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July 15, 1966

ThePacific Ocean

The girl shaded the sun from her brown eyes and stared a alarge

pelican gliding above the ship's after cargo boom.

She admired the bird's soaring grace for afew minutes, then, growing

bored, she roseto asitting position, reveding evenly spaced red bars



across her tanned back, etched there by the dats of an ancient steamer

chair.

She looked around for signs of the deck crew, but they were nowherein
sight, so she shyly shifted her breasts to a more comfortable position

insde the scoop-necked braof her bikini.

Her body was hot and sweaty from the humin tropica air. She moved her
hand across her firm ssomach and felt the sweat rising through the skin.
She sat back in the chair again, soothed and rel axed, the throbbing best
of the old freighter's engines and the heavy warmth of the sun coaxing

her into drowsiness.

Thefear that churned inside her when she came on board had faded.

She no longer lay awake to the pounding of her heart, or searched the
crew's faces for expressions of suspicion, or waited for the captain to
grimly inform her that shewas under ship'sarrest. Shewasdowly

closing her mind to her crime and beginning to think about the future.

Shewasrdieved to find that guilt was afleeting emotion after all.

Out of the corner of her eye she caught the white jacket of the Oriental
mess boy as he stepped from a companionway. He approached
apprehensively, his eyes staring down at the deck, asif hewas

embarrassed to look at her nearly nude figure.



"Excuse me, MissWadlace, he said. " Captain Masters respectfully
requests you please dine with him and his officers tonight-if you are

feeling better, that is"

Egtelle W lace was thankful her degpening tan covered her blush.

She had feigned illness since embarking inSan Francisco and had taken
al her medsaonein her sateroom to avoid any conversation with the

ship's officers. She decided she couldn't remain arecluseforever.

Thetime had cometo practiceliving alie.

"Tell Captain Magters | fed much better. I'll be delighted to dine

with him."

"Hell be glad to hear that," the mess boy said with abroad smile that
revealed alarge gap in the middle of his upper teeth. "I'll seethe

cook fixesyou something specid.”

He turned and shuffled away with agait that seemed to Estdle atrifle

too obsequious, even for an Asan.

Securein her decison, sheinly stared up at the three-deck-high

minship superstructure of theSan Marino . The sky was remarkably blue



above the black smoke curling from the single stack, contrasting starkly

with the flaking white paint on the bulkheads.

"A stout ship," the captain had boasted when he led her to a stateroom.
He reassuringly ticked off her history and Satidtics, asif Edele

were afrightened passenger on her first canoe rine down the rapins.

Built during 1943 to the standardL iberty ship design, theSan Marino

had carried military supplies across theAtlantic toEngland , making the
round-trip crossing sixteen times. On one occasion, when she had
strayed from the convoy she was struck by atorpedo, but she refused to

sink and made it under her own power toLiverpool .

Since the war she had tramped the oceans of the world under the registry

of Panamanian-one of thirty ships owned by the Manx Steamship Company of
New Y ork, plying in and out of backwater ports. Measuring 441 feet in
length overall, with araked stern and cruiser stern, she plodded

through the Pecific swells at deven knots. With only afew more

profitable yearsleft in her, theSan Marino mould eventualy end up as

scrap.

Rust streaked her stedl skin. Shelooked as sordid as a Bowery hooker,

but in the eyes of Estelle Wl lace she was virgin and beautiful.

Already Egtelle's past was blurring. With each revolution of theworn

engines, the gap widened between Estell€sdrab life of saif denid and



an eagerly sought fantasy.

Thefirst step of ArtaCasilighio's metamorphosisinto Estelle Wallace
was when she discovered alost passport wedged under the seet of a

Wilshire Boulevardbus during thel.os Angeles evening rush hour.

Without redlly knowing why, Artadipped it into her purse and took it

home.

Dayslater, she had gtill not returned the document to the bus driver or
mailed it to the rightful owner. She studied the pages with their

foreign sampsfor hoursat atime. Shewasintrigued by thefacein

the photo. Although more stylishly made up, it bore agtartling
resemblance to her own. Both women were about the same age-less than
eight months separated their birthdays. The brown shade of their eyes
matched, and except for adifferencein, hairstyles and afew shades of

tint, they might have passed for sgters.

She began to make hersdlf up to look like Estelle Wl lace, an alter ego
that could escape, mentally at least, to the exotic places of the world

that were denied timid, mousy Arta Caslighio.

One evening after closing hours at the bank where she worked, she found
her eyes|ocked on the stacks of newly printed currency delivered that

afternoon from the Federa Reserve Bank in downtownLos Angeles.



She had become so used to handling large sums of money during her
four-year tenure that she was immune to the mere sght-alassitude that
afflictsal tellers sooner or later. Y et inexplicably, thistimethe

piles of green-printed tender beguiled her. Subconscioudy she began to

pictureit as belonging to her.

Artawent home that weekend and locked herself in her gpartment to
fortify her resolve and plan the crime she intended to commit,
practicing every gesture, every motion until they came smoothly to her
without hestation. All Sunday night shelay awake until the darm went

off, bathed in cold sweat, but determined to see the act through.

The cash shipment arrived every Monday by armored car and usudly
totaled from sx to eight hundred thousand dollars. It wasthen
re-counted and held until distribution on Wednesday to the bank's branch

offices, scattered throughout thel.os Angeles basin.

She had decided the time to make her move was on Monday evening, while

she was putting her money drawer in the vaullt.

In the morning, after she showered and made up her face, Artadonned a
pair of panty hose. Shewound aroll of two-sided sticky tape around

her legs from min-caf to thetop of her thighs, leaving the protective
outer layer of thetapein place. Thisodd bit of handiwork was covered

with along skirt that came almost to her ankles, hiding the tape with



inchesto spare.

Next she took negtly trimmed packets of bond paper and dipped them into
alarge pouch-style purse. Each displayed acrisp new five-dollar bill
on the outer sides and was bound with genuine blue and white Federd

Reserve Bank wrappers. To the casua eye they would appear authentic.

Artastood in front of afull-length mirror and repested over and over,

"ArtaCadlighio no longer exigts. Y ou are now Estelle Wdlace."

The deception seemed to work. Shefdt her musclesrelax, and her
breathing became dower, shalower. Then she took a deep breath, threw

back her shoulders and left for work.

In her anxiety to gppear normal she inadvertently arrived at the bank

ten minutes early, an astounding event to al who knew her well, but
thiswas Monday morning and no one took notice. Once she settled behind
her teller's counter every minute seemed an hour, every hour alifetime.
Shefet strangely detached from the familiar surroundings, and yet any
thought of forgetting the hazardous scheme was quickly suppressed.

Mercifully, fear and panic remained dormant.

Whensix o'clock finally rolled around, and one of the assistant vice
presidents closed and locked the massive front doors, she quickly

balanced her cash box and dipped quietly off to the ladies room, where



in the privacy of astdl she unwound the tape's outer layer from around
her legs and flushed it down the toilet. She then took the bogus money
packets and fixed them to the tape, stamping her feet to make certain

none would drop off as she walked.

Satisfied everything was ready, she came out and dawdled in the lobby
until the other tellers had placed their cash drawersin the vault and
left. Two minutes doneinsidethat great sted cubiclewasdl she

needed and two minutes alone was what she got.

Swiftly she pulled up the skirt and with precise movements exchanged the

phony packetsfor those containing genuine bills.

When she stepped out of the vault and smiled agood evening to the
assistant vice President as he nodded her out a Side door, she couldn't

believe shed actudly gotten awvay with it.

Seconds after entering her apartment, she shed the skirt, stripped the
money packets from her legs and counted them. Thetaly cameto

$51,000.

Not nearly enough.

Disappointment burned within her. She would need at least twice that

sum to leave the country and maintain aminima level of comfort while

increasing the lion's share through investiments.



The ease of the operation had made her heady. did she dare make another
foray into thevault? she wondered. The Federd Reserve Bank money
was already counted and wouldn't be distributed to the branch banks

until Wednesday. Tomorrow was Tuesday. She still had another chanceto

strike again before the loss was discovered.

Why not?

The thought of ripping off the same bank twice in two days excited her.
Perhaps Arta Caslighio lacked the gutsfor it, but Estelle Wallace

required no coaxing at all.

That evening she bought alarge old-fashioned suitcase at a secondhand
store and made afase bottom in it. She packed the money aong with
her clothes and took a cab to thel os Angelesinternationa Airport ,
where she stored the suitcase overnight in alocker and purchased a

ticket toSan Francisco on an early-evening Tuesday flight.

Wrapping her unused Monday night ticket in a newspaper, she dropped it
in atrash receptacle. With nothing remaining to be done, she went home

and dept like arock.

The second robbery went as smoothly asthe first. Three hours after

leaving the Beverly-Wilshire Bank for the last time, she was re-counting



the money in aSan Francisco hotel. The combined total cameto
$128,000. Not astaggering prize by inflationary standards, but more

than amplefor her needs.

The next step was rdatively smple. She checked through the newspapers
for ship departures and found theSan Marino , a cargo freighter bound

forAuckland,New Zedand , a six-thirty thefollowing morning.

An hour before sailing time, she mounted the gangplank. The captain
claimed he seldom took passengers, but kindly consented to take her on
board for amutudly agreed fare-which Estelle suspected went into his

wallet ingtead of the steamship company's coffers.

Estelle stepped across the threshold of the officers dining saloon and
paused uncertainly for amoment, facing the appraising stares of Sx men

stting inthe room.

Her coppery-tinted hair fell past her shoulders and nearly matched her
tan. Sheworealong, deek pink T-shirt dressthat clung indl the

right places. A white bone bracelet was her only accessory. Tothe
officersrising to their feet the smple elegance of her appearance

created a sensation.

Captain Irwin Magters, atal man with graying hair, came over and took
her arm. "MissWadlace" hesaid, smiling warmly. "It's good to see

you looking fit."



"| think theworst isover," shesaid.

"l don't mind admitting, | was beginning to worry. Not leaving your
cabin for five days made me fear the worst. With no doctor on board, we

would have beenin afix if you needed medica treatment.”

"Thank you," she said softly.

Helooked at her in mild surprise. "Thank me, for what?"

"For your concern." She gave hisarm agentle squeeze. "lt'sbeena

long time since anyone worried about me."

He nodded and winked. "That'swhat ship captainsarefor.”

Then he turned to the other officers. "Gentlemen, may | present Miss
Egdle Walace, who isgracing uswith her lovely presence until we

dock inAuckland ."

The introductions were made. She was amused by the fact that most of
the men were numbered. Thefirgt officer, the second officer-even a
fourth. They al shook her hand asif it were made of ddlicate

china-al except the engineering officer, ashort ox-shouldered man with

a Savic accent. He siffly bent over and kissed the tips of her



fingers

Thefirgt officer motioned at the mess boy, who was standing behind a

smdl mahogany bar. "Miss Walace, what's your pleasure?’

"Would it be possibleto haveadaiquiri? I'minthemood for

something swest.”

"Absolutely,” thefirg officer replied. "TheSan Marino may not bea
luxurious cruiseliner, but we do run thefinest cocktail bar in this

|atitude of the Pecific.”

"Behonest,” the captain admonished good-naturedly. ™Y ou neglected to

mention we're probably the only ship in thislatitude.”

"A mereddail." Thefirg officer shrugged. "Lee, one of your famous

daiquirisfor theyoung lady."

Egtelle watched with interest as the mess boy expertly squeezed the lime

and poured the ingredients. Every movement came with aflourish. The

frothy drink tasted good, and she had to fight adesireto down it al

at once.

"Lee" shesad, "youreamarve."

"Heisthat," said Magters. "Wewerelucky to sign himon."



Estelle took another sip of her drink. ™Y ou seem to have anumber of

Orientalsin your crew.”

"Replacements,” Magters explained. "Ten of the crew jumped ship after

we docked inSan Francisco . Fortunately, Lee and nine of hisfellow

Koreans arrived from the maritime hiring hall before salling time.”

"All damned queer, if you ask me," the second officer grunted.

Masters shrugged. " Crew members jumping ship in port has been going on

snce Cro-Magnon man built the first raft. Nothing queer about it."

The second officer shook his head doubtfully. "One or two maybe, but

not ten! TheSan Marino isatight ship, and the captain hereisa

fair skipper. There was no reason for amass exodus.”

"Theway of thesea" Magters Sighed. "The Koreans are clean,

hardworking seamen. | wouldn't trade them for half the cargo in our

holds."

"That'sapretty siff price,” muttered the engineering officer.

"Isit improper," Estdlle ventured, to ask what cargo you're carrying?'



"Not at dl," the very young fourth officer offered eagerly. "In San

Francisco our holds were loaded with-"

"Titanium ingots," Captain Magterscut in.

"Eight million dollarsworth,” added thefirg officer, eyeing the

fourth sternly.

"Onceagain, please" Estdle said, handing her empty glassto the mess
boy. Sheturned back to Masters. "I've heard of titanium, but | have

no ideawhat it'sused for."

"When properly processed in pure form, titanium becomes stronger and
lighter than stedl, an asset that putsit in great demand by builders of

jet arcraft engines. It'saso widely used in the manufacture of

paints, rayon and plagtics. | suspect you even havetracesof itin

your cosmetics.”

The cook, an anemic-looking Oriental with a sparkling white gpron leaned

through a side door and nodded at Lee, who in turn tapped aglasswith a

mixing Spoon.

"Dinner ready to be served,” he said in his heavily accented English,

while flashing his gap-toothed amile.

it was afabulous medl, one Estelle promised herself never to forget. To



be surrounded by six handsomely uniformed and attentive men wasdl

that her femae vanity could endurein one evening.

After ademitasse, Captain Masters excused himsalf and headed for the
bridge. One by one, the other officers drifted off to their duties, and
Egedletook atour of the deck with the engineering officer. He
entertained her with tales of sea superdtitions, eerie monsters of the

deep and funny titbits of scuttlebutt about the crew that made her

laugh.

At last they reached the door of her stateroom, and he gallantly kissed
her hand again. She accepted when he asked her to join him for

breskfast in the morning.

She entered the tiny cabin, clicked the lock on the door and switched on
the overhead light. Then she closed the curtain tightly over the single

porthole, pulled the suitcase from under the bed and opened it.

Thetop tray contained her cosmetics and carelesdy jumbled underthings,
and sheremoved it. Next came several negtly folded blouses and skirts.
These she adso removed and set aside to later steam out the wrinklesin
the shower. Gently inserting anail file around the edges of thefalse

bottom of the suitcase, she pried it up.

Then she sat back and sighed with relief. The money was il there,



stacked and bound in the Federal Reserve Bank wrappers.

She had hardly spent any of it.

She stood up and dipped her dress over her head-daringly, she wore

nothing benesth-and collapsed across the bed, hands behind her head.

She closed her eyes and tried to picture the shocked expressions on her
supervisors faceswhen they discovered the money and rdligblelittle
ArtaCaslighio missng & the sametime. -She had fooled them dl! She
felt astrange, dmost sexud, thrill a knowing the FBI would post her
ontheir list of mogt wanted criminds. Theinvestigatorswould

guestion al her friends and neighbors, search al her old haunts, check
athousand and one banks for sudden large deposits of consecutively

numbered bills-but they would come up dry.

Arta, dias Egtdle, was not where they'd expect her to be.

She opened her eyes and stared at the now familiar walls of her

stateroom. Oddly the room began to dip away from her. Objects were
focusing and unfocusing into a blurry montage. Her blander sgnded a

trip to the bathroom, but her body refused to obey any command to move.
Every muscle seemed frozen. Then the door opened and Lee the mess boy

entered with another Oriental crewman.

Leewasn't amiling.



This can't be happening, shetold hersdf. The mess seward wouldn't

dare intrude on her privacy while she was lying naked on the bed.

it had to be acrazy dream brought on by the lavish food and drink, a

nightmare stoked by the fires of indigestion.

She felt detached from her body, asif she were watching the eerie scene
from one corner of the stateroom. Lee gently carried her through the

doorway, down the passageway and onto the deck.

Severd of the Korean crewmen were there, their ova facesilluminated
by bright overhead floodlights. They were hoisting large bundles and
dropping them over the ship'srailing. Abruptly, one of the bundles
stared at her. It was the ashen face of the young fourth officer, eyes
winein amixture of disbelief and terror. Then he too disappeared over

thesde.

Leewasleaning over her, doing something to her feet. She could fed
nothing, only alethargic numbness. He appeared to be attaching a

length of rusty chain to her ankles.

Why would he do that? shewondered vagudly. She watched indifferently
as shewaslifted into the air. Then she was released and floated

through the darkness.



Something struck her agreat blow, knocking the breath from her lungs. A
cool, yieding force closed over her. A relentless pressure enveloped
her body and dragged her downward, squeezing her internal organsin a

giant vise.

Her eardrums exploded, and in that instant of tearing pain, total
clarity flooded her mind and she knew it was no dream. Her mouth opened

to emit ahysterical scream.

No sound came. Theincreasing water density soon crushed her chest
cavity, Her lifeless body drifted into the waiting arms of the abyssten

thousand feet below.

July 25, 1989

Cook Inlet, AlaskaBLACK CLOUDS ROLLED MENACINGLY over the seafrom
Kodiak Idandand turned the deep blue-green surface to lead. The

orange glow of the sun was snuffed out like a candle flame. Unlike most

stormsthat swept in from theGulf of Alaska creeting fifty- or

hundred-mile-an-hour winds, this one bred amild breeze. The rain began

tofdl, sparingly at firgt, then building to adeluge that best the

water white.

On the bridge wing of the Coast Guard cutter Catawba, Lieutenant

Commander Amos Dover peered through apair of binoculars, eyes straining



to penetrate the downpour. It waslike staring into a shimmering stage
curtain. Vishility died a four hundred meters. Therain felt cold
againg hisface and colder yet asit trickled past the upturned collar

of hisfoul-westher jacket and down his neck. Finally he spat a
waterlogged cigarette over theralling and stepped into the dry warmth

of the whedhouse.

"Radar!” he called out gruffly.

"Contact six hundred fifty meters dead ahead and closing,” the radar
operator replied without lifting his eyesfrom the tiny images on the

Sscope.

Doverunbuttoned his jacket and wiped the moisture from his neck with a
handkerchief. Trouble wasthe last thing he expected during moderate

westher.

Sdldom did one of thefishing fleet or private pleasure craft go missing

in midsummer. Winter was the season when the gulf turned nasty and
unforgiving. Chilled Arctic air meeting warmer air risng from the

Alaska Current detonated incredible winds and towering seas that crushed
hulls and iced deck structures until aboat grew top-heavy, rolled over

and sank like a brick.

A distress cdll had been received by avessd cdling hersdf the Arnie



Marie. One quick SOS followed by a L oran position and thewords ™. . .

think al dying"

Repeated cals requesting further information were sent out, but the

radio onboard the Arnie Marie remained silent.

Anair search was out of the question until the westher cleared.

Every ship within a hundred miles changed course and steamed full speed
in response to the emergency signas. Because of her greater speed,
Doverreckoned the Catawba would be the first to reach the stricken
vesd. Her big diesds had aready pushed her past acoastal freighter

and ahalibut long-liner gulf boet, leaving them rocking in her wake.

Doverwas agreat bear of aman who had pain his duesin searescue.
Hed spent twelve yearsin northern waters, stubbornly throwing his
shoulder againg every sadistic whim theArctic had thrown him. He was
tough and wind-worn, dow and shambling in his physical movements, but
he possessed a calculatorlike mind that never failed to awe hiscrew. In
lesstime than it had taken to program the ship's computers, he had
figured thewind factor and current drift, arriving at a position where

he knew the ship, wreckage or any survivors should be found-and he'd hit

it right on the nose.

The hum of the engines below hisfeet seemed to take on afeverish

pitch. Like an unleashed hound, the Catawba seemed to pick up the scent



of her quarry. Anticipation gripped al hands.

Ignoring therain, they lined the decks and bridge wings.

"Four hundred meters,” the radar operator sang out.

Then a seaman clutching the bow staff began pointing vigoroudy into the

ran.

Doverleaned out the wheelhouse door and shouted through abullhorn. "Is

she efloat?'

"Buoyant as arubber duck in abathtub,” the seaman bellowed back

through cupped hands.

Dovernodded to the lieutenant on watch. "Sow engines”

"Enginesonethird,” the watch lieutenant acknowledged ashe moved a

series of levers on the ship's automated console.

The Arnie Marie dowly emerged through the preci pitation.

They expected to find her half awash, in asinking condition.

But she sat proud in the water, drifting in the light swellswithout a



hint of distress. There was a silence about her that seemed unnaturd,
amost ghogtly. Her decks were deserted, andDover 's hail over the

bullhorn went unanswered.

"A crabber by thelook of her,"Dover muttered to no onein particular.
"Sted hull, about a hundred and ten feet. Probably out of ashipyard

inNew Orleans."

The radio operator leaned out of the communications room and motioned to
Dover. "From the Board of Register, Sr. The Arnie Marie's owner and

skipper is Carl Keating- Home port is Kodiak."

AganDover hailed the strangdly quiet crab boat, thistime andressing

Kesgting by name. Therewas till no response.

The Catawbadowly circled and hove to a hundred meters away, then

stopped her engines and drifted dongside.

The steel-cage crab pots were neatly stacked on the deserted deck, and a
wisp of exhaust smoke puffed from the funnel, suggesting that her diesdl
engineswereinling in neutral. No human movement could be detected

through the ports or the windows of the wheelhouse.

The boarding party consisted of two officers, Ensggn Pat Murphy and
Lieutenant Marty Lawrence. Without the usua smal talk they donned

their exposure suits, which would protect them from the frigin watersif



they accinentally fel into the sea. They had lost count of thetimes
they had conducted routine examinations of foreign fishing vessdsthat
drayed indgde the Alaskan 200-milefishing limit, yet there was nothing
routine about thisinvestigation. No flesh-and-blood crew lined the
railsto greet them. They climbed into asmal rubber Zodiac propelled

by an outboard motor and cast off.

Darkness was only afew hours away. Therain had eased to adrizzle but
thewind had increased, and the seawas rising. An eerie quiet gripped
the Catawba. No one spoke; it was as though they were afraid to, at

least until the spell produced by the unknown was broken.

They watched as Murphy andLawrence tied their tiny craft to the crab
boat, hoisted themselves to the deck and disappeared through a doorway

into themain cabin.

Severd Minutes dragged by. Occasionally one of the searcherswould

appear on the deck only to vanish again down a hatchway.

The only sound in the Catawba's wheelhouse came from the static over the
ship's open radiophone loudspeaker, turned up to high volume and tuned

to an emergency frequency.

Suddenly, with such unexpected abruptness that evenDover twitched in

surprise, Murphy's voice loudly reverberated inside the wheelhouse.



"Catawba, thisisArnie Marie"

"Go ahead, Arnie Marie,"Dover answered into a microphone.

"They'redl dead.”

The words were so cold, so terse, nobody absorbed them at first.

"Repest."

"No sgn of apulsein any of them. Even the cat bought it."

Wheat the boarding party found was a ship of the dead. Skipper Kegting |
s body rested on the deck, his head leaning againgt a bulkhead beneath
theradio. Scattered throughout the boat in the galley, the messroom

and the deeping quarters were the corpses of the Arnie Mari€'s crew.
Their facid expressonswerefrozen in twisted agony and their limbs
contorted in grotesque positions, as though they had violently thrashed
away ther find momentsof life. Their skin had turned an odd black
color, and they had gushed blood from every orifice. The ship's Samese

cat lay beside athick wool blanket it had shredded in its death throes.

Dover's face reflected puzzlement rather than shock at Murphy's

description. "Can you determine acause?' he asked.



"Not even agood guess," Murphy came back. "No indication of struggle.

No marks on the bodies, yet they bled like daughtered pigs.

Looks like whatever killed them struck everyone at the sametime.”

"Stand by."

Doverturned and surveyed the faces around him until he spotted the

ship's surgeon, Lieutenant Commander |saac Thayer.

Doc Thayer was the most popular man aboard the ship. An oldtimer inthe
Coast Guard service, he had long ago given up the plush officesand high

income of shore medicine for therigors of searescue.

"What do you make of it, Doc?' Doverasked.

Thayer shrugged and smiled. "L ooks asthough | better make ahouse

cdl.”

Doverpaced the bridge impatiently while Doc Thayer entered a second

Zodiac and motored across the gap divining the two vessels.

Doverordered the helmsman to position the Catawba to take the crab boat
intow. He was concentrating on the maneuver and didn't notice the

radio operator standing at his elbow.



"A ggnd justin, gr, from abush pilot arlifting suppliesto ateam

of scientigson Augugtineidand.”

"Not now,"Dover said brusquely.

"It'surgent, Captain," the radio operator perssted.

"Okay, read the guts of it."

"'Scientific party al dead." Then something unintelligible and what

sounds like 'Save me."'Dover stared at him blankly. "That'sdl?"

"Yes, dr. | tried to raise him again, but there was no reply.”

Doverdidn't have to sudy achart to know Augustine was an uninhabited

volcanic idand only thirty miles northeast of his present pogtion. A

sudden, sickening redlization coursed through his mind.

He snatched the microphone and shouted into the mouthpiece,

"Murphy! Y ou there?'

Nothing.

"Murphy . . .Lawrence. . . do you'read me?"'



Again no answer.

He looked through the bridge window and saw Doe Thayer climb over the
ral of the Arnie Marie. Dovercould move fast for aman of his

mountai nous proportions. He snatched a bullhorn and ran outside.

"Doc! Come back, get off that boat!" hisamplified voice boomed over

the water.

Hewastoo late. Thayer had already ducked into a hatchway and was

gone.

The men on the bridge stared at their captain, incomprehension written
inther eyes. Hisfacia musclestensed and therewas alook of
desperation about him as he rushed back into the wheelhouse and clutched

the microphone.

"Doc, thisisDover , can you hear me?"

Two minutes passed, two endless minuteswhileDover tried to raise his

men on the Arnie Marie. Even the earsplitting scream of the Catawbas

srenfailed to draw aresponse.

At last Thayer's voice came over the bridge with astrangeicy calm.



"| regret to report that Ensign Murphy and Lieutenant Lawrence are dead.
| canfind nolifesgns. Whatever the causeit will strike me beforel

can escape. Y ou must quarantinethis boat. Do you understand, Amos?"

Doverfound it impossible to grasp that he was suddenly abouit to lose

hisold friend. "Do not undergtand, but will comply.”

"Good. I'll describe the symptoms as they come. Beginning to fed

light-headed adready. Pulseincreasing toonefifty . May have

contracted the cause by skin absorption. Pulse one seventy.”

Thayer paused. His next words came hatingly.

"Growing nausea. Legs..... cannolonger . . . support. Intense

burning sensation..... in snusregion. Internd organsfed like

they're exploding.”

Asone, everybody on the bridge of the Catawba leaned closer to the

speaker, unable to comprehend that aman they al knew and respected was

dying ashort distance away.

"Pulse. .. over two hundred. Pain. .. excruciating.

Blacknessclosing vison." Therewas an audible moan. "Tdl . . .



tell my wife The speaker went slent.

Y ou could smell the shock, seeit in the winened eyes of the crew

gtanding in stricken horror.

Dovergtared numbly at the tomb named the Arnie Marie, his hands

clenched in helplessness and despair.

"What's happening?' he murmured tondesdy. "What in God's nameis

killing everyone?'

"I SAY HANG THE BASTARD,

"Oscar, mind your languagein front of the girls.”

"They've heard worse. It'sinsane. The scum murdersfour kinsand some

cretin of ajudge throws the case out of court because the defendant was

too stoned on drugs to understand hisrights.

God, canyou believeit?

Carolyn Lucas poured her husband'sfirst cup of coffee for the day and

whisked their two young daughters off to the school bus stop. He

gestured menacinily at the TV asif it were the fault of the anchorman

announcing the newsthat the killer roamed free.



Oscar Lucas had away of talking with his handsthat bore little
resemblance to sign language for the deaf. He sat stoop-shouldered at

the breakfagt table, a position that camouflaged hislanky six foot

frame. His head was as bald as an egg except for afew graying strands
around the temples, and his bushy brows hovered over apair of oak-brown
eyes. Not oneto join the Washington, D.C blue pinstripe brigade, he

was dressed in dacks and sportcoat.

In hisearly forties, Lucas might have passed for adentist or

bookkeeper instead of the specia agent in charge of the Presidential
Protection Division of the Secret Service. During histwenty yearsas

an agent he had fooled many people with his nice neighbor-next-door
appearance, from the Presidents whose lives he guarded to the potentia
assassins he'd stonewalled before they had an opportunity to act. On
the job he came off aggressive and solemn, yet at home he was usudly
full of mischief and humor except, of course, when he was influenced by

theeight A.m. news.

Lucastook afina sp of coffee and rose from the table. He held open

his coat-he was |eft-handed-and adjusted the high-rine hip holster

holding a Smith and Wesson .357 Magnum Mode 19 revolver with atwo-inch
barrd. The standard issue gun was provided by the Service when he had
finished training and started out as arookie agent in theDenver field
officeinvedtigating counterfeitersand forgers. He had drawn it only

twiceintheline of duty, but had yet to pull thetrigger outside a



firing range.

Carolyn was unloading the dishwasher when he came up behind her, pulled

away acascade of blond hair and pecked her on the neck. "I'm off."

"Don't forget tonight isthe pool party across the street at the

Hardings."

"l should be homeintime. Thebossisn't scheduled to leave the White

House today.”

She looked up at him and smiled. "Y ou see that he doesn't.”

“I'll inform the President firgt thing that my wife frowns on me working

late"

Shelaughed and leaned her head briefly on his shoulder. "Six o'clock.”

"Youwin," hesaid in mock weariness and stepped out the back door.

L ucas backed his leased government car, a plush Buick sedan, into the

street and headed downtown. Before reaching the end of the block he

called the Secret Service centra command office over hiscar radio.

"Crown, thisisLucas. I'm en route to the White House."



"Haveanicetrip," ametalic voicereplied.

Already he began to sweat. He turned on the air conditioner.

The summer hest in the nation's capital never seemed to dacken.

The huminity wasin the nineties and the flags d ong Embassy Row on

Massachusetts Avenuehung limp and lifdessin the muggy air.

He dowed and stopped at the checkpoint gate onWest Executive Avenue
and paused for afew moments while a uniformed guard of the Service
nodded and passed him through. Lucas parked the car and entered the

west executive entrance on the lower levd of the White House.

At the SS command post, code-named W-16, he stopped to chat with the men

monitoring an array of eectronic communication equipment.

Then he took the stairsto his office on the second floor of the East

Wing.

Thefirg thing he did each morning, after settling behind his desk was

to check the President's schedule, a ong with advance reports by the

agentsin charge of planning security.

Lucas studied the folder containing future presidential "movements' a



second time, congternation growing across hisface.

There had been an unexpected andition-abig one. Heflung down the
folder inirritation, swung around in hisswivel chair and stared &t the

wadl.

Most Presidents were crestures of habit, ran tight schedules and riginly
adhered to them. Clocks could be set by Nixon's comings and goings,

Reagan and Carter seldom deviated from fixed plans.

Not the new man in the Oval Office. Helooked upon the Secret Service

detail asanuisance, and what was worse, he was unpredictable as hell.

To Lucas and his deputy agentsit was a twenty-four-hour game trying to
keep one step ahead of the"Man," guessing where he might suddenly
decide to go and when, and what visitors he might invite without
providing time for proper security measures. it was agame L ucas often

logt.

In less than aminute he was down the stairs and in the West Wing
confronting the second most powerful man in the executive branch, Chief

of Staff Danid Fawcett.

"Good morning, Oscar,” Fawcett said, smiling benignly. "I thought you'd

come charging in about now."



"There appearsto be anew excurson in the schedule," Lucas sad, his

tone busnedike.

"Sorry about that. But abig voteis coming up on aid to the Eastern

bloc countries and the President wants to work his charms on Senator

Larimer and Spesker of the House Moran to swing their support for his

program.”

"So he'staking them for aboat rine.”

"Why not? Every President since Herbert Hoover has used the

presidentia yacht for high-level conferences.”

"I'm not arguing the reason,” Lucasreplied firmly. "I'm protesting the

timing."

Fawcett gave him an innocent look. "Wheat'swrong with Frinay evening?'

"Y ou know damn well what'swrong. That's only two days away."

n $?

"For acruise down thePotomac with an overnight layover aaMount Vernon

my advance team needs five daysto plan security.



A complete system of communications and darmshasto beingalled on
the grounds. The boat must be swept for explosives and listening
devices, the shores checked out-and the Coast Guard requires lead time
to provide a cutter on theriver as an escort. We can't do a decent job

intwo days."

Fawcett was afeisty, eager indivinua with a sharp nose, asquare red
face and intense eyes; he dways |ooked like ademoalition expert eyeing

adeserted building.

"Don't you think you're making thisinto an overkill, Oscar?

Assassinations take place on crowded streets, or in theaters. Who ever

heard of ahead of state being attacked on a boat?"

"It can happen anywhere, anytime," Lucas said with an uncompromising
look. "Have you forgotten the guy we stopped who was attempting to

hijack a plane heintended to crash into Air Force One?

Thefactis, most nation attempts take place when the President

isaway from his cusomary haunts."

"The President isfirm on the date," Fawcett said. "Aslong asyou work

for the President you'll do as you're ordered, same as me.



If hewantsto row adinghy alonetoMiami , that's his choice.”

Fawcett had struck the wrong nerve. Lucas face turned rigin and he
moved until he was standing toe to toe with the White House Chief of

Staff.

"First off, by order of Congress, | don't work for the President.

| work for the Treasury Department. So he can't tell me to bug off and
go hisownway. My duty isto provide him with the best security with
the least inconvenienceto hisprivate life. When he takes the elevator

to hisliving quarters upstairs, my men and | remain below.

But from the time he steps out on thefirst floor until he goes back up

again, hisass belongsto the Secret Service."

Fawcett was perceptive about the personalities of the men who worked
around the President. He realized held overstepped with Lucas and was
wise enough to cal off thewar. He knew Lucas was dedicated to hisjob

and loya beyond any question to the man in the Ova Office.

But there was no way they could be close friends-professiona associates

perhaps, reserved, but watchful of each other. Since they were not

rivalsfor power, they would never be enemies.

"No need to get upset, Oscar. | stand reprimanded. I'll inform the



President of your concern. But | doubt if helll change hismind.”

Lucassighed. "WEéIl do our best with thetimeleft. But he must be

made to understand that it'simperative for him to cooperate with his

security people.”

"What can | say? Y ou know better than | do that al politiciansthink
they'reimmorta. To them power is more than an aphrodisiac-it'sadrug
high and acohalic haze combined. Nothing excitesthem or inflates
their ego like amob of people cheering and clamoring to shake their
hand. That'swhy they'real vulnerableto akiller sanding inthe

right place & theright time."

"Tdl meabout it," said Lucas. "I've baby-sat four Presidents.”

"And you haven't lost aone," Fawcett anded.

"| came close twice with Ford, once with Reagan.”

"Y ou can't predict behavior patterns accurately.”

"Maybe not. But after al these yearsin the protection racket you

develop agut reaction. That'swhy | fedl uneasy about this boat

cruise”



Fawcett giffened. "Y ou think someoneis out to kill him?"

"Someoneisaways out to kill him. Weinvestigate twenty possible

craziesaday and carry an active caseload of two thousand personswe

consider dangerous or capable of nation."

Fawcett put his hand on Lucas shoulder. "Don't worry, Oscar.

Frinay's excurson won't be given to the press until the last minute. |

promise you that much.”

"| gppreciate that, Dan."

"Besides, what can happen out on thePotomac 7'

"Maybe nothing. Maybe the unexpected,” Lucas answered, a strange

vacancy inhisvoice. "It'sthe unexpected thet gives me nightmares.”

Megan Blair, the Presdent's secretary, noticed Dan Fawcett standing in

the doorway of her cubbyhole office and nodded a him over her

typewriter. "Hi, Dan. | didn't see you.”

"How'sthe Chief thismorning?' he asked, hisdaily ritua of testing

the water before entering the Oval Office.

"Tired," she answered. "The reception honoring the movie industry ran



past one A.M."

Megan was a handsome woman in her early forties, with abright
small-town friendliness. She wore her black hair cropped short and was
ten pounds on the skinny sde. She was adynamo who loved her job and
her bosslike nothing dsein her life. Shearrived early, I€ft late

and worked weekends. Unmarried, with only two casud affairs behind
her, sherdished her independent single life. Fawcett was always

amazed that she could carry on a conversation and type at the sametime,

"I'll treed lightly, and keep his gppointments to aminimum so he can

takeit easy."

"You'retoo late. HeEs dready in conference with Admira Sandecker.”

"Who?'

"Admiral James Sandecker. Director of the National Underwater and

Marine Agency.”

A look of annoyance crossed Fawcett'sface. Hetook hisrole asthe
guardian of the President's time serioudy and resented any intrusion on
histerritory. Any penetration of his protective ring was athresat to

his power base. How in hell had Sandecker sneaked around him? he

wondered.



Megan read hismood. "The Presdent sent for the admird,” she

explained. "l think he's expecting you to St in on the meeting.”

Pecified to asmall degree, Fawcett nodded and walked into the Oval
Office. The President was seated on a sofa studying several papers
strewn on alarge coffeetable. A short, thin man with red hair and a

matching Vandyke heard sat across from him.

The President looked up. "Dan, I'm glad you're here. Y ou know Admira

Sandecker?"

"YS,"

Sandecker rose and shook his hand. The admira'sgrip wasfirm and
brief. He nodded wordlesdy to Fawcett, curtly acknowledging his
presence. It was not rudeness on Sandecker's part. He came acrossasa
man who played sraight ball, encasing himsdlf in acold, tensle shell,
bowing to no one. He was hated and envied in Washington, but
universally respected because he never chose sides and dways ddlivered

what was asked of him.

The President motioned Fawcett to the sofa, patting a cushion next to
him. "Sit down, Dan. |'ve asked the admiral to brief meon acriss

that's developed in the waters off Alaska."”



"l haven't heard of it."

"I'm not surprised,” said the President. "The report only cameto my

attention an hour ago." He paused and pointed the tip of a pencil a an

areacircled in red on alarge nautica chart. "Here, ahundred and

eighty miles southwest of Anchorage in the Cook Inlet region, an

undetermined poisoniskilling everything in the sea.”

"Soundslikeyouretaking oil ill?!

"Far worse, replied Sandecker, leaning back on the couch.

"What we have here is an unknown agent that causes death in humansand

saalifeless than one minute after contact.”

"How isthat possble?’

"Most poisonous compounds gain access to the body by ingestion or

inhaation,” Sandecker explained. "The suff we're dedling with kills

by skin absorption.”

"It must be highly concentrated in asmall areato be so potent.”

"If you call athousand square miles of open water smdl.”



The President looked puzzled. "I can't imagine asubstance with such

awesome potency.”

Fawcett looked at the admira. "What kind of Satigtics are we facing?!

"A Coast Guard cutter found aKodiak fishing boat drifting with the crew
dead. Two investigators and a doctor were sent onboard and died too. A
team of geophysicistson anidand thirty miles away were found dead by
abush pilot flying in supplies. He died while sending out a distress

ggnd. A few hourslater a Japanese fishing trawler reported seeing a
school of nearly ahundred gray whales suddenly turn belly up. The

trawler then disappeared.

No trace was found. Crab beds, seal colonies-wiped out. That'sonly
the beginning. There may be many more fatdities that we don't have

word on yet."

"If the spread continues unchecked, what's the worst we can expect?’

"Thevirtud extinction of al marinelifein the Gulf of Alaska

And if it entersthe Japan Current and is carried south, it could poison
every man, fish, anima and bird it touched along the West Coast asfar
south as Mexico. The human desth toll could conceivably reach into the
hundreds of thousands. Fishermen, swimmers, anyone who waked aong a

contaminated shoreline, anybody who ate contaminated fish-it'slikea



chain reaction. | don't even want to think what might happen if it
evaporates into the atmosphere and fallswith therain over theinland

Sates!”

Fawcett found it dmost impossible to grasp the enormity of it.

"Chrig, whet in hdll isit?'

"Too early totdl," Sandecker replied. "The Environmenta Protection
Agency has acomputerized mass data storage and retrieval system that
contains detailed information on two hundred relevant characteristics of

some e even hundred chemical compounds.

Within afew seconds they can determine the effects a hazardous

substance can have when spilled, its trade name, formula, major

producers, mode of transportation and threet to the environment.

The Alaskan contamination doesnt fit any of the datain their computer

files"

"Surdy they must have someidea?!

"No, gir. They don't. Thereisone dim possibility-but without

autopsy reportsit's strictly conjecture.”



"I'd liketo hear it," the President said.

Sandecker took adeep breath. "The three worst poisonous substances
known to man are plutonium, Dioxin and achemicad warfare system. The

first two don' fit the pattern. Thethird-at leastin my mind-isa

prune suspect.”

The Presdent stared at Sandecker, redization and shock on hisface.

"Nerve Agent S?' hesaid dowly.

Sandecker nodded silently.

"That's why the EPA wouldn't have ahandle oniit," the President mused.

"Theformulais ultrasecret."

Fawcett turned to the President. "I'm afraid I'm not familiar.. ."

"Nerve Agent Swas an ungodly compound the scientists at the Rocky
Mountain Arsena developed about twenty years ago,” the Presdent
explained. "I've read the report on the tests. It could kill withina

few seconds of touching the skin. 1t seemed the inedl answer to an
enemy wearing gas masks or protective gear. It clung to everything it
touched. But its properties were too unstable-as dangerous to the
troops dispersing it asto those on the receiving end. The Army gave up

onit and buried it in the Nevada desart.”



"| fail to see a connection between Nevada and Alaska," Fawcett said.

"During shipment by railroad from the arsend outside Denver," Sandecker
enlightened him, "aboxcar containing nearly athousand galons of Nerve

Agent Svanished. Itisdtill missng and unaccounted for."

"If the spill isindeed this nerve agent, onceit's found, what isthe

processfor diminating it?'

Sandecker shrugged. "Unfortunately, the present Sate of theart in
containment and cleanup technology and the physica-chemical
characteristics of Nerve Agent S are such that onceit enters the water
very little can be done to amdiorate the penetration. Our only hopeis
to cut off the source before it rel eases enough poison to turn the ocean

into acesspool devoin of dl life”

"Any lead on whereit originates?' asked the President.

"inall probability a ship sunk between Kodiak 1dand and the Alaskan
mainland,” replied Sandecker. " Our next step isto backtrace the

currents and draw up asearch grin."

The President leaned over the coffee table and studied thered circle on
the chart for afew moments. Then he gave Sandecker an gppraising

stare. "Asdirector of NUMA, Admird, you'll have the dirty job of



neutrdizing thisthing. 'Y ou have my authority to tap any agency or
department of the government with the necessary expertise-the National

Science Board, the Army and Coast Guard, the EPA, whoever."

He paused thoughtfully, then asked, "Exactly how potent isNerve Agent S

in scawater?'

Sandecker looked tired, hisface drawn. " One teaspoon will kill every

living organismin four million gdlons of seaweter."

"Then we better find it," said the President, atouch of desperationin

hisvoice. "And damned quick!"

DEEP BENEATH THE MURKY WATERS of the James River, off the shordline of
Newport News, Virginia, apair of divers struggled against the current
asthey burrowed their way through the muck packed against the rotting

hull of the shipwreck.

Therewas no sense of direction in the black dimensionlessliquin.

Vishility was measured in inches as they grimly clutched the pipe of an
airlift that sucked up the thick ooze and spit it onto a barge seventy

feet dboveinthe sunlight. They labored amost by Braille, their only
illumination coming from the feeble glimmer of underwater lights mounted
on the edge of the crater they'd dowly excavated over the past severa

days. All they could see clearly were particles suspended in the water



that drifted past their face maskslike windswept rain.

It was hard for them to believe there was aworld above, sky and clouds
and trees bending in asummer breeze. In the nightmare of swirling mud
and perpetud darknessit hardly seemed possible that five hundred yards

away people and cars moved on the sidewalks and streets of the small

Gity.

There are some people who say you can't Sweat underwater, but you can.
The divers could fed the swest forcing itsway through the pores of

their skin againgt the protective condriction of their dry suits.

They were beginning to experience the cregping grasp of weariness, yet

they had only been on the bottom for eight minutes.

Inch by inch they worked their way into a gaping hole on the starboard
bow of the hulk. The planking that framed the cavernlike opening was
shattered and twisted as though a giant fist had rammed into the ship.
They began to uncover artifacts: ashoe, the hinge from an old ches,

brass calipers, tools, even apiece of cloth.

It was an eerie sensation to touch man-made objects that no one had seen

in 127 years.

One of the men paused to check their air gauges. He cdculated they



could work another ten minutes and till have a safe supply of

breathable air to reach the surface.

They turned off the valve on the airlift, sopping the suction, while

they waited for theriver current to carry away the cloud of disturbed
glt. Except for the exhaust of their breathing regulators, it became

vey dill. A little more of the wreck becamevigble. The deck

timbers were crushed and broken inward. Coilsof ropetrailed into the
murklike mud-encrusted snakes. Theinterior of the hull seemed blesk
and forbinding. They could almost sense the restless ghosts of the men

who had gone down with the ship.

Suddenly they heard a strange humming-not the sound made by the outboard
motor of asmall boat, but heavier, like the distant drone of an

arcraft engine. Therewasno way of telling itsdirection. They

listened for afew moments as the sound grew louder, magnified by the
dengity of the water. It was asurface sound and did not concern them,

s0 they reactivated the airlift and turned back to their work.

No more than aminute later the end of the suction pipe struck something
hard. Quickly they closed off the air vave again and excitedly brushed
away the mud with their hands. Soon they redlized they were touching,
not wood, but an object that was harder, much harder, and covered with

rug.

To the, support crew on the barge over the wreck site time seemed to



have reversed itsdlf. They sood spellbound asan ancient PBY Catdina
flying boat made a sweeping bank from the west, lined up on theriver

and kissed the water with the ungainly finesse of an inebriated goose.

The sun glinted on the aguamarine paint covering the duminum bull, and
thelettersNUMA grew larger asthe lumbering segplane taxied toward the
barge. The engines shut down; the co-pilot emerged from aside hatch

and threw amooring line to one of the men on the barge.

Then awoman appeared and jumped lightly onto the battered wooden deck.
Shewas dim, her elegant body covered by anarrow falling tan

overshirt, worn long and loose, held low on the hip by athin sash, over
tapering pantsin green cotton. She wore moccasin style boater shoes on

her feet. In her min-forties, she was about five foot seven; her hair

was the color of aspen gold and her skin acopper tan. Her face was
handsome, with high cheekbones, the face of awoman who fits no mold but

her own.

She picked her way around a maze of cables and salvage equipment and

stopped when she found herself surrounded by agdlery of male stares

registering speculation mixed with undisguised fascination. She raised

her sunglasses and stared back through plumbrown eyes.

"Which one of you is Dirk Fitt?" she demanded without preamble.

A rugged indivinud, shorter than she was, but with shoulderstwice the



winth of hiswaist stepped forward and pointed into theriver.

"Youll find him down there."

She turned and her eyesfollowed the protruding finger. A large orange
buoy swayed in the rippling current, its cable angling into the dirty
green depths. About thirty feet beyond, she could seethe diver's

bubbles bail to the surface.

"How soon before he comes up?'

" Another five minutes.

"l see," she said, pondering amoment. Then she asked, "Is Albert

Giordino with him?"

"He's anding heretalking to you."

Clad only in shabby sneskers, cutoff jeans and torn T-shirt, Giordino's
tacky outfit was matched by hisblack, curly windblown hair and a
two-week heard. He definitely did not fit her picture of NUMA's deputy

director of specia projects.

She seemed ;more amused than taken aback. "My nameis Julie Mendoza,
Environmenta Protection Agency. | have an urgent matter to discuss

with the two of you, but perhaps | should wait until Mr. Fitt



urfaces.

Giordino shrugged. "Suit yoursdf." He brokeinto afriendly smile.

"We don't stock much in the way of creature comforts but we do have cold

"Love one, thank you."

Giordino pulled acan of Coorsfrom an ice bucket and handed it to her.

"What's an EPA man-ah-woman doing flying around inaNUMA plane?!

"A suggestion of Admira Sandecker."

Mendozadidn't offer more, so Giordino didn't press.

"What project isthis?' Mendoza asked.

"The Cumberland.”

"A Civil War ship, wasn't she?'

"Yes, higoricdly very sgnificant. ShewasaUnion frigate sunk in

1862 by the Confederate ironclad Merrimack-or the Virginia, as shewas

known to the South."



"Asl| recdl, she went down before the Merrimack fought the Monitor,

making her thefirst ship ever destroyed by one that was armored.”

"Y ou know your history,” said Giordino, properly impressed.

"And NUMA isgoing to raise her?'

Giordino shook hishead. "Too costly. Were only after the ram."”

llRa,.r]?l

"A hel of abattle," Giordino explained. "The crew of the Cumberland

fought until the water camein their gun barrels, even though their

cannon shot bounced off the Confederate's casemate like golf balls off a

Brink'struck. In the end the Merrinwck rammed the Cumberland, sending

her to the bottom, flag il flying. But asthe Merrimack backed away,

her wedge-shaped ram caught inside the frigate and broke off. Were

looking for thet ram.”

"What possible vaue can an old hunk of iron have?’

"Maybeit doesn't put dollar sgnsin the eyes of peoplelike treasure

from a Spanish gdleon, but historicaly it's priceless, a piece of

Americasnava heritage.”

Mendoza was about to ask another question, but her attention was



diverted by two black rubber-helmeted heads that broke water beside the
barge. The divers swam over, climbed arusty lander and shrugged off
their heavy gear. Water streamed from their dry suits, gleaming in the

unlight.

Thetdler of thetwo pulled off hishood and ran his handsthrough a
thick mane of ebony hair. Hisface was darkly tanned and the eyes were

the most vivin green Mendoza had ever seen.

He had the look of aman who smiled easily and often, who challenged
life and accepted the wins and losses with equa indifference. When he
stood at hisfull height he was three inches over six feet, and the

ruber suit strained at the seams. Mendoza knew without asking that this

was Dirk Pitt.

Hewaved at the barge crew's approach. "Wefound it," he said witha

winegrin.

Giordino dapped him on the back ddlightedly. "Nicegoing, pd."

Everyone began asking the divers a barrage of questions, which they

answered between swallows of beer. Findly Giordino remembered Mendoza

and moationed her forward.

"Thisis Julie Mendoza of the EPA. Shewantsto have achat with us."



Dirk Pitt extended his hand, giving her an appraising stare.

"dulie”

"Mr. Aitt."

“If you'l give me aminute to unsuit and dry off-"

"I'm afrad werrerunning late," sheinterrupted. "We can tak inthe

ar. Admira Sandecker thought the plane would be faster than a

helicopter.”

"You'velog me"

"| can't take thetimeto explain. We haveto leaveimmediately.

All'l can say isthat you've been ordered to anew project.”

Therewas ahuskinessin her voice that intrigued Pitt, not masculine

exactly, but avoice that would be at home in aHarold Robbins nove.

"Why themad rush?' he asked.

"Not here or now," she said, glancing around at the salvage crew tuned

in to the conversation.



Heturned to Giordino. "What do you think, Al?*

Giordino faked abemused look. "Hard to say. The lady |ooks pretty

determined. On the other hand, I've found a home here on the barge. |

kind of hateto leave."

Mendozaflushed in anger, redlizing the men were toying with her.

"Please, minutes count.”

"Mind tdling uswhere we're going?'

"Langley Air Force Base, where amilitary jet iswaiting to take usto

Kodiak, Alaska."

She might aswell have told them they were going to the moon.

Pitt looked into her eyes, searching for something he wasn't sure hed

find. All he could read was her dead seriousness.

"I think, to be on the safe side, 1'd better contact the admiral and

confirm."

"Y ou can do that on theway to Langley," she said, her tone unyielding.

"I've seen to your persond affairs. Y our clothes and whatever lse you



might need for atwo-week operation have aready been packed and loaded
onboard.” She paused and stared him squarely in the eye. "So much for
amdl tak, Mr. Ritt. While we stand here, people aredying. You

couldn't know that. But take my word for it. If you're haf the man

you're reported to be, you'll stop screwing around and get on the

plane-now!"

"You redly go for the jugular, don't you, lady?"

"If | haveto."

Therewasanicy slence. Pitt took a deep breath, then blew it out. He

faced Giordino.

"l hear Alaskais beautiful thistime of year."

Giordino managed afaraway look. "Some great saloonsin Skagway we

should check out."

Pitt gestured to the other diver, who was pedling off hisdry suit.

"She'sdl yours, Charlie. Go ahead and bring up the Merrimack'sram

and get it over to the conservation lab."

"I'l seetoit.”



Aitt nodded, and then adong with Giordino waked toward the Cataling,

talking between themsdlves asif Julie Mendoza no longer existed.

"I hope she packed my fishing gear," said Giordino with astraight

voice. "The sdmon should be running.”

"I'veamind torineacaribou,” Fitt carried on. "Heard tdll they can

outrun adog ded.”

As Mendozafollowed them, the words of Admiral Sandecker came back to
haunt her: "' don't envy you rining herd on those two devils, Fitt in
particular. He could con agreat white shark into becoming a

vegetarian. So keep a sharp eye and your legs crossed.”

JAMES SANDECKER WAS considered a prime catch by the feminine circles of
Washington society. A dedicated bachelor whose only mistresswas his

work, he seldom entered into a relationship with the opposite sex that

lasted more than afew weeks. Sentiment and romance, the qudities

women thrive on, were beyond him. In another life he might have been a

hermit-or, some suggested, Ebenezer Scrooge.

Inhislatefiftiesand an exercise andict, he ill cut atrim figure.

He was short and muscular, and hisred hair and heard had yet to show a

trace of gray. He possessed an a oofness and coarse persondlity that



appeded to women. Many cast out lures, but few ever put ahook in him.

Bonnie Cowan, an attorney for one of the city's most respected law
firms, condgdered hersdf fortunate to have wrangled a dinner date with

him. "Y ou look pensivetonight, Jm," shesaid.

Hedid not look directly at her. His gaze drifted over the other diners

seated amin the quiet decor of the Company Inkwell restaurant.

"I was wondering how many people would dine out if there were no

She gave him apuzzled sare, then laughed. "After dedling with dulll
legd mindsdl day, I'll confessit'slikeinhaling mountain air to be

with someone who wandersin amlesscircles.”

His stare returned over the table€'s candle and into her eyes.

Bonnie Cowan was thirty-five years old, and unusudly attractive. She
had learned long ago that beauty was an asset in her career and never
tried to disguiseit. Her hair wasfine, silken and fell below her
shoulders. Her breasts were smal but nicely proportioned, as were the
legsthat were amply displayed by ashort skirt. Shewasdso highly

intelligent and could hold her own in any courtroom.

Sandecker fdt remiss at hisinattentiveness.



"That's adamned pretty dress," he said, making afeeble attempt at

looking attentive.

"Yes, | think the red materia goeswell with my blond hair."

"A nice match,” he came back vaguely.

"Y ou're hopeless, m Sandecker," she said, shaking her head.

"You'd say the samething if | were Sitting here naked.”

"Hmmmm?'

For your information, the dressis brown, and so ismy hair."

He shook hishead asif to clear the cobwebs. "I'm sorry, but | warned

you |'d be poor company."”

"Y our mind is seemly something, athousand miles away."

He reached across the table amost shyly and held her hand.

"For the rest of the evening, I'll focus my thoughts entirely on you. |

promise.”



"Women are suckersfor little boys who need mothering. And you arethe

most pathetic little boy 1've ever seen.”

"Mind your language, woman. Admirasdo not take kindly to being

referred to as pathetic little boys."

"All right, John Paul Jones, then how about a bite for agtarving

deckhand?'

"Anything to prevent amutiny,” he said, smiling for thefirst time that

evening.

He recklesdy ordered champagne and the most expensive seafood
delicacies on the menu, asthough it might be hislast opportunity. He
asked Bonnie about the cases she was involved with and masked his lack
of interest as she relayed the latest gossip about the Supreme Court and

legal maneuverings of Congress.

They finished the entree and were attacking the pears poached in red
wine when aman with the build of a Denver Bronco linebacker entered the
foyer, stared around and, recognizing Sandecker, made hisway over to

thetable.

Heflashed asmile a Bonnie. "My gpologies, maam, for theintrusion.”

Then he spoke softly into Sandecker's ear.



The admiral nodded and looked sadly acrossthe table. "Pleaseforgive

me, but | must go."

"Government busness?"

He nodded slently.

"Oh, wdl," shesad resignedly. "At least | had you dl to mysdlf

until dessart.”

He came over and gave her abrotherly kiss on the cheek. "Well doiit

agan."

Then he pain the bill, asked the maitre d' to call Bonnie a.cab and

|eft the restaurant.

The admiral’'s car rolled to a stop at the specia tunnel entranceto the

Kennedy Center for the Performing Arts. The door was opened by a

sober-faced man wearing aforma black suit.

“If you will pleasefollow me, Sir.”

"Secret Service?'



"Ya s'r.u

Sandecker asked no more questions. He stepped out of the car and

trailed the agent down a carpeted corridor to an elevator.

When the doors parted, he was led dong the tier level behind the box

seets of the opera house to a smal meeting room.

Danid Fawcett, his expression the consistency of marble, smply waved

an offhand gresting.

"Sorry to break up your date, Admira."

"The message emphasized 'urgent.”" "I've just received another report

from Kodiak. The stuation hasworsened.”

"Does the President know?"

"Not yet," answered Fawcett. "Best to wait until theintermisson. If

he suddenly left hisbox during the second act of Rigoletto, it might

fud too many suspicious minds.”

A Kennedy Center staff member entered the room carrying atray of

coffee. Sandecker hel ped himsdf while Fawcett inly paced thefloor.

The admird fought off an overwhelming desreto light acigar.



After await of eight minutes, the President appeared. The audience
applause at the end of the act was heard in the brief interval between
the opening and closing of the door. He was dressed in black evening
wear with ablue handkerchief nattily tucked in the breast pocket of his

jacket.

"l wish | could say it was good seeing you again, Admird, but every

time we meet we're up to our buttsin acriss.”

"Seemsthat way," Sandecker answered.

The President turned to Fawecett. "What's the bad news, Dan?"

"The captain of an auto ferry disregarded Coast Guard orders and took

his ship onitsnormal run from Seward on the mainland to Kodiak.

The ferry was found afew hours ago grounded on Marmot Idand. All the

passengers and crew were dead.”

"Chrig!" the Presdent blurted. "What was the body count?'

"Three hundred and twelve."

"That tearsit," said Sandecker. "All hdl will bresk loosewhen the



news mediaget the scent.”

"Nothing we can do," Fawcett said helplesdy. "Word isdready coming

over thewire services."

The President sank into achair. He seemed atall man onthe TV
screens. He carried himself like atal man but he was only two inches
over Sandecker. His hairline was recessed and graying, and his narrow
face wore a set and solemn expression, alook rarely reveded to the
public. He enjoyed tremendous popularity, helped immensdy by awarm
persondity and an infectious smile that could melt the most hostile
audience. His successful negotiations to merge Canada and the United
Statesinto one nation, had served to establish an image that wasimmune

to partisan criticiam.

"We can't delay another minute," he said. "The entire Gulf of Alaska

has got to be quarantined and everyone within twenty miles of the coast

evacuated.”

"I must disagree,” Sandecker said quietly.

"I'dliketo hear why-"

"Asfar aswe know the contamination has kept to open waters.

No trace has shown up on the mainland. Evacuation of the population



would mean atime-consuming and massve operation. Alaskans are atough
breed, especialy the fishermen who livein the region. | doubt if
they'd willingly leave under any circumstances, least of dl when

ordered to by the federal government.”

"A hardfieaded lot."

"Yes, but not stupid. The fishermen's associations have al agreed to

restrict their vessalsto port, and the canneries have begun burying dl

catches brought in during the past ten days.”

"They'll need economic assistance.”

"I expect s0."

"What do you'recommend?’

"The Coast Guard lacks the men and shipsto patrol the entire gulf. The

Navy will haveto back them up.”

"That," mused the President, "' Presents a problem. Throwing more men and

shipsin thereincreases the threat of ahigher death toll."

"Not necessarily”, said Sandecker. "The crew of the Coast Guard cutter

that made the first discovery of the contamination, received noill



effects, because the fishing boat had drifted out of the death area.”

"What about the boarding crew, the doctor? They died.”

"The contamination had aready covered the decks, therailings, dmost
anything they touched on the exterior of the vessdl. In the case of the
ferry, its entire center section was open to accommodate automobiles.

The passengers and crew had no protection.

Modern naval ships are constructed to be buttoned up in case of
radioactivity from nuclear attack. They can patrol the contaminated

currentswith avery smal, acceptable degree of risk.”

The President nodded his consent. "Okay) I'll order an assist from the
Navy Department, but I'm not sold on dropping an evacuation plan.
Stubborn Alaskans or not, there are ill women and children to

condder.”

"My other suggestion, Mr. President, or request if you will, isadeay

of forty-eight hours before you initiate the operation. That might give

my response team time to find the source.”

The Presdent fell dlent. He stared at Sandecker with degpening

interest. "Who are the peoplein charge?'

"The on-scene coordinator and chairman of the Regional Emergency



Response Team is Dr. Julie Mendoza, a senior biochemica engineer for

theEPA."

"I'm not familiar with the name."

" She's recognized as the best in the country on assessment and control
of hazardous contamination in water,” Sandecker said without hesitation.
"The underwater search for the shipwreck we believe containsthe nerve

agent will be headed by my specia projectsdirector, Dirk Fitt."

The Presdent's eyeswinened. "I know Mr. Fitt. He proved most

helpful on the Canadian affair afew months ago.

Y ou mean, saved your ass, Sandecker thought, before he continued.

"We have nearly two hundred other pollution experts who have been cdled
into assst. Every expert in private industry has been tapped to

provide the experience and technica datafor a successful cleanup.”

The President glanced at hiswatch. "I've got to cut thisshort,” he
sad. "They won't sart the third act without me. Anyway, you've got
forty-eight hours, Admira. Then | order an evacuation and declare the

areaanationd disaster.”

Fawcett accompanied the President back to his box. He seated himsdlf



dightly to the rear but close enough so they could conversein low

toneswhile feigning interest in the performance on stage.

"Do you wish to cance the cruise with Moran and Larimer?'

The President imperceptibly shook hishead. "No. My economic recovery
package for the Soviet satellite countries hastop priority over any

other business."

"l drongly advise againgt it. Y ou're waging a hopeless battle for a

logt cause.”

"So youveinformed meat least fivetimesin the past week." The
President held aprogram over hisface to conced ayawn. "How do the

votes stack up?'

"A wave of nonpartisan, conservative support isgaining ground against

you. Well need fifteen votes in the House and five, maybe six, to pass

the measure in the Senate."

"Weve faced bigger odds."

"Yes," Fawcett muttered sadly. "But if were defeated thistime your

adminigtration may never see asecond term.”

THE DAWN WAS CREEPING OUT OF THE EAST asalow, dark linebegantorise



above the horizon. Through the windows of the helicopter the black blur
took on asymmetrical cone-shaped feature and soon became a mountain
peak, surrounded by the sea. There was athree-quarter moon behind it.
Thelight atered from ivory to indigo blue and then to an orange

radiance as the sun rose, and the dopes could be seen mantled in snow.

Pitt glanced over a Giordino. He was adeep-astate he could dipin
and out of like an old sweater. He had dept from the time they |eft
Anchorage. Five minutes after transferring to the helicopter, he

promptly drifted off again.

