ten good men and an old seadog who is familiar with the waters around Thasos.”
“Why? Zacynthus asked smply.

“It gandsto reason thet if von Till carries out his smuggling activities from the villaand communicates
with his ships under water he must have a hidden base of operations somewhere along this coastline.”

“Anditisyour intention to find it
“That' sthe generd idea,” Pitt stated flatly. He looked Zacynthus straight in the face. “Well?’

Zacynthus thoughtfully toyed with his pipe before ansvering. “Impossible” The voicewasfirm. “I cannot
alow it. You're ataented man, Mgor. Up to now your judgment rang with practica logic. And nobody
appreciates more than me the great help you have been to us. However, | cannot take any chances of
adarming von Till. | repest, the ship and the heroin must reach Chicago without interference.”

“VonTill isdready darmed.” Pitt was Very definite. “He can't help but be wise to you. The British
destroyer and the Turkish aircraft that shadowed the Queen Artemisiafrom Ceylon to the Aegean werea
dead give away that INTERPOL was on to the heroin. | say stop him now, before anymore of his ships
load or unload Illegal cargo!”

“Until that ship deviatesfrom its set course, and not before, | ingst on ahands off policy regarding von
Till” Zacynthus broke off for afew seconds, then he went on quietly. “Y ou must understand: Colonedl
Zeno, Captain Darius and mysdlf are narcotics men. If we are to do our job efficiently we cannot concern
ourselves with white davery, stolen gold or illegdl trangportation of known criminals. It sounds crud and
heartless, | admit, but INTERPOL has other good men and departments who specidize in these crimes.
And they would say the same thing if this particular ship carried acargo that was under their jurisdiction.
No, I'm sorry, we may lose von Till inthe end, but at that we'll lock up the biggest illega drug
digtributorsin North America, not to mention, drastically cut the outside flow of heroin.”

There was a short period of silence, then Fitt exploded angrily.

“Bull-shit! If you round up the heroin, the submarine and its crew, and every dope peddier in the States,
you gtill won't stop von Till The minute he finds new buyers he'll be back with another boatload of
drugs.” Pitt waited for areaction. There was none.

“Y ou have no authority over Giordino and me,” Fitt continued. “Whatever we have to do from here on
in, wée'll do it without any cooperation from you.”

Zacynthus' lipswere pressed tightly together. His eyes stared fiercely a Fitt, then he glanced at his
watch.. “We rewasting time. | have only one hour to get to the Kavala Airport and catch the morning
flight for Athens.” He pointed his pipe at Fitt likeagun. “1 didike losing arguments but you leave me no
dternative. My regrets, Mgor. Though | am deeply in your debt, | must once again place you and
Captain Giordino in custody.”

“The hell you will,” Fitt said coldly. “We re not going to oblige.”

“Youwill suffer theindignity of forcible arrest if you don't” Zacynthus patted a holstered forty-five
automatic that clung to hiship.



Giordino lazily rose from the ground and grabbed Fitt by the arm. He was grinning *“ Don't you think this
would be a pretty good time for Giordino the Kid to practice his quick draw?’

Giordino was wearing atee shirt and khaki pants; there was no sign of atell-tale bulge. Pitt was
mystified, but his confidencein hisold friend wasfirm. Helooked at Giordino with amixture of hope and
suspicioninhiseyes.

“I doubt if you’ d ever find amore opportune moment.”

Zacynthus unsnapped the holster flap over the forty-five. “What the devil have you got up your deeve
thistime? | must warn you—"

“Wait.” Therasping voice camefrom Darius. “If you please, Inspector.” The murderousintent. “1 have
an account to settle with these two.”

Giordino was not to be hurried. He ignored the threat from Darius and spoke as camly asif he were
asking Pitt to pass the potatoes. “My crossdraw is sheer art, but actualy I'm faster from the hip. Which
would you liketo seefirst?’

“About now,” Pitt said more curious than amused, “I’d settle for afast draw from the crotch.”
“Stop! Enough!” Zacynthus gestured his pipeirritably. “I suggest you be sensible and cooperate.”
“How do you intend to keep us on ice for three weeks?” Pitt asked.

Zacynthus shrugged. “Thejail on. the mainland has excellent accommodationsfor politica prisoners.
Colonel Zeno here might be persuaded to use hisinfluence and get you a cdll overlooking the—"
Zacynthus mouth abruptly dropped open in midsentence; his brown eyes narrowed in helplessrage and
hefroze asimmobile

asaCity park statue.

A tiny gun, no larger than an ordinary cap pistol, had suddenly materiaized in Giordino’ s hand, the pencil
thin muzzle pointed directly at the spot between Zacynthus eyebrows. Even Pitt was caught off guard.
Pure logic told him that Giordino had been bluffing; the last thing he or anyone € se expected was for
Giordino to produce an honest-to-god firearm.
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A gun, no matter if it looks small and inggnificant or massive and downright mean, isaways a perfect
attention getter. To say that Giordino was the center of attraction would be a classic understatement He
played the roleto the hilt; the automatic held at full arm’slength, agrim smile on the face. If academy
awards were given for sheer bravado, ‘ he' d have won at least three.

For along moment no one spoke. Then finally Zeno rammed afigt into one hand. A wane smile etched
his swarthy face. “1t was | who said you two men were cunning and dangerous, and yet, | am foolish
enough to keep offering you new opportunitiesto proveit.”

“We don't relish these embarrassing little scenes any more than you do,” Pitt said equably. “Now if you
gentlemen will excuse us, we' |l close up shop and go home.”



“No sense getting shot in the back.” Giordino Waved the baby automeatic negligently at the three
narcotics officers. “We' d better borrow their guns before We exit stageright.”

"That won't be necessary,” Pitt said. “No oneisgoing to pull any triggers.” He looked into Zacythus
eyes, then into Zeno' s—and found them thoughtful and speculative. “It’ srealy astand off. You're
tempted, but you won't shoot us from behind because you' re dl honorable men. Besides, it wouldn't be
practical, the investigation of our deathswould only proveto be amessy affair. Von Till would love thét.
On the other hand, you know damn well we won’t shoot back because we don't have nearly enough at
staketo kill any one of you.

“Patience, | ask nothing but patience on your parts

for the next ten hours. | promise you Zac, we will meet again before sunset, and on much friendlier
terms.”

Pitt’ s voice seemed strangely prophetic, and the speculative look in Zacynthus' eyes changed to blank
puzzlement.

Pitt was briefly tempted to prolong the game of cat and mouse, then he thought better of it Zacynthus
and Zeno appeared resigned to defest, but not Darius. The huge brute moved two steps forward, his
facewas

flushed with anger and hisfists opened and closed like the shells of two giant South Pacific clams. It was
clearly thetimeto beat a quick and orderly retreat.

Pitt moved dowly around the front of the truck, using the hood and fenders as a barrier between him and
Darius. He climbed behind the steering whedl, wincing dightly as the sun splashed seat burned his naked
thighs and back, and started the engine. Giordino followed him into the cab, never taking his eyes off the
men beside the Mercedes, the gun very level in his hand. Then camly, without any sign of desperate
speed, Pitt smoothly shifted gears and aimed the truck toward Brady Field and the Firgt Attempt’s
whaleboat dock. He glanced in the rearview mirror, then to the road and back to the mirror again severa
times until the three figuresin the road disappeared when the truck rounded a curve through an ancient
groveof olivetrees.

“Nothing like agun to even the odds,” Giordino sighed, leaning back comfortably against the seet.
“Let’sseethat popgun.”

Giordino passed it butt first. “ Y ou'll haveto admit, it camein damn handy.”

Aitt studied the Lilliputian gun, looking up from time to time to dodge potholesin the road. He
recognized it as avest pocket Mauser, twenty-five caliber, the type European women favored for
protection; it could easily be concealed in apurse or garter. It was only good for close-in work; past ten
feet the accuracy, even in the hands of an expert was hopeless.

“We mugt consider oursaves extremely lucky.”

“Lucky hell.” Giordino grunted flatly. “ Thet little baby evened the odds Why do you think the old time
gangsterscaled agun an equdizer.”



“Would you have pulled the trigger if Zac and his boys had decided not to cooperate?’ Pitt asked.
“Without hesitation,” Giordino replied confidently. “I’ d have only winged themin thearmsor legs.
No sensein killing someone who keeps you supplied with Metaxa brandy.”

“| can see you have alot to learn about German automatics.”

Giordino’'s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean by that?’

Pitt dowed to passasmall boy who was leading a heavily laden donkey. “Two things. Firg, a
twenty-five caliber gun is hardly a man stopper. Y ou could have emptied the clip into Darius, but without
akilling shot to the heart or head you’ d never have even dowed him down. And second, the expression
on your face when you squeezed off the first shot would have been asight to behold.” Fitt casudly tossed
the gun onto Giordino’slap. “ The safety catch istill on.”

Pitt glanced briefly acrossthetruck cab a Giordino. Glordino’'s eyesfdll

blankly to the gun in hislap. He made no attempt to pick it up. Hisface was expressionless, but Pitt
knew him well enough to recognize an acute case of bafflement

Giordino shrugged and gave Fitt athin smile. “Kind of lookslike Giordino the Kid just won theidiot
award of theyear. | just plumb forgot about the safety.”

“You've, never owned aMauser. Where did you get it?’

“It belonged to your little playmate of the month. | discovered it when | was lugging her through the
tunndl. She had it taped to her leg.”

“Youllittle bastard,” Fitt said evenly. “'Y ou mean you had it dl the time we were having our brains best
out by Darius?

“Sure,” Giordino nodded. “1 concealed it inside one of my socks. | never had achanceto useit. You
jumped Frankenstein before | was ready. After that, the brawl happened too fast. The next thing | knew
| was flat on my back getting my head crushed. Then it wastoo late, | couldn’t reach the peashooter.”

Pitt became silent, aready his mind was on another subject It was still early in the morning and the trees
edging the road threw their long misproportioned shadows toward the west He drove mechanicaly, a
hundred questions, a hundred doubts circulating through

his mind. He didn’t know where to start, and there was the plan that had taken form back there
overlooking those surf pounded cliffs. The plan a best was agamble, along shot backed by nothing but
an overpowering urgeto carry it out. And then he was automatically depressing the brake peda, dowing
the truck down and stopping at the Brady Field main gate.

Forty minutes later they were climbing the boarding ladder of the First Attempt. The deck was
deserted, but a chorus of hearty male laughter accompanied by the high-pitched giggle of awoman
echoed from the messroom. Fitt and Giordino entered and found Teri surrounded by the entire crew and
scientific gaff of the ship. Shewas dressed, or undressed, in aknotted makeshift bikini that looked asif it
would come unfurled at thefirst Sgn of apassing offshore breeze. She perched prettily on the messtable,
the center of attraction, aqueen holding court, and it was obvious that she enjoyed every male eyeball.



Pitt bemusedly studied the. men’ sfaces for amoment It was an elementary task to separate the scientists
from the professond crewmen. The latter stood quietly and gazed lecheroudly at the generous display of
feminine skin, their minds throwing pornographic scenes on theinsde walls of their skullslike movie
projectors. Most of the vocd activity came from the scientists. The marine biologists, the meteorologists,
the geologists, each vying with frantic zedl for Teri’ s atention and behaving like schoolboys whose
dormitory had just been invaded by abox office sex queen.

Commander Gunn saw Pitt and came over to him. “1’m glad you' re back. Our radio man is about to go

psycho. Since dawn thismorning he' s been recelving signasfaster than he can write. Most of them are
marked for your attention.”

Pitt nodded. “ OK, let’sgo and read my fan mail.” He turned to Giordino. “ Seeif you can tear our queen
bee away from her ardent admirers for afew minutes and escort her to Gunn’s cabin. | want to ask her
one or two very persona questions.”

Giordino grinned. “ From the looks of that crowd I'll probably get lynched if | try.”

“If things get too tough just flash your gun,” Pitt said sarcastically. “But don’t forget to remove the
saety.”

Giordino’s mouth dropped open like alanded fish.
Before he could recover, Pitt and Gunn had Ieft

The radio man, ayoung black in his early twenties, looked up when they entered. “ Thisone just camein
for you, Sr.” He handed the message to Gunn.

Gunn studied it for amoment, then hislips dowly arched into awide smile. “Ligten to this. 'To
Commander Gunn, officer commanding NUMA ship Firgt Attempt. What in the goddamn hell kind of
hornet’ s nest have you people stirred up in the Aegean. | sent you out there to study sealife, not play
cops and robbers. Y ou are hereby ordered to render every assistance, repest. every assistance at your
command to theloca INTERPOL authorities. And don't return home without a goddamn Teaser.
Admird James Sandecker, NUMA, Washington.””

“I"d say the Admira isabit off hisusua form,” murmured Aitt. “He used * goddamn’ only twice.”

“Pleaselead me out of the dark,” Gunn asked mildly. ‘What possible ass stance could we beto
INTERPOL?

Pitt pondered a moment Gunn would have to beled up to acrucia decision; it was decidedly too early
to bare dl the facts. Pitt dodged the question.

“We may bethe only hope |€ft to destroy von Till and hisempire. It may mean taking afew risks, but the
dakesare high.”

Gunn removed his glasses and stared sharply & Fitt. “How high?”

“Enough heroin to hop-up the entire population of the United States and Canada,” Fitt said dowly. “A
hundred and thirty tons worth to be exact”

Gunn betrayed no Sgn of surprise. He calmly held up hisglassesto the light, examining the lensesfor



smudges. Satisfied there were none, he replaced the horned-rims over hislow set ears.

“Off hand I d say that’ sa pretty fair amount Why didn’t you tell me about thislast night when you
brought the girl on board?’

“I needed more time and more answers, and right now I'm till short on both. But | think I’ ve run on to
something that will put thiswhole insane puzzle into atransparent pattern.”

“| dill don’t know what you expect from me.”

“We ve got to hit von Till below the belt, way below the belt. Thisisan underwater show. | need every
able-bodied man you can spare with scuba gear and wegpons that can be carried in water; diving knifes,

Spear guns, anything.”
“What guarantee can you give methat no onewill get hurt?’
“Absolutdy none” Ritt said quietly.

Gunn stared at Fitt for afull ten seconds, hisface expressionless. “Y ou redlize the seriousness of what
you' re asking me? Most of the men aboard this ship are scientists, not commandos. They'retigerswith a
sdinometer, anansen bottle or amicroscope, but their skill at knifing another man in the guts or shooting
abarbed spear into anavel leaves much to be desired.”

“What about the crew?

“All good men to have on your sSdein abar room brawl, but like most professona seamen, they have
an unhealthy didikefor any activity below the surface. They can't, or rather won't, put on aface mask
and dive.” Gunn shook hishead. “I’m sorry Dirk, you' re asking too much—"

“Come off it,” Pitt snapped rudely. “Thisisn't the Little Big Horn and I’ m not asking you to send the
Seventh Cavary againgt Sitting Bull and the Sioux nation. Look, not fifty milesfrom hereaMinervaLines

freighter is churning across the Aegean with acargo that isasletha as any nuclear bomb. If that amount
of heroin were dumped on the market in the States, our grandchildren would still be suffering from the
cultura shockwaves. It’sanightmarish thought.”

Pitt paused, letting hiswords sink in. Helit a cigarette and then continued.

“The Bureau of Narcotics and the Customs Department will be waiting. They’ ve set atrap. If, and that’s
abigif, dl goeswdll, the heroin and the smugglers, plus hdf theillegd drug sdlersin the States, will be
neatly scooped up and salted away behind bars.”

“Then what' sthe problem?’ Gunn pressed. “Where do the diversfit into the picture?