Pitt turned to Mendoza. She sat perched behind the pilot. Thelook on
her face wasthat of alittle girl eager to see aparade. Her gaze was
fixed on themountain. Inthe early light it seemed to Fitt her face

had softened. Her expression was not so businesdike and the ease of

her mouth held atenderness that was not there before.

"Augustine Volcano," she said, unaware that Pitts attention was focused

on her and not out the window. "Named by Captain Cook in 1778.

Y ou wouldn't know to look at it but Augustineisthe most active volcano
in Alaska, having erupted six timesin thelast century.” Pitt

regretfully turned away and stared below. Theidand seemed devoin of
any human habitation. Long swirling flows of lavarock spilled down the

mountain's Sides until they met the sea. A small cloud drifted about



the summit.

"Very picturesque,” he said, yawning. "Might have posshilitiesasa

ki resort."

"Don't bet onit." Shelaughed. "That cloud you see over the pegk is

steam. Augustineisacongtant performer. Thelast eruptionin 1987

surpassed Mount . Helensin Washington. Thefal of ash and pumice

was measured asfar away as Athens.”

Pitt had to ask, "What'sits satus now?'

"Recent data confirm the heat around the summit isincreasing, probably

forecasting an impending explosion.”

"Naturally, you can't say when."

"Naturdly." She shrugged. "V olcanoes are unpredictable.

Sometimes they become violent without the dightest warning; sometimes

they take monthsto build up to a spectacular climax that never happens.

They sputter, rumble alittle and then go dormant.

Those earth scientists | told you about who died from the nerve

agent-they were on theidand to study the impending activity."



"Where are we sttling down?"

"About ten miles off the shore," shereplied, "On the Coast Guard cutter

Catawba."The Catawba," he repesated asif reminiscing.

"Y es, you know of her?!

"Set acopter on her flight pad mysdf afew yearsago.”

"Where was that?"

"North Atlantic, near Iceland." He was gazing beyond the idand now. He

sighed and massaged histemples. "A good friend and | were hunting for

aship imbedded in an iceberg.”

"didyou findit?'

He nodded. "A burned-out hulk. Barely beet the Russanstoit.

Later we crashed in the surf on the lcelandic coast. My friend was

killed."

She could see hismind was rdiving the events. The expresson on his

face took on afaraway sadness. She changed the subject.



"Well haveto say goodbye-temporarily, | mean-when we land.”

He shook off the past and stared at her. "Y ou'releaving us?'

"You and Al will be staying on the Catawba to search for the nerve

agent'slocation. I'm going to the idand where the loca response team

has set up adatabase.”

"And part of my job isto send water samples from the ship to your lab?"

"Y es, by measuring trace levels of the contamination we Can direct you

toward the surface."

"Likefollowing breadcrumbs.”

"That'soneway of putting it.”

"After wefind it, what then?'

"Once your salvage team brings up the drums containing the nerve agent,

the Army will dispose of it by deep well injection, on anidand near

the Arctic Circle.

"How deep isthewd|?'

"Four thousand feet."



"All neat andtiny.” The open-for-business ook returned to her eyes.

"It happens to be the most efficient method open to us.”

"You'reoptimidic.”

Shelooked a him questioningly. "What do you mean?'

"The sdvage. It could take months.”

"We can't even afford weeks," she came back amost vehemently.

"Youretreading in my territory now," Fitt said asif lecturing.

"Divers can't risk working in water where one drop on their skin will

kill them. The only reasonably safe way isto use submersibles-a damned

dow and tedious process. And submersiblesrequire highly trained

crews, with specidly constructed vessels aswork platforms.”

"I've dready explained,” she said impatiently, "presdentid authority

gives us carte blanche on any equipment we need.”

"That's the easy part,” Fitt continued. "Despite your water sample
directions, finding ashipwreck islikelooking for acoininthe middle

of afootball fidld in the dark with acandle. Thenif we get lucky and



make contact, we may find the hull broken in sections and the cargo

scattered, or the drums too corroded to move.

Murphy's Law can hit usfrom every angle. No deep-sea recovery

operation isever cut and dried.”

Mendoza's face reddened. "1'd like to point out-"

"Don't bother,” Fitt cut her off. "I'm the wrong guy for agung-ho

speech. I've heard them all before. Y ou won't get achorus of the

Notre Dame fight song from me. And save your breath for the | countless
lives hang in the balance routine. I'm aware of it. | don't haveto

be reminded every five minutes.”

Shelooked at him, annoyed with him for hisarrogant charm, feding that

he was testing her somehow. "Have you ever seen someone who camein

contact with Nerve Agent S?*

"No."

"It'snot apretty sight. They literdly drown in their own blood as

their internal membranesburst. Every body orifice bleedslike ariver.

Then the corpse turns black.”

"You're very decriptive.”



"It'sdl agametoyou,” shelashed out. "it'snot agameto me."

Hedidn't reply. He smply nodded downward at the Catawbalooming

through the pilot'swindshidld. "Werelanding.”

The pilot noted that the ship had turned bow-on to the wind from the

fluttered ensign on the hdyards. He eased the helicopter over the

stern, hovered afew moments and set down on the pad.

The rotor blades had hardly swung to a stop when two figures dressed

from head to toe in astronaut-looking suits gpproached while unfolding a

circular plastic tube about five feet in diameter that looked like a

huge umbilical cord. They secured it around the exit door and gave

three knocks. Pitt undin the latches and swung the door inward. The

men outside passed him cloth hoods with see-through lenses and gloves.

"Best put them on,” commanded amuffled voice.

Fitt prodded Giordino awake and handed him ahood and pair of gloves.

"What in hdl arethese?" Giordino mumbled, emerging from the cobwelbs.

"Welcome gifts from the sanitation department.”

Two more crewmen gppeared in the plastic tunnel and took their gear.



Giordino, dill haf adeep, sumbled from the hdlicopter.

Pitt hestated and stared into Mendoza's eyes.

"What's my reward if | find your poison in forty-eight hours?’

"What do you want it to be?"

"Areyou as hard as you pretend?’

"Harder, Mr. Pitt, much harder."

"Then you decide."

He gave her arakish smile and was gone.

THE CARS THAT MADE up the presidentiad motorcade werelined in arow

bes de the South Portico of the White House. As soon as the Secret

Service detail wasin position, Oscar Lucas spoke into atiny microphone

whose wire looped around the watch on hiswrist and ran up the deeve of

his coat.

"Tell the Boss, we're ready."

Three minutes later the President, accompanied by Fawcett, walked

briskly down the steps and entered the presidentia limousine. Lucas



joined them and the cars moved out through the southwest gate.

The President relaxed into the leather of the rear seat and inly stared
out the window &t the passing buildings. Fawcett sat with an open
attache' case on hislap and made a series of notesingde the top
folder. After afew minutes of slence, he sighed, snapped the case

shut and set it on the floor.

"Thereit is, arguments from both sides of the fence, satistics, CIA
projections, and the latest reports from your economic council on
Communist bloc debts. Everything you should need to sdll Larimer and

Moran on your way of thinking."

"The American public doesn't think much of my plan, doesit?' the

Presdent asked quietly.

"To be perfectly honest, no, ar," Fawcett replied. "Thegenerd
fedingisto let the Reds stew in their own problems. Most Americans
are cheering the fact that the Soviets and their satellites are facing
garvation and financia ruin. They congder it proof pogtive that the

Marxist system isapathetic joke."

"It won't be ajokeif the Kremlin leaders, backs against an economic

wall, strike out in desperation and march through Europe.”



"Y our opposition in Congressfed therisk isoffset by thevery red
threst of starvation, which will undermine Russas capacity to maintain
itsmilitary mechine. And there are those who are banking on the
eroding morale of the Russian peopleto cryddlizein active resstance

toward theruling party.”

The President shook his head. "The Kremlinisfanatical about its
military buildup. They'll never dack off in spite of their economic
dilemma. And the people will never rise up or stage mass

demondtrations. The party's collar istoo tight.”

"The bottom line," said Fawvcett, "isthat both Larimer and Moran are

dead st against taking the burden off Moscow."

The Presdent's face twisted in disgust. "Larimer isadrunk and Moran

istainted with corruption.”

"Still, thereis no getting around the fact you have to sdl them on

your philosophy.”

"I can't deny their opinions,” the President admitted. "But | am
convinced that if the United States saves the Eastern bloc nations from
amogt totdl disintegration, they will turn away from the Soviet Union

and join with the Wes."

"There are many who see that aswishful thinking, Mr. President.”



"The French and Germans see it my way."

"Sure, and why not? They're playing both ends of thefield, relying on
our NATO forces for security while expanding economic tieswith the

"Y ou're forgetting the many grass-roots American voters who are behind
my ad plan too," said the President, his chin thrust forward at his
words. "Even they redizeits potentia for defusing the threat of

nuclear holocaust and pulling down the iron Curtain for good.”

Fawcett knew it was sensalessto try to sway the President when hewas
in acrusading mood and passionately convinced he wasright. There was
akind of virtuein killing your enemieswith kindness, atruly

civilized tactical move to ease the conscience of reasonable people, but
Fawcett remained pessmigtic. He turned inward to histhoughts and
remained slent asthe limousine turned Off M Street into the Washington

Nava Y ard and rolled to a stop on one of the long docks.

A dark-skinned man with the stony facid features of an American Indian

approached as L ucas stepped from the car.

"Evening, George."



"Hello, Oscar. How'sthe golf game?*

"Sad shape," answered Lucas. "I haven't played in dmost two weeks."

As Lucas spoke he looked into the piercing dark eyes of George Blackowl,
the acting supervisor and advance agent for the President's movement.
Blackowl was about Lucas height, five years younger and carried about
ten pounds of excessweight. A habitua gum chewer-hisjawsworked
constantly-he was half Sioux and was congtantly kinded about his

ancestors role a the Little Big Horn.

"Safe to board?' asked Lucas.

"The boat has been swept for explosives and listening devices.

The frogmen finished checking the hull about ten minutes ago, and the

outboard chase boat is manned and ready to follow."

Lucas nodded. "A hundred-and-ten-foot Coast Guard cutter will be

standing by when you'reach Mount Vernon."

"Then | guesswereready for the Boss."

L ucas paused for nearly a minute while he scanned the surrounding dock

area. Detecting nothing suspicious, he opened the door for the

Presdent. Then the agents formed a security diamond around him.



Blackowl! walked ahead of the point man, who was directly in front of the
President. Lucas, because he was |efthanded and required ease of
movement in case he had to draw his gun, walked the left point and
dightly to therear. Fawcett tailed severa yards behind and out of

theway.

At the boarding ramp L ucas and Blackow! stood aside to let the others

pass.

"Okay, George, he'sdl yours."

"Lucky you," Blackowl sad, smiling. "Y ou get the weekend off."

"Arg timethismonth.”

"Heading home from here?’

"Not yet. | haveto run by the office and clear my desk firgt.

There were afew hitches during the last trip to Los Angeles. | want to

review the planning.”

They turned in unison as another government limousine pulled up to the

dock. Senator Marcus Larimer climbed out and strode toward the



presidentia yacht followed by an aid who dutifully carried an overnight

bag.

Larimer wore a brown suit with avest; he dwayswore abrown suit with
avest. It had been suggested by one of hisfellow legidatorsthat he

was bornin one. Hishair was sandy colored and styled in the dry look.
He was big and rough-cut, with thelook of ahod carrier trying to crash

acdebrity benefit.

He smply nodded to Blackowl and threw L ucas the standard politician's

greeting: "Niceto see you, Oscar.”

"Y ou're looking hedlthy, Senator.”

"Nothing abottle of scotch won't cure,” Larimer replied with abooming

laugh. Then he swept up the ramp and disappeared into the main salon.

"Havefun," Lucas said sarcagticdly to Blackowl. "I don't envy you

thistrip.”

A few minutes|later, while driving through the nava-yard gate onto M

Street, Lucas passed a compact Chevrolet carrying Congressman Alan Moran
going in the opposite direction. Lucas didn't like the Speaker of the

House. Not nearly as flamboyant as his predecessor, Moran was a Horatio
Alger type who had succeeded not so much from intelligence or perception

asfrom stowing away in the congressiona power circlesand supplying



more favors than he begged. Once accused of masterminding an
oil-leasing scheme on government lands, he had greased hisway out of

theimpending scandd by cdlingin hispalitical IOU's

Helooked neither right nor left as he drove by. Hismind, Lucas
deduced, was grinding on waysto pick the Presdent'sinfluentia

pocket.

Not quite an hour later, asthe crew of the presdentid yacht were

preparing to cast off, Vice President Margolin came aboard with a

garment bag draped over one shoulder. He hesitated a moment and then

spied the President, seated alone in adeck chair near the stern,

watching the sun begin to set over the city. A steward appeared and

relieved Margolin of the garment bag.

The President looked up and stared as though not fully recognizing him.

"Vince?'

"Sorry I'mlate," Margolin apologized. "But one of my aides misplaced

your invitation and | only discovered it an hour ago."

"l wasn't sure you could makeit," the President murmured obscurely.

'Perfect timing. Bethisvisting our son at Stanford and won't be home



until Tuesday, and | had nothing on my schedule that couldn't be shoved

ahead."

The President stood up, forcing afriendly smile. " Senator Larimer and
Congressman Moran are on board too. They'reinthedining sdon." He
tilted hishead in their direction. "Why don't you say hdllo and rustle

up adrink."

"A drink | could use."

Margolin bumped into Fawcett in the doorway and they exchanged afew

words.

The President'sface was astudy in anger. Asmuch asheand Margolin
differed in style and appearance-the Vice Presdent'swastall and
nicely proportioned, not abit of fat on his body, with a handsome face,
bright blue eyes and awarm, outgoing persondity-they differed even

moreinther politics.

The President maintained ahigh level of persona popularity by his
inspirationa speeches. Aninedist and avisonary, hewasamost
totally occupied with creating programs that would be of globa benefit
ten tofifty yearsin the future. Unfortunatdly, for the most part they

were programsthat did not fit in with the sdfish redlities of domestic

politics.



Margolin, on the other hand, kept alow profile with the public and news

media, aming his energies more toward domestic issues.

His stand on the President's Communist bloc aid program was that the

money would be better spent at home.

The Vice President was aborn palitician. He had the Condtitution in
hisblood. He had come up the hard way-through the ranks, beginning
with his state legidature, then governor and later the Senate. Once
entrenched in his office in the Russell Building, he surrounded himself
with a powerhouse staff of advisers who possessed aflair for strategic
compromise and innovetive political concepts. Whileit wasthe

President who proposed legidation, it was Margolin who orchestrated its
passage through the maze of committeesinto law and policy, dl too

often making the White House staff gppear like fumbling amateurs, a
Stuation that did not sit well with the President and caused

condderableinterna backstabbing.

Margolin might have been the peopl€'s choice for the Presidency, but he
was not the party's. Here hisintegrity and image asa " shaker and

doer" worked againgt him. Hetoo often refused tofdl inlineon

partisan issuesif he believed in a better path; he was a maverick who

followed his own conscience.

The President watched Margolin disgppear into the main salon, irritation



and jedousy burning within him.

"What isVince doing here?" Fawcett asked him nervoudly.

"Damned if | know," snapped the President. "He said hewasinvited."

Fawcett |ooked stricken. "Christ, somebody on the staff must have

screwed up.”

"Too late now. | can't tell him he's not wanted and to please leave.”

Fawcett was il confused. "'l don't understand.”

"Neither do |, but we're stuck with him."

"He could blow it."

"l don't think so. Regardless of what we think about Vince, he's never

made a statement that tarnished my image. That's more than alot of

Presidents could say about their VPS."

Fawcett resgned himsdf to the Situation. "There aren't enough

stateroomsto go around. I'll give up mine and stay on shore."

"| gppreciate that, Dan."



"| can stay on the boat until tonight and then bunk at anearby motd."

"Perhaps, under the circumstances,” the President said dowly, "it would
be best if you'remained behind. With Vince aong, | don't want our

gueststo think were ganging up on them.”

"I'll leave the documents supporting your position in your stateroom,

Mr. Presdent."

"Thank you. I'll study them beforedinner.” Then the President paused.

"By theway, any word on the Alaskan Stuation”?'

"Only that the search for the nerve agent is under way."

The President's eyesreflected a disturbed look. He nodded and shook

Fawcett's hand. " See you tomorrow."

Later Fawcett stood on the dock among the irritated Secret Service

agents of the Vice President's detail. As he watched the aging white

yacht cut into the Anacostia River before turning south toward the

Potomac, aknot began to tighten in the pit of his somach.

There had been no written invitations

None of it made any sense.



Lucas was putting on his coat, about to leave his office, when the phone

linked to the command post buzzed.

'Lucas.

"Thisis'Love Boat," replied George Blackowl, giving the code name of

the movement in progress.

The call was unexpected and like afather with a daughter on adate

Lucasimmediately feared theworst. "Go ahead,” he said tersely.

"We have agtuation. Thisisno emergency, | repest, no emergency. But

something's come up that isn't in the movement.”

Lucasexpelled asgh of rdief. "I'mligening.”

""Shakespeare ison the boat,” said Blackowl, giving the code name for

the Vice President.

"Heswhere?' Lucas gasped.

"Margolin showed up out of nowhere and came onboard as we were casting
off. Dan Fawcett gave him his stateroom and went ashore. When |
queried the President about the last-minute switch in passengers, he

toldmetoletitrine. But | smell ascrew-up.”



"Where's Rhinemann?"

"Right here with me on the yacht.”

"Put himon."

There was a pause and then Hank Rhinemann, the supervisor in charge of

the Vice Presdent's security detall, came on. "Oscar, we've got an

unscheduled movement.”

"Understood. How did you lose him?!

"He came charging out of his office and said he had to attend an urgent

mesting with the Presdent on the yacht. Hedidn't tell meit wasan

overnight affair.”

"Hekept it from you?'

"'Shakespeare' istight-mouthed as hell. | should have known when | saw

the garment bag. I'm sorry ashdll, Oscar.”

A wave of frugtration swept Lucas. God, he thought, the leaders of the
world's leading superpowerswere like kinswhen it cameto their own

Security.



"It's happened,” said Lucas sharply. "So well make the best of it.

Whereisyour detal?!

"Standing on the dock," answered Rhinemann.

"Send them down to Mount VVerDon and back up Blackowl's people. | want

that yacht cordoned off tighter than a bass drum.”

"Will do."

"At thedightest hint of trouble, call me. I'm spending the night at

the command pog.”

"Y ou got aline on something?' Rhinemann asked.

"Nothing tangible," Lucas replied, hisvoice so hollow it seemed to come
from adistant source. "But knowing that the President and the next
threemeninlinefor hisofficeare dl in the same place at the same

time scares the hel out of me."

"WE'VE TURNED AGAINST THE CURRENT." PFittsvoice was quiet, dmost

casud, as he stared at the color vineo screen on the Klein hydroscan

sonar that read the seafloor. "Increase speed about two knots."

Dressed in bleached Levi's, Irish knit turtleneck sweater and brown



tennis shoes, his brushed hair lain back under aNUMA baseball cap, he

looked cool and comfortable with abored, indifferent air about him.

Thewhed moved dowly under the hedmsman's hands and the Catawbalazily
shoved aside the three-foot swells as she swept back and forth over the
sealike alawn mower. Trailing behind the sernlikeatin cantied to

thetail of adog, the sidescan sonar's sensor pinged the depths,

sending asignd to thevineo display, which trandated it into a

detailed image of the bottom.

They took up the search for the nerve agent source in the southern end
of Cook Inlet and discovered that the resinua traces rose asthey
worked westward into Kamishak Bay. Water samples were taken every
half-hour and ferried by helicopter to the chemica lab on Augustine
Idand. Amos Dover philosophically compared the project to achildren's
game of finding hidden candy with an unseen voice giving "warmer or

"colder" clues.

Asthe day wore on, the nervous tension that had been building up on the
Catawba grew unbesrable. The crew was unable to go on deck for a breath
of ar. Only the EPA chemistswere allowed outside the exterior

bulkheads, and they were protected by airtight encapsulating suits.

"Anything yet?' Dover asked, peering over Pitts shoulder at the

high-resolution screen.



"Nothing man-made," Fitt answered. "Bottom terrain isrugged, broken,

mostly lavarock.”

"Good clear picture.”

Pitt nodded. "Y es, the detall isquite sharp.”

"What'sthat dark smudge?"

"A school of fish. Maybe a pack of seals.”

Dover turned and stared through the bridge windows at the vol canic peak

on Augustine Idand, now only afew milesaway. "Better make adtrike

soon. Were coming close to shore.”

"Lab to ship,” Mendozas feminine voice broke over the bridge speaker.

Dover picked up the communications phone. "Go ahead, l1ab."

" Steer zero-seven-zero degrees. Trace €lements appear to bein higher

concentrationsin that direction.”

Dover gave the nearby idand an apprehensive eye. "If we hold that

course for twenty minuteswell park on your doorstep for supper.”



"Comein asfar asyou can and take samples,” Mendoza answered.

"My indications are that you're practicaly on top of it."

Dover hung up without further discusson and called out, "What'sthe

depth?"

Thewatch officer tapped adia on the instrument console. "One hundred

forty feet and rigng.”

"How far can you see on that thing?" Dover asked Fitt.

"We read the seabed six hundred meters on either sde of our hug.”

"Then we're cutting aswath nearly two thirds of amilewine.”

"Close enough,” Pitt admitted.

"We should have detected the ship by now,” Dover said irritably.

"Maybewemissed it."

"No need to get uptight,” Pitt said. He paused, leaned over the

computer keyboard and fine-tuned the image. "Nothinginthisworldis

more elusive than a shipwreck that isn't ready to be found.



Deducing the murderer in an Agatha Christie novel iskindergarten stuff
compared to finding alost derelict under hundreds of square miles of

water. Sometimes you get lucky early. Most of the time you don't."

"Very potic,” Dover said dryly

Pitt stared at the overhead bulkhead for along and considering moment.

"What'sthe visbility under the water surface?"

"The water turns crystd fifty yardsfrom shore. On the flood tine I've

seen ahundred feet or better.”

"I'd like to borrow your copter and take aerial photos of thisarea.”

"Why bother?' Dover said curtly. "Semper Paratus, Always Ready, isnot
the Coast Guard's motto for laughs." He motioned through adoorway. "We
have charts showing three thousand miles of Alaskan coastlinein color

and incredible detall, courtesy of satellite reconnaissance.”

Pitt nodded for Giordino to take hisplacein front of the hydroscan as
he rose and followed the Catawbas skipper into asmall compartment

stacked with cabinets containing nautica charts.

Dover checked thelabel inserts, pulled open adrawer and rummaged

indde. Findly he extracted alarge chart marked " Satellite Survey



Number 2430A, South Shore of Augustine ldand.” Thenhelanitona

table and spread it out.

"Isthiswhet you havein mind?'

Pitt leaned over and studied the bird's-eye view of the sea off the

volcanic idand's coast. "Perfect. Got amagnifying glass?

"Inthe shef under thetable."

Aitt found the thick, square lens and peered through it at the tiny

shadows on the photo survey. Dover left and returned shortly with two

mugs of coffee.

"Y our chances are nil of spotting an anomaly in that geologica

nightmare on the seafloor. A ship could stay lost forever in there.”

"I'm not looking at the seefloor.”

Dover heard Pittswords an right, but the meaning didn't register.

Vague curiosity reflected in his eyes, but before he could ask the

obvious question the speaker above the doorway crackled.

" Skipper, weve got breakers ahead.” The watch officer's voice was



tense. "The Fathometer reads thirty feet of water under the hull-and

risng damned fag."

"All gop!" Dover ordered. A pause, then: "No, reverse engines until

Speed is zero."

"Tel him to have the sonar sensor pulled in before it drags bottom,”

Pitt said offhandedly. "Then | suggest we drop anchor."

Dover gave Pitt astrange look, but issued the command. The deck

trembled beneath their feet as the twin screws reversed direction.

After afew moments the vibration ceased.

"Speed zero," the watch officer notified them from the bridge.

"Anchor avay."

Dover acknowledged, then sat on astool, cupped his hands around the

coffee mug and looked directly at Fitt.

"Okay, what do you see?'

"I have the ship we're looking for," Fitt said, speaking dowly and

diginctly. "There are no other possibilities. Y ou were mistakenin

one respect, Dover, but correct in another. Mother Nature seldom makes



rock formationsthat run in aperfectly sraight linefor severd

hundred feet. Consequently, the outline of a ship can be detected

againg an irregular background. Y ou wereright, though, in saying our

chanceswerenil of finding it on the sesfloor.”

"Get to the point,” Dover said impatiently.

"Thetarget ison shore.”

"Y ou mean grounded in the shalows?"

"l mean on shore, asin high and dry."

"You can't be serious?"

Aitt ignored the question and handed Dover the magnifying glass.

"Seefor yoursdlf." Hetook apencil and circled asection of dliffs

abovethetindine,

Dover bent over and put hiseyeto theglass. "All | seeisrock.”

"Look closer. The projection from the lower part of the dopeinto the

s



Dover's expression turned incredulous. "Oh, Jesus, it'sthe stern of a

ship!”

"Y ou can make out the fantail and the top haf of the rudder.”

"Yes, yes, and apiece of the after deckhouse." Dover'sfrustration was
suddenly washed away by the mounting excitement of the discovery.
"Incredible. She's buried bow-on into the shore, as though she were
covered by an avalanche. judging from the cruiser sern and the
balanced rudder, 1'd say she'san old Liberty ship." He looked up, a
deepening interest in hiseyes. "I wonder if she might bethe

Pilottown?"

"Soundsvegudy familiar."

"One of the most stubborn mysteries of the northern seas. The Filottown
tramped back and forth between Tokyo and the West Coast until ten years
ago, when her crew reported her sinking in aston. A search was launched

and no trace of the ship was found.

Two yearslater an Eskimo stumbled on the Pilottown caught in theice
about ninety miles above Nome. He went aboard but found the ship
deserted, no sign of the crew or cargo. A month later, when he returned
with histribe to remove whatever they could find of vaue, it was gone
agan. Nearly two years passed, and she was reported drifting below the

Bering Strait. The Coast Guard was sent out but couldn't locate her.



The Pilottown wasn't 9ghted again for eight months. She was boarded by
the crew of afishing trawler. They found her in reasonably good shape.

Then she disappeared for the last time."

"I seem to recall reading something Pitt paused. "Ah, yes, the Magic

Ship."" "That's what the news media dubbed her," Dover acknowledged.

"They described her disappearing act asa'now you seeit, now you don't

routine."

"They'll have afield day when it gets out she was drifting around for

yearswith acargo of nerve agent S."

"No way of predicting the horror if the hull had been crushedinanice

pack or shattered on arocky shore, creating an instant spill,” Dover

anded.

"Weve got to get in her cargo holds," said Aitt. "Contact Mendoza,

give her the position of the wreck and tell her to airlift ateam of

chemigtsto the site. Well approach from the water.”

Dover nodded. "I'll seeto thelaunch.”

"Throw in acetylene equipment in case we have to cut our way ingde.”



Dover bent over the chart table and stared solemnly at the center of the
marked circle. "I never thought for aminute I'd stand on the deck of

the Magic Ship."

"Youreright," said Ritt, staring into his coffee mug, "the Pilottown

isabout to give her last performance.”

THE SEA HAD BEEN CALM, but by the time the Catawba's launch was a
quarter-mile from the londly, forbinding coast, a twenty-knot wind

kicked up the water. The spray, tainted by the nerve agent, struck the

cabin windows with the fury of driven sand. Y et wherethe derdlict lay
beached, the water |ooked reasonably peaceful, protected asit was by
jagged pinnacles of rock that rose up ahundred yards offshore like

solitary chimneys from burned-out houses.

Far above the turbulent waters Augustine V ol cano seemed cam and serene
inthe late afternoon sun. It was one of the most beautifully
sculptured mountainsin the Pacific, rivaling the classic contour of

Mount Fuji in Japan.

The powerful launch surfed for an ingtant on awhitecapped swell before
diving over the crest. Pitt braced hisfest, gripped arailing with

both hands while his eyes studied the shore.

The wreck was heeled over at atwenty-degree angle and her stern section

blanketed in brown rust. The rudder was canted in the full starboard



position and two barnacle-encrusted blades of the propeller protruded
from the black sand. The letters of her name and borne port were too

obscured to read.

Fitt, Giordino, Dover, the two EPA scientists and one of the Catawbas
junior officersal were garbed in white encapsulating suitsto protect
them from the plumes of deadly spray. They communicated by tiny

transmittersinsde their protective headgear.

Attached to their waist beltswere intricate filter systems designed to

refine clean, breathable air.

The sea around them was carpeted with dead fish of every species.

A pair of whaesrolled lifedlessy back and forth with the tine, united

in rotting decay with porpoises, sealions and spotted sedls.

Birds by the thousands floated amin the morbin debris. Nothing that had

lived in the area had escaped.

Dover expertly threaded the launch between the threatening offshore
barrier of projecting rock, the remnant of an ancient coastline. He
dowed, waiting for amomentary lull in the surf, bining histimewhile
carefully eyeing the depth. Then as awave dammed onto the shore and

its backwash spilled againgt the next one coming in, he aimed the bow at



the small spit of sand formed around the base of the wreck and pushed
the throttle forward. Like ahorse bracing for the next hurdle at the
Grand Nationd, the launch rose up on the wave crest and rode it through

the swirling foam until the kedl dropped and scraped onto the spit.

"A neet bit of handiwork," Fitt complimented him.

"All inthetiming," Dover said, agrin visble behind hished met'sface

mask. "Of coursg, it hdpsif you land at low tine."

They tilted back their heads and stared up at the wreck towering above
them. The faded name on the stern could be deciphered now. It read

Pilottown.

"Almogt apity,” Dover said reverently, "to writefinish to an enigma.”

"The sooner the better,” Pitt said, histone grim as he considered the

mass death insde.

Within five minutes the equipment was unloaded, the launch securely
moored to the Filottown's rudder, and the men laborioudy climbing the
steep dope on the port side of the stern. Fitt took the lead, followed

by Giordino and the rest as Dover brought up therear.

Theincline was not made up of Solid rock but rather a combination of

cinder ash and mud with the consistency of loose grave.



Their boots struggled to find afoothold, but mostly they din back two
stepsfor every three they gained. The dust from the ash rose and clung
to their suits, coating them adark gray. Soon the swest was seeping
through their pores and the increasingly heavy rasp of their breathing

became more audible over the earphonesinside their helmets.

Aitt called ahalt at anarrow ledge, not four feet wine and just long
enough to hold dl sx men. Wearily Giordino sank to agtting postion
and readjusted the straps that held the acetylene tank to his back. When
he could finaly pant a coherent sentence, he said, "How in hell did

thisold rust bucket jam hersdf in here?'

" She probably drifted into what was ashelving inlet before 1987,"
replied Att. "According to Mendoza, that was the year the volcano last
erupted. The explosion gases must have melted the ice around the
mantle, forming millions of gdlons of water. The mudflow, dong with
the cloud of ash, poured down the mountain until it met the seaand

buried the ship.”

"Funny the stern wasn't spotted before now."

"Not so remarkable,” Pitt answered. "Solittleis showing it was next

to impossible to detect from the air, and beyond amile from shore it

blendsinto the rugged shoreline and becomes nearly invisble.



Erosion caused by recent stormsis the only reason she's uncovered now."

Dover stood up, pressing hisweight against the steep embankment to
maintain hisbaance. He unraveled athin knotted nylon rope from his

waist and unfolded asmall grappling hook tied to the end.

He looked down at Pitt. "If you'll support my legs, | think | can heave

the hook over the ship'srailing.”

Pitt grasped hisleft leg as Giordino edged over and held theright. The

burly Coast Guardsman leaned back over thelip of the ledge, swung the

hook inawinening arc and let it fly.

it sailed over the stern rails and caught.

The rest of the ascent took only afew minutes. Pulling themsdves

upward, hand over hand, they soon climbed onto the deck.

Heavy layers of rust mingled with ash flaked away benegth their feet.

What little they could see of the Pilottown looked adirty, ugly mess.

"No sgn of Mendoza," said Dover.

"Nearest flat ground to land a copter isathousand yards away,” Pitt

replied. "She and her team will haveto hikein."



Giordino walked over to the railing beside the corroded shaft of the
jackstaff and stared at the water below. "The poison must be seeping

through the hull during hightine."

"Probably stored in the after hold,” said Dover.

"The cargo hatches are buried under tons of thislavacrap,” Giordino

sadindisgus. "Well need afleet of bulldozersto get through.”

"Y ou familiar with Liberty ships?' Pitt asked Dover.

"Should be. I've ingpected enough of them over the years, looking for
illegd cargo." He knelt down and began tracing aship'soutlinein the
rust. "Inside the aft deckhouse we should find a hatch to an escape
trunk that leadsto the runndl holding the screw shaft. At the bottom
iIsasmal recess. We might be ableto cut our way into the hold from

there

They al stood slent when Dover finished. They should dl havefdta
sense of accomplishment at having found the source of the nerve agent.
But instead they experienced apprehension-areaction, Pitt supposed,
that stemmed from aletdown after the excitement of the search. Then
aso there was a hidden dread of what they might actudly find behind

the stedl bulkheads of the Pilottown.



"Maybe. .. maybe we better wait for the lab people,”" one of the

chemigts sammered.

"They can catch up,” Fitt said pleasantly, but with cold eyes.

Giordino silently took a prybar from the toolpack strapped on Pitts back

and attacked the stedl door to the after deckhouse. To hissurpriseit

creaked and moved. He put hismuscletoit, the protesting hinges

surrendered and the door sprung open. Theinterior was completely

empty, no fittings, no gear, not even a scrap of trash.

"L ooks as though the movers have been here," observed Pitt.

"Odd it was never in use" Dover mused.

"The escape trunk?'

"Thisway." Dover led them through another compartment that was aso

barren. He stopped at around hatch in the center of the deck.

Giordino moved forward, pried open the cover and stepped back. Dover

amed aflashlight down the yawning tunnd, the beam stabbing the

darkness.

"So much for that idea," he said dgectedly. "Thetunnd recessis



blocked with debris.”

"What's on the next deck bel ow?"

"The steering gear compartment.” Dover paused, his mind working.

Then he thought doud. "Just forward of the steering gear theré'san

after steering room. A holdover from thewar years. It's possible,

barely possible, it might have an access hatch to the hold."

They went aft then and returned to the first compartment. 1t felt

strange to them to walk the decks of aghost ship, wondering what

happened to the crew that abandoned her. They found the hatchway and

climbed down the lander to the steering gear compartment and made their

way around the old, still oily machinery to the forward bulkhead.

Dover scanned the sted plateswith hisflashlight. Suddenly the

wavering beam stopped.

"Son of abitch!" he grunted. "The hatch is here, but it's been welded

sut.”

"Y ou're certain we'rein the right spot?" Pitt asked.

"Absolutely,” Dover answered. He rapped hisgloved fist against the



bulkhead. "On the other sdeis cargo hold number five-the most likely

Storage of the poison.”

"What about the other holds?' asked one of the EPA men.

"Too far forward to lesk into the sea”

"Okay, thenlet'sdoiit," Pitt said impatiently.

Quickly they assembled the cutting torch and connected the

oxygen-acetylene bottles. The flame from thetip of thetorch hissed as

Giordino adjusted the gas mixture. Blue flame shot out and assaulted

the stedl plate, turning it red, then abright orangewhite.

A narrow gap appeared and lengthened, crackling and melting under the

intense heat.

As Giordino was cutting an opening large enough to crawl through, Julie

Mendozaand her [ab people appeared, packing nearly five hundred pounds

of chemicd anadysisingruments.

"Youfoundit," she stated straight from the shoulder.

"We can't be sureyet," Pitt cautioned.

"But our test samples show the water around this areareeks with Nerve



Agent S" she protested.

"Disgppointment comes easy,” said Aitt. "I never count my chickenstill

the check clears the bank."

Further conversation broke off as Giordino stood back and snuffed out

the cutting torch. He handed it to Dover and picked up histrusty

prybar.

"Stand back," he ordered. "Thisthing isred hot and it's damned

He hooked one end of the bar into the jagged, glowing seam and shoved.
Grudgingly, the sted plate twisted away from the bulkhead and crashed

to the deck with aheavy clang and spray of molten metal.

A hush fdl over the dark compartment as Fitt took aflashlight and
leaned carefully through the opening, staying clear of the superheated
edges. He probed the beam into the bowel s of the darkened cargo hold,

sweeping it around in a 180-degree arc.

It seemed along time before he straightened and faced the bizarrely

clad, facelessfigures pressing againgt him.

"Wd|?' Mendoza demanded anxioudly.



Pitt answered with oneword: "Eurekal”

Four THOUSAND MILEs and five hours ahead in a different time zone, the
Soviet representative to the World Health Assembly worked late at his

desk. Therewas nothing elaborate about his office in the Secretariat

building of the United Nations, the furnishings were chegp and Spartan.
Instead of the usual photographs of Russian leaders, living and dead,

the only piece of wall decor was a smal amateurish watercolor of a

house in the country.

Thelight blinked and a soft chime emitted from his private phoneline.

He gtared at it suspicioudy for along moment before picking up the

recalver.

"ThisisLugovoy."

"Who?'

"Aleksa Lugovoy.”

"IsWilliedere?" asked avoice, heavy with the New Y ork City accent

that always grated on Lugovoy's ears.

"Thereisno Willie here," Lugovoy said brusqudly. "Y ou must havethe

wrong number.” Then he abruptly hung up.



Lugovoy'sface was expressionless, but afaint pallor was there that was
missing before. He flexed hisfists, inhaled deeply and eyed the phone,

waiting.

Thelight blinked and the phone chimed again.

"Lugovoy.”

"Youse sure Willieaid't dere?'

"Willieaidt herel” bereplied, mimicking the caller's accent.

He dammed the receiver onto the cradle.

Lugovoy sat shock-still for amost thirty seconds, handstightly clasped

together on the desk, head lowered, eyes staring into space.

Nervoudy, he rubbed ahand over his bald head and adjusted the
horn-rimmed glasses on hisnose. Still lost in thought, herose,

dutifully turned out the lights and wa ked from the office.

He exited the devator into the main lobby and strode past the
stained-glass pand by Mare Chagdl symbolizing man's struggle for

peace. Heignored it, ashe dways had.



Therewere no cabs at the stand in front of the building, so he hailed
oneon First Avenue. He gavethe driver hisdestination and sat stiffly

in the back seat, too tense to relax.

Lugovoy was not worried that he might be followed. He was a respected
psychologist, admired for hiswork in mental hedlth among the
underdevel oped countries. His papers on thought processes and mind
control in no espionage work and held no direct ties with the undercover
people of the KGB. Hewas discreetly told by afriend with the embassy
in Washington that the FBI had given him alow priority and only

performed an occasiona, amost perfunctory observation.

Lugovoy was not in the United States to stedl secrets. His purpose went
far beyond anything the American counterspy investigators ever dreamed.
The phone call meant the plan that was conceived seven years earlier had

been put into motion.

The cab pulled to astop at West and Liberty streetsin front of the
Vidalnternational Hotel. Lugovoy pain the driver and walked through
the ornate |obby into the concourse outside. He paused and stared up at

the awesome towers of the World Trade Center.

Lugovoy often wondered what he was doing herein thisland of glass
buildings, uncountable automobiles, people dways rushing, restaurants

and grocery storesin every block. It was not hiskind of world.



He showed hisidentification to aguard standing by a private express
eevator in the south tower and took it to the one hundredth floor. The
doors parted and he entered the open |obby of the Bougainville Maritime
Lines, Inc whose offices covered the entire floor. His shoes sank into
athick white carpet. The wallswere panded in agleaming hand-rubbed
rosewood, and the room was richly decorated in Oriental antiques. Curio
cases containing exquisite ceramic horses stood in the corners, and rare

examples of Japanese-designed textiles hung from the ceiling.

An attractive woman with large dark eyes, addicate oval Asian face and

smooth amber skin smiled as he approached. "May | hdp you, Sr?"

"My nameisLugovoy."

"Yes, Mr. Lugovoy," she said, pronouncing his name correctly.

"Madame Bougainvilleis expecting you."

She spoke softly into an intercom and atall raven-haired woman with

Eurasan features appeared in ahigh-arched doorway.

"If youwill pleasefollow me, Mr. Lugovoy."

Lugovoy wasimpressed. Like many Russanshewasnaivein Western



bus ness methods and wrongly assumed the office employees had stayed
latefor his benefit. He trailed the woman down along corridor hung
with paintings of cargo shipsflying the Bougainville Maritimeflag,

their bows surging through turquoise sess.

The guine knocked lightly on an arched door, opened it and stepped

adde.

Lugovoy crossed the threshold and stiffened in astonishment.

The room was vast-maosaic floor in blue and gold floral patterns, massive
conference table supported by ten carved dragons that seemed to stretch
intoinfinity. But it wasthe life-Sze terra-cottawarriorsin armor

and prancing horses standing in silent splendor under soft spotlightsin

acovesthat hdd himin awe.

Heingtantly recognized them as the tomb guardians of Chinas early
emperor Chin Shih Huang TiThe effect was dazzling. He marveled that
they had somehow dipped through the Chinese government'sfingersinto

private hands.

"Please come forward and sit down, Mr. Lugovoy.”

He was so taken aback by the magnificence of the room that he failed to

notice afrail Orienta woman ditting in awhedchair. In front of her

was an ebony chair with gold silk cushionsand asmdl tablewith a



tegpot and cups.

"Madame Bouganville" hesad. "Wemeet at lagt.”

The matriarch of the Bougainville shipping dynasty was eighty-nine years

old and weighed about the same number of pounds. Her glisening gray

hair was pulled back from her templesin abun.

Her face was strangdly unlined, but her body looked ancient and frail.

It was her eyesthat absorbed Lugovoy. They were an intense blue and

blazed with aferocity that made him uncomfortable.

"You are prompt,” she said smply. Her voice was soft and clear without

the usud hesitation of advanced age.

"| came as soon as | received the coded telephone call "

"Areyou prepared to conduct your brainwashing project?”

"Brainwashing isan ugly term. | prefer mind intervention.”

"Academic terminology isirrdevant,” she said indifferently.

"My staff has been assembled for months. With the proper facilitieswe

can beginin two days."



"Y ou'll begin tomorrow morning.

"So soon?"

"I've been informed by my grandson that inedl conditions haveturnedin

our favor. Thetransfer will take place tonight.”

Lugovoy indtinctively looked at hiswatch. "Y ou don't give me much

time"

"The opportunity hasto be snatched when it arrives,” she said firmly.
"I made abargain with your government, and | am about to fulfill the
firg half of it. Everything depends on speed. Y ou and your staff have

ten daysto finish your part of the project-"

"Tendayd" he gasped.

"Ten days," she repeated. "That isyour deadline. Beyond that | will

cast you adrift.”

A shiver ran up Lugovoy's spine. He didn't need adetailed picture. It

was plain that if something went wrong, he and his people would

conveniently vanish-probably in the ocean.

A quiet muffled the huge boardroom. Then Madame Bougainville leaned



forward in the whedlchair. "Would you like some teg?'

Lugovoy hated tea, but he nodded. "Y es, thank you."

"Thefinest blend of Chinese herbs. It costs over ahundred dollars a

pound on theretail market."

Hetook the offered cup and made a polite Sip before he set it on the
table. "Y ou've been informed, | assume, that my work istill inthe
research stage. My experiments have only been proven successful eleven
times out of fifteen. | cannot guarantee perfect results within aset

timelimit."

"Smarter minds than yours have ca culated how long White House advisers

can sdl the news media™

Lugovoy's eyebrowsrose. "My understanding was that my subject wasto
be aminor American congressman whose temporary disappearance would go

unnoticed."

"Youweremided," she explained matter-of-factly. "Y our Generd

Secretary and President thought it best you should not know your

subject'sinentity until we were ready.”

"If I'd been given time to study his persondlity traits, | could have



been better prepared.”

"I shouldn't have to lecture on security requirementsto aRussan,” she
sad, her eyesburning into him. "Why do you think we've had no contact

between us until tonight?"

Unsure of what to answer, Lugovoy took along swalow of thetea

To his peasant taste it was like drinking watered-down perfume.

"I must know who my subject is" he said findly, mustering his courage

and returning her stare.

Her answer burst like abomb in the cavernous room, reverberated in
Lugovoy'sbrain and left him stunned. He felt as though held been

thrown into a bottomless pit with no hope of escape.

AFTER YEARS OF BUFFETING by storms at sea, the drums containing the
nerve agent had broken the chains holding them to wooden cradles and now
they lay scattered about the deck of the cargo hold. The one-ton

standard shipping containers, as approved by the Department of
Trangportation, measured exactly 81 inchesin length by 301/2 inchesin
diameter. They had concave ends and were silver in color. Negtly

stenciled on the sides in green paint were the Army code |etters " GS."

"I make the count twenty drums" said Fitt.



"That tdlieswith theinventory of the missing shipment,” Mendozasad,

therdief audiblein her voice.

They stood in the hold's depths, now brightly lit by floodlights
connected to a portable generator from the Catawba. Nearly afoot of
water flooded the deck, and the doshing sounds as they waded between

the deadly containers echoed off the rusting sides of the hold.

An EPA chemigt made aviolent pointing motion with hisgloved hand.

"Here'sthe drum responsiblefor thelesk!" he said excitedly.

"Thevaveisbroken off itsthreads."

"Sdtisfied, Mendoza?' Pitt asked her.

"Y OU bet your sweet ass," she exclamed happily. Pitt moved toward her

until their faceplates were amost touching. "Have you given any

thought to my reward?’

"Reward?"

"Our bargain," he said, trying to sound earnest. "I found your nerve

agent thirty-six hours ahead of schedule.”



"Y ou're not going to hold meto aslly propostion?”

"1'd be foolish not to."

She was glad he couldn't see her face redden under the helmet.

They were on an open radio frequency and every man in the room could

hear what they were saying.

"Y ou pick strange placesto make adate.”

"Wheat | thought," Pitt continued, "was dinner in Anchorage, cocktails

chilled by glacier ice, smoked sdmon, elk Remington, baked Alaska.

After that-"

"That'senough,” she said, her embarrassment growing.

"Areyou aparty girl?'

"Only when the occasion demands,” she replied, coming back on even kedl.

"And thisis definitely not the occasion.”

Hethrew up hisarms and then let them drop degjectedly. "A sad day for

PFitt, alucky day for NUMA.."

"Why NUMA?'



"The contamination ison dry land. No need for an underwater salvage

job. My crew and | can pack up and head for home."

Her helmet nodded imperceptibly. "A neat Sdestep, Mr. Ritt, dropping

the problem straight into the Army'slap.”

"Do they know?"' he asked serioudly.

"Alaskan Command was alerted seconds after you'reported discovering the

Rilottown. A chemica warfare disposa teamison itsway from the

mainland to remove the agent.”

"Theworld applauds efficiency.”

"It'snot important to you, isit?"

"Of courseit'simportant,” Fitt said. "But my job isfinished, and

unlessyou have another spill and more dead bodies, I'm going home.”

"Tak about a hard-nosed cynic.”

"Say Yes"

Shefdt trapped, impaed, and was annoyed with herself for enjoying it.



She answered before she could form a negative thought. "Yes™

The men in the hold stopped their work amin enough poison to kill half

the earth's popul ation and clapped muted gloves together, cheering and

whigling into their tranamitters. She suddenly redlized that her stock

had shot up on the Dow Jones. Men admired awoman who could ramrod a

dirty job and not be a bitch.

Later, Dover found Fitt thoughtfully studying asmal open hatchway,

shining hisflasnlight insde. The glow diminished into the darkness

within, reflecting on dull sparkles on the oil-dicked water rippling

from the cargo hold.

"Got something in mind?' Dover asked.

"Thought I'd do alittle exploring,” Pitt answered.

"Youwont get far inthere."

"Where doesit lead?"

"Into the shaft tunndl, but it's flooded nearly to the roof.

Y ou'd need air tanksto get through.”



Aitt sivung hislight up the forward bulkhead until it spot lighted a

smdll hatch at the top of alander. "How about that one?"

"Should open into cargo hold four."

Pitt merely nodded and began scaling the rusty rungs of the lander,
closdly followed by Dover. He muscled the dog latches securing the
hatch, swung it open and clambered down into the next hold, again
followed by Dover. A quick traverse of ther lightstold them it was

bone empty.

"The ship must have been traveling in balast,” Pitt speculated out

loud.

"It would appear s0," said Dover.

"Now where?'

"Up one more lander to the aleyway that runs between the fresh water

tanksinto the ship's orerooms.”

Sowly they made their way through the bowe s of the Pilottown, feding
like gravediggers probing a cemetery a midnight. Around every corner

they haf expected to find the skeletons of the crew.



But there were no bones. The creNVsliving quarters should have looked
like an anniversary sdle at Macy's-clothes, persona belongings,
everything that should have been strewn about by acrew hastily
abandoning ship. Ingtead, the pitch-black interior of the Pilottown

looked like the tunndls and chambers of a desart cavern.

All that was missing were the bats.

The food lockers were bare. No dishes or cups lined the shelves of the

crew mess. Even thetoiletslacked paper. Fire extinguishers, door

latches, furnishings, anything that could be unbolted or was of the

dightest vaue was gone.

"Mighty peculiar,” muttered Dover.

"My thought too," Pitt said. " She's been systematically stripped.”

" Scavengers must have boarded and carried away everything during the

years she was adrift.”

"Scavengersleave amess,” Pitt disagreed. "Whoever was behind thisjob

had afetish for neatness.”

It was an eexietrip. Their shadowsflitted on the dark walls of the
dleyways and followed dongside the silent and abandoned machinery.

Aitt felt alonging to seethe sky again.



"Incredible,” mumbled Dover, till awed by what they'd found, or rather
not found. "They even removed dl the valves and gauges."If | wasa
gambling man,” said Ritt thoughtfully, "I'd bet weve sumbled on an

insurance scam.”

"Wouldn't be thefirg ship that was posted missing for aLloyd's of

London payday,” Dover said.

"Y ou told me the crew claimed they abandoned the Pilottown in astorm.
They abandoned her dl right, but they left nothing but abarren,

worthlessshdl."

"Easy enough to check out,” said Dover. "Two waysto scuttle aship at

sea. Open the sea cocks and let her flood, or blow out the bottom with

explogve charges.”

"How would you do it?'

"Hooding through the sea cocks could take twenty-four hours or more.

Time enough for apassing ship to investigate. | opt for the charges.

Quick and dirty; put her on the seafloor in a matter of minutes.”

"Something must have prevented the explosives from detonating.”



"It'sonly atheory.”

"Next question,” Pitt perasted. "Wherewould you lay them?"

"Cargo holds, engine room, most any place against the hull plates so

long asit was below thewaterline."

"No sign of chargesin the after holds," said Fitt. "That leavesthe

engine room and the forward cargo holds.”

"Weve comethisfar,” Dover said. "Wemight aswell finish thejob.”

"Fadter if we plit up. I'll search the engine room. Y ou know your way

around the ship better than | do-"

"Theforward cargo holdsit is," Dover said, anticipating him.

The big Coast Guardsman started up a companionway, whistling the Notre
Damefight song under his breath. Hisbeerlike gait and hulking build,
slhouetted by the wavering flashlight in hishand, grew smaler and

finally faded.

Pitt began probing around the maze of steam pipes leading from the
obsolete old steam reciprocating engines and boilers. Thewakway
gratings over the machinery were nearly eaten through by rust, and he

treaded lightly. The engine room seemed to comedivein his



imagination-creaks and moans, murmurings drifting out of the

ventilators, whispering sounds.

Hefound apair of seacocks. Ther handwhedswerefrozeninthe

closed postion.

So much for the sea-cock theory, he thought.

Anicy chill crept up the back of Fitts neck and spread throughout his
body, and he redlized the batteries operating the heater in his suit
were nearly drained. He switched off the light for amoment. The pure
blackness nearly smothered him. Heflicked it on again and quickly
swept the beam around asif he expected to see a specter of the crew
reaching out for him. Only there were no specters. Nothing except the

dank metal walls and the worn machinery.

He could have sworn he fdt the grating shudder asif the engines

looming above him were Sarting up.

Aitt shook his head to purge the phantomsin his mind and methodicaly
began searching the sides of the hull, crawling between pumps and
ashestos-covered pipes that led into the darkness and nowhere. Hefdl

down alander into Six feet of greasy water.

He struggled back up, out of the seeming clutches of the dead and evil



and-@ugly bilge, hissuit now black with oil. Out of breath, he hung

there aminute, making a conscious effort to relax.

It was then he noticed an object dimly outlined in the farthest reach of
thelight beam. A corroded auminum canister about the size of a
five-gallon gas can was wired to a beam welded on the inner hull plates.
Aitt had set explosives on marine salvage projects and he quickly
recognized the detonator unit attached to the bottom of the canister. An

electrica wiretrailed upward through the grating to the deck above.

Sweat was pouring from his body but he was shivering from the cold. He
|eft the explosive charge where he found it and climbed back up the

lander. Then he began ingpecting the engines and boilers.

There were no markings anywhere, no manufacturer's name, no inspector's
stamped date. Wherever there had been ameta intag it was removed.
Wherever there had been letters or numbers ssamped into the meta, they
werefiled away. After probing endless nooks and crannies around the
meachinery, he got lucky when hefdt asmdl protrusion through his

gloved hand. It wasasmdl meta plate partialy hidden by grease

under one of the bailers.

He rubbed away the grime and aimed the light on the indented surface. It

read: PRESSURE 220" ps.

TEMPERATURE 4500 F.



HEATING SURFACE 5,017 ==. it.

MANUFACTURED BY THE ALHAMBRA MON AND BOMER COMPANY CHAIILESTON,
SOUTH

CAROLINA SER. #38874

Pitt memorized the seria number and then made hisway back to where he

started. Hewearily sank to the deck and tried to rest while suffering

from the cold.

Dover returned in alittle under an hour, carrying an explosive canister

under onearm, asindifferently asif it were ajumbo can of peaches.

Curang fluently and often as he dipped on the oily deck, he stopped

and sat down heavily next to Ritt.

"There'sfour more between here and the forepeak,” Dover said tiredly.

"I found another one about forty feet aft,” Fitt replied.

"Wonder why they didn't go off."

"Thetimer must have screwed up.”

"Timer?'



"The crew had to jump ship before the bottom was blown out.

Trace the wires|eading from the canisters and youll find they al meet

at atiming device hidden somewhere on the deck above.

When the crew redlized something was wrong, it must have been too late

to reboard the ship.”

"Or they weretoo scared it would go up in their faces."

"Therésthat," Fitt agreed.

"So the old Pilottown began her legendary drift. A deserted shipinan

empty sea”

"How isaship officially identified?”

"What's on your mind?"

"Just curious."

Dover accepted that and stared up at the shadows of the engines.

"Well, in can be found most anywhere. Lifejackets, lifeboats, on the

bow and stern the name is often bead welded, outlining the painted



letters. Then you have the builder's plates, one on the exterior of the
superstructure, onein the engine room. And, oh, yeah, the ship's
officia number isburned into abeam around the outer base of the hatch

covers.”

"I'll wager amonth's pay that if you could dig the ship from under the

mountain you'd find the hatch number burned off and the builder's plate

gone.

"That leaves onein the engineroom.”

"Missngtoo. | checked, dong with al the manufacturer's markings.”

"Sounds devious," said Dover quietly.

"You'redamn right,” Fitt replied abruptly. "Theres moreto the

Filottown than amarine insurance rip-off."

"I'min no mood to solve mysteries now," Dover said, risng avkwardly to

hisfeet. "I'm freezing, arved and tired as hell. | vote we head

Aitt looked and saw Dover was still clutching the canister of

explogves. "Bringing that dong?'

"evidence"



"Don't dropit,” Pitt said with asarcagtic edgein hisvoice.

They climbed from the engine room and hurried through the ship's
storerooms, anxious to escape the damp blackness and reach daylight
agan. Suddenly Fitt stopped in histracks. Dover, waking head down,

bumped into him.

"Why'd you stop?'

"Youfed it?'

Before Dover could answer, the deck beneath their feet trembled and the
bulkheads creaked ominoudy. What sounded like the muffled roar of a
distant explosion rumbled closer and closer, quickly followed by a
tremendous shock wave. The Pilottown shuddered under the impact and her

welded seams screeched as they split under enormous pressure.

The shock flung the two men violently againg the stedl bulkheads.

Aitt managed to remain on hisfeet, but Dover, unbaanced by his heavy
burden, crashed like atree to the deck, embracing the canister with his
armsand cushioning itsfal with hisbody. A grunt of pain passed his
lips as he didocated his shoulder and wrenched aknee. He dazedly

struggled to asitting position and looked up at Fitt.



"What in God's name wasthat?' he gasped.

"Augugtine Volcano," Ritt said, dmogt dinicaly. "It must have

erupted.”

"Jesus, what next?"

Pitt helped the big man to hisfeet. He could fed Dover'sarm tense

through the heavy suit. "Y ou hurt?'

"A little bent, but | don't think anything's broken."

"Canyou makearunfor it?'

"I'mdl right,” Dover lied through clenched teeth. "What about the

evidence?'

"Forget it," Aitt said urgently. "Let's get the hell out of here"

Without another word they took off through the storerooms and into the

narrow aleyway between the freshwater tanks. Aitt dung hisarm around

Dover'swast and haf dragged, haf carried him through the darkness.

PFitt thought the aleyway would never end. His breath began to comein

gasps and his heart pounded againgt hisribs. He struggled to stay on



hisfeet asthe old Pilottown shook and swayed from the earth'stremors.
They reached cargo hold number four and scrambled down the lander. He

logt hisgrip and Dover fell to the deck.

The precious seconds lost manhandling Dover over to the opposite lander

seemed like years.

Pitt had barely set foot on the scaly rungs when there was acrack like

thunder and something fell past him and struck the deck.

Hethrew the light beam up. At that instant the hatch cover

disintegrated and tons of rock and debris cascaded into the hold.

"Climb, damnit, dimb!" Heyedled a Dover. His chest heaved and the
blood roared in hisears. With an inner strength he thrust Dover's 220

pounds up the [ander.

Suddenly avoice shouted. The light showed afigure leaning through the

upper hatch, his hands grabbing Dover and pulling him through into the

aft hold. Aitt inginctively knew it was Giordino.

Theburly little Itaian had akeen sense of arriving at theright place

at the right momen.

Then Fitt was at the top and crawling into the hold containing the nerve



agent. The hatch cover was il intact, because the doping ground

above was not as dense near the stern section. When he reached the

bottom of the lander, willing hands were hel ping Dover toward the after

deckhouse and temporary safety. Giordino gripped Pittsarm.

"Wetook casudties during the quake," he said grimly.

"How bad?' asked Pitt.

"Four injured, mostly broken bones, and one dead.”

Giordino hesitated and Pitt knew.

"Mendoza?'

"One of the drums crushed her legs," Giordino explained, hisvoice more

solemn than Ritt had ever known it. " She suffered acompound fracture.

A bone splinter pierced her suit." Hiswords died.

"The nerve agent leaked onto her skin," Aitt finished, a sense of

hel plessness and shock flooding through him.

Giordino nodded. "We carried her outside.”

Pitt found Julie Mendoza lying on the Pilottown's stern deck.



Overhead agresat cloud of volcanic ash rose into ablue sky and

fortuitoudy drifted to the northward and away from the ship.

Shelay alone and off to one side. The uninjured people were attending
totheliving. Only the young officer from the Catawba stood beside
her, and his entire body was arching convulsively as he was being

violently sckinto hisair filter.

Someone had removed her helmet. Her hair flared out on the rusty deck
and glinted orange under the setting sun. Her eyes were open and

daring into nothingness, the jaw jutting and rigin in what must have

been indescribable agony. The blood was hardening asit dried in
sun-tinted copper riversthat had gushed from her gaping mouth, nose and
ears. It had even seeped from around the edges of her eyes. What

littlefacid skin till showed was dready turning abluish black.

Aitts only emotion was cold rage. It swelled up insgde him as he knelt

down beside her and struck the deck repeatedly with hisfigt.

"It won't end here," He snarled bitterly. "I won't let it end here.”

OSCAR LUCAS STARED MOODILY at hisdesktop. Everything depressed him:
the acin-tasting coffeein acold cup, his chegply furnished government
office, thelong hourson hisjob. For thefirst time since he became

gpecia agent in charge of the presdentid detail, he found himsalf



longing for retirement, crass-country skiing in Colorado, building a

mountain retreat with his own hands.

He shook his head to clear the fantasies, sipped at adiet soft drink
and studied the plans of the presidential yacht for perhaps the tenth

time

Built in 1919 for awedthy Philade phia businessman, the Eagle was
purchased by the Department of Commercein 1921 for presidentia use.

Since that time, thirteen Presidents had paced her decks.

Herbert Hoover tossed medicine balls while onboard. Roosevelt mixed

martinis and discussed war strategy with Winston Churchill.

Harry Truman played poker and the piano. John Kennedy celebrated his
birthdays. Lyndon Johnson entertained the British Roya Family, and

Richard Nixon hosted Leonin Brezhnev.

Designed with an old strai ght-up-and-down bow, the maboganytrimmed yacht
displaced a hundred tons and measured 110 feet in length with a beam of
twenty feet. Her draft wasfive feet and she could dice the water a

fourteen knots.

The Eaglewas origindly congtructed with five master staterooms, four
baths and alarge glass-enclosed deckhouse, used as a combination dining

and livingroom. A crew of thirteen Coast Guardsmen manned the yacht



during acruise, their quarters and galey located forward.

L ucas went through the files on the crew, re-checking their personal
backgrounds, family histories, persondity traits, the results of

psychologica interviews. He could find nothing that merited any

suspicion.

He sat back and yawned. Hiswatch read 9:20 P.m. The Eagle had been
tied up at Mount Vernon for three hours. The President was anight owl
and alate riser. Hewould keep up his guests, Lucas was certain,

gtting around the deckhouse, thrashing out government affairs, with

little thought given to deep.

He twisted sdeways and looked out the window. A fdling mig wasa
welcome sght. The reduced vighility eiminated the chancesof a
sniper, the greatest danger to a President'slife. Lucas persuaded
himsdlf that he was chasing ghosts. Every detall that could be covered

was covered.

If there was athrezt, its source and method € uded him.

The mist had not yet reached Mount Vernon. The summer night il
gparkled clear and the lights from nearby streets and farms danced on
the water. Theriver at this stretch winened to dightly over amile,

with trees and shrubs lining its sweeping banks. A hundred yards from



the shoreline, a Coast Guard cutter stood at anchor, her bow pointing

upriver, radar antennain constant rotation.

The President was Sitting in alounge chair on the foredeck of the

Eagle, earnestly promoting his Eastern European aid program to Marcus
Larimer and Alan Moran. Suddenly he came to his feet and stepped to the
ralling, hishead tilted, ligening. A small herd of cowswere mooing

in anearby pasture. He became momentarily absorbed; the problems of
the nation vanished and a country boy surfaced. After severa seconds

he turned and sat down again.

"Sorry for theinterruption,” he said with abroad smile. "For aminute
there | was tempted to find a bucket and squeeze us some fresh milk for

breakfast."

"The news mediawould have afield day with apicture of you milking a

cow inthe dead of night." Larimer laughed.

"Better yet," said Moran sarcadtically, "you could sell the milk to the

Russansfor afat profit."”

"Not asfarfetched asit sounds,”" said Margolin, who was sitting off to

onesde. "Milk and butter have dl but disappeared from Moscow state

food stores."

"It'safact, Mr. Presdent,” said Larimer serioudy. "The average



Russanisonly two hundred caoriesaday from agtarvation diet.

The Poles and Hungarians are even worse off. Why, hell, our pigs eat

better than they do."

"Exactly my point,” said the President in afervent voice. "We cannot

turn our backs on starving women and children smply because they live
under Communist domination. Their plight makesmy aid plan al themore
important to echo the humanitarian generosity of the American people.
Think of the benefits such aprogram will bring in good will from the

Third World countries.

Think of how such an act could inspire future generations. The

potentia rewards areincaculable.”

"| beg to differ,” said Moran coldly. "Inmy mind what you proposeis
foolish, asucker play. Thebillions of dollarsthey spend annudly
propping up their satdlite countries have nearly wiped out their
financia resources. I'll take bets the money they save by your

proposed bailout plan would go directly into their military budget.”

"Perhaps, but if their troubles continue unchecked the Soviets will

become more dangerousto the U.S' the President argued.

"Higtoricdly, nations with degp economic problems have lashed out in



foreign adventures.”

"Like grabbing control of the Persan Gulf oil?* said Larimer.

Congtantly dangle. But they know damned well the Western nations would
intervene with force to keep the lifeblood of their economies flowing.
No, Marcus, their sights are set on afar easer target. One that would

open up their complete dominance of the Mediterranean.”

Larimer'seyebrowsraised. "Turkey?'

"Precisdy,” the President answered bluntly.

"But Turkey isamember of NATO," Moran protested.

"Y es, but would France go to war over Turkey? Would England or West

Germany? Better yet, ask yourselvesif we would send American boysto

die there, any more than wewould in Afghanistan? Thetruthis Turkey

has few natural resources worth fighting over. Soviet armor could sweep

across the country to the Bosporusin afew weeks, and the West would

only protest with words."

"Y ou're talking remote possibilities," said Moran, "not high

probabilities.

"| agree," sad Larimer. "In my opinion, further Soviet expansonism on



theface of their fdtering sysem isextremdy remote.”

The President raised a hand to protest. "But thisisfar different,
Marcus. Any internd upheavd in Russais certain to spill over her

borders, particularly into Western Europe.”

"I'm not an isolationist, Mr. President. God knows my record in the
Senate shows otherwise. But |, for one, am getting damned sick and
tired of the United States being constantly twisted in the wind by the
whims of the Europeans. Weve |eft more than our share of dead in their
soil fromtwo wars. | say if the Russanswant to et the rest of

Europe, then let them choke on it, and good rindance.”

Larimer sat back, satisfied. He had gotten the words off his chest that
he didn't dare utter in public. Though the President fervently
disagreed, he couldn't help wondering how many grass-roots Americans

shared the same thoughts.

" Let'sberedidtic,” hesad quietly. "Y ou know and | know we cannot

desart our dlies”

"Then what about our congtitution,” Moran jumped back in.

"What do you call it when you take their tax dollars from a budget

overburdened with deficit spending and use them to feed and support our



enemies?'

"| cdl it the humanething to do," the President replied wearily.

Heredized he wasfighting ano-win war.

"Sorry, Mr. Presdent,” Larimer said, risng to hisfeet. "But |

cannot with aclear conscience support your Eastern bloc aid plan.

Now if you'll excuseme, | think I'll hit the sack."

"Metoo," Moran said, yawning. "1 can hardly keep my eyes open.”

"Areyou settled indl right?" asked the President.

"Yes, thank you," replied Moran.

"if i haven't been seasick by now," said Larimer withahaf grin, "l

should keep my supper till morning.”

They bin their good nights and disappeared together down the Sairsto

their stlaterooms. As soon as they were out of earshot, the President

turned to Margolin.

"What do you think, Vince?"



"To be perfectly honest, g, | think you're pissing up arope.”

"You're saying it's hopel ess?’

"Let'slook at another sdeto this" Margolin began. "Your plan cdls

for buying surplus grain and other agricultura productsto givetothe
Communist world for priceslower than our farmers could receive on the
export market. Y et, thanks to poor westher conditions during the last
two years and theinflationary spird in diesd fud codts, farmsare

going bankrupt at the highest rate since 1934. . . . If you persstin
handing out aid money, | respectfully suggest you do it here-not in

Russa"

"Charity beginsa home. isthat it?"

"What better place? Also, you must consider the fact that you're

rapidly losing party support-and getting murdered in the polls.”

The President shook his head. "l can't remain mute while millions of

men, women and children die of garvation.”

"A noble stand, but hardly practica.”

The President's features became shrouded with sadness. "Don't you see,”

he said, staring out over the dark waters of theriver, "if we can show



that Marxism hasfdled, no guerrillamovement anywhere in the world

will bejudtifiedin usng it asabettle cry for revolution.”

"Which brings usto thefind argument,” said Margolin. "The Russans

don't want our help. Asyou know, I've met with Foreign Minister

Gromyko. Hetold mein no uncertain termsthat if Congress should pass

your aid program, any food shipmentswill be stopped at the borders.”

"Stll, wemugt try."

Margolin sghed softly to himsdf. Any argument was awaste of time.

The President could not be moved.

"If you'retired," the Presdent said, "please don't hesitate to go to

bed. You don't haveto stay awake just to kegp me company.”

"I'm not redlly in the mood for deep.”

"How about another brandy then?”

"Sounds good.”

The President pressed acall button beside his chair and afigurein the

white coat of a steward appeared on deck.

"Yes, Mr. President? What isyour plessure?'



"Please bring the Vice President and me another brandy.”

"YS’ s'r.ll

The steward turned to bring the order, but the President held up his

hand.

"One moment.”

lls‘r?l

"You're not jack Klosner, the regular geward.”

"No, Mr. President. | , am Seaman First Class Lee Tong. Seaman

Klosner wasrelieved at ten o'clock. 1'm on duty until tomorrow

morning.”

The President was one of the few politicians whose ego was attuned to

people. He spoke as gracioudy to an eight-year-old boy ashe did to an

eighty-year-old woman. He genuinely enjoyed drawing strangers out,

cdling them by their Christian names asif hed known them for years.

"Y our family Chinese, Lee?'



"No, sr. Korean. They immigrated to Americain nineteen fifty-two.'

"Why did you join the Coast Guard?'

"A love of the seg, | guess.”

"Do you enjoy catering to old bureaucrats like me?”

Seaman Tong hesitated, obvioudy uneasy. "Well my choice, 1'd rather be

serving on an icebreaker.”

"I'm not sure | like coming in second to an icebreaker." The President
laughed good-naturedly. "Remind mein the morning to put in aword to

Commandant Callinsfor atransfer. Wereold friends.”

"Thank you, Mr. President,” Seaman Tong mumbled excitedly.

"I'll get your brandiesright away."

Just before Tong turned away he flashed awine smile that reveded a

large gap inthe middle of his upper teeth.

A HEAVY FOG CREPT OVER the Eagle, smothering her hull in damp, eerie
dillness. Gradudly the red warning lights of aradio antennaon the

opposite shore blurred and disappeared. Somewhere overhead agull

shrieked, but it was amuted, ghostly sound; impossibleto tell whereit

camefrom. Theteak decks soon bled moisture and took on adull sheen



under the migt-veiled floodlights standing above the pilings of the old

creaking pier anchored to the bank.

A smal army of Secret Service agents, Sationed at strategic posts
around the landscaped dope that gently rose toward George Washington's

elegant colonia home, guarded the nearly invisible yacht.

V oice contact was kept by shortwave miniature radios. So that both
hands could be free a al times, the agents wore earpiece receivers,

battery units on their belts and tiny microphones on their wrigts.

Every hour the agents changed posts, moving on to the next prescheduled
security areawhile their shift leader wandered the grounds checking the

efficiency of the surveillance network.

In amotor home parked in the drive beside the old manor house, agent
Blackowl sat scanning arow of televison monitors. Another agent
manned the communi cations equi pment, while athird eyeballed a series of
warning lightswired to an intricate system of alarms spaced around the

yacht.

"Y ou'd think the National Wesather Service could give an accurate report
ten milesfrom itsforecast office," Blackowl groused as he sipped his
fourth coffee of the night. "They said light mig." if thisislight

migt, I'd like to know what in hdll they cal fog so thick you can dish



it with aspoon?’

The agent in charge of radio commudications turned and lifted the

earphones on his headset. "The chase boat saysthey can't see beyond

their bow. They request permission to come ashore and tie up.”

"Can't sy | blamethem," said Blackowl. "Tdl them &firmative.”

He stood and massaged the back of his neck. Then he patted the

communications agent on the shoulder. "I'll take over theradio.

Y ou get some deep.”

"As advance agent, you should be bedded down yoursdlf.”

"I'm not tired. Besides, | can't see crap on the monitors anyway."

The agent looked up at alarge digita clock onthewall. "Zero one

fifty hours. Ten minutestill the next post change.”

Blackowl nodded and din into the vacated chair. He had no sooner

ettled the earphones on his head than a call came from the Coast Guard

cutter anchored near the yacht.

"Control, thisis River Watch."



"Thisis Contral," Blackow! replied, recognizing the voice of the

cutter's commander.

"We're experiencing aproblem with our scanning equipment.”

"What kind of problem?"’

"A high-energy sgna on the same frequency asour radar isfouling

reception.”

A look of concern crossed Blackow!'s face. "Could someone be jamming

you?’

"I don't think 0. It lookslike crosstraffic. Thesignad comesand

goes asif messages are being transmitted. | suspect that some

neighborhood radio freak has plugged onto our frequency by accinent.”

"Do you'read any contacts?"

"Boat traffic thistime of night isnil," answered the commander.

"The only blip we've seen on the oscilloscope in the last two hours was

from acity sanitation tug pushing trash barges out to sea.”

"What timedid it go by?'



"Dinnt. The blip merged with the riverbank afew hundred yards

upstream. Thetug's skipper probably tied up to wait out the fog."

"Okay, River Watch, keep me assessed of your radar problem.”

"Will do, Contral. River Watch out."

Blackow! sat back and mentally cal culated the potential hazards.

With river traffic at astanddtill, there was little danger of another

ship callining with the Eagle. The Coast Guard cutter's radar, though
operating intermittently, was operating. And any assault from theriver
sde was ruled out because the absence of vishility madeit next to
impossibleto homein on the yacht. Thefog, it seemed, wasablessing

indisguise.

Blackowl glanced up &t the clock. It read one minute before the post
change. He quickly reread the security plan that listed the names of

the agents, the areas they were scheduled to patrol and the times.

He noted that agent Lyle Brock was due to stand post number seven, the

yacht itself, while agent Karl Polaski was dated for post number s,

which wasthe pier.

He pressed the transmit button and spoke into the tiny microphone



attached to his headset. "Attention dl sations. Time zero two
hundred hours. Move to your next post. Repeat, move to the next Post
on your schedule." Then he changed frequencies and uttered the code

name of the shift leader. "Cutty Sark, thisis Control."

A veteran of fifteen yearsin the service, agent Ed McGrath answered

dmog immediatdy. "Cutty Sark here.”

"Tel posts numbers six and seven to keep asharp watch on theriver.

"They won't seemuch inthisdop.”

"How bad isit around the dock area?"

"Let'sjust say you should have issued uswhite caneswith red tips.”

"Do the best you can,” Blackowl said.

A light blinked and Blackowl cut transmission to McGrath and answered

theincoming call.

"Control."

"Thisis River Watch ' Control. Whoever is screwing up our radar

signals seemsto be tranamitting continuoudy now."



"Y ou read nothing?" asked Blackowl.

"The geographic display on the oscilloscopeisforty percent blanked

out. Instead of blipswe receive alarge wedge shape.”

"Okay, River Watch, let me pass the word to the specia agent in charge.

Maybe he can track the interference and stop any further transmission.”

Before he apprised Oscar Lucas at the White House of the radar problem,
Blackowl turned and gazed curioudly at the televison monitors. They
reflected no discernible image, only vague shadows wavering in

wraithlike undulation.

Agent Karl Polaski refixed the molded earplug of his MotorolaHT-220
radio receiver and wiped the dampness from his Bismarck mustache. Forty
minutes into hiswatch on the pier, he felt damp and downright

miserable. He wiped the moisture from his face and thought it odd that

itfelt oily.

His eyes wandered to the overhead floodlights. They gave out adim
ydlowish hao, but the edges had a prismatic effect and displayed the
colors of therainbow. From where he stood, about minpoint on the
thirty-foot dock, the Eagle was completely hidden by the oppressive

migt. Not even her deck or mast lights werevisible.



Polaski walked over the weatherworn boards, occasiondly stopping and
ligening. But al he heard was the gentle lapping of the water around
the pilings and the soft hum of the yacht's generators. Hewasonly a
few stepsfrom the end of the pier when the Eaglefindly materidized

from the gray tentacles of thefog.

He called softly to agent Lyle Brock, who was manning post seven onboard

the boat. "Hey, Lyle. Canyou hear me?'

A voicereplied dightly above awhisper. "What do you want?'

"How about acup of coffeefrom the gdley?"

"The next post changeisin twenty minutes. Y ou can get a cup when you

come onboard and take my place."

"I can't wait twenty minutes," Polaski protested mildly. "I'm dready

soaked to the bones."

"Tough. Youll haveto suffer.”

Polaski knew that Brock couldn't leave the deck under any circumstances,

but he goaded the other agent good-naturedly. "Wait till you want a

favor fromme."



"Speaking of favors, | forgot where | go from here.”

Polaski gave aquizzicd look at the figure in the shadows on the

Eagle'sdeck. "Look at your diagram, numb brain.”

"It got soggy and | can't reed it."

"Pog eight isfifty yards down the bank."

"Thanks."

"If you want to know where post nineisit'll cost you acup of coffee,"

Polaski said, grinning.

"Screw you. | remember that one.™

L ater, during the next post change, the agents merely waved asthey

passed each other, two indistinct formsin the mist.

Ed McGrath could not recdl having seen fog thisthick. He sniffed the
air, trying to identify the strange aromathat hung everywhere, and
findly wrote it off asacommon oily smdl. Somewhereinthe mist he

heard adog bark. He paused, cocking one ear.

It was not the baying of ahound in chase or the frightened yelps of a

muitt, but the sharp yap of adog dert to an unfamiliar presence.



Not too far away, judging by the volume. Seventy-five, maybe a hundred,

yards beyond the security perimeter, McGrath estimated.

A potentia assassin would haveto be sick or brain damaged or both, he
thought, to ssumble blindly around a strange countryside in westher such
asthis. Already, McGrath had tripped and falen down, walked into an
unseen tree branch and scratched his cheek, found himself lost three
times, and dmost got himsdlf shot when he accinentaly walked onto a

guard post before he could radio his approach.

The barking stopped abruptly, and McGrath figured a cat or some wild

anima had set the dog off. He reached afamiliar bench beside afork

in agraveled path and made hisway toward the riverbank below the

yacht. He spokeinto hislape microphone.

"Pogt eight, coming up onyou."

Therewasno reply.

McGrath stopped in histracks. "Brock, thisis McGrath, coming up on

you."

Sill nothing.



"Brock, do you'read me?"

Post number eight was oddly quiet and McGrath began to fed uneasy.

Moving very dowly, one step a atime, he cautioudy closed on the

guard area. He cdled faintly through the migt, hisvoice werdly

meagnified by the heavy dampness. Silencewas hisonly reply.

"Contral, thisis Cutty Sark."

"Go ahead, Cutty Sark," came back Blackow!'stired voice.

"We're missng aman on post eight.”

Blackowl's tone sharpened considerably. "No sign of him?'

"None_"

"Check the boat," Blackowl said without hesitation. "I'll meet you

there after | inform headquarters.”

McGrath signed off and hurried along the bank to the dock.

"Pogt six, coming up on you."

"Aiken, post sx. Come ahead.”



McGrath groped hisway onto the dock and found agent John Aiken's

hulking figure under afloodlight. "Have you seen Brock?"

"You kidding?' answered Aiken. "I haven't seen shit Sncethefog

hit."

McGrath dogtrotted aong the dock, repeating the call-warning process.
By the time he reached the Eagle, Polaski had come around from the

opposite deck to meet him.

"I'mmissing Brock," he said tersdly.

Polaski shrugged. "Last | saw of him was about a haf-hour ago when we

changed podsts.”

"Okay, stand here by the dockside. I'm going to take alook below
decks. And keep an eye pedled for Blackowl. He's on hisway down from

Contral."

When Blackow! lurched out into the damp morning, the fog was thinning
and he could seethe faint glimmer of starsthrough the fading overcast
above. He steered hisway from post to post, breaking into arun aong
the pathway to the pier asthe visibility improved. Fear smoldered in

his ssomach, adread that something was terribly wrong.



Agentsdid not desert their posts without warning, without reason.

When at last he legped aboard the yacht, the fog had disappeared asif

by magic. Theruby lights of the radio antennaacrossthe river

sparkled in the newly cleared air. He brushed by Polaski and found

McGrath sitting alonein the deckhouse, staring trancelike into

nothingness.

Blackowl froze.

McGrath's face was as pae as awhite plaster death mask. He stared

with such horror in his eyesthat Blackowl immediately feared the worst.

"The Presdent?' he demanded.

McGrath looked at him dully, his mouth moving but no words coming out.

"For Christ's sake, isthe President safe?"

"Gone," McGrath findly muttered.

"What are you talking about?"

"The President, the Vice President, the crew, everybody, they're all

gone."



"You'retaking crazy!" Blackowl snapped.

"True. . .it'strue" McGrath said lifelesdy. "Seefor yoursdf.”

Blackow! tore down the steps of the nearest companionway and ran to the

President's stateroom. He threw open the door without knocking.

It was deserted. The bed was still neatly made and there were no

clothesin the closet, no toilet articles in the bathroom. His heart

felt asif it were being squeezed between two blocks of ice.

Asthough in anightmare, he rushed from stateroom to stateroom.

Everywhere it was the same; even the crew's quarterslay in undisturbed

emptiness.

The horror wasred.

Everyone on the yacht had vanished as though they had never been born.

July 29, 1989

Washington, D.C.

The chase boat Coast Mount Vernon Guard cutter Dock Eagle Secret Service



Command Cent UNLIKE ACTORS IN MOTION PICTURES, who take forever to wake
up and answer aringing telephonein bed, Ben Greenwald, Director of the
Secret Service, came ingtantly aert and snatched the receiver before

the second ring.

"Greenwad."

"Greetings," said the familiar voice of Oscar Lucas. "Sorry to wake

Y ou, but I knew you were anxious to hear the score of the soccer game.

Greenwald tensed. Any Secret Service communication opening with the
word "greetings' meant the beginning of an urgent, topsecret report on a
critical or grave Situation. The sentence that followed was

meaningless; a caution in case the telephone line might not be secure-a
red posshbility, sncethe Kissnger State Department had dlowed the
Russiansto build their new embassy on arise overlooking the city,

vadtly increasing their telephone eavesdropping capacity.

"Okay," Greenwad sad, trying to sound conversationd. "Who won?'

"You lost your bet.”

"Bet" was another key word indicating that the next statement was coming

in coded double-talk.

"Jasper College, one," Lucas continued, "Drinkwater Tech, nothing.



Three of the jagper playerswere siddined for injuries.”

The dire news exploded in Greenwald's ears. Jasper College was the code
for apresdentid abduction. The reference to the sddined players
meant the next three men in succession were taken too. It Was a code

that in Greenwa d's wildest dreams he never thought he would hear.

"Therésno mistake?' he asked, dreading the answer.

"None," replied Lucas, histone like the thin edge of broken glass.

"Who dsein the office pool knows the score?!

"Only Blackowl, McGrath and mysdif.”

"Keep it that way."

"Tobeonthesafedsde" said Lucas, "l initiated an immediate

assessment of the second-string players and future rookies.”

Greenwad ingtantly picked up on Lucas drift. Thewivesand children
of the missing parties were being located and protected, along with the

men next in linefor the Presidency.



He took a deep breath and quickly arranged his thoughts. Speed was
essentia. Even now, if the Soviets were behind the President's
kidnapping to gain an edge for a pre-emptive nuclear strike, it wastoo
late. On the other hand, with the top government effectively removed,

it hinted at a plot to overthrow the government.

Therewas no time | eft to be shackled by security. "Amen," sad

Greenwad, signaling Lucas that he was dropping the doable-talk.

"Understood.”

A sudden terrifying thought swept Greenwad's mind. "The bag man?' he

asked nervoudly.

"Gonewith theres."

Oh, dear God, Greenwad agonized to himsdf slently. Disaster was
piling on top of disaster. "Bag man" wastheirreverent nickname for
thefield-grade officer at the Presdent's sde day and night who
carried the briefcase containing codes called rel ease messages that
could unleash the nation's 10,000 strategic nuclear warheads on
preselected targetsinsde Soviet Russa. The consequences of the
ultrasecret codes faling into dien hands were beyond any concelvable

horror.

"Alert the Chairman of thejoint Chiefs of Staff,” he ordered.



"Then send adetail to pick up the Secretaries of State and Defense,
aso the Nationa Security Adviser, and rush them to the White House

Stuation Room."

"Anyone on the presidentid staff?"

"Okay, bring in Dan Fawcett. But for now let'skeep it aclosed club.

The fewer who know the'Man' is missing until we can sort things out,

the better."

"Inthat case," Lucas said, "it might be wise to hold the meseting

someplace besides the Situation Room. The press congtantly monitor the

White House. They'd be on uslike locugtsif the heads of Sate

suddenly converged there at thistime of morning.

Sound thinking," Greenwald replied. He paused amoment, then said,

"Makeit the Observatory."

"The Vice Presdent's res dence?"

"Press cars are dmost never in evidence there."

"I'll have everyone on the premises as soon as possible.”



"Oca?!

"Y&"

"Very briefly, what happened?’

Therewas adight hestation and then Lucas said, "They all vanished

from the presidentia yacht."

"l see," said Greenwald heavily, but it was clear he didn't.

Greenwad wasted no more time on talk. He hung up and hurriedly
dressed. On the drive to the Observatory his ssomach twisted into
knots, a delayed reaction to the catastrophic news. Hisvison blurred

and he fought off an overwheming urgeto vomit.

Hedrovein amentd haze through the deserted streets of the capital.
Except for an occasional delivery truck, traffic was nearly nonexistent
and most of thetraffic 9gndswere amply blinking on acautious

ydlow.

Too late he saw acity streetsweeper make a sudden U-turn from the
right-hand gutter. Hiswindshield was abruptly filled with the bulky
white-painted vehicle. In the cab the driver jJumped sdeways at the
protesting scream of tires, hiseyeswinein the glare of Greenwad's

headlights.



There was ameta-tearing crunch and the splash of flying glass.

The hood bent double, flew up, and the steering wheel rammed into

Greenwald's chest, crushing hisrib cage.

Greenwald sat pinned to the seat asthe water from the mangled radiator
hissed and steamed over the car's engine. His eyeswere open asthough
saring in vague iindifference at the abstract cracks on the shattered

windshield.

Oscar Lucas stood in front of the corner fireplace in the living room of

the Vice Presdent's mansion and described the presidentia kidnapping.
Every few seconds he glanced nervoudy at hiswatch, wondering what was
keeping Greenwald. The five Men seated around the room listened to him

in undisguised astonishment.

Secretary of Defense Jesse Simmons clamped histeeth on the stem of an
unlit meerschaum pipe. He was dressed casually in asummer sportcoat
and dacks, aswas Dan Fawcett and National Security Adviser Alan
Mercier. Army Generd Clayton Metcaf wasin uniform, while Douglas
Oates, the Secretary of State, sat fastinioudy groomed in adark suit

and necktie.

Lucas cameto the end of his briefing and waited for the barrage of



guestions he was certain would befired. Instead, there was a prolonged

hush. They just sat there, numb and immobile.

Oates was the first to break the stunned silence. "Good Lord!" he
gasped. "How could such athing happen? How could everyone on the

yacht Smply evaporateinto thinair?'

"Wedon't know," Lucas answered helplesdy. "I haven't ordered an

investigating team to the Ste yet for obvious security reasons.

Ben Greenwadd dammed alin on the affar until you gentlemen could be
informed. Outside thisroom, only three Secret Service personnd,

including Greenwad, are privy to the facts.”

"There hasto bealogica explanation,” said Mercier. The Presdent
adviser on nationa security roseto hisfeet and paced the room.

"Twenty people were not whisked away by supernatura powersor diens
from outer space. If, and | make that a questionableif, the President

and the others are indeed missing from the Eagle, it hasto be ahighly

organized congpiracy.”

"l assureyou, Sir," said Lucas, staring directly into Mercier's eyes,

"my deputy agent found the boat totally deserted.”

"Y ou say thefog wasthick," Mercier continued.



"That'show Agent Blackow! described it.”

"Could they have somehow penetrated your security network and driven

away?'

L ucas shook hishead. "Evenif they managed to e ude my security detall
inthefog, their movement would have been detected by the sengitive

darm sysemsweingtaled around the estate.”

"That leavestheriver," observed Jesse Smmons. The Secretary of

Defense was ataciturn man, given to telegramlike statements. A

leathery tan face was evidence of hisweekends as an avin water skier.

" Suppose the Eagle was boarded from the water? Suppose they were

forcibly removed to another boat?"

Oates gave Smmons adubious stare. "Y ou make it sound asif Blackbeard

the Pirate was respongible.”

"Agentswere patrolling the dock and riverbank," Lucas explained.

"No way passengers and crew could be subdued and carried off without a

sound.”

"Maybe they were drugged,” suggested Dan Fawcett.



"A possibility,” admitted Lucas.

"Let'slook at this head-on," said Oates. "Rather than specul ate on how
the abduction occurred, | think we must concentrate on the reason and

the force responsible before we can plan aresponse.”

"l agree," said Smmons. Heturned to Metcalf. "Generd, any evidence
the Russians are behind this as atime cushion to launch afirst

drike?'

"If that wasthe case," answered Metcdlf, "their strategic rocket forces

would have taken us out an hour ago.”

“They il might."

Metcaf gave adight negativetilt to his head. "Nothing indicates

they'rein astate of readiness, Our Kremlin intelligence sources report

no signsof increased activity in or around the eighty underground

command postsin Mascow, and our satellite surveillance shows no troop

buildup aong the Eastern bloc border.

Also, Presdent Antonov ison asate vidt to Paris."

"So much for World War Threg," said Mercier with alook of reief.



"Were not out of shalow water yet," Fawcett said. "Theofficer

carrying the codes designating nuclear strike Sitesisaso gone.™

"Not to worry on that score," said Metcalf, smiling for thefirst time.
"As soon as Lucas here derted me to the situation, | ordered the

alphabetical code words changed.”

"What's to stop whoever has them from using the old code words to break

the new ones?'

"For what purpose?’

"Blackmail, or maybe an insane attempt to bit the Russansfirg."

"Can't be done," Metcaf replied amply. "There aretoo many built-in
safeguards. Why hell, even the President couldn't launch our nuclear
arsena on hisown, in afit of madness. The order to start awar has
to be tranamitted through Secretary of Defense Simmons and the joint
Chiefs. If any of usknew for certain the order wasinvain, we could

countermand it."

"All right,” said Simmons, "we temporarily shelve a Soviet conspiracy or

an act of war. What arewe left with?'

"Damned little," grunted Mercier.



Metcalf looked squardly at Oates. "Asthings stand, Mr. Secretary, you

arethe congtitutionally designated successor."

"He'sright,” sad Smmons. "Until the Presdent, Margolin, Larimer and

Moran arefound aive, you're the acting President.”

For several seconds there was no sound in the library. Oates's
flamboyant and forceful facid exterior cracked ever so dightly, and he
seemed to suddenly agefive years. Then, just as suddenly, he regained

control and his eyestook on acold, viscerd expresson.

"Thefirgt thingwemust do," hesaid in alevel tone, "isto act as

though nothing has happened.”

Mercier tilted back and gazed unseeing at the high ceiling.

"Granted we can't hold a press conference and announce to the world
we've misplaced the nation's four ranking leaders. | don't careto
think about the repercussions when the word leaks out. But we can't

hide the facts from the press for more than afew hours."

"And we have to consder the likelihood the people responsible for the
kidnapping will give us an ultimatum or make aransom demand through the

news media," Simmons anded.



Metcdf looked doubtful. "My guessisthat when contact ismadeit will
come without atrumpet blast to Secretary Oates, and any demand will be

for something besides money."

"I can't fault your thinking, Generd," said Oates. "But our top
priority istill to conced thefactsand stall for aslong asit takes

to find the Presdent.”

Mercier had the look of an atheist buttonholed by aHare Krishnaat an
arport. "Lincoln said it: "Y ou can't fool dl the peopledl the

time." It won't be easy keeping the President and Vice President out of
the public eye for more than aday, at most. And you can't Smply erase
Larimer and Moran; they're too highly visble around Washington. Then
thereisthe Eagle's crew to consider. What do you tell their

families?'

"Jack Sutton!" Fawcett blurted as though he was having areveation.

"Who?' Smmons demanded.

"The actor, the pitting image of the Presdent who playshimin TV

commercials and on comedy shows.”

Oates sat up. "I think | seeyour point. Theresemblanceis

remarkable, but we'd never get away with it, not on aface-to-face



basis. Sutton'svoiceisafar from perfect imitation, and anyone who

isin close daily contact with the President would see through the

deception.”

"Y es, but from thirty feet hisown wife couldn't tell the difference.”

"Whereisthisleading?' Metcalf asked Fawcett.

The White House Chief of Staff took his cue. "Press Secretary Thompson
can hand out a press release saying the President is taking aworking
vacation on hisNew Mexico farm to study congressiond reaction to his
Eastern aid program. The White House press corpswill be kept on the
Sddines-astuation that's not uncommon when the Presdent isn't in

the mood to answer questions.

All they'd see from aroped-off distance would be him-in this case,

Sutton the actor-entering the helicopter for the flight to Andrews Air

Force Base for departurein Air Force One. They could follow on alater

plane, of course, but be denied entry onto the farm itsalf.”

"Why not have aphony Vice President go with Sutton?' Mercier

suggested.

"Both men can't fly on the same plane," Lucas reminded him.

"Okay, send him on aplane leaving at night,” Mercier persisted.



"Not much news coverageis given to Margolin's movements. No one would

noticeastand-in."

"Or care," anded Oates, alluding to the public apathy toward vice

presidents.

"| can handle the detail s from the White House end,"” offered Fawcett.

"Two down," said Smmons. "Now what about Larimer and Moran?'

"Thisisan odd-numbered year,” Mercier said, warming up to the scheme.

"Congress recesses for the entire month of Augustonly two days away. Our

onediceof luck. Why not invent amutuad fishing trip or ajunket to

some out-of-the-way resort?"

Simmons shook his head. " Scratch thefishing trip.”

“Why?

Smmonsgaveatight amile. "Becauseit'sknown al over Capitol Hill

that Moran and Larimer relate like syrup and vinegar."

"No matter. A fishing hole conferenceto discussforeign relations

soundslogicd," sad Oates. "I'll write up the memorandum from the



State Department end.”

"Wheat do you tell ther office saffs?'

"Thisis Saturday; weve got two days grace to iron out the bugs.”

Simmons began making notes on apad. "Four down. That leavesthe

Eaglescrew.”

"I think | can come up with aconvenient cover,” offered Metcaf. "I'll
work through the Coast Guard Commandant. The crew'sfamilies can be
told the yacht was ordered on an unscheduled cruise for atop-secret

military meting. No further details need be given.”

Oates stared around the room at his companions. "If thereareno

further questions"

"Who elsedo welet in on the hoax?" queried Fawcett.

"A poor choice of words, Dan," said Oates. "Let'scdl ita

'distraction.”

"It goeswithout saying," said Metcdf, "that Emmett of the FBI will

have to handle the domestic end of theinvestigation.



And, of course, Brogan of CIA must be caled in to check out the

internationa conspiracy angle.”

"Y ou've just touched on an ungodly thought, Generd," said Smmons.

lls‘r?l

" Supppose the President and the rest have aready been spirited out of

the country?*

Simmons speculation brought no immediate response. It wasagrim
possibility none of them had dared consider. With the President beyond
reach of their vast internd resources, their investigative

effectiveness would be cut by 80 percent.

"They could aso be dead,” Oates said in acontrolled voice. "But well
operate on the premise they're dlive and held somewhere in the United

States™

"Lucasand | will brief Emmett and Brogan," Fawcett volunteered.

There was aknock on the door. A Secret Service agent entered, walked

over to Lucas and spoke softly in hisear. Lucas eyebrows arched

upward and he paed dightly. Then the agent retreated from the room,



closing the door behind him.

Oates stared at L ucas questioningly. "A new development, Oscar?'

"Ben Greenwald,” Lucas answered vacantly. "Hewaskilled thirty minutes

ago. Hiscar struck acity maintenance vehicle."

Oates wasted no words of sympathy. "With the powers temporarily vested

inme, | name you asthe new Director of the Secret Service.”

Lucasvishly recoiled. "No, please, | don't think | can-"

"Doesn't make sense to select somebody else,” Oates interrupted him.

"Likeit or not, Oscar, you're the only man who can be named for the

job."

"Somehow it doesn't seem right to be promoted for losing the men I'm

sworn to protect,” said Lucas dejectedly.

"Blameme," said Fawcett. "I forced the yacht cruise on you before your

people werefully prepared.”

"There's no time for self-recrimination,” Oates said sharply. "We each

have our jobs cut out for us. | suggest we get to work."



"When should we meet again?' Simmons asked.

Oates |ooked at hiswatch. "Four hoursfrom now," hereplied.

"The White House Situation Room."

"Wereflirting with exposureif everyone shows up at the sametime,”

said Fawcett.

"Therés an underground utility tunnel running from the basement of the
Treasury building benegath the street to the White House," Lucas
explained. "Perhaps some of you gentlemen could enter unseen from that

direction.”

"Good ideg," Metcalf agreed. "We can arrive at the Treasury building in

unmarked government cars, cross under the street through the tunnel and

take the devator to the Situation Room."

"That settlesit then," Oates said, risng from hischair. "If any of

you ever dreamed of going on the stage, thisisyour big chance.

And | don't havetotdl you, if the show's aflop, wejust may bring

down the whole country along with the curtain.”

AFTER the brisk weather OF ALASKA, the hot, humin atmosphere of South



Carolinafdt liketheinsde of asauna. Pitt made a phone call and
then rented a car at the Charleston airport. He drove south on Highway

52 toward the city and took the turnoff for the sprawling naval base.

About amile after turning right on Spruill Avenue, he cameto alarge
red brick building with an ancient rusting sign perched on the roof

advertisng the Alhambralron and Boiler Company.

He parked the car and walked under ahigh iron archway with the date
1861 suspended on apanel. The reception areatook him by surprise. The

furnishings were ultramodern. Chrome was everywhere.

Hefdt asthough held walked onto a photo layout from Architectura

Digest.

A sweet young thing looked up, pursed an ever so smal smile and said,

"Canahhepyou, Sr?'

Pitt stared into the mossy green magnoliaeyes and imagined her asa

former homecoming queen. "I caled from the airport and set an

gppointment with Mr. Hunley. My nameis Aitt."

The recognition was automatic and the smile didn't dter so much asa

millimeter. "Y es, he's expecting you. Please comethisway.”

Sheled him into an office decorated entirely in brown tones.



Pitt was suddenly overwhelmed with the sensation of drowning in oatmedl.
A rotund, smiling little man rose from behind an enormous kinney-shaped

desk and extended his hand.

"Mr. Ritt. I'm Charlie Hunley."

"Mr. Hunley," RAitt said, sheking hands. "Thank you for seeing me.

"Not at dl. Your phone cal ticked my curiogity. Yourethefirg
person to ask about our boiler making capacity in, golly, must be forty

years"

"You're out of the business?"

"Heavens, yes. Gaveit up during the summer of fifty-one. End of an

era, you might say. My great-granddandy rolled armor plate for the
Confederate ironclad fleet. After World War Two, my dandy figured the
time had come for achange. He retooled the plant and started
fabricating meta furniture. Asthingsturned out, it was a shrewd

decison.”

"did you, by chance, save any of your old production records?’ Pitt

asked.



"Unlikeyou Y ankees, who throw out everything,” Hunley said withady

smile, "we Southern boys hold onto everything, including our women.”

Pitt laughed politely and didn't bother asking how his Cdifornia

upbringing had qudified himasa'Y ankee.

"After your call," Hunley continued, "I ran asearch in our file storage
room. Y ou didn't give me adate, but snce we only supplied forty
water-tube boilers with the specifications you mentioned for Liberty
ships, | found theinvoicelisting the serid number in question in
fifteen minutes. Unfortunately, | can't tell you what you don't aready

know."

"Was the boiler shipped to the company that supplied the engines or

direct to the shipyard for ingtdlation?”

Hunley picked up the yelowing paper from his desk and sudied it for a
moment. "It says here we shipped to the Georgia Shipbuilding
Corporation in Savannah on June fourteenth, 1943." Hunley picked,up
another piece of paper. "Heresareport from one of our men who
inspected the boilers after they wereingtalled in the ship and

connected to the engines. All that ismentioned of any interest isthe

name of the ship."

"Yes, | havethat," said Pitt. "It was the Pilottown."



A strange expression of puzzlement crossed Hunley's face as he restudied

the ingpector's report. "We must be talking about two different ships.”

Pitt looked at him. "Could there be amistake?"

"Not unless you wrote down the wrong serid number.”

"l was careful,” Pitt replied firmly.

"Then | don't know what to tell you," said Hunley, passing the paper
across the desk. "But according to the ingpection report, boiler number

38874 went into a Liberty ship called the San Marino."

CONGRESSWOMAN LOREN SMITH WAS WAITING on the concourse when Pitts flight
from Charleston arrived a Washington's Nationa Airport. She waved to
get hisattention, and he smiled. The gesture was unnecessary. Shewas

an easy woman to spot.

Loren stood tall, dightly over fivefoot eight. Her cinnamon hair was
long but layered around the face, which accented her prominent
cheekbones and deep violet eyes. Shewas dressed in apink cotton-knit

tunic-style dress with scoop neck and long deevesthat were rolled up.

For an elegant touch, she wore a Chinese-patterned sash around her

was.



She possessed an air of breezy sophistication, yet undernesth one could
sense atomboyish daring. A representative el ected from the state of
Colorado, Loren was serving her second term. Sheloved her job; it was
her life. Feminine and softspoken, she could be an unleashed tiger on

the floor of Congress when shetackled anissue.

Her colleagues respected her for her shrewdness aswell as her beauty.

Shewas a private woman, shunning the parties and dinners unlessthey

were palitically necessary. Her only outside activity wasan on again,

off again” affar with Fitt.

She gpproached him and kissed him lightly on the mouth. "We come home,

voyager."

He put hisarm around her and they set off toward the baggage claim.

"Thank you for mesting me.”

"l borrowed one of your cars. | hope you don't mind."

"Depends," he said. "Which one?'

"My favorite, the blue Tabot-Lago."

"The coupe with the Saoutchik coachwork? Y ou have expensive taste.



That's 2 $200,000 car."

"Oh, dear, | hopeit doesn't get dented in the parking lot.”

Aitt gave her asolemn look. "If it does, the sovereign state of

Colorado will have avacant seat in Congress.”

She clutched hisarm and laughed. ™Y ou think more of your carsthan you

do your women."

"Carsnever nag and complain.”

"I can think of afew other thingsthey never do," shesaidwitha

girlishamile

They threaded their way through the crowded terminal and waited at the
baggage clam. Findly the conveyor bt hummed into motion and Fitt
retrieved histwo suitcases. They passed outside into agray, sticky
morning and found the blue 1948 Tabot-Lago stting peacefully under the
watchful eye of an airport security guard. Fitt relaxedinthe
passenger's seat as Loren dipped behind the whed. The rakish car was
aright-hand drive, and it dways struck Pitt odd to sit and stare out

the |eft Sde of the windshield at the approaching traffic with nothing

to do.



"did you call Perlmutter?' he asked.

"About an hour before you landed,” she answered. "He was quite

agreeable, for someone who was jolted out of asound deep.

He said held go through hislibrary for data on the ships you asked

about."

"If anyone knows ships, it's St. Julien Perlmutter.”

"He sounds like a character over the phone.”

"An understatement. Wait till you meet him."

Pitt watched the passing scenery for afew moments without spesking. He
stared at the Potomac River as Loren drove north along the George
Washington Memoria Parkway and cut over the Francis Scott Key bridge to

Georgetown.

Pitt was not fond of Georgetown; "Phonyville" hecdledit. Thedrab
brick town houses looked like they had all been popped from the same

biscuit mold. Loren steered the Talbot onto N Strest.

Parked carsjammed the curbs, trash lay in the gutters, little of the
sidewalk shrubbery was trimmed, and yet it was perhaps four blocks of

the most overpriced real estate in the country. Tiny houses, Aitt



mused, filled with gigantic egos generoudy coated with megadoses of

forged veneer.

Loren squeezed into avacant parking space and turned off theignition.
They locked the car and walked between two vineencrusted homesto a
carriage house in the rear. Before Pitt could lift abronze knocker

shaped like a ship's anchor, the door was thrown open by agreat monster
of aman who mashed the scales at nearly four hundred pounds. His
sky-blue eyestwinkled and his crimson face was mostly hidden under a
thick forest of gray hair and heard, Except for hissmall tulip nose, he

looked like Santa Claus gone to seed.

"Dirk," hefairly boomed. "Whereve you been hining?'

. Julien Perlmutter was dressed in purple silk pgiamas under ared
and gold paidey robe. He encompassed Fitt with his chunky arms and
lifted him off the doorstep in abear hug, without ahint of strain.
Loren'seyeswinened in astonishment. Sheld never met Perlmutter in

person and wasn't prepared.

"You kissme, Julien," said Aitt sernly, "and I'll kick you inthe

crotch.”

Perlmutter gave a bdlly laugh and rel eased Fitts 180 pounds.



"Comein, comein. I've made breakfast. Y ou must be starved after your

travds"

RFitt introduced Loren. Perlmutter kissed her hand with a Continental
flourish and then led them into a huge combination living room, bedroom
and study. Shelves supporting the weight of thousands of books sagged
fromfloor to calling on every wal. There were books on tables, books
on chairs. They were even stacked on aking-size water bed that rippled

inan acove.

Perlmutter possessed what was acknowledged by experts as the finest
collection of higtorical ship literature ever assembled. At least

twenty marine museums were constantly angling to have it donated to
their libraries after alifetime of excesscaoriessenthimtoa

mortuary.

He motioned Pitt and Loren to Sit at a hatch-cover table lain with an

elegant slver and china service bearing the emblem of aFrench

transatlantic seamshipline.

"It'sdl solovey," said Loren admiringly.

"From the famous French liner Normandie," Perlmutter explained.

"Found it all in awarehouse whereit had been packed away since before

the ship burned and rolled over in New Y ork harbor."



He served them a German breakfast, beginning with schnapps, thin-diced
Westphalian ham garnished with pickles and accompanied by pumpernickel
bread. For aside dish hed whipped up potato dumplingswith a

prune-butter filling.

"Tastesmarvelous,” said Loren. "I love egting something besides eggs

and bacon for achange.”

"I'm andicted to German cooking.” Perlmutter laughed, patting hisample
stomach. "L ots more substance than that candy-ass French fare, whichis

nothing but an exotic way to prepare garbage.”

"did you find any information on the San Marino and the Pilottown?

asked Fitt, turning the conversation to the subject on hismind.

"Yes, asamatter of fact, | did." Perlmutter hefted hisbulk from the
table and soon returned with alarge dusty volume on Liberty ships. He

donned a pair of reading glasses and turned to a marked page.

"Here we are. The San Marino, launched by the Georgia Shipbuilding

Corporation, July of 1943. Hull number 2356, classed asacargo

carrier. Sailed Atlantic convoysuntil the end of the war.

Damaged by submarine torpedo from the U-573. Reached Liverpool under



her own power and was repaired. Sold after the war to the Bristol
Steamship Company of Bristol, England. Sold 1956 to the Manx Steamship

Company of New Y ork, Panamanian registry.

Vanished with al hands, north Pacific, 1966.

"So that wasthe end of her."

"Maybe, maybe not,” said Perimuitter. "There's apostscript. | found a
report in another reference source. About three years after the ship

was posted missing, aMr. Rodney Dewhurst, who was a marine insurance
underwriter for the Lloyd's officein Singapore, noticed a ship moored
inthe harbor that struck him as vaguedly familiar. There was an unusud
design to the cargo booms, one held seen on only one other Liberty-class
ship. He managed to talk hisway onboard and after abrief search

smeled arat. Unfortunately, it was aholinay and it took him severa

hours to round up the harbor authorities and convince them to arrest the
ship in port and hold it for an investigation. By the time they reached

the dock, the vessal waslong gone, steaming somewhere out to sea. A
check of custom records showed her to be the Belle Chasse, Korean
registry, owned by the Sosan Trading Company of Inchon, Korea. Her next
destination was Sesttle. Dewhurst cabled an dert to the Sesttle Harbor

Police, but the Bdlle Chasse never arrived.”

"Why was Dewhurst suspicious of her?' Pitt asked.



"He had inspected the San Marino before underwriting the insurance on
her and was dead certain she and the Belle Chasse were one and the

same”

"Surely the Belle Chasse turned up in another port?' Loren asked.

Perlmutter shook his head. " She faded from the records until two years
later, when she was reported scrapped in Pusan, Korea." He paused and

looked acrossthe table. "Doesany of thishdp you?'

Pitt took another swallow of the schnapps. "That'sthe problem.

| don't know." Hewent on to briefly relate the discovery of the
Pilottown, but omitted any mention of the nerve gas cargo. He described
finding the serid number on the ship's boiler and running acheck oniit

in Charleston.

"So the old Pilottown's been tracked down at last." Perlmutter sghed

widfully. " She wanders the seano more.”

"But her discovery opened anew can of worms," Ritt said. "Why was she
carrying aboiler that was recorded by the manufacturer asingtdledin

the San Marino? It doesn't and up. Both shipswere probably
constructed on adjoining dipways and launched about the sametime. The

on-gite ingpector must have been confused. He smply wrote up the



boiler as placed in the wrong hull.”

"I hate to spoil your black mood," said Perlmutter, "but you may be

wrong.

"lsn't there a connection between the two ships?’

Perlmutter gave Pitt a scholarly gaze over the tops of his glasses.

"Y es, but not what you think." He turned to the book again and began

reading doud. "The Liberty ship Bart Pulver, later the Rosthenaand

Pilottown, launched by Astoria lron and Steel Company, Portland, Oregon,

in November of 1942-"

"Shewas built on the West Coast?' Ritt interrupted in surprise.

" About twenty-five hundred miles from Savannah, asthe crow flies,”

Perlmutter replied indirectly, "and nine months earlier than the San

Marino." Heturned to Loren. "Would you like some coffee, dear lady?'

Loren stood up. "Y ou two keep talking. I'l getit.”

"it's espresso.”

"I know how to operate the machine."



Perlmutter looked at Pitt and gave ajolly wink. "Shesawinner.”

Pitt nodded and continued. "It's not logica a Charleston boilermaker

would ship across the country to Oregon with a Savannah shipyard only

ninety milesaway."

"Not logicd at dl," Perhnutter agreed.

"What else do you have on the Pilottown?"

Perlmutter read on. "Hull number 793, also classed asacargo carier.

Sold after the war to the Kassandra Phosphate Company Limited of Athens.

Greek regigtry. Ran aground with acargo of phosphates off Jamaica,

June of 1954. Refloated four months later.

Sold 1962 to the Sosan Trading Company-"

"Inchon, Koreg," Pitt finished. "Our first connection.”

Loren returned with atray of small cups and passed the espresso coffee

around the table.

"Thisisindeed atreat,” sad Perlmutter gdlantly. "I've never been

waited on by amember of Congress before.”



"l hope | didn't makeit too strong," Loren said, testing the brew and

making aface.

"A little mud on the bottom sharpens awoolly mind," Perlmutter

reassured her philosophicaly.

"Getting back to the Rilottown," Pitt said. "What happened to her after

19627

"No other entry is shown until 1979, when she'slisted as sunk during a
gormin the northern Pacific with all hands. After that she became
something of a cause celebrity by regppearing on anumber of occasions

aong the Alaskan coast.”

"Then shewent missing in the same area of the sea as the San Marino,”

sad Ritt thoughtfully. "Another possibletie-in.”

"You're grabbing at bubbles” said Loren. "1 can't see where any of

thisistaking you."

"I'mwith her." Perhnutter nodded. "There's no concrete pattern.”

"l think thereis," Aitt said confinently. "What began as acheap

insurance fraud is unraveling into a cover-up of far grester

proportions.”



"Why your interest in this?' Perlmutter asked, staring Fitt in the

eyes.

Pitts gaze was distant. "1 can't tell you."

"A classfied government investigation maybe?"

"I'm on my owninthisone, but it's related to a'most secret’

project.”

Perlmutter gave in good-naturedly. "Okay, old friend, -no more prying
questions." He helped himsdlf to another dumpling. "If you suspect the
ship buried under the volcano is the San Marino and not the Filottown,

where do you go from here?’

"Inchon, Korea. The Sosan Trading Company might hold the key."

"Don't waste your time. Thetrading company ismost certainly afdse

front, aname on aregigtry cetificate. Asisthe case with most

shipping companies, dl trace of ownership ends at an obscure post

officebox. If | wereyou, I'd giveit up asalost cause."

"Y ou'd never make afootbdl coach,” Fitt said with alaugh.

"Y our haf-time locker-room speech would discourage your team into



throwing away atwenty-point lead.”

"Another glass of schnapps, if you please?' said Perimutter ina
grumbling tone, holding out his glass as Fitt poured. "Tdl you whet
I'll do. Two of my corresponding friends on nautical research are

Koreans. I'll have them check out Sosan Trading for you.”

"And the Pusan shipyards for any records covering the scrapping of the

Bdle Chas"

"All right, I'll throw that in too."

"I'm grateful for your help.”

"No guarantees.”

"l don't expect any."

"What's your next move?'

"Send out press releases.”

Loren looked up, puzzled. "Send what?'

"Pressreleases,” Fitt answered casudly, "to announce the discovery of

both the San Marino and the Pilottown and describe NUMA's plansfor



inspecting the wrecks."

"When did you dream up that foolish sunt?' Loren asked.

"About ten seconds ago.”

Perlmutter gave Pitt the Stare of a psychiatrist about to commit a

hopeless mental case. "l fail to seethe purpose.”

"No oneinthe world isimmune from curiosity,” Fitt exclaimed " Somebody

from the parent with adevious glint in hisgreen eyes.

company that owned those shipswill step from behind the shroud of
corporate anonymity to check the story. And when they do, I'll have

thar ass"

WHEN OATES ENTERED THE WHITE HOUSE SITUATION Room, the men seated around
the conference table cameto their feet. it wasasign of respect for

the man who now shouldered the vast problems of the nation's uncertain

future. The respongbility for the far-reaching decisons of the next

few days, and perhaps longer, would be hisaone.

There were some in the room who had mistrusted his cold aloofness, his
cultivated holy image. They now cast off persond didike and rdlied

tohissde.



Hetook the chair at the head of the table. He motioned to the others

to st and turned to Sam Emmett, the gruff-spoken chief of the FBI, and

Martin Brogan, the urbane, intellectud director of the CIA.

"Have you gentlemen been fully briefed?

Emmett nodded toward Fawcett, seated at the table's other end.

"Dan has described the stuation.”

"Either of you got anything on this?'

Brogan shook hishead dowly. "Off thetop of my head | can't recal

hearing any indications or rumors from our intelligence sources pointing

to an operation of this magnitude. But that doesn't mean we don't have

something that was misinterpreted.”

"I'm in pretty much the same boat as Martin,”" said Emmett.

"It's beyond comprehension that apresidentia abduction could dip

through the Bureau's fingers without even avague clue.”

Oates's next question was put to Brogan. "Do we have any intelligence

that might lead usto suspect the Russans?’



"Soviet President Antonov doesn't consider our President half the threst
he did Reagan. Hed be risking amassive confrontation if it ever

leaked to the American public his government wasinvolved. Y ou could
compare it to striking ahornet's nest with astick. | can't see what,

if any, gainsthe Russanswould net."

"What's your gut reaction, Sam?" Oates asked Emmett. "Could thisbe

terrorist-ingpired?'

"Too eaborate. Thisoperation took an immense amount of planning and

money. Theingenuity isincredible. It goesfar beyond the

capabilities of any terrorist organization.”

"Any theories?' asked Oates, andressing the table.

"I canthink of at least four Arab leaders who might have amotive for

blackmailing the U.S" said Generd Metcdf. "And Qandafi of Libyaheads

thelig."

"They certainly have thefinancid resources, said Defense Secretary

Simmons.

"But hardly the sophigtication,” Brogan anded.

Alan Mercier, the Nationd Security Adviser, motioned with his hand to



speak. "Inmy estimation the conspiracy isof domestic origin rather

than foreign.”

"What's your reasoning?' Oates asked.

"Our land and space listening systems monitor every telephone and radio
transmission around the world, and it's no secret to everyone present

that our new tenth-generation computers can break any code the Russians
or our Alliesdevise. It slandsto reason that an intricate operation

of thisszewould require aflow of international message traffic

leading up to the act and areport of success afterwards."”

Mercier paused to make his point. "Our anaysts have not intercepted a

foreign communication that suggests the dightest connection with the

disappearance.”

Simmons sucked noisily on hispipe. "I think Alan makes agood case.”

"Okay," Oates sad, "foreign blackmail ratesalow score. So what are

we looking at from the domestic angle?!

Dan Fawcett, who had previoudy been silent, spoke up. "1t may sound

farfetched, but we can't eiminate a corporate plot to overthrow the

government.”

Oates leaned back and straightened his shoulders. "Maybe not as



farfetched aswe think. The Presdent went after thefinancia
indtitutions and the multinational conglomerates with avengeance. His
tax programstook a hell of abite out of their profits. They're pumping

arty's campaign coffersfaster than their banks can print the checks."

"I warned him about grandstanding on the issue of helping the poor by

taxing therich," Fawcett said. "But herefused to listen.

He dienated the nation's businessmen, aswdl asthe working middle

class. Paliticiansjust can't seemto get it into their headsthat a

vast number of American familieswith aworking wifeareina

fifty-percent tax bracket."

"The President has powerful enemies," Mercier conceded. "However, it's

inconceivable to methat any corporate empire could steal away the

President and congressiond |leaders without itslesking to a

law-enforcement agency.”

"l agree," Emmeit said. "Too many people had to beinonit.

Somebody would have gotten cold feet and spilled the scheme.”

I think we'd better call ahalt to speculation,” said Oates.

"Let's get back on thetrack. Thefirst step isto launch amassve



investigation while keeping up abusiness-as-usud frodt. Use whatever
cover gory you fed isplausible. If at al possible, don't even let

your key peopleinonthis.

"What about a centra command post during the investigation?' Emmett

asked.

"WEell continue to gather here every eight hoursto assessincoming

evidence and coordinate efforts between your respective investigative

agencies”

Simmons pushed forward in hischair. "I have aproblem. I'm scheduled
to fly to Cairo this afternoon to confer with Egypt's Minister of

Defense”

"By dl meansgo," Oatesreplied. "Keep up normal appearances.

Generd Metcalf can cover for you at the Pentagon.”

Emmett shifted in hischair. "1'm supposed to speak before alaw class

at Princeton tomorrow morning.”

Oates pondered a moment. "Claim you have theflu and can't makeit." He
turned to Lucas. "Oscar, if you'll forgive mefor saying so, yourethe
most expendable. Substitute for Sam. Certainly no one would suspect a

presidential kidnapping if the new Director of the Secret Service can



take time out to give a speech.”

Lucas nodded. "I'll bethere"

"Good." Oateslooked around the table. "Everybody plan on being back

here at two o'clock. Maybe well know something by then.”

"I've aready sent acrack lab team over to the yacht," Emmett

volunteered. "With luck they'll turn up some Solid leads."

"Let'spray they do." Oates's shoulders sagged and he appeared to stare
through the tabletop. "My God," he muttered quietly. "Isthisany way

to run agoverrnment?"

BLACKOWL STOOD ON THE DOCK and watched as ateam of FBI agents swarmed
over the Eagle. They were an efficient |ot, he observed. Each manwas

agpecidig in hisparticular fidld of scientific detection.

They went about their job of scrutinizing the yacht from bilgeto radio

mast with aminimum of conversation.

A constant parade of them crossed the dock to vans parked along the
shore, removing furniture, carpeting, anything that wasn't screwed down
and a considerable amount that was. Each item was carefully wrapped in

aplastic covering and inventoried.



More agents arrived, expanding the search for amile around the first
Presdent's estate, examining every square inch of ground, the treesand
shrubbery. In the water beside the yacht, divers scoured the muddy

bottom.

The agent in charge noticed Blackow! rubbernecking beside the loading

ramp and came over. "Y ou got permission to bein the area?’ he asked.

Blackowl! showed hisin without answering.

"What brings the Secret Service to Mount Vernon on aweekend?'

"Practice mission,” Blackowl replied conversationdly. "How about the

FBI?'

"Samething. The Director must have thought we were getting lazy, so he

dreamed up atop-priority exercise.”

"Looking for anything in particular?' Blackowl asked, feigning

indifferent interest.

"Whatever we can determine about the last people who were
onboard-identification through fingerprints, where they came from. You

know."



Before Blackowl! could reply, Ed M cGrath stepped onto the dock from the
gravel path. Hisforehead was glistening in sweet and hisface was

flushed. Blackowl guessed he had been running.

"Excuse me, George," he panted between intakes of breath. "You got a

minute?'

"Sure" Blackowl waved to the FBI agent. "Nicetaking with YOU."

"Sametoyou."

As soon asthey were out of earshot, Blackow! asked softly, "What's

going down, Ed?"

"The FBI guysfound something you should see”

"Where?'

"About a hundred and fifty yards upriver, hidden away in trees.

I'll show you."

McGrath led him dong a path that bordered the river. Wheniit curved

toward the outer estate buildings, they stayed in astraight line across

amanicured lawvn. Then they climbed arail fenceinto the unkempt



undergrowth on the other side. Working their way into adense thicket,
they suddenly came upon two FBI investigators who were hunkered down
studying two large tanks connected to what |ooked like eectrica

generators.

"What in hdll arethesethings?" Blackowl demanded without agreeting.

One of the men looked up. "They'refoggers.”

Blackowl! stared, puzzled. Then hiseyeswinened. "Foggerd™ he

blurted out. "Machinesthat makefog!"

"Yeah, that'sright. Fog generators. The Navy used to mount them on

destroyers during World War Two for making smokescreens.”

"Chrig!" Blackowl gasped. "So that's how it was done!" OFFICIAL

WASHINGTON TURNSINTO A GHOST TOWN over the weekends. The machinery of
government grindsto ahalt at five o'clock Frinay evening and

hibernates until Monday morning) when it firesto life again with the

obstinacy of acold engine. Once the cleaning crews have come and gone,

the huge buildings are as dead as mausoleums.

What is most surprising, the phone systems are shut down.

Only thetouristisare out in force, crawling over the Mal, throwing

Frishees and swvarming around the Capitol, climbing the endless



staircases and staring dack-jawed at the underside of the dome.

Some were peering through the iron fence around the White House around
noontime when the President came out, quickstepped across the lawn and
gave ajaunty wave before entering a helicopter. Hewasfollowed by a
smdl entourage of aides and Secret Service agents. Few of the lite

press corps were present. Most were home watching basebal on TV or

roaming agolf course.

Fawcett and L ucas stood on the South Portico and watched until the

ungainly craft lifted over E Street and dissolved to a gpeck asit begt

itsway toward Andrews Air Force Base.

"That wasfast work," Fawcett said quietly. ™Y ou madethe switchin

less than five hours."

"My Los Angeles office tracked down Sutton and crammed him into the

cockpit of aNavy F-20 fighter forty minutes after they were aerted.”

"What about Margolin?"

"One of my agentsisareasonable facamile. HEl be onboard an

executive jet for New Mexico as soon asit's dusk."

"Can your people be trusted not to leak this charade?"



L ucas shot Fawcett a sharp look. "They're trained to keep quiet.

If therésaleak it will come from the presidentia staff.”

Fawcett smiled faintly. He knew he was on shaky footing. Thelooseness
of the White House staff was open territory for the press corps. "They
can't spill what they didn't know," he said. "Only now will they be
waking up to the fact that the man in the helicopter with them isn't the

President.”

"They'll bewell guarded at the farm,” Lucas said. "Oncethey arrive no
one gets off the property, and I've seen to it dl communications are

monitored.”

"If acorrespondent figures the game, Watergate will seem astame asan

Eagter-egg hunt.”

"How arethe wivestaking it?'

"Cooperating a hundred percent,” Fawcett answered. "The First Lady and

Mrs. Margolin have volunteered to stay shut up in their bedrooms

claming to haveavirus"

"What now?" Lucas asked. "What € se can we do?"



"Wewait," Fawcett replied, his voice wooden. "We gtick it out until we

find the President.”

"Looksto melike you're overloading the circuits" said Don Miller,

Emmett's deputy director of the FBI.

Emmett didn't look up at Miller's negative remark. Within minutes after
he had returned to the Bureau's headquarters at Pennsylvania Avenue and
Tenth Street he set into motion an All Bureaus Alert, followed by a
standby for Emergency Action of the Highest Priority to every officein
thefifty satesand al agents on assignments oversess. Next came
ordersto pull files, records and descriptions on every crimina or

terrorist who specidized in abduction.

His-cover story to the Bureau's six thousand agents was that the Secret

Service had come on evidence of a planned abduction attempt on Secretary

of State Oates and other as yet unnamed officids of high government

leves.

"It may be aheavy conspiracy,” Emmett said finaly, histone vague. "We

can't take the chance the Secret Serviceiswrong."

"They've been wrong before,”" Miller said.

"Not on thisone."



Miller gave Emmeit acuriouslook. "Y ou've given out damned little

information to work with. Why the great secrecy?'

Emmett didn't answer, so Miller dropped the subject. He passed three
filefolders acrossthe desk. "Here'sthe latest data on kidnapping
operations, the Mexican Zapata Brigade's hostage activities, and one I'm

in the dark about."

Ennnett gave him acold sare. "Can you be more explicit?’

"I doubt if there's a connection, but since they acted strange-"

"Who are you talking about?' Emmett demanded, picking up thefileand

opening the cover.

"A Soviet representative to the United Nations, name of Aleksal

Lugovoy-"

"A prominent psychologist,” Emmett noted as he read.

"Yes, heand severd of his staff members on the World Health Assembly

have gone missing.”

Emmett looked up. "Wevelos them?'



Miller nodded. "Our United Nations survelllance agents report thet the

Russans|eft the building Frinay night-"

"Thisisonly Saturday morning,” Emmett interrupted. "Y ou'retalking a

few hours ago. What's so suspicious about that?"

"They went to great lengths to shake our shadows. The specid agent in

charge of the New Y ork bureau checked it out and discovered none of the

Russians returned to their apartments or hotels.

Collectively they dropped from sight.”

"Anything on Lugovoy?'

"All indications are hes straight. He appearsto steer clear of the

Soviet misson'sKGB agents.”

"And hisgaff?'

"None of them have been observed engaging in espionage activities

ether.”

Emmett looked thoughtful for several moments. Ordinarily he might have

brushed the report aside or at most ordered a routine follow-up.



But he had a nagging doubt. The disappearance of the President and
Lugovoy on the same night could be amere coincinence. "I'd like your

opinion, Don," hesaid at last.

"Hard to second-guessthisone,” Miller replied. "They may al show up

at the United Nations on Monday as though nothing had happened.

On the other hand, I'd have to suggest that the squeaky clean image

Lugovoy and his staff have projected may be ascreen.”