“Let’sjust say | have anagging doubt. VVon Till hasn't come within anautical mile of being caught with
the goods, so to speak, for decades. Legdlly, our government agents can’t board the cargo Ship until it
touches the United States' continental shelf, three weeks away. By then von Till might sense that
INTERPOL isbehaving overly cagey. Rather than cooperate with the good guys and sail into the trap,
he' d have to reroute the ship at the last minute or € se dump the heroin in the Atlantic. That leavesthe
narcotic agents and the customsingpectors standing around with nothing to do but play with themselves.
The only sure way, the safe way, isto stop the ship now, beforeit leaves the Mediterranean.”



“You'rethe man who said it—legdly it can’'t be done.”
“Thereisoneway,” Pitt drew on the cigarette, then dowly let the smoke trickle through his nose.
“Prove asolid case againgt von Till and Minerva Lines before morning.”

Gunn shook his head again. “ Even then, boarding aship in internationa waters, particularly aship that is
registered to afriendly nation, can lead to palitica repercussions. | doubt if any country would want to
touchit”

“Thereisone opportunity,” Pitt said. “The ship opsat Marsallesfor fud. INTERPOL would haveto
work fast If they received the necessary evidence and rushed through the lega paperwork they could
seizethe shipin port.”

Gunn leaned againgt the doorway and gave Fitt a penetrating stare. “ The catch is that you want to risk
the lives of the people under my command.”

“Ithasto be,” Fitt said quietly.”

“I think you' re hedging,” Gunn said dowly. “ Y ou're up to your earsin sormy waters. | don't like any of
it I'm responsbleto NUMA for this ship and its personndl. All that interests me s the safe completion of
this expedition. Why us?| don’'t seewhy INTERPOL or the local police can’t conduct their own search
operation. Finding divers on the mainland is no problem.”

Thiswas getting too damn awkward, Fitt thought. At this stage of the game he couldn’t let on that
Zacynthuswas very much againg even the dightest harassment of von Till. Pitt had known Gunn for a
little over ayear, and in that time they had become good friends. The commander was a smart customer.
The next scene would have to be played cool, very cool indeed. Pitt gazed suspicioudy at the busy radio
operator for amoment, then turned back to Gunn.

“Cadll it fate, coincidence or any other term you wish to choose, that put the First Attempt at Thasos at
the exact moment to expose abeautifully planned crimina conspiracy. VVon Till's entire smuggling
operation depends upon the use of a submarine, maybe more than one, we don’'t know yet The heroinis
the biggest job he' sever undertaken. 1t' s damn hard for the mind to conceive, but he could easily net
over two hundred million dollars on this one shipment. He planned well, nothing could stand in hisway.
Then one day he looks out of hiswindow and there Sits an oceanographic research ship, not over two
milesaway. Learning that you were scouting the water for alegendary fish he began to run scared. There
was agood chance that one of your divers might discover his base of operation, and what’s most
important, his method of smuggling. He was desperate. He couldn’t blow you out of the water. The last
thing he wanted was afull scaeinvestigation into the loss of this ship. There was no hope of ingtigating
anti-American riots or violence. The peoplewho live on theidand are fun loving farmers and fishermen.
They couldn’t care less about staging ademonstration againgt a scientific expedition. If anything, they
welcomed you. Theloca merchants aren’t about to turn down free spending researchers. Von Till
gambled on along shot. He staged that attack on Brady Field, hoping Colonel Lewiswould order you
out of the areaas asafety precaution. When thisfailed he threw caution to the winds and came directly at
the Firgt Attempt”

“I don't know,” Gunu said hesitantly. *'Y ou make it sound logica. Except for the submarines. No civilian
can go to his nearest yacht broker and buy a submarine.”



“The only way von Till could lay his hands on a sub without attracting attention would be to raise one
that was sunk in shallow water during time of war.”

“Y ou're beginning to sound interesting,” Gunn said quietly. He was tuned in on Aitt’ s channd now. He
had the shrewd look of an old prospector who just discovered amap to ahidden gold mine.

Pitt went on. “Thisisajob for professona underwater divers. By thetime INTERPOL could put
together ateam of their own it would betoo late.” Thelast was only ahaf-truth, but it served Fitt
admirably to drive homethe next point. “ Thetimeis now. And other than Cousteau you' ve got the finest
divers and equipment in the Mediterranean. I’m not going to give you any crap about being the ‘last hope
of mankind' or that * It’ s better to sacrifice afew to save millions.” All I’'m asking you for isafew
volunteersto help me explore the dliffsbelow von Till’ svilla. We may strike out and find nothing. On the
other hand we may uncover enough evidence to impound the ship and the heroin and put von Till away
for good. Hit or miss, we'vegot to try.”

Gunn said nothing. His expression Indicated degp thought and concentration. Pitt looked at him,
considering, and then threw in the book.

“It would be interesting if we could find out what happened to the yellow Albatros.”

Gunn looked at Pitt across the cramped radio room and thoughtfully jangled some loose changein his
pocket. A more hard-headed and determined man he had never seen. Gunn remembered that he had
trusted Pitt’ s judgment on that Delphi Eaaffair in Hawaii last year, and he hadn’t been let down. If Fitt
said hewas going to kill every shark in the sea, Gunn mused, he would probably damn near do it. He
studied the damp and, by thistime, pealing bandages on Pitt’ s body, Jangled the changein his pocket
again, wondered what he would be thinking about this time tomorrow.

“OK, youwin,” he said wearily. "I'll no doubt regret this decison a my court-martid. Itsasmall
satisfaction to know what I'll go out with ablaze of headlines”

Pitt laughed. "No such luck, my friend. Whatever happens, you merely ordered aroutine hunt to collect
marine specimens from ashelf under the cliffs. If we ssumble into an embarrassing incident, you can say it
was by pure accident.”

“I hope Washington will buy that.”

“Don’'t worry, | think we both know Admira Sandecker well enough to be assured that he'll stand by us
regardless of the consequences.”

Gunn pulled ahandkerchief from his hip pocket and dabbed at the sweat on hisface and neck. “Well,
where do we go from here?

“Round up your volunteers,” Fitt said briefly.

“ Assemble them and the equipment on the fantail a noon. I'll explain their misson with afew well chosen
words and then we' |l go from there.”

Gunn glanced at hiswatch. “It's 9:00 now. | can have them ready to divein fifteen minutes. Why wait
three hours?’

“I need the extratime to catch up on my deep,”



Aitt said grinning. “I don't want to doze off Sixty feet below the surface.”

“That'snot abad idea,” Gunn said serioudly.

“Y ou look like the morning after New Y ear’ sEve.” Heturned and started through the cabin door, then
stopped. “By the way, do me afavor and send that girl ashore as soon as possible. I'm going to bein
enough hot water asit iswithout being accused of operating afloating bordello.”

“Not until I return from the dive. It' svita that she remain on board where someone can keegp an eyeon
I,H.”

“OK let’'shaveit.” Gunn said quietly in adefeated tone. “Y ou’ re holding out on me again. Who is she?’
“Would you believe von Till’ sniece?"

“Oh no,” Gunn looked stricken. “That’s. al | need.”

“Don’'t work yoursdlf into acoronary,” Pitt said
softly. “ Everything will work out. Y ou have my word oniit.”

“I hope s0,” Gunn sighed. He looked skyward and shrugged in helpless despair. “Why me, God?’
Then hewas gone.

Fitt stared out the empty doorway for along moment at the blue uneven sea. The radio operator was
bent over the big Bendix set, tranamitting. but Pitt didn’t hear him. Hewaslogt in the inner sillence of
concentration and the silence that comes with the blistering heat and its energy sapping partner, humidity.
His body Was numb -numb from too little degp and numb from too much mental strain. His nerves were
stretched like the support wires of asuspension bridge; if one snapped the rest would part strand by
strand until the whole Structure swayed and dropped into oblivion. Like agambler who has bet hislast
big stake on aten-to-one horse, hefelt his heart pound against hisrib cage, driven beyond itsregular
beeat by the deep fear of uncertainty.

“Excuse me, Mgor.” Theradioman’slow, resonant voice seemed far away. “ These communications are
for you.”

Pitt said nothing. He merely extended his hand and took the messages.

“The onefrom Munich camein at 6:00.” The black man’stone was hesitating and unsteady. “It was
followed a 7:00 by two transmissions from Berlin.”

“Thank you,” Ritt murmured woodenly. “ Anything else?’
“Thislagt one, gr, it's. .. wdl It'sredly weird.
No cdl sign. no repesat, no Sgn off, just the message.”

Aitt stlared down * &t the top paper. A grim smile dowly moved hislips.



‘“Mgjor Dirk Pitt, NUMA ship First Attempt. One hour down, nineto go. H.Z.
“Any... any reply, Mgor?’ the voice sammered unevenly.
Suddenly Pitt became aware of the sickly expression on theradio operator’ sface. “You fed dl tight?’

“Totdl thetruth, Mgor. no. Ever since breskfast I ve had the worst case of bowe drizzliesin my life,
and I’ ve barfed twice.”

Aitt could not help grinning “ Compliments of the ship’s cook. Isthat it?’

The radioman shook his head and rubbed his eyes in one easy movement. “ Can’'t be. Cocky’ sthe
greatest—dtrictly gourmetsville Nah, it’s probably the local version of the flu. Could even be a skunky

bottle of beer or something.”

“Stay withit,” Pitt said. “We need agood man on the radio for the next twenty-four hours.”

“Y ou can count on me.” Theradioman forced afaint smile. “Besides, that chick you brought on board
has been clucking over melike amother hen. With that kind of attention, how much could | suffer?’

Fitt raised an eyebrow. *Y ou must see something in her | don't”
“She’ s not bad. Not my usua fancy, but not bad.

Anyway, she' s been bringing teadl morning—aregular Horence Nightingale.”

The young black suddenly broke off. His eyes went wide and he threw ahand to his mouth. Then he
jumped to hisfeet, knocking over the chair, ran outside and hung like a dead man over therailing.
Anima-like grunts carried back into the cabin, accompanied by low, agonizing moans.

Pitt walked out and lightly patted the ailing radioman on the back.
“I need you by the radio my friend. Hang in there while | send for the ship’ s doctor.”

The radioman dowly nodded his head and said nothing Then Fitt turned and left, making sure he walked
upwind.

After afew minutes spent looking for the ship’s physician and asking him to ook in on theradio
operator, Pitt entered Gunn’s cabin and found it dark, the curtains drawn. Cool air flowed from the
ventilator, giving the steel cubicle acomfortable, inviting aamosphere, avast improvement over the
intolerable heat of yesterday. In the dim light he made out Teri tting on the desk. Her chinwasresting

on adrawn up knee. She looked up a him and smiled.
“What kept you?’

“Budness” hereplied.

“Monkey business|’Il bet.” Her face bore adistinct feminine pout. “Whereisthe big adventure you
promised me? Everytime| turn around you' ve disappeared.”

“When duty cals, dearheart, | must answer.” Fitt straddled a chair and leaned over the backrest. “ A



very intriguing bit of appard you're wearing. Where did you get it?’

“Nothingtoit redly—"

“I can seethat”

She amiled a hisremark and went on. “I smply snipped out a pattern from some pillow ticking. The
halter istied in the back with abow and the pants are knotted on each side. See!” She stood and undid
the knot over her Ieft hip, letting the diminutive cloth dangle teasingly.

“Very, very clever. What do you do for an encore?’

“How muchisit worth to you?’ she asked seductively.

“How about an old Milwaukee streetcar token?’

“You'reimpossible” she pouted. “I’m beginning to think you' re daft.”

He had to force his eyesto ignore her body. “ Right now I've got some detail s that need clearing up.”

She gtared at him blankly for afew seconds, started to say something, then thought better of it; hisface
was unsmiling and serious. She shrugged, dowly retied the bikini and settled into avacant chair.

“Y ou're acting terribly mysterious.”

“I'll revert to my old sweet, lovable sdlf after you' ve answered afew ssmple questions.”
She scratched at an imaginary itch above her left breast. “ Ask away then.”

“Question number one: what do you know about your uncle' s smuggling operations?’
Her eyeswent wide. “1 don’t know what you' re talking about”

“I think you do.”

“You'reinsane” she said, glaring at him. “Uncle Bruno owns a steamship line. Why should aman of his
wedth and socid standing stoop to petty smuggling?’

“Nothing he does can be considered petty,” Pitt said. He paused a moment monitoring her expression,
and then continued. * Question number two: before you came to Thasos, when wasthe last time you saw
vonTill?

Not sncel wasalittlegirl,” she answered vaguely. “My mum and dad were drowned when their
sailboat overturned in a sudden storm off the Ide of Man. Uncle Bruno was with them at thetime. So
was . He saved my life. Since that awful accident he has been very good to me; the best boarding
schools, money when | needed it. He always remembers my birthday.”

“Yes, he'sal heart,” Pitt said sarcagticdly. “1sn’t he abit old to be your uncle?’

“Actudly, hewas my grandmother’ s brother.”



“Question three: how come you never paid him avist before now?’

“Whenever | wrote and begged him to let me come to Thasos, he aways wrote back and said he was
too busy, involved with some vast shipping transaction or something.” She giggled softly. “I fooled him
thistime though. | smply popped in and surprised him.”

“What do you know about his past?’
“Nothing redly. Hetaksvery little about himself. But | do know he’ snot asmuggler.”

“Y ou beloved uncle isthe worst scum that amother ever dropped.” Fitt’ svoice wastired. Hedidn’t
want to hurt her, but he was certain she waslying.

“God only knows how many rotting corpses owe their present condition to him; hundreds, thousands
morelikely. And you' rein it with him right up to your lovely little neck. Every rotten dollar you' ve spent
inthe last twenty years was soaked in blood. In some cases with the blood of, and yestears, especidly
tears, of innocent children. Y oung girlswho were stolen from their parents arms and who finished their
adolescence on afilthy, lice ridden pile of straw in aNorth African whorehouse.”

Shejumped to her feet “ Thingslike that don’t happen any more. Y ou're lying, you'relying. you're
making thisup.” She was scared now, but playing amagnificent scene, Fitt thought. “1 told you the truth.
| know nothing. Nothing!”

“Nothing?Y ou knew von Till was planning to murder me at the villa Y our tearful little act on the terrace,
| admit, had mefooled. But not for long. Y ou missed your calling—you should have been an actress.”

“I didn’'t know.” Her voice was low and desperate. “| swear | didn’t—"

Ritt shook hishead. “I can’t buy it. Y ou gave yoursdlf away outside the labyrinth when we were arrested
by the tourist guide. Y ou weren't just surprised to see me, you were goddamned shocked to seemein
one piece.”

She came over and knelt beside him and held hishandsin hers. “Please, please. . . Oh God! What must
| do to make you believe me?’

“Y ou might begin by offering mefacts.” Heraised up from the chair and stood directly over her. Then he
tore the soggy bandages from his chest and dropped them in her Iap. “Look at me. Thisiswhat | got for
accepting your invitation to dinner. | was set up asthe main course for your uncl€’ s man-eating dog.

Look a me!”

Shelooked. “1 think I'm going to be sick.”

Pitt ached to take her in hisarms and kiss away the tears that welled in her eyes, and to softly, gently tell
her how sorry he was. Instead, he fought to keep his voice firm and even.

Sheturned and gazed blankly at the metal sink in the head, wondering if she were going to be sick or
not, then she forced her tear-brimmed eyes back on PFitt and spokein awhisper. “You' readevil. You
talk about Uncle Bruno. Y ou’ re worse, much worse. | wish you would have been killed.”

The hate should have been there, but Fitt could only fed atouch of sadness. “Until | say otherwiseyou'll
remain onthisship.”



“Y ou can’'t keep me here, you have no right”

“I have no right, true, but | can keep you here. And while we re on the subject; don't get it in your pretty
head to try and escape. The men on thisship are

expert swvimmers. Y ou wouldn’'t get fifty yards evenif you tried red hard.”

“Y ou can’'t keep me a prisoner forever.” Her face twisted with loathing. A woman had never looked a
Aitt likethat. It made him fed uneasy.