"For what purpose?'

Miller shrugged. "I haven't aclue.”

Emmett closed thefile. "Havethe New Y ork bureau stay on this.

| want priority-one updates whenever they're available.”

"Themorel think about it," Miller sad, "the moreit intrigues me."

"How 07"

"What vita secrets could abunch of Soviet psychologists want to

Sed?'

SUCCESSFUL SHIPPING LINE MAGNATEstravel through the glittering waters



of theinternationa jet set in grand fashion. From exotic yachtsto
private airliners, from magnificent villas to resplendent hotel suites,

they roam the world in an unending pursuit of power and wedlth.

Min Koryo Bougainville cared nothing for afreewheding lifestyle.

She spent her waking hoursin her office and her nightsin small but
elegant quarters on the floor above. Shewasfruga in most matters,

her only weakness being afondness for Chinese antiques.

When she was twelve, her father sold her to a Frenchman who operated a
smdll shipping line consisting of three tramp steamersthat plied the
coasta ports between Pusan and Hong Kong. Theline prospered and Min

Koryo bore Ren6 Bougainville three sons.

Then the war came and the Japanese overran China and Korea. Rene was
killed in abombing rain and the three sons were lost somewherein the
South Pacific, after being forced into the Imperia Japanese Army. Only

Min Koryo and one grandson, Lee Tong, survived.

After jgpan surrendered, she raised and salvaged one of her husband's
shipswhich had been sunk in Pusan harbor. Sowly she built up the
Bougainvillefleet, buying old surplus cargo ships, never paying more
than their scrap vaue. Profits were few and far between, but she hung

on until Lee Tong finished his master's degree at the Universty of



Pennsylvanias Wharton School of business and began running the
day-to-day operation. Then, dmost magicdly, the Bougainville Maritime

Linesgrew into one of the world'slargest fleet of ships.

When their armada totaled 138 cargo ships and tankers, Lee Tong moved
the principal officesto New York. Inaritua going back thirty years,
he sat dutifully near her bedside in the evening discussing the current

dedingsof ther farflung financid empire.

Lee Tong wore the mideading look of ajolly Oriental peasant.

Hisround brown face split in a perpetud smilethat seemed chisdedin
ivory. If the justice Department and half the federal lawenforcement
agencies had wanted to close the book on a backlog of unsolved maritime
crimes, they would have hung him from the nearest streetlight, but,

oddly, none had afile on him. He skirted in the shadow of his
grandmother; he was not even listed as adirector or an employee of
BouganvilleMaritime. Y et it was he, the anonymous member of the
family, who handled the dirty-tricks department and built the base of

the company.

Too systematic to place hisfaith in hired hands, he preferred to direct

the highly profitableillicit operations from the front rank.

His act often ran on blood. Lee Tong was not above murder to achievea

profit. He was equaly a home during a businessluncheon at the"21"



Club or at awaterfront throat cuttingHe sat arespectful distance from
Min Koryo's bedside, along silver cigarette holder planted between his
uneven teeth. She didiked his smoking habit, but he clung to it, not

S0 much as a pleasure but as a small measure of independence.

"By tomorrow the FBI will know how the President disappeared,” said Min

Koryo.

"I doubt it," Lee Tong said confinently. "The chemicd andysspeople

are good, but not that good. | say closer to three days. And then a

week to find the ship.”

"Enough time so no |oose threads can be traced to us?'

"Enough time, aunumi,” said Lee Tong, andressing her in the Korean term

for mother. "Rest assured, dl threadslead to the grave.”

Min Koryo nodded. Theinference was crystd clear: The handpicked team

of seven men who had ained Lee Tong in the abduetion had been murdered

by hisown hand.

"SIl no newsfrom Washington?' she asked.

"Not aword. The White House is acting as though nothing happened. In

fact, they're using adouble for the President.”



Shelooked a him. "How did you learn that?'

"Thesx o'clock news. The TV cameras showed the President boarding Air

Force Onefor aflight to hisfarm in New Mexico."

"And the others?'

"They appear to have stand-instoo.”

Min Koryo sipped at acup of tea. "Seems odd that we must depend on

Secretary of State Oates and the President's Cabinet to provide a

successful masguerade until Lugovoy isready.”

"The only road open to them,” said Lee Tong. "They won't dare make any

kind of an announcement until they know what happened to the President.”

Min Korvo stared at the tealeaves in the bottom of her cup.

"Still, | must believe we may have taken too large abite.”

Lee Tong nodded at her meaning. "I understand, aunumi. The congressmen

just happened to befish in the same net."

"But not Margalin. It was your scheme to misguine him onto the yacht.”



"True, but Aleksal Lugovoy has stated his experiments have proven

successful even out of fifteen times. Not exactly a perfect ratio.

If he failswith the President, he has an extra guineapig to produce

the required result.”

"Y ou mean three guineapigs.”

"If you include Larimer and Moran in the rank of successon, yes.

"And if Lugovoy succeedsin each case?" asked Min Koryo.

""So much the better,” answered Lee Tong. "Our influence would reach

further than we originally dared hope. But | sometimes wonder, aunumi,

if the financid rewards are worth risking imprisonment and the loss of

our busness."

"Do not forget, Grandson, the Americans killed my husband, your father

and histwo brothers during the war."

"Revenge makes for apoor gambling game.”

"All the more reason to protect our interests and guard against

double-dedling by the Russans. President Antonov will do everythingin

his power to keep from paying our fee."



"Should they be stupid enough to betray us at this crucia stage, they'd

lose thewhole project.”

"They don't think that way," said Min Koryo gravely. "The Communist
mind thriveson misirugt. Integrity isbeyond their comprehension.
They're driven to take the devious path. And that, my grandson, is

their Achilles hed."

"What areyou thinking?'

"We continueto play the role of their honest but gullible partner.” She

paused, thinking.

"And when Lugovoy's project isfinished?' Lee Tong prompted her.

She looked up and a crafty smile cut across her aging face. Her eyes

gleamed with acunning look. "Thenwell pull the rug from under them.”

ALL inENTIFICATION AND WRISTWATCHESwere taken from the Russ ans when the
Bougainvilles men transferred them from the Staten Idand ferry in

minchannd. They were blindfolded, and padded radio headsets were

placed over their earsthat emitted soothing chamber music. Minutes

later they were airborne, lifted from the dark harbor watersby a

jet-engined seaplane.



The flight seemed long and wearisome, terminating at last on what
Lugovoy judged by the smooth landing was alake. After adrive of

twenty minutes, the disoriented Russans were led across ameta wakway
and into an elevator. Only when they stepped out of the elevator and
were led across a carpeted corridor to their bedrooms were the

blindfolds and the earphones removed.

Lugovoy was profoundly impressed by the facilities provided by the
Bougainvilles. The eectronics and |aboratory equipment went far beyond
any heldd seenin the Soviet Union. Every piece of the severd hundred

items he had requested was present and installed.

Nor had any creature comfortsfor his staff been overlooked. They were
assigned indivinud deeping quarters with private bathrooms, while at
the end of the central corridor stretched an eegant dining room that

was serviced by an excellent Korean chef and two waiters.

Furnishings, including kitchen freezers and ovens, office fixturesand
the data control room were tastefully color-coordinated, with walls and
carpeting in cool blues and greens. The design and execution of every

detail was as exotic asit was complex.

And yet the self-contained habitat aso served as a luxurious prison.
Lugovoy's staff was not permitted to come and go. The elevator doors

were closed at al times and there were no outer controls. He made a



compartment-to-compartment search but detected no windows or visible

crack of an exterior exit. No soundsfiltered in from the outside.

Further investigation was cut short by the arrival of his subjects.

They were semi-conscious from the effects of sedation and obliviousto
their surroundings. All four had been prepared and lain insde separate
cubicles called cocoons. The padded insides were seamless, with rounded
corners, giving no reference point for the eyeto dwell on. Dim
illumination came by reflection from anindirect light, tinting the

cocoon monochrome gray. Specidly congtructed wals shielded dl sound
and dectrical current that could interfere with or enhance brain

activity.

Lugovoy sat a aconsole with two of his assistants and studied the row

of color vineo monitorsthat reved ed the subjectslying in their

cocoons. Mogt remained in atrancelike state of limbo. One, however,
was raised to anear level of consciousness, vulnerable to suggestion

and mentally disoriented. Drugs were injected that numbed his muscle
contral, effectively pardyzing any body movement. His head was covered

by aplastic skull cap.

L ,ugovoy sill found it difficult to grasp the power he held. He
trembled inwardly at knowing he was embarking on one of the great
experiments of the century. What he did in the next days could affect

theworld asradicaly asthe development of atomic energy.



"Dr. Lugovoy?"

Lugovoy's concentration was interrupted by the strange voice, and he
turned, surprised, to see astocky man with rugged Savic features and

shaggy black hair who seemingly stepped out of awall.

"Who areyou?' he blurted.

The stranger spoke very softly as though he didn't wish to be overheard.

"Suvorov, Paul Suvorov, foreign security.”

Lugovoy paed. "My God, youre KGB? How did you get here?

"Pure luck," Suvorov muttered sarcasticaly. "Y ou were assgned to my
security section for observation from the day'you set foot in New Y ork.
After your suspicious vigt to the Bougainville Maritime offices, | took
over your surveillance mysdf. | was present on the ferryboat when you

were contacted by the men who brought you here.

Because of the darkness| had no difficulty mingling with your staff and

being included for the trip to wherever itiswe are.

Since our arrival I've kept to my room.”



"Do you have any ideawhat you've stuck your nose into?'

Lugovoy sad, hisface flushing with anger.

"Not yet," Suvorov said, unperturbed. "But it ismy duty to find out.”

"This operation originates from the highest level. 1t is of no concern

tothe KGB."

"I'll bethejudge-"

"Youll becrapin Sherian frost," Lugovoy hissed, "if you interfere

with my work here"

Suvorov gppeared mildly amused at Lugovoy'sirritated tone. It dowly

began to dawn on him that he might have overstepped his authority.

"Perhaps | could be of help to you.”

"How?'

"Y ou may have need of my specid kills."

"I don't require the services of an assassin.

"l was thinking more of escgpe.”



"Thereis no reason to escape.”

Suvorov was becoming increasingly annoyed. "Y ou must try to understand

my pogtion.”

Lugovoy wasin command now. "There are more important problemsto

occupy my mind than your bureauicratic interference.”

"Likewhat?' Suvorov swept his hand around the room. "Just what is

going on here?"

Lugovoy stared a him congderingly for along moment beforeyielding to

vanity. "A mind-intervention project.”

Suvorov's eyebrows rose. "Mind intervention?

"Brain control if you prefer.”

Suvorov faced the vineo monitor and nodded at the image. "isthat the

reason for the smal hdmet?'

"On the subject's head?"

"Thesame"



"A microdectronic integrated circuit module containing ahundred and

ten probes, measuring internal body fudetions ranging from common pulse
to hormone secretions. It aso intercepts data flowing through the
subject's brain and tranamitsit to the computers here in thisroom. The

brain'stalk, so to peak, isthen trandated into acomprehensible

language.”

"l s;e no dectrode terminas.”

"From abygone era," answered Lugovoy. "Everything we wish to record
can be telemetered through the atmosphere. We no longer rely on the

unnecessary bulk of wiresand terminas.”

"Y ou can actualy understand what he'sthinking?' asked Suvorov

increduloudy.

Lugovoy nodded. "The brain speaks alanguage of itsown, and what it
saysrevedstheinner thoughts of itslandlord. Night and day, the

brain spesksincessantly, providing uswith avivin look into the

working mind, how aman thinks and why. Theimpressonsare sublimind,
so lightning-quick that only acomputer designed to operatein

pi coseconds can memorize and decipher them.”

"I had no idea brain science had evolved to such ahigh leve."

"After we establish and chart his brain rhythms," Lugovoy continued, "we



can forecast hisintentions and physica movements.

We can tell when heis about to say or do something in error. And most
important, we can intervene in timeto stop him. Inlessthan the blink

of an eye the computer can erase his mistaken intent and rephrase his

thought.”

Suvorov was awed. "A religious capitalist would accuse you of breaching

man'ssoul.”

"Likeyou, | am aloya member of the Communist Party, Comrade Suvorov.
| do not believein the salvation of souls. However, in this casewe

can't tolerate adrastic conversion. Ther€ll be no disruption of his
fundamenta thought processes. No change in speech patterns or

manneriams.”

"A form of controlled brainwashing.”

"Thisisnot acrude brainwashing,” Lugovoy replied indignantly.

"Our sophigtication goesfar beyond anything the Chineseinvented.

They till believein destroying a subject's ego in order to reeducate

him. Their experimentsin drugs and hypnoss have met with little

success. Hypnosisistoo vague, too dippery to have lasting vaue. And



drugs have proved dangerous by accinentally producing a sudden shiftin

personality and behavior. When | finish with the subject here, he will

re-enter redity and return to his persona lifestyle asthough held

never leftit. All I intend to do isdter hispolitica perspective.”

"Who isthe subject?’

"Don't you know? Don't yourecognize him?"

Suvorov studied the vineo display. Gradudly his eyeswinened and he

moved two steps closer to the screen, hisface taut, his mouth working

mechanicdly. "The Presdent?" Hisvoice was an unbelieving whisper.

"Isthat redly the President of the United States?’

"Intheflesh.”

"How.... where?"'

"A gift from our hosts" Lugovoy explained vaguely.

"Hell suffer no Sde effects?' Suvorov asked in ahaze.

"None_"

"Will he remember any of this?'



"Hewill recadl only going to bed when he wakes up ten days from now."

"Y ou can do thisthing, redly doit?" Suvorov questioned with a

Security man's persstence.

"Yes" Lugovoy said with aconfinent gleam behind hiseyes.

" And much more."

AMAD FLAPPING OF WINGs broke the early morning stillness astwo
pheasants broke toward the sky. Soviet President Georgi Antonov snapped
the over-and-under Purdey shotgun to his shoulder and pulled the two
triggersin quick successon. Thetwin blasts echoed through the
mist-dampened forest. One of the birds suddenly stopped flying and fell

to the ground.

Vladimir Polevoi, head of the Committee for State Security, waited an
ingtant until he was sure Antonov had missed the second pheasant before

he brought it down with one shot.

Antonov fixed his KGB director with a hard-eyed stare. " Showing up your

bossagain, Vladimir?'

Polevoi read Antonov's mock anger correctly. ™Y our shot was difficult,

Comrade President. Minewas quite easy."



"Y ou should have joined the Foreign Ministry instead of the Secret
Police" Antonov said, laughing. "Y our diplomacy ranks with Gromyko's.”

He paused and looked around the forest. "Whereisour French host?"

"President L'EStrange is seventy metersto our left." Polevoi's
statement was punctuated by avolley of gudshots somewhere out of Sght

beyond the undergrowth.

"Good," grunted Antonov. "We can have afew minutes of conversation.”

He held out the Purdey to Polevoi, who replaced the empty shellsand

clicked the safety switch.

Polevoi moved in close and spokein alow tone. "I would caution about

speaking too fredly. French intelligence haslistening probes

everywhere."

"Secrets seldom last long these days,” Antonov said with asigh.

Polevoi cracked aknowing smile. "Y es, our operatives recorded the

meeting between L'Estrange and his Finance Minigter last night.”

"Any revelaions| should know about?'

"Nothing of vdue. Most of their conversation centered on persuading

you to accept the American President's financial assistance program.



"If they're stupid enough to beieve | would not take advantage of the
President's naive generosity, they're dso stupid enough to think |

agreed to fly hereto discussit.”

"Rest assured, the French are completely unaware of the true nature of

your vigt."

"Any lateword from New Y ork?"

"Only that Huckleberry Finn exceeded our projections.” Polevoi's

Russian tongue pronounced Huckleberry as Gulkleberry.

"And dl goeswd|?'

"Thetripisunder way."

"So the old bitch accomplished what we thought was impossible.”

"The mydery ishow she managed it."

Antonov sared at him. "Wedon't know?'

"No, sir. Sherefused to take usinto her confinence. Her son

shdltered her operation like the Kremlinwall. So far we haven't been



able to penetrate her security.”

"The Chinesewhore," Antonov snarled. "Who does she think she'sdedling

with, empty-headed schoolboys?*

"I believe her ancestry isKorean,” said Polevoi.

"No difference. Antonov stopped and sat down heavily on afdlenlog.

"Whereisthe experiment taking place?'

Polevoi shook hishead. "We don't know that elther.”

"Have you no communication with Comrade L ugovoy?'

staff departed lower Manhattan Idand on the Staten Idand ferry late

Frinay night. They never stepped ashore at the landing. Welog dl

contact."”

"I want to know wherethey are," Antonov said evenly. "I want to know

the exact location of the experiment.

"l have our best agentsworking on it."

"We can't dlow her to keep us wandering in the dark, especialy when

thereis one billion American dollars worth of our gold reserves at

Sake"



Polevoi gave the Communist Party Chairman acrafty look. "Do you intend

to pay her fee?'

"Doesthe Volgamdt in January?' Antonov replied with abroad grin.

"Shewon't be an easy prey to outfox.”

The sound of feet tramping through the underbrush could be heard.

Antonov's eyesflickered to the groundkeepers who were gpproaching with

the downed pheasants and then back to Polevoi.

"Just find Lugovoy," he said softly, "and the rest will take care of

itsdf.”

Four miles away in a sound truck two men sat in front of a sophisticated
microwave receiving set. Beside them two redl-to-redl tape decks were

recording Antonov and Polevoi's conversation in the woods.

The men were eectronic surveillance specidists with the SDECE,
France'sintelligence service. Both could interpret Six languages,
including Russan. In unison they lifted their earphones and exchanged

curious looks.



"What in hdll do you suppose that was al about?' said one.

The second man gave aGdlic shrug. "Who can say? Probably somekind

of Russian double-tak."

"I wonder if an andyst can make anything important out of it?"

"Important or not, well never know."

Thefirst man paused, held an earphoneto his ear for afew moments and

then set it down again. "They're talking with President L'Estrange now.

That'sal were going to get.”

"Okay, let's close down shop and get the recordingsto Paris.

I've got adate at six o'clock.”

THE SUN WAS TWO HOURS ABOVE the eastern edge of the city when Sandecker

drove through aback gate of Washington's National Airport.

He stopped the car beside a seemingly deserted hangar stlandingina
weed-covered part of thefield far beyond the airlines maintenance

area. He walked to a side door whose weathered wood had long since shed
its paint and pressed a smdll button opposite alarge rusting padl ock.

After afew seconds the door silently swung open.



The cavernousinterior was painted aglossy white, which brightly

reflected the sun'srays through huge skylights in the curved roof, and

had the look of a transportation museum. The polished concrete floor

held four long orderly rows of antique and classic automobiles. Most

gleamed as egantly asthe day their coachmakers anded the finishing

touch. A few were in various stages of restoration. Sandecker lingered

by amgjestic 1921 Rolls-Royce Silver Ghost with coachwork by Park-Ward

and amassive red 1925 | sotta-Fraschini with atorpedo body by Sala

The two centerpieces were an old Ford trimotor aircraft known to
avidion enthusiasts asthe "tin goose”' and an early-twentiethcentury
raillroad Pullman car with the wordsMANHATTAN LIMITED painted in gilded

letterson its sed sde.

Sandecker made hisway up acircular iron stairway to a glassenclosed
gpartment that spanned the upper level across one end of the hangar. The

living room was decorated in marine antiques.

Onewadl waslined with shelves supporting delicately crafted ship

modelsin glass cases.

Hefound Ritt standing in front of a stove studying a strangel ooking
mixturein afrying pan. Ritt wore apair of khaki hiking shorts,
tattered tennis shoes and a T-shirt with thewords RAISE The LUSITANIA

across the front.



"Yourejus intimeto est, Admird."

What have you got there?" asked Sandecker, eyeing the mixture with

suspicion.

"Nothing fancy. A spicy Mexican omelet.”

"I'll settlefor acup of coffee and haf agrapefruit.”

Pitt served asthey sat down at a kitchen table and poured the coffee.

Sandecker frowned and waved a newspaper inthe air. "Y ou made page

two."

"l hope| do aswell in other papers.”

"What do you expect to prove?' Sandecker demanded. "Holding apress

conference and claiming you found the San Marino, which you didn't, and

the Pilottown, which is supposed to be top secret.

Have you lost your gray matter?"

Pitt paused between bites of the omelet. "I made no mention of the

nerve agent."

"Fortunately the Army quietly buried it yesterday.”



"No harm done. Now that the Filottown is empty, she'sjust another

rusting shipwreck."

"The President won't seeit that way. If he wasn't in New Mexico, wed

both be picking our asses out of a White House carpet by now."

Sandecker was interrupted by abuzzing noise. Fitt rose from thetable

and pushed aswitch on asmall panel.

"Somebody at the door?" inquired Sandecker.

Pitt nodded.

"ThisisaHoridagrapefruit.” Sandecker grumbled, spitting out a

seed.

II&?I

"| prefer Texas,"

"I'l make anote" said Pitt with agrin.

" Getting back to your cockamamie story,” Sandecker said, squeezing out

thelast drops of juicein aspoon, "I'd-like to know your reasoning.”



Fitt told him.

"Why not |et the Justice Department handleit?" Sandecker asked.

"That'swhat they're pain for."

Pitts eyes hardened and he pointed hisfork menacingly. "Becausethe
justice people will never be called into investigate. The government

isn't about to admit over three hundred deaths were caused by astolen
nerve agent that isn't supposed to exist. Lawsuits and damaging

publicity would go onfor years. They want to whitewash the whole mess

into oblivion. The Augustine Volcano eruption wastimely.

L ater today the President's press secretary will hand out abogus

cover-up blaming sulphuric gas clouds for the deaths.”

Sandecker looked at him sternly for amoment. Then he asked, "Who told

you thet?'

"i did," came afeminine voice from the doorway.

Loren'sface was wrapped in adisarming smile. She had been out jogging
and was dressed in brief red satin shorts with a matching tank top and
headband. The Virginiahuminity had brought out the sweat and shewas

dill alittle breathless. She dried her face with asmal towd that



was tucked in her waistband.

Aitt made the introductions. "Admira James Sandecker, Congressvoman

Loren Smith."

"Weve sat across from each other during Maritime Committee meetings,”

said Loren, extending her hand.

Sandecker didn't need clairvoyanceto read Pitt and Loren's

relationship. "Now | seewhy you've dways|ooked kindly on my NUMA

budget proposals.”

If Loren felt any embarrassment at hisinsinuation, she didn't show it.

"Dirk isavery persuasive lobbyigt,” she said swestly.

"Like some coffee?' asked Pitt.

"No, thanks. I'mtoo thirsty for coffee” Shewent over to the

refrigerator and poured herself aglass of buttermilk.

"Y ou know the subject of Press Secretary Thompson's news rel ease?”

Sandecker prompted her.

Loren nodded. "My pressad and hiswife are chummy with the Sonny



Thompsons. They al had dinner together last night.

Thompson mentioned that the White House was laying the Alaskan tragedy

to rest, but that was al. Hedidn't dip the details."

Sandecker turned to Fitt. "If you perdgst in this vendetta, you'll be

stepping on alot of toes.”

"l won't giveit up,” Pitt said gravely.

Sandecker looked at Loren. "And you, Congressvoman Smith?"

"Loren."

"Loren," heobliged. "May | ask what your interest isin this?"

She hesitated for afraction of asecond and then said, "L et'sjust say

congressiond curiosity about apossible government scandd.”

"Y ou haven't told her the true purpose behind your Alaskan fishing

expedition?’ Sandecker asked Pitt.

"No."

" think you should tell her."



"Do | haveyour officid permisson?’

The admira nodded. "A friend in Congresswill comein handy before

your hunt isover."

"And you, Admira, where do you stand?’ Pitt asked him.

Sandecker stared hard acrossthe table at Pitt, examining every festure

of the craggy face asthough he were seeing it for the first time,

wondering what manner of man would step far beyond normal bounds for no
persona gain. Heread only afierce determination. It wasan

expression he had seen many timesin the years hed known Pitt.

"I'll back you until the President ordersyour assshot,” he said at

lagt. "Then you're on your own."

Aitt held back an audible sigh of relief. It wasgoing to bedl right.

Better than dl right.

Min Koryo looked down at the newspaper on her desk. "What do you make

of this?"

Lee Tong leaned over her shoulder and read the opening sentences of the
aticleaoud. "It was announced yesterday by Dirk Pitt, Specia

Projects Director for NUMA, that two ships missing for over twenty years



have been found. The San Marino and the Filottown, both Liberty-class
vessels built during World War Two, were discovered on the seefloor in
the North Pecific off Alaska™ "A bluff!" Min Koryo snapped. "Someone
in Washington, probably from the Justice Department, had nothing better

to do, so they sent up atria balloon.

They're on afishing expedition, nothing more."

" think you're only haf right, aunumi,” Lee Tong said thoughtfully. "1

suspect that NUMA was searching for the source behind the deathsin

Alaskan waters, they stumbled on the ship containing the nerve agent.”

"And this pressrelease is a scheme to ferret out the true owners of

that ship," Min Koryo anded.

Lee Tong nodded. "The government is gambling we will make aninquiry

that can betraced.”

Min Koryo sighed. "A pity the ship wasn't sunk as planned.”

Lee Tong came around and sank into achair in front of the desk.

"Bad luck," he said, thinking back. "After the explogvesfailed to

detonate, the storm hit, and | was unable to reboard the ship.”

"Y ou can't befaulted for natureswhims,” Min Koryo said impassively.



"Thetrue blame lieswith the Russans. If they hadn't backed out of
their bargain to buy Nerve Agent S, there would have been no need to

scuttle the ship.”

"They were afraid the agent was too unstabl e to transport across Sberia

to their chemicd warfarearsend in the Urds."

"What's puzzling is how did NUMA tie the two ships together?"

"l can't say, aunumi. We were careful to strip every piece of

identification.”

"No matter,” Min Koryo said. "Thefact remains, the articlein the

newspaper isaploy. We must remain slent and do nothing to jeopardize

our anonymity.”

"What about the man who made the announcement?’ Lee Tong asked.

"ThisDirk Aitt?'

A long, cold, brooding look came over Min Koryo's narrow face.

"Investigate his motives and observe his movements. See where hefits

inthe picture. If he appears to be adanger to us, arrange his

funerd.”



Thegray of evening softened the harsh outlines of Los Angeles, and the
lights came on, pimpling the Sdes of the buildings. The noise of the
street traffic rose and seeped through the ol d-fashioned sash window.
The tracks were warped and jammed under a dozen coats of paint. It
hadn't been opened in thirty years. Outside, an air conditioner rattled

inits brackets.

The man sat in an aging wooden swive chair and stared unseeing through
the grimefilming theglass. He stared through eyes that had seen the
worgt the city had to give. They were hard, stark eyes, till clear and
undimmed after sixty years. He sat in shirtdeeves, thewell-worn

leather of aholster dung over hisleft shoulder. The butt of a.45

automatic protruded fromit. He was largeboned and stocky.

The muscles had softened over the years, but he could il lift a

two-hundred-pound man off the sdewak and dam himin abrick wall.

The chair creaked as he swung around and |eaned over adesk that was
battle-scarred with uncountable cigarette burns. He picked up afolded
newspaper and read the article on the ship discoveries for perhaps the
tenth time. Pulling open adrawer, he searched out a dog-eared folder
and stared at the cover for along while. Long ago he had memorized
every word on the papersinside. Along with the newspaper he dipped it

indde aworn leather briefcase.



He rose and stepped over to awashbowl hung in one corner of the room

and rinsed his face with cold water. Then he donned acoat and a

battered fedora, turned off the light and |&ft the office.

Ashe stood in the halway waiting for the elevator, he was surrounded

by the smdlsof the aging building. The mold and rot seemed stronger

with each passing day. Thirty-five yearsat the same sland wasalong

time, he mused, too long.

Histhoughts were interrupted by the clatter of the elevator door.

An operator who looked to bein his seventies gave him ayellow-toothed

grin. "Cdlin'it quitsfor the night?' he asked.

"No, I'm taking the red-eye flight to Washington.”

"New case?'

"Anoldone"

There were no more questions and they rode the rest of theway in

slence. As he stepped into the lobby he nodded at the operator.

"Seeyou in acouple of days, Joe."



Then he passed through the main door and melted into the night.

ToMOST, HISNAME WAsHIRAM YAEGER. To asdect few hewas known as
Pinocchio because he could gtick hisnoseinto avast number of computer
networks and sift over their software. His playground wasthe

tenth-floor communications and information network of NUMA.

Sandecker hired him to collect and store every scrap of data ever

written on the oceans, scientific or historicd, fact or theory.

Y aeger tackled the job with afierce dedication, and within five years

had accumulated a huge computer library of knowledge about the sea.

Y aeger worked erratic hours, sometimes coming in with the morning sun
and working straight through until the following dawn. He seldom showed
up for departmental meetings, but Sandecker left him aone because there
was none better, and because Y aeger had an uncanny ability to pry out

Secret access codes to agreat number of worldwine computer networks.

Alwaysdressed in Levi's jacket and pants, he wore hislong blond hair
inabun. A scraggly heard combined with his probing eyes gave him the
appearance of adesert progpector peering over the next hill for

Eldorado.

He sat at acomputer termina stuck away in afar corner of NUMA's

electronic maze. Fitt ood off to one side watching with interest the



green block |etters on adisplay screen.

"That'sdl were going to comb from the Maritime Adminigtration's mass

storage system.”

"Nothing new there," Ritt agreed.

What now?'

Can you tap the Coast Guard headquarters documents?

Y aeger gave awolfish grin. "Can Aunt jemimamake pancakes?'

He consulted athick black notebook for aminute, found the insertion he

was looking for and punched the number into a pushbbutton telephone

connected to amodern link. The Coast Guard computer system answered

and accepted Y aeger's access code, and the green block |etters swept

acrossthedisplay: "PLEASE STATE YOUR REQUEST ."

Y aeger gave Ritt aquestioning look.

"Ask for an abstract of title on the Pilottown," Pitt ordered.

Y aeger nodded and sent the request into the terminal. The answer

flashed back and Fitt studied it closdly, noting all the transactions of



the vessdl from the time she was built, who owned it aslong asit was a
documented vessdl flying the United States flag, and the mortgages
agang it. The prohe was redundant. The Pilottown had been removed
from documentation when it was sold to an dien, in this case the

K assandra Phosphate Company of Athens, Greece.

"Anything promiang?’ Y aeger inquired.

"Ancther dry hole," Pitt grunted.

"How about Lloyd'sof London? They'll haveit inther regigter.”

"Okay, giveit ashot."

Y aeger logged out of the Coast Guard system, checked his book again and

routed the termina to the computer bank of the great maritime insurance

company. The data printed out at 400 characters asecond. Thistime

the history of the Filottown was revedled in greater detail. And yet

little of it appeared useful. Then an item at the bottom of the display

screen caught Pitts attention.

"1 think we might have something.”

"L ooks pretty much like the same stuff to me," said Y aeger.

"Theline after Sosan Trading Company.”



"Wherethey're listed as operators? Sowhat? That showed up before.”

"As owners, not operators. Theresadifference.”

"What doesit prove?"

Pitt straightened, and his eyestook on areflective look. "Thereason
ownersregister their vessdl with what is cdled a'country of
convenience' isto save costly licenses, taxes and redtrictive operating
regulations. Another reason isthey become lost to any kind of
investigation. So they set up adummy front and carry the company

headquarters andress as a post office box, in this case, Inchon, Korea.

Now, if they contract with an operator to arrange cargoes and crews for
the ship, the transfer of money from one to the other must take place.

Banking facilities must be used. And banks keep records.”

"All right, but say I'm a parent outfit. Why let my shady shipping
line be run by some deazy second party if we leave traceable banking

links? | fail to seethe advantage .

"Aninsurance scam,” Fitt answered. "The operator does the dirty work
while the owners collect. For example, take the case of a Greek tanker

severd yearsago. A tramp caled the Trikeri. It departed Surabagja,



Indonesia, with its oil tanksfilled to the brim.

After reaching Capetown, South Africa, it dipped onto an offshore
pipeline and removed al but afew thousand gdlons. A week later it
mysterioudy sank off West Africa. Aninsurance dlaim wasfiled on the
ship and afull cargo of ail. Investigators were dead certain the

snking wasintentiona, but they couldn't proveit. The Trikeri's

operator took the heat and quietly went out of business. Theregistered
owners collected the insurance payoff and then siphoned it off through a

corporate maze to the power at thetop.”

"This hgppen often?"

"More than anyone knows,” Fitt replied.

"Y ou want to dig into the Sosan Trading Company's bank account?”'

Pitt knew better than to ask Y aeger if he could do it. Hesamply said,

"Y&"

Y aeger logged out of the LIoyd's computer network and walked over to a

file cabinet. He returned with alarge bookkeeping ledger.

"Bank security codes," he said without elaboration.

Y aeger set to work and horned in on Sosan Trading's bank in two minutes.



"Gotit!" heexcdamed. "An obscure Inchon branch of abig bank

headquartered in Seoul. Account was closed Six years ago.”

"Arethe gatements ill onfile?"

Without answering, Y aeger stabbed the terminal’s keys and then sat back,

armsfolded, and eyed the printouts. The data blinked on with the

account number and arequest for the monthly statements desired.

Helooked up at Pitt expectantly.

"March through September 1976," Pitt directed.

The bank's computer system in Korea obliged.

"Most curious," Y aeger said, digesting the data. "Only twelve

transactions over a pan of seven years. Sosan Trading must have

cleared their overhead and payroll with cash.”

"Where did the deposits originate?' Pitt asked.

"Appearsto be abank in Bern, Switzerland.”

"One step closer.”



"Yes, but hereit getstricky,” said Y aeger. " Swiss bank security codes
aremore complex. And if this shipping outfit is as cagey asthey

appear, they probably juggle bank accountslike avaudeville act.”

"I'll get the coffee whileyou gart digging.”

Y aeger looked pensively at Fitt for amoment. "Y ou never give up, do

you?'

"NO_"

Y aeger was surprised at the sudden coldnessin Pittstone. He shrugged.
"Okay, pd, but thisisn't going to be awakover. It may takedl
night and turn up zilch. I'll have to keep sending different number

combinations until | srike theright codes.™

"Y ou got something better to do?"

"No, but while you're getting the coffee, I'd appreciateit if you scare

up some donuts.”

The bank in Bern, Switzerland, proved discouraging. Any trail to Sosan
Trading's parent company ended there. They spotchecked six other Swiss
banks, hoping they might get lucky, like atreasure bunter who findsthe
shipwreck chart he's searching for hidden away in the wrong drawer of an

archive. But they turned up nothing of vaue. Groping through the



account records of every banking house in Europe presented a staggering

problem. There were over six thousand of them.

"Looks pretty dismd," said Y aeger &fter five hours of staring at the

display screen.

"| agree,” sad PAitt.

"Shall | keep punching awvay?'

"If you don't mind."

Y aeger raised hisarms and stretched. "Thisishow | get my kicks. You
look like you've had it, though. Why don't you shove off and get some

deep? If | sumbleonanything, I'll giveyouacdl.”

Pitt gratefully left Yaeger aa NUMA headquarters and drove across the
river to the airport. He stopped the Tabot-Lago in front of his hangar
door, dipped asmal transmitter from his coat pocket and pressed a
preset code. In sequence the security darm systems closed down and the

massive door lifted to aheight of seven feet.

He parked the car inside and reversed the process. Then weserily he

climbed the stairway, entered the living room and turned on the lights.



A man was gitting in Pitts favorite reading chair, hishandsfolded on a
briefcase that rested on hislap. There was a patient ook about him,
amog deadly, with only thetiniest hint of an indifferent smile. He

wore an old-fashioned fedora hat and his customtailored coat, specialy
cut to concedl alethal bulge, was unbuttoned just enough to reveal the

butt of a.45 automatic.

For amoment they stared at each other, neither speaking, likefighters

Szing up their opponents.

At last Fitt brokethe silence. "'l guessthe appropriate thing to say

is, Who the hdl areyou?'

The thin smile broadened into aset grin. "I'm aprivate investigator,

Mr. Fitt. My nameisCasio, Sd Caso."

"Y our security system is good-not great, but good enough to discourage

most burglars and juvenile vandas™

"That mean | flunked the test?"

"Not entirely. I'd grade you a C-plus.”

Pitt moved very dowly to an antique oak icebox held rebuilt into a

liquor cabinet and eased open the door. "Would you like adrink, Mr.

Cado?"



"A shot of jack Daniel'sonice, thanks."

"A lucky guess. | happen to have a bottle.”

"| peeked," said Casio. "Oh, and by theway, | took the liberty of

removing the dip from thegun.”

"Gun?' Fitt asked innocently.

"The .32-caliber Mauser automatic, serial number 922374, cleverly taped

behind the half-gallon bottle of gin."

Pitt gave Casio along look indeed. "How long did it take?!

"To make asearch?"

Pitt nodded silently as he opened the refrigerator door for theice.

"About forty-five minutes”

"And you found the other two guns | squirreled away.”

"Threeactudly."



"Y ou'revery thorough.”

"Nothing that is hidden in ahouse can't be found. And some of usare
more talented at probing than others. It'ssmply amatter of
technique." There was nothing boastful in Casio'stone. He spoke as

though merely stating an accepted truth.

Pitt poured the drink and brought it into the living room on atray.
Casio took the glasswith hisright hand. Then suddenly Fitt dropped
thetray, exposing asmall vest-pocket .25-caliber automatic aimed at

Caso'sforehead.

Casio'sonly reaction wasathin amile. "Very good,” he said

aoprovingly. "So therewere atotd of five"

"Indde an empty milk carton,” Fitt explained.

"Nicely done, Mr. Ritt. A clever touch, waiting until my gun hand was

holding aglass. That showsyou werethinking. I'll have to mark you

up to aB-minus."

Pitt clicked on the safety and lowered the gun. "If you came hereto

kill me, Mr. Casio, you could have blown me away when | stepped through

the door. What's on your mind?"

Casio nodded down at hisbriefcase. "May 17"



"Go ahead."

He set the drink down, opened the case and pulled out a bulging
cardboard folder that was held together with rubber bands. "A casel've

worked on since 1966."

"A longtime. Y ou must be astubborn man.”

"l hatetolet go of it," Casio admitted. "It'slikewaking awvay from

ajigsaw puzzle beforeit's completed, or putting down agood book.

Sooner or later every investigator gets on a case that has him staring

a the calling nights, the case he can never solve. Thisonehasa

persond tie, Mr. Aitt. It began twenty-three yearsago when agirl, a

bank teller by the name of Arta Casilighio, stole $128,000 from a bank

inLosAngdes.”

"How can that concern me?"

"She was last seen boarding aship called the San Marino.”

"Okay, so you'read the press story about the shipwreck discovery.”

”YS"



"And you think this girl disappeared with the San Marino?'

"I'm certain of it."

"Then your caseis solved. Thethief isdead and the money gone

forever."

"Not that Smple," said Cado, staring into hisglass. "Therésno

doubt Arta Casilighio isdead, but the money is not gone forever.

Artatook freshly printed currency from the Federa Reserve Bank.

All seria numbers were recorded, so it was an easy matter to account

for themissng bills" Casio paused to look over hisglassinto Fitts

eyes. "Two years ago the missing money finaly turned up.”

Sudden interest flared in Pitts eyes. He sat down in achair facing

Casio. "All of it?" he asked cautioudly.

Casio nodded. "it appeared in dribbles and spurts. Fivethousand in

Frankfurt, athousand in Cairo, dl in foreign banks. None cameto

light in the United States, except one hundred-dollar bill."

"Then Artadidn't die on the San Marino."

"She vanished with the ship dl right. The FBI connected her to a



stolen passport belonging to an Estdlle Wallace. With that lead they

were ableto follow her asfar as San Francisco. Then they logt her.

| kept digging and findly ran down adrifter who sometimes drove acab
when he needed booze money. He remembered hauling her to the boarding

ramp of the San Marino."

"Can you trust the memory of alush?’

Cado amiled confinently, "Artagave him acrigp new hundred-dollar bill

for thefare. He couldn't make change so shetold him to keepit.

Bdieve me, it took little effort for him to recdl the event.”

"If stolen Federal Reserve currency isin FBI jurisdiction, where do you
fitinthepicture? Why the dogged pursuit of acrimina whosetral

isicecold?

"Before | shortened my name for business reasons, it was Caslighio.

Artawas my daughter.”

There was an uncomfortable silence. From outside the windows
overlooking the river came the rumble of ajetliner taking off. At
stood up and went into the kitchen, where he poured a cup of coffee from

acold pot and placed it in amicrowave oven. "Care for another drink,



Mr. Cad0?"

Casio shook hishead.

"So the bottom lineisthat you think there's something queer about your

daughter's disappearance?’

""She and the ship never made port, but the money she stoleturnsupina

manner that suggestsit'sbeing laundered alittle at atime.

Doesn't that suggest aqueer circumstance to you, Mr. Ritt?"

"| can't deny you make agood case." The microwave beeped and Pitt

retrieved asteaming cup. "But I'm not sure what you want from me.”

"l have some questions.”

Pitt sat down, hisinterest going beyond mere curiogity. "Don't expect

detalled answers.”

"| understand.”

"Hreaway."

"Where did you find the San Marino? | mean in what part of the Pecific

Ocean?'



"Near the southern coast of Alaska,” Pitt replied vaguely.

"A bit far off the track for a ship steaming from San Francisco to New

Zedland, wouldn't you say?'

"Way off thetrack,” Pitt agreed.

"Asfar astwo thousand miles?"

"And then some." Pitt took aswallow of coffee and made aface.

It was strong enough to use as brick mortar. He looked up.

"Before we continue it's going to cost you.”

Caso gave him aregppraising eye. " Somehow you never struck me asthe

typewho'd extend agreasy pam.”

"I'd like to have the names of the banksin Europe that passed the

solen money.”

"Any particular reason?' Casio asked, not bothering to concedl his

puzzlement.



"Nonel cantell you about.”

"Y ou're not very cooperative.”

Pitt started to reply, but the phone on an end table rang loudly.

"Hdlo."

"Dirk, thisis Y aeger. You ill awvake."

"Thank you for cdling. How isSdly? Issheout of intensve care

yet?'

"Cant tak, huh?'

"Not toowdl."

"But you can ligen.”

"No problem.”

"Bad news. I'm not getting anywhere. 1'd stand a better chance of

throwing adeck of cardsin the air and catching astraight flush.”

"Maybe | can knock down the odds. Hold onaminute” Fitt turned to

Casio. "About that list of banks."



Casio dowly rose, poured himsdlf another shot of jack Danid'sand

stood with his back to Pitt.

"A trade-off, Mr. Fitt. The bank list for what you know about the San

Marino."

"l don't giveadamn if it's stenciled on the insde of the President's

jockey shorts. Either we ded or | pack up and hike."

"How do you know | won't lie?"

"my list could be phony.”

& each other," said Fitt with aloose grin.

"The hdl wewill," grunted Casio. "But neither of us hasany choice."

Hetook a sheet of paper from the folder and handed it to Fitt, who in

turn read off the names over the phoneto Y aeger.

"Now what?' Casio demanded.

"Now | tell you what happened to the San Marino. And by breskfast | may

aso be ableto tell you who killed your daughter.”



FIFTEEN MINUTES AFTER SUNRISE, the photodectric controllersin al of
Washington's streetlights closed off their circuits. One by one,

separated by no more than afew seconds, the yellow and red rays of the
high-pressure sodium lamps faded and died, to wait through the daylight

hours until fifteen minutes before sunset, when their light-sensitive

controllerswould boost them to life again.

Benegth the dimming glow of the streetlights, Sam Emmett could hear the
vibration from the early-morning traffic as he walked hurriedly through
the utility tunndl. There was no Marine Corps or Secret Service escort.

He came done, as did the others.

The only person hed met since leaving his car under the Treasury

building was the White House guard stationed at the basement door. At

the head of the hallway leading to the Situation Room, Emmett was

greeted by Alan Mercier.

"Yourethelag," Mercier informed him.

Emmett checked hiswatch and noted he was five minutes early.

"Everyone?' he questioned.

"Except for Smmonsin Egypt and Lucas, who's giving your speech a

Princeton, they'redl present.”



Ashe entered, Oates motioned him to achair beside his, while Dan
Fawcett, Generd Metcalf, CIA chief Martin Brogan and Mercier gathered

around the conference table.

"I'm sorry for moving the scheduled meeting up by four hours" Oates
began, "but Sam informed me that hisinvestigators have determined how
the kidnapping took place." Without further explanation he nodded to

the FBI Director.

Emmett passed out folders to each of the men at the table, then rose,
moved to a blackboard and took a piece of chalk. Quickly and to precise
scae hedrew intheriver, the grounds of Mount Vernon and the
presidential yacht tied to the dock. Then hefilledin thedetall and

labeled specific areas. The completed drawing had aredlism about it

that suggested atalent for architectural design.

Satisfied finally that each piece of the scenewasin its correct place,

he turned and faced his audience. "Well walk through the event
chronologicdly,” heexplained. "I'll briefly summarizewhileyou
gentlemen study the details shown in the report. Some of what 1'm about
to describe is based on fact and hard evidence. Someis conjecture. We

haveto fill in the blanks as best we can.”

Emmett wrote in atime on the upper |eft corner of the blackboard.



"1825: The Eagle arrives at Mount Vernon, where the Secret Service has

ingtalled its security network and the surveillance begins.

"2015: The President and hisguests Sit down to dinner. Inthe same

hour, officers and the crew began their medl in the messroom.

The only men on duty were the chef, one assistant and the dining room
steward. Thisfact isimportant because wefed that it was during

dinner that the President, his party, and the ship's crew were drugged.”

"Drugged or poisoned?’ Oates said, looking up.

"Nothing so drastic as poison,” Emmett answered. "A mild drug thet
induced agradud state of drowsidess was probably administered in their

food by ether the chef or the steward who served the table."

"Sounds practicd,” said Brogan. "It wouldn't do to have bodies

dropping dl over the decks.”

Emmett paused to gather histhoughts. "The Secret Service agent whose
post was onboard the yacht the hour before midnight reported the
President and Vice President Margolin were the last to retire. Time

2310."

"That'stoo early for the President,” said Dan Fawcett. "I've seldom



known him to be in bed before two in the morning.”

"0025: A light migt driftsin from the northeast. Followed at by a

heavy fog caused by two Navy surplus fogging generators concedled in the

trees one hundred and sixty yards upriver from the Eagle.”

"They could blanket the entire area?' Oates asked.

"Under the right atmospheric conditions-in this case, no wind the units

left on Site by the kinnappers can cover two square acres.”

Fawcett looked lost. "My God, this operation must have taken an army.”

Emmett shook hishead. "Our projectionsfigure it took asfew as seven

and certainly no more than ten men.”

"Surely the Secret Service scouted the woods surrounding Mount Vernon
before the President's arrival,” said Fawcett. "How did they missthe

foggers?'

"The unitsweren't in place prior to 1700 the night of the abduction,”

replied Emmett.

"How could the equipment operators see what they were doing in the

dark?' Fawcett pressed. "Why weren't their movements and the sound of



the generators overheard?"

"Infrared night visua gear would answer your first question.

And the noise made by the equipment was muffled by the mooing of

catle”

Brogan gave athoughtful twist of his head. "Who would have ever

thought of that?"

"Somebody did," said Emmett. "They left the tape recorder and an

amplifier behind with thefoggers.”

"It says here the only thing the security people noticed was an oily

aromato thefog."

Emmett nodded. "The fogger heats a deodorized kerosene type of fud to
ahigh pressure and blowsit out anozzlein very fine droplets,

producing thefog."

"Let's move on to the next event," said Oates.

"0150: The small chase boat moors to the dock because of limited
vighility. Three minuteslater the Coast Guard cutter notifies agent
George Blackowl at the Secret Service command post that a high-intensity

sgnd isjamming their radar reception. They aso apprised agent



Blackowl that before their equipment went blind the only contact on
their oscilloscope was acity sanitation tugboat and its trash barges

that tied up to the bank to wait out the fog.”

Metcalf looked up. "Tied up how far avay?'

"Two hundred yards upriver."

"Then the tug was above the artificia fog."

"A crucid point,” Emmett acknowledged, "which well cometo later.”

He turned to the blackboard and wrote in another time sequence.

Theroom fdl quiet. The men seated around thelong table sat in
rocklike stillnesswaiting for Emmett to reved thefina solutionto

the presidentia abduction.

"0200: The agents moved to their new guard posts. Agent Lyle Brock took
up station onboard the Eagle after agent Karl Polaski relieved him on

the pier entrance. What ismost important isthat during thistimethe

Eagle was hidden from hissight. He later walked to the boarding

gangway of the yacht and talked to someone he thought was Brock. Brock
by now was either unconscious or dead. Polaski did not notice anything

suspicious except that Brock gppeared to have forgotten his next Post.”



"Polaski couldn't tell he was talking with astranger?”

questioned Oates.

"They conversed from at least ten feet away from each other in low tones
so they wouldn't disturb anyone on the yacht. When the 0300 post change

came around, Brock smply melted into thefog.

Agent Polaski states that he was never able to see more than avague
figure. 1t wasn't until 0348 that agent Edward McGrath discovered that
Brock was not at his scheduled post. McGrath then notified Blackowl,

who met him on the Eagle four minutes |ater.

The yacht was searched and found empty, except for Polaski who had moved

onboard to replace Brock."

Emmett placed the chalk back in the tray and wiped his hands together.

"Therest iscut and dried. Who was alerted and when. ..

the results of afruitless search on the river and around the grounds of
Mount Vernon . . . the roadblocks that failed to produce the missing

men. ..and soon."

"What was the disposition of the tugboat and trash barges after the

dert?' Metcaf questioned cannily.



"The barges were found moored to the riverbank,” Emmett answered him:

"Thetug wasgone.”

"So much for facts," said Oates. "The prize question is How were dmost

twenty men spirited off the yacht under the noses of an army of Secret

Service agents and passed undetected through the most advanced security

adarm system that money can buy?'

"Your answer is, Mr. Secretary, they weren't.”

Oates's eyebrows raised. "How wasit done?'

Emmett noticed a smug expression on Metcaf'sface. "I think the

generd hasfiguredit out.”

"] wish someonewould tdl me" said Fawcett.

Emmett took a deep breath before he spoke. "The yacht that agents

Blackowl and McGrath found deserted is not the same yacht that carried

the President and his party to Mount Vernon."

"Son of abitch!" gasped Mercier.

"That's hard to swallow," said Oates skepticaly.



Emmett picked up the chak again and began diagramming.

"About fifteen minutes after the fogging generators began laying adense
cloud over the river and Mount Vernon, the abduction team transmitted on
the Coast Guard's radar frequency and knocked it out of commission.
Upriver the sanitation tugboat except in thisinstance it was not a

river tug but ayacht identica in every detail to the Eagle-cast of f

from the barges, which we found to be empty, and dowly cruised
downstream. Itsradar, of course, was operating on adifferent

frequency from the Coast Guard's."

Emmett drew in the path of the approaching yacht. "When it wasfifty
yards from the Mount VVernon pier and the stern of the Eagle, it shut
down itsengines and drifted with the current, which was running about

one knot. Then the abductors-"

"What I'd like to know, is how they got onboard in thefirst place,”

Mercier interrupted.

Emmett made a shrugging gesture with hishands. "We don't know.

Our best guess at the moment isthat they killed the galley crew earlier

in the day and took their places, using counterfeit Coast Guard

identification and orders.”



"Please continue your findings," Oates perssted.

"Then the abductors on the yacht,” Emmeitt repested, "untied the mooring
lines, dlowing the Eagleto drift Slently from the pier to make room

for itsdouble. Polaski heard nothing from his post near the bank,

because any strange sounds were covered by the hum of the engine-room
generators. Then, once the bogus yacht wastied to the pier its crew,
probably no more than two men, rowed asmall dinghy to the Eagle and
escaped with the others down river. One remained, however, to

impersonate agent Brock.

By the time Polaski conversed with Brock'simpersonator, the switch had
aready been made. At the next post change, the man calling himself

Brock dipped off and joined the men operating the foggers.

Together they drove off and siwung on the highway toward Alexandria. We

know that much by footprints and tire tracks."

Everyone but Emmett focused his attention on the blackboard, asif
trying to visualize the scene. Theincredible timing, the ease with
which presdentia security was breached, the smoothness of the entire

operation, staggered everyone.

"| can't help but admire the execution,” General Metcalf said.



"They must have taken along timeto plan thisthing.”

"Our estimate isthree years," said Emmett.

"Where could they possibly have found an identical boat?' Fawcett

muttered to no onein particular.

"My investigating team consdered that. They traced the old boating
records and found that the origina builder constructed the Eagle and a
sster ship named the Samantha at the sametime. Thelast registered
owner of the Samantha was a stockbroker in Baltimore. He sold it about

three years ago to aguy named Dunn.

That'sdl hecould tdl us. It was an under-the-table cash transaction

to beat aprofit tax. He never saw Dunn or the yacht again.

The Samantha that was never registered or licensed under the new owner.

They both dropped from sight.”

"Wasit identical in every respect to the Eagle?' Brogan asked.

"A cregtive job of deception. Every stick of furniture, bulkhead decor,

paint and equipment is a perfect match."

Fawcett nervoudy tapped a pencil on thetable. "How did you catch on?"



"Every time you enter and leave aroom, you leave particles of your
presence behind. Hair, dandruff, lint, fingerprints-they can dl be
detected. My lab people couldn't find onetiny hint that the President

or the others had ever been on board."

Oates straightened in his chair. "The Bureau has done amagnificent

job, Sam. Weredl| grateful

Emmett gave a curt nod and sat down.

"The yacht transfer brings up anew angle," Oates continued.

"Asgruesome asit sounds, we have to consder the possibility they were

dl assassnated.”

"Weve got to find the yacht,” Mercier said grimly.

Emmett looked a him. "I've already ordered a surface and air search.”

"Youwont find it that way," Metcaf interjected. "Were deding with

damned smart people. They're not about to leave it lying around where

it can befound."

Fawcett poised his pencil in minarr. "Are you saying the yacht was



destroyed?

"That may well bethe case," Metcdf said, gpprehension forming in his

eyes. "If so, we have to be prepared to find corpses.”

Oates leaned on his ebows and rubbed his face with his hands and wished

he was anyplace but in that room at that moment.

"We're going to have to spread our trugt,” he said findly. "The best
man | can think of for an underwater search is Jm Sandecker over a

NUMA."

"l concur,” said Fawcett. "His specia project team has just wrapped
tip aticklish job off Alaska, where they found the ship responsible for

winespread contamination.”

"Will you brief him, Sam?" Oates asked Emmett.

"I'll go directly from hereto hisoffice.

'Vell, | guessthat'sit for now," Oates said, exhaustion cregping into
hisvoice. "Good or bad, we have alead. Only God knows what well
have after wefind the Eagle" He hesitated, staring up at the
blackboard. Then hesaid, "l don't envy thefirst man who steps

indde.”



Every MORNING, including Saturdays and Sundays, Admira Sandecker jogged
the six milesfrom his Watergate apartment to the NUMA headquarters

building. He had just stepped out of the bathroom shower adjoining his

office when his secretary's voice came over a speaker above the sink:

"Admird, Mr. Emmett is hereto seeyou.”

Sandecker was vigoroudy toweling his hair and he was not sure he heard

the nameright. "Sam Emmett, asin FBI?'

"Yes, gr. He asked to see you immediately. He saysit'sextremey

urgent.”

Sandecker saw hisface turn incredulousin the mirror. The esteemed
Director of the FBI did not make office calsa eight in the morning.

The Washington bureaucratic game had rules. Everyone from the President
on down abined by them. Emmett's unannounced visit could only mean a

dire emergency.

"Sendhimrightin.”

He barely had time to throw on aterry-cloth robe, his skin ill

dripping, when Emmett strode through the door.

"Jm, weve got ahdl of aproblem.” Emmett didn't bother with a

preliminary handshake. He quickly lain his briefcase on Sandecker's



desk, opened it and handed the admiral afolder. "Sit down and look

thisover, and then well discussit.”

Sandecker was not a man to be shoved and ordered around, but he could
read the tenson in Emmett's eyes, and he did as he was asked without

comment.

Sandecker studied the contents of the folder for nearly ten minutes

without speaking. Emmett sat on the other side of the desk and looked

for an expression of shock or anger. Therewas none.

Sandecker remained enigmatic. At last he closed the folder and said

samply, "How can| help?"

"Find the Eagle”

"Y ou think they sank her?'

"An air and surface search hasturned up nothing.”

"All right, I'll get my best peopleonit.”" Sandecker made a movement

toward hisintercom. Emmett raised his hand in anegative gesture.

"] don't have to describe the chaosif thisleaks out.”

"I've never lied to my staff before.”



"You'll have to keep them in the dark on thisone.”

Sandecker gave a curt nod and spoke into the intercom. "Sylvia, please

get Fitt on the phone.”

"Att?" Emmett inquired in an officid tone,

"My specid projectsdirector. HEll head up the search.”

"Youll tdl him only what's necessary?" It was more an order than a

request.

A ydlow caution light glimmered in Sandecker's eyes. "That will be at

my discretion.”

Emmett Sarted to say something but was interrupted by the intercom.

"Admird?'

"Yes, Sylvia"

"Mr. Rittslineisbusy.”

"Keep trying until he answers,”" Sandecker said gruffly. "Better yet,



cal the operator and cut in on hisline. Tell her thisisagovernment

priority."

"Will you be able to mount afull-scae search operation by evening?'

asked Emmett.

Sandecker'slips parted in an dl-devouring grin. "If | know Ritt,
hell have a crew scanning the depths of the Potomac River before

lunch.”

Pitt was speaking to Hiram Y aeger when the operator brokein.

He cut the conversation short and then dided the admira’s private

line. After listening without doing any talking for severd moments, he

replaced the receiver initscradle.

"Well," asked Casio expectantly.

"The money was exchanged, never deposited,” Pitt said, looking miserably

down at thefloor. "That'sdl. That'sdl thereis. No thread |eft

to pick up.”

Therewas only aflicker of disgppointment in Caso'sface. He'd been

there before. Helet out along sigh and stared at hiswatch.

He struck Pitt asaman drained of emotiona display.



"| appreciate your help,” he said quietly. He snapped hisbriefcase
shut and stood up. "1'd better go now. If | don't lag, | can catch the

next flight back toL.A."

"I'm sorry | couldn't provide an answer."

Casio shook Pitts hand in atight grip. "Nobody scores one hundred
percent every time. Those responsible for the death of my daughter and
your friend have made amistake. Somewhere, sometime, they overlooked a

detall. I'm glad to have you on my sde, Mr. Aitt.

It'sbeen alonely job until now."

Fitt was genuingly moved. "I'll keep digging frommy end.”

"I couldn't ask for more." Casio nodded and then walked down the
gairs. Pitt watched him shuffle across the hangar floor, a proud,

hardened old man, battling his own private windmill.

THE President SAT upright in ablack leather-cushioned chrome chair, his
body held firmly in place by nylon belts. His eyes stared off in the
distance, unfocused and vacant. Wireless sensor scans were taped onto
his chest and foreheed, transmitting the physica sgnatures of eight

different life functions to a computer network.



The operating room was small, no more than ahundred square feet, and
crammed with ectronic monitoring equipment. Lugovoy and four members
of hissurgical team were quietly and efficiently preparing for the

delicate operation. Paul Suvorov stood in the only empty corner,

looking uncomfortable in agreen serile gown.

He watched as one of Lugovoy's technicians, awoman, pressed a small

needleinto one side of the President's neck and then the other.

"Odd place for an anesthetic,” Suvorov remarked.

"For the actud penetration well usealocd,” Lugovoy replied while

garing at an image-intensified X ray on avineo display.

"However, atiny dose of Amytd into the carotin arteries puts the | eft
and right hemispheres of the brainin adrowsy state. This procedureis

to diminate any conscious memory of the operation.”

"Shouldn't you shave hishead?' Suvorov asked, gesturing toward the
President's hair, which protruded through an opening of ameta helmet

encasng hisskull.

"Wemust ignore normal surgica procedures,” Lugovoy patiently answered.

"For obvious reasons, we cannot alter his appearancein any form."



"Who will direct the operation'?"

"Who do you think?"

"I'm asking you, comrade."

"l will."

Suvorov looked puzzled. "I've sudied your file and thefile of every

member of the staff. | can dmost repeat their contents by heart. Your

field is psychology, most of the others are eectronic techniciansand

oneisabiochemist. None of you has surgica qudifications.”

"Because we don't require them." He dismissed Suvorov and scrutinized

the TV display again. Then he nodded. "We can begin now.

Set thelaser in place.”

A technician pressed hisface against the rubber eyepiece of a
microscope attached to an argon laser. The machinetied into acomputer
and displayed aset of coordinates in orange numbers across the bottom
of the microscope's position fixer. When the numbersread only zeros

the placement was exact.

The man at the laser nodded. "Position s&."



"Commence," Lugovoy directed.

A wisp of smoke, so faint that only the laser operator could seeit in
the microscope, signaed the contact of the imperceptibly thin

blue-green beam with the President’s skull.

It was a strange scene. Everyone stood with his back to the patient,
watching the monitors. Theimageswere magnified until the beam could
be seen as aweblike filament strand. With aprecison far above human
dexterity, the computer guided the laser in cutting aminute hole one
thirtieth of amillimeter in the bone, penetrating only to the membrane

covering the brain and itsfluid.

Suvorov moved closer in rapt fascination, "What happens next?" he asked

hoarsdly.

Lugo'voy motioned him over to an eectron microscope. "Seefor

yoursdlf."

Suvorov peered through the twin lenses. "All | make out isadark

Speck.”

"Adjust the focusto your eyes."

Suvorov did so and the speck became a chip-an integrated circuit.



"A microminiaturized implant that can tranamit and recelve brain
ggnds. Weregoing to placeitin his cerebra cortex, wherethe

brain's thought processes originate.”

'What does the implant use for an energy source?’

"Thebrainitsaf produces ten watts of eectricity,” Lugovoy explained.

"The Presdent's brainwaves can be telemetered to a control unit

thousands of miles away, trandated and any required commands returned.

Y ou might say it'slike changing TV channdswith aremote control box."

Suvorov stepped back from the microscope and stared at Lugovoy.

"The possibilities are even more overwheming than | thought,” he

murmured. "Well be ableto learn every secret of the United States

government.”

"WEelIl aso be able to manipulate his days and nightsfor aslong ashe

lives"" Lugovoy continued. "And through the computer, direct his

persondity so that neither he nor anyone close to him will notice.”

A technician stepped behind him. "We're ready to position the implant.”

He nodded. "Proceed.”



A robotlike machine was moved in place of the laser. Theincredibly
diminutive implant was taken from under the microscope and exactingly
fitted into the end of asingle dim wire protruding from amechanicd

arm. It wasthen aigned with the opening in the President's skulll.

"Beginning penetration now," droned the voice of the man seated a a

console.

Aswith the viewer on the laser, he studied a series of numberson a
display screed. The entire procedure was preprogrammed. No human hand
waslifted. Led by the computer, the robot ddlicately eased the wire

through the protective membrane into the soft folds of the brain.

After ax minutesthe digplay screen flashed, "MARK."

Lugovoy's eyes never left the color X-ray monitor. "Release and

withdraw the probe.”

"Released and withdrawing," avoice echoed.

After the wire was removed it was replaced with aminiature tubelike
ingrument containing asmal plug with three hairsand their roots,
removed from one of the Russian staff whose head growth closdy
resembled the President. The plug wasthen inserted into thetiny hole

neetly cut by thelaser beam. When the robot unit was pulled back,



Lugovoy approached and studied the results with alarge magnifying

glass.

"What little scabbing that transpires should flake avay in afew days,"

he remarked. Satified, he Sraightened and viewed the

computer-directed screens.

"Theimplant isoperationd,” announced hisfemale assstant.

Lugovoy massaged his handsin apleased gesture. " Good, we can begin

the second penetration.”

"Y ou're going to place another implant?' Suvorov asked.

"No, inject asmal amount of RNA into the hippocampus.”

"Could you enlighten mein layman terms?"*

Lugovoy reached over the shoulder of the man Sitting at the computer

console and twisted a knob. Theimage of the Presdent's brain enlarged

until it covered the entire screen of the X-ray monitor.

"There," he said, tapping the glass screen. "The sea-horse-shaped

bridge running under the horns of the lateral ventricles, avitd

section of the brain'slimbic system. It's called the hippocampus.



It's here where new memories are received and dispersed. By injecting
RNA-ribonucleic acin, which transmits genetic ingtructions-from one
subject, one who's been programmed with certain thoughts, we can
accomplish what we term a'memory transfer.”" Suvorov had been furioudy
gtoring what he saw and heard in hismind, but he wasfaling behind. He
could not absorb it all. Now he stared down at the President's, eyes

uncertain.

"Y ou can actudly inject the memory of one man into another's brain?’

"Exactly,” Lugovoy said nonchdantly. "What do you think happensin the
menta hospitals where the KGB sends enemies of the state. Not dl are
re-educated to become good party lovers. Many are used for important
psychologicd experiments. For example, the RNA we are about to
adminigter into the President's hippocampus comes from an artist who

ingsted on creating illustrations depicting our leadersin awkward and

uncomplimentary poses.

| can't recdl his name."

"Bekaya?'

"Yes, Oskar Belkaya. A sociologicd midfit. His paintings were either

measterpieces of modern art or nightmarish abstractions, depending on

your taste. After your fellow state security agentsarrested him at his



studio, he was secretly taken to aremote sanitarium outside of Kiev.
There he was placed in a cocoon, like the ones we have here, for two
years. With new memory storage techniques, discovered through
biochemistry, his memory was erased and indoctrinated with political

concepts we wish the President to implement within his government.”

"But can't you accomplish the same thing with the control implant?

"The implant, with its computerized network, is extremely complex and

ligble to breakdown. The memory transfer acts as a backup system.

Also, our experiments have shown that the control process operates more
efficiently when the subject creates the thought himsdlf, and the

implant then commands a positive or negative response.”

"Very impressve," Suvorov said earnestly. "And that'sthe end of it?'

"Not entirely. Asan anded safety margin, one of my staff, ahighly
skilled hypnotist, will put the President in atrance and wipe out any
subconscious sensations he might have absorbed while under our care.
Hell aso be primed with astory of where hel's been for ten daysin

vivindetal .

"Asthe Americans are fond of saying, you have al the bases covered.”



Lugovoy shook hishead. "The human brainisamagica universe we will
never fully understand. We may think wevefinaly harnessed itsthree
and ahaf pounds of grayish-pink jdly, but its capricious natureisas

unpredictable as the weather."

"What you're saying isthat the President might Dot react the way you

want himto."

"It'spossble,” Lugovoy said serioudy. "It'saso possiblefor his
brain to break the bonds of redlity, despite our control, and make him

do something that will have terrible consequencesfor usal.”

SANDECKER STOPPED HIS CAR inthe parking lot of asmal yacht marina
forty milesbelow Washington. He climbed from under the whed and stood
looking out over the Potomac River. The sky sparkled in aclear blue as

the dull green water rolled eastward toward Chesapeake Bay. He waked
down asagging stairway to afloating dock. Tied up a theend wasa

tired old clamming boat, its rusting tongs hanging from a.deck boom like

the claws of some freakish animd.

The hull wasworn from years of hard use and most of the paint was gone.
Her diesd engine chugged ot little puffs of exhaust that legped from
thetip of the stack and dissolved into a soft breeze. Her name, barely

discernible over the stern transom, read Hoki Jamoki.

Sandecker glanced at hiswatch. It showed twenty minutesto noon.



He nodded in approva. Only three hours after held briefed Fitt, the
search for the Eagle was on. He jumped on deck and greeted the two
engineers connecting the sonar sensor to the recorder cable, then

entered the wheelhouse. Hefound Ritt scrutinizing alarge satellite

photograph through amagnifying glass.

Isthat the best you can do?' Sandecker asked.

Pitt looked up and grinned humoroudy. ™Y ou mean the boat?"

"l do."

"Not up to your spit and polish nava standards, but shell serve

nicdy.”

"None of our research vessd swere available?”

"They were, but | chosethisold tub for two reasons. One, she'sadamn
good little workboat; and two, if somebody redly snatched a government
boat with a party of VIPs on board and deep-sixed her, they'll expect a
major underwater search effort and will be watching for it. Thisway,

well bein and out before they'rewise.™

Sandecker had told him only that a boat belonging to the nava yard had



been stolen from the pier a Mount VVernon and presumed sunk.

Littledse. "Who said anything about VV1Ps being onboard?'

"Army and Navy helicopters are asthick as locusts overhead, and you can
walk acrosstheriver on the Coast Guard ships crowding the weter.
There's moreto this search project than you've let on, Admira. A hdl

of alot more."

Sandecker didn't reply. He could only admit to himself that Pitt was
thinking four jumps ahead. His slence, he knew, only heightened Ritts
suspicions. sidestepping theissue, he asked, "Y ou see something that

caused you to begin looking thisfar below Mount Vernon?!

"Enough to save usfour days and twenty-five miles,” Pitt answered. "I
figured the boat would be spotted by one of our space cameras, but which
one? Military spy satdlitesdon't orbit over Washington, and space

westher pictureswon't enhance to pinpoint small detail.”

"Where did you get that one?" Sandecker asked, motioning toward the

photograph.

"From afriend at the Department of Interior. One of their geologica
survey satellites flew 590 miles overhead and shot an infrared portrait
of Chesapeake Bay and the adjoining rivers. Time: four-forty the

morning of the boat's disappearance. If you look through the glass at



the blowup of this section of the Potomac, the only boat that can be

seen down river from Mount Vernon is cruising amile below thisdock.”

Sandecker peered at the tiny white dot on the photograph. The

enhancement wasincredibly sharp. He could detect every piece of gear

on the decks and the figures of two people. He stared into Pitts eyes.

"No way of proving that's the boat we're after," he said flatly.

"| didn't fal off apumpkin truck, Admird. That'sthe presdentia

yacht Eagle.”

"l won't run you around the horn," Sandecker spoke quietly, "but | can't

tell you any morethan | dready have.

Aitt gave anoncommittal shrug and said nothing.

"s0 where do you think it is?"

Pitts green eyes deepened. He gave Sandecker adly stare and picked up

apair of diviners. "I looked up the Eagle's specifications.

Her top speed was fourteen knots. Now, the space photo was taken at
four-forty. Daylight was an hour and ahdf away. The crew who pirated

the yacht couldn't risk being seen, so they put her on the bottom under



cover of darkness. Taking dl that into consideration, she could have

traveled only twenty-one miles before sun up.”

"Thet ill takesin alot of water."

"I think we can diceit some."

"By daying in the channd ?'

"Yes, sir, deep water. If | was running the show, 1'd sink her deep to

prevent accinentd discovery.”

"What's the average depth of your search grid?"

"Thirty to forty feet."

"Not enough.”

"True, but according to the depth soundings on the navigation charts,

there are severd holesthat drop over ahundred.”
Sandecker paused and gazed out the wheelhouse window as Al Giordino
marched aong the dock carrying apair of air tanks on his beefy

shoulders. Heturned back to Pitt and observed him thoughtfully.

"If you diveonit," Sandecker said coldly, "you're not to enter.



Our job isdtrictly to discover and identify, nothing else.”

"What's down there that we can't see?”

"Don't ask."

Fitt smiled wryly. "Humor me. I'mfickle.

"The hell you are" grunted Sandecker. "What do you think isinthe

yacht?'

"Makethat who."

"Doesit matter?' Sandecker asked guardedly. "It's probably empty.”

"You'rejerking mearound, Admird. I'm sure of it. After wefind the

yacht, what then?"

"The FBI takes over."

"Sowedo our little act and step aside.”

"That'swhat the orders say."



"I say screw them.”

"Them?'

"The powers who play petty secret games.”

"Believe me, this project isn't petty.”

A hard look crossed Pittsface. "Well makethat judgment when wefind

the yacht, won't we?'

"Take my word for it," said Sandecker, "you don't want to see what might

be insde thewreck."

Almost as the words came out, Sandecker knew held waved aflag in front
of abull dephant. Once Pitt dropped beneath the river's surface, the

thin leash of command was broken.

Sx HOURS LATER and twelve miles down river, target number seventeen

crept across the recording screen of the Klein High Resolution Sonar. It

lay in 109 feet of water between Persmmon and Mathias points directly

opposite Popes Creek and two miles above the Potomac River bridge.

"Dimengons?' Pitt asked the sonar operator.

"Approximately thirty-sx meterslong by seven meterswine.”



"Wheat kind of size are welooking for?' asked Giordino.

"The Eagle has an overal length of ahundred and ten feet with a

twenty-foot beam,” Fitt replied.

"That matches," Giordino said, mentaly juggling metersto feet.

"I think weve got her," Ritt said as he examined the configurations
revealed by the sidescan sonar. "L et's make another passthis time about

twenty meters to starboard-and throw out a buoy.”

Sandecker, who was standing outside on the after deck keeping an eye on
the sensor cable, leaned into the wheelhouse. " Got something?' Fitt

nodded. "A prime contact.”

"Going to check it out?’

" After we drop abuoy, Al and I'll go down for alook.”

Sandecker stared at the weathered deck and said nothing. Then heturned

end walked back to the stern, where he helped Giordino hoist a

fifty-pound lead weight attached to a bright orange buoy onto the Hoki

lamoki's bulwark.



PFitt took the helm and brought the boat about. When the target began to
raise on the depth sounder, he shouted, "Now!" The buoy was thrown
overboard as the boat dowed. One of the engineers moved to the bow and
lowered the anchor. The Hoki famoki drifted to a stop with her stern

pointed downstream.

"Too bad you didn't include an underwater TV camera,” said Sandecker as

he helped Fitt into hisdive gear. ™Y ou could have saved yoursdf a

trip.”

"A wadted effort,” Fitt said. "Vighility ismeasured ininchesdown

there"

"The current is running about two knots," Sandecker judged.

"When we begin our ascent to the surface, it will carry us astern.

Better throw out a hundred-yard lifeline on afloating buoy to pull us

aboard."

Giordino tightened hisweight belt and flashed ajaunty grin.

"Ready whenyou are.”

Sandecker gripped Pitt on the shoulder. "Mind what | said about

entering the wreck."



" I'll try not to look too hard,” Fitt said flatly.

Before the admira could reply, Fitt adjusted hisface mask over his

eyes and dropped backwards into theriver.

The water closed over him and the sun diffused into a greenish orange
blur. The current pulled at his body and he had to swim on adiagona
course againg it until he found the buoy. He reached out and clutched
theline and stared downward. Lessthan three feet away the white nylon

brain faded into the opagque murk.

Using the line as aguine and asupport, Pitt dipped into the depths of
the Potomac. Tiny filaments of vegetation and fine particles of
sediment swept past his face mask. He switched on hisdive light, but
the dim beam only anded afew inchesto hisfield of vison. He paused
to work hisjaws and equdize the growing pressure within his ear

cands.

The density increased as he dove degper. Then suddenly, asif hed

passed through adoor, the water temperature dropped by ten degrees and
visihility stretched to dmost ten feet. The colder layer acted asa

cushion pushing againgt the warm current above. The bottom appeared and
Aitt discerned the shadowy outline of aboat off to hisright. He

turned and gestured to Giordino, who gave an affirmative nod of his



head.

Asthough growing out of afog, the superstructure of the Eagle dowly
took on shape. Shelay likealifdessanimd, donein haunted silence

and watery gloom.

Aitt swam around one side of the hull while Giordino kicked around the
other. Theyacht was sitting perfectly upright with no indication of
list. Except for athin coating of agae that was forming on her white

paint, she looked as pristine as when she rode the surface.

They met at the stern, and Pitt wrote on his message board, "Any

damage?’

Giordino wrote back, "None."

Then they dowly worked their way over the decks, past the darkened
windows of the staterooms and up to the bridge. There was nothing to
suggest death or tragedy. They probed their lights through the bridge
windows into the black interior, but al they saw was eerie desolation.

Pitt noted that the engine-room telegraph read ALL STOP.

He hegitated for abrief moment and wrote anew message on his board:

"I'mgoingin.”

Giordino's eyes glistened under the face-mask lens and he scrawled back,



"I'mwith you."

Out of habit they checked their air gauges. There was enough time left
for another twelve minutes of diving. Fitt tried the door to the
whedhouse. His heart squeezed within hischest. Evenwith Giordino a
his side, the apprehension was oppressive. Thelatch turned and he

pushed the door open. Taking adeep breath, Fitt swvam insde.

The brass gave off adull gleam under the dive lights. Fitt was curious

at the barren look about the room. Nothing was out of place.

Thefloor was clean of any spilled debris. 1t reminded him of the

Pilottown.

Seem nothing of interest, they threaded their way down astairway into
the lounge area of the deckhouse. Inthefluin darknessthelarge
enclosure seemed to yawn into infinity. Everywhere was the same strange
neatness. Giordino amed hislight upward. The overhead beams and
mahogany paneling had a stark, naked appearance. Then Aitt redized
what waswrong. The ceiling should have been littered with objects that
float. Everything that might have drifted to the surface and washed

ashore must have been removed.

Accompanied by the gurgle of their escaping air bubbles, they glided

through the passageway separating the staterooms. The same neat ook



was everywhere; even the beds and mattresses had been stripped.

Thelr lights darted amin the furniture securely bolted to the carpeted
deck. Pitt checked the bathrooms as Giordino probed the closets. By
the time they reached the crew's quarters, they only had seven minutes
of ar left. Communicating briefly with hand sgnas, they divided up,
Giordino searching the gdley and storerooms while Fitt took the engine

room.

He found the hatch cover over the engine room locked and bolted.

Without a second of lost motion, he quickly removed his dive knife from

itsleg sheath and pried out the pinsin the hinges.

The hatch cover, rdeased from its mountings and thrust upward by its

buoyancy, sailed past him.

And so did abloated corpse that burst through the open hatch like a

jack-in-the-box.

PITT REELED BACKWAIRD into abulkhead and watched numbly as an unearthly
parade of floating debris and bodies erupted from the engine room. They

drifted up to the calling, where they hung in grotesque postureslike

trapped balloons. Though theinterna gases had begun to expand, the

flesh had not yet started to decompose.



Sightless eyes bulged beneath strands of hair that wavered from the

disturbancein the water.

Aitt struggled to fight off the grip of shock and revulsion, hardening

his mind for the repugnant job he could not |eave undone.

With creeping nauseamerged with cold fear he snaked through the hatch

into the engine room.

His eyes were met with a charnel house of death. Bedding, clothing from
half-open suitcases, pillows and cushions, anything buoyant enough to
float, mingled between a crush of bodies. The scene was anightmare
that could never beimagined or remotely duplicated by a Hollywood

horror film.

Mogt of the corpses wore white Coast Guard uniforms that anded to their

ghostly appearance. Severad had on ordinary work clothes.

None showed signs of injury or wounds.

He spent two minutes, no more, in there, cringing when alifdesshand
brushed across hisarm or awhite expressionless face drifted inchesin
front of hisface mask. He could have sworn they were dl staring at
him, begging for something that was not histo give. One was dressed

differently from the others, in aknit sweater covered by astylish



raincoat. Pitt swiftly rifled through the dead man's pockets.

Pitt had seen enough to be permanently etched in hismind for a

lifetime. He hurriedly kicked up the lander and out of the engine room.
Oncefree of the morbin scene below, he hesitated to read hisair gauge.
The needle indicated a hundred pounds, an ample supply to reach the sun
aganif hedidn't linger. Hefound Giordino rummaging through a
cavernous food locker and made an upward gesture with histhumb.
Giordino nodded and led the way through a passageway to the outside

deck.

A great wave of rdlief swept over Fitt as the yacht receded into the
murk. There wasn't timeto search for the buoy line so they ascended
with the bubbles that flowed from their air regulators exhaust valves.
The water dowly transformed from an dmost brown-black to aleaden
green. At last they broke the surface and found themsalvesfifty yards

downstream from the Hoki lamoki.

Sandecker and the boat's crew of engineers spotted them immediately and
quickly began hauling onthelifdine. Sandecker cupped his handsto

his mouth and shouted, "Hang on, well pull youin.”

Aitt waved, thankful he could lie back and relax. He felt too drained
to do anything but lazily float againgt the current and watch the trees
lining the banks dip past. A few minutes later he and Giordino were

lifted onto the deck of the old clamming boat.



"Isit the Eagle?" Sandecker asked, unable to mask his curiosity.

Pitt hesitated in answering until he'd removed hisair tank.

"Yes," hesadfindly, "it'sthe Eagle." Sandecker could not bring

himsdlf to ask the question that was gripping hismind. He sidestepped

it. "Find anything you want to talk about?'

"The outsde is undamaged. She'sgitting upright, her ked resting in

about two feet of Silt."

"Noggnaf life?"

"Not from the exterior."

It was obviousthat FPitt wasn't going to volunteer any information

unless asked. His hedlthy tan seemed strangely paled.

"Could you seeingde?’ Sandecker demanded.

"Too dark to make out anything."

"All right, dammit, let'shaveit straight .



"Now that you've asked so pleasantly,” Fitt said stonily, "therés more
dead bodiesin the yacht than acemetery. They were stacked inthe

engine room from deck to overhead. | counted twenty-one of them."

"Chrig!" Sandecker rasped, suddenly taken aback. "Could you'recognize

any of them?'

"Thirteen were crewmen. Therest looked to be civilians."

"BEight dvilians?" Sandecker seemed stunned.

"Asnear as| could judge by their clothing. They werentin any

condition to interrogate.”

"Eight civilians," Sandecker repested. "And none of them looked

remotely familiar to you?"

"I'm not sure their own mothers could identify them,” said Ritt.

"Why? Was| supposed to know somebody?"

Sandecker shook hishead. "I can't say.”

Pitt couldn't recall seeing the admird so distraught. Theiron armor

had fallen avay. The penetrating, intelligent eyes seemed sricken.

Pitt watched for areaction as he spoke.



"If | had to venture an opinion, i'd say someone snuffed the candle on

haf the Chinese embassy.”

"Chinese?' The eyes suddenly turned as sharp asice picks.

"What areyou saying?"'

"Seven of the eight civilianswerefrom eastern Asa."

"Could you bein error?" Sandecker asked, regaining afoothold.

"with littleor no vighility-"

"Vighility wastenfeat. And, I'm well aware of the difference between

the eye folds of a Caucasian and an Orienta.”

"Thank God," Sandecker said, exhaing a deep breath.

"1'd be much obliged if you would inform mejust what in hell you

expected Al and meto find down there."

Sandecker's eyes softened. "'l owe you an explanation,” he said, "buit |
can't giveyou one. There are events occurring around us that we have

no need to know."



"l have my own project,” said Aitt, hisvoice turning cold. "I'm not

interested in thisone."

"Yes, Julie Mendoza. | understand.”

Aitt pulled something from under the deeve of hiswet suit.

"Here, | dmogt forgot. | took thisfrom one of the bodies.”

"what isit?'

Fitt held up asoggy leather billfold. On the inside was awater proof
id card with aman's photograph. Opposit was a badge in the shape of a
shidd. "A Secret Service agent'sidentification,” Pitt answered. "His

name was Brock, Lyle Brock."

Sandecker took the billfold without comment. He glanced at hiswatch.

"I've got to contact Sam Emmett at FBI. Thisishis problem now."

"You can't drop it that easily, Admira. We both know NUMA will be
caled onto raisethe Eagle."Y ou'reright, of course," Sandecker said
weerily. "You'rerdieved of that project. Y ou do what you haveto do.
I'll have Girodino handle the sdlvage." He turned and stepped into the

wheel house to use the ship-to-shore phone.



Aitt stood looking for along time at the dark forbinding water of the
river, reliving the terrible scene below. A linefrom an old seaman’s
poem ran through hishead: "A ghostly ship, with aghostly crew, with no

placeto go."

Then asthough closing a curtain, he turned his thoughts back to the

Pilottown.

On the east bank of the river, concealed in athicket of ash trees, a
man dressed in Vietnam leaf camouflage fatigues pressed hiseyeto the
viewfinder of avineo camera. Thewarm sun and the heavy huminity
caused swet to trickle down hisface. Heignored the discomfort and
kept taping, zooming in the telephoto lens until Atts upper body filled
the miniature viewing screen. Then he panned adong the entire length of

the clamming boat, holding for afew seconds on each member of the crew.

A haf-hour after the divers climbed out of thewater, asmall fleet of
Coast Guard boats descended around the Hoki Jamoki. A derrick on one of
the vessdslifted alarge red-banded buoy with aflashing light over

the side and dropped it beside the wreck of the Eagle.

When the battery of hisrecording unit died, the hidden cameraman nestly

packed away his equipment and dipped into the approaching dusk.

PITT WASCONTEMPLATING A MENU when the maitred' of Positano Restaurant



on Fairmont Avenue steered L oren to histable. She moved with an
athletic grace, nodding and exchanging afew words with the Capitol

crowd egting lunch amin the restaurant's murals and wine racks.

Pitt looked up and their eyes met. Shereturned his appraising stare

with an even amile. Then herose and pulled back her chair.

"Damn, you look ugly today," he said.

She laughed. "Y ou continue to mydify me."

"How 07"

"One minute you're agentleman, and the next adob.”

"l wastold women crave variety."

Her eyes, clear and soft, were amused. "I do give you credit, though.

Y ou'rethe only man | know who doesn't kiss my fanny.”

Pittsface broke into hisinfectious grin. "That's because | don't need

any politicd favors.

She made aface and opened amenu. "i don't have timeto be made fun
of. | haveto get back to my office and respond to aton of

condituentsmail. What looks good?"



"| thought 1'd try the zuppa di pesce.”

"My scalesaid | was up apound thismorning. | think I'll just have a

sdad.”

The waiter approached.

"A drink?" Pitt asked.

"You order."

"Two Sazerac cocktails on the rocks, and please ask the bartender to

pour ryeinstead of bourbon.”

"Very good, gir,”" the waiter acknowledged.

Loren lain her napkinin her lap. "I've phoned for two days.

Whereve you been?'

"The admira sent me on an emergency savagejob."

"Was she pretty?' she asked, playing the age-old game.



"A coroner might think so. But drowned bodies never turned me on.”

"Sorry," she said and went sober and quiet until the drinks were
brought. They dtirred the ice around the glasses and then sipped the

reddish contents.

"One of my aidesran across something that might help you," shesad

firdlly.

"What isit?'

She pulled severa stapled sheets of typewritten paper from her attache
case and passed them to Pitt. Then she began explaining in asoft

undertone.

"Not much mest, I'm afraid, but there€'s an interesting report on the

CIA's phantom navy."

"Didn't know they had one," Fitt said, scanning the pages.

"Since 1963 they have accumulated asmall fleet of shipsthat few people
ingde the government know about. And the few who are aware of the
fleet won't admit it exists. Besdes survelllance, its primary function

isto carry out clandestine operations involving the transporting of men
and suppliesfor theinfiltration of agents or guerrillasinto

unfriendly countries. Origindly it was put together to harass Castro



after histakeover of Cuba. Severd yearslater, when it became
apparent that Castro was too strong to topple, their activitieswere
curtailed, partly because the Cubans threatened to retaliate against
Americanfishing vessds From that time on the CIA navy expadded its
gphere of operationsfrom Central Americato thefightingin Vietnam to

Africaand the middle East. Do you follow?!

"I'mwith you, but | have no ideawhereit'sleading.”

"Just be patient,” she said. "Severd years ago an attack cargo

trangport called the Hobson was a part of the Navy's reserve mothball
fleet a Philadelphia. She was decommissoned and sold to acommercial
shipping company, acover for the CIA. They spared no expensein
rebuilding her to outwardly resemble a common cargo carrier, while her
interior wasfilled with concesled armament, including anew missile
system, highly sophisticated communications and listening gear, and a
facility for launching fast patrol and landing boats through swinging

bow doors.

"'She was manned and ready on station during Iran's disastrousinvasion
of Kuwait and Saudi Arabiain 1985. Hying the maritimeflag of Panama,

she secretly sank two Soviet spy shipsin the Persian Gullf.

The Russians could never prove who did it, because none of our Navy

shipswerewithin range. They il think the misslesthat destroyed



their ships came from the Saudi shore.”

"And you found out about dl this?"

"l have my sources," sheinformed him.

"Does the Hobson have anything to do with the Pilottown?"

"Indirectly,” Loren answered.

"Goon."

"Three years ago, the Hobson vanished with al hands off the Pacific

Coast of Mexico."

"So three months later the CIA found her again.

"Sounds familiar," Pitt mused.

"My thought too." Loren nodded. "A replay of the San Marino and the

Bdle Chasz"

"Where was the Hobson discovered?"



Before Loren could answer, the waiter set their plates on the table. The

zuppadi pesce, an Itdian bouillabai sse, |looked sensational.

As soon as the waiter walked out of earshot he nodded to her.

"Goon."

"l don't know how the CIA tracked the ship down, but they came on her

gtting in adry dock in Sydney, Audtrdia, where she was undergoing a

magjor face-lift."

"They find who she was registered to?"

" She flew the Philippine flag under the registry of Samar Exporters. A

bogus firm that was incorporated only afew weeks earlier in Manila. Her

new namewas Buras."

"Burin," Aitt echoed. "Must be the name of a person. How's your

sdad?'

"Thedressng isvery tasty. And yours?'

"Excellent,” he answered. "An act of sheer stupidity on the part of the

piratesto sted aship belongingtothe CIA."



"A case of amugger ralling adrunk and finding out the drunk was an

undercover detective.”

"What happened next in Sydney?"

"Nothing. The CIA, working with the Audiraian branch of the British

Secret Service, tried to apprehend the owners of the Buras but were

never ableto find them."

"No leads, no withesses?'

"The smal Korean crew living onboard had been recruited in Singapore.
They knew little and could only give adescription of the captain, who

hed vanished."

Pitt took a swallow of water and examined a page of the report.

"Not much of anid. Korean, medium height, one hundred sixty-five

pounds, black hair, gap in front teeth. That narrowsit down to about

fiveor ten million men," he said sarcadticdly. "Well, at least now |

don't fedl so bad. If the CIA can't pin amake on whoever issailing

around the world hijacking ships, | sureashell can't.”

"Has . Julien Perhnutter caled you?"

Pitt shook his head. "Haven't heard aword. Probably lost heart and



desarted the cause.”

"l haveto desert the cause too,” Loren said gently. "But only for a

litlewhile

Pitt looked at her sternly amoment, then relaxed and laughed.

"How did anicegirl ever become apolitician?'

Shewrinkled her nose. "Chawvinig."

"Serioudy, wherewill you be?"

"A shortifact-finding junket on a Russan cruise ship salling the

Caribbean.”

"Of course,” Fitt said. "I'd forgotten you chair the committee for

merchant marine transport.”

Loren nodded and patted her mouth with her ngpkin. "Thelagt cruise
ship to fly the Stars and Stripes was taken out of servicein 1984. To
many peoplethisisanationd disgrace. The President feds strongly
that we should be represented in ocean commerce aswell as nava
defense. He's asking Congress for abudget outlay of ninety million

dollarsto restore the S.S. United States, which hasbeen lain up at



Norfolk for twenty years, and put her back in service to compete with

theforeign cruiselines.”

"And you're going to study the Russian method of lavishing their,

passengers with vodkaand caviar?'

"That," she sad, looking suddenly officid, "and the economics of their

government-operated cruise ship.”

"When do you sail ?*

"Day after tomorrow. | fly to Miami and board the Leonin Andreyev. Il

be back in five days. What will you do?"

"Theadmird has given metime off to pursue the Filottown

invedtigation.”

"Doesany of thisinformation help you?'

"Every bit helps" he said, straining to focus on athought that was a

distant shadow on the horizon. Then he looked at her. "Have you heard

anything through the congressond grapevine?'

"You mean gossp? Likewho's screwing who?"

"Something heavier. Rumors of amissng party high in government or a



foreign diplomat.”

Loren shook her head. "No, nothing quite so sinister. The Capitol

sceneis pretty dull while Congressisin recess. Why? Y ou know of a

scandd brewing | don't?’

"Just asking," Pitt said noncommittaly.

Her hand crept across the table and clasped his. "I have no ideawhere

al thisistaking you, but please be careful. Fu Manchu might get wise

you're on his scent and lay in ambush.”

Aitt turned and laughed. "I haven't read Sax Rohmer since | was akid.

Fu Manchu, the yellow peril. What made you think of him?"

Shegavealittle shrug. "I don't really know. A menta association

with an old Peter Sdllers movie, the Sosan Trading Company and the

Korean crew of the Buras, | guess.”

A faraway look came over Pitts eyes and then they widened.

The thought on the horizon crystalized. He hailed the waiter and paid

the bill with a credit card.

"I've got to make a couple of phonecals," he explained briefly.



Hekissed her lightly on the lips and hurried onto the crowded sdewalk.

Pitt QUICKLY DROVE to the NUMA building and closed himsdlf in his

office. He assembled his prioritiesfor severd momentsand dialed Los

Angeeson his private phoneline. On thefifth ring agirl answered

who couldn't pronounce her r's.

"Cas 0 and Associates Investigations.”

"I'd like to speak to Mr. Casio, please.”

"Who shdl | say iscdling?’

"My nameisAitt."

"He'swith aclient. Can you cdl back?’

"No!" At growled menacingly. "I'm cdling from Washington and it's

urgent.”

Suitably intiminated, the receptionist replied, "One moment.”

Cado cameonthelinedmos immediately. "Mr. Ritt. Good to hear

fromyou."



"Sorry to interrupt your meeting,” said Fitt, "but | need afew

answers.”

"I'l do my best."

"What do you know about the crew of the San Marino?"

"Not much. | ran amake on the officers, but nothing unusua turned up.

They were dl professond merchant mariners. The captain, as| recall,

had a very respectable record.”

"No tiesto any kind of organized crime?”

"Nothing that cameto light in the computers of the Nationd Crime

Information Center."

"How about the rest of the crew?’

"Not much there. Only afew had maritime union records.”

"Nationality?' Pitt asked.

"Nationdity?" Casio repested, thought amoment, then said, "A mixture.

A few Gregk, afew Americans, several Koreans."



"Koreans?' Pitt came back, suddenly aert. "There were Koreans

onboard?"

"Yeah, that'sright. Now that you mention it, as| remember, agroup of

about ten signed on just before the San Marino sailed.”

"Would it be possible to trace the ships and companies they served prior

to the San Marino?"

"Y ou're going back along time, but the files should be available.”

"Could you throw in the history of the Filottown's crew aswell?*

"Don't seewhy not."

"I'd appreciateit.”

"What are you after exactly?' Casio asked.

"Should be obviousto you."

"A link between the crew and our unknown parent company, isthat it?"

"Closeenough.”

"Y ou're going back before the ship disappeared,” said Casio



thoughtfully.

"The most practical way to take over aship isby the crew.”

"| thought mutiny went out with the Bounty."

"The modern termis hijacking.”

"Y ou've got agood hunch going,” said Casio. "I'll seewhat | can do.”

"Thank you, Mr. Caso."

"Weve danced enough to know each other. Cdl me Sd.”

"Okay, Sd, and makeit Dirk."

"I'll dothat," Casio said serioudy. "Goodbye."

After he hung up, Fitt leaned back and put hisfeet on the desk.

Hefet good, optimigtic that a vague ingtinct was about to pay off.

Now he was about to try another long shot, one that was so crazy he

amog fdt foolish for pursuing it. He copied anumber out of the

Nationa University Directory and cadled it.



"University of Pennsylvania, Department of Anthropology.”

"May | speak to Dr. Grace Perth?”’

"Just asec.”

"“Thank you."

Pitt waited for nearly two minutes before amotherly voice said,

"Hdlo."

"Dr. Perth?'

" Speeking.”

"My nameis Dirk Pitt and I'm with the Nationd Underwater and Marine

Agency. Have you got amoment to answer a couple of academic questions

for me?'

"What do you wish to know, Mr. Fitt?' Dr. Perth asked sweetly. Pitt

tried to picture her inhismind. Hisinitial image wasthat of aprim,

white-haired lady in atweed suit. He erased it as a stereotype.

"If we take amale between the ages of thirty and forty, of medium

height and weight, who was anative of Peking, China, and another male



of the same description from Seoul, South Korea, how could we tell them

gpart?'

"Y ou're not doing a number on me, areyou, Mr. Ritt?'

Aitt laughed. "No, Doctor, I'm quite serious,” he assured her.

"Hmmm, Chinese versus Korean," she muttered while thinking.

"By and large, people of Korean ancestry tend to be more classic, or
extreme, Mongoloin. Chinese fegtures, on the other hand, lean more
generdly to Asan. But | wouldn't want to make my living guessing
which was which, because the overlap is so great. 1t would be far
smpler to judge them by their clothes or behavior, or the way they cut

thar hair-in short, their cultural characterigtics.”

"i thought they might have certain facid featuresthat could separate

them, such as you find between Chinese and Japanese.”

"Well now, here the genetic spread is more obvious. If your Orienta
male has afairly dense heard growth, you'd have arather strong
indication that he's Japanese. But in the case of Chinaand Korea,
you're dealing with two racid groupsthat have intermixed for
centuries, so much so that theindividua variationswould tend to blur

out any didtinction.”



"Y ou makeit sound hopeless.”

"Awfully difficult, maybe, but not hopeless,” Dr. Perth said. "A

series of |aboratory tests could raise your probability factor.”

"My interest isdrictly fromavisua view."

"Areyour subjectsliving?’

"No, drowning victims."

"A pity. Withalivingindividud therearelittletraits of facid

expressionsthat are culturally acquired and can be detected by someone

who has had alot of experience with both races. A pretty good guess

may be made on that basisdone.”

"No such luck."

"Perhapsif you could definetheir facid characterigticsto me.”

Pitt dreaded the thought, but he closed his eyes and began describing

thelifdless heads hed seen on the Eagle. At first thevisonwas

vague, but soon it focused with clarity and he found himsalf dissecting

each detail with the callous objectivity of a surgeon narrating a heart

transplant into atape recorder. At one point he suddenly broke off.



"Yes, Mr. Pitt, please go on,” said Dr. Perth.

"l just remembered something that escaped me," Fitt said. "Two of the

bodiesdid in fact havethick facid hair. One had a mustache while

another sprouted a goatee.”

“Interesting”

"So they weren't Korean or Chinese?"

"Not necessarily"

"What €l se could they be but Japanese?!

"You're leaping before you look, Mr. Fitt," shesaid, asif lecturing a

student. "The features you've described to me suggest a heavy tendency

toward the classic Mongoloin.”

"But thefacid harr?'

"Y ou must consider history. The Japanese have been invading and

marauding Korea since the sixteenth century. And for thirty-five years,

from 1910 until 1945, Koreawas a colony of japan, so there was a great

blending of thair particular genetic variations."



Pitt hesitated before he put the next question to Dr. Perth.

Then he chose hiswords carefully. "If you were to stick your neck out

and give an opinion on the race of the men I've described, what would

you say?"

Grace Perth came back with al flagsflying. "Looking at it froma
percentage factor, I'd say your test group's ancestry was ten percent

Japanese, thirty percent Chinese and sixty percent Korean.”

"Sounds like you've congtructed the genetic makeup of your average

Korean."

"You read it anyway you wish to seeit, Mr. Aitt. I'vegone asfar as

| cango."

"Thank you, Dr. Perth," Ritt said, suddenly exultant. "Thank you very

much."

"SO THAT'sDIRK PITT," Min Koryo said. She sat in her whedlchair

peering over abreakfast tray at alarge TV screenin her officewall.

Lee Tong sat beside her watching the vineotape of the Hoki Jamoki
anchored over the presidentia yacht. "What puzzlesme," he said

quietly, "ishow he discovered the wreck so quickly. It's asthough he



knew exactly whereto search.”

Min Koryo set her chinin frail bands and bowed her graying head, eyes
locked on the screen, the thin blue veinsin her temples PUISINg in
concentration. Her face dowly tightened in anger. Shelooked like an
Egyptian mummy whose skin had somehow bleached white and remained

smoath.

"Fitt and NUMA." She hissed in exasperation. "What are those wily

bastards up to? Firg the San Marino and Pilottown publicity hoax, and

now this."

"It can only be coincinence," Lee Tong suggested. "Thereisno direct

link between the freighters and the yacht."

"Better aninformer.” Her voice cut like awhip. "We've been sold

out."

"Not avalid concluson, aunumi,” said Lee Tong, amused at her sudden

outburgt. "Only you and | knew thefacts. Everyone else IS dead.”

"Nothing isever immuneto falure. Only foolsthink they're perfect.”

Lee Tong wasin no mood for his grandmother's Oriental philosophy.



"Do not concern yourself unnecessarily,” he said acinly.

"A government investigating team would have eventualy sumbled onto the
yacht anyway. We could not make the President’,4 transfer in broad

daylight without running the danger of being seen and stopped.

And since the yacht wasn't reported after sunrise, Smple mathematics
suggested that it was till somewhere on or below the river between

Washington and Chesapeake Bay."

"A concluson Mr. Pitt apparently had no trouble arriving &."

"It changes nothing,” said Lee Tong. "Timeis<till onour sde.

Once Lugovoy issatisfied a hisresults, dl that remainsfor usisto
oversee the gold shipment. After that, President Antonov can havethe
President. But we keep Margolin, Larimer and Moran for insurance and
future bargaining power. Trust me, aunumi, thetricky partispast. The

Bougainville corporate fortressis secure.”

"Maybe s0, but the hounds are getting too close.”

"We're matching oursdves againg highly trained and intdlligent people

who possess the finest technology in the world. They may comewithin

reach, but they'll never fully grasp our involvement.”



Mallified somewhat, Min Koryo sighed and sipped at her ever present

teacup. "Have you talked to Lugovoy in the past eight hours?*

"Yes. He clams he's encountered no setbacks and can complete the

project in five more days."

"Fivedays" shesad pensvdy. "I think it istime we made the fina

arrangements with Antonov for payment. Has our ship arrived?”’

"The Venice docked at Odessatwo days ago.”

"Who isship's magter?’

"Captain James Mangyai, atrusted employee of the company,” Lee Tong

answered.

Min Koryo nodded approvingly. "And agood seaman. He hired on with me

amogt twenty yearsago.”

"He has his ordersto cast off and set sail the minute the last crate of

gold isloaded aboard.”

"Good. Now well seewhat kind of staling tactics Antonov will try. To
begin with, hell Do doubt demand to hold up payment until Lugovoy's

experiment isa proven success. Thiswewill not do. Inthe meantime,



hell have an army of KGB agents combing the American countryside,

looking for the Presdent and our |aboratory facilities.”

"No Russian or American will figure out where we have Lugovoy and his

gaff hidden,” Lee Tong sad firmly.

"They found the yacht,” Min Koryo reminded him.

Before Lee Tong could reply, the vineo screen turned to snow as the tape

played out. He set the control for rewind. "Do you wishto view it

agan?' he asked.

"Yes, | want to examinethe diving crew more closdly.”

When the recorder automatically switched off, Lee Tong pressed the

"play" button and the picture returned to life.

Min Koryo watched it impassvely for aminute and then said, "What is

the latest status report on the wreck site?”

"A NUMA savage crew isbringing up the bodies and preparing to raise

theyacht.”

"Who isthe man with the red heard talking with Pitt?*

Lee Tong enlarged the scene until both men filled the screen.



"That's Admiral James Sandecker, Director of NUMA.."

"Y our man was not seen filming Aitts movements?

"No, he's one of the best in the business. An ex-FBi agent. Hewas

contracted for the job through one of our subsidiary corporations and

told that Pitt is suspected of salling NUMA equipment to outside

0Urces.”

"What do we know about Pitt?'

"I have acomplete dossier flying in from Washington. It should be here

within the hour."

Min Koryo's mouth tightened as she moved closer tothe TV.

"How could he know so much? NUMA is an oceanographic agency.

They don't employ secret agents. Why ishe coming after us?'

"It pay usto find out."

"Movein closer," she ordered.



Lee Tong again enlarged theimage, moving past Sandecker's shoulder

until it seemed asthough Pitt wastalking to the camera.

Then he froze the picture.

Min Koryo placed apair of square-lensed glasses over her narrow nose

and stared at the weathered but handsome face that stared back.

Her dark eyesflashed briefly. "Goodbye, Mr. Fitt.”

Then she reached over and pushed the "off" switch, and the screen went

black.

The smoke from Suvorov's cigarette hung heavily inthe air of thedining
room as he and Lugovoy shared abottle of 1966 Croft Vintage Port.

Suvorov looked at the red liquin in his glass and scowled.

"All these Mongolians ever serve usis beer and wine. What | wouldn't

givefor abottle of good vodka."

Lugovoy selected acigar out of abox that was held by one of the Korean

waiters. "Y ou have no culture, Suvorov. This happensto be an

excellent port."

" American decadence has not rubbed off on me," Suvorov said arrogantly.



"Cdl it what you will, but you rardly see Americans defecting to Russa

because of our disciplined lifestyle," Lugovoy retorted sarcastically.

"Y ou're beginning to talk like them, drink like them; next you'll want
to murder and rapein the streets like them. At least | know where my

loydtieslie"

Lugovoy studied the cigar thoughtfully. "So doi. What | accomplish
here will have grave effects on our nation's policy toward the United
States. Itisof far greater importance than your KGB's petty theft of

indudtrid secrets.”

Suvorov appeared too mellowed by the wine to respond angrily to the

psychologigt's remarks. ™Y our actionswill be reported to our

superiors.”

"I'vetold you endlesdy. Thisproject isunderwritten by President

Antonov himsdf."

"l don't believe you.

Lugovoy lit theciiiarette and blew a puff of smoke toward the ceiling.

"Your opinionisirreevant.”

"We mugt find ameansto contact the outsde." Suvorov'svoicerose.



"You'recrazy," Lugovoy said serioudy. "I'mtdling you, no I'm

ordering you not to interfere. Can't you use your eyes, your brain?

Look around you. All thiswasin preparation for years. Every detall
has been carefully planned to carry out this operation. Without Madame

Bougainvilles organization, none of thiswould have been possble”

"We are her prisoners,” Suvorov protested.

"What's the difference, so long as our government benefits?'

"We should be magters of the Stuation," Suvorov indsted. "We must get
the President out of here and into the hands of our own people so he can
be interrogated. The secrets you can pry from hismind are beyond

comprehension.”

Lugovoy shook his head'in exasperation. He did not know what elseto
say. Trying to reason with amind scored by patriotic fervor waslike

trying to teach calculusto adrunk. He knew that when it was al over
Suvorov would write up areport depicting him asunreliableand a

potentia threat to Soviet security. Y et helaughed inwardly. If the
experiment succeeded, President Antonov might be of amood to name him

Hero of the Soviet Union.

He stood up, stretched and yawned. "I think I'll catch afew hours



deep. WEell begin programming the President's responsesfirg thing in

the morning.”

"What timeisit now?' Suvorov inquired dully. "I'velost al track of

day and night inthistomb."

"Hveminutesto midnight.”

Suvorov yawned and sprawled on acouch. "Y ou go ahead to bed.

I'm going to have another drink. A good Russian never leavesthe room

before the bottleisempty.”

"Good night," said Lugovoy. He turned and entered the hallway.

Suvorov waved hafheartedly and pretended he was on the verge of dozing
off. But he studied the second hand of hiswatch for three minutes.

Then he rose swiftly, crossed the room and noiselessy made hisway down
the halway to where it made a ninetydegree turn toward the sedled
elevator. He stopped and pressed his body to the wall and glanced

around the edge of the corner.

Lugovoy was standing there patiently smoking hiscigar. Inlessthan
ten seconds the elevator door silently opened and Lugovoy stepped

indde. Thetime was exactly twelve o'clock. Every twelve hours,



Suvorov noted, the project's psychologist escaped the [aboratory,

returning twenty to thirty minutes | ater.

Heleft and walked past the monitoring room. Two of the staff members

were intently examining the Presdent's brain rhythms and life signs.

One of them looked up a Suvorov and nodded, smiling dightly.

"Going smoothly?' Suvorov asked, making conversation.

"Likeaprimabalerinas debut,” answered the technician.

Suvorov entered and looked up at the TV monitors. "What's hgppening

with the others?" heinquired, nodding toward the images of Margolin,

Larimer and Moranin their sealed cocoons.

"Sedated -and fed heavy liquin concentrations of protein and

carbohydratesintravenoudy.”

"Until it'sther timefor programming,” Suvorov anded.

"Can't say. Youll haveto ask Dr. Lugovoy that question.”

Suvorov watched one of the screens as an attendant in alaboratory coat

lifted apandl on Senator Larimer's cocoon and inserted a hypodermic

needleinto onearm.



"What's he doing?' Suvorov asked, pointing.

The technician looked up. "We have to administer a sedetive every eight

hours or the subject will regain consciousness.”

"l see" said Suvorov quietly. Suddenly it dl becameclear inhis
mind asthe details of his escape plan fell into place. Hefdt good,
better than he had in days. To celebrate, he returned to the dining
room and opened another bottle of port. Then hetook asmall notebook

from his pocket and scribbled furioudy on its pages.

Oscar Lucas PArked HISCAR inaVIP dot at the Walter Reed Army Medical
School and hurried through aside entrance. He jogged around a maze of
corrinors, finally stopping at a double door guarded by aMarine

sergeant whose face had aMount Rushmore solemnity about it.

The sergeant carefully screened hisidentification and directed him into

the hospital wing where sengitive and highly secret autopsieswere held.

Lucas quickly found the door marked LABORATORY . AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL

ONLY and entered.

"l hope | haven't kept you waiting,”" he said.

"No, Oscar," said Alan Mercier. "I only waked in aminute ago mysdf.”



L ucas nodded and looked around the glass-enclosed room.

There were five men besdes himsdlf: General Metcalf, Sam Emmett, Martin
Brogan, Mercier and ashort chesty man with rimless glasses introduced
as Colonel Thomas Thornburg, who carried the heavy title of Director of

Comparative Forenscsand Clinica Pathology.

"Now that everyoneis here, said Colond Thornburg in astrange dto

voice, "l can show you gentlemen our results.”

Hewent over to alarge window and peered at a huge circular machine on
the other side of the glass. It looked like afinned turbine attached
by ashaft to agenerator. Half of the turbine disgppeared into the
concretefloor. Ingdeitsinner diameter wasacylindrica opening,

whilejust outsde lay a corpse on atrand ucent tray.

"A spatid andyzer probe, or SAP asit's affectionately caled by my

staff of researcherswho developed it. Wheat it does essentidly is

explore the body eectronicaly through enhanced X rayswhilereveding

precise moving pictures of every millimeter of tissue and bone.”

"A kind of CAT scanner,” ventured Brogan.

"Their basic function isthe same, yes," answered Thornburg.

"But that's like comparing a propeller aircraft to a supersonic jet.



The CAT scanner takes severa secondsto display asingle cross section
of the body. The SAPwill ddiver twenty-fivethousand in lesstime.
Thefindings are then automatically fed into the computer, which
analyzesthe cause of death. I've overamplified the process, of

course, but that's a nuts-and-bolts description.”

"| assume your data banks hold nutritional and metabolic disorders

associated with al known poisons and infectious diseases?!

Emmett asked: " The same information as our computer records at the

Bureau?'

Thornburg nodded. "Except that our data are more extensive because we

occasondly ded with living tissue”

"Inapathology |ab?" asked L ucas.

"We ds0 examinetheliving. Quite often we recaeive fied agentsfrom

our intelligence agencies-and from our aliestoo-who have been injected
by apoisonous materid or artificidly infected by a contagious disease
and are dill dive. With SAP we can andyze the cause and come up with

an antinote. Weve saved afew, but most arrive too late.”

"Y ou can do an entire andysis and determine a cause in afew seconds?



Genera Metcaf asked increduloudly.

"Actudly in microseconds,”" Thornburg corrected him. "Instead of
gutting the corpse and going through an eaborate series of tests, we
can now do it in thewink of an eye with one elaborate piece of
equipment, which, I might and, cost the taxpayer something in the

neighborhood of thirty million dollars”

"Wheat did you find on the bodiesfrom theriver?'

Asif cued, Thornburg smiled and patted the shoulder of atechnician who

was Stting at amassve pand of lights and buttons.

“I'll show you."

All eyesingdinctively turned to the naked body lying on thetray.

Sowly it began moving toward the turbine and disappeared into the
center cylinder. Then the turbine began to revolve at sixty revolutions
aminute. The X-ray guns encircling the corpsefired in sequenceasa
battery of cameras received the images from afluorescent screen,

enhanced them and fed the results into the computer bank.

Before any of the men in the lab control room turned around, the cause
of the corpse's demise flashed out in green | etters across the center of

adisplay screen. Most of the wording wasin anatomica terminology,



giving description of theinternd organs, the amount of toxicity

present and its chemical code. At the bottom were the words " Conium

maculatum.”

"What in hdl is Conium maculatum?' wondered L ucas out loud.

"A member of the pardey family,” said Thornburg, “more commonly known

ashemlock.”

"Rather an old-fashioned means of execution," Metcalf remarked.

"Y es, hemlock was very popular during classicd times. Best remembered

asthedrink given to Socrates. Seldom used these days, but still easy

to come by and quite lethd. A large enough dosewill pardyzethe

respiratory organs.”

"How wasit adminigered?' Sam Emmett inquired.

"According to SAP, the poison wasingested by this particular victim

aong with peppermint ice cream.”

"Desth for dessert,” Mercier muttered philosophicaly.

"Of the Coast Guard crewmen we identified,” Thornburg continued, "eight

took the hemlock with the ice cream, four with coffee, and onewith a



diet soft drink.”

"SAP could tell dl that from bodiesimmersed in water for five days?'

asked Lucas.

"Decay sartsimmediatdly at deeth,” explained Thornburg, "and travels
outward from the intestines and other organs containing body bacteria

The process, develops rapidly in the presence of air.

But when the body is underwater, where the oxygen content islow, decay
proceeds very dowly. The preservation factor that worked in our favor
was the confinement of the bodies. A drowning victim, for example, will
float to the surface after afew days as the decomposition gases begin

to expand, thereby hastening decay from air exposure. The bodiesyou
brought in, however, had been totally submerged until an hour beforewe

began the autopsies.”

"The chef was abusy man,” noted Metcalf.

L ucas shook hishead. "Not the chef, but the dining-room steward.

Hé'sthe only crewman unaccounted for.”

"Animpostor,” said Brogan. "The real steward was probably murdered and

his corpse hidden."



"What about the others?' queried Emmett.

"The Asans?'

"Were they poisoned too?"

"Yes, but in adifferent manner. They weredl shot.”

"Shot, poisoned, whichisit?'

"They werekilled by fragmenting dartsloaded with ahighly lethal venom

that comes from the dorsal spines of the stonefish.”

"No amateurs, these guys,” commented Emmett.

Thornburg nodded in agreement. "The method was very professond,

especidly the means of penetration. | removed asmilar dart two years

ago from a Soviet agent brought in by Mr. Brogan's people. Asl

recall, the poison wasinjected by abio-inoculator.”

"I'm not familiar withit," said Lucas.

"An electricaly operated handgun,” said Brogan, giving Thornburg anicy

stare. "Totdly slent, used on occasion by our resident agents.”



"A littleloose with your arsend, aren't you, Martin?' Mercier goaded

him good-naturedly.

"The unit in question was probably stolen from the manufacturer,” Brogan

sid defensivly.

"Has an id been made on any of the Asan bodies?' Lucas asked.

"They have no recordsin FBI files," admitted Emmett.

"Nor with the CIA and Interpol,” Brogan anded. "None of the

intelligence services of friendly Asian countries have anything on them

dther.”

Mercier stared inly at the corpse moving out from the interior of the

spatia andyzer probe. "It appears, gentlemen, that every time we open

adoor wewalk into an empty room."

"WHAT KIND OF MONSTERs are we deding with?' Douglas Oates growled

after ligening to General Metcaf's report on the autopsies.

Hisface wore achaky palor and his voice was cold with fury.

"Twenty-one murders. And for what purpose? Whereisthe motive?

Isthe President dead or aive? If thisisagrand extortion scheme,



why haven't we recelved aransom demand?’

Metcalf, Dan Fawcett and Secretary of Defense Jesse Smmonssat in

dlencein front of Oatess desk.

"We can't St on thisthing much longer,”" Oates continued. "Any minute

now the news mediawill become suspicious and slampede into an

investigation. Already they're grousing because no presidentia

interviews have been granted. Press Secretary Thomjpson has run out of

Eexcusss."

"Why not have the President face the press?' Fawcett suggested.

Oateslooked dubious. "That actor-what's his name-Sutton?

Hewould never get away withit."

"Not up close on a podium under abattery of lights, but in a setting

under shadows at a distance of ahundred feet . .. Wdl, it might

work."

"Y ou got somethingin mind?' Oates asked.

"We stage a photo opportunity to enhance the Presdent'simage.



It'sdonedl thetime."

"Like Carter playing softball and Reagan chopping wood," said Oates

thoughtfully. "1 think | see adown-home scene on the President's

fam."

"Complete with crowing roosters and bleating sheep,” allowed Fawcett.

"And Vice President Margolin? Our double for him can't befaked in

shadows at ahundred feet."

"A few references by Sutton and afriendly wave by the double at a

distance should suffice," Fawcett answered, becoming more enthusiastic

over hisbrainsorm.

Simmons gazed steadily at Fawcett. "How soon can you have everyone

ready?'

"Hrd thing inthe morning. Dawn, as a matter of fact.

Reporters are night owls. They hang around waiting for late newsto

break, They're not at their best before sun up.”

Oates looked at Metcalf and Simmons. "well, what do you think?"

Weve got to throw the reporters a bone before they become hored and



gart snooping,” answered Smmons. "l voteyes."

Metcaf nodded. "The only stdling tactic weve got.

Fawcett cameto hisfeet and peered at hiswatch. "If | leavefor

Andrews Air Force Base now, | should arrive at the farm in four hours.

Plenty of timeto arrange the details with Thompson and make an

announcement to the press corps.”

Fawcett's hand froze on the doorknob as Oates's voice cut across the

room like a bayonet.

"Dont bungleit, Dan. For God's seke, don't bungleit.”

VLADIMIR POLEVOI CAUGHT up with Antonov asthe Soviet leader strolled
beneath the outer Kremlin wall with his bodyguards. They weremoving
past the burial areawhere heroes of the Soviet Union were interred. The

westher was unusually warm and Antonov carried his coat over onearm.

"Taking advantage of the fine summer day?' ?' Polevoi asked

conversationdly as he approached. Antonov turned. He was young for a

Russian head of State, sixty-two, and he walked with abrisk step.

"Too pleasant to waste behind adesk," he said with a curt nod.



They waked for awhilein silence as Polevoi waited for asign or a

word that Antonov was ready to talk business. Antonov paused before the

smal structure marking Stain's grave site.

"You know him?' he asked.

Polevoi shook his head. "I wastoo far down the party ladder for him to

noticeme."

Antonov's expression went stern and he muttered tensely. ™Y ou were

fortunate." Then he stepped on, dabbing a handkerchief at the

perspiration forming on the back of his neck.

Polevoi could see his chief wasin no mood for small talk, so he cameto

the point. "We may have abreak on the Huckleberry Finn Project.”

"We could use one," Antonov said grudgingly.

"One of our agentsin New Y ork who isin charge of security for our

United Nations workers has turned up missing.”

"How does that concern Huckleberry Finn?!

"He disgppeared while following Dr. Lugovoy.”



"Any possibility he defected?"

"] don't think s0."

Antonov stopped in minstep and gave Polevol ahard stare.

"weld have adisagter in the making if he went over to the Americans.

"I persondly vouch for Paul Suvorov,” said Polevai firmly. "I'd stake

my reputation on hisloyalty.”

"Thenameisfamiliar."

"Heisthe son of Viktor Suvorov, the agriculture specidis.”

Antonov seemed appeased. "Viktor isadedicated party member.”

"Soishisson,” said Polevai. "If anything, he'soverzealous.”

"What do you think happened to him?"*

"I sugpect he somehow passed himself off as one of Lugovoy's staff of

psychologists and was taken adong with them by Madame Bougainvilles



"Then we have a security man ontheingde.”

"An assumption. We have no proof."

"did he know anything?'

"Hewasaware of nothing," Polevoi said unequivocdly. "Hisinvolvement

ispurdy coincinenta."

"A mistake to have Dr. Lugovoy waitched.”

Polevoi took a deep breath. "The FBI kegps atight collar on our United

Nations delegates. |f we had dlowed Dr. Lugovoy and histeam of

psychologists to roam fregly about New Y ork without our security agents

observing their actions, the Americans would have become suspicious.

"So they watch uswhile we watch ours.”

"In the last seven months, three of our people have asked for politica

asylum. We can't be too careful "

Antonov threw up hishandsin avague gesture. "I accept your

argument.”

"If Suvorov isindeed with Lugovoy, he will no doubt attempt to make

contact and disclose the location of the |aboratory facility.”



"Yes, but if Suvorov, in hisignorance, makes astupid move, thereis

nothing to indicate how that old bitch Bougainvillewill react.”

"Shemight rasethe ante.”

"Or worse, sell the President and the othersto the highest bidder.”

"l can't seetha," said Polevoi thoughtfully. "Without Dr. Lugovoy,

the project isn't possible.”

Antonov made athin smile. "Excuse my cautious nature, Comrade

Polevai, but | tend to look on the dark side. That way I'm seldom taken

by surprise.”

"The completion of Lugovoy's experiment isonly three days away.

We should be thinking of how to handle the payment.”

"What are your proposas?’

"Not to pay her, of course.”

"How?@ "There are any number of ways. Switching the gold bars after

her representative has examined them. Substituting lead that is painted



gold or bars of lesser purity.”

"And the old bitch would smdll out every one of them."

"Still, wemugt try."

"How will it betransferred?’ Antonov asked.

"One of Madame Bougainvilles shipsisaready docked at Odessa, waiting

to load the gold on board.”

"Then well do what she least expects.”

"Whichis?' Polevoi asked expectantly.

"Vehold up our end of the bargain,” said Antonov dowly.

"Y ou mean pay?" Polevoi asked increduloudy.

"Down to thelast troy ounce."

Polevoi was stunned. "'I'm sorry, Comrade President, but it was my

understanding-"

"I've changed my mind," Antonov said sharply. "I have a better

lution.”



Polevoi waited severd momentsin silence, but it was gpparent Antonov
waant going to confinein him. He dowly dropped back, finally coming

toahdlt.

Surrounded by his entourage, Antonov kept walking, hismind rapidly

altering course and dwelling on other matters of state concern.

Suvorov pressed the switch to his night-light and checked the time on
hiswetch. It read 4:04. Not too bad, he thought. He had programmed
hismind to awaken at four in the morning and held only missed by four

minutes.

Unableto suppress ayawn, he quickly pulled on ashirt and pair of
pants, not bothering with socks or shoes. Stepping into the bathroom,
he splashed his face with cold water, then moved across the small

bedroom and cracked the door.

Thebrightly lit corridor was empty. Except for two psychologists
monitoring the subjects, everyone e se was adegp. Ashewalked the
carpet in hisbare feet, he began measuring the interior dimensions of

the facilities and jotting them down in the notebook.

Between the four outer walls he arrived at 168 feet in length by 33 feet

inwinth. The calling was nearly ten feet high.



He cameto the door of the medical supply room and gently eased open the
door. It was never locked, because L ugovoy saw no reason for anyone to
ged anything. He stepped inside, closed the door and turned on the

light. Moving swiftly, Suvorov found the smal bottles containing

Sedative solutions. He set them in arow on the sink and sucked out

their contents with asyringe, emptying the fluin down the drain. Then

he refilled the bottles with water and negtly rearranged them on the

shdf.

He returned unseen to his deeping quarters and dipped into bed once

again and sared a the celling.

He was pleased with himsalf. His moves had gone undetected with no sign
of the dightest suspicion. Now dl he had to do was wait for the right

moment.

ITWASA SHADOWY DREAM. Thekind he could never remember when he woke
up. He was searching for someone in the bowels of adeserted ship. Dust
and gloom obscured hisvison. Likethe dive onthe Eagle: greenriver

adgeeand russt gilt.

Hisquarry drifted in front of him, blurred, dways beyond reach.

He hesitated and tried to focus through the gloom, but the form taunted

him, beckoning him closer.



Then ahigh-pitched ringing sound went off in his ear and he floated out

of the dream and groped for the telephone.

"Dirk?' ,came acheery voice from athroat he wanted to throttle.

n YS,

"Got some newsfor you."

"Huh?'

"You adegp? ThisisS. dulien.”

"Perlmutter?’

"Wake up. | found something."

Then Pitt switched on the bed light and sat up. "Okay, I'm listening.”

"I've received awritten report from my friendsin Korea. They went

through Korean shipyard records. Guesswhat? The Belle Chassewas

never scrapped.”

Pitt threw back the covers and dropped hisfeet on the floor.



"Goon."

"Sorry | took so long getting back to you, but thisisthe most

incredible maritime puzzle I've ever seen. For thirty years somebody

has been playing musica chairswith shipslike you wouldn't believe.”

"Tl'y m"

"Fird, let me ask you aquestion,” said Perlmutter. "The nameonthe

gtern of the ship you found in Alaska?'

"The Pilottown?"

"Werethe painted |etters framed by welded heading?”

Pitt thought back. "As| recall it was faded paint. The raised edges

must have been ground away."

Perlmutter uttered a heavy sigh of relief over the phone. "1 washoping

you'd say that.”

“Why?

"Y our suspicions are confirmed. The San Marino, the Belle Chasse and

the Pilottown are indeed one and the same ship.”



"Damn!" Pitt said, suddenly excited. "How'd you make the link?'

"By discovering what happened to the genuine Rilottown,” said Perlmutter
with adramatic inflection. "My sources found no record of aBelle
Chasse being scrapped in the shipyards of Pusan. So | played ahunch

and asked them to check out any other yards along the coast.

They turned up alead in the port of Inchon. Shipyard foremen are’
interesting guys. They never forget aship, especidly onethey've

junked. They act hard-nosed about it, but deep down they're sad to see
atired old vessel pulled into their dock for the last time. Anyway,

one old retired foreman talked for hours about the good old days. A

red gold mine of shiplore.”

"Whet did he say?" Pitt asked impatiently.

"Herecalled in great detail when he wasin charge of the crew who

converted the San Marino from a cargo transport into an ore carrier

renamed the Bdlle Chase."

"But the shipyard records?"

"Obvioudy fasfied by the shipyard owners, who, by the way, happened

to be our old friends the Sosan Trading Company. The foreman dso



remembered bresking up the origind Pilottown. it looks like Sosan
Trading, or the shady ouitfit behind it, hijacked the San Marino and its
cargo and killed the crew. Then they modified the cargo holdsto carry
ore, documented it under a different name and sent it tramping around

the seas.”

"Where does the Filottown comein?' asked Pitt.

"She was alegitimate purchase by Sosan Trading. Y ou may beinterested

to know the International Maritime Crime Center has her listed with ten

suspected customs violations. A hdl of ahigh number.