“If my little caper comes off as planned this afternoon, you' Il be out of my hair and in the hands of the
gendarmerie by suppertime.”

Suddenly Teri stared at him speculatively. “Isthat why you disappeared last night?’

Pitt was ever amazed at the way her huge brown eyes—her devastatingly beautiful eyes—could run
through so many emotionsin oneblink. “Y es, as a matter of fact, | sneaked on board one of your uncle's
shipsjust before dawn. It was amost ingtructive excursion. You' |l never guesswhat | found.”

Hewatched her closdly, mentdly predicting what the next blink would bring.

“I couldn’'t imagine,” she said dully. “Theonly ships|’ve ever been on were ferrys.”

He walked over and sat down in the bunk. The soft mattressfelt good. He leaned back and crossed his
arms behind his head. Then he yawned long and dowly.

“| beg your pardon. That was rude of me.”

“Wdl?

“Wel what?’

“Y ou were going to tell me what you found on Uncle Bruno’' s ship.”

Pitt shook his head and grinned. “Female curiogity, once piqued it’sinsatiable. Sinceyou insg, | found a
map to an underwater cave.”

“A cave?’
“Of course. Where e'se do you think your good uncle conducts his dimey business from?’
“Why are you telling me these stories? The hurt ook was back. “None of them can betrue.”

“Oh good God, get some sensein your head. I'm not telling you anything new. Von Till may have
hoodwinked INTERPOL , the gendarmerie and the Bureau of Narcotics, but he didn't fool yourstruly.”

“You'retaking nonsense,” shesaid dowly.

“Am 17?7 he asked thoughtfully. “ At precisely 4.30 thismorning your uncle s ship, the Queen Artemisia,
anchored off the coast below the villa. The ship was loaded to the gillswith heroin. Surely you must



know about the heroin. Everyone el se does. It has to be the worst kept secret of the year. I ve got to
hand it to your uncle; he' samaster of the old magician’ sroutine; dazzle the audience with one hand while
you perform the trick with the other. Hislittle act is about to end, however. | havealittletrick of my own
that will bring down the curtain.”

Shewas silent for amoment. “What are you going to do?’

“What any red-blooded All American boy would do. I’'m going to take Giordino and a couple of other
men and dive dong the shore until | find the cave. It most likely lies at the base of the cliffs directly under
thevilla. once we discover the entrance we will enter, seize any equipment and evidence, make acitizen's
arrest of your uncle, and then call the, gendarmerie.”

“You'reinsane,” she said again, only with much morefeding thistime. “The whole caper, or whatever
you cal it, isidiotic. You can't go through with it. Please, please believe me. 1t won't work.”

“It'sno use begging. Y ou can kiss your uncle and hisrotten money goodbye. We hit the water at 1:00.”
Pitt yawned again. “Now if you will kindly excuse me, I'd liketo get alittle shuteye.”

The tears were back. She shook her head dowly from sideto side. “It'sidiotic,” she whispered over
and over, turned and walked into the head, damming the door behind her.

PFitt lay there, staring a the overhead. Shewasright, of course, he thought. It did sound like anidiotic
caper. But then, what €lse could she think, she only knew the hdf of it.

16

Therestlessseacurled to atall crest and beckoned like the ominous finger of doom before it rammed
into the unyidding gray dliffs. Theair waswarm and clear and stirred by afaint breath from the
southwest. A ghost, or so the First Attempt seemed—a white sted ghost— glided at dow speed closer
and closer to the boiling caldron, until it looked like disaster wasinevitable. At thelast instant, no sooner,
Gunn spun the hem to starboard, sending the First Attempt on aparallel courseto the rocky cliff base.
He kept glancing warily from the needle, traveling across the fathometer’ s graph paper, to the surfline, a
scant fifty yards away, and back again.

“How’ sthat for curb service?” he asked without turning. The voice was soft and controlled; he was as
cdm asafisherman in arowboat on aplacid Minnesotalake.

“Y our old seamanship ingructor at Annagpolis Would be proud of you,” Fitt replied. Unlike Gunn, he
Was staring straight ahead.

“It'snot haf asgrim asit looks,” Gunn said, gesturing at the fathometer. “ The bottom isa good ten
fathoms below our kedl!”

“Sixty feet in less than ahundred yards; that’ s quite a drop-off.”

Gunn lifted one hand from the helm and took off his gold braided Navy cap, swiping afew beads of
sweat that hung from hishairline.

“It' s not an uncommon occurrencein an areathat’ s free of outer reefs.”

“It sagood sign,” Fitt said thoughtfully.



“How 07’
“Plenty of room for a sub to maneuver without surface detection.”

“At night maybe,” Gunn said. “ Too obvious during the day. The water vishility isamost ahundred feet.
Anyone standing on the bluffswithin amilein either direction could easily look down and spot athree
hundred foot hull that was crawling over the bottom.”

“It shouldn't be too difficult to spot adiver ether,” Pitt turned and gazed up at the villa, nestled likea
fortress on the craggy side of the mountain.

“Y ou're mad to take achance like this,” Gunn said dowly. “Von Till can see any movement you make.

I’ll bet adimeto adonut that HE shad apair of binocularstrained on us every second since we upped
anchor.”

“I’'mbetting on it too,” Fitt murmured. Helost; himsdlf for amoment in the beauty of the scene. The
azure a'ms of the Aegean encircled the ancient idand seascape in adazzling reflection of sun and water.
Only the voice of the crashing surf answered the steady hum of the ship’s engines, punctuated
occasiondly by the shriek of asolitary gull. Above therocky cliffs, aherd of cattle grazed on adoping
green pasture, like tiny immovable shapesin a Rembrandt landscape. And below, in sheltered coves
among the lesser dliffs, piles of sun-bleached driftwood lay dead and till on tiny shell carpeted beaches.

Pitt nearly lingered too long. He tugged his mind back to the job at hand. That mysterious areaof calm
water was coming up now, only three quarters of amile away off the port bow. Helaid ahand on
Gunn’s shoulder and pointed.

“Theflat pond.”

Gunn nodded. “OK, got it. At our present speed we should be dongside in ten minutes. Isyour team
ready?’

“All set and primed,” Pitt answered briefly. “They know what to expect. I’ ve got them Stationed aong
the starboard cabin deck; out of sight to any prying eyesfrom thevilla”

Gunn replaced his cap. “Be sure you order them to legp plenty clear of the hull. Getting sucked into a
prop can be avery messy business”

“I doubt that they have to be ordered,” Pitt said quietly. “They’real good men. Y ou told me so
yoursdf.”

“Damnright,” Gunn snorted. He turned to Fitt. “I'm going to keep the ship close-in to the shoreline for
another three miles. We might fool von Till into thinking we' re on aroutine sounding course to chart the
shdlows. It might work, | don’'t know. For your sake | hope he' staken in.”

“Well soon find out.” Pitt checked hiswatch againgt the ship’s chronometer. “What time do you make
your rendezvous?’

"I'll run aseriesof doglegs on the return course and arrive back here at 1410. That gives you exactly fifty
minutes to find the sub and get out.” Gunn dug acigar out of abreast pocket and lit it “'Y ou and my men



be waiting for the ship, you hear me?’

Pitt didn’t answer immediately. A broad smile broke across hislips, and hisvivid green eyes seemed to
be laughing.

Gunn looked puzzled. “What did | say that’s so funny?’

“For amoment you reminded me of my mother. She always used to say that when my ship camein|’d
probably be waiting at the bus depot”

Gunn ruefully shook hishead. “If you don’t come back at least I'll know whereto look. Well, let’s get
onwithit. Y ou had better climb into your diving gear.”

Pitt smply waved in acknowledgment, |eft the hot confine of the wheelhouse and dropped down the
ladder to the First Attempt’ s starboard cabin deck. He found five deeply tanned men waiting for him,
probably. Ritt reflected, the five most eager and intelligent men he' d ever known. Like himsdif, they wore
only black bikini swim trunks. All were busily engaged in adjusting breathing regulators and strapping on
air tanks; each man rechecked the other’ s equipment, making certain the tank vaves and harness
webbing werein their proper position.

The nearest diver, Ken Knight, looked up a Pitt’ sarriva. “1 have your gear dl ready for you, Mgor. |
hope a single hose regulator will be OK, NUMA didn't issue us any doublesthistrip.”

“A snglehosewill dofine” Fitt replied. He pulled on apair of finsand sirgpped aknifeto hisright calf;
then he dipped amask over his head and adjusted the snorkel. The mask was the wide-angle type that
gave the wearer aone hundred and eighty degree range of vison. Next cametheair tank and the
regulator. He was about to struggle with the tank harness when suddenly the forty pound ouitfit was
swept from the deck and held at his back by two massive, hairy arms.

“How you could ever get through aday without my services,” said the voice of Giordino pompoudy, “is
amydery tome”

“Thered mystery iswhy | put up with your jackhammer mouth and overabundant ego,” Pitt said sourly.
“There you go, picking on me again,” Giordino tried to sound wounded but couldn’t quite pull it off. He
turned and looked down at the passing water and, after along pause, muttered very dowly; “Christ!
Look at the clarity of that water. It' s sharper than agoldfish bowl.”

“SoI’'venoticed.” Pitt unsheathed the barbed tip of asix foot pole spear and checked the eladticity of
the rubber ding attached to the butt end. “Have you studied your lesson?’

“Theold gray matter,” Giordino said, pointing to his heed, “has al the answersfiled and indexed.”
“Asusud, it'scomforting to know you' re so sure of yourself.”

“Sherlock Giordino knows al, seesal No secret can escape my probing mind.”

“Y our probing mind better bewell oiled,” Pitt said: earnestly. “Y ou’ ve got atight schedule to keep.”

“Judt leaveit tome,” Giordino said straight faced. ‘W, it’ s about that time. | wish | was coming dong.
Enjoy your swim and havefun.”



“l intend to,” Pitt murmured. “| intend to.”

Two chimesfrom the ship’ sbell sounded Gunn’s one minute warning signd. Fitt, walking avkwardly in
hisfins, moved onto asmal platform that extended over the side of the hull.

“At the sound of the next tone, gentlemen, we go!” He said no more, partly because each man knew
what he had to do, partly because there was nothing else to say that had any meaning.

The divers gripped their spear gunsalittle tighter and silently exchanged glances. One thought and only
onethought wason dl their minds at thisminute: if thejump isn't far enough, aleg could belost inthe
whirling propeller. At agesture from Pitt, they arranged themsalvesin aline behind the platform.

Before he lowered the mask over his eyes, Pitt took another ook at the men around him and for the
tenth time studied their identifying features, features he would be able to recognize a a distance under
water. The man nearest him, Ken Knight, the geophysicist, was the only blond in the group; Stan
Thomas, the short, runty ship’ s engineer, wore blue fins and was the only member, Fitt surmised, who
could probably handle himself in atough fight. Next came a red-bearded marine biologi<t, Lee Spencer,
then Gustaf Hersong, alanky six-foot-six marine botanis—both those men seemed to be grinning at each
other over aprivate joke. The anchor man was the expedition’ s photographer, Omar Woodson, astrue
adeadpan character as Pitt had ever seen and who genuindly appeared bored by the whole show.
Instead of a spear gun, Woodson carried a 35 mm Nykonos with flash, swinging the expensive
underwater unit over therailing, negligently, asif it were an old used box camera.

Pitt pulled the mask down over his eyes, whistling softly to himsdlf, and gazed once more a the water. It
was passng benegth the platform at amuch more leisurely rate now—Gunn had cut the First Attempt’s
speed to a crawling three knots—d ow enough, Fitt decided, for afeet first entry. His eyesturned past
the bow, looking forward with trance-like fixity at the approximate point in the ssawhere at any moment
now he must dive,

At amogt the same ingant, Gunn scrutinized the fathometer and the jagged cliffsfor thelast time. His.
hand dowly raised, groped for the bell line, found it,. paused, then gave one hard pull. The metallic clang
burgt into the hot afternoon air and carried across the surf to the steep coastal wall, echoing in amuted
undertone back toward the ship.

Pitt, poised on the platform, didn’t wait for the echo. Holding the mask firmly in place againgt hisface
with one hand and clutching the pole spear in the other, he legped.

Theimpact shattered the sun-danced water into a blazing diffused pattern of blue brilliance. Immediately
after the surface closed over his head, Fitt rolled frontward and kicked hisfinsasfagt, it seemed to him,
asaMissssppi River paddle wheder at full throttle. Five seconds and fifteen feet later, he glanced over
his shoulder and watched the dark shape of the ship’shull dide dowly overhead. Thewhirling twin
propellers seemed frighteningly closer than they redly were: their thrashing sound traveled at forty-nine
hundred feet per second underwater as compared to less than eleven hundred feet through air, and the
light refraction magnified their flashing blades by nearly twenty-five percent.

Teeth clenched on the regulator’ s mouthpiece, Pitt swung around and stared in the direction of the
ghrinking ship to see how the others had fared. Hissigh of relief was answered by the hiss of his exhaust
bubbles from the regulator. Thank God, they were al there, and in one piece. Knight, Thomas, Spencer,
and Hersong, dl in agroup within touching distance. Only Woodson had dragged hisfeet; he hung in the
water about twenty feet beyond the rest.



The vighility was startling. Thelong, purplish tentacles of ajdly-like Portuguese Man O War were
clearly discernible nearly eighty feet away. A pair of ugly looking Dragonet fish swvam idly acrossthe
bottom, their vivid blue and yellow scaleless bodies topped by high dender gill spines. It was ahidden
world, a soundless world, owned by weirdly shaped creatures and decorated by graceful fantasies of
form and vibrant huesthat defied any attempt at human description. It was aso aworld of mystery and
danger, guarded by asinister array of weapons, varying from the daughterous teeth of the shark to the
deadly venom of the innocent looking Zebrafish; an intriguing combination of eternal beauty and constant

peril.

Without waiting for signs of discomfort, Pitt began snorting into the mask to equalize the air pressure of
hisinner earsto that of the water pressure. When his ears popped, he dowly dove toward the majestic
seascape under him and became a part of it.

At thirty feet, the reds were | eft behind, and the depths became a soft blending of blues and greens. Fitt
leveled off at fifty and studied the bottom. No sea growth or rocks here, just a patch of submerged
desert where miniature sand dunes meandered in unbroken snake-like ripples. Except for an occasiona
bottom-dwelling Star Gazer fish, buried with only apair of stony eyes and a portion of its grotesgue,
fringed lips protruding above the sand, the seafloor

was deserted.

Exactly eight minutes after they had |eft the First Attempt, the bottom began to dope upward, and the
water became dightly murky from the surface wave action. A rock formation, covered with swaying
seaweed, gppeared in the gloom ahead. And then suddenly they were at the base of avertically sheer
cliff that rose a an unbroken 90 deg. angle until it disappeared into the mirrored surface above. Like
Captain Nemo and his companions exploring an undersea garden, Fitt began directing histeam of marine
scientists to spread out and search for the submarine cave.

The hunt took no more than five minutes. Woodson, who had angled ahundred feet out on the right
perimeter, found it first. Signaing Pitt and the others by rapping hisknife againg hisairtank, he motioned
for them to come and went swimming off along the northern face of the cliff to a point beyond a
weed-encrusted crevasse. There he paused and held up aleveled arm.

And then Pitt saw it; ablack and ominous opening just twelve feet below the surface. The Szewas
perfect; big enough for asubmarine or, for that matter, alocomotive to have been drivenin. They dl hung
suspended in the clear crystal water, their eyesfixed on the cave entrance, hesitating, exchanging glances.

Pitt moved firdt, entering the hole. Except for afew dim flashes of light, reflected from the whites of his
hedls, he disappeared completely from view, swallowed by the yawning cavity.

Helesurdy besat the water with hisfinsand let an incoming swell help carry him dowly through the
tunne. The bright blue-green of the sunlit seargpidly transformed into akind of deep twilight blue. At first
Pitt could see nothing, but soon his eyes adjusted to the dark interior, and he began to make out afew
detalls of hissurroundings.

There should have been amyriad of marine life clinging to the tunnel walls. There should have been
darting crabs, winking limpets and barnacles, or crawling lobsters, snesking about in search of tasty
shdlfish. There were none of these. The rocky sides were barren, and they were coated with areddish
substance that clouded the water whenever Pitt touched the smooth, unnatural materid. He rolled face up
and inspected the arched roof, watching in fascinated interest as his exhaust bubbles rose and wandered



acrossthe celing, likeatrail of quickslver, seeking escape from avid.

Abruptly the roof angled upward, and Fitt’ s head broke the surface. He looked around but saw nothing;
agray cloud of mist obscured everything. Puzzled, he ducked his head back in the water and dove,
leveling out &t ten feet. Beneath him acylindrica shaft of cobdt light flowed in from the tunnel. The water
was as clear asair; Pitt could see every nook and cranny of the cavern's submerged area.

An aquarium. That was the only way Pitt could describeit. But for the fact that there were no portholes
inthe wadlls, the cavern could have easily passed for the main tank at Marindand in Cdifornia. It wasa
far cry from the tunnel; marine life abounded everywhere. The lobsters were here, and so were the crabs,
the limpets, the barnacles, even aheavy growth of kelp. There were aso roving schools of brilliantly
colored fish. Onefishin particular caught Fitt’ s eye, but before he could get closer, it saw his approach
and flashed into a protective rock fissure.

For saveral moments, Fitt took in the breathtaking scene. Then suddenly, he started as aforeign hand
grabbed hisleg. It was Ken Knight, and he was motioning toward the surface. Pitt nodded and swam to
the top. Again he was greeted by the heavy migt.

Pitt spit out his mouthpiece. “What do you make of it?" he asked. The rock wallsamplified hisvoiceto a
roar.

“A fairly common occurrence,” Knight answered, roaring back matter of factly. “ Every timeaswell hits
the entrance outside, the force runs like a piston through the tunnel, compressing the air aready trapped
in the cavern. When the pressure recedes, the expanded, moisturized air cools and condensesin afine
mist.” Knight paused to blow some mucus from his nose. “ The swells are running at about twelve-second
intervas, so it should start to clear up at any time.”

No sooner had he said it than the mist disappeared, reveding adim cavern that arched to a dome sixty
feet overhead. It was a drowned grotto and nothing more; no traces of man-made equipment. Pitt felt as
though he had entered a deserted cathedral whose spires stood in ruined desolation from aWorld War |
artillery shdlling or aWorld War |1 aerid bombardment The walls were twisted and broken in jagged
fissures, and. the shattered rocks at their base showed that another rock fal could come at any time.
Then the mist returned and smothered dl vision.

RAitt, in the few secondsit took to survey the cavern, was conscious of nothing but the gnawing fear of
self-doubt. Then came acregping wave of numbed disbelief, then the chagrin that he had bungled it.

"It can't be,” hemuttered. “It just can’'t be.” Fitt’ sfree hand curled into awhite knuckled fist, and he
pounded the water in an outburst of temper and despair. “ This cavern had to be von Till’ s base of
operations. God help usfrom the messthat I’ ve surely caused.”.

“I'd il vote for you, Mgor,” Knight reached out and touched Pitt on the shoulder. “The geology bears
out your hunch. Thiswould seem the most logical spot.”

“It' sadead end. Except for the tunnel, there’ s no openings, anywhere.”
“| saw aledge on the far end of the cave. Maybe if
|—

“Notimefor that,” Fitt interrupted impatiently. “We must get back out asfast as we can and keep



searching.”

“Excuseme, Mgor!” Hersong had caught Pitt’sarm, an action that surprised Ritt by seemingly coming
out of nowhere. “I found something that might be of interest.”

The mist went through its cycle and then cleared again, revedling a peculiar expresson on Hersong's
face that caught Fitt’ s attention. He grinned at the lanky botani<t.

“OK, Hersong. let’ s make it quick. We hardly have timefor alecture on marineflora.”

“Bdieveit or not, that'sjust what | had in mind,” Hersong grinned back; the glistening water trickled
through the strands of hisred beard. “Tell me, did you notice that growth of Macrocydtis pyriferaon the
wall oppositethe tunnd?’

“I might have,” Pitt answered flatly, “if | knew what you were talking about”

"Macrocydtis pyriferais abrown agae of the Phaeophyta family, perhaps, better known as kelp.”

Aitt stared at him, congdering, and let him continue.

“What it boils down to, Mgor, isthat this particular species of kelp is native only to the Peacific Coast of
the United States. The water temperaturein this part of the Mediterranean isfar too warm for
Macrocystis pyriferato survive. On top of that, kelp, likein land plant cousins, needs sunlight to provide
the process for photosynthesis. | can’t imagine kelp thriving in an underwater cave. Nope, if you'll forgive
the vernacular, it just ain’t done.”

Pitt was dowly treading water. “Thenif itisn't kelp, what isit?’.

The mist was back, and Pitt couldn’t see Hersong' s face. He could only hear the botanists rumbling
voice.

“It'sart, Mgor. pure art. Without a doubt, the finest plastic replica of Macrocystis pyriferal’ ve ever
beheld.”

“Plagtic?’ Knight boomed, histone echoing around the cavern. “ Are you sure?’

“My dear boy,” Hersong said disdainfully. “Do | question your. andysisof’ core samples or—’
“That red dime on thetunnd walls” Fitt cut in. “What do you make of that?’

“Couldn’'t say for sure,” Hersong said. “Looked like sometype of’ paint or coating.”

“I'll back him. Mgor.” The face of Stun Thomas suddenly materiaized out of the fading mist. “Red
anti-fouling paint for ship hulls. It contains arsenic; that’ swhy nothing growsin the tunndl.”

Fitt glanced a hiswaich. ‘ Timeis running out.
Thismust be the place.”

“Ancther tunnel behind the kelp? Knight asked in a careful sort of voice. “Isthat it, Mgor?’



“It’ sbeginning to look encouraging.” Fitt said quietly. “A camouflaged second tunne that leadsto a
second cavern. Now | can see why von Till’ s operation was never discovered by any native of Thasos.

“Wadl,” Hersong purged the water from his mouthpiece. “| guess we keep going.”
“We have no other option,” Fitt said. “ Arewe al ready for another go?’

“All present and accounted for, except for Woodson,” Spencer answered.
Suddenly, at that ingtant, aflashbulb flooded the cavern in abright blue light

“Nobody smiled,” Woodson observed sourly. He had drifted off to the far wall of the cavern, trying for
the widest possiblelensangle.

“Next time, yell sex.” Spencer joked back.
“It wouldn't matter,” Woodson grunted. “None of you know what it means anyway.”

Aitt grinned and moved off. Herolled forward and jackknifed. diving to the bottom likean airplaneon a
grafing run. The othersfollowed, spaced out at ten-foot intervals.

The forest of counterfeit kelp was thick and nearly impenetrable. Thin branches rose from the bottom to
the surface, flaring into awide, spreading canopy. Hersong wasright: it was awork of art. Evenat arm'’s
length Fitt couldn't have told the plastic from the red thing. He unsheathed the knife and began dicing his
way through the brown swaying ssems. Working hisway forward, stopping only to untangle hisair tank,
he findly broke into another tunndl. The second had alarger diameter than the first but was much shorter
inlength. After four stout kicks, Pitt surfaced in anew cavern, only to be enveloped in the unending
white. mist Every few moments, the splash of a head breaking the water, announced the arrival of another
member of the team.

“See anything?’ The voice was Spencer’s.

“Not yet,” Pitt replied. Mechanicdly, his eyes strained unblinkingly into the damp gloom. He thought he
saw something now, something more imagined than.

redl. Gradudly, he became aware of adark shape, materiaizing out of thefog. And then suddenly, it
was absolutely and concretely there the smooth, black meta hull of asubmarine. Fitt spat out his
mouthpiece, swam over to the sub and grabbed hold of” the bow planes,. pulling himself onto the deck.

Fitt’s mind became absorbed in the submarine. At least ten times he’ d wondered how he'd react, how
he would fed when he findly touched the heroin’ s underwater carrier. Elation a being proved right—that
and more. Anger and disgust flooded over him. If they could only talk, what tales of ingdious tragedies
these stedl plates could relate.

“Please drop your spear on the deck and keep very, very still.” The voice behind Pitt was hard, and so
was the gun barrel that dug into his spine. He eased the pole spear dowly to the wet deck. “ Good. Now
order your men to drop their weapons on the bottom. No tricks. A concussion grenade in the water can
turn aswimmer into an ugly massof jely.”

Pitt nodded at the five floating heads. “Y ou heard the man. Drop the spear guns. . . the knivestoo.



There€ s no sense in antagoni zing these nice people. I'm sorry men. 1t lookslike I've blown it.”

Therewas nothing el seleft to say. Pitt had led these five men into atrgp from which they might never
escape dive. All emation left him, he was conscious now only of time. On cue, Aitt raised his hands over
his head and dowly turned around.

“Maor Fitt, you are an uncommonly aggravating young man.”

Bruno von Till stood on the deck of the submarine, grinning like Fu Manchu about to feed avictim to the
crocodiles. His eyes were narrowed dits benegth the skin-topped head, and he seemed, at least to Fitt,
to radiate a persona and long-practiced repulsiveness. But something was wrong, terribly wrong. The
old German had both handsin his jacket pockets; he carried no gun. It was the man beside him who held
the gun—a mountain of aman with aface of carved sone and atorso like atreetrunk. Von Till' seyes
fully opened, and hisvoice rosein amocking tone.

“Forgive mefor not offering introductions, Mgor.” Von Till gestured toward his companion. “But |
understand that you and Darius have dready met.”
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“Y ou seem surprised to see me, Mgor,” Darius murmured satanicdly. “I can't tell you what a great
pleasureit isto meet you again under more favorableterms.” He jammed the nasty looking Luger against
Pitt’ sthroat “ Please do not move and force meto kill you prematuredly. Y our quick and sudden death
would only cheat me out of agrest deal of personal satisfaction and plessure. | said | had an account to
settle with you and your ugly little friend; now the hour has arrived to repay my debt for thepain | have
suffered at your hands or more correctly feet.”

Pitt did his damnedest to look casua. “ Sorry to disappoint you but Giordino stayed home thistrip.”
“Then his punishment shall be added to yours.”

Darius smiled pleasantly. then lowered the gun and calmly shot Aitt in the leg. The sharp crack of the
Luger amplified to a thunderclap within the rock-walled cavern. A blow—like the thrust of ared hot
poker—jerked Pitt sdeways and knocked him backward two steps. Somehow, he never redly knew
how, he managed to remain on hisfeet The nine millimeter bullet had torn through the fleshy part of his
thigh. missing the bone by ascant quarter of aninch and leaving a nest little reddish hole at the entrance
and adightly larger one at the exit. The burning sensation quickly left, and hisleg became numb with
shock, the real pain, he was sure, would soon follow.

“Come now, Darius” von Till spoke reprovingly.

“Let us not over-indulge ourselvesin crudity. We have more important matters to resolve before you
pursue your little ‘eye-for-an-eye sport. My apologies, Mgor Fitt, but you must admit, you have only
yourself to blame. Y our well-aimed kick in such a délicate location will require Dariusto limp for at least
another two weeks.”

“I’'monly sorry | didn’t boot him twice as hard,”

Pitt said through clenched teeth.

Von Till ignored him. He said to the men in the water: * Drop your diving equipment on the bottom,



gentlemen. Then climb up on deck. Quickly, we havelittletimeto waste.”

Thomas raised hismask and threw an if-looks-could-kill sare at von Till “We re damn well comfortable
right wherewe are.”

Von Till shrugged. “Very well, it ssemsyou need an incentive.” He turned and shouted into the dim
shadows of the cavern. “Hans, the lights”

Suddenly, astring of overhead flood lights burst on, illuminating the cavern from celling to water. Fitt
could now see that the submarine was moored to afloating dock that began at atunnel entrance on the
far wall and extended two hundred feet across the water like an enormous wooden tongue. The domed
ceiling was much lower in thisinner cavern as compared to the outer one, but its horizontal areawas
severd timeslarger; the square footage would have easily equaled afootbal field. Along the right wall, on
an overhanging ledge, five men stood in frozen immobility, their hands gripped on leveled machine pistols.
Each was dressed in the same style of uniform that Pitt had previoudly seen on von Till’ s chauffeur. There
was no mistaking the business-like manner in which they aimed their wegpons a the men in the water.

“I think you’ d better do asthe man says,” Pitt advised.

The migt returned, but the burning lights kept it to aminimum, dooming any chance for escape. Spencer
and Hersong climbed aboard the sub firgt, followed by Knight and Thomas. Woodson, as usud, was
ladt, il dutching his camerain defiance of von Till's commands.

Knight helped Fitt off with hisairtank. “Let metakealook at your leg, Sr.” Gently he eased Fitt to a
sitting position on the deck. Then he removed the lead weights from hisweight belt and wrapped the
nylon webbing around Pitt’ s wound, ssemming the blood flow. He looked up at Fitt and grinned. “It
seems as though everytime | turn around, you' re bleeding.”

“A messy habit | can't rid mysdf of lately—"

Pitt stopped short. The mist was disappearing again, and the lights had now exposed a second
submarine moored on the opposite Side of the dock. He surveyed both subs comparing them. The one he
and his men rested on had aflush deck from stem to stern, no projections anywhere. The other sub was
different; it ill retained itsorigina conning tower, amassve structure that sat onitshull like adistorted
half-bubble. Three men, backs turned to the drama, behind them, were busily removing the machine guns
from a shattered airplane that sat on the broad deck.

“Now | know wherethe yellow Albatros materidized from,” said Fitt. “An old Japanese |-Boat,
capable of launching asmall scout plane. They haven't been in use snce World War 11.”

“Y es, ahandsome specimen,” von Till said jovidly. “1’m honored you could identify it. Sunk by an
American destroyer off lwo Jmain 1945, raised by MinervaLinesin 1951. I’ ve found the combination
of submarine and aircraft amost useful method of delivering smal cargoesinto areas that demand
extreme discretion.”

“A handy toy for aso attacking United States airfields and research ships,” Pitt added.

“Touché Mgor,” von Till murmured. “ At dinner the other night you guessed that the plane came from
the sea. Y ou were groping blindly, but you came much closer than you thought.”

“I can seethat now.” Pitt shot aquick glance at the tunnel entrance. Two more guards leaned negligently



againg the wals of the opening, their machine pistols hung cardlesdy over their shoulders. Ritt started to
say: “Theantique Albatros—’

“Correction.” von Till interrupted. “A replicaof an Albatros. For my purposes adow, bi-wing aircraft
was the most efficient means of landing and taking off on short fields, dark beaches, or in water beside a
ship; thelower wing can, or should | say could fold downward in the shape of hydrofoil pontoons. | used
the Albatros D-3 design with amore modern engine, of course, because the aerodynamics provided the
perfect answer to my requirements And an old shabby looking airplane would never be suspected of .
shdl wesay, dightly illegd activities. A pity it will never fly again.”

Von Till pulled abox of cigarettesfrom hisbreast pocket and lit one. Then he went on.

“My delivery plane was never meant to be armed or flown in combat It was only after | had no
aternative but to assault Brady Field and your precious research ship that | had the gunsingtaled; a
drastic move perhaps but your Commander Gunn refused to be discouraged by my subtle effortsto
sabotage his expedition. Therewaslittle to fear from a Sunday swimmer or adiving tourist discovering
my little underwater modus operandi However, atrained ocean scientist, that was

something else again. | could not taketherisk. Theraid was, | am still convinced, an excdlent plan.
Colond Lewiswould have had no choice but to order the its name escapes me, ah yes, the First Attempt
to evacuate the Thasos coadt if the attack had continued unhindered. Y ou couldn’t have known, of
course, that the Albatros intended to make atoken strafing run againgt the ship immediately after it
neutraized the airfield. Inopportunely, Mgor Fitt, you blundered onto the scene and ruined everything.”