It'sthought she smuggled everything from plutoniumto Libya, rebel ams

to Argentina, secret American technology to Russia, you nameit.

She sailed under asmart bunch of operators.

Theviolations were never proven. On five occasions she was known to

have left port with clandestine cargo but was never caught unloading it.

When her hull and enginesfinaly wore out, she was conveniently

scrapped and al records destroyed.”

"But why clam her assunk if it was redly the San Marino, diasthe

Belle Chasse, they scuttled?”

"Because questions might be raised regarding the Belle Chasse's



pedigree. The Rilottown had Solid documentation, so they claimed it was
shethat sank in 1979, aong with anonexistent cargo, and demanded a

fat settlement from the insurance companies.”

Aitt glanced down at histoes and wiggled them, "did the old foreman

talk about other ship conversionsfor Sosan Trading?”

"He mentioned two, atanker and acontainer ship,” Perlmutter answered.

"But they were both refits and not conversons. Their new nameswere

the Boothville and the Venice"

"What were thar former names?"

"According to my friend's report, the foreman claimed that dl previous

identification had been removed."

"Looks like somebody built themselves afleet out of hijacked ships.™

"A chegp and dirty way of doing business.”

"Anything new on the parent company?' Pitt asked.

"Still aclosed door,” Perlmutter replied. "The foreman did say,

however, some big shot used to show up to inspect the ships when they

were completed and ready to sail.”



Fitt stood up. "What else?'

"That's about it."

"There hasto be something, aphysical description, aname, something.”

"Wait aminute while | check through the report again.”

Fitt could hear the rustle of papers and Perhnutter mumbling to himself.

"Okay, hereitis. TheVIPdwaysarrivedin abig black limousine'

No make mentioned. 'Hewastal for aKorean-"' "Korean?"

"That'swhat it says" replied Perlmutter. "' And he spoke Korean with

an American accent."" The shadowed figure in Pitts dream moved a step

closer. "St. dulien, you do good work."

"Sorry | couldn't takeit al the way."

"Y ou bought usafirst down."

"Nail the bagtard, Dirk."

"l intend to."

"If you need me, I'm morethan willing."



"Thank you, &t. Julien.”

Pitt walked to the closet, threw on abrief kimono and knotted the sash,
Then he padded into the kitchen, treated himsdf to aglass of guava

juice laced with dark rum and diaed a number on the phone.

After severd rings an indifferent voice answvered: "Y eah?'

"Hiram, crank up your computer. 1've got anew problem for you.

THE TENSION WASLIKE A TWISTING KNOT in the pit of Suvorov's ssomach.
For most of the evening he had sat in the monitoring room making small
talk with the two psychol ogists who manned the telemetry equipment,

telling jokes and bringing them coffee from the kitchen.

They falled to notice that Suvorov's eyes seldom strayed from the

digital clock on onewall.

Lugovoy entered the room at 11:20 P.m. and made his routine examination
of the analogous data on the President. At 11:38 he turned to Suvorov.

"Join mein aglassof port, Captain?"

"Not tonight,” Suvorov said, making a pained face. "I have aheavy case

of indigestion. I'll settlefor aglassof milk later.”



"Asyouwish," Lugovoy sad agreeably. "Seeyou at breskfast.”

Ten minutes after Lugovoy left, Suvorov noticed asmal movement on one

of the TV monitors. It wasdmost imperceptible at first, but then it

was caught by one of the psychologigts.

"What in hdl!" he gasped.

"Something wrong?' asked the other.

"Senator Larimer-heswaking up.”

"Can't be"

"l don't see anything," said Suvorov, moving closer.

"His dphaactivity isaclear nine-to-ten-cycle-per-second set of waves

that shouldn't be there if hewasin his programmed deep stage.”

"Vice Presdent Margolin'swaves are increasing too."

"Wed better cal Dr. Lugovoy-" Thewords hardly escaped his mouth when
Suvorov cut him down with a savage judo chop to the base of the skull.
In dmost the same gesture, Suvorov swung a crosscut with the pam of

the other hand into the throat of the second psychologist, crushing the



man's windpipe.

Even before hisvictims hit the floor, Suvorov coldly gazed at the

clock. The blinking red numbers displayed 11:49-dleven minutes before
Lugovoy was scheduled to exit the [aboratory in the devator. Suvorov
had practiced his movements many times, alowing no more than two

minutes for unpredictable delays.

He stepped over the lifeless bodies and ran from the monitor room into

the chamber containing the subjectsin their soundproofed cocoons.

He unlatched the top of the third one, threw back the cover and peered

ingde.

Senator Marcus Larimer stared back at him. "What isthis place?

Who the hdll areyou?" the senator mumbled.

"A friend," answered Suvorov, lifting Larimer out of the cocoon and half

carrying, hdf dragging himto achair.

"What'sgoing on?"

"Bequiet and trust me."



Suvorov took a syringe from his pocket and injected Larimer with a
dimulant. He repeated the process with Vice President Margolin, who
looked around dazedly and offered no resstance. They were naked, and
Suvorov brusquely threw them blankets, "Wrap yourselvesin these" he

ordered.

Congressman Alan Moran had not yet awakened. Suvorov lifted him out of
the cocoon and lain him on the floor. Then he turned and walked over to
the unit enclosing the President. The American leader was il

unconscious. The latch mechanism was different from the other cocoons,
and Suvorov wasted precious seconds trying to pry open the cover. His
fingers seemed to lose dl feding and he fought to control them. He

began to sensethe first prickle of fear.

Hiswatch read 11:57- He was beyond histimetable; histwo minute
reserve evaporated. Panic wasreplacing fear. He reached down and
snatched a Colt Woodsman .22-caliber automatic from a holster strapped
to hisright caf. He screwed on afour-inch suppressor; and for a

brief ingtant he was not himself, aman outside himself, aman whose

only code of duty and unleashed emotion blinded his perception. He

amed the gun at the President's forehead on the other side of the
trangparent cover, Through the mist of hisdrugged mind, Margolin
recognized what Suvorov was about to do. He staggered across the cocoon

chamber and lurched into the Russian agent, grabbing for the gun.

Suvorov just sidestepped and pushed him againgt thewall. Somehow



Margolin remained on hisfeet. Hisvision was blurred and distorted,
and awave of sudden nausea threatened to gag him. Heflung himsdf

forward in another attempt to save the President'slife.

Suvorov smashed the barrel of the gun againgt Margolin'stemple and the
Vice President dropped limply in ahegp, blood streaming down the side

of hisface. For amoment Suvorov stood rooted.

Hiswdl-rehearsed plan was cracking and crumbling apart. Timehad run

Out.

Hislast flesting hopelay in sdvaging the pieces. He forgot the
President, kicked Margolin out of the way and shoved Larimer through the
door. Heaving the till unconscious Moran over his shoulder, he herded

the uncomprehending senator down the corridor to the elevator.

They stumbled around the final corner just as the concealed doors parted

and Lugovoy was about to step inside.

"Stop right where you are, Doctor.”

Lugovoy whirled and stared dumbly. The Colt was held rocksteady in

Suvorov's hand. The eyes of the KGB agent blazed with a contemptuous

disdain.



"Youfoal!" Lugovoy blurted asthe full redization of what was

happening struck him. Y ou bloody fool!"

"Shut up!" Suvorov snapped.

"And step back out of the way."

"Y ou don't know what you're doing."

"I'm only doing my duty asagood Russian.”

"You'reruining yearsof planning,” Lugovoy said angrily.

"Presdent Antonov will have you shot.”

"No more of your lies, Doctor. Y our insane project has placed our

government in extreme jeopardy. It isyou who will be executed. Itis

youwho isthetraitor.”

"Wrong," Lugovoy said in near shock. "Can't you seethe truth?”

"1 see you working for the Koreans. Mot likely the South Koreanswho

have bought you off."

"For God's sake, listen to me."



"A good Communist has no God but the party,” said Suvorov, roughly
elbowing Lugovoy aside and shoving the unprotesting Americansinto the

elevator. "I have no moretimeto argue.”

A wave of despair swept Lugovoy. "Please, you can't dothis" he

pleaded.

Suvorov did not reply. Heturned and glared maevolently asthe

devator doors closed and blocked him from view.

ASTHE ELEVATOR ROSE, Suvorov reversed the gun and smashed out the
overhead light with the butt. Moran moaned and went through the motions

of coming to, rubbing his eyes and shaking his head to clear thefog.

Larimer became sick and vomited in acorner, his breath coming in great

croaking heaves.

The devator eased to a smooth stop and the doors automatically opened
to asmothering rush of warm air. Theonly light camefrom threedim
ydlow bulbsthat hung suspended on awirelike ailing glowworms. The

ar was dank and heavy and smelled of diesdl oil and rotting vegetation.

Two men stood about ten feet away, engaged in conversation, waiting for
Lugovoy to make his scheduled progress report. They turned and glared
questioningly into the darkened elevator. One of them bels an attache

case. Theonly other detaill Suvorov noted before he shot them each



twice in the chest was the Orientd fold of their eyes.

He dung hisfree arm under Moran'swaist and hauled him across what
seemed like arugting iron floor. He kicked Larimer ahead of him ashe
would aremorseful dog that had run away from home. The senator reded
like adrunk, too sick to speak, too stunned to resist. Suvorov pushed

the gun ingde hisbdlt and took Larimer'sarm, guining him.

The skin under his hand felt goosefleshed and clammy. Suvorov hoped the

old legidator's heart wasn't abouit to give out.

Suvorov cursed as he sumbled over alarge chain. Then he stopped and
peered down an enclosed ramp that stretched into the dark. Hefelt as
if hewereinsde asauna his clothes were turning damp with swest and
his hair was plastered down hisforehead and temples. He tripped and
amogt fell, regaining his balance just before he was about to sprawl on

the cross dats of the ramp.

Moran's dead welght was becoming increasingly burdensome, and Suvorov
redlized his strength was ebbing. He doubted whether he could lug the

congressman another fifty yards.

At last they left the tunnd-like ramp and staggered out into the night.
He looked up and was vastly relieved to see adiamondclear sky carpeted
with stars. Beneeth hisfeet the ground fdlt like agraveled road and

there were no lights to be seen anywhere. In the shadows off to his



left he dimly recognized the outline of acar.

Pulling Larimer into aditch beside the road, he gratefully dropped
Moran like abag of sand and cautioudly circled around, approaching the

car fromtherear.

He froze into immohility, rigin againgt the shadowless landscape, and
listened. The engine was running and music was playing on theradio.

The windows weretightly rolled up and Suvorov right

assumed the air conditioner was on.

Silent asacat, he crouched and moved in closer, keeping low and out of
any reflection in the side-view mirror on the door. Theinside wastoo
dark to make out more than one vague form behind the whedl. If there

were others, Suvorov's only aly wasthe dement of surprise.

The car was astretch-bodied limousine, and to Suvorov it seemed aslong
asacity block. From the raised | etters on the rear'of the trunk, he
identified it asa Cadillac. He'd never driven one and hoped he would

have no trouble finding the right switches and controls.

His groping fingers found the door handle. He took a deep bresth and
tore open the door. Theinterior light flicked on and the manin the

front seat twisted his head around, his mouth opening to shout.



Suvorov shot him twice, the silver-tip hollow-point bulletstearing

through the rib cage under the armpit.

Almost before the blood began to spurt, Suvorov jerked the driver's body
out of the car and rolled it away from the whedls. Then heroughly
crowded Larimer and Moran into the back seat. Both men had lost their
blankets, but they were too deeply gripped by shock to even notice or
care. No longer the power brokers of Capitol Hill, they were as

helpless as children lost in the forest.

Suvorov dropped the shift lever into drive and jammed the accelerator to
the floor mat so fiercely, the rear tires spun and sprayed gravel for
fifty yards beforefindly gaining traction. Only then did Suvorov's

fumbling hand find the headlight switch and pull it on.

He sagged in relief at discovering the big car was hurtling down the

precise middle of arutted country road.

As hethrew the heavy, softly sprung limousine over three miles of

choppy washboard, he began to take stock of his surroundings.

Cypresstrees bordering the road had gresat tentacles of moss hanging
fromtheir limbs. Thisand the heavy atmosphere suggested they were
somewhere in the Southern United States. He spotted anarrow paved

crossroad ahead and din to astop in aswirling cloud of dust.



On the corner stood a deserted building, more of a shack actudly, with
adecrepit sgnilluminated by the headlights: GLOVER CULPEPPER. GAS &
GROCERIES. Apparently Glover had packed up and moved on many years

before,

The intersection had no marker, so he mentdly flipped a coin and turned
left. The cypress gave way to groves of pine and soon he began passing
an occasond farmhouse. Traffic was scarce at this hour of morning.
Only one car and a pickup truck passed him, both going in the opposite
direction. He came to awiner road and spotted a bent sign on aleaning
post designating it as State Highway 700. The number meant nothing to

him, so he made ancther |eft turn and continued on.

Throughout the drive, Suvorov's mind remained cold and riginly dert.
Larimer and Moran sat slently watchful, blindly putting their faith in

the man at the whed.

Suvorov relaxed and eased hisfoot from the gas pedal. No following
headlights showed in the rearview mirror, and aslong as he maintained
the posted speed limit his chances of being stopped by alocal sheriff

were remote. He wondered what state hewasin.

Georgia, Alabama, Louisana? It could be any one of adozen. He

watched for some clue as the roads de became more heavily populated;



darkened buildings and houses squatted under increasing numbers of

overheed floodlights.

After another haf-hour he came to a bridge spanning awaterway caled
the Stono River. Hed never heard of it. From the high point of the
bridge, thelights of alarge city blinked in the distance. Off to his

right the lights suddenly hated and the entire horizon went pure black.

A seaport, he swiftly calculated. Then the heedlightsfell onalarge

black-and-white directiona sign. Thetop lineread CHARLESTON 5 miles.

"Charleston!" Suvorov said doud in asudden burst of jubilation,
sifting through hisknowledge of American geography. “I'min

Charleston, South Carolina."

Two milesfurther he found an al-night drugstore with apublic
telephone. Kegping awary eye on Larimer and Moran, he diaded the

long-distance operator and made acollect call.

A LONE CLOUD WASDRIFTING overhead, scattering afew drops of moisture
when Pitt dipped the Talbot beside the passenger departure doors of

Washington's Dulles Internationa Airport. The morning sun roasted the

capitd city, and the rain steamed and evaporated almost as soon asiit

struck the ground. Helifted Loren's suitcase out of the car and passed

it to awaiting porter.

Loren unwound her long legs from the cramped sports car, demurely



keeping her kneestogether, and climbed out.

The porter stapled the luggage claim check to the flight ticket and Fitt

handed it to her.

"I'll park the car and baby-sit you until boarding time.”

"No need,” she said, standing close. "I've some pending legidation to

scan. 'Y ou head back to the office."

He nodded at the briefcase clamped in her left hand. ™Y our crutch.

Y ou'd belost without it."

"I've noticed you never carry one.”

"Not the type."

"afraid you might be taken for abusiness executive?"

"Thisis Washington; you mean bureaucrat.”

"Y ou are one, you know. The government paysyour sdlary, same asme.

Fitt laughed. "Wedl carry acurse.”



She et the briefcase on the ground and pressed her hands againgt his

chest. "Il missyou."

Hecircled hisarms around her waist and gave a gentle squeeze.

"Beware of dashing Russian officers, bugged staterooms and vodka

hangovers”

"I will,” shesad, smiling. "Y ou'll be herewhen | return?'

"Your flight and arriva time are duly memorized."

Shetilted her head up and kissed him. He seemed to want to say
something more, but finally he released her and stood back. Shedowly
entered the termina through the automatic dining glassdoors. A few

sepsinto the lobby she turned to wave, but the blue Talbot was pulling

avay.

On the President's farm, thirty miles south of Raton, New Mexico,

members of the White House press corps were spaced along a barbed-wire
fence, their camerastrained on an adjoining field of dfafa It was

seven in the morning, Mountain Daylight-Saving Time, and they were
drinking black coffee and complaining about the early hour, the

high-plains heat, the watery scrambled eggs and burned bacon catered by

ahighway truck stop, and any other discontents, real or imagined.



Presdentia Press Secretary Jacob (Sonny) Thompson walked briskly
through the dusty press camp prepping the bleary-eyed correspondents
like a high school cheerleader and assuring them of great unrehearsed

homespun pictures of the President working the soil.

The press secretary's charm was artfully contrived-bright white teeth
capped with precision, long deek black hair, tinted gray at the

temples, dark eyeswith the tightened look of cosmetic surgery.

No second chin. No visble sign of apotbelly. He moved and gestured
with abouncy enthusiasm that didn't St well with journdists, whose
magor physical activities consgsted of pounding typewriters, punching

word processors and lifting cigarettes.

The clothes didn't hurt theimage either. Thetailored seersucker suit

with the blue sk shirt and matching tie. Black Gucci moccasins coated
lightly with New Mexico dust. A classy, breezy guy who was no dummy. He
never showed anger, never let the correspondents needles dip under his
fingernails. Bob Finkd of the hadtimore Sun dyly suggested that an
undercover investigation revealed that Thompson had graduated with

honors from the Joseph Goebbels School of Propaganda.

He stopped at the CNN television motor home. Curtis Mayo, the White
House correspondent network newscaster, sagged in adirector's chair

looking generdly miserable.



"Got your crew set up, Curt?' Thompson asked jovidly.

Mayo leaned back, pushed a baseball cap to the rear of a head forested
with billowy silver hair and gazed up through orange tinted glasses. "

don't see anything worth capturing for posterity.”

Sarcasm ran off Thompson like rainwater down aspout. "Infive minutes
the President is going to step from his house, walk to the barn and

dtart up atractor.”

"Bravo," Mayo grunted. "What does he do for an encore?"

Mayo's voice had aresonanceto it that made a symphonic kettledrum

sound like abongo: deep, booming, with every word enunciated with the

sharpness of a bayonet.

"Heisgoing to drive back and forth across the field with amower and

cut the grass.”

"That'sdfdfa, city dicker."

"N"atever," Thompson acknowledged with agood-natured shrug.

"Anyway, | thought it would be agood chanceto roll tape on himinthe

rurd environment helovesbest."



Mayo leveled his gaze into Thompson's eyes, searching for aflicker of

deception. "What's going down, Sonny?"

" Sorry? "

"Why the hide-and-seek? The President hasn't put in an appearance for

over aweek."

Thompson stared back, his nut-brown eyes unreadable. "He's been
extremely busy, catching up on his homework away from the pressures of

Washington."

Mayo wasn't satisfied. "I've never known a President to go thislong

without facing the cameras.”

"Nothing devious about it," said Thompson. "At the moment, he has

nothing of nationd interest to say-"

"Has he been sick or something?’

"Far fromit. He's asfit as one of hischampion bulls. Youll see”

Thompson saw through the verba ambush and moved on aong the fence,

priming the other news people, dapping backs and shaking hands.



Mayo watched him with interest for afew moments before he reluctantly

rose out of the chair and assembled his crew.

Norm Mitchell, aloose, ambling scarecrow, set up hisvineo cameraon a
tripod, aiming it toward the back porch of the President's farmhouse,

while the beefy sound man, whose name was Rocky Montrose, connected the
recording equipment on asmall folding table. Mayo stood with one

booted foot on a strand of barbed wire, holding amicrophone.

"Where do you want to stand for your commentary?' asked Mitchell.

"I'll stay off camera," answered Mayo. "How far do you makeit to the

house and barn?

Mitchell sighted through a pocket range finder. "About a hundred and

ten yards from here to the house. Maybe ninety to the barn.”

"How close can you bring him in?"

Mitchell leaned over the cameras eyepiece and lengthened the zoom lens,

using the rear screen door for areference. "l canframehimwith a

couple of feet to spare.”

"I want atight close-UP.



"That meansatwo-X converter to double the range.”

"Putiton.”

Mitchell gave him aquestioning look. "I can't promise you sharp

detall. At that distance, well be giving up resolution and depth of

fidd."

"No problem," said Mayo. "Were not going for ar time."

Montrose looked up from his audio gear. "Then you don't need me.”

"Roall sound anyway and record my comments.”

Suddenly the battalion of news correspondents came alive as someone

shouted, "Here he comed!"

Fifty cameras went into action as the screen door swung open and the
President stepped onto the porch. He was dressed in cowboy boots and a

cotton shirt tucked into apair of faded Levi's.

Vice President Margolin followed him over the threshold, alarge Stetson
tein conversation, the President gesturing animatedly while Margolin

appeared to listen thoughtfully.



"Go tight on the Vice President,” Mayo ordered.

"Have him," Mitchell responded.

The sun was climbing toward the middle of the Sky and the heat waves
wererising over the reddish earth. The President'sfarm swept away in
al directions, modtly fields of hay and dfdfa, with afew pastures

for hissmdl herd of breeding cattle. The cropswereavivingreenin
contrast to the barren areas, and watered by huge circular sprinkling
systems. Except for astring of cottonwoods bordering an irrigation

ditch, theland unfolded in flat solitude.

How could a man who had spent most of hislifein such desolation drive

himsdf to influence billions of people? Mayo wondered.

The more he saw of the strange egomania of politicians the more he came
to despise them. Heturned and spat at a colony of red ants, missing
their tunnel entrance by only afew inches. Then he cleared histhroat

and began describing the sceneinto the microphone.

Margolin turned and went back into the house. The President, acting as
though the press corps were still back in Washington, hiked to the barn
without turning in their direction. The exhaust of adiesel engine was

soon heard and he reappeared seated on a green John Deere tractor, Model
2640, that was hooked to a hay mower. There was a canopy and the

Presdent sat out in the open, asmall transistor radio clipped to his



belt and earphones clamped to his head. The correspondents began
yelling questions a him, but it was obvious he couldn't hear them above

the rap of the exhaust and music from thelocal FM gtation.

He wrapped ared handkerchief over the lower part of hisface, bandit
syle, to keep from breathing dust and exhaust fumes. Then helet down
the mower's dining blades and started cutting the field, driving back

and forth in long rows, working away from the people crowding the fence.

After about twenty minutes the correspondents dowly packed away their
equipment and returned to the air-conditioned comfort of their trailers

and motor homes.

"That'sit," announced Mitchdl. "No more tape, unless you want meto

reload.”

"Forget it." Mayo wrapped the cord around the microphone and handed it

to Montrose. "Let'sget out of this heat and see what we've got.”

They tramped into the cool of the motor home. Mitchell removed the
cassette holding the three-quarter-inch vineotape from the camera,

inserted it into the playback recorder and rewound it.

When he was ready to roll from the beginning, Mayo pulled up achar and

parked himsdf |ess than two feet from the monitor.



"What are we looking for?' asked Montrose.

Mayo's concentration didn't waver from the images moving before his

screen. "Would you say that'sthe Vice Presdent?!

"Of course" said Mitchdl. "Who dse could it be?"

"Y ou're taking what you seefor granted. Look closer.”

Mitchell leaned in. "The cowboy hat is covering his eyes, but the mouth

and chin match. Thebuild fitstoo. Lookslike himto me."

"Anything odd about his mannerisms?*

"The guy isstanding there with his handsin his pockets," said Montrose

dumbly. "What are we supposed to read in that?'

"Nothing unusud about him a dl?' Mayo perssted.

"Don't noticeathing,” said Mitchell.

"All right, forget him," said Mayo as Margolin turned and went back

into the house. "Now look at the President.”

"if that aid't him," muttered Montrose acinly, "then he'sgot an



identica twin brother."

Mayo brushed off the remark and sat quietly as the camerafollowed the

President across the barnyard, revedling the dow, recognizable gait

known to millions of televison viewers. He disappeared into the dark

of the barn, and two minutes later emerged on the tractor.

Mayo snapped erect. "Stop the tapel™ he shouted.

Startled, Mitchell pressed a button on the recorder and the image froze.

"Thehandd" Mayo said excitedly. "The hands on the steering whedl!"

"So he'sgot ten fingers," mumbled Mitchell, his expression sour.

"Sowha?'

"The President wears only awedding band. Look again. No ring on the

middlefinger of theleft hand, but on theindex finger you seea

good-sized sparkler. And the pinkie on the right-"

"l seewhat you mean," Montrose interrupted. "A flat blue toneina

slver sting, probably an amethyst.”

"Doesn't the President usudly sport a Timex watch with an Indian slver



band inlain with turquoise?' observed Mitchdll, becoming swept along.

"| think you'reright,” Mayo recdled.

"The detall isfuzzy, but I'd say that's one of those big Rolex

chronometerson hiswris."

Mayo pounded afist on hisknee. "That dinchesit. The President is

known never to buy or wear anything of foreign manufacture.”

"Hold on," Montrose said dowly. "Thisiscrazy. Were talking about

the Presdent of the United States asif he wasn't red.”

"Oh, he'sflesh and bone dl right,” said Mayo, "but the body sitting on

that tractor belongsto someone s

"If you'reright, you've got alive bomb in your hands," said Montrose.

Mitchdl's enthusiasm began to dim. "Wemay bedigging for clamsin
Kansas. Seemsto me the evidence is damned shaky. Y ou can't go on the
air, Curt, and clam some clown isimpersonating the President unless

you have documented proof."

"Nobody knowsthat better than me," Mayo admitted. "But I'm not about

to let thisstory dip through my hands.”



"Y ou're launching aquiet investigation then?”'

"I'dturninmy presscard if | didn't have the gutsto seeit through.”
He looked at hiswatch. "If | leave now, | should be in Washington by

noon.

Montrose crouched in front of the TV screen. Hisface had the look of a

child who found histooth till in the glass of water the next morning.

"It makes you wonder," he said in ahurt tone, "how many times one of

our Presidents used adouble to fool the public.”

VLADIMIR POLEVOI GLANCED UP from hisdesk as his chief deputy and

number-two man of theworld' largest intelligence organization, Sergel

Iranov, walked purposefully into the room.

"You look asif you've got a hot stake up your assthismorning, Sera-..

"He's escaped,” Iranov said tersely.

"Who are you talking about?"

"Paul Suvorov. He's managed to break out of Bougainville's hidden

|aboratory.”

Sudden anger flushed Polevai'sface. "Damn, not howl"



"He called our New Y ork covert action center from a public telephonein

Charleston, South Caroling, and asked for ingtructions.”

Polevoi rose and furiously paced the carpet. "Why didnt hecdl the

FBI and ask them for instructionstoo? Better yet, he could have taken

out an advertissment in USA Today."

"Fortunately his superior immediately sent a coded message to us

reporting theincinent.”

"At least someoneisthinking."

"Therés more," said Iranov. "Suvorov took Senator Larimer and

Congressman Moran with him."

Polevoi hated and spun around. "Theidiot! HE'S queered everything!™

"Heisnot entirdy to blame."

"How do you draw that concluson?’ Polevoi asked cynically.

"Suvorov isone of our five top agentsin the United States. Heisnot

astupid man, He was not briefed on Lugovoy's project and it's logical

to assume it was entirely beyond his comprehension. He undoubtedly

treated it with great suspicion and acted accordingly-', "In other



words, he did what he was trained to do."

"In my opinion, yes™"

Polevoi gave an indifferent shrug. "If only held concentrated on smply
giving usthelocation of the laboratory. Then our people could have
moved in and removed the Huckleberry Finn operation from Bougainville's

control."

"Asthings are now, Madame Bougainville may be angry enough to cancel

the experiment.”

"Andloseabhillion dollarsin gold? | doubt that very much. She

il hasthe President and Vice President in her greedy hands.

Moran and Larimer are no greet lossto her."

"Nor to us," Iranov stated. "The Bougainvilleswere our smokescreenin

case the American intelligence agencies scuttled Huckleberry Finn. Now,

with two abducted congressmen in our hands, it might be considered an

act of war, or a very least agrave criss.

It would be best if we smply eliminated Moran and Larimer.”

Polevoi shook hishead. "Not yet. Their knowledge of the inner



workings of the United States military establishment can be of

incal culable benefit to us"

"A hazardous game.”

"Not if we're careful and quickly dispose of them when and if the net

tightens™

"Then our firgt priority isto keep them from discovery by the FBI."

"Has Suvorov found a safe place to hide?"

"Not known," Iranov answered. "He was only told by New Y ork to report

every hour until they reviewed the Stuation and received ordersfrom us

in Moscow."

"Who heads our undercover operationsin New Y ork?"

"HisnameisBadl Kobylin."

"Advise him of Suvorov's predicament,” said Polevoi, "omitting, of

course, any reference pertaining to Huckleberry Finn. Hisordersareto

hide Suvorov and his captivesin asecure place until we can plan their

escape from U.S. soil.”

"Not an easy matter to arrange.” Iranov helped himsdlf to achair and



sat down. "The Americans are searching under every rock for their
missing heads of state. All airfields are closdy watched, and our
submarines can't come within five hundred miles of their coastline
without detection by their underwater warning line."

"Thereisaways Cuba."

Iranov looked doubtful. "The waters are too closely guarded by the

U.S. Navy and Coast Guard againgt drug traffic. | advise againgt any

escape by boat in that direction.”

Polevoi gazed out the windows of his office overlooking Dzerzhinsky

Square. Thelate-morning sun wasfighting alosing battleto brighten

the drab buildings of the city. A tight smile dowly crossed hislips.

"Can we get them safely to Miami?”

"Horida?'

”YS"

Iranov stared into space. "There isthe danger of roadblocks, but |

think that could be overcome.”

"Good," sad Polevoi, suddenly relaxing, "Seeto it."



Lessthan three hours after the escape, Lee Tong Bougainville stepped
out of the laboratory's el evator and faced Lugovoy. It wasafew

minutes before three in the morning, but he looked asif he had never

dept.

"My men are dead," Lee Tong said without atrace of emotion.

"I hold you'responsible.”

"I didn't know it would happen." Lugovoy spokein aquiet but steady

voice.

"How could you not know?"

"Y ou assured methis facility was escape-proof. | didn't think hewould

actualy make an attempt.”

"Who ishe?"'

"Paul Suvorov, aKGB agent, who your men picked off the Staten Idand

ferry by mistake"

"But you knew."

"He didn't make his presence known until after we arrived.”



"And yet you said nothing.”

"That'strue," Lugovoy admitted. "I was afraid. When this experiment
isfinished | must returnto Russa. Believe me, it doesn't pay to

antagoni ze our State security people.”

Thebuilt-in fear of the man behind you. Bougainville could seeitin

the eyes of every Russian he met. They feared foreigners, their

neighbors, any manin uniform. They'd lived withiit for solong it

became an emotion as common as anger or happiness. He did not find it

in hims=lf to pity Lugovoy. Instead, he despised him for willingly

living under such adepressng system.

"did this Suvorov cause any damage to the experiment?”

"No," Lugovoy answered. "The Vice Presdent hasadight concussion,

but he is back under sedation. The President was untouched.”

"Nothing ddayed?'

"Everything is proceeding on schedule.”

"And you expect to finish in three more days?"'



Lugovoy nodded.

"I'm moving your deedline up.”

Lugovoy acted as though he hadn't heard correctly. Then the truth broke
through to him. "Oh, God, no!" he gasped. "I need every minute. As
itis, my gaff and | are cramming into ten days what should take

thirty. Yourediminating dl our safeguards. We must have moretime

for the Presdent's brain to stabilize."

"That is Presdent Antonov's concern, not mine or my grandmother's. We
fulfilled our part of the bargain. By alowing aKGB manin here, you

jeopardized the entire project.”

"l swear | had nothing to do with Suvorov's breakout.”

"Your gory,” Bougainvillesaid coldly. "I chooseto believe his
presence was planned, likely on President Antonov's orders. Certainly
by now Suvorov hasinformed his superiors and every Soviet agent in the

Statesis converging on us. Wewill haveto movethefacility.”

That wasthefina shattering blow. Lugovoy looked asif he was about

to gag. "Impossble!™ he howled like an injured dog.

"Absolutely no way can we move the President and dl this equipment to

another ste and still meet your ridiculous deadline.”



Bougainville glared at Lugovoy through narrow dits of eyes.

When he spoke again, hisvoice wasrock cam. "Not to worry, Doctor. No

upheavd isnecessary."

WHEN PITT WALKED INTO HisNUMA OFFICE, he found Hiram Y aeger asdegp on

the couch. With hisdoppy clothes, long knotted hair and heard, the

computer expert looked like aderdict wino. Pitt reached down and

gently shook him by the shoulder. An eydin dowly raised, then Y aeger

gdtirred, grunted and pushed himsdlf to aSitting position.

"Hard night?' Att inquired.

Y aeger scratched his head with both hands and yawned. "Y ou have any

Cdedtia Seasonings Red Zinger Tea?!

"Only yesterday's warmed-over coffee.”

Y aeger dlicked hislipssourly. "The caffeinewill kill you."

"Caffeine, pollution, booze, women-what's the difference?'

"By theway, | got it."



"Got what?'

"I naled it, your cagey shipping company.”

"Jesud" Aitt said, coming dive. "Where?"

"Right in our own backyard,” Y aeger said with agreat grin.

"New York."

"How did you doit?'

"Y our bunch about K orean involvement was the key, but not the answer. |

attacked it from that angle, probing al the shipping and export lines

that were based in Korea or sailed under their registry.

There were over fifty of them, but noneled to thetrail of bankswe

checked earlier. With nowhereeseto go, | let the computer fly onits

own. My ego is shattered. It proved a better deuth than | am.

Thekicker wasin the name. Not Korean, but French."

"French.”

"Basad in the World Trade Center in lower Manhattan, their fleet of

legitimate shipsfliestheflag of the Somali Republic. How does that



grabyou?'

"Goon."

"A firg-rate company, no rust-bucket operation, rated lily-white by
Fortune, Forbes and Dun and Bradstreet. So damned pure that their
annual report comes accompanied with harp music. Scratch the surface
deep enough though, and you find more phony front men and dummy
subsidiary companies than gaysin San Francisco. Documentary ship
fraud, bogus insurance claims, chartering phantom ships with nonexistent
cargoes, subgtitution of worthless cargoes for ones of great vaue. And
aways beyond the jurisdiction of the private outfits and governments

they screw.”

"What'stheir name?'

"Bouganville Maritime," answered Y agger. "Ever heard of it?"

"Min Koryo BouganvilletheSted Lotus?' said Fitt, impressed.

"Who haan't? She'sright up there with the celebrity British and Greek

shipping tycoons.”

"Sheisyour Korean connection.”



"Your dataare conclusve? No chance of error?"

"Solid suff," Y aeger replied adamantly. "Take my word for it.

Everything triple-checks. Oncel tuned in on Bougainville asthe

source, it became asimple chore of working backwards. It dl came
together; bank accounts, letters of credit-you wouldn't believe how the
banks turn their backs on these frauds. The old broad reminds me of one
of those East Indian statues with twenty arms, Sitting there with aholy

look on her face while the hands are making obscene gestures.”

"Youdidit," Pitt said enthusagtically. "Y ou actudly pinned Sosan
Trading, the San Marino and the Filottown on the Bougainvihe shipping

empire”

"Like agtake through the heart."

"How far back did you go?'

"I can give you the old girl's biography dmost to when she spit out the

tit. A tough old bird. Started from scratch and alot of guts after

World War Two. Sowly anded old tramp shipsto her fleet, crewed by

Koreanswho were glad to work for abowl of rice and penniesaday.

With practically no overhead, she cut-rate her freight costs and built a

thriving busness. About twenty-five years ago, when her grandson



joined the company, thingsredlly took off. A dippery customer, that

one. Keegpsin the background. Except for school records, his datafile
isdmogt blank. Min Koryo Bougainviue built the foundation for

maritime crime that spanned thirty nations. When her grandson-Lee Tong
Is his name-came a ong, he honed and smoothed the piracy and fraud part
of the organization to afine art. 1 had the whole mess printed out.

There'sahard copy on your desk."

Aitt turned and for the first time noticed a five-inch-thick sheaf of
computer printout paper on his desk. He sat down and briefly scanned
the notched pages. Theincredible reach of the Bougainvilleswas
mincd-boggling. The only crimind activity they appeared to shy away
from was progtitution. nodded. "A super job, After severd minuteshe

looked up and Hiram," he said sincerely. "Thank you."

Y eager nodded toward the printouts. "I wouldn't let that out of my

sghtif | wereyou."

"Any chance of us getting caught?'

"A foregone concluson. Our illega taps have been recorded on the
bank's computer log and printed out on adaily form. If asmart
supervisor scansthelist, helll wonder why an American oceanographic
agency issnooping in hishiggest depositor'srecords. His next step

would beto rig the computer's communications line with atracing



device"

"The bank would mogt certainly notify old Min Koryo," said Fitt
thoughtfully. Then helooked up. "Oncethey identify NUMA asthe tap,
can Bougainville's own computer network probe our system to see what

we've gleaned from their data banks?’

"Our network is as vulnerable as any other. They won't learn much,

though. Not since | removed the magnetic Storage disks."

"When do you think they'll smoke us out?"

"i'd be surprised if they haven't pegged us aready.”

"Can you stay one jump ahead of them?”

Y aeger gave Ritt an inquiring stare. "What sneaky plan are you about to

uncork?"

"Go back to your keyboard and screw them up but good. Reenter the
network and ater the data, foul up the Bougainville dayto-day
operations, erase legitimate bank records, insert absurd instructions

into their programs. Let them fedl the heat from somebody elsefor a

change."

"But wdll losevita evidencefor afederd investigetion.”



"Sowhat?' Pitt declared. "It was obtained illegdly. It can't be

used anyway."

"Now wait aminute. We can be stepping into big trouble.”

"Worse than that, we might get killed,” Fitt said with afaint amile.

An expression blossomed on Y aeger's face, one that wasn't there before.

It was sudden misgiving. The game had ceased to be fun and was taking

on darker dimensions. It had never dawned on him that the search could

turn ugly and he might be murdered.

Pitt read the apprehension in Y aeger's eyes. ™Y ou can quit now and teke

avacation,” hesad. "l wouldn't blameyou.”

Y aeger seemed to waver for amoment. Then he shook his heed.

"No, I'll stick withit. These people should be put avay."

"Come down hard on them. jam theworksin al aspects of their shipping

company-outside investments, subsidiary businesses, red estate

dedlings, everything they touch.”

"it'smy ass, but I'll doit. just keep the admira out of my hair for



afew more nights.”

"Keep alookout for any information relating to aship caled the

Eagle”

"The presidentia yacht?'

"Jugt aship cdled the Eagle.”

"Anything els?

Pitt nodded grimly. "I'll seethat security isincreased around your

computer processing center.”

"Mindif | stay here and use your couch. 1've developed this sudden

averson to deeping donein my gpartment.”

"My officeisyours.”

Y aeger stood up and stretched. Then he nodded at the data sheets again.
"What are you going to do with it?" Fitt stared down at thefirst breach
ever inthe Bougainville crimind structure, The pace of his persona
investigation was gaining momentum, piecesfaling into his handsto be
fitted in the overdl picture, jagged edges meshing together. The scope

wasfar beyond anything held imagined in the beginning.



"You know," he said pensively, "I don't have the vaguest idea.”

WHEN SENATORL,IKRIME:R AWOKE in the rear sest of thelimousine, the

eastern sky was beginning to turn orange. He dapped at the mosquito

whose buzzing had interrupted his deep. Moran stirred in his corner of

the seat, his squinting eyes unfocused, his mind till unaware of his

surroundings. Suddenly adoor was opened and abundle of clothes was

thrown in Larimer's|ap.

"Put these on,” Suvorov ordered brusguely.

"Y ou never told mewho you are," Larimer said, histongue moving in dow

motion.

"My nameisPaul."

"No surname?'

"Just Paul "

“You FBI?'

"NO_"

"CIA?'



"It doesn't matter," Suvorov said. "Get dressed.”

"When will we arrive in Washington?"

"Soon," Suvorov lied.

"Where did you get these clothes? How do you know they'll fit.

Suvorov was losing his patience with the inquisitive American.

He shrugged off an impulseto crack the senator in the jaw with the gun.

"| golethem off aclotheding" hesad. "Beggars can't be

particular. At least they're washed.”

"| can't wear astranger's shirt and pants,” Larimer protested

indignantly.

"If you wish to return to Washington in the nude, it is no concern of

mine"

Suvorov dammed the door, moved to the driver's Sde of the car and
edged behind the whed. He drove out of a picturesque residential
community caled Plantation Estates and cut onto Highway 7. The

early-morning traffic was starting to thicken asthey crossed over the



Adhley River bridge to Highway 26, where he turned north.

Hewas grateful that Larimer went silent. Moran was climbing from his
semi-conscious state and mumbling incoherently. The headlights

reflected off agreen sgn with white letters: AIRPORT NEXT RIGHT. He
took the off ramp and came to the gate of the Charleston Municipal
Airport. Acrossthe main landing strip the brightening sky reveded a

row of jet fighters belonging to the Air National Guard.

Following the directions given over the phone, he skirted the airport
searching for anarrow cutoff. He found it and drove over adirt road
until he came to a pole holding awind sock that hung limp in the dank

amosphere.

He stopped and got out, checked hiswatch and waited. Lessthan two
minutes later the steady besat of a helicopter'srotor could be heard
approaching from behind arow of trees. Theblinking navigation lights
popped into view and ateardrop blue-and-white shape hovered for afew

moments and then sat down beside thelimousine.

The door behind the pilot's seat swung outward and aman in white

coverals stepped to the ground and walked up to the limousine.

"Y ou Suvorov?' he asked.



“I'm Paul Suvorov."

"okay, let's get the baggage insde before we attract unwanted

dtention.”

Together they led Larimer and Moran into the passenger compartment of
the copter and belted them in. Suvorov noted that the | etters on the

Sde of thefusdlage reed SUMTER AIRBORNE AMBULANCE.

"Thisthing going to the capita ?* asked Larimer with aspark of his

old haughtiness.

"Sir, it'll take you anyplace you want,” said the pilot agreesbly.

Suvorov eased into the empty co-pilot's seat and buckled the harness. |

wasn't told our destination," he said.

"Russia, eventudly,” the pilot said with asmile that was anything but

humorous. "Firg thing isto find where you came from."

"Camefrom?"'

"My ordersareto fly you around the back country until you identify the
facility in which you and those two windbagsin the back have spent the
last eight days. When we accomplish that misson, I'mto fly youto

another departure area.”



"All right," said Suvorov. "I'll do my best.”

The pilot didn't offer his name and Suvorov knew better than to ask. The

man was undoubtedly one of the estimated five thousand Soviet-paid

"charges’ stationed around the United States, expertsin specidized

occupdtions, al waiting for acall ingtructing them to surface, acal

that might never come.

The helicopter rosefifty feet in the air and then banked off toward

Charleston Bay. "Okay, whichway?" asked the pilot.

"l can't besure. It wasdark and | waslos.”

"Can you give me alandmark?'

"About five milesfrom Charleston; | crossed ariver.”

"From what direction?"

"Wegt, yes, the dawn was breaking ahead of me."

"Must be Stono River."

"Stono, that'sit."



"Then you were traveling on State Highway 700."

"I turned onto it about half an hour before the bridge,” The sun had
heaved itsdlf above the horizon and wasfiltering through the blue
summer haze that hung over Charleston. The hdlicopter climbed to nine
hundred feet and flew southwestward until the highway unredled beyond

the cockpit windows. The pilot pointed downward and Suvorov nodded.

They followed the outbound traffic as the South Carolina coastd plain

spread benesth them. Here and there afew cultivated fieldslay

enclosed on all sdesby forests of long-leafed pines. They passed over

afarmer standing in atobacco field who waved his hat at them.

"Seeanything familiar?' the pilot asked.

Suvorov shook hishead helplesdy. "Theroad | turned off of might be

anywhere."

"What direction were you facing when you met the highway?'

"I made aleft turn so | must have been heading south.”

"Thisareaiscdled Wadmaaw |dand. I'll start acircular search

pattern. Let me know if you spot something.”



An hour dipped by, and then two. The scene below transformed into a
maze of creeks and smdll rivers snaking through bottomland and swamps.
Oneroad looked the same as another from the air.

Thin ribbons of reddish-brown dirt or potholed asphat dicing through
dense overgrowth like lines on the palm of ahand. Suvorov became more

confused astime wore on, and the pilot lost his patience.

"WEell have to knock off the search," he said, "or | won't have enough

fud to make Savannah."

‘Savannah isin the state of Georgia," Suvorov said, asthough reciting

in aschool class.

The pilot amiled. ™Y eah, you got it."

"Our departure point for the Soviet Union?"

"Only afud stop.” Then the pilot clammed up.

Suvorov saw it wasimpossible to draw any information out of the man, so

he turned his attention back to the ground.

Suddenly he pointed excitedly over the instrument pand.



"Therel" he shouted above the enginesroar. "The amdl intersection to

theleft.”

"Recognizeit?'

"| think s0. Drop lower. | want to read the sign on that shabby

building Stting on the corner.”

The pilot obliged and lowered the helicopter until it hovered thirty

feet over the bisecting roadways. "Isthat what you want?"

he asked. "'Glover Culpepper-gas and groceries "We're close,” said

Suvorov. "Fly up theroad that leads toward thet river to the north."

"The Intracoastd Waterway."

"A cand?'

"A ghallow cand that provines an dmost continuousinshore water
passage from the North Atlantic States to Florida and the Gulf of

Mexico. Used mostly by smdl pleasure boats and tugs.”

The helicopter beat over the tops of trees, whipping leaves and bending
branches with the wash from itsrotor blades. Suddenly, at the edge of
awine marshy creek, the road ended. Suvorov stared through the

windshield.



"The laboratory, it must be around here.”

"l don't see anything,” the pilot said, banking the craft and studying

the ground.

"Set usdown!" Suvorov demanded nervoudy. "Over there, ahundred

metersfrom the road in that glade.”

The pilot nodded and gently eased the helicopter'slanding skidsinto

the soft grassy earth, sending up aswirl of dead and moldy leaves. He
set the engine on inle with the blades'S owly turning and opened the
door, Suvorov legped out and ran ssumbling through the underbrush back
to the road. After afew minutes of frantic searchin he stared & the

bank of the creek and looked around in exasperation.

"What's the problem?" asked the pilot as he approached.

"Not here," Suvorov said dazedly. "A warehouse with an eevator that

dropped down to alaboratory. It'sgone.”

"Buildings can't vanishin six hours," said the pilot. Hewasbeginning

to look bored. "Y ou must be on the wrong road.”

"No, no, thishasto betheright one."



"l only seetrees and swamp'-he hesitated and pointed-"and that decrepit

old houseboat on the other side of the creek.”

"A boat!" Suvorov said asthough having areveation. "It must have

been aboat."

The pilot gazed down into the muddy water of the creek. "The bottom
hereisonly three or four feet deep. Impossibleto bring avessd the

Sze of awarehouse, requiring an eevator, in here from the waterway."

Suvorov threw up his handsin bewilderment. "We must keep searching.”

"Sorry,”" the pilot said firmly. "We haven't thetime or the fud to

continue. To keep our appointment we've got to leave now."

He turned without waiting for areply and waked back to the helicopter.
Sowly Suvorov followed him, looking for al the world like aman deep

in atrance.

Asthe hdlicopter lifted above the trees and swung toward Savannah, a
gunnysack curtain in the window of the houseboat was pulled asideto
reved an old Chinaman peering through an expensive pair of Ceestron 11

x 80 binoculars.

Satisfied he had read the aircraft's identification number on the



fuselage correctly, helain down the glasses and dided anumber on a

portable telephone scrambling unit and spoke in rapid Chinese.

"GOT A MINUTE, DAN?" Curtis Mayo asked as Dan Fawcett got out of his

car inthe private street beside the White House.

"You'll haveto catch me on the run,” Fawcett replied without looking in

Mayo'sdirection. "I'm late for amesting.”

"Another heavy Stuation in the Situation Room?”

Fawcett sucked in his bresth. Then, ascdmly ashistrembling fingers

would permit, he locked the car door and picked up his attache' case.

"Careto comment?' Mayo asked.

Fawcett marched off toward the security gate. "I shot an arrow inthe

ar. -.

"It fell to earth, | know not where," Mayo finished, keeping step.

"Longfelow. Want to see my arrow?"

"Not particularly.”



"Thisoneisgoing to land on the Six o'clock news."

Fawcett dowed his pace. "Just what are you after?"

Mayo took alarge tape cassette from his pocket and handed it to

Fawcett. "You might liketo view thisbeforearr time.”

"Why are you doing this?'

"Cdl it professond courtesy.”

"Now that's news."

Mayo smiled. "Likel said, view thetape.”

"Save methetrouble. What'son it?"

"A folksy scene of the President playing farmer. Only itisntthe

President.”

Fawcett drew up and stared at Mayo. "Yourefull of crap.”

"Can| quote you?"'

"Don't get Gute," Fawcett snapped. "I'm in no mood for adanted

interview."



"Okay, straight question,” said Mayo. "Who isimpersonating the

President and Vice President in New Mexico?'

"Nobody."

"I've got proof that says otherwise. Enough to useit asanewsitem. |

release this and every muckraker between here and Sesttle will crawl

over the White House like an army of killer ants."

"Do that and you'll have a dozen eggs on your face when the President

stands as closeto you as| am and deniesit.”

"Not if | find out what sort of mischief he's been up to while adouble

played hide-and-seek down on the farm.”

"I won't wish you luck, because the wholeideaiis outlandish.”

"Leve with me, Dan. Something big isgoing down."

"Trust me, Curt. Nothing off limitsis hgppening. The President will

be back in a couple of days. You can ask him yoursdf."

"What about the sudden burst of secret Cabinet meetings at all hours?”



"No comment."

"It'strue, in'tit?"

"Who'syour source for that little gem?”

"'Somebody who's seen alot of unmarked cars entering the subbasement of

the Treasury Department in the dead of night.”

"So the Treasury people are burning the midnight oil .

"No lightsgo oninthebuilding. My guessisthey're sneaking into the
White House through the utility tunnel and congregating in the Situation

Room."

"Think what you like, but you're dead wrong. That'sdl | haveto say

on the subject.”
"I'm not going to drop it," Mayo said defiantly.
"Suit yoursdf," Fawcett replied indifferently. "It'syour funerd.”
Mayo dropped back and watched as Fawcett walked through the security
gate. The presidentia adviser had put up agood front, he thought, but

that'sdl it was, afront. Any doubts Mayo might have entertained

about snister maneuvers emanating behind the walls of the nation's



executive branch were siwept away.

He was more determined than ever to damn well find out what was going

on.

Fawcett did the cassette in a vineotape recorder and sat down in front

of the TV screen. Heran the tape three times, examining every detall

until he knew what Mayo had caught.

Wearily he picked up aphone and asked for a secure line to the State

Department. After afew moments the voice of Doug Oates answered

through the earpiece.

"Yes, Dan, what isit?'

"We have anew development.”

"News of the Presdent?"

"No, gr. I'vejust had atalk with Curtis Mayo of CNN News.

He'sonto us.”

There was ataut pause. "What can we do?'



"Nothing," said Fawcett somberly, "absolutely nothing.”

Sam Emmett |eft the FBI building in downtown Washington and drove over
to CIA headquartersin Langley, Virginia. A summer shower passed
overhead, moistening the forested grounds of the intelligence complex

and leaving behind the sweet smell of dampened greenery.

Martin Brogan was standing outside his office when Emmett walked through
the anteroom door. Thetal ex-college professor offered an
outstretched hand. "Thank you for taking time from your busy schedule

todriveover."

Emmett smiled as hetook hishand. Brogan was one of the few men around
the President he genuingly admired. "Not at al. I'm not adesk man. |

jump at any excuseto get off my butt and move around.”

They entered Brogan's office and sat down. "Coffee or adrink?' Brogan

asked.

"Nothing, thanks" Emmett opened his briefcase and lain abound report
on the CIA Director's desk. "This spdlsout the Bureau'sfindings

until an hour ago on the President's di sappearance.”

Brogan handed him asimilarly bound report. "Likewise from Centrd

Intdligence. Damned little to and since our last meeting, I'm sorry to



"Y ou're not done. Were milesfrom abreakthrough too."

Brogan paused to light aropelike Toscanini cigar. it seemed oddly out
of place with his Brooks Brothers suit and vest. Together the men began
reading. After nearly ten minutes of quiet, Brogan's expression

softened from degp concentration to curiousinterest, and he tapped a

page of Emmett's report.

"This section about amissing Soviet psychologist.”

"| thought that would interest you."

"He and his entire United Nations staff vanished the same night asthe

Eagles hijacking?’

"Y es, to date none of them have turned up. Could be merdy an

intriguing coincinence, but | fdt it shouldn't beignored.”

"Thefirg thought that crossed my mind isthat this'-Brogan glanced at
the report again-"Lugovoy, Dr. Aleksa Lugovoy, may have been assigned
by the KGB to use his psychological knowledge to pry nationa secrets

from the abducted men."

"A theory we can't afford to dismiss”



"Thename," Brogan said vacantly. "It strikesachord.”

"You've heard it before?'

Suddenly Brogan's brows raised and his eyes winened ever so dightly and

he reached for hisintercom. "Send up the latest file from the French

Interna Security Agency.”

"Y ou think you've got something?'

"A recorded conversation between President Antonov and his KGB chief

Vladimir Polevai. | believe Lugovoy was mentioned.”

"From French intelligence?' Emmett asked.

"Antonov was on agate visgt. Our friendly rivalsin Parisare quietly
cooperative about passing aong information they don't consider

sengtiveto thair nationd interests.”

In lessthan aminute, Brogan's private secretary knocked on the door
and gave him atranscription of the secret tape recording. He quickly

consumed its contents.

"Thisismost encouraging,” he said. "Read between the linesand you

caninvent al sorts of Machiavelian schemes. According to Polevoi,



the UN psychologist disappeared off the Staten Idand ferry in New Y ork

and all contact was severed.”

"The KGB logt severd sheep from their herd at onetime?' Emmett asked

inmild astonishment. "That'sanew twist. They must be getting

doppy.”

"Polevoi's own statement.” Brogan held out the transcript papers.

"Seefor yoursdf."

Emmett read the typed print and reread it. When he looked up, atrace

of triumph brightened hiseyes. " So the Russians are behind the

abduction."

Brogan nodded in agreement. "From all appearances, but they can't bein

itdone. Not if they'reignorant of Lugovoy's wheregbouts.

Ancther source isworking with them, someone herein the United States

with the power to dictate the operation.”

"You?' Emmett asked wolfishly.

Brogan laughed. "No, and you?'



Emmett shook his heed. "If the KGB, the CIA and the FBI are dl kept in

the dark, then who's dedling the cards?'

"The person they refer to asthe 'old bitch' and 'Chinese whore.™' "No

gentlemen these Communigts.™

"The code word for their operation must be Huckleberry Finn."

Emmeitt stretched out hislegs, crossing them at the ankles, and sagged
comfortably in hischair. "Huckleberry Finn," he repested, enunciating
every syllable. "Our counterpart in Moscow has a dark sense of humor.
But what'simportant, he's unwittingly given us an eyeto shove asharp

dick into."

No one pain any attention to the two men seated comfortably in apickup
truck parked in aloading zone by the NUMA building. A cheap plagtic
removable sign adhered to the passenger's door advertised GUS MOORE'S
PLUMBING. Behind the cab in the truck's bed, severa lengths of copper
pipe and an assortment of toolslay in casual disorder. The men's
coveralswere stained with dirt and grease, and neither had shaved in

three or four days. The only odd thing about their appearance wastheir

eyes. They never shifted from the entrance to NUMA's headquarters.

The driver tensed and made a directional movement with anod of his

head. "I think thisishim coming.”



The other man raised apair of binoculars wrapped in a brown paper bag
with the bottom torn out and gazed at afigure emerging from the
revolving glassdoors. Then helain the glassesin hislap and examined

afacein alarge eleven-by-fourteen-inch glossy photograph.

"Confirmed."

The driver checked arow of numberson asmall black tranamitter.

"Counting one hundred forty secondsfrom . .. now." He punctuated his

words by pushing atoggle switch to the"on™ pogtion.

"Okay," hispartner said. "Let'sget the hell awvay.”

PFitt reached the bottom of the broad stone steps as the plumber's truck

drove past in front of him. He stood amoment to let another car by and

began waking through the parking lot. He was seventy yards from the

Tabot-Lago when he turned at the honking of ahorn.

Al Giordino drew up dongsdein aFord Bronco four-whed drive.

His curly black hair was shaggy and uncombed and a heavy growth covered

hischin. Helooked asif he hadn't dept in aweek.

"Sneeking home early?' hesad.



"l was until you caught me" Fitt replied, grinning.

"Lucky you, sitting around with nothing to do."

"Y ou wrap the Eagle sdlvage?' Pitt asked.

Giordino gave atired nod. "Towed her up the river and pushed her into

dry dock about three hours ago. Y ou can smell her desth stink amile

away."

"At least you didn't have to remove the bodies.”

"No, aNavy diving team was stuck with that ugly chore.”

"Takeaweek off. You'veearnedit."

Giordino spread his Roman smile. "Thanks, boss. | needed that."

Then his expression turned solemn. "Anything new on the Pilottown?"

"Were zeroing in-" Pitt never finished the sentence. A thunderous

explosontoretheair. A bal of flame erupted between the densdy

packed cars and jagged metd debrisburstin al directions. A tireand

whed, the chrome spokesflashing in the sun, flew inahigh areand

landed with aloud crunch in the middle of Giordino's hood.



Bouncing inches over Ritts head, it then rolled through alandscaped
parkway before coming to rest in acluster of rosebushes. Therumble
from the blast echoed across the city for several seconds before it

finally faded and died.

"God!" Giordino rasped in bewildered awe. "What wasthat?"

Aitt took off running, dodging between the tightly parked cars until he
dowed and halted in front of a scrambled mass of meta that smoldered

and coughed up a cloud of dense black smoke. The asphat underneath was
gouged and mdlting from the hest, turning into aheavy dudge. The

tangled wreck was nearly unrecognizable asacar.

Giordino ran up behind him. " Jesus, whose was it?"

"Ming" said Pitt, hisfeaturestwisted in bitterness as he sared at

the remains of the once beautiful Talbot-Lago.

August 7, 1989

Miami, FloridaLOREN WAS GREETED by Captain Y akov Pokofsky when she
boarded the Leonin Andreyev. Pokofsky was acharming man with thick
slver hair and eyes as round and black as caviar. Though he acted

polite and diplomatic, Loren sensed he wasn't actudly thrilled at



having an American poalitician snooping about his ship, asking questions
about its management. After the usud niceties, thefirgt officer led
her to a cdebrity suitefilled with enough flowersfor agtate funerd.

The Russians, she mused, knew how to accommodate avisiting VIP.

In the evening, when the last of the passengers had boarded and settled
down inther staterooms, the crew cast off the mooring lines and the
cruise ship steamed out of Biscayne Bay throuah the channd into the
Atlantic. Thelights of the hotels on Miami Beach glittered under a
tropica breeze and dowly closed together in athin glowing line asthe

Leonin Andreyev'stwin screwsthrust her further from shore.

Loren stripped off her clothes and took a shower. When she stepped out
and toweled, she struck an exaggerated model's posein front of a
full-length mirror. The body was holding up quite well, consdering
thirty-seven years of use. jogging and ballet classes four hours aweek
kept the centrifugal forcesat bay. She pinched her tummy and sadly
noted that dightly more than an inch of flesh protruded between her
thumb and forefinger. The lavish food on the cruise ship wasn't going

to do her weight any good. She stedled her mind to lay off the dcohol

and dessarts.

She dipped on amauve silk damask jacket over ablack lace and taffeta
skirt. Loosening the businesdike knot at the top of her head, shelet
her hair down so that it spilled over her shoulders. Satisfied with the

effect, shefdt in the mood for astroll around the deck before dinner



at the captain'stable.

The air was so warm she dispensed with a sweater. On the aft end of the
sun deck shefound avacant deck chair and relaxed, raising her knees
and clasping her hands around her calves. For the next haf-hour she

let her mind wander as she watched the half-moon's reflection dash
acrossthe dark swells. Then the exterior deck lights abruptly went out

from bow to stern.

Loren didn't notice the helicopter until it was amost over the fantall
of theship. It had arrived a wavetop leve, flying without navigation
lights Severa crew members appeared from the shadows and quickly lain

aroof over the boat-deck swimming poal.

Then aship'sofficer sgnaed with aflashlight and the helicopter

descended lightly onto the improvised landing pad.

Loren roseto her feet and Stared over therailing. Her vantage point

was one deck above and forty feet distant from the closedover swimming
pool. Theareawasdimly lit by the partid moon, enabling her to

observe most of the action. She glanced around, looking for other
passengers, but saw only five or Sx who were standing.fifty feet

further away.

Three men |eft the aircraft. Two of them, it appeared to Loren, were



treated roughly. The ship'sofficer placed the flashlight under hisarm
50 he could have both hands free to brusquely shove one of the meninto
an open hatchway. For abrief ingant the unaimed beam caught and held

on a paper-white face, eyesbulging in fear.

Loren saw thefacia details clearly. Her hands gripped the deck rail

and her heart fet locked inice.

Then the copter rose into the night and turned sharply back toward
shore. The cover over the pool was quickly removed and the crew melted

away. In afew secondsthe ship'slights came back on.

Everything happened so fast, Loren wondered for amoment if she had

actudly witnessed the landing and takeoff.

But there was no mistaking the frightened creature she saw on the pool
deck below. She was positive it was the Speaker of the House,

Congressman Alan Moran.

On the bridge Captain Pokofsky peered at the radarscope. He was of
medium height and portly. A cigarette dangled from one corner of his
mouth. He straightened and smoothed the jacket of hiswhite dress

uniform.

"At least they waited until we were beyond the twelve-milelimit,” he

sadinagutturd voice.



"Any sgn they werefollowed?" asked the officer of the watch.

"No aerid contacts and no craft approaching by sea,”" answered Pokofsky.

"A smooth operation.”

"Likethe others," the watch officer said with acocky amile.

Pokofsky did not return the smile. "I'm not fond of taking deliveries

on short notice under moonlit skies."

"Thisone must be ahigh priority."

"Arent they dl?" Pokofsky said caudticaly.

The watch officer decided to remain quiet. He'd served with Pokofsky

long enough to recogni ze when the captain was in one of his moods.

Pokofsky checked the radar again and swept his eyes across the black sea
ahead. "See that our guests are escorted to my cabin,” he ordered

before turning and leaving the bridge.

Five minutes later the ship's second officer knocked on the captain's

door, opened it and ushered in aman wearing arumpled business suit.



"I'm Captain Pokofsky," he said, riSing from aleather reading chair.

"Paul Suvorov."

"KGB or GRU?!

"KGB."

Pokofsky gestured toward a sofa. Do you mind informing me of the

purpose behind your unscheduled arriva?"

Suvorov gratefully sat down and took the measure of Pokofsky.

He was uncomfortable with what he read. The captain was clearly a

hardened seaman and not the type to be intiminated by state security

credentids. Suvorov wisdly choseto tread lightly.

"Not at dl. | wasingructed to smuggle two men out of the country.”

"Where are they now?"

"I took the liberty of having your first officer lock theminthe brig.”

"Arethey Soviet defectors?”

"No, they're American.”



Soviet Military Intelligence.

Pokofsky's brows raised. "Areyou saying you've kidnapped American

atizens?'

"Yes," said Suvorov with anicy cam. "Two of the most important

leadersin the United States government.”

"I'm not sure | heard you correctly.”

"Their names do not matter. One is a congressman, the other a senator.”

Pokofsky's eyes burned with sudden belligerence. "Do you have any idea

of the jeopardy you've placed my shipin?"

"Werein internationd waters, Suvorov said placinly. "What can

happen?"

"Wars have started for less," Pokofsky said sharply. "If the Americans
are derted, internationa waters or not, they wouldn't hesitate for one
instant to send their Navy and Coast Guard to stop and board this

vesHd "

Suvorov cameto hisfeet and stared directly into Pokofsky's eyes.



"Y our precious ship isin no danger, Captain.”

Pokofsky stared back. "What are you saying?'

" The ocean isabig dumping ground,” Suvorov said steedily. "If the
Studion requires, my friendsin the brig will Smply be committed to

the deep."

TALK AROUND THE CAPTAIN'S TABLE was dull and inane, as could be
expected. Loren'sdining companions bored her with long-drawnout
descriptions of their previoustravels. Pokofsky had heard such

travel ogues athousand times before. He smiled palitely and listened

with feigned courtesy. When asked, he told how he had joined the

Russan Navy at seventeen, worked up through the officers ranks until

he commanded atroop transport, and after twenty years service

transferred to the Soviet state-subsinized passenger line.

He described the Leonin Andreyev as a 14,000-ton vessd, built in
Finland, with acapacity of 478 passengers with two crew members for
every three of them. The modern white-hulled liner had indoor and
outdoor swimming poals, five cocktail bars, two nightclubs, ten shops
featuring Russian merchandise and liquor, amovie and stage thester, and
awell-stocked library. She cruised from Miami on ten-day sailings

during the summer monthsto severd resort idandsin the West Indies.



During alull in the conversation, Loren casudly mentioned the
helicopter landing. Captain Pokofsky lit acigarette with awooden

match and waved out the flame.

"You Americansand your affluence” he said eadly. "Two wedthy Texans
missed the boat in Miami and hired ahelicopter to fly them to the

Andreyev. Very few of my countrymen can afford such luxury.”

"Not many of mine can either,” Loren assured him. The captain was not
only congenid and charming, she thought, he was an accomplished liar as

well. She dropped the subject and nibbled on her salad.

Before dessart, Loren excused herself and went to her suite on the sun

deck, She kicked off her shoes, removed and hung up her skirt and

jacket, and sprawled on the soft king-size bed. Sheran the picture of

Alan Moran'sterrified face through her mind, telling hersdlf it must

have been someone who resembled the congressman, and perhaps the beam of
the flashlight outlined smilar features. Reason dictated that it was

merely atrick of imagination.

Then Rittsinquiry at the restaurant returned to her. Held asked if she

had heard any rumors of amissng party high in government.

Now her gut ingtinct said she wasright.



Shelain out aship's directory and deck diagram on the bed and

flattened out the creases. Tolook for Moran in afloating city with

230 staterooms, quartersfor a crew of over 300, cargo holds and engine
room, al spread over eleven decks nearly 500 feet in length was alost
cause. She aso had to consider that she was arepresentative of the
American government on Russian property. Obtain permission from Captain
Pokofsky to search every nook and cranny of hisship? She'd stand a

better chance of persuading him to give up vodkafor Kentucky bourbon.

She decided the logica move would be to establish Alan Moran's

wheregbouts. If he was at homein Washington watching TV, she could

forget the whole madness and get agood night's deep. She put her

dress back on and went to the communications room.

Thankfully it wasn't crowded and she didn't haveto wait inline.

A pretty Russan girl inatrim uniform asked L oren where she wished to

cal.

"Washington, D.C" shereplied. "Person to personto aMs. Saly

Lindemann. I'll write out the number."

"If you will pleasewait in booth five, I'll arrange your satellite

trangmission,” the communications girl saidin near flawvless English.

Loren sat patiently, hoping her secretary was at home. She was.



A deepy voice answered the operator and acknowledged her name was Sally

Lindemann.

" That you, boss?" Sdly asked when Loren was put through. "I bet

you're dancing up astorm under Caribbean stars with some handsome

playboy. Am1 right?"

'Y OU're not even close."

'l should have known thiswas abusiness call."

"Sdly, | need you to contact someone.”

"Onesec." Therewas apause. When Sdly's voice cameon again, it

glowed with efficiency. "1've got apad and pencil. Who do | contact

and what do | say?"

"The congressman who opposed and shot down my Rocky Mountain water

project.”

"Y ou mean old prune-face Mo-"

"He'stheone," Loren cut her off.



"I want you to talk to him, faceto faceif possible. Start with his

home. If he'sout, ask hiswife where he can be reached. If she balks,

tell her it'samatter of congressona urgency. Say whatever it takes

but get to him."

"When | find him, then what?'

"Nothing," said Loren. "Say it wasamistake."

There were afew seconds silence. Then Sdly sad carefully, "You

drunk, boss?!

Loren laughed, knowing the puzzlement that must be running through

Sly'smind.

"Dead sober."

"Canthiswait until morning?"

"I haveto know hislocation as quickly as possible.”

"My aarm clock reads after midnight,” Sally protested.

"Now!" Loren said sharply. "Call me the second you see hisface and

hear hisvoice"



She hung up and walked back toward her suite. The moon wasdirectly
overhead and she lingered afew minutes on deck, wishing Pitt were

standing there beside her.

Loren had just finished putting on her morning face when she heard a

knock at the door.

"Who'sthere?'

"Steward."

She went to the door and opened it. Her cabin steward raised his hand
inacasud sdute. He peered sdlf-conscioudy at the cleavage revealed

by her loosely knotted dressing gown.

"An emergency cdl for you from the mainland, Congressvoman Smith," he
sad in aheavy Savic accent. "They'reholding it for you in the

communications room."

Shethanked him and hurriedly dressed. A new girl directed her toa

booth and the waiting call. Saly's voice came through the earpiece as

if shewerein the next booth.

"Good morning, boss" shesaid tiredly.



"Any luck?'

"Moran'swife said he went fishing with Senator Marcus Larimer," Sdly
snapped out before Loren thought to stop her. "She claimed they went to
aplace called Goose Lake, aprivate reserve for the good ole boys afew
miles below the Quantico Marine Corpsreservation. So | hopped in my
car and drove down. After bluffing my way past an outdoorsy type
guarding the gate, | checked every cottage, boathouse and dock. No
congressman, no senator. Then back to the capitd. | called and woke

up three of Moran'saides. Don't ever look for favorsfrom his office.
They backed up the fishing story. As a double-check, | tried acouple

of Larimer's staff too. Samebull. In fact, nobody has seen either of

them in over aweek. Sorry | failed you, boss, but it lookslike a

smoke screen to me.”

Lorenfdt acold chill run through her. The second man she saw

manhandled from the hdlicopter, could he have been Marci.is Larimer?

"Shall | say onthe hunt?" asked Sally.

"Yes, please," Loren answered.

" Domy best," Sdly declared. "Oh, | dmost forgot. Have you heard

the latest news?'

"How could | at ten in the morning on aboat in the middle of the



ocean?'

"'Concernsyour friend Dirk Pitt."

"Something happen to Dirk?" Loren asked anxioudy.

" Persons unknown blew up hiscar. Lucky for him hewasn't insde a
thetime. Close, though. Walking toward it when he stopped to talk to
afriend. According to Digtrict police, another couple of minutes and

they'd have swept him up with abroom.”

Everything caught up and jammed behind Loren'seyes. It wasall
happening too fast for her to accept. The mad events splashed behind

her eyesin acomplexity of color, like scraps making up a backwoods bed
quilt. The ssamswere pulling gpart in al directions. She grasped the

only thread that seemed to hold.

" S, ligen carefully. Cal Dirk and tell him | need-" Suddenly a

ghrill buzzing sound flooded her eardrum. "Can you hear me, Sa?'

The only reply to Loren's question was the interference. She swung

around to complain to the communications girl, but she was gone.

Instead, there were two stewards, or rather two wrestlersin stewards

uniforms, and thefirgt officer. He opened the door to her booth and



bowed curtly.

'Will you please come with me, Congresswoman Smith. The captain would

liketo talk to you."

THE PILOT SET THE HELICOPTER on the ground at asmal airport on the
Ide of PAmsnear Charleston. He went through the standard shutdown
procedure, running the engine at low RPM's until it cooled down. Then

he climbed out, lined up one of the rotor blades and tied it to the tall

boom.

Hisback and arms ached from the long hoursin the air, and he did

sretching exercises as he walked to asmal office next to the landing

pad. He unlocked the door and stepped inside.

A dranger sat in thetiny lobby area casudly reading a newspaper. To

the pilot he looked to be either Chinese or Japanese.

The newspaper was lowered, reveding a shotgun with apistol grip and

twin sawed-off barrelsthat ended barely four inchesin front of the

sdls

"What do you want?' asked the pilot stupidly.

"Information?"



"You'reinthewrong place" said the pilat, ingtinctively raisng his

hands. "We're a helicopter ambulance service, not alibrary.”

"Very witty," said the Oriental. ™Y ou aso carry passengers.”

"Who told you that?'

"Paul Suvorov. One of your Russian friends.”

"Never heard of the guy."

"How odd. He sat next to you in the co-pilot's seet for most of

yesterday."

"What do you want?" the pilot repegted, the fear beginning to crawl up

hisspine.

The Oriental smiled wickedly. "Y ou have ten secondsto tell methe

precise destination where you flew Suvorov and two other men.

If a the end of that time you fed stubborn, | shall blow away one of
your knees. Ten seconds later you can bid goodbye to your sex life." He
enforced hisrequest by releasing the safety on the shotgun. " Countdown

begins. .. now."



Three minutes later the Oriental stepped from the building and locked
the door. Then hewalked to acar parked nearby, climbed behind the

whee and drove toward asandy road leading to Charleston.

The car was barely out of sight when atorrent of orange flame gushed
through the thin roof of the pilot's office and spiraled into the white

overcast sky.

Pitt spent the day dodging reporters and police detectives. Hehinina
quiet pub caled the Devil's Fork on Rhode Idand Avenueand sat ina
cushiony leather seet in aquiet corner staring pensvely a a

half-esten Monte Cristo sandwich and athird Manhittan, adrink he

saldom ordered.

A pert blond waitressin amicro-skirt and mesh stockings stopped by his

table. "You'rethe mogt pitiful personintheplace” shesaid witha

motherly smile. "Lose your best girl or your wife?"

"Worse" sad Pitt sadly. "My car.”

Shelain alook on him reserved for Martians and weirdos, shrugged and

continued her rounds of the other tables.

Pitt sat there inly gtirring the Manhattan with acherry, scowling at

nothing. Somewhere dong theline he had logt his grip on things.



Eventswere controlling him. Knowing who tried to kill him provided

little setisfaction. Only the Bougainville hierarchy had the motive.

He was getting too close. No brilliance required in solving that
mystery. Hewas angry at himsdlf for playing adolescent computer games

with their financid operation whilethey ran in atougher league.

Fitt felt like a prospector who'd discovered asafe full of currency in

the middle of the Antarctic and no place to spend it. Hisonly leverage

was that he knew more than they thought he knew.

Theenigmathat nagged him was Bougainvilles unlikdy involvement with

the Eagle. He knew of no motive for the sinking and murders. Theonly

tie, and adim one at that, was the overabundance of Korean bodies.

No matter; that was the FBI's problem, and he was glad to berin of it.

Thetime had come, he decided, to get ralling, and the first step wasto

marsha hisforces. No brilliance required in that decision either.

He rose and walked over to the bar. "Can | borrow your phone, Cabot?'

The bartender, a pixie-faced Irishman, name of Sean Cabot, gave Pitt a

doleful glare. "Loca or long distance?’



"Long distance, but don't cry inyour cash regigter. I'll useacredit

card."

Cabot nodded indifferently and set atelephone on the end of the bar

away from the other customers. "Too bad about your car, Dirk. | saw

her once. She was abeauty.”

"Thanks. Buy yoursdf adrink and put it on my tab."

Cabot filled aglass with ginger defrom the dispenser and held it

doft. "To aGood Samaritan and abon vivant."

Pitt didn't fed like a Good Samaritan and even lesslike abon vivant

as he punched out the numbers on the phone. He gave his credit card

number to the operator and waited for avoice to answer.

"Cas 0 and Associates Investigations.”

"ThisisDirk Aitt. IsSd in?"

"One moment, Sr."

Thingswerelooking up. He'd been accepted into the receptionist’'s

club.

"Dirk?" came Casio's voice. "I've been calling your officedl



morning. | think I've got something.”

"Yaf?l

"A hunt through maritime union filespain divinends. Six of the Korean

seamen who signed on the San Marino had prior crew tickets.

Mostly with foreign shipping lines. But dl six had onething in

common. At onetime or another they sailed for Bougainville Maritime.

Ever hear of it?"'

"It figures" said Fitt. Then he proceeded to tell Casio what he found

during the computer search.

"Damn!" Cago exclamed increduloudy. "Everythingfits”

"The maritime union, what did their records show on the Korean crew

after the San Marino hijacking?'

"Nothing, they dropped from sight.”

"If Bougainville higtory ran true to form, they were murdered.”

Casofdl slent, and Att guessed what was running through the



investigator'smind.

"l oweyou," Caso sadfindly. "You've heped me zero in on Artas

killer. But it'smy show. I'll takeit donefrom here."

"Don't give methe vengeance is mine martyr routing,”" Aitt said

abruptly. "Besides, you till don't know who was directly responsible

"Min Koryo Bougainville" said Casio, spitting out the name.

"Who dse could it be?'

"Theold girl might have giventhe orders” said Aitt, "but she didn't

dirty her hands. It's no secret she's been in awheelchair for ten

years. No interviews or pictures of her have been published since Nixon

was President. For al we know, Min Koryo Bougainvilleisasenile,

bedrinden vegetable. Hell, she may even be dead.

No way she scattered bodies over the seascape alone.”

"Y ou'retaking a corporate hit squad.”

"Can you think of amore efficient way to diminate the competition?"

"Now you'reingnuating she'samember of the Mafia," grunted Casio.



"The Mafiaonly kill informers and each other. Theevil beauty of Min

Koryo's setup isthat by murdering crewsin wholesaelots and stedling

vessalsfrom other shipping lines, she built her assetswith amost no

overhead. And to do it she hasto have someone organize and orchestrate

the crimes. Don't et your hate blind you to hard-core redity, Sal.

Y ou haven't got the resources to take on Bougainville aone.”

"And you do?'

"Takestwo to start anarmy.”

There was another slence, and Pitt thought the connection might have

been broken.

"You 4ill there, SA7?"

"I'm here" Cadofindly said in athoughtful voice. "What do you want

meto do?"'

"Hy to New Y ork and pay avigt to Bougainville Maritime."

"Y ou mean toss thar office?"

| thought the term was 'breaking and entering."" " A cop and ajudge use



different dictionaries"

"Just employ your talents to see what you can find of interest that

doesn't show up in the computers.”

"I'll bug the placewhileI'm at it."

"You'rethe expert,” said Pitt. "Our advantageisthat you'll be coming

from adirection they won't suspect. Me, I've aready been marked.”

,Marked?' asked Casio. "How?"

"They tried to kill me."

"Chrigti' muttered Casio. "How?'

"Car bomb."

"The bastards!" herasped, "I'll leave for New Y ork this afternoon.”

Pitt pushed the telephone across the bar and returned to his booth. He

felt better after talking to Casio, and he finished the sandwich. He

was contemplating his fourth Manhattan when Giordino walked up to the

table.

"A private party?' he asked.



"No," Pitt said. "A hate-the-world, fed-sorry-for-yourself,

downin-the-dumps party.”

"Il joinit anyway," Giordino said, dining into the booth.

"The admird's concerned about you."

"Tdl him I'll pay for the damage to the parking lot."

"Beserious. The old guy is madder than astepped-on réttler.

Raised hell with the Justice Department dl morning, demanding they

launch an al-out investigation to find out who was behind the bombing.

To him, an attack on you isan attack on NUMA."

"The FBI nosing around my gpartment and office?"

Giordino nodded. "No lessthan sx of them."

"And reporters?’

"l logt count. What did you expect? The blast that disintegrated your

car thrust your namein the limelight. Instant celebrity. First bomb

exploson thecity'shad in four years. Likeit or not, old friend,



you've become the eye of the storm.”

Aitt felt amild dation at having seared the Bougainville interests
enough for them to attempt hisremova. They must somehow have learned
he was nipping a their flanks, digging deeper into their secretswith

each bite. But why the overreaction?

The fake announcement of his discovery of both the San Marino and the
Filottown no doubt aerted them. Y et it shouldn't have thrown theminto
apanic. Min Koryo wasn't the panicky typepoint demonstrated by the

fact she did not respond to the doctored story.

How then did they redlize he was so close?

Bougainville couldn't have tied him to the computer penetration and

planned his death in such short order. Then the revelation struck him.

The notion had been there dl the time, but he had pushed it aside,

failing to pursueit becauseit did not fit apattern, Now it burst like

aflare

Bougainville had linked Men to the Eagle.

Pitt was so engrossed in thought he didn't hear Giordino teling him he

had a phone cdll.

"Y our mind must beamillion milesaway," said Giordino, pointing toward



Cabot the bartender, who was holding up the bar phone.

Pitt walked over to the bar and spoke in the mouthpiece. "Hdlo."

Sdly Lindemann's voice bubbled excitedly over thewire. "Oh, thank

heavens I'vefinaly tracked you down. I've been trying to reach you

dl day."

"What'swrong?' Fitt demanded. "IsLorendl right?"

"I think so, and then maybe not,” said Sdly, becoming flustered.

"l just don't know."

"Takeyour timeand spell it out,” Fitt said gently.

"Congresswoman Smith called mein the middle of the night from the

Leonin Andreyev and told me to find the whereabouts of Speaker of the

House Alan Moran. She never gave me areason.

When | asked her what to say when | contacted him, shesaid to tell him

it was amistake. Make senseto you?"

"did you find Moran?"



"Not exactly. He and Senator Marcus Larimer were supposed to be fishing

together at a place called Goose Lake. | went there but nobody else

knew anything about them."

"What elsedid Loren say?"

"Her last wordsto mewere 'Cal Dirk and tell him | need-' Then wewere

cut off. | tried severd timesto reach her again, but there was no

answer."

"did you tell the ship's operator it was an emergency?"

"Of course. They claimed my message was passed on to her stateroom, but

she made no attempt to reply. Thisisthe damnedest thing. Not like

Congresswoman Smith at dl. Sound crazy?'

Fitt wasslent, thinking it out. "Yes™" hesaid a ladt, "just crazy

enough to make sense. Do you have the Leonin Andreyev's schedule?”

"Onemoment.” Sdly went off the line for nearly aminute.

"Okay, what do you want to know?"

:, When does it make the next port?*

'Let'sseg, it arrivesin San Salvador in the Bahamas at ten A.M.



tomorrow and departs the same evening at eight P.m. for Kingston,

Jamaica”

" Thank you, Saly."

"What'sdl thisabout?' Sally asked. "I wish you'd tell me."

"Keep trying to reach Loren. Contact the ship every two hours.”

"Youll cdl if you find out anything,” SAly said suspicioudly.

"I'll cdl," Pitt promised.

He returned to the table and sat down.

"What wasthat dl about?" Giordino inquired.

"My travel agent,” Pitt answered, pretending to be nonchaant.

"I've booked us for acruise in the Caribbean."

CURNSMAYO SAT AT A DESK amin the studio mock-up of abusy newsroom and

peered at the televison monitor dightly to hisright and below camera

number two. He was ten minutesinto the evening news and waited for his



cue after acommercia advertisng abathroom disinfectant. The
thirty-second spot wound down on aNew Y ork fashion model, who probably
never cleaned atoilet bowl in her life, smiling demurely with the

product caressing her cheek.

Thefloor director moved into Mayo's eye range, counted down the last
three seconds and waved. Thered light on the camerablinked on and

Mayo stared into the lens, beginning the segment of his news program.

"At the Presdent'sfarm in New Mexico there have been rumorsthat the
nation's chief executive and the Vice President are using look-aike

gand-ins."

AsMayo continued his story line the engineer in the control booth cut

to the tape of the President driving the tractor.

"These scenes of the President cutting alfafaon hisfarm, when viewed
close up, suggest to somethat it isnot him. Certain famous mannerisms
seem exaggerated, different rings are seen on the fingers, the
wristwatch is not the one he usualy wears, and there appearsto be a

casud habit of scratching the chin that has not been noted before.”

"John Sutton, the actor who bears a striking resemblance and who often
imitates the President on TV shows and commercials, could not be found
by reportersin Hollywood for comment. Which raisesthe question Why

would our nation's leaders require doubles? Isit a secret security



procedure, or adeception for darker motives? Could it bethe
pressures of the job are such that they have to be in two places at the

sametime? We can only speculate.”

Mayo let the story dangle on athread of suspicion. Theengineer inthe
booth switched back to the studio camera, and Mayo went into the next

ory.

"In Miami today, police clamed abreakthrough in astring of

drug-related murders. .. ."

After the program, Mayo smiled in grim ddlight when informed of the
hundreds of calsflooding the network news offices asking for more
information on the President's double story, The same reaction, if not
far heavier, had to be pouring into White House phonelines. Ina
spiteful sort of glee, he wondered how the presidential press secretary

wastaking it.

In New Mexico, Sonny Thompson stared blankly at the TV set long after
Mayo left theair. He sat collapsed in hischair, hisflesh the

congstency of blubber. He envisoned his carefully nurtured world
damming to argpid end. His peersin the news mediawere about to
crucify himon across of sensationdism. When he was proven an
accomplice to aconspiracy to deceive the American public, no newspaper

or TV network would ever hire him after hislooming White House



departure.

John Sutton stood in back of him with adrink in one hand. "The

vulturesarecircling,” he said.

"In giant flocks," Thompson muitered.

"What happens now?"

"That'sfor othersto decide."

"I'm not going to jail like Lindy, Colson and those other guys," Sutton

sad nadtily.

'Nobody'sgoing to jail," Thompson said wearily. "Thisisn't Watergate.

The Justice Department isworking with us."

"No way I'm going to take afal for abunch of paliticians.

Sutton's eyes began to take on agreedy gleam. "A guy could make

thousands, maybe afew million out of this."

Thompson looked at him. "How?'

"Interviews, articles, and there's book rights roydties-the

possibilitiesfor making abundle are endless”



"And you think you're going to walk out of hereand tell dl.”

"Why not?" said Sutton. "Who's going to stop me?"

It was Thompson'sturn to smile. "Y ou haven't been told the reasons

behind your employment. Y ou have no idea how vitd your little act is

to our country'sinterests.”

"So who cares?' Sutton said indifferently.

"Y ou may not believeit, Mr. Sutton, but there are many decent people

in our government who are genuingly concerned about itswelfare.

They will never dlow you to endanger it by speaking your piecefor

profit.”

"How can those egomaniacs who run the fun house in Washington hurt me?

Slgp my hand? Draft meinto avolunteer army at age Sixty-two?

Turn me over to the Internal Revenue Service? No sweat on that score.

| get audited every year anyway."

"Nothing so mundane," said Thompson. ™Y ou will smply betaken out.”



'What do you mean, taken out?' demanded Sutton.

"Perhaps | should have said 'disgppear,” Thompson replied, delighting
inthe redization that grew in Sutton's eyes. "It goes without saying

your body will never be recovered.”

Fawcett FELT NO ENTHUSIASM for the day ahead. As he scraped the beard
from his chin, he occasionaly glanced at the stack of newspapers

soilling off the bathroom sink. Mayo's story made front page news

across every morning edition in the nation. Suddenly the press began to

ask why the President hadn't been reachable for ten days. Half the

editoria columns demanded he step forward and make a statement. The

other haf asked the question "Whereisthered Presdent?'

Wiping the remaining lather awvay with atowel and dapping hisface with
amild after-shave lotion, Fawcett decided his best approach wasto play
the Washington enigmagame and remain Slent. Hewould cover his
persond territory, dide artfully into the background and gracefully

permit Secretary Oatesto carry the brunt of the media ondaught.

Time had dipped from daysto afew hours. Soon only minuteswould be

left. Theinner sanctum could stdl no longer.

Fawcett couldn't begin to predict the complications that would arise

from the announcement of the abduction. No crime againgt the government



had ever gpproached this magnitude.

Hisonly conviction wasthat the greet perpetuating bureaucracy would

continue to somehow function. The power elite were the ones who were

swept in and swept out by the whim of the voters.

But the indtitution endured.

He was determined to do everything within his shrinking realm of

influence to make the next President trangition as painless as possible.

With luck, he might even save hisjob.

He put on adark suit, |eft the house and drove to his office, dreading

every mile. Oscar Lucas and Alan Mercier were waiting for him ashe

entered the West Wing.

"Looksgrim” wasdl Lucassad.

"Someone has to make a statement,” said Mercier, whose face looked like

it belonged in acoffin.

"Anybody | know draw the short Straw?" asked Fawcett.

"Doug Oates thought you'd be the best man to hold a press conference and

announce the kidnapping.”



"What about the rest of the Cabinet?" Fawcett asked increduloudly.

"They concurred.”

"Screw Oates!" Fawcett said coarsdly. "Thewholeideais stupid.

Hesonly trying to save hisown ass. | don't have the credentialsto

drop the bombshell. Asfar asthe grass-roots voters are concerned, I'm
anonentity. Not one out of athousand can recall my name or give my
pogition in the adminigration. Y ou know exactly what would happen. The
public would immediately sensetheir nation'sleeders are floundering in
asinking boat, shrinking behind closed doorsto save their political

hines, and when it was over, any respect the United States ever had
would be wiped out. No, I'm sorry. Oatesisthelogica choiceto make

the announcement.”

"But you see," Mercier said patiently, "if Oatesisforced to take the
heat and plead ignorance to alot of embarrassing questions, it might
seem he had something to do with the abduction. Asnextinlinefor the
Presidency, he hasthe most to gain. Every muckraker in the country
will scream ‘congpiracy.” Remember the public backlash when former
Secretary of State Alexander Haig said he had everything under control

right after Reagan was shot by Hinckley?

Warranted or not, hisimage as apower seeker mushroomed. The public



didn't liketheideaof him running the country. Hisbase of influence

eroded until hefinaly resigned.”

"Y ou're comparing catsup to mustard,” Fawecett said. "I'mtelling you,
the people will beincensed if | stand up and state the President, Vice
President and the two mgjority leadersin Congress have mysterioudy

vanished and are presumed dead. Hell, no onewould believe me."

"We can't Sdestep the mainissue," Mercier said firmly. "Douglas Oates

hasto go into the White House as pure as the driven snow.

He can't do adecent job of picking up the piecesif he's surrounded by

doubt and malicious rumor."

"Qatesisnot apolitician. He's never expressed the dightest interest

in attaining the Presidency-"

"Hehasno choice" Mercier said. "He must sarvein theinterim until

the next dections.”

"Can | have the Cabinet standing behind me for support during the press

conference?"

"No, they won't agree to that."



"So I'm to be run out of town on arail,” said Fawcett bitterly.

"Isthat the mutua decison?"

"Y ou're overdtating your case" said Mercier mildly. ™Y ouwon't be

tarred and feathered. Y our job is secure. Doug Oates wants you to

remain as White House Chief of Staff.”

"And ask meto resgn sx monthslater.”

"We can't guarantee the future.”

"All right," Fawcett said, hisvoicetrembling in anger. He pushed past

Mercier and Lucas. "Go back and tell Oates he's got his human

sacrifice”

He never turned back but strode down the hallway and went directly to

his office, where he paced the floor, fuming in rage. The bureaucracy,

he cursed to himsdlf, its whed s were about to rumble over him. Hewas

so furious he did not even notice the President's secretary, Megan

Blair, enter theroom.

"Mercy, I've never seen you so agitated,” she said.

Fawcett turned and managed a smile. "Just complaining to thewals."



"l do that too, especidly when my vigting niece drives me mad with her

disco recordings. Blagtsthat awful music al over the house."

"Can | help you with anything?' he asked impatiently.

"Speeking of complaining,” she said testily, "why wasn't | told the

President had returned from hisfarm?'

"Must have dipped my mind-" He stopped and gazed at her queerly.

"What did you say?'

"The President back and no one on your staff warned me.”

Fawcett's expression turned to abject dishelief. "He'sin New Mexico.”

"Certainly not," Megan Blair said adamantly. "He's atting at hisdesk

this very moment, He chewed me out for comingin late.”

Megan was not awoman who could lie easily. Fawcett looked deeply into

her eyes and saw she wastdlling the truth.

"Areyou She stared back at him, her head tilted questioningly.

dl right?' she asked.



Fawcett didn't answer. Heran from his office and down the hallway,
meeting Lucas and Mercier, who were still conferring in hushed tones.

They looked up startled as Fawcett frantically pounded around them.

"Follow me" he shouted over one shoulder, armsflinging.

They stood stone-till for amoment, blinking in utter confusion.

Then Lucas reacted and dashed after Fawcett, with Mercier bringing up

therear.

Fawcett burgt into the Ova Office and stopped dead, hisface going

white

The President of the United States |ooked up and smiled. "Good morning,

Dan. Ready to go over my gppointment schedule?!

Lessthan amile away, in asecure room on the top floor of the Russan
embassy, Aleksai Lugovoy sat in front of alarge monitor and read the
deciphered brainwaves of the President. The display screen showed the
thoughts in English while anearby printer produced paper copies

trandated into Russan.

He sipped acup of thick black coffee, then stood up, keeping his eyes

on the green letters, the heavy bunched eyebrows raised in controlled



conceit.

From adistance, the President's brain transmitted its every thought,
Speech pattern, and even the words spoken by others nearby asthey were

received and committed to memory.

The second stage of the Huckleberry Finn Project was a success.

Lugovoy decided to wait afew more days before he entered the fina and
most critical stage, the issuing of commands. If dl went well, he knew
with asinking certainty, hisrevered project would be taken over by the
men in the Kremlin. And then Chairman of the Party Antonov and not the

President would direct policy for the United States.

THE MOLTEN SUN SLIPPED BEL ow the western edge of the Aegean Seaasthe
ship cleared the Dardanelles and headed through the maze of Greek
idands. The surface rolled under gentle two-foot swells and a hot

breeze st in from the African coast to the south.

Soon the orange faded from the sky and the sealost its blue and they
melted together into a Solid curtain of black. The moon had not yet

risen; the only light came from the tars and the sweeping beam of the
navigation beacon on theidand of LesbosCaptain james Mangyai, master
of the 540-foot bulk freighter Venice, stood on the bridge and kept a

close watch over the bow.



He gave a cursory glance to the radar display and stared out the window

again, relieved that the seawas empty of other shipping.

of Odessain the Black Sea, six Since departing the Russian port hundred

nautical miles behind, he had been extremely restless.

Now he began to breathe easier. There were few tricks the Russans

would dare attempt in Greek waters.

The Venice wasin balast-her only cargo was the gold shipment
transferred from the Soviet government to Madame Bougainvilleand her
hull rode high inthe water. Her destination was Genoa, where the gold
was to be secretly unloaded and shipped to Lucerne, Switzerland, for

storage.

Captain Mangyai heard footsteps behind him on the teak deck and

recognized hisfirst officer, Kim Chao, in the reflection on the window.

"How doesit ook to you, Mr. Chao?' he said without turningChao read
over the hour-by-hour meteorological report from the automated data
system. "Cadm sailing for the next twelve hours,” hesaidinan

unhurried voice. "Extended forecast |ooks good too.

Werefortunate. The southerly winds are usualy much stronger this

timeof year."



"WEell need asmooth seaif we'reto dock in Genoa under Madame

Bougainvilles schedule”

"Why the hurry?' asked Chao. "Another tweve hours of sailing won't

meatter."

"It mattersto our employer," said Mangyal dryly. " She doesn't wish our

cargo in trangt any longer than necessary.”

"The chief engineer is making morewind than atyphoon. Heclamshe

can't keep up this speed for the whole voyage without burning up the

engines”

"He aways sees black clouds.”

"Y ou haven't lft the bridge sSince Odessa, Captain. Let mespdl YOU."

Mangyai nodded gratefully. "I could use ashort rest. Butfirdt |

should look in on our passenger.”

He turned over the bridge watch to Chao and walked down three decksto a
heavy sted door at the end of an aleyway aminships. He pressed a

transmit button on a speaker bolted to the bulkhead.



"Mr. Hong, thisis Captain Mangya."

He was answered by the gentle creak of the massive door asit was pulled
open. A smal moon-faced man with thick-lensed spectacles peered

cautioudy around the edge. "Ah, yes, Captain. Please comein.”

"Can| get you anything, Mr. Hong?'

"No, I'm quite comfortable, thank you."

Hong'sideaof comfort was consderably different from Mangyai's.

The only suggestion of human habitation was a suitcase neatly sowed

under acanvasfolding cot, one blanket, asmall eectric burner with a

pot of tea, and a desk hanging from abulkhead, its surface hidden under

apileof chemica andysis equipment. Therest of the compartment was

packed with wooden crates and gold bars. The gold was stacked thirty

high and ten deep in severa rows. Some bars were scattered on the deck

next to the open crates, the unsanded sides stenciled with the

disclosuree MERCURY IN GLASS

SUZAKA CHEMICAL COMPANY KYOTO,JAPAN

"How areyou coming?' Mangyai asked.

"I should haveit al examined and crated by the time we reach port.”



"How many gilded lead bars did the Russansdip in?"

"None," said Hong, shaking hishead. "The count talies, and every bar

I've checked so far is pure.”

"Strange they were so accommodating. The shipment arrived at the preset

hour. Their dockworkersloaded it onboard without incinent.

And we were cleared to depart without the usua adminigtrative hasde.

"I've never experienced such efficiency in any of my previous dedings

with Soviet port authorities."

"Perhgps Madame Bougainville has greet influence in the Kremlin."

"Perhgps," sald Mangyal skepticaly. Helooked curioudy at the piles

of gleaming yellow metd. "I wonder what was behind the transaction?”

"I'm not about to ask," said Hong, carefully wrapping abar in wanding

and placingitinacrate.

Before Mangyai could answer, avoice came over the spesker.

"Captain, areyou in there?'



He walked over and cracked the heavy door. The ship'scommunications

officer was standing outsde in the dleyway.

'Yes what isit?!

'l thought you should know, Captain, someoneis jamming our

communications.”

"Y ou know thisfor afact?'

"Yes, gr,

said the young officer. "I managed to get afix onit.

The sourceisless than three miles off our port bow."

Mangya excused himsdf to Hong and hurried to the bridge.

Firgt Officer Chao was camly gtting in ahigh swive chair sudying

the ingtruments on the ship's computerized control panel.

"Do you have any ship contactsin, Mr. Chao?' asked MangyAllf Chao was

surprised at the captain's sudden resppearance, he didn't show it.

"Nothing visua, nothing on radar, Sr."

"What isour depth?"



Chao checked the reading on the depth sounder. "Fifty meters, or about

ahundred and sixty feet."

Theawful truth struck Mangyai's mind like ahammer. Heleaned over the
chart table and plotted their course. The ked of the Venicewas

passing over the Tzonston Bank, one of many areasin the middle of the
Aegean where the seabed rose to within a hundred feet of the surface.
Deep enough for aship's safe passage, but shalow enough for aroutine

salvage operation.

"Steer for deep water!" he shouted.

Chao stared at the captain, hesitating in bewilderment. "Sr?"

Mangyai opened his mouth to repest the order but the wordsfrozein his

throat. At that instant, two sound-tracking torpedoes horned in on the

freighter's engine room and exploded with devastating effect.

Her bottom torn in gaping holes, the searushed into her innards. The

Venice shuddered and entered her death throes.

Shetook only eight minutesto die, going down by the stern and

disappearing beneeth the indifferent swellsforever.

The Venice was hardly gone when a submarine surfaced nearby and began



playing her searchlight on the fragmented floating wreckage. The
pitifully few survivors, clinging to the flotsam, were coldly
machine-gunned until their shredded bodies sank out of sght. Boats

were sent out, guided by the darting shaft of light.

After searching for severd hoursuntil al the debriswas pulled

aboard, they returned to their ship.

Then the light was killed and the sub returned to the darkness.

THE President SAT AT THE CENTER of the ova mahogany conference tablein
the White House Cabinet Room. There were eleven men seated there
besideshimsdlf. A bemused expression shonein his eyes as he surveyed

the somber faces around the table.

"I know you gentlemen are curious about where I've been for the last ten

days, and about the status of Vince Margolin, Al Moran and Marcus

Larimer. Let me put thisfear to rest. Our temporary disappearance was

an event planned by me."

"You done?' Douglas Oates put to him.

"Not entirely. President Antonov of the Soviet Union was aso

involved."

For severa moments, stunned and disbelieving, the President's top



advisers sared at him.

" Y ou held a secret meeting with Antonov without the knowledge of anyone

inthisroom?' Oates said. Hisface pdedin dismay.

"Yes" the Presdent admitted. "A face-to-face talk minus outside
interference and preconceived notions, without the international news

media second-guessing every word and unbound by poalitics.

just our top four people againg his." He paused and his eyes swept the
men before him. " An unorthodox way of negotiating, but one | believe

the electorate will accept when they see the results.”

"Would you mind telling us how and where thistalk was held, Mr.
Presdent?' asked Dan Fawcett" After the exchange of yachts, we
transferred to acivilian helicopter and flew to asmall airport outside

of Bdtimore. From there we took aprivate arliner belonging to an old
friend of mine and crossed the Atlantic to an abandoned airstrip deep in
the desert east of Atar, Mauritania. Antonov and his people were

waiting when we arrived.”

"| thought . . . rather it was reported,” Jesse Simmons said

hesitatingly, "that Antonov wasin Parislast week."

"Georgl stopped over in Parisfor abrief conference with President



L Estrange before continuing to Atar.” He turned and looked at Fawcett.

"By theway, Dan, that was a brilliant masquerade.”

"We camewithin ahair of getting caught.”

"For thetime being, I'll deny the rumors of a double astoo absurd to

comment on. Everything will be explained to the press, but not before

I'm ready."

Sam Emmett placed his elbows on the table and leaned toward the

President. "Were you informed, S, that the Eagle was sunk and its

crew drowned?"

The Presdent stared quizzically for afew moments. Then hiseyes

sharpened and he shook hishead. "No, | wasn't aware of it.

I'd appreciate afull report, Sam, as soon as possible.”

Emmett nodded. "1t will be on your desk when we adjourn.”

Oates struggled to keep hisemotionsin rein. That ahigh-level meeting

of such enormous consequences to world foreign policy had taken place

behind the back of the State Department was unthinkable. 1t waswithout

precedent in anyone's memory.

"i think weld dl be interested in knowing what you and Georgi Antonov



discussed,” he said diffly.

"A very productive give-and-take," answered the President. "Themost
pressing item on the agenda was disarmament. Antonov and | hammered out
an agreement to halt dl missile production and start up adismantling
program. We arrived a acomplicated formulathat in smple terms means
they break down anuclear missile and we match them on a one-for-one

basis with on-site inspection teams overseeing the operation.”

"France and England will never buy such aproposal,” said Oates.

"Ther nuclear arsenas are independent from ours."

"Wewill begin with the long-range warheads and work down," the

Presdent said, undaunted. "Europewill eventudly follow."

Generd Clayton Metcaf shook hishead. "Onthefaceof it, i'd haveto

say the proposa soundsincredibly naive.”

"It'sabeginning,” said the Presdent adamantly. "I believe Antonov is
sncerein hisoffer, and | intend to show good faith by pursuing the

dismantling program.”

"I'll reservejudgment until 1've had a chance to study the formula,”

sad Smmons.



"Fair enough.”

"What elsedid you discuss?' asked Fawcett.

"A trade agreement,” answered the President. "Briefly explained, if we
dlow the Russansto transport their agricultura purchasesin ther

own merchant ships, Antonov promised to pay our farmerstop world prices
and, most important, not to buy from any other nation unlesswefail to
provide the goods as ordered. In other words, American farmers are now

the exclusive suppliers of Soviet imported farm products.”

"Antonov bought your package?' Oates asked increduloudy. "I can't
believe the old bear capable of giving away an exclusive licenseto any

naion."

"l have hisassurancein writing.”

"It sounds great,” said Martin Brogan. "But I'd like someoneto explain

how Russia can afford to make wholesae agricultural purchases.

Their East bloc satellites have defaulted on massve loans to the West.
The Soviet economy isin disastrous shape. They can't even pay their
armed forces and government workersin anything but scrip good only for
food and clothing. What are they going to use for money? our farmers

aren't about to go in hock for Communists. They need immediate payment



to clear their own yearly debts."

"Thereisaway out,” the Presdent said.

"Y our East bloc bailout theory?' said Fawcett, anticipating him.

The President nodded. "Antonov agreed in principle to accept my

economic assistance plan.”

"if you'll excuse me, Mr. President,” said Oates, his hands clutched to
keep them from vigibly trembling, "your plan solves nothing. What
you're proposing isthat we give billions of dollarsin financid aid to

the Communist nations so they can turn around and buy from our own
farming community. | see that as a'rob Peter to pay Paul’ sucker game,

with our taxpayers footing the bill."

"I'mwith Doug,” said Brogan. "What'sinit for us?'

The President looked around the table, hisface set in determination. |
made up my mind that thisis the only way to show the world once and for
al that, in spite of her monstrous military machine, Russas system of
government isafailure not to be envied or copied. if wedo this

thing, no country in the world can ever again accuse us of imperiaist
aggression, and no Soviet propaganda or disnformation campaigns against

uswill betaken serioudy. Think of it, the United States hel ped its



enemies back on their feet after World War Two. And now we can do the
samefor aDation that has made a crusade out of condemning our
democratic principles. | devoutly believe no greater opportunity will

be lain on our doorstep to set humanity on astraight course into the

future

"Frankly speaking, Mr. President,” said Generd Metcdf inastern
voice, "your grand design will change nothing. As soon astheir economy
has recovered, the Kremlin leaderswill return to their old belligerent
ways. They're not about to give up the military expansion and political

drategies of seventy yearsout of gratitude for American generosity.”

"Thegenerd isright,” Brogan said. "Our latest satellite survelllance
photos show that even aswe St herethe Russansareingaling a
gring of their latest SS-Thirty multiple-warhead misslesaong the
northeast coast of Siberia, and each warhead istargeted at acity in

theU.S"

"They will be dismantled," the Presdent said, histone set in concrete.
"Aslong aswe are awvare of their existence, Antonov cannot sidestep his

commitment.”

Oates was mad and he didn't care who knew it. "All thistalk isawaste
of time" He aimost spat the words at the President. "None of your
giveaway schemes can be put into motion without congressional approval.

Andthat, gr, isn't damned likely."



"The Secretary isquite correct,” said Fawcett. "Congress till hasto
appropriate the money, and considering their present mood against Soviet
troop incursons aong the Iranian and Turkish borders, passage of your

programswill most certainly die and be buried in committee.”

The men around the table felt uneasy, dl of them redlizing that the
Presdent's administration would never function from a granite base of
cohesion again. Differences would arise that had been held in check
before. From now on, reverence for teamwork was gone and the line
holding persond likes and didikes broken. Respect for the President
and his office had mdted away. They understood only aman like
themsdlves, with more faults than they cared to acknowledge. The
redlization lain a cloud upon the room and they looked to seeif the

President recognized it too.

He sat there, astrange expression of wickedness spreading across his

face, hislipsdrawn back in cold anticipation of atriumph yet to come.

"l do not need Congress," he said crypticaly. "They will havenovoice

inmy policies”

During the short walk from the Cabinet Room to the South Portico,
Douglas Oates made up hismind to submit hisresignation as Secretary of

State. The Presdent'srude act of freezing him out of the negotiations



with Antonov was an insult he refused to forgive. Therewas no turning
back as the decision was reached and cemented. He smelled catastrophe

inthe air, and he wanted no part of it.

He was standing on the steps awaiting his officia car when Brogan and

Emmett approached.

"Can we have aword with you, Doug?' Emmett asked.

"I'm not in amood for conversation,” Oates grumbled.

"Thisiscritica," Brogan said. "Please hear usout.”

His car was not yet in sght on the drive, so Oates shrugged weerily.

"I'mligening.”

Brogan looked around him and then said softly, "Sam and | think the

President isbeing manipulated.”

Oates shot him asarcastic stare. "Manipulated, hell. Hesfalen off

histrack, and | for one refuse to be a party to his madness.

Thereés moreto the snking of the Eagle than he let on, and he never
did explain the whereabouts of Margolin, Larimer and Moran. I'm sorry,
gentlemen; you two can be thefirst to know. Assoon as | get back to

the State Department, I'm clearing out my desk and calling apress



conference to announce my resignation.

Then I'm taking the next plane out of Washington.”

"We suspected what was on your mind,” Emmett said. "That'swhy we

wanted to catch you before you went off the deep end.”

"What exactly areyou trying to tell me?*

Emmett looked at Brogan for help and then shrugged. "Theideais

difficult to put across, but Martin and | believe the President is under

somesort of . .. wdl . .. mind control."

Oates wasn't sure he heard right. But logic told him the directors of

the CIA and FBI were not men to make light of a serious alegation.

"Controlled by whom?"

"Wethink the Russans,” answered Brogan. "But we haven't accumulated

al theevidenceyet."

"Weredize this soundslike sciencefiction,” Emmett explained, "but

it appearsvery red.”

"My God, wasthe President under thisinfluence as you suggest, when he



flew to Mauritaniafor histakswith Antonov?"

Brogan and Emmett exchanged knowing looks. Then Brogan said, "There
isn't aplanein flight anywhere in the world the Agency doesn't know
about. I'll stake my job that our datawin show no trace of an aircraft

flying on a course from Maryland to Mauritaniaand return.”

Oates's eyes winened. "The meeting with Antonov Emmett shook his heed

dowly. "It never happened.”

"Then everything-the disarmament, the agriculturd trade agreements-was

alie"" sad Oates, hisvoice cracking dightly.

"A fact which is heightened by hisvague denid of the Eagle murders;”

anded Brogan.

"Why did he conceive such acrazy nightmare?' Oates asked dazedly.

"It redlly doesn't matter why he came up with it,” said Emmett.

"The programs probably were not even hisidea. What mattersishow his

behavior isguided. Who is mativating histhought patterns, and from

where?'

"Canwefind out?'



"Yes" sad Emmett. "That's why we wanted to catch you before you cut

bait."

"What can | do?'

"Stay," Brogan replied. "The President isnot fit for office.

With Margolin, Moran and Larimer still missng, you'remain the next man

inline"

"The President must be held in check until we can finish our

investigation," said Emmett. "With you at the hem, we keep a measure

of contral in the event he must be removed from office."

Oates straightened and took a deep breath. "Lord, thisisbeginning to

sound like a conspiracy to assassinate the President.”

"Intheend,” Brogan said grimly, it may well cometo that.”

LUGOVOY TUIRNED FROM HISNOTFsand stared at his staff neurologist, who

st at the console monitoring the telemetric Sgnals.

"Condition”?"

"Subject has entered arelaxed state. Brain rhythmsindicate normd



deep patterns.” The neurologist looked up and smiled. "He doesn't

know it, but he's snoring.”

'l imagine hiswife knowsit."

"My guessis she degpsin another bedroom. They haven't had sex since

hereturned.”

"Body functions?'

"All reading normd.”

Lugovoy yawned and read thetime. "Twelve minutes after oneA.M."

"Y ou should get some deep, Doctor. The President'sinternal clock

wakes him between six and six-fifteen every morning.”

"Thisisnot an easy project,” Lugovoy groused. "The President requires
two hours lessdeep than | do. | detest early risers.” He paused and

scanned the polysomnography screen that monitored the President's

physiologica parameters accompanying his deep.

"It gppears hesdreaming.”

"Beinteresting to see what the President of the United States dreams

about."



"WElIl get arough ideaas soon as hisbrain cdl activity goesfrom

coordinated thought patterns to digointed abstractions.”

"Areyou into dream interpretations, Doctor?"

"| leavethat to the Freudians," Lugovoy replied. "1 am one of the few
who believe dreams are meaningless. It's merely a Stuation where the
brain, freed from the discipline of daytime thinking, goes on holinay.
Like acity dog who livesin an gpartment and isunleashed in the
country, running in no particular direction, enjoying the new and

different amd|s”

"There are many who would disagree.”

"Dreams are not my speciaty, so | cannot argue from apurely scientific
base. However, | put it to you that if they do have amessage, why are

most of the senses usudly missng?!

"Y ou'rereferring to the absence of smell and taste?'

Lugovoy nodded. " Sounds are also seldom recorded. The samewith touch
and pain. Dreamsare primarily visua sensations. So my own opinion,
backed up by little personal research, isthat a dream about a one-eyed

goat who spitsfireissmply that: adream about a one-eyed goat who



Sitsfire”

"Dream theory isthe cornerstone of al psychoandytic behavior.

With your esteemed reputation, you'd shatter quite afew established

iconswith your goat opinion. Think how many of our psychiatrist

comrades would be out of ajob if it became known that dreams are

meaningless”

"Uncontrolled dreams are quickly forgotten,” Lugovoy continued.

"But the demands and instructions we transmit to the President's brain

cdlswhile heisadegp will not be received asdreams. They are

injected thoughts that can be recalled and acted upon by outside

simuli.”

"When should | begin programming hisimplant unit?"

" Transmit the ingtructions shortly before he wakes up, and repeat them

when he dtsdown at hisdesk." Lugovoy yawned again.

"I'm going to bed. Ring my room if thereisasudden change.”

The neurologist nodded. "Rest well.”

Lugovoy stared briefly at the monitoring system before he left the room.



"l wonder what hismind isenvisoning?'

The neurologist waved casudly at the data printer. "It should be

there"

"No matter," said Lugovoy. "It canwait till morning.” Then heturned

and walked to hisroom.

His curiogity needled, the neurologist picked up the top printout sheet
containing the President'sinterpreted brainwaves and glanced at the

wording.

"Green hillsof summer," he muttered to himself asheread. "A aty

between two rivers with nwny Byzantine-style churches topped by hundreds
of cupolas. Onecalled St. Sophia. A river bargefilled with sugar

beets. The Catacombs of St. Anthony. If | didn't know better, 1'd say

he was dreaming about the city of Kiev."

He stood beside a pathway on ahill overlooking awineriver, gazing at
the ship traffic and holding an artist's brush. On the treecovered

dope below him he could see alarge stone pedestal beneath afigure
draped in robes and holding atall cross asthough it were agtaff. An

easel with acanvas sood dightly off to hisright.

The painting was nearly finished. The landscape before his eyeswas



perfectly mirrored in the exacting brush strokes, down to the stippled
leavesin thetrees. The only difference, if onelooked close enough,

was the sone monument.

Instead of along flowing heard of some forgotten saint, the head was an

exact likeness of Soviet President Georgi Antonov.

Suddenly the scene changed. Now hefound himsalf being dragged out of a
smal cottage by four men. The cottage walls were carved with Gothic

designsand it was painted agarish blue.

The faces of hisabductors wereindigtinct, yet he could smell their
unwashed sweet. They were pulling him toward acar. He experienced no

fear but rather blind rage and lashed out with hisfest.

His assailants began beating him, but the pain felt distant asthough

the agony belonged to someone else.

in the doorway of the cottage he could see the figure of ayoung woman.
Her blond hair wasraised in aknot atop her head and she wore afull
blouse and a peasant skirt. Her arms were upraised and she seemed to be

pleading, but he could not make out the words.

Then he was thrown on the rear floor of the car and the door dammed

shut.



THE PURSER looked AT the two tourists weaving up the boarding ramp in
frank amusement. They were an outlandish pair. The female was dressed

in aloose-fitting, ankle-length sundress, and to the Russian purser's

cregtive eye, she could have passed for arainbowed sack of Ukrainian
potatoes. He couldn't quite make out her face becauseit was partidly
obscured by awine-brimmed straw hat, tied around the chin by asilk

scarf, but heimagined if it was reveded it would break hiswatch

crysd.

The man who appeared to be her husband was drunk. He regled onto the

deck smelling of cheap bourbon, and laughed constantly.

Dressed in aloud flowered shirt and white duck pants, he leered at his

ugly wife and whispered gibberish in her ear. He noticed the purser and

rased hisarmin acomica saute,

"Hi-ho, Captain," he said with adack grin.

"l am not the captain. My nameis Peter Kolodno. | am the purser. How

can| help you?"

"I'm Charlie Gruber and thisismy wife, Zelda. We bought tickets here

in San Savador."

He handed a packet to the purser, who studied them carefully for afew



moments.

"We come aboard the Leonin Andreyev,” said the purser officidly.

"| regret that we do not have our usuad hospitality festivitiesto greet

new passengers, but you'vejoined usrather latein the cruise.”

"We were sailing on awindjammer when the dumb helmsman ran usonto a

reef,” the man caled Gruber babbled. "My littlewoman and | near

drowned. Couldn't see going back hometo Sioux Falsearly. So were

finishing our vacation on your boat.

Besides, my wifeturnson to Greeks."

"ThisisaRussan ship," the purser explained patiently.

"No kidding?'

"Yes, gr, the Leonin Andreyev's home port is Sevastopol.”

"You don't say. Whereisthat?"

"TheBlack Sea," the purser said, maintaining an air of politeness.

"Sounds polluted.”



The purser was at aloss asto how Americaever became a superpower with
citizens such asthese. He checked his passenger list and then nodded.

"Y our cabin is number thirty-four, on the Gorki deck.

I'll have a steward show you the way."

"You'redl right, pd," Gruber said, shaking his hand.

Asthe steward led the Grubersto their cabin, the purser looked down at

hispam. Charlie Gruber had tipped him atwenty-five cent piece.

As soon asthe steward deposited their luggage and closed the door,
Giordino threw off hiswig and rubbed the lip gloss from his mouth.

"God, ZedaGruber! How am | ever going to live this one down?

" till say you should have taped a couple of grapefruit to your

chedt," Aitt sad, laughing.

-"| prefer theflat look. That way | don't stand out.”

"Probably agood thing. There's not enough room in herefor the four of

us.

Giordino waved his arms around the smal confines of the windowless

cabin. "Tak about adiscount excursion. 1've beenin bigger phone



booths. Fed the vibration? We must be next to the engine.”

"I requested the cheap accommodations so we could be on alower deck,"”

Pitt explained. "We're less visible down here, and closer to the

working areas of the ship.”

"Y ou think Loren might be locked up somewhere below?!

"I she saw something or someone she wasn't supposed to, the Russians

wouldn't keep her where she might contact other passengers.”

"On the other hand, this could be afdse darm.”

"Well soon know," Pitt said.

"How shal wework it?" Giordino asked.

"I'll wander the crew's quarters. Y ou check the passenger list inthe

purser's office for Loren's cabin. Then seeif shesinit.”

Giordino grinned impishly. "What shall | wear?'

"Go asyoursdf. Zeldawell keepin reserve”

A minute after eight P.m. the Leonin Andreyev eased away from the dock.

The engines beat softly asthe bow came around. The sandy arms of San



Salvador's harbor din past as the ship entered the seaand sailed into

afiery sunst.

Thelights flashed on and sparkled across the water like fireworks as
the ship came dive with laughter and the music of two different
orchestras. Passengers changed from shorts and dacksto suits and
gowns, and lingered in the main dining room or perched in one of the

severa cocktail lounges.

Al Giordino, dressed in aformal tux, strutted along the corridor
outside the penthouse suites as though he owned them. Stopping a a

door, he looked around. A steward was approaching behind him with a

tray.

Giordino stepped across to an opposite door marked MASSAGE Room and

knocked.

"The masseuse goes off duty at six o'clock, sir,” said the seward.

Giordino smiled. "I thought 1'd make an gppointment for tomorrow."

"I'll be glad to take care of that for you, sir. What time would be

convenient?"

"How about noon?"



"I'll seetoit,” said the steward, his arm beginning to sag under the

weight of thetray. "Y our name and cabin?"

"O'Cdlao,han, cabin twenty-two, the Tolstoy deck,” Giordino said.

"Thank you. | appreciateit.”

Then heturned and walked back to the passenger lift. He pushed the

"down" button so it would ring and then glanced aong the corridor.

The steward balanced the tray and knocked lightly on a door two suites
beyond Loren's. Giordino couldn't see who responded, but he heard a

woman'svoiceinvitethe seward insde.

Without wasting a second, Giordino rushed to Loren's suite, crudely
forced in the door with awell-aimed kick near the lock and entered. The

roomswere dark and he switched on the lights.

Everything was pin neat and luxurious with no hint of an occupant.

Hedidn't find Loren's clothes in the closet. He didn't find any

luggage or evidence that she had ever been there. He combed every
square foot carefully and dowly, room by room. He peered under the
furniture and behind the drapes. He ran his hands over the carpets and

under chair cushions. He even checked the bathtub and shower for pubic



hars.

Nothing.

But not quite nothing. A woman's presence lingersin aroom after she
leavesit. Girodino sniffed theair. A very dight whiff of perfume

caught his nogtrils. He couldn't have distinguished Chanel No. 5 from
bath cologne, but this aroma had the delicate fragrance of aflower. He

tried to identify it, yet it hung just beyond his reach.

He rubbed soap on the wooden splinter that broke off when hekicked in
the door and pressed it into place. A poor gluejob, he thought, but
enough to hold for afew openingsin case the suite was checked again by

the crew before the ship docked back in Miami.

Then he snapped the lock, turned off the light and |eft.

Pitt suffered hunger pangs as he dropped down atunnel lander toward the
engine room. He hadn't eaten since Washington, and the growlsfrom his
stomach seemed to echo inside the narrow stedl access tube. He wished
he was seated in the dining room putting away the delicaciesfrom the
gourmet menu. Suddenly he brushed away all thought of food as he

detected voices rising from the compartment below.

He crouched againgt the lander and gazed past hisfeet. A man's



shoulder showed no more than four feet below him. Then thetop of a
head with stringy, unkempt blond hair moved into view. The crewman said
afew wordsin Russian to someone else. Therewasamuffled reply
followed by the sound of footsteps on ametd grating. After three
minutes, the head moved away and Fitt heard the thin clap of alocker

door closing. Then footsteps again and silence.

Pitt svung around the lander, inserted his feet and cavesthrough a

rung and hung upside down, his eyes peering under the lip of the tunnel.

Hefound himsdlf with an inverted view of the engine room crew'slocker
room. It was temporarily vacant. Quickly he climbed down and went
through the lockers until he found apair of greasestained coverdls

that were areasonablefit. He aso took a cap that was two sizestoo
large and pulled it over hisforehead. Now he was ready to wander the

working aress.

His next problem was that he only knew about twenty words of Russan,

and most of them had to do with ordering dinner in arestaurant.

Nearly ahaf-hour passed before Pitt meandered into the main crew's
quartersin the bow section of the ship. Occasionally he passed a cook
from one of the kitchens, a porter pushing a cart loaded with liquor for
the cocktall bars, or acabin main coming off duty. Nonegavehima
second look except an officer who threw adistasteful glance at his

grimy étire.



By afortunate accinent, he ssumbled on the crew's laundry room.

A round-face girl looked up at him across a counter and asked him

somethingin Russan.

He shrugged and replied, "Nyet.”

Bundles of washed uniformslay neeatly stacked on along table.

It occurred to him that the laundry-room girl had asked him which bundle
was his. He studied them for afew moments and finally pointed to one
containing three neetly folded white coverdlslikethe dirty pair he

wore. By changing into clean ones he could have the run of the entire
ship, pretending to be a crewman from the engine room on amaintenance

assgnment.

The girl lain the bundle on the counter and asked him another question.

His mind raced to dredge up something from hislimited Russan

vocabulary. Findly hemumbled, "Yestil uvassosski.”

Thegirl gave him an odd look indeed but handed him the bundle, making

him signfor it, which hedidin anillegible scrawl.



Pitt was relieved to see that her eyes reflected curiosity rather than

suspicion.

It was only after he found an empty cabin and switched coverdlsthat it

dawned on him that held asked the laundry girl for frankfurters.

After pausing a abulletin board to remove a diagram showing the
compartments on the decks of the Leonin Andreyev, he camly spent the
next five hours browsing around the lower hull of the ship. Detecting

no clueto Loren's presence, he returned to his cabin and found Giordino

had thoughtfully ordered him amed.

"Anything?" Giordino asked, pouring two glasses from a bottle of

Russian champagne.

"Not atrace," said Pitt wearily. "We cdebrating?"

"Allow mealittle dassin thisdungeon.”

"Y ou search her suite?"

Giordino nodded. "What kind of perfume does L oren wear?"'

Pitt stared at the bubblesrising from the glass for amoment. "A

French name; | can't recdl it. Why do you ask?"



"Have an aromalike aflower?"

"Lilac. . . no, honeysuckle. Y es, honeysuckle."

"Her suite was wiped clean. The Russans madeit look like shed never

been there, but | could ill smell her scent.”

Pitt drained the champagne glass and poured another without speaking.

"We have to face the possibility they killed her,” Giordino said

matter-of-factly.

"Then why hide her clothesand luggage? They can't daim shefdl

overboard with dl her belongings.”

"The crew could have stored them below and are waiting for an opportune

moment, like rough wesather, to announce the tragic news.

Sorry, Dirk," Giordino anded, no gpology in hisvoice,

"Weve got to look at every angle, good or bad."

"Lorenisaive and onboard this ship somewhere," Fitt said steedfastly.

"And maybe Moran and Larimer too."



"You'retaking alot for granted.”

"Lorenisasmart girl. Shedidn't ask Saly Lindemann to locate

Speaker of the House Moran unless she had adamn good reason.

Sdly clamsMoran and Senator Larimer have both mysteriously dropped

fromgght. Now Loren ismissing too. What impression do you get?'

"Y ou make agood saes pitch, but what's behind it?"

Aitt shrugged negatively. "I flatly don't know. Only acrazy ideathis

might somehow mix with Bougainville Maritime and the loss of the Eagle.”

Giordinowasslent, thinking it over. "Yes" hesaid dowly, "acrazy

idea, but onethat makesalot of circumstantia sense. Where do you

want meto sart?"

"Put on your Zelda getup and walk past every cabin on the ship.

If Loren or the others are held prisoner inside, there will bea

security guard posted outside the door.”

"And that'sthe giveaway," said Giordino. "Wherewill you be?'

Pitt lain out the diagram of the ship on hisbunk. "Some of the crew

are quartered in the stern. I'll scroungethere” He folded up the



diagram and shoved it in the pocket of the coverdls. "Wed best get

started. Thereisn't muchtime"

"At least we have until the day after tomorrow, when the Leonin Andreyev

docksin Jamaica"

"No such luxury,” sad Fitt. "Study anautica chart of the Caribbean

and you'll seethat about this time tomorrow afternoon well be cruising

within sight of the Cuban coast.”

Giordino nodded in understanding. "A golden opportunity to transfer

Loren and others off the ship where they can't be touched.”

"The nasty part isthey may not stay on Cuban soil any longer than it

takes to put them on a plane for Moscow."

Giordino considered that for amoment and then went over to his

suitcase, removed the mangy wig and dipped it over his curly heed.

Then he peered in amirror and made a hideous face.

'Velil, Zelda," he said sourly, "let's go walk the decks and see who we

can pick up."

THE Presdent WENT ON NATIONAL TELEVISION that same evening to revedl



his meeting and accord with President Antonov of the Soviet Union. In
his twenty-three-minute andress, he briefly outlined his programsto aid
the Communist countries. He also stated his intention to abolish the
barriers and restrictions on purchases of American high technology by
the Russans. Never once was Congress mentioned. He spoke of the
Eastern bloc trade agreements as though they were aready budgeted and

<t in motion.

He closed by promising that his next task would be to throw his energies

behind awar to reduce the nationd crimerate.

The ensuing uproar in government circles swept al other news beforeit.
Curtis Mayo and other network commentators broadcast scathing attacks on
the President for overstepping the limits of his authority. Specters of

animperid Presdency wereraised.