“Thefortunes of war,” Pitt offered sarcadticaly.

“It isashame Willie cannot be here to hear you say that.”

“Whereisgood old pegping-Tom Willie?" Pitt asked.

“Willi wasthepilot,” von Till answered. “When the Albatros crashed into the sea, poor Willie was
trapped in the wreckage. He drowned before we could reach him.” VVon Till’ sface abruptly became hard
and menacing. It ssemsyou cost me my chauffeur and pilot aswell asmy dog.”

“Gullibility on Willie spart,” Pitt said quietly. “I suckered him with the same old balloon trick that the
British used on Kurt Heibert. Asto the dog, before you sic another one of your hydrophobic bitches on
your next unsuspecting dinner guest, | suggest you count your table utensils.”

Von Till looked at Fitt curioudy for amoment Then he nodded knowingly. “ Remarkable, quite
remarkable. Y ou killed my champion hound with aknife from my own dinner table. Most ungracious of

you, Mgor, to say the least May | ask how you were forewarned?’

“Premonition,” Fitt replied. “No more, no less. Y ou should never havetried to kill me. That was your
firg migake”

“Itisapity your escape from the |abyrinth only prolonged your existence by afew hours.”
Aitt nonchaantly glanced past von Till and Darius.

The ominous black tunnel was now strangely empty; the two guards had disappeared. Not so thefive
guards who lined the cavern wall with the machine pistols—they |ooked as menacing as ever.



“Y our reception committee leads me to believe you were expecting us,” Pitt murmured quietly.

“Of course we were expecting you,” von Till acknowledged matter-of-factly. “ Good friend Darius here
informed me of your impending arriva. The exact time became gpparent when the First Attempt began
acting suspicioudy; no cgptain in hisright mind would run his ship that close-in to the Thasos dliffs.”

“How many pieces of slver did it take for Dariusto turn traitor?’

“The exact sum wouldn't be of interest to you,” said von Till. “Thefact is. Darius has been in my employ
for ten years. Y ou might say that our association has proved to be quite mutualy rewarding.”

Pitt stared into Darius coal-black eyes. “No matter how you diceit. it still add up to treason. That's
your second mistake, von Till Hiring adimey cockroach of abastard like Darius. it’s bound to backfire.”

Darius shivered in involuntary rage. The Luger protruded from hismassivefist asif it were amutant
growth extenson, and it was aimed unsteadily at Fitt’ s navel.

Von Till shook hishead tiredly. “ Antagonizing Dariuswill only make you very, very dead.”

“What' sthe difference. Y ou're going to kill dl of usanyway.”

“Premonition again. Mgor? It servesyou well.” Von Till spoke cheerfully. Too cheerfully to suit Fitt.
“I hate surprises” Aitt said caudticaly. “How and when?’

With a practiced flourish, von Till pushed back his deeves and carefully studied the did of hiswatch. “In
deven minutesto be exact. That isdl thetime| can afford.”

“Why not now?’ Darius growled. “Why wait? We have other business at hand.”

“Petience Darius,” von Till chided. “Y ou're not thinking. We can use the extrahands to load our
supplies on board the submarine.” He gazed down at Pitt and smiled * Because of your wound. Mgor.
you're excused Therest of your men can begin by carrying the equipment you see on the dock into the
forward hatch.”

“Wedon't work for butchers,” Pitt spoke softly and evenly.

“Very well, if youinsst.” Von Till beamed at Darius. “ Shoot away his|eft ear. With your next bullet,
take off hisnose. After that his—”

“Stow it, you sadigtic old hun.” Thewordsfairly spat from Woodson'slips. “We Il [oad your
goddamned pigboat.”

They had no choice. Fitt had no choice. He could only st by helplesdy and watch as Spencer and
Hersong began attacking asmall mountain of wooden crates on the dock and passing them to Knight and
Thomas on the sub. Woodson vanished into the hatch; only hisarms, rising occasiondly above the deck
to receive a crate, revealed his whereabouts.

The burning sensation returned to Fitt's leg in earnest now. If he hadn’t known better, he' d have sworn
that a microscopic little man was running back and forth through hiswound with a flamethrower. One or



twice he nearly blacked out; each time he fought desperately to hold on until the engulfing waves of
darkness subsided. On sheer will power aone he kept his voice on a conversationa tone.

“Y ou only answered the when half of my question, von Till.”
“Does the method of your demise redly matter that much to you?
“Likel said. | hate surprises.”

Von Till studied Aitt in cold speculation, then he shrugged. “I supposeit does no harm to hide the
inevitable.” He paused to check hiswatch again. *'Y ou and your men will be shot A bit barbaric and
ruthless, | grant, but | prefer to think of it asarather humane death, especialy when compared to being
buried dive.”

PFitt thought for amoment “ The loading of supplies and equipment. those men removing the gunsfrom the
wrecked Albatros, it dl spells get-away. Y ou' refolding your tent, von Till, and stedling off into the night
Then after you' ve lft, one minute, five minutes, maybe even haf an hour. explosive chargeswill detonate
and sed the cavern under tons of rock, entombing the six of usand erasing al evidence of your
underwater smuggling operation.”

Von Till looked at Fitt in puzzled suspicion. “Go on, Mgor. | find your assumptions extremely
fascinating.”

“Y ou're running on atight time schedule, and you' re running scared. Under our feet, benesth this dock,
rests a hundred and thirty tons of heroin—Ioaded into the sub a Shanghai and carried across the Indian
Ocean and through the Suez Cand by aMinervaLinesfreighter. | haveto hand it to you; anyone else
would have tried to sneak the heroin into the United States through the backdoor without fanfare. Not so
Bruno von Till. BBD& O together with J. Water Thompson and dl the other agencies on Madison
Avenue couldn’t have created amore professiona job of advertising the Queen Artemisa sillegd cargo
and fina detination. It was shrewd thinking. Even though INTERPOL agents have findly unriddled your
underwater transportation, it makeslittle difference. All their eyes are dtill trained on the Queen Artenusia
Do you follow me?’

They stood mute and offered no affirmative or negative reply. “ As Darius has undoubtedly informed
you,” Pitt went on, “Inspector Zacynthus and the Bureau of Narcotics are currently wasting their time and
effortsin preparing atrap for the ship when it reaches Chicago. | shudder to think of the four letter words
that will fal on Lake Michigan when they discover nothing but the ship’s crew wearing their best actor’s
smiles and the holdsfilled with nothing but the cocoa from Ceylon.”

Pitt paused and shifted his throbbing leg to amore comfortable position. He noticed that Knight and
Thomas had joined Woodson bel ow the hatch. Then he continued.

“It must be agreat source of satisfaction to know that INTERPOL has taken your bait, hook, line and
sinker. They'retotally unaware that the sub and the heroin were dropped here last night in order to be
trandferred to the next Minerva Ling s ship that happens past; which, by the way, should be the Queen
Jocasta, bound for New Orleans with a cargo of Turkish tobacco and due to drop anchor amile off
shorein gpproximately ten minutes. That’ swhy you' re running scared, von Till. Time has caught up with
you, and you have to gamble on arendezvous with your ship in broad daylight,”

“You haveavivid imagination,” von Till said contemptuoudy. But Fitt could seethelines of concernin
the old man’sface. “ Thereis absolutely no way you can prove your wild theories.”



Aitt ignored hiswords. He said: “Why should | bother? I’ m going to die in afew minutes anyway.”

“You have apoint. Mgor,” von Till said dowly. “I compliment you. Y our perception isexcellent. | see
no harm in admitting that you are correct in everything you have said. with one exception: The Queen
Jocastawill not dock in New Orleans. At the last minute, it will dter course for Galveston, Texas.”

The three men on the other sub had removed the guns from the Albatros and mysterioudy dropped out
of sight. Hersong stepped off the dock and passed a crate through the hatch to Spencer. who had now
vanished into the hull with Thomas, Knight and Woodson. Pitt spoke quickly. He needed every second
now.

“One question before Darius gets carried away. Out of old world courtesy. you can't deny me that.”

Darius stood there. his evil face masked with murderous intent. He looked like a sadistic kid in abiology
classwho could hardly wait to dissect afrog.

“Very wdl, Mgor,” von Till said conversationdly.
“What isit?’
“How will the heroin be distributed after it's unloaded in Gaveston?’

Von Till smiled. “One of my lesser known business venturesisasmall fleet of fishing boats; not a
financialy rewarding venture, | might add, but one that becomes quite useful at times. At the moment, my
boats are dropping their netsin the Gulf of Mexico, awaiting my sgnd When it comes, they will raise
their netsand arrive in port at the exact same moment as the Queen Jocarta. Therest issimple: the ship
releases the submarine, which isin turn led by the fishing boats to a cannery. The cargo is then unloaded
under the building, and the heroin is packed into cans labeled catfood. | must say, itisironic; al that
powder being shipped into every one of your fifty statesin catfood cans. The joke is on the Bureau of
Narcotics. By thetimetheir suspicions are aroused, it will betoo late. The heroin will have aready been
recelved and carefully hidden. Admit it, Mgor. doesn't the prospect of al that heroin being smelled,
swallowed, or injected by millions of your own countrymen shock your holier-than-thou Y ankee mora
sandards?’

Now Pitt was smiling. “It might, if it ever cameto pass”

Von Till'seyes narrowed. Pitt wasn't acting like adoomed man. Something very definitely was off key.
“It will cometo pass. | promise you that.”

“Millions of people,” Pitt said wonderingly. “Y ou stand there with asmile on your ugly mouth and openly
boast of the misery you' re going to extract from millions of people for afew lousy dollars”

“Hardly afew dollars. Mgor. | think half abillion dollarswould be a closer figure.
“You'll never liveto count it, much lessspend it.”

“And who isgoing to stop me?Y ou, Mg or? Inspector Zacynthus? Possibly alightning bolt from the
Ky?”

“Wishing will mekeit s0.”



“I’ve had enough of his stupid words,” Darius sad bitterly. “Now—now let him pay for his arrogance.”

The supremely grotesque face was acloud of black malevolence. Fitt didn't like thelook he didn’t like
thelook at dl. He could dmost fed Darius finger tighten around the trigger of the Luger.

“Comenow,” Pitt said dowly. “Killing me now wouldn't be sporting. My eeven minutesaren’t up yet.”
Actualy to Fitt, it seemed he had been talking for hours.

Von Till stood slent for severa seconds and toyed with his cigarette Then he said: “ There is one point
that intrigues me, Mgor. Why did you kidnap my niece?

Aitt’ slipstightened to ady grin. “To begin with, she’ snot your niece.”
Darius face went blank. “Y ou—you could not have known.”

“I knew,” said Fitt evenly. “Unlike you, von Till, | didn’t have the benefit of an informer, but | knew. All
indl, Zacynthus gave it agood try, but his plan was headed for falureright from the start. He hid the
genuine niece away in asafe placein England and found

another girl who resembled her. They hardly had to be

exact doubles since you hadn't laid eyes on thered Teri in over twenty years. Zacynthus also carefully
planned his Mata Hari's cross country vacation to look like nothing more than an innocent surprise
holiday vigt by aloving rlative”

Darius stared & von Till, hismassve jaw seeming to grind Fitt’ srevelation to pieces, Von Till's
expression didn’t change. He just dowly nodded in apparent understanding.

“Too bad,” Fitt said, “it was all for nothing. Y ou weren't the least bit surprised. Darius had seen to that.

At that point, you had two choices; you could elther expose the girl as an impostor and throw her out, or
you could play dong and feed her false information. Quite naturally your devious mind chose the | atter.

Y ou werein your element. Y ou fdt like a puppeteer pulling strings. Y ou could now play the girl and
Darius on the ends against Zacynthus and Zeno in the middle.”

“Anirresgible stuaion,” said von Till. “Do you agree?’

“You couldn't miss,” Fitt went on camly “From thetime of her arriva until Giordino and | grabbed her
from thevilla, the girl’ severy move was closely watched by your chauffeur. Under the guise of asort of
bodyguard; Willie stuck with her like aleech. It must have been entertaining work, especialy when she
sunbathed on the beach. At that, her passion for early morning swimming was nothing but a means of
making contact with Zacynthus. It was the only opportunity you gave her to pass him information, al of it
worthless. How you must have laughed, knowing she was swallowing every bit of crap you fed her. Then
something happened and Zacynthus began to get wise. Arriving late for their rendezvous one morning, he
probably spotted Willie lurking in the bushes, both eyes unerringly focused on the girl in her bikini.
Zacynthus couldn’t help wondering if Willie had been there observing dl the other predawn meetings.
Suddenly he saw hiswell-conceived plan going down the drain. It looked as though you had outsmarted
himagan.”

“We could have regained the advantage,” Darius sputtered in pure rage, “except for you.”



Aitt shrugged. “Enter our hero, yourstruly, who blundered onto the stage, little knowing he would get
clawed, beaten and shot before thefina curtain. My life would have been far less complicated if only I'd
stayed in bed that morning instead of taking an early swim. When Teri discovered me, | wastaking anap
onthetiddine. It was till dark, and she mistook me for Zacynthus, thinking one of your men had
murdered him. She damn near went into shock when my apparently lifeless body suddenly sat upright
and started alight conversation?

The pain wave hit him again and he gripped hisleg asif trying to squeeze the agony away. He forced
himself to go on, hiswords strained through gritted teeth.

“ Something had gone very—very wrong. Zacynthus failed to show, and here was atota stranger who
seemingly knew nothing about what was going on—add to that the staggering odds against an outsder
accidentaly swimming on that particular deserted beach at four in the morning, and you have one
confused girl. I'll give her credit, she' safast thinker. Congidering the circumstances, she grabbed at the
only conclusion opento her.

| had to be on your payroll, von Till. So she went through her carefully rehearsed biography routine and
invited meto the villafor dinner, expecting to throw you a curve by innocently introducing you to your
own hired man.”

Von Till smiled, “1 am afraid you cooked your own goose, my dear Fitt, with your ridiculous tale about
being in charge of garbage collecting. Shedidn’t redly believeit, but oddly enough | did.”

“Not asodd asit seems,” Fitt said. “No trained agent in hisright mind would ever use acover as hokey
asthat one. Y ou knew that. Besides, you had no cause for darm; there was no warning from Darius. It
wasredlly only ajoke on my part—one that backfired with rather painful results.”

Pitt hesitated, adjusting the belt covering hiswound.

“When | appeared at your door wearing the oak leaves of amgjor. you immediately figured | was one of
Zacynthus' agents, whom he dipped into the act without Darius' knowledge. Unwittingly | added fue to
your suspicions by damn near coming out and accusing you of enginering theraid on Brady Field. | was
getting warm, too warm to suit you, von Till. Y our solution wasto play Houdini and make me disappear.
Therisk of exposure was small, the chances were that my body, or what was left of it, would never be
found in the labyrinth By thistime the girl caught onto the fact that she had made aterrible mistake. |
redly wasan

innocent bystander who really happened to be swimming on that particular beach at four in the morning.
It was too |ate, the damage was done. She could do nothing but stand by hel plessly and keep her mouth
shut while you disposed of me.”

Von Till looked thoughtful. “I think | see, | seeindeed. Y ou till assumed the girl was my niece, and you
kidnapped her out of revenge.”

“You'rehdf right,” Pitt came back. “Information was my other motive. When someonetriesto kill me, |
like to know why. Except for you, my only source for the answer wasthe girl. But Colonel Zeno
appeared outside the [abyrinth and put a crimp in my plan before | had a chance to question her Even so,
asmattersturned out, | did Inspector Zacynthus abig favor.”

“| fail to understand,” Dariussad icily.



“For Zacynthus the abduction was made to order; the girl’ s usefulness was over, and, aslong as she
continued to play therole of your niece. her life wasn't worth two cents. Somehow, he had to discreetly
dip her avay from thevillaand off theidand. Asit turned out, | played into hishandsand laid her at his
feet on aslver platter. However, Zacynthuswasn't out of the woods yet. A new and totally unexpected
pair of problemsfaced him: Giordino and mysdlf. He knew we were out to get your scalp, and, as much
asheliked theidea, he till had to stop us. Legally, he had no jurisdiction and couldn’t detain us by force.
So be did the next best thing and asked us to cooperate with INTERPOL That way be could watch us
likeahawk.”

“You are quite correct. Mgor.” Von Till ran ahand over his hairless pate, wiping the moisture from the
gleaming skin. “I had every intention of killing thegirl.”

Pitt nodded. “1 wondered why Zacynthus was so insistent that | keep Teri on board the First Attempt.
She' d be safe from you, and could keep an eye on Giordino and me. It didn’t dawn on me until this
morning what game the girl was playing and whose Sde shewas on.”

Darius stared at Fitt in bleak puzzlement. “What goes on here. Mgor Pitt? Y ou could not possibly have
known dl this”

“Nicegirlsdon’'t carry twenty-five caliber automatic Mauserstaped to their legs,” Fitt said. “That'sa
sure sign of aprofessiond. Teri wasn't carrying agun when | met her on the beach—Giordino
discovered it when he snatched her off the couch in the villa's studly.

Obvioudy, shefeared someone inside, not outsidethevilla.”

“Y ou are even more perceptive than | gave you credit for,” von Till sad bitterly. “I may have dightly
underestimated you. But it makeslittle or no difference on the outcome.”

“Only dightly underestimated?” Pitt asked consideringly. “1 wonder If I've been wiseto thegirl’s
deception, why do you think I’ d stand by and alow her to drug the First Attempt’ s radio operator so
that she could snesk off amessage to Inspector Zacynthus, announcing my intention to explore the
cavern?’

"Theanswer issmple,” von Till said smugly. “Y ou didn’t know Darius wasworking for me. He received
the girl’ s message. but, unfortunately for you, neglected to passit on to Inspector Zacynthus. Faceit,
Maor, you got involved with matters far above your head.”

Pitt didn’t reply immediately. He sat quite till, absorbing the pain that burned in hisleg, wondering if
now was the right moment. It would be impossible to go on much longer—his vision was beginning to
blur around the edges—yet he couldn’t overplay his hand. He turned his head dightly and stared dully up
a Darius. The Luger still aimed a Pitt’ snavel. Thishad to beit, he told himself—he hoped to God his
timing wasright.

“I agree,” he said casudly. “It just goesto prove, you can’'t win them dl, can you, Admiral Heibert?

At firgt von Till didn’'t respond. He stood there, his face without expression. Then the sheen incredibility
of Pitt’swords began to register. He took a step toward Fitt, his mouth barely moving.

“What—what did you cal me?’ he asked in atight whisper.



"Admira Helbert,” Fitt repested. “ Admira Erich

Hebert: Commander of Nazi Germany’ s transportation fleet; fanatical follower of Adolph Hitler; and
brother of Kurt Heibert, the World War |1 ace.”

What little color was left drained from hisface. “Y ou—you have lost your senses.”
“The U-19, that was your final mistake.”
“Nonsensg, utter nonsense.” Thetight lips spoke low and unbelieving.

“Themodd inyour study. It struck me as srange a the time; why would an ex-combat pilot display a
replicaof asubmarineinstead of the aircraft he flew during wartime? Pilots are as sentimenta about those
thingsassalors. It didn’t figure. The ultimate irony isthat Darius, not knowing your true identity, used
Inspector Zacynthus' radio to contact the German navd archivesin Berlin a my request.”

“So that was what you were after,” Darius said, his eyes ill watchful.

“It was handled asaroutineinquiry. | asked for acrew list of the U-19. | also contacted an old friend in
Munich—aWorld War | aviation buff—and asked him if he knew of any flyer by the name of Bruno von
Till. Therepliesweremost interesting. A von Till actually flew for the German Imperid Air Servicedl
right But you claimed to have flown with Kurt Helbert in Jasta 73 out of the Xanthi aerodromein
Macedonia Thered von Till flew with Jestain France from the summer of 1917 until the Armiticein
November of 1918; he never left the Western Front. The next intriguing tid-bit was the first name on the
U-19' s crew roster—a Commander Erich Heibert. Being an Inquisitive cuss, | didn’t stop there. |
radioed Berlin again, thistime from the ship, and asked them to send dl available information on Erich
Heibert. That did it—I couldn’t have created abigger stir with the German authorities If I’ d resurrected
Hider, Goering and Himmler al in one swoop.”

“ Sheer babble—he' sddlirious.” The shrewd, Calculating Fu Manchu look had returned to the old
German’sface. “No onein their right mind would believe such aridiculousfairytae. A mode
submarine—hardly avaid connection between me and Helbert.”

“1 don’t have to prove anything. The facts speak for themsalves. When Hitler took power you became
his devoted follower. In return for your loyaty, and in recognition of your previous va uable combat
experience, he promoted you to Officer Commanding Transportation Fleet; atitle you held throughout
thewar until just before Germany’ s surrender when you seem to have vanished.”

“That has nothing to do with me,” von Till said angrily.

“You'rewrong,” Fitt returned. “ The real Bruno von Till married the daughter of awedthy Bavarian
businessman who, among other interests, owned asmall fleet of merchant ships -shipsthat sailed under
the flag of Greece. Von Till knew agood thing when he saw it He took out Greek citizenship papersand
became Managing Director of MinervaLines. Financialy the company was aloser, but he built it into a
first class carrier fleet by smuggling arms and essentid war materidsinto Germany in direct violation of
the Versallles Tresty.

That’s how you knew him, you helped engineer the operation. Y ou both had agood thing going, but von
Till was no mental retard. He figured the Axis powerswould losein the end. So hethrew hislot with the
Alliesearly inthewar.”



“Y ou fail to make aconnection,” Darius said. Pitt had hisinterest, but it could just as easly fade a any
moment.

“Now comesthe good part. Y our boss, Darius, isn't aman to leave anything to chance. A lessclever
man would have smply tried to vanish Not Admiral Erich Heibert He was much too cunning Somehow
he made hisway through the Allied line. to England, where the bonafide von Till was living, murdered him
and took hisplace.”

"How wasit possible,” Darius demanded.

“It wasn't only possible,” Fitt said to Darius, “it was accomplished to the letter. They were both roughly
the same size and build. A few dterations here and there by askilled surgeon, afew gestures and speech
mannerisms, practiced until perfect and the man who stands before you became a dead ringer for the
origina Bruno von Till. Why not? There were no close friends, von Till was sort of aloner, no one knew
himwell. Hiswife had died childless. There was. however, a nephew who had been born and raised in
Greece. Even hedidn't catch on to the switch till yearslater Then it cost him hislife. Mere child' s play for
aprofessond killer like Heibert The nephew and hiswife were murdered in afaked boating accident
Teri, their young daughter, was spared No benevolence on Helbert’ s part | assure you. The public image
of aconsderate and protective grand uncle was too good to pass by.”

Fitt stole another encompassing look at the guards, the tunnel and the Japanese |-Boat. Then he turned
back tovon Till.

“ After the switch, smuggling was merely asddinefor you. Heibert. Theinventive crestion of a
submarine attached to the kedl of a ship came naturd for an old U-Boat commander. To the outside
world, Helbert, diasvon Till, had it made. Minerva Lineswasthriving, the money wasrolling in. But you
were worried, things were going too well The more prominent you became, the better your chances of
being exposed. So you moved to Thasos, re-built the villaand played the role of an

eccentric millionaire recluse. Business as usua was no problem. A high-power short-wave radio was
ingtdled so you could operate Minerva Lines without ever setting foot on the mainland of Europe. But
your perverted past was too strong. Y ou let the company fleet run down. to afourth rate freight hauler,
and turned your talents dmost entirdly to smuggling—"

“Whereisdl thistak leading?’ Dariusinterrupted.

“The fait accompli—the pay-off,” Fitt explained. “1t seemsthat Admirad Heibert here was congpicuous
by his absence at the Nuremberg War Trids. Hisname isright up there next to Martin Bormann on the
wanted war criminaslist. A red sweetheart this one. While Eichmann was burning the Jews, Heibert was
emptying the POW camps by driving Allied prisonersinto the holds of old merchant vessels and setting
them adrift in the North Sea, trusting to British and American bombersto do the Nazi’ s own dirty work.
In spite of the fact that he had disappeared at the end of the war, he knew what wasin store if he stayed
in Germany. He was convicted in absentia by the International Military Tribuna at Nuremberg and
sentenced to death. It sa pity he wasn't hung before now, till it’ s better late than never.”

Pitt had played hislast card. There was nothing left for him but to hope, he could stall no more.
“Well thereyou haveit. A few facts, afew educated guesses. The story’ sabit sketchy | admit. The

Germans could only radio abrief outline of theinformation they had in their files. The exact details may
never become known. No matter, you' re adead man Helbert”



Von Till looked at Fitt in cold speculation. * Pay no attention to the Mgor, Darius. Hiswhole
make-believetak is nothing but the clever sdl of a

desperate man—"

Von Tin paused, ligtening. At first the sound was faint—it seemed like an eerie thumping. Then Fitt
recognized it as the heavy tread of hobnail boots moving closer along the wooden deck. The mist was
back, and its moist atmosphere cloaked any shape or form, while at the sametime it amplified the
gpproaching footsteps into a kettledrum best. It sounded as though the unseen noisemaker wasllifting his
feet and dropping them with much more force than necessary. Then aghostly and facelessfigure, dressed
inthe uniform of von Till’sbodyguards, grew out of the mist. Barely discernible, the figure stopped
severd feet back and clicked hishedls.

“The Queen Jocasta has dropped anchor, Sir.” The voice spoke in alow guttura tone.
“Youidiot!” von Till snapped, angry at the interruption. “Return to your post.”

“Nomoreddays,” Darius snarled. “ Just one bullet in the Mgor’ sgroin so he can linger in agony.” The
Luger’ smuzzlefdl to Att'slower torso.

“Whatever'sfar,” Fitt said quietly. He had a strange expressionless stare that was more disturbing to
von Till than any show of fear ever could have been.

Von Till arched forward in acurt precise bow.

“I'msorry. Mgor,” the old German said dowly and very deliberatdy. “Our interesting little chat has
cometo an end. Pleaseforgive meif | fal to provide the traditiond blindfold and last cigarette.” He said
nothing more, the evil, venomous smirk on hisface spoke for him, and Fitt braced himself for the dmost
certain blast from Darius gun.
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A gun roared: not the sharp bark of aLuger, but the heavy, ear-stunning roar of abig bore, forty-five
Colt automeatic Darius shouted in pain asthe Luger flew from his hand into the water. Giordino, ina
uniform at least two sizestoo large. nimbly legped off the dock onto the sub deck and shoved the Colt
into von Till’ sleft ear. Then he turned to admire his marksmanship.

“Waell, what do you know, | even remembered to remove the safety.”

“Nicegoing” Fitt said. "Errol FHynn couldn’t have made amore dramétic entrance.”

Their faces confused and uncomprehending, von Till and Darius stood frozen in mute shock. The hot
flood lights glazed through the mist, burning it away completely, and the guards on the ledge could see
that something totally unexpected had occurred on the sub’s deck. Asif drawn by one string, dl five men
rased their machine pistols and aimed them directly at Fitt.

“Keep your fingers off thetriggers.” Giordino’s voice boomed against the rock walls“ Shoot Mgor Pitt
and | splatter your boss s brains half way to Athens. Shoot and you dl die. There are gunstrained on
your hearts- I'm not bluffing. Look at the tunndl.”

If there was one thing in the cavern whose supply outdistanced its necessity, it was the machine pistol.



There were ten more of them in the bands of the toughest bunch of men Fitt had ever seen. They were
grouped in loose formation around the tunnd entrance, four in the prone position, three kneding and
three standing. Fitt dmost had to ook twice to make them out clearly; their black and brown
camouflaged field dress blended perfectly into the craggy shadows. Only their maroon berets, the
halmark of an dlite ouitfit, betrayed their presence to the casud eye.

Giordino continued: “Now please turn your attention to the submarine at my rear.”

It wasn't exactly the straw that broke the camel’ s back, but it was the ugly, air cooled machine gun,
gripped by afiendishly grinning Colond Zeno on the I-Boat’ s conning tower, that broke the bodyguards
will to fight Slowly they lowered their guns and raised their handsin the air; al except one, he hesitated
and paid the price.

Zeno fanned the trigger of hiswegpon. Two bullets, no more. spat from the air-cooled barrel in one brief
blast The unthinking unfortunate guard dumped soundlesdy to the ground and rolled limply into the water,
gaining the brilliant cobat blue with agrowing cloud of red.

“Now walk, don't run to the nearest exit,” Giordino said casudly, “your hands clasped on your heads.”

Pitt, the tired expression on hisface reflecting the gnawing pain in hisleg said to Giordino: “ Y ou diced
your timing pretty thin.”

“The capitd of Italy wasn't congtructed in twenty-four hours,” Giordino paraphrased pontificaly. “ After
al, swimming ashore, finding Zacynthus, Zeno, and their roving band of commandos, and then leading
them through that godawful |abyrinth on the run wasn't the most leisurely of chores”

“Did you have any trouble with my directions?’
“No problem. The elevator shaft was right whereyou said i’ d be.”
Von Till moved closeto Fitt, hiseyes cold asice. “Who told you about the elevator?’

“Noone,” Pitt replied tersdy. “Wandering through the [abyrinth, | accidentally took a side corridor that
ended at aventilator shaft. | heard the sound of generators somewhere beyond the opening. Their
purpose came to me when | was sure of the seacavern. Your villasitson anear vertica line abovethe
shordine cliffs. An underground eevator had to be the only means of moving from the villato the cavern
without detection. The shaft, the cavern, and passageways were amade to order arrangement for
smuggling. courtesy of the Phoenicians over two thousand years ago.”

“Wait aminute,” Giordino cut in. “Are you suggesting that somebody was smuggling out of here before
Chrig?’

“You didn’t do your homework,” Fitt grinned. “1f you' d read the brochure that Zeno handed out before
we started on the tour of the ruins, you' d know that Thasos was originally settled by the Phoeniciansto
exploit itsgold and slver deposits. The tunnels and shaft are part of an ancient mine. Eventually it was
worked out and abandoned. The Greeks discovered it afew hundred yearslater and thought it was
some kind of mysterious labyrinth built by the Gods.”

A movement on the dock attracted Pitt’ s attention and he looked up.

Zacynthus gppeared seemingly out of nowhere and stood, staring down at Pitt for several long moments.



Findly he asked:

“How’stheleg?’

Pitt shrugged. “1t’ Il probably smart a bit when the barometer drops, but it shouldn’t dow up my sex life.”
“Colond Zeno sent two of hismen after agtretcher. They should be herein afew minutes.”

‘Were you ableto overhear any of our enlightening conversation?’

Zacynthus nodded. “ Every word. The acousticsin here would do credit to Carnegie Hall.”

“You'll never proveany of it,” von Till said in contempt. Hislips curled in asneer, but there was atrace
of desperationin hiseyes.

“Asl’vesad,” Pitt murmured tiredly, “I don’t have to prove anything. At thisminute, four war crimina
investigators are flying here from Germany, courtesy of the United States Air Force, who were only too
happy to lend ahelping hand after your little shooting party a Brady Field. Each one of those four menis
agpecidist. They know every hidden identity trick in the book. Plastic surgery, adifferent voice, your
advanced age, nothing will fool them. I’'m afraid it’ sthe end of the voyage for you, Admird.”

“I anaGreek citizen,” von Till said arrogantly.
“They have no legd right to abduct meto Germany."

“Cut the masquerade," Pitt lashed back. “Von Till was the Greek citizen, not you. Colond Zeno, will
you please explain thefacts of lifefor the Admird.”

“With pleasure, Mgor.” Zeno had |eft the conning tower of the Japanese I-boat and was now standing
next to Zacynthus. He grinned broadly under the big, flowing moustache and eyed von Till with piercing
scrutiny. ‘Wetake adim view of anyonewho enters our country illegaly and we grestly didike playing
host to awanted war crimind. If you areindeed Admiral Erich Halbert, asMgjor Fitt claims, | shall
personally seeto it that you are turned over to the war crimind investigators and placed on thefirst plane
back to Germany and the gallows.”

“A most gppropriate and convenient ending,” Zacynthus said dowly. “ It savesthe taxpayers the expense
of along, drawn-out tria for narcotics smuggling. On the other hand, we |ose the opportunity to bag half
theillegd drug buyersin North America”

“Aren’t you forgetting that opportunity makesthethief,” Aitt grinned.

“What do you mean by that?’

“Simple arithmetic, Zac. Now you know how the heroin drop is made and where. It would be an easy
matter to take over the Queen Jocasta, keep the crew Incommunicado, and ddliver the goods in person.
I”m certain the proper authorities could hush-up Heibert’ s capture until you can spring your trap at the
cannery in Gaveston.”

“Yes” Zacynthus said consderingly, “yes by god, it just might work. Providing | canfind acrew to
operate the ship and submarine on short notice.”



“The Mediterranean Tenth Fleet,” Fitt offered. “Use your influence and make an urgent request to our
navy for an emergency crew. They can be arrlifted into Brady Fidld. Timewisg, it shouldn’t set the Queen
Jocasta off schedule for more than five or six hours. If you push the old tub you can makethat upina
day and ahaf.”

Zacynthus surveyed Fitt with mixed curiosty and admiration. *Y ou certainly don’t miss much, do you?
Fitt shrugged, retaining hisgrin. “1 try.”

“Thereisonething | wishyou' d explain.”

“Nameit.”

“How did you know Dariuswas an informer?’

“I smelled arat when | searched the Queen Artemisia. The transmitter in the radio cabin was set on the
same frequency asthe set in your office. | must confess, at thetime | thought it might be any one of you.
The field narrowed down to Darius after | swam ashore and met Giordino. He said that Darius had been
gtationed on your radio during the entire time between the arrival and departure of the Queen Artemisia
It was a cozy arrangement. While you and Zeno were on awild goose chase, kegping an eye on thevilla
and battling mosguitoes, Darius was comfortably sipping his Metaxa and notifying Heibert of your every
move. That'swhy | had the ship dl to mysdf. The crew memberswere al busy down in the bilges,
releasing the sub.

The captain hadn’t bothered posting alookout because Darius had assured him al was clear. What
Dariusdidn’t know, and even you didn’t know, Zac, wasthat | Intended to swim out and scout the ship
from the water. Y ou suspected nothing when Giordino and | volunteered to watch the ship from the
beach. It was only, at the last minute, when | saw no sign of the Queen Artemisia’ s crew, that | decided
to sneak on board for acloser look. My apologies for not clearing my actions with you, but | was certain
that you' d have raised hell and tried to stop me.”

“I'm the one who should offer apologies,” Zacynthus said. “I deserve the dunce award of the year. God,
how could | have been so blind? | should have guessed something was wrong when Darius was never
ableto intercept any messages between the passing Minervaships and thevilla”

“I could have rdlayed my suspicionsto you on the road thismorning.” Fitt said. “But it hardly seemed the
right time or place particularly In front of Darius. Secondly, without one hundred percent proof | doubt
serioudy whether you or Zeno would have believed my accusation.”

“Y ou were quiteright,” Zacynthus admitted. "Tell methis. Where did you find out about the Queen
Jocagta?'

“The Air Force has afunny habit about loaning out their vehicles; sooner or later they want them back.
After Giordino and | left you, we stopped off at Brady Field and returned the truck to the motorpoal.
Colond Lewiswaswaiting for us. It was he who derted me to the Queen Jocasta. One of hismorning
patrols sighted her cruising north toward Thasos. The next step wasto check the ship’s cargo and
degtination with the Minerva Line s agent in Athens. Hisreply added to an interesting coincidence. Not
only were two Minerva ships passng by the villaWithin twelve hours of each other, but both were
headed for portsin the United States. | began to get the picture—von Till, or rather Heibert, Intended to
switch the sub and the heroin from the Queen Artemisiato the Queen Jocgjta.”



“Y ou might have let mein on your secret,” Zacynthus said with anoticesble trace of bitterness. “I came
within ahair of locking Giordino up when he bounded into my headquarters, demanding that |, together
with Colond Zeno' s men, follow him into the labyrinth.”

Aitt sudied him. The ingpector’ sface was grim. “1 considered it,” Pitt said honestly. “But | figured the
less everyone concerned knew, the less chance there was for Dariusto get suspicious. | also purposdly
kept the girl in the dark because it was essentia that her message, warning your headquarters of my plans
to search for the cavern, reek with serious intentions when Darius intercepted it. My actions were
devious, | admit, but my reasonswerevalid.”

“To think that the Bureau’ sfinest investigator was shown up by arank amateur.” Then Zacynthus
grinned and there was awarm hint in the smile that removed the acid from hiswords. “But It was worth
it, well worthit.”

Pitt was greetly relieved. He didn’t wish to make an enemy of Zacynthus. He turned and looked a von
Till. The old German stared back at Pitt with a contempt in his eyes that went far beyond mere hate. The
only fedling that suddenly welled within Fitt was one of disgust. He spoke quietly, but his cold voice
carried to every inch of the cavern.

“Y ou would have to die a hundred thousand desths, and then some, to repay dl thelivesyou stole, old
man. Most men are born and go to the grave without killing anyone, but your list stretches endlessly from
the hel pless prisoners you condemned to the cold waters of the North Seato the schoolgirls you sold into
davery in the scum-infested back aleys of Casablanca. How ironic that aman who caused so many
other peopleto diein agony should die horribly also. My only regret isthat | won't be there to see your
neck stretched, Heibert; see your withered old body jerk and bounce when it hits the end of the rope.
They say the shock forces the bladder and the bowelsto move. That’ safitting end for you, old man.
Thrown in an unmarked pauper’ s graveto rot through eternity in your own filth.

Muittering incoherent words, hisface distorted In blind anger. and entirely obliviousto the surrounding
gunsof the gendarmerie, von Till hurled himsdlf at Fitt. It was the mad gesture of a hysterical man.
Giordino’ s forty-five clubbed him on the back of the neck before he took the second step. He fdll
awkwardly to the deck in acrumpled hegp and lay asif dead. Giordino didn’t even look down as he
holstered the gun.

“Y ou cracked him abit hard,” Zacynthus said reprovingly.

“Vermindon't dieeasly,” Giordino replied impassively, “especidly when they’' re as mean asthat old
bastard.”

Darius had not moved or spoken since Giordino shot him. Any other man would have gripped a
wounded and bleeding hand; not Darius. The huge brute let his hand hang limply to one Side, indifferently
alowing the blood to splatter on the sub’ s deck. The lost expression on hisface reminded Fitt of anewly
caged gorillahe had once seen in the San Diego Zoo, an ugly misshapen monster who could not grasp
the meaning of the barred walls and the strange looking animals beyond that stood five deep, observing
his every movement. Pitt was very happy indeed that at least five of Zeno's gendarmerie had their guns
trained between Darius cold black eyes.

Pitt nodded toward Darius. “What happensto him?’

“Afasttrid,” Zacynthus answered. “ Then the firing squad—"



“Therewill benotrid,” Zeno interrupted. “ The gendarmerie have never admitted to atraitor in their
ranks.” Hisvoice was grave, yet his eyes werefilled with sadness. “ Captain Dariusdied in the
performance of hisduties.”

The cavern suddenly became silent Ritt, Zacynthus and Giordino al exchanged puzzled glances over
Zeno's use of the past tense.

Darius said nothing. He displayed no emotion, no sign of fear, only aresignation to afate that precluded
even the remotest possibility of hope. Slowly, very carefully. like aman who hadn’t tasted deep in days.
he climbed from the sub onto the dock and stood before Zeno, his head bowed.

“It seems| have known you for many years, Darius,” Zeno sounded very tired. “Yet | haven't redly
known you at adl. God adone knows why you came to be what you are. It isa pity. the gendarmerielost a
good man. . .“ Zeno hestated, groping for words, but he could think of nothing elseto say. Carefully,
amogt to the point of meticulousness, he withdrew the cartridge clip from hisgun and removed dl the
shells except one. Then he reinserted the clip and held out the gun, buit first, to Darius.

Nodding, asif in secret understanding, and searching Zeno'seyesfor asgn that never came, Darius
took the gun, turned dowly towards the tunnel, and began walking numbly across the dock.

“No goodbye, no regrets, no to hell with you,” Giordino said “uncomprehendingly. “ Just like that, he
wanders off and blows his brains out. Ten will get you one that Darius makes a bresk for it.”

“Hislife ended when he became atraitor,” Zeno said quietly. “ Darius knew it then—he knows it now.

An early death was his fate when he dropped from the womb, there was no escaping it. Five minutesto
talk with his God and prepare his soul—then he will squeeze thetrigger.”

Giordino watched Darius fade into the blackness of the tunnel and said nothing. Thefindity of Zeno's
words shattered al hisdoubts over Darius' intentions. Until the day he. himself, died, Giordino would
never understand how anyone could let loose of life so unquestioningly.

Heturned back to Fitt. “Time sawasting, we re running out of the money. Gunn is probably having a
gpadtic fit wondering what happened to his precious scientists.”

“Can't say as| blame him.” The voice came from Knight. who was climbing out of the deck hatch, ady
smile across hisface. “ Great intdllect ishard to come by these days.”

“An egghead comedian,” Giordino groaned. “What has science cometo?’

In spite of the pain in hisleg, Fitt couldn’t help but laugh. “Maybe some of Knight' s Intellect will rub off
on you when you escort him and the other eggheads back to the First Attempt. I’ m holding you
responsible until they’ re safely on board.”

“Tdk about appreciation,” Giordino groaned again. “After dl I’ ve donefor you.”

“It’' s better to give, than to recelve,” Pitt said soothingly. “Now hop toiit. If you expect to swim out
through the submerged tunnels, you and the otherswill have to retrieve the diving gear from the bottom.”

Woodson crawled from the hatch and walked over to Pitt. “Maybe | better stick with you, Mgjor, until
you're bedded down.”



“No thanks” Fitt answered, mildly surprised at the look of genuine concern on Woodson' s otherwise
expressonlessface. “I’'m OK. Zac hereis going to take me to ahospital full of nymphomaniac nurses,
right Zec?’

“Sorry,” Zacynthus smiled. “Not unlessthe Air Force has changed its enlissment policy. I'm afraid the
base hospita a Brady Fidd hasthe only decent facilities on theidand for plugging bullet holes.”

The litter-bearers arrived and immediately eased Pitt onto the stretcher. “Oh well,” hesaid, “at least |
trave first class” Then he sat up. "Damn! | dmost forgot. One last thing. Where' s Spencer?’

“Here, Mgor. right here,” The red-bearded marine biologist stepped from behind Woodson. “What can
| do for you?’

“Relay my complimentsto Commander Gunn and give him apresent for me.”

Spencer paed vishly at the sght of Fitt’ sbloody leg. “Consider it done.”

PFitt leaned over the Side of the stretcher and rested on one elbow. “In the outer cavern, twenty feet
down, there are severa small fissures along the base of the north wall. One has aflat rock over the
entrance. If he hasn't dready muscled hisway out, you'll find a Teaser insgde.”

Spencer’ sface registered total surprise. “A Teaser!

Areyou serious, Mgor?’

“I ought to know a Tearer when | seeone,” Fitt replied jokingly. “ Seeto it that you don't drop him.”

Spencer let out along whistle. “Well what do you know. | was beginning to think no such creature
existed.” He paused a moment. deep in thought. “ Chrigt, | don't dare damage him with a spear shaft. A
net bag, if only I'd carried anet bag.”

“There sonly oneway to catch a Teaser,” Pitt grinned. “Grab him by thefin.”

The pain was going away now. Fitt’ sleg fdt like it was no longer part of him. The floodlights fused
together in one massive blur, hurting his eyes. Everything seemed to dow down. and the voi ces became
far awvay. Then the stretcher bearers picked Fitt up from the dock, moving. it seemed to him, asthough
they were wading through glue. He raised his head for the last time that day.

“Zac. onemorerequest.” Pitt’ s voice was down to abare murmur. “What isthe girl’ sreal name?’

Zac looked down at Pitt and smiled with hiseyes. “Her nameisAmy.”

“Amy.” Pitt repeated. “Never knew agirl by the name of Amy before.” He relaxed and fell back against
the dtretcher. closing his eyes. Thelast thing he remembered before the soothing blanket of darknessfully
covered him was the sound of a single shat, echoing from somewhere within the depths of the labyrinth.

TALLY

The sky was abrilliant ceiling of blue asfar asthe eye could see. The summer air was hot and dripping
with unseen humidity encouraged by burning waves from the blazing sun. In blinding radiance, tal white



buildings stood like small chiseled mountains and reflected the heat onto the black asphalt pavement
below; the traffic was heavy, and the sidewalks were crowded with scurrying office workers on lunch
break as Pitt pushed aside the wide glass doors and limped siffly into the air conditioned lobby of the
Bureau of Narcotics building.

For abachelor, he thought, one of the wonderful things about Washington, D.C. isthe overabundance of
girls. They comein every size, age, and disposition and swarm like chattering locusts throughout every
government officein the city, providing the hungry maewith al the advantages of arich kid running amok
inacandy store. Pitt selected his most charming. devil-may-care smile and offered it to atrio of giggling
secretaries who exited the elevator. They returned his smile, accompanied with the usua combination of
cursory and demure glances that women are prone to alow for strange men, and then wiggled past him
into the lobby, sneaking an additiona peek at him over their shoulders.

A moment later, playing the role of the wounded Warrior to perfection, Fitt leaned heavily on his cane
and limped from the elevator onto the thick carpet of the eighth floor. In the center of the anteroom a
dozen girls, displaying an unrestricted forest of nyloned legs, sat at a dozen desks and furioudy assaulted
adozen typewriters, never once hesitating to look up a him. He moved dowly over to awell-bosomed
blond whose desk top contained asmdll rectangular sign: “Information.” Then for amoment he stared
down at her, admiring the view.

“Excuseme.”

Shedidn’t hear him over the din of the clacking machines.

“Excuseme,” Pitt repested loudly.

Sheturned and noticed him. “May | help you?’ The voice was coal, the big hazdl eyesunfriendly. Fitt
admitted to himsalf that he had to go dong with her icy greting. The white turtleneck swester, the green
Cdiforniasport coat, the handkerchief casually fluffed from the breast pocket hardly categorized him as
an executive or important Washington bureaucrat.

“| would like to see the Director of the Bureau.”

“I'm sorry,” she said, turning back to her typewriter. “The Director is extremely busy and cannot see
anyone.”

Contempt and anger began to mount in Aitt. “ Ingpector Zacynthus made an appointment for me—"
“Ingpector Zacynthus' officeison the fourth floor,” the girl droned mechanicaly.

A gunshot couldn’t have received more attention than the resounding bang from Fitt’ scane ashe
dammed it on top of the receptionist’ s desk. The typists

eyes burst wide, and their hands froze above keyboards, sending the anteroom into a sudden dead
slence. Her face drained of dl color, the large-cheated blond stared up at Fitt. afear mushrooming inside
her.

“OK, dearheart.” Fitt said menacingly. “Y ou get up off your well-rounded little bottom and you go and
inform the Director that Mgor Dirk Pitt iswaiting to keep the gppointment set by Inspector Zacynthus.”

“Aitt. . . Mgor Pitt from NUMA,” the blond gasped. “Oh I’'m sorry, Sir. But | thought—"



“Yes, | know,” Pitt offered. “I’m out of uniform.”

The blond jumped from her desk, snagging astocking in her haste. “Right thisway, Mgor. They’re
expecting you.”

Pitt grinned at her, grinned & the other girls Stting awed in their chairs, fet sdf-satisfied at the admiring
expressions from al twenty-four eyes, the bovine, adoring gaze reserved for celebritiesand movie sars.
It inflated hismae ego.

“Keep typing girls” he said good-naturedly.
“Mustn’t keep the Bureau waiting for al those letters and reports.”

The blond led him down along hallway, dowing her pace every so often to allow him to catch up. She
halted and rapped on awal nut stained door. “Mgor Ritt,” she announced, and then stood asideto let him

pass through.

Three men rose as he walked into the room. The fourth, Giordino, remained comfortably anchored to a
long lesther couch.

“I thought I'd never seethe day,” he said. “Dirk Fitt hobbling around on acane.”
“Jugt practicing for my senileyears,” Pitt retorted.

A short, red-haired man with a zeppdin-shaped cigar stashed jauntily between hislips came over and
shook Pitt’s, hand. “Welcome back, Dirk. Congratulations on agrest job in the Aegean.”

Pitt stared into the griffin-featured face of Admira James Sandecker, the crusty chief of the Nationa
Underwater Marine Agency.”

“Thank you, Admira. Any word on the Teaser yet?’

“Only that it sdive and ill swvimming,” Sandecker answered. “ Since Gunn had it flown over last week
inaspecid tank, | haven't been able to get near the goddamn thing—a horde of scientists have been
crowded around it, ogling their damn eyesright out of their sockets. They promised me apreliminary

report by morning.”

Zacynthus came acrossto greet Pitt. He seemed younger, much more relaxed than when. Fitt had last
seen him, three weeks previoudy.

“Good to seeyou waking again,” Zacynthus said smiling. “Y ou look as mean and nasty asever.”

Hetook Pitt by the arm and led him over to atall man standing by the window and introduced them. PFitt
studied the Director of the Bureau and was studied in return by hard gray eyesthat peered intently froma
high-checked. pockmarked face; it was aface straight out of apolice lineup. Fitt amusingly reflected that
the Director looked more like a narcotics smuggler than the chief administrator of severa thousand
federd investigators. The Director spokefirst.

“I'velooked forward to meeting you, Mgor Fitt The Bureau is deeply grateful for your assstance.” The
voice was low and very precise.



“1 didn’t do much. Inspector Zacynthus and Colond Zeno carried most of the load.”

The Director met hiseyes evenly. “That may be, but you carry the scars.” He motioned Pitt to achair
and offered him acigarette. “ Did you have agood flight from Greece?’

Pitt lit the cigarette and inhded deeply. “ Air Force cargo planes aren’t exactly famousfor their cuisine
and roya coachman service, but | must admit that it was considerably more relaxing than theflight in.”

Admira Sandecker gave Pitt apuzzled look. “Why the Air Force? Y ou could have flown from Athens
onPan Amor TWA."

“Souvenirs,” Fitt laughed. “One of my mementos of Thasos wastoo bulky to fit in the luggage
compartment of acommercid airliner. Colond Lewis cameto my rescue and helped me hitch arideon a
half-empty Air Force cargo plane that was headed stateside.”

“Y our wound,” Sandecker nodded at Pitt’ sleg. “Hedling al right?’

“It sdtill abit iff,” Pitt answered. “ Nothing athirty day medica leavewon’t cure.”

The Admird eyed Pitt shrewdly for amoment through a blue haze of cigar smoke. “Two weeks.” The
tone reeked of cool authority. “1 have morefaith in your recuperative powers than you have.”

The Director cleared histhroat. “I’ ve read Ingpector Zacynthus' report with agreat deal of interest.
Thereis, however, one point he didn’t cover. Itisn't

important. but out of personal curiosity, | wonder if you

could tel me. Mgor how you came to the conclusion

that Minerva Lines ships had the capacity to carry submarines?’

Pitt smiled with hiseyes. “I guessyou might say, Sir, the secret waswritten in the sand.”

The Director’slips curled in a humorless smile. He wasn't used to indirect answers.. “Very Homeric,
Mgor, but hardly the answer | had in mind.”

“Strange but true,” Aitt said. “ After finding no sign of the heroin on board the Queen Artemisia, | swam
to the beach and began doodling with astick in the sand. A detachable submarine seemed like an
abstract idea at first. but the more

| doodled, the more concrete it became.”

The Director leaned back in his chair and shook his head sadly. “ Forty years, ahundred agents from
twelve different nations al struggling under the most adverse conditionsimaginableto bresk von Till’s
smuggling operation. Three of those agents gave up their livesin the struggle’” Helooked gravely across
the desk at Pitt “ Somehow it dmost seems atragic joke that our efforts overlooked a solution that was
S0 gpparent to someone standing on the outside looking in.”

Pitt gared at him in glence.



“By theway,” the Director continued suddenly cheerful, “I don’t suppose you' ve had a chance to hear
the results of our Galveston stakeout?’

“No sr.” Pitt carefully tapped an ash in an ashtray. “ Until five minutes ago | haven't seen or talked to
Ingpector Zacynthus since we parted on Thasos. nearly three weeks ago I’ ve had no way of knowing
whether my small assist paid off for you in Galveston or not.”

Zacynthus looked at the Director. “May | fill Mgor Rittin, Sr?’

The Director nodded.

Zacynthusturned to Fitt.

“Everything went according to plan. Five miles outside the harbor we were met by asmall fleet of von
Till’ sfishing boats—abit tricky at this point, not knowing the proper identification signas. Luckily |
persuaded the Queen Jocasta’ s captain—with the threat of castration with arusty knifee—to desert the
enemy and join our Sde.”

“Did anyone come aboard?’ Pitt asked.

“There was no danger of that,” Zacynthus replied.

“A boarding party would have looked too damned suspiciousto a passing patrol boat. The fishermen
merely stood off and signaled us to detach the sub. Interesting piece of machinery, that sub. The Navy
engineerswho studied it coming across the Atlantic were quite impressed.”

“What madeit so unique?’ “It wasfully automatic.”

“A drone?’ Pitt asked increduloudy.

“Y es, another one of von Till’ s clever innovations. Y ou seg, if the sub had an accident or was detected
by the Harbor Patrol beforeit reached the cannery there was no way in hell it could be traced or
connected to Minerva Lines. And without a crew there would be no oneto interrogate.”

Aitt wasintrigued. “ Then it was controlled by one of the fishing boats.”

Zacynthus nodded. “Right up the middle of the harbor’s main channel and under the pilings of the
cannery. Only thistrip the sub carried severd uninvited ssowaways. mysdlf and ten marines on loan from
the Mediterranean Tenth Fleet | might add that the cannery was surrounded by thirty of the Bureau' s best
agents”

“If Gaveston had more than one cannery,” Giordino said thoughtfully, “you’ d have been in big trouble.”

Zacynthus grinned knowingly. “ Asamatter of fact, Gaveston boasts atotal of four canneries, al located
on pilings over the water.”

Giordino didn’t have to ask the obvious question. It was written al over hisface.
“I’ll put your mind & ease,” Zacynthus said. “ The Bureau' s Gulf Ports Department had each cannery

under surveillance for two weeks before the Queen Jocasta s arriva. Thetip-off came when one of them
received a shipment of sugar.”



Pitt raised an eyebrow. “ Sugar?’

“Sugar,” the Director offered, “is often used to adulterate the heroin and boost the quantity. By thetime
pure heroinis cut by the middle man and cut again by the dedler, the original supply isincreased by a
ubstantia amount.”

Aitt thought for amoment “ So the one hundred and thirty tonswas only abeginning?”

“It could have been the beginning,” Zacynthus answered, "if it wasn't for you, old friend. Y ou' re the only
one who saw through von Till’ s plan. If you and Giordino hadn’t arrived at Thasos when you did, the rest
of uswould be gtting up in Chicago about now, forming adaisy chain and kicking each other into Lake
Michigan.”

Pitt grinned. “Writeit off to luck.”

“Cdl it what you will,” Zacynthus retorted. “ Asthings stand at the moment, we have over thirty of the
biggest illegd drug importersin the country waiting for indictment, including everyone connected with the
trucking company that transported the goods. And that’ s only the half of it. When we searched the
cannery office we found abook with the names of nearly two thousand dedlersfrom New Y ork to Los
Angeles. For the Bureau it was comparable to a prospector discovering the mother lode.”

Giordino let out along whigtle. “1t’ s going to be abad year for the addicts.”

“That sright,” Zacynthus said. “Now that their main source isdried up, and the loca law enforcement
agencies are rounding up the deders, the users are about to face the worst drug famineto comedong in
the last twenty years.”

Aitt’s eyes|eft the zoom and gazed out the window, seeing nothing. “ Thereisjust one more question.”
Zacynthuslooked at him. “Y es?

Pitt didn’t reply immediately. He fiddled with his cane amoment. “What became of our old friend?I’ve
seen no mention of himin the newspapers.”

“Before| answer you, take alook at these.” Zacynthus pulled apair of photographs from abriefcase
and laid them in front of Fitt Sde by side on the desk.

Pitt leaned over and studied them carefully. Thefirgt was a sngpshot of alight-haired man who wore the
uniform of a German nava officer He was caught in arelaxed pose, standing on the bridge of a ship and
peering out to sea, his hands resting carelesdy on a pair of binoculars that hung around his neck The face
in the second photograph stared back at Pitt with the familiar leer of a shaven-skulled Erich von
Stroheim. A huge white dog stood &t the lower half of the picture, crouched asif ready to pring. An
involuntary chill crept through Fitt’ s body as he remembered— remembered dl too vividly.

“There doesn't seem to be much of aresemblance”

Zacynthus nodded. “Admira Heibert did aremarkable job—scars, birthmarks, even his dentd fillings
matched von Till's”

“what about fingerprints?'



“Impossible to prove anything. There were no known records of von Till’ s prints, and Helbert had his
atered by surgery.”

Pitt sat back puzzled. “ Then how can we be sure—"

“The uninvited detail,” Zacynthus said dowly. “No matter how exhaugtingly they try or how diligently
they plan, dl criminals get their tails pinned to the wall by the uninvited detail. In Heibert’s case it was von
Till' sscdp?’

Aitt shook hisheed. “I don't follow you.”

“When von Till was ayoung man, he contracted a skin disease called Alpeciaareatawhich caused
complete baldness Heibert didn’t know this. He thought von Till had shaved his head in the Prussian
tradition, so quite naturaly hetook to the razor. It didn’t take the War Crimindsinvestigatorslong to
spot the growth. There was, of course, later evidence that confirmed Admira Helbert’ sidentity, but the
hair wasthefirg nail in the coffin.”

Fitt suddenly felt avague mixture of relief and satisfaction. “Has he svung yet?’

“Four daysago,” Zacynthus said matter of factly. “Y ou saw nothing in the newspapers because there
was nothing The Germans kept his capture and desth quiet. They’re Sick and tired of having the mud of
their Nazi past rubbed in their faces every time an old war crimind isferreted out. Besides, Helbert didn't
have the same notoriety as Bormann and afew others of Hitler’ s persond clique.”

“Makes you wonder how many more are scattered around the world,” Pitt murmured.

The telephone on the desk buzzed, and the Director picked it up. “Yes.. . yes, I'll pass aong the good
news, thank you.” He replaced the telephonein its cradle, his pitted face split in awide grin, and he
turned to Sandecker. “That was your office, Admird. Allow meto bethefirst to offer my
congratuletions.”

Sandecker rolled the cigar to one side of hismouth. “What in hdll for?’

The Director, till grinning, stood up and laid hishand on the Admird’ s shoulder. “It seemsthat your
marine oddity turned out to be aviviparous femae. Consequently, you, sir, are now the proud papaof a
bouncing baby Teaser.”

The steaming heat was beginning to fade, and the lengthening shadows were stretching far behind the
late afternoon sun when Fitt limped out onto the sidewa k He paused amoment and looked at the city.
The Streets were busy with homeward bound traffic, and soon al the surrounding buildings would be
mute and deserted.

Helooked toward the Capitol building in the distance, its white dome transformed into ablazing gold tint
from the falling sun, and he remembered another scene on afaraway beach and awhite shipand a
vibrant blue sea. It seemed s0 long ago, nearly an eternity.

Giordino and Zacynthus came down the steps and joined him.

Zacynthus spoke jovidly. “Gentlemen, | suggest that Sncewe are al single, debonair men-about-town
we combine forces and engage in abit of fun and frolic.”



“I'll buy that,” Giordino volunteered.

Pitt shrugged in mock sadness. “It wounds me deeply, but | must decline your intriguing invitation. |
aready have a previous engagement.”

“| think thisiswherel camein,” Giordino moaned.

Zacynthus laughed. *Y ou’' re making abig mistake. | happen to possess alittle black book which
contains the phone numbers of some of Washington' sfairest—"

Zacynthus suddenly stopped in midsentence and stared at the Street, hiseyeswide in blank
agtonishment.

A gargantuan black-and-silver car rolled slently

up to the curb and stopped. Elegant in design, majestic in appearance, the regal coachwork seemed out
of place beside the more modern mechanized treffic, likea

queen of the realm amid a bustling crowd of foul-smelling rabble. And as afitting touch, the piece de
resstance, alovely dark-haired girl graced the steering whedl.

“Good lord,” Zacynthus gasped. “Von Till’s Maybach.” He turned to Fitt. “How did you get it?’
"Tothevictor belong the spails” At grinned dyly.

Giordino raised an eyebrow. “Now | see what you meant by abulky souvenir. | might add that your
other souvenir isn't haf bad ether.”

Fitt opened the front door of the car. “I think you both know my ravishing chauffeur.”

“Sheremindsmeof agirl | oncemet inthe Aegean,” Giordino said smiling. “But this oneis much better
looking.”

The girl laughed. “Just to show that flattery hasitsreward, | forgive you for that rough ride through the
[abyrinth. Only next time give mewarning so | can put on some decent clothes.”

Giordino looked genuindly sheepish. “1 promise.”
Aitt turned to Zacynthus. Therewas afaint smilein Aitt' seyes. “Do meafavor, will you Zac?'
“if | can.”

"I'd like to borrow the services of one of your agents for a couple of weeks. Do you think you can
arangeit?’

Zacynthuslooked down at the girl and nodded. “I think so. The Bureau owes you that much.”

Pitt climbed Into the front seat and closed the door. Then he handed his cane out to Giordino. “Here, |
don’t think I’ll be needing thisanymore.”



Before Giordino could make an appropriate reply, the girl engaged the clutch, and the big town car
dipped into the moving line of traffic.

Giordino watched the high-roofed car until it rounded a distant corner and waslost from sight. Then he
turned and looked at Zacynthus.

“How are you a whipping up scalops with mushrooms in white wine sauce?’
Zacynthus shook hishead. “I’m afraid I ve never graduated beyond frozen TV dinners.”
“In that case, you can buy me adrink.”

“Youforget, I'monly apoor civil servant.”

“Then look upon me as an item on your expense account.”

Zacynthustried to look serious but tailed. Then he shrugged. “ Shal we?’

“Lets”

So arm in arm, much to the amusement of passerbys, the tall Zacynthus and the short Giordino, looking
al theworld like Mutt and Jeff, began walking down the sidewalk In the direction of the nearest bar.