Congressiond |leaderswho had remained in Washington during the recess
launched atelephone campaign encouraging their fellow lavmakerswho
were vacationing or campaigning in their home statesto return to the

capital to meet in emergency session.

House and Senate members, acting without the counse of their mgjority

leaders, Moran and Larimer, who could not be reached, solinly closed

ranks againgt the President in a bipartisan flood.

Dan Fawcett burst into the Ova Office the next morning, anguish written



on hisface. "Good God, Mr. Presdent, you can't do this!" The

President looked up camly. "Y ourereferring to my tak last night?"

"Yes, gr, | am," Fawcett said emotionally. ™Y ou as good as went on

record as saying you were proceeding with your aid programs without

congressiond approvd.”

'Isthat what it sounded like?"

L itdid”

"Good," said the President, thumping his hand on the desk.

"Because that's exactly what | intend to do.”

Fawcett was astonished. "Not under the Condtitution. Executive

privilege does not extend that far-"

"God damn it, don't try and tell me how to run the Presidency, the

President shouted, suddenly furious.

"I'm through begging and compromising with those conceited hypocriteson
the Hill. The only way I'm going to get anything done, by God, isto

put on the gloves and start swinging.”



"Y ou're setting out on a dangerous course. They'll band together to

freeze out every issue you put before them.”

"No, they won't " the President shouted, rising to hisfeet and coming

around the desk to face Fawcett. "Congresswill not have achanceto

upset my plans.”

Fawcett could only look at him in shock and horror. ™Y ou can't stop
them. They're gathering now, flying in from every sateto hold an

emergency sesson to block you."

"if they think that," the President said in amorbin voice Fawcett

scarcely recognized, "they'rein for abig surprise.”

The early-morning traffic was soreading thin when three military convoys
flowed into the city from different directions. One Army Specid
Counterterrorist Detachment from Fort Belvoir moved north aong

Anacostia Freaway while another from Fort M eade came down the Baltimore
and Washington Parkway to the south. At the same moment, a Critical
Operation Force attached to the Marine Corps base at Quantico advanced

over the Rochambeau bridge from the west.

Asthelong lines of five-ton personnel carriers converged on the
Federa Center, aflight of tilt-rotored assault transports settled onto
the grass of the mal in front of the Capital reflecting pool and

disgorged their cargo of crack Marinefield troops from Camp Leeune,



North Carolina. The two-thousand-man task force was made up of United

Emergency Response teams that were on twenty-four-hour alert.

Asthey deployed around the federd buildings, they quickly cleared
everyone out of the Capitol chambers, the House and Senate offices. Then

they took up their positions and sedled off dl entrances.

At first the bewildered lawmakers and their aides thought it was a
building evacuation due to aterrorist bomb threat. The only other
explanation was an unannounced military exercise. When they learned the
entire seat of American government was shut down by order of the
President, they stood shocked and outraged, conferring in heated
indignation in small groups on the grounds east of the Capitol building.
Lyndon Johnson had once threatened to lock out Congress, but no one

could believe it was actualy happening.

Arguments and demands went unheard by the purposeful-looking men dressed
in field camouflage and holding M-20 automatic rifles and riot guns. One
senator, nationally recognized for hislibera stands, tried to break

through the cordon and was dragged back to the street by two grim-faced

Marines.

Thetroops did not surround or close the executive departments or
independent agencies. For most of the federd officesit was busness

asusud. The streets were kept open and traffic directed in an



efficient manner loca citizensfound downright enjoyable.

The press and television media poured onto the Capitol grounds.

The grasswas nearly buried under ablanket of cables and electronic
equipment. Interviews before cameras became so hectic and crowded that
senators and congressmen had to stand in line to voice their objections

to the President's unprecedented action.

Surprisingly, reaction from most Americans across the country was one of

amusement rather than distaste. They sat in front of their televison

screens and viewed the event asif it were acircus.

The consensus was that the President was throwing atemporary scare into

Congress and would order the troops removed in aday or two.

At the State Department, Oates huddled with Emmett, Brogan and Mercier.

The atmosphere was heavy with a sense of indecision and suspense.

"The President'sadamned foal if he thinks he's more important than the

condtitutional government,” said Oates.

Emmett sared steadily at Mercier. "'l can't see why you didn't suspect

what was going on.”

"He shut me out completdly,” said Mercier, hisexpression sheepish. "He



never offered the dightest clue of what was on hismind.”

"Surdly Jesse Simmons and General Metcalf weren't aparty toit,” Oates

wondered aoud.

Brogan shook his head. "My Pentagon sources say Jesse Smmonsflatly

refused.”

"Why didn't hewarn us?' asked Emmett.

"After Smmonstold the Presdent in no uncertain terms that he was off

base, theroof fell in. A military security guard detail escorted him

home, where he was placed under house arrest.”

"Jesus," muttered Oatesin exasperation. "It getsworse by the minute.”

"What about Generdl Metcaf?' asked Mercier.

"I'm sure he voiced his objections,” Brogan answered. "But Clayton

Metcalf isa spit-and-polish soldier who's duty-bound to carry out the

orders of hiscommander in chief. He and the President are old, close

friends. Metcaf undoubtedly feds hisloyalty isto the man who

appointed him to be Chief of Staff, and not Congress.”

Oatessfingers swept an imaginary dust speck off the desktop.



"The President disappearsfor ten days and after hisreturn fals off

the deep end.”

"Huckleberry Finn," Brogan said dowly.

"Judging from the President's behaviora patterns over the past
twenty-four hours," Mercier said thoughtfully, "the evidence looks

pretty conclusive.”

"Has Dr. Lugovoy surfaced yet?' Oates asked.

Emmett shook his head. "Hesdill missng.”

"Weve obtained reports from our people insgde Russia on the doctor,"
Brogan elucinated. "His specidty for thelast fifteen years has been

mind transfer. Soviet intelligence ministries have provided enormous
funding for the research. Hundreds of Jews and other dissidentswho
vanished ingde KGB-operated menta ingtitutions were hisguineapigs.
And he clamsto have made a breakthrough in thought interpretation and

control."

"Do we have such aproject in progress?' Oatesinquired.

Brogan nodded. "Oursis code-named 'Fathom,” which isworking along the

samelines



Oates hald hishead in his hands for amoment, then turned to Emmett.

"You il haven't alead on Vince Margolin, Larimer and Moran?"

Emmett looked embarrassed. "l regret to say their whereaboutsis till

unknown."

"Do you think Lugovoy has performed the mind-transfer experiment on them

too?'

"] don't bdieve 30," Emmett answered. "If | werein the Russans

shoes, I'd keep them in reserve in the event the President doesn't

respond to instructions as programmed.”

"Hismind could dip out of their grasp and react unpredictably,” Brogan

anded. "Fooling around with the brain is not an exact science.

There's no way of telling what hell do next.”

"Congressisnt waiting to find out,” said Mercier. "They're out

hustling for a place to convene so they can start impeachment

proceedings.”

"The President knows that, and heisn't supid,”" Oates responded.



"Every time the House and Senate members gather for asession, helll
send in troopsto bresk it up. With the armed forces behind him, it'sa

no-win Stuation.”

"Condgdering the Presdent isliteraly being told what to do by an
unfriendly foreign power, Metcalf and the other joint Chiefs can't

continue giving him their support,” said Mercier.

"Metcdf refusesto act until we produce absolute proof of mind

control,” Emmett anded. "But | suspect he'sonly waiting for aripe

excuseto throw hislot in with Congress.

Brogan looked concerned. "L et's hope he doesn't make his move too

late"

"So the situation boils down to the four of us devisng away to

neutraize the Presdent,”" Oates mused.

"Have you driven past the White House today?' Mercier asked.

Oates shook hishead. "No. Why?'

"Lookslike an armed camp. The military is crawling over every inch of

the grounds. Word hasiit the President can't be reached by anybody. |

doubt even you, Mr. Secretary, could walk past the front door.”



Brogan thought amoment. "Dan Fawcett is<till ontheingde”

"| talked to him over the phone,” Mercier said. "He presented his

opposition to the President's actions a bit too strongly. | gather he's

now personanon gratain the Ova Office

"We need someone who has the President's trust.”

"Oscar Lucas," Emmett said.

"Good thinking," Oates snapped, looking up. "As head of the Secret

Service, he'sgot therun of the place.”

"Someone will haveto brief Dan and Oscar faceto face," Emmett advised.

"Il handleit," Brogan volunteered.

'You have aplan?' asked Oates.

,» Not off the top of my head, but my people will come up with

something.”

"Better be good,” said Emmett serioudy, "if wereto avoid theworst

fear of our Founding Fathers."



‘And what was that?' asked Oates.

"Theunthinkable," replied Emmett. "A dictator in the White House."

LOREN WAS SWEATING. She had never sweated so much in her life.

Her evening gown was damp and plastered against her body like a second
skin. Thelittlewindowless cdll fdlt like asaunaand it was an effort

just to breathe. A toilet and abunk were her only creature comforts,

and adim bulb attached to the calling in asmal cage glowed

continuoudy. The ventilators, she was certain, were turned off to

increase her discomfort.

When she was brought to the ship's brig, she had seen no sign of the man
she thought might be Alan Moran. No food or water had been given to her
since the crew locked her up, and hunger pangs were gnawing at her
stomach. No one had even visited her, and she began to wonder if

Captain Pokofsky meant to keep her in solitary confinement until she

wasted away.

At last she decided to abandon her attempt at vanity and removed her

clinging dress. She began to do stretching exercisesto passthetime.

Suddenly she heard the muted sound of footsteps outsidein the
passageway. Muffled voices spoke in abrief conversation, and then the

door was unlatched and siwung open.



Loren snatched her dress off the bunk and held it in front of her,

ghrinking back into a corner of the cell.

A man ducked his head as he passed through the small doorway.

Hewas turned out in acheap business suit that looked to her several

decades out of fashion.

"Congresswoman Smith, please forgive the condition | wasforced to put

youin."

"No, | don't think | will," she said defiantly. "Who areyou?'

"My nameisPaul Suvorov. | represent the Soviet government.”

Contempt flooded into Loren'svoice. "Isthisan example of theway

Communigtstreet visting American VIPs?'

"Not under ordinary circumstances, but you gave us no choice."

"Please explain,” she demanded, glaring a him.

He gave her an uncertain look. "I believe you know."



"Why don't you'refresh my memory."

He paused to light acigarette, cardlesdy tossing the match inthe

toilet. "The other evening when the helicopter arrived, Captain

Pokofsky'sfirgt officer observed you standing very closeto the landing

a.%‘ll

"So were severa other passengers,” Loren snapped icily.

'Y es, but they were too far away to see afamiliar face.”

'And you think | wasn't."

"Why can't you be reasonable, Congressvoman. Surely you can't deny you

recognized your own colleagues.”

'l don't know what you mean.”

,» Congressman Alan Moran and Senator Marcus Larimer," he said, closdy

watching her reaction.

Loren's eyes winened and suddenly she began to shiver in spite of the

difling heat. For the first time since she was made a prisoner,

indignation was replaced by despair.

"Moran and Larimer, they're both here too?"



He nodded. "In the next cdl "

"Thismust be an insanejoke," she said, stunned.

"No joke"

" Suvorov sad, amiling. "They are guests of the KGB, same asyou.

Loren shook her head, unbelieving. Life didn't happen thisway, she

told hersdlf, except in nightmares. Shefdt redlity drifting dowly

from her grasp.

" | have diplomatic immunity,” she said, "1 demand to be released.”

"Y ou carry no influence, not here on board the Leonin Andreyev," said

Suvorov inacold, disnterested voice.

"When my government hears of this-"

" They wont," heinterrupted.

"When the ship leaves Jamaica on its return voyage to Miami, Captain

Pokofsky will announce with deep regret and sympathy that Congresswoman

Loren Smith waslost overboard and presumed drowned.”



A numbing hopelessness seized Loren. "What will happen to Moran and

Laimer?'

"I'm taking them to Russa.”

"But you're going to kill me," she said, more as a statement than a

guestion.

"They represent senior members of your government. Their knowledge will

prove quite useful once they're persuaded to provideit.

You, I'm sorry to say, are not worth therisk."

Loren amost said, As amember of the House Armed Services Committee, |

know as much asthey do, but she recognized thetrap in time and

remained Slent.

Suvorov's eyes narrowed. He reached over and tore the dressfromiin

front of her and casualy tossed it outside the doorway.

"Very nice" hesaid. "Perhapsif wewereto negotiate, | might find a

reason to take you with me to Moscow."

"The most pathetic trick in theworld,” Loren spat contemptuoudly.



"Y ou're not even origind.”

Hetook a step forward, his hand lashing out and dapping her on the
face. She staggered back against the steel bulkhead and sagged to her

knees staring up a him, her eyes blazing with fear and loathing.

He grasped her by the hair and tilted her head back. The conversationd
politeness disappeared from hisvoice. "1 dwayswondered what it would

beliketo screw ahigh-ranking cepitdist bitch.”

Loren'sanswer wasto swiftly reach out and grab him inthe groin,

queezing with dl her might.

Suvorov gasped in agony and swung hisfigt, connecting with her left
cheekbone just below the eye. Loren fdl sdewaysinto the corner while
Suvorov clutched himsdlf and paced thetiny cubicle like amad animal
until the stabbing ache subsided. Then he brutally picked her up and

threw her onto the bunk.

Heleaned over her and ripped off her underclothes. ™Y ou rotten bitch!™

he snarled. "I'm going to make you wish for aquick death."

Tears of agony coursed from Loren's eyes as she tegtered on the verge of
unconsciousness. Vagudy, through the mist of pain, she could see

Suvorov dowly take off hisbelt and wrap it around his hand, leaving



the buckle free and swinging. Shetried to tense her body for the

coming blow as hisarm lifted upward, but she was too wesk.

Suddenly Suvorov seemed to grow athird arm. It snaked over hisright
shoulder and then locked around his neck. The belt dropped to the deck

and hisbody stiffened.

Shock swept across Suvorov's face, the shock of disbelief, then horror
at thefull redization of what was happening, and the torment as his
windpipe was dowly and mercilessly crushed and his bresthing choked
off. He struggled againgt the relentless pressure, throwing himsalf
around the cdll, but the arm remained. In asudden flash of certainty,

he knew he would never liveto fed the pressure ease. Theterror and
the lack of oxygen contorted hisface and turned it reddish-blue. His
garving lungs struggled for air and hisarmsflailed in frantic

madness.

Lorentried to raise her hands over her face to shut out the horrible
sight, but they refused to respond. She could only st frozen and watch
in morbid fascination asthe life seeped out of Suvorov; watch his
violent thrashings subside until finaly the eyes bulged from their

sockets and he went limp. He hung there several seconds, supported by
the ghostly arm until it pulled away from his neck and hefell onthe

deck in aheap.

Another figure loomed in Suvorov's place, sanding insdethe cdl's



doorway, and Loren found hersdf staring into afriendly face with deep

green eyes and afaint crooked grin.

"Just between you and me," said Fitt, "I've never believed that rot

about getting thereis hdf the fun.”

NOON, A BRILLIANT AZuiRE SKY with small cottonball clouds nudged by a
gentle westerly breeze, found the Leonin Andreyev passing within

eighteen miles of Cabo Maig, the easternmost tip of Cuba.

Many of the passengers sunbathing around the swimming pools took no
notice of the palm-lined coastline on the horizon. To them it wasjust
another one of the hundred idandsthey had passed since leaving

Horida

On the bridge, Captain Pokofsky stood with binocularsto his eyes.

He was observing asmdl powerboat that was circling from the land on
his starboard quarter. Shewas old, her bow nearly straight up and
down, and her hull was painted black. The topsides were varnished

mahogany, and the name Pilar was lettered in gold across her transom.

Shelooked an immaculately kept museum piece. On the ensign Staff a
her stern she flew the American stars and stripesin the inverted

position of distress.



Pokofsky walked over to the automated ship's control console and pressed
the"dow speed” switch. Almost immediately he could fed the engines
reduce revolutions. Then, waiting afew minutes until the ship had

dowed to acrawl, he leaned over and pressed the lever for "al stop.”

He was about to walk out on the bridge wing when hisfirst officer came

hurrying up the companionway from the deck below.

"Captain,” hesaid, catching hisbreath. "I'vejust comefrom the brig

area. The prisonersaregone.”

Pokofsky straightened. "Gone? 'Y ou mean escaped?’

"Yes, gr. | wason aroutine ingpection when | found the two security

guards unconscious and locked up in one of the cells. The KGB agent is

dead.”

"Paul Suvorov waskilled?'

Thefirg officer nodded. "From al appearances, he was strangled.”

"Why didn't you cal meimmediately over the ship's phone?’

"| thought it best to tell you in person.”



"You'reright, of course," Pokofsky admitted. "This couldn't have come
at aworsetime. Our Cuban security people are arriving to transport

the prisonersto shore.”

"If you can gd| them, I'm confident a search effort will quickly turn

up the Americans.”

Pokofsky stared through the doorway at the closing boat. "Theyll
wait," he said confidently. "Our captives are too important to leave

onboard."

"Thereisone other thing, Sr," said thefirgt officer. "The Americans

must have recelved help.”

"They didn't break out by themselves?' Pokofsky asked in surprise.

"Not possible. Two old men in aweakened condition and one woman could

never have overpowered two security people and murdered a professional

KGB man."

"Damn!" Pokofsky cursed. Herammed afist into apam in exasperation,

compounded equdly by anxiety and anger. "This complicates matters.”

"Could the CIA have sneaked onboard?"



"I hardly think so. If the United States government remotely suspected
their government leaders were held on the Leonin Andreyev, their Navy

would be converging on us like mad bears.

Seefor yoursdlf; no ships, no arcraft, and the Guantanamo Bay nava

dation isonly forty milesaway.”

"Thenwho?' asked thefirst officer. "Certainly none of our crew.

"It can only be apassenger,” Pokofsky surmised. Hefdl slent,

thinking. Utter stillnessfell onthe bridge. At last helooked up and
began issuing orders. "Collect every available officer and form
five-man search parties. Divine up the ship in sectionsfrom ked to

sun deck. Alert the security guards and enlist the sewards. If
questioned by the passengers, make up abelievable pretext for entering
their cabins. Changing the bed linen, repairing plumbing, ingpecting

fire equipment, any story that fitsthe Situation. Say or do nothing

that will cause suspicion among the passengers or set them to asking
embarrassng questions. Be as subtle as possible and refrain from

violence, but recapture the Smith woman and the two men quickly.”

"What about Suvorov's body?'

Pokofsky didn't hesitate. "Arrange afitting tribute to our comrade

from the KGB," he said sarcadticdlly. "As soon asit's dark, throw him

overboard with the garbage.”



"Yes, gr," thefirg officer acknowledged with asmile and hurried

away.

Pokofsky picked up a bullhorn from abulkhead rack and stepped out on

thebridge wing. The smdl pleasure boat was drifting about fifty yards

away.

"Areyouindistress?' he asked, his voice booming over the water.

A man with asquat body and the skin tone of an old wallet cupped his
hands to his mouth and shouted back. "We have people who are quiteill.
| suspect ptomaine poisoning. May we come aboard and use your medical

fadlities?'

"By al means" Pokofsky replied. "Comeaongsde. I'll drop the

gangway.”

Aitt watched the mini-dramawith interest, seeing through the sham. Two
men and awoman struggled up the metd stairway, clutching their
midriffs and pretending they were in the throes of abdomina agony. He

rated them two starsfor their performance.

After asuitable length of time for pseudodoctoring, he reasoned, Loren,

Moran and Larimer would have taken their placesin the pleasure boat. He



aso knew full well the captain would not resume the cruise until the

ship was scoured and the congressmen apprehended.

Hel€ft the railing and mingled with the other passengers, who soon
returned to their deck chairs and tables around the swimming pools and
cocktail bars. He took the elevator down to his deck. Asthe doors
opened and he stepped out into the passageway, he rubbed shoulders with

asteward who was entering.

Aitt idly noticed the steward was Asan, probably Mongolian if he was

serving on aRussan ship. He brushed past and continued to his cabin.

The steward stared at Pitt curioudy. Then hisexpression turned to
blank astonishment as he watched Pitt walk away. Hewas il sanding

there gawking when the door closed and the elevator rose without him.

Pitt rounded the corner of the passageway and spied a ship's officer

with severd crewmen waiting outside a cabin three down and acrossfrom
his. None of them displayed their usua shipboard convividity. Ther
expressions looked deadly earnest. Hefished in his pocket for the

cabin key while watching out of the corner of oneeye. Inafew

moments, a stewardess came out and said afew wordsin Russian to the
officer and shook her head. Then they moved toward the next cabin and

knocked.

Pitt quickly entered and closed the door. Thetiny enclosure looked



like ascene out of aMarx Brothers movie. Loren was perched on the
upper pullman bunk while Moran and Larimer shared the lower. All three
were ravenoudy attacking atray of hors d'oeuvresthat Giordino had

smuggled from the dining-room buffet table.

Giordino, seated on asmdl chair, half in the bathroom, threw an

offhand wave. "See anything interesting?'

"The Cuban connection arrived,” Pitt answered. "They'redrifting

aongside, standing by to exchange passengers.”

"The bagtards will have along wait," said Giordino.

"Try four minutes. That's how long before well dl be chained and

tossed on a boat bound for Havana."

"They can't hdp but find us," Larimer uttered in ahollow voice.

Pitt had seen many such washed-out men-the waxen skin, the eyesthat

once blazed with authority now empty, the vagrant thoughts.

Despite hisage and long years of sdlf-indulgent living aminthe

political arena, Larimer was gill apowerfully built man.

But the heart and circulation were no longer up to the stressand



dangers of staying divein ahodtile Stuation. Fitt didn't require an

internship to recognize aman who wasin dire need of medical treatment.

"A Russian search party isjust acrossthe hdl,” Pitt explained.

"We can't let them imprison usagain,” Moran shouted, springing to his

feet and looking around wildly. "Wemust run!™

"Y ou wouldn't make the eevator,” snagpped Pitt, grabbing him by thearm
as hewould achild throwing atantrum. He didn't much care for Moran.

The Speaker of the House struck him as an oily weasdl.

"Thereésno placeto hide," said Loren, her voice not quite steady.

Aitt didn't answer her but brushed past Giordino and went into the

bathroom. He pulled back the shower curtain and turned on the hot

water. Lessthan aminute later clouds of steam billowed into the

cramped quarters.

"Okay," Pitt directed, "everybody in the shower."

Nobody moved. They dl stared a him, standing wraithlikein the

migt-filled doorway, as though he was from another earth.

"Move!" hesad sharply. "They'll be here any second.”



Giordino shook his head in bewilderment. "How are you going to get

three peoplein that stal shower? It'shardly big enough for one.”

"Get your wig on. Youregoingintoo."

"Thefour of us?' Loren muttered increduloudy.

"Either that or afreetrip to Moscow. Besides, college kids cram

entire fraternitiesin phone booths dl thetime."

Giordino dipped thewig over his head as Pitt re-entered the bathroom
and turned the water to lukewarm. He placed atrembling Moranina

squatting position between Giordino'slegs.

Larimer pressed his heavy body againgt the far corner of the gtal as

Loren climbed on Giordino'sback. At last they were jammed awkwardly

into the stall, drenched by the flow from the shower head.

Pitt wasin the act of turning on the hot water in the Sink to increase

the steam cloud when he heard a knock on the door.

He hurried over and opened it so there was no suspicious hesitation. The

ship'sfirg officer bowed dightly and smiled.

"Mr. Gruber, isit? Very sorry to bother you, but were Making a



routine ingpection of the fire sprinklers. Do you mind if we enter?”

"Why, sure," Aitt said obligingly. "No problem with me, but my wife's

in the shower."

The officer nodded to the stewardess who eased past Pitt and made a show
of checking the overhead sprinkler heads. Then she pointed to the

bathroom door. "May 1?7*

"Goonin," sad Pitt good-naturedly. "Shewon't mind."

The stewardess opened the door and was enveloped in a cloud of steam.

Pitt went over and leaned in the bathroom. "Hey, luv, our steward lady

wants to check thefire sprinkler. All right with you?'

Asthe cloud began dissipating through the door, the stewardess saw a

huge stringy mop of hair and a pair of heavy browed eyes peeking around

the shower curtain.

"All right by me," came Loren'svoice. "And could you bring usa

couple of extratowelswhen you think of it?'

The stewardess smply nodded and said, "I'll be back with the towels

shortly.”

Pitt casualy munched on a canape' and offered oneto thefirgt officer,



who gave apolite shake of his head.

"Does my heart good to see you people so interested in the safety of the

passengers,” said Fitt.

"Merely doing our duty," said the first officer, looking curioudy at

the half-eaten stack of hors d'oeuvres. "I see you aso enjoy our

shipboard cuisde

"My wifeand | love appetizers” said Ritt. "We'd rather eat these than

amain course."

The stewardess came out of the bathroom and said something to the first

officer. The only word Pitt made out was " nyet.”

"Sorry to havetroubled you," said thefirgt officer courteoudly.

"Any time" replied Fitt.

As soon as the door lock clicked, Pitt rushed to the bathroom.

"Everybody stay just asyou are," he ordered. "Don't move." Thenhe

reclined on abunk and stuffed his mouth with caviar on thin toast.

Two minutes later the door suddenly popped open and the stewardess burst



through like a bulldozer, her eyes darting around the cabin.

"Can| hdpyou?' Att mumbled with afull mouth.

"I brought the towdls" she said.

"Jugt throw them on the bathroom aink," Aitt said indifferently.

She did precisely that and |ft the cabin, throwing Pitt asmile that

was genuine and devoin of any suspicion.

He waited another two minutes, then opened the door a crack and peered
into the passageway. The search crew was entering a cabin near the end
of the passageway. He returned to the bathroom, reached in and turned

off the water.

Whoever coined the phrase They look like drowned rats must have had the

poor souls huddled together in that pocket-sized shower in mind. Ther

fingertips were beginning to shrivel and al their clothing was soaked

through.

Giordino came out first and hurled his sopping wig in the sink.

Loren climbed off hisback and immediately began drying her hair.

Pitt helped Moran to hisfeet and half carried Larimer to abunk.



"A wisemove," said Fitt to Loren, kissing her on the nape of the neck.

"Asking for more towels."

"It struck me asthething to do."

"Arewe safenow?" asked Moran. "Will they be back?'

"Wewon't bein the clear till we're off the ship," said Pitt.

"And we can count on their paying an encore visit. When they come up

dry on this search, they'll redouble their effortsfor asecond.”

"Got any more brilliant escape tricks up your deeve, Houdini?' asked

Giordino

"Yes" Ritt replied, sure asthe devil. "Asamatter of fact, | do."

THE SECOND ENGINEER MOVED ALONG acawak between the massive fud tanks
that towered two decks above him. He was running aroutine maintenance

check for any trace of leakage in the pipesthat transferred the oil to

the bailersthat provided steam for the Leonin Andreyev's

27,000-horsepower turbines.

Hewhigtled to himsdf, his only accompaniment coming from the hum of



the turbo-generators beyond the forward bulkhead.

Every s0 often he wiped arag around a pipefitting or vave, nodding in

satisfaction when it came away clean.

Suddenly he stopped and cocked an ear. The sound of metd striking
againgt metal came from anarrow walkway leading off to hisright.

Curious, hewaked dowly, quietly aong the dimly lit access.

At the end, where the walkway turned and passed between the fudl tanks

and the inner plates of the hull, he paused and peered into the gloom.

A figurein asteward's uniform gppeared to be attaching something to
the sde of thefud tank. The second engineer approached, stepping

softly, until hewas only ten feet away.

"What are you doing here?' he demanded.

The steward dowly turned and straightened. The engineer could see he
was Oriental. The white uniform was soiled with grime, and a seaman's
duffel bag lay open behind him on thewakway. The steward flashed a

wine smile and made no effort to reply.

The engineer moved afew steps closer. ™Y ou're not supposed to be here.

Thisareaisoff limitsto the passenger service crew."



Still no answer.

Then the engineer noticed a strange misshapen lump pressed againgt the
gde of thefud tank. Two strands of copper wireran fromittoa

clock mechanism beside the duffd bag.

"A bomb!" he blurted in shock. "Y ou're planting adamn bomb!*

He swung around and began running wildly down the walkway, shouting.
Hed taken no more than five steps when the narrow steel confines echoed
with anoise like twin handclapsin quick successon, and the

hollow-point bullets from a sllenced autometic tore into the back of his

head.

The obligatory toasts were voiced and the glasses of iced vodka downed
and quickly refilled. Pokofsky did the honors from the liquor cabinet
in hiscabin, avoining the cold, piercing gaze of the man seated on a

|eather sofa.

Geinar Ombrikov, chief of the KGB residency in Havana, was not in a
congenid mood. "Y our report won't St well with my superiors” he
sad. "An agent lost under your command will be considered aclear case

of negligence”

"Thisisacruise ship," Pokofsky said, hisface reddeningin



resentment. " She was designed and placed in service for the purpose of
bringing in hard Western currency for the Soviet treasury. We are not a

floating headquarters for the Committee for State Security.”

"Then how do you explain the ten agents our foreign directorate assigned

onboard your vessdl to monitor the conversations of the passengers?”

" try not to think about it."

"Y ou should,” Ombrikov sad in athreatening tone.

"I have enough to keegp me busy running this ship,” Pokofsky said

quickly. "There aren't enough hoursin my day to include intelligence

gathering too."

"Still, you should have taken better precautions. If the American

politicians escape and tell their Sory, the horrendous repercussions

will have adisastrous effect on our foreign reations.”

Pokofsky set hisvodkaon the liquor cabinet without touching it.

"Thereisno place they can hide for long on this ship. They will be

back in our handsinsde the hour."

"l do hope s0," said Ombrikov acinly. "Their Navy will begin to wonder

why a Soviet cruiseliner isdrifting around off their precious Cuban



base and send out a patrol."

"They wouldn't dare board the Leonin Andreyev.”

"No, but my smal pleasure boat isflying the United States flag.

They won't hesitate to come aboard for an ingpection.”

"Shelsan interesting old boat," Pokofsky said, trying to changethe

subject. "Wheredid you find her?'

"A persond loan from our friend Castro,” Ombrikov replied.

" She used to belong to the author Ernest Hemingway."

"Yes, I've read four of hisbooks-" Pokofsky was interrupted by the

sudden appearance of hisfirgt officer, who entered without knocking.

"My apologiesfor bresking in, Captain, but may | have aword in private

withyou?'

Pokofsky excused himsdlf and stepped outside his cabin.

"Whét isit?'



"Wefailed to find them," the officer announced uneesly.

Pokofsky paused for some moments, lit acigarette in defiance of hisown

regulations and gave hisfirgt officer alook of disgpproval.

"Then | suggest you search the ship again, more carefully thistime. And

take acloser ook at the passengers wandering the decks.

They may be hining in the crowd.”

Hisfirg officer nodded and hurried off. Pokofsky returned to his

cabin.

"Problems?’ Ombrikov asked.

Before Pokofsky could answer he felt adight shudder run through the
ship. He stood there curious for perhaps half aminute, tensed and

aert, but nothing more seemed to happen.

Then suddenly the Leonin Andreyev was rocked by aviolent explosion that
hedled her far over to starboard, flinging people off their feet and

sending a convulsive shock wave throughout the ship. A great sheet of

fire erupted from the port side of the hull, raining fiery stedl debris

and oil over the exposed decks. The blast reverberated over the water

until it findly died away, leaving an unearthly slencein itswake and

a Solid column of black smoke that mushroomed into the sky.



What none of the seven hundred passengers and crew knew, what many of
them would never cometo learn, was that deep aminship the fuel tanks
had detonated, blowing a gaping hole haf above and half below the
waterline, spraying atorrent of burping oil over the superstructurein

blue and green flames, scarring the victims and blazing acrossthe teak

decks with the speed of abrush fire.

Almogt ingantly, the Leonin Andreyev was transformed from aluxurious

cruiseliner into asinking fiery pyre.

Aitt stirred and wondered dully what had happened. For afull minute as
the shock wore off he remained prone on the deck, where held been thrown

by theforce of the concussion, trying to orient himsdlf.

Sowly heroseto hishands and knees, then hoisted his aching body
erect by grabbing the inner doorknob. Bruised but till functioning,

nothing broken or out of joint, he turned to examine the others.

Giordino was partly crouched, partly lying across the threshold of the
shower gdl. Thelast thing he remembered was Stting in the cabin. He

wore asurprised ook in hiseyes, but he appeared unhurt.

Moran and Loren had fallen out of the bunks and werelying inthemiddle

of the deck. They were both dazed and would carry agang of black and



blue marks for aweek or two, but were otherwise uninjured.

Larimer was huddled in the far corner of the cabin. Pitt went over and

gently lifted hishead. There was an ugly wdt risng abovethe

senator's left temple and atrickle of blood dripped from acut lip. He

was unconscious but breathing easily. Fitt eased apillow from the

lower bunk under hishead.

Giordino wasthefirst to speak. "How ishe?"

"Just knocked out," Pitt replied.

"What happened?' Loren murmured dazedly.

"An exploson,” sad Aitt. "Somewhere forward, probably in the engine

room."

"Theboilers?" Giordino speculated.

"Modern boilers are safety-designed not to blow.”

"God," said Loren, "my earsare dill ringing.”

A grange expression came over Giordino'sface. Hetook a coin out of

his pocket and rolled it across the hard-carpeted deck. Instead of

losing its momentum and circling until falling on one Sde, it



maintained its speed across the cabin as though propelled by an unseen

hand and clinked into the far bulkhead.

"Theship'slisting,” Giordino announced flatly.

Pitt went over and cracked the door. Already the passageway wasfilling

with passengers stumbling out of their cabins and wandering amlesdy in

bewilderment. "So much for plan B."

Loren gavehimaquizzicd look. "PlanB?'

"My ideato stedl the boat from Cuba. | don't think we're going to find

s

"What are you talking about?' Moran demanded. He rose unsteedily to

his feet, holding on to abunk chain for support. "A trick. It'sa

cheap trick to flush usout.”

"Damned expensvetrick if you ask me" Giordino said nedtily.

"The exploson must have serioudy damaged the ship. Shel's obvioudy

taking on water."

"Will wesnk?' Moran asked anxioudly.



Pitt ignored him and peered around the edge of the door again.

Mogt of the passengers acted cam, but afew were beginning to shout and
cry. As he watched, the passageway became clogged with people stupidly
carrying armfuls of persona belongings and hastily packed suitcases.

Then Ritt caught the smell of burning paint, quickly followed by the

sght of asmoky wisp. He dammed the door and began tearing the

blankets off the bunks and throwing them to Giordino.

"Hurry, soak these and any towels you can find in the shower!" Giordino
took one look at Pitts dead-serious expression and did as he wastold.
Loren kndlt and tried to lift Larimer's head and shoulders from the

deck. The senator moaned and opened his eyes, looking up at Loren asif
trying to recognize her. Moran cringed against the bulkhead, muttering

to himsdf.

PFitt rudely pushed Loren aside and lifted Larimer to hisfeet, dinging
one arm around his shoulder. Giordino came out of the bathroom and

distributed the wet blankets and towels.

"All right, Al, you help me with the senator. Loren, you hold on to
Congressman Moran and stick close behind me." He broke off and looked

a everyone. "Okay, herewe go."

He yanked open the door and was engulfed by arolling wau of smoke that

came out of nowhere.



Almost before the explosion faded, Captain Pokofsky shook off stunned
disbelief and rushed to the bridge. The young watch officer was
pounding desperately on the automated ship console in agonized

frudtration.

"Close dl watertight doors and actuate the fire control system!™

Pokofsky shouted.

"l cant" thewatch officer cried helplesdy. "Wevelog dl power!”

"What about the auxiliary generators?’

"They'reout too." The watch officer's face was wrapped in undisguised

shock. "The ship's phones are dead. The damage-control computer is

down. Nothing responds. We can't giveagenerd darm.”

Pokofsky ran out on the bridge wing and stared aft. His once beautiful

ship was vomiting fire and smoke from her entire midsection.

A few moments before there was music and relaxed gaiety.

Now the entire scene was one of horror. The open swimming pool and

lounge decks had been turned into a crematorium. The two hundred people

sretched under the sun were dmost ingtantly incinerated by thetidal



fdl of fiery oil. Some had saved themselves by legping into the pools,
only to die after surfacing for air when the heet seared their lungs,
and many had climbed the railings and thrown themselves overboard, their

skin and brief clothing ablaze.

Pokofsky stood sick and stunned at the sight of the carnage. It wasa
moment in time borrowed from hell. He knew in his heart that his ship
waslogt. There was no stopping the holocaust, and the list was
increasing as the sea poured into the Leonin Andreyev's bowels. He

returned to the bridge.

"Pass the word to abandon ship,” he said to the watch officer.

"The port boats are burning. Load what women and children you can into

the starboard boats sill intact.”

Asthe watch officer hurried off, the chief engineer, Erik Kazinkin,
appeared, out of breath from his climb from below. His eyebrowsand
haf hishair were snged away. The soles of his shoeswere smoldering

but he appeared not to notice. His mind was numb to the pain.

"Givemeareport,” Pokofsky ordered in aquiet tone. "What caused the

explogon?'

"Thefud tank blew," answered Kazinkin. "God knowswhy.



Took out the power generating room and the auxiliary generator
compartment aswell. Boiler roomstwo and three are flooded. We
managed to manually close the watertight doors to the engine rooms, but
she'staking on water at an darming rate. And without power to operate

the pumps He shrugged defeatedly without continuing.

All optionsto save the Leonin Andreyev had evaporated. Theonly morbin
question was whether she would become a burnedout derdlict or sink
fird? Few would survive the next hour, Pokofsky accepted with dread
certainty. Many would burn and many would drown, unable to enter the

pitifully few lifeboats that were still able to be launched.

"Bring your men up from below," said Pokofsky. "We're abandoning the

ship.”

"Thank you, Captain,” said the chief engineer. He held out his hand.

"Good luck to you."

They parted and Pokofsky headed for the communications room one deck

below. The officer in charge looked up from the radio asthe captain

suddenly strode through the doorway .

"Send out the distress call,” Pokofsky ordered.

"| took the responghility, ar, of sending out Mayday sgnds



immediatdly after the explosion.”

Pokofsky placed a hand on the officer's shoulder. "1 commend your
initigtive" Then he asked camly, "Have you managed to transmit

without problem?’

"Yes, gr. When the power supply went off, | switched to the emergency
batteries. The first regponse came from a K orean container ship only

ten milesto the southwest."

"Thank God someoneisclose. Any other replies?’

"The United States Navy a Guantdnamo Bay is responding with rescue
shipsand helicopters. Theonly other vessd within fifty milesisa

Norwegian cruise ship."

"Too latefor her," said Pokofsky thoughtfully. "Well haveto pin our

hopes on the Koreans and American Navy."

With the soaked blanket over his head, Pitt had to fedl hisway dong
the passageway and up the smoke-filled staircase. Three or four times

he and Giordino tripped over the bodies of passengers who had succumbed

to asphyxiation.

Larimer made agame effort of trying to keep in step, while Loren and

Moran stumbled aong behind, their hands clutching the belted trousers



of Aitt and Giordino.

"How far?' Loren gasped.

"We have to climb four decks before we break out on the open promenade

areq,” Pitt panted in reply.

At the second landing they ran into a Solid wall of people. The

staircase became so packed with passengers struggling to escape the
smoke it became impossible to take another step. The crew acted with
coolness, attempting to direct the human flow to the boat deck, but calm
gave way to the inevitable contagion of panic, and they were trampled

under the screaming, terror-driven mass of thrashing bodies.

"Totheleft!" Giordino shouted in Fittsear. "The passageway leadsto

another staircase toward the sern.”

Relying on adeep trust in hislittle friend, Pitt veered down the
passageway, pulling Larimer dong. The senator finaly managed to get

hisfooting on the smooth surface and began carrying his own weight.

To their vast rdief the smoke decreased and the frightened tidal wave
of peoplethinned. When at |ast they reached the aft Staircase they
found it practicaly empty. By not following the herd indtinct,

Giordino had led them to temporary safety.



They emerged in the clear on the deck aft of the observation lounge.
After afew momentsto ease their coughing spasms and cleanse their

aching lungswith clean air, they looked in awe over the doomed ship.

The Leonin Andreyev was listing twenty degreesto port. Thousands of
gdlonsof ail had spilled out into the seaand ignited. The water

around the jagged opening caused by the blast was amass of fire. The
entire midsection of the ship was ablazing torch. The tremendous hesat
was turning sted plates red hot and warping them into twisted,
grotesgue shapes. White paint was blistering black, teak decks were
nearly burned through and the glassin the portholes popped like

gunshots.

The flames spread with incredible speed as the ocean breeze fanned them
toward the bridge. Already the communications room was consumed and the
officer in charge burned to degth at hisradio. Fireand swirling smoke

shot upward through the companionways and ventilating ducts. The Leonin
Andreyev, likedl modern cruise liners, was designed and constructed to

be fireproof, but no precise planning or visionary foresight could have
predicted the devastating results of afuel tank explosion that showered

the ship like aflamethrower.

Animmense billowing cloud of oily smoke reached hundreds of feet above,
flattening in the upper air currents, stretching over the ship likea

pal. The base of the cloud was a Solid torrent of flame that twisted



and surged in aviolent scorm of orange and yelow.

While below, in the deeper reaches of the hull, the flameswerean
acetylene blue-white, fed into molten temperatures by the intake of air

through the shattered plates, creating the effect of ablast furnace.

Though many of the passengers were able to fight their way up the
stairways, over ahundred lay dead below, some trapped and burned in
their cabins, others overtaken by smoke inhdation during their attempt

to escape topside. The oneswho madeit were being driven by the flames

toward the stern and away from the lifeboats.

All efforts by the crew to maintain order were engulfed by the chaos.
The passengers were findly left to fend for themselves and no one knew
which way to turn. All port lifeboats were ablaze, and only three were
lowered on the starboard side before the fire drove the crew back. As

it was, one boat was beginning to burn by thetime it hit the sea.

Now people began jumping into the water like migrating lemmings.

The drop was nearly fifty feet, and anumber of those who had life
jackets made the mistake of inflating them before plummeting over the
sde and broke their necks on impact. Women stood spellbound with
terror, too frightened to leap. Men cursed in desperation. Inthe

water the swvimmers struck out for the few lifeboats, but the crewswho



manned them started up the engines and sailed beyond reach for fear of

being swamped by overloading.

In the middle of the frenzied drama, the container ship arrived.

The captain easad his vessdl within ahundred yards of the Leonin

Andreyev and put his boats over asfast asthey could be lowered.

A few minutes|later, U.S. Navy searescue helicopters appeared and began

plucking survivors from the sea.

LOREN CAZED IN ABSTRACT FASCINATIONat the sheet of advancing fire.

"Shouldn't we jump or something?" she asked in avague tone.

Aitt didn't answer immediatdy. He studied the danting deck and judged
thelist to be about forty degrees. "No cal to rush things" hesad

with expressionless cdm. "The flameswon't reach usfor another ten
minutes. The further the ship heelsto port, the shorter the distance

to jJump. Inthe meantime, | suggest we start heaving deck chairs
overboard so those poor soulsin the water have something to hang on to

until they're picked up.”

Surprisngly, Larimer wasthefirst to react. He began sweeping up the
wooden deck chairsin his massive arms and dropping them over the
ralings. He actudly had the look on his face of a man who was

enjoying himsdf. Moran stood huddled against abulwark, slent,



noncommittal, frozenin fear.

"Take care you don't hit a swimmer on the head,” Pitt said to Larimer,

"I wouldn't dare," the senator replied with an exhausted smile.

"They might be acongtituent and I'd lose their vote.”

After dl the chairsin sght had gone over the side, Fitt stood for two
or three seconds and took stock. The blast from the heat was not yet
unbearable. Thefirewouldn't kill those packed on the stern deck, a
least not for afew more minutes. He shouldered hisway through the
dense throng to the port railing again. Thewavesrolled only twenty

feet below.

He shouted to Giordino, "Let's help these people over the sde.”

Then he turned and cupped his hands to his mouith.

"Therésno moretimeto lose!" heyelled at thetop of hislungsto

make himsalf heard over the did of the frightened crowd and the roar of

the holocaudt. "Swimfor it or die”

Severa men took the hint and, clutching the hands of their protesting

wives, straddled therailing and dipped out of sight below.



Next came three teenage girls who showed no hesitation but dove cleanly

into the blue-green swells.

"Swim to adeck chair and useit for afloat," Giordino instructed

everyone repeatedly.

Pitt separated familiesinto a group and while Loren cheered the
children, he directed their parents to jump and latch onto a floating
deck chair. Then he held the children over the side by the hands as far
as he could reach and let them drop, holding his breath until the mother

and father had them safely in tow.

The great curtain of flame crept closer and breathing became more
difficult. The hest felt asthough they were standing in front of an
open furnace. A rough head count told Fitt only thirty people were

[eft, but it would be acloserace.

A great bulking fat man stopped and refused to move. "Thewater'sfull
of sharkd" he screamed hysericaly. "Were better off here, waiting

for the helicopters.”

"They can't hover over the ship because of air turbulence from the
heet," Pitt explained patiently. ™Y ou can burn to acinder or take your
chancesinthewater. Whichisit? Bequick, you're holding up the

others"



Giordino took two paces, tensed his powerful muscles and lifted the fat
procradtinator off hisfeet. There was no animosity, no expression of
meanness in Giordino's linblinking eyes as he carried the man to the

sde and unceremonioudy dumped him overboard.

"Send me apostcard,” Giordino shouted after him.

The diverting action seemed to motivate the few passengers who hung
back. One after the other, with Pitt assisting the ederly couplesto

take the plunge, they departed the burning ship.

When thelast of them wasfindly gone, Pitt looked around at Loren.

"Your turn," hesaid.

"Not without my colleagues” she said with afeminineresolve.

Pitt stared below to make certain the water was clear. Larimer was so
week he could bardly lift hislegs over therail. Giordino gavehima

hand as Loren jJumped arm in arm with Moran. Pitt watched anxioudy

until they dl cleared the Sde and swam away, admiring Loren's

endurance as she shouted words of encouragement to Larimer while towing

Moran by the collar.

"Better give her ahand,” Pitt said to Giordino.



Hisfriend didn't have to be urged. He was gone before another word

passed between them.

Pitt took onelast ook at the Leonin Andreyev. Theair around
shimmered from the blasting heat waves as flames shot from her every
opening. Thelist was passing fifty degrees and her end was only
minutes away. Already her starboard propeller was clear of the water

and steam was hissing in white tortured clouds around her waterline.

As hewas poised to legp, Pitt abruptly went rigin in astonishment. At
the outer edge of his peripheral vison he saw an arm snake out of a
cabin portholeforty feet away. Without hesitation, he picked up one of
the still soggy blankets from the deck, threw it over his head and
covered the distance in seven strines. A voiceinsde the cabin was
screaming for help. He peered in and saw awoman'sface, eyeswinein

terror.

"Oh, my God, please help us?'

"How many areyou?"'

"Mysdf and two children.”

"Pass out the kids."

The face disappeared and quickly aboy about six years of age was thrust



through the narrow port. Pitt set him between hislegs, keeping the

blanket suspended above the two of them like atent.

Next camealittle girl no more than three. Incredibly she was sound

adeep.

"Givemeyour hand,” Pitt ordered, knowing in his heart it was hopeless.

"l can't get through!" the woman cried. "Theopeningistoo smdl.”

"Do you have water in the bathroom?"

"Therésno pressure.”

"Strip nakedly” Pitt shouted in desperation. "Use your cosmetics.

Smear your body with facia creams.

The woman nodded in understanding and disappeared inside.

Aitt turned and, clutching a child under each arm, rushed to therail.

With grest relief he spied Giordino treading water, looking up.

"Al," Att caled. "Catch."



If Giordino was surprised to see Fitt collar two more children he didn't
show it. He reached up and gathered them in as effortlessy asif they

werefootbdls'Jump!" heyedled to Aitt. "Shesgoing over.”

Without lingering to answer, Pitt raced back to the cabin port.

Heredized with only asmall corner of hismind that saving the mother
was a sheer act of desperation. He passed beyond conscious thought; his

movements seemed those of another man, atotal stranger.

Theair was so hot and dry his perspiration evaporated before it seeped
from his pores. The heat rose from the deck and penetrated the soles of
his shoes. He ssumbled and nearly fell asaheavy shudder ran through

the doomed ship, and she gave a sudden lurch as the deck dropped on an
increasing angleto port. Shewasin her find deeth agony before

capsizing and sinking to the sea bottom.

Fitt found himsalf knedling againgt the danting cabin wall, reaching
through the port. A pair of hands clasped hiswristsand he pulled. The

woman's shoulders and breasts squeezed past the opening.

He gave another heave and then her hips scraped through.

The flameswere running up and licking at hisback. The deck was

dropping away beneath hisfeet. He held the woman around the waist and

legped off the edge of the cabin asthe Leonin Andreyev rolled over, her



propellerstwisting out of the water and arching toward the sun.

They were sucked under by the fierce rush of water, swirled around like
dollsinamagstrom. Ritt lashed out with hisfree hand and feet and
struggled upward, seeing the glimmering surface turn from green to blue

with agonizing downess.

The blood pounded in his ears and hislungs felt as though they were
filled with angry wasps. Thethin vel of blacknessbegantotint his
vison. Hefelt thewoman go limp under hisarm, her body creating an
unwelcome drag, againgt his progress. He used up the last particles of
oxygen, and apyrotechnic display flared insde his head. One burst
became abright orange ball that exploaded until it explodedin a

wavering flash.

He broke through the surface, his upturned face directed at the

afternoon sun. Thankfully he inhaled degp waves of air, enough to ease

the blackness, the pounding and the sting in hislungs. Then hequickly
circled thewoman's abdomen and squeezed hard severa times, forcing the
salt water from her throat. She convulsed and began retching, followed

by acoughing spell. Only when her breathing returned to near norma

and she groaned did he look around for the others.

Giordino was swimming in Ritts direction, pushing one of the deck chairs

infront of him. The two children were Stting on top, immuneto the



tragedy around them, gaily laughing a Giordino's repertory of funny

faces.

"I was beginning to wonder if you were going to turn up,” he said.

"Bad penniesusudly do," said Ritt, keeping the children's mother

afloat until she recovered enough to hang on to the deck chair.

"I'll take care of them,”" said Giordino. "Y ou better help Loren.

| think the senator's bought it."

Hisarmsfelt asif they were encased in lead and he was numb with
exhaugtion, but Fitt carved the water with swift even strokes until he

reached the floating jetsam that supported Loren and Moran.

Gray-faced, her eyesfilled with sadness, Loren grimly held the

senator's head above water. Pitt saw with snking heart she needn't

have bothered; Larimer would never Sit in the Senate again. Hisskin

was mottled and turning adusky purple. He was game to the end, but the
haf-century of livingin thefast lane had cdled in theinevitable

IOU'S. Hisheart had gonefar beyond itslimitsand findly quitin

protest.

Gently, Ritt pried Loren's hands from the senator's body, and pushed him

away. Shelooked at him blankly asif to object, then turned away,



unable to watch as Larimer dowly drifted off, gently pushed by the

rolling sea.

"He desarves astate funerd,” she said, her voice a husky whisper.

"No matter," said Fitt, "aslong as they know he went out a man.”

L oren seemed to accept that. Sheleaned her head on Fitts shoulder, the

tearsintermingling with the salt water on her cheeks.

Pitt twisted and looked around. "Wherés Moran?"

"He was picked up by aNavy hdlicopter.”

"He deserted you?' Ritt asked increduloudly.

"The crewman shouted that he only had room for one more."

"So theillustrious Speaker of the House left awoman to support adying

man while he saved himsdf."

Pittsdidike for Moran burned with a cold flame. He became obsessed

with theidea of ramming hisfist into the little fedet'sface.

Captain Pokofsky sat in the cabin of the powerboat, his hands clasped



over hisearsto shut out the terrible cries of the people drowning in

the water and the screams of those suffering the agony of their burns.

He could not bring himsdlf to look upon the indescribable horror or

watch the Leonin Andreyev plunge out of sight to the seabed two thousand

fathoms below. Hewasaliving dead man.

Helooked up at Geinar Ombrikov through glazed and listless eyes.

"Why did you save me? Why didn't you let me diewith my ship?’

Ombrikov could plainly see Pokofsky was suffering from severe shock, but
he felt no pity for the man. Death was an e ement the KGB agent was
trained to accept. Hisduty came before dl consderation of

compassion.

"I've no timefor rituals of the sea," he said coldly. "Thenoble
captain standing on the bridge saluting the flag as his ship sinks under
himisso much garbage. State Security needs you, Pokofsky, and | need

you to identify the American legidators.”

"They're probably dead,” Pokofsky muttered distantly.

"Then well haveto proveit,” Ombrikov snapped ruthlesdy. "My
superiorswon't accept less than positive identification of their
bodies. Nor can we overlook the possibility they may il be dive out

therein the water."



Pokofsky placed his hands over hisface and shuddered. "1 can't-"
Before the words were out of his mouth, Ombrikov roughly dragged him to

his feet and shoved him out on the open deck.

"Damnyou!” he shouted. "L ook for them!™

Pokofsky clenched hisjaws and stared at the appalling redlity of the
floating wreckage and hundreds of struggling men, women and children. He

choked off asound deep ingde him, hisface blanched.

"No!" he shouted. He leaped over the side so quickly, suddenly,
neither Ombrikov nor his crew could stop him. He bit the water svimming
and dove deep until the white of hisuniform waslost to view on the

urface,

The boats from the container ship hauled in the survivors asfast as

they could reach them, quickly filling to capacity and unloading their
human cargo before returning to the center of the flotsam to continue

the rescue. The seawasfilled with debris of al kinds, dead bodies of

al ages, and those dtill fighting to live. Fortunately the water was

warm and none suffered from exposure, nor did the threat of sharks ever

materidize.

One boat jockeyed close to Giordino, who helped lift the mother and her



two children onboard. Then he scrambled over the freeboard and motioned
for the helmsman to steer toward Pitt and Loren. They were among the

last few to befished out.

Asthe boat dipped aongside, Ritt raised his hand in greeting to the

short, stocky figure that leaned over the side.

"Hdlo," Fitt said, grinning windy. "Arewe ever glad to see you."

"Happy to be of service," replied the steward Pitt had passed earlier at

the devator. Hewas dso grinning, baring a set of large upper teeth

parted by awide gap.

He reached down, grasped Loren by thewrists and pulled her effortlesdy

out of thewater and into the boat. Pitt stretched out his hand, but

the steward ignored it.

"Sorry," he sad, "we have no more room."

"What-what are you talking about?' Pitt demanded. "The boat ishaf

"Y ou are not welcome aboard my vessd."

"Y ou damned wdll don't even own it."



"Oh, but | do."

Pitt stared at the steward in sheer incredulity, then dowly turned and
took onelong comprehensive look across the water at the container ship.
The name of the starboard bow was Cha mette, but the lettering on the
sdes of the containers stacked on the main deck read "Bougainville.

Ritt felt as though he'd been kicked in the stomach.

"Our confrontation isalucky circumstance for me, Mr. Fitt, but | fear

amigfortunefor yoursdf.”

Pitt stared at the steward. "Y ou know me?"

The grin turned into an expression of hate and contempt. "Only too

wdl. Y our meddling has cost Bougainville Maritime dearly.”

"Tdl mewho you are?' asked Aitt, sdling for time and desperatdy

glancing in the sky for aNavy recovery helicopter.

"l don't think I'll give you the stisfaction,” the steward said with

al thewarmth of afrozen food locker.

Unable to hear the conversation, Loren pulled at the seward'sarm. "Why

don't you bring him onboard? What are you waiting for?"



He turned and savagely backhanded her across the cheek, sending her
sumbling backward, falling across two survivors who sat in stunned

urprise.

Giordino, who was standing in the stern of the boat, started forward. A
seaman produced an automeatic shotgun from under aseat and rammed the
wooden shoulder stock into his stomach. Giordino's jaw dropped open, he
gasped for breath and lost hisfooting, dropping partidly over the

sde of the boat, armstrailing in the water.

The steward's lipstightened and the smooth yellow features bore no
readable expression. Only his eyes shone with evil. "Thank you for
being so cooperative, Mr. Ritt. Thank you for so thoughtfully coming

tome."

"Get screwed!" Pitt sngpped in defiance.

The steward raised an oar over his head. "Bon voyage, Dirk Aitt."

The oar swung downward and clipped Pitt on the right Side of hischest,
driving him under the water. Thewind was crushed from hislungsand a
stabbing pain swept over hisrib cage. Heresurfaced and lifted his

left arm above his head to ward off the next inevitable blow. Hismove
cametoo late. The oar in the hands of the steward mashed Pitts

extended arm down and struck the top of his head, The blue sky turned to

black as consciousness|eft him, and dowly Fitt drifted under the



lifeboat and sank out of sght.

THE President's WIFE ENTERED his second-floor study, kissed him good

night and went off to bed. He sat in a soft highback embroinered chair
and studied a pile of gatigtics on the latest economic forecasts. Using

alargeyelow lega pad, he scribbled a prodigious amount of notes.

Some he saved, some he tore up and discarded before they were compl eted.

After nearly three hours, he removed his glasses and closed histired

eyesfor afew moments.

When he opened them again, he was no longer in his White House study,

but in asmall gray room with a high celling and no windows.

He rubbed his eyes and looked once more, blinking in the monotone light.

Hewas 4till in the gray room, only now hefound himself sestedina
hard wooden chair, his ankles strapped to square carved legs and his

hands to the armrests.

A violent fear coursed through him, and he cried for hiswife and the
Secret Service guards, but the voice was not his. It had adifferent

tona quality, deeper, more coarse.

Soon adoor that was recessed into one wall swung inward and asmall man

with athin, intelligent face entered. His eyes had a dark, bemused



look, and he carried a syringe in one hand.

"How are wetoday, Mr. Presdent?’ he asked politely.

Strangely, the words were foreign, but the President understood them
perfectly. Then he heard himsalf shouting repeatedly, "I am Oskar
Belkaya, | am not the President of the United States, | am Oskar-" He

broke off astheintruder plunged the needle into hisarm.

The bemused expression never |eft the little man'sface; it might have

been glued there. He nodded toward the doorway and another man wearing
adrab prison uniform came in and set a cassette recorder on a Spartan
metal table that was bolted to the floor. He wired the recorder to four

small eyelets on the table's surface and | eft.

"So you won't knock our new lesson on the floor, Mr. President,” said
thethin man. "I hopeyou find it interesting.” Then he switched on the

recorder and left the room.

The President struggled to shake off the bewildering terror of the
nightmare. Y et it al seemed too red to be dream fantasy. He could

smdll hisown swest, fed the hurt asthe stirgps chafed his skin, hear

the wals echo with his cries of frugtration. His head sagged to his

chest and he began to sob uncontrollably as the recorded message droned
over and over. When at last he sufficiently recovered, heraised his

head asif lifting a ponderous weight and looked around.



He was seated in his White House study.

Secretary Oates took Dan Fawcett's call on hisprivateline.

"What's the Situation over there?' he asked without wasting words.

"Criticd," Fawcett replied. "Armed guards everywhere. | haven't seen

thismany troops since | was with the Fifth Marine Regiment in Korea.

"And the Presdent?’

"Spitting out directiveslike a Gatling gun. Hewon' listen to advice
from hisaides any longer, mysdlf included. He's getting increasingly
harder to reach. Two weeks ago, he'd give full attention to opposing
viewpoints or objective comments. No more. Y ou agreewith him or
you're out the door. Megan Blair and | arethe only ones dtill with
accessto his office, and my days are numbered. I'm bailing out before

theroof cavesin."

"Stay put,” said Oates. "It's best for al concerned if you and Oscar

Lucas remain closeto the President. Y ou're the only open line of

communications any of us haveinto the White House."

"Won't work."



“Why?

"| told you, eveniif | stick around, I'll be closed out. My nameis

rapidly climbing to thetop of the Presdent's shit ligt.”

"Then get back in hisgood graces," Oates ordered. "Crawl up hisbutt

and support whatever he says. Play yes-man and relay upto-the-minute

reports on every course of action he takes.”

Therewas along pause. "Okay, I'll do my best to keep you informed.”

"And aert Oscar Lucasto stand by. We're going to need

"Can| ask what's going on?"

"Not yet," Oatesreplied tersdly.

Fawcett didn't press him. He switched tack. ™Y ou want the Presdent's

latest braingorm?"

"Bad?’

"Very bad," admitted Fawcett. "Hestaking about withdrawing our

military forcesfromthe NATO dliance.”



Oates clutched the phone until his knuckles turned white. "Got to be

stopped,” he said grimly.

Fawcett's voice sounded far awvay. "The President and | are along way

together, but in the best interests of the country must agree.”

"Say intouch.”

Oates put down the phone, turned in his desk chair and stared out the
window, logt in thought. The afternoon sky had ominous gray, and a
light rain began to fall on Washington sireets, their dickened surfaces

reflecting the federa buildings eerie digtortions.

In the end he would have to take over the reins of office Oates thought
bitterly. He waswell aware that every President over the last thirty
years had been vilified and debased by ev yond his control. Eisenhower
wasthelast chief executive the White House as venerated as when he
camein. No saintly or intellectudly brilliant the next President,

stoned by an unmovable bureaucracy and increasingly news media; and

Oates harbored no desire to be atarget for rock throwers.

Hewas pulled out of hisreverie by the muted buzz of hiscom. "Mr.

Brogan and another gentleman to see you.

"Send them in," Oates directed. He rose and came around the desk as



Brogan entered. They shook hands briefly and introduced the man

standing beside him as Dr. Raymond. Oates correctly pegged Edgely asan
academician.

fashioned crew cut and bow tie suggested someone strayed from a
university campus. Edgely was dender, scraggly barbed-wire heard, and
his bristly dark eyebro untrimmed and brushed upward in aMephistopheles
set a@ "Dr. Edgdy isthedirector of Fathom," Brogan explain Agency's

gpecid study into mind-control techniques at UDiversity in Colorado.”

Oates gestured for them to Sit on asofaand took achair acrossa

marble coffeetable. "I'vejust received acall from Dan Fawcett.

The President intends to withdraw our troopsfrom NATO."

"Another piece of evidence to holster our case," said Brogan.

"Only the Russanswould profit from such amove.”

Oates turned to Edgely. "Has Martin explained our suspicions regarding

the President’'s behavior to you?'

"Yes, Mr. Brogan hasfilled mein."

"And how doesthe situation strike you? Can the President be mentally

forced to become an involuntary traitor?'



"| grant the President’s actions demonstrate a dramatic personality
change, but unlesswe can put him through a series of tests, thereisno

way of being certain of brain ateration or exterior domination.”

"Hewill never consent to an examination,” said Brogan.

"That presentsaproblem,” Edgely said.

"Suppose you tell us, Doctor,” Oates asked, "how the President's mind

transfer was performed?’

"If that isindeed what we are faced with," replied Edgdly, "thefirst

gep isto isolate the subject in awomblike chamber for agiven length

of time, removed from al sensorid influences. During this sequence

his brain patterns are studied, anayzed and deciphered into alanguage
that can be programmed and trand ated by computer. The next stepisto
design an implant, in thisingtance amicrochip, with the desired data

and then insert it by psychosurgery into the subject'sbrain.”

"Y ou make it sound as elementary asatonsllectomy,” said Oates.

Edgdly laughed. "I've condensed and oversmplified, of course, but in

redlity the procedures are incredibly delicate and involved.”



"After the microchip isimbedded into the brain, what then?

"I should have mentioned that a section of theimplant isatiny
transmitter/receiver which operates off the dectrical impulses of the
brain and is capable of sending thought patterns and other bodily
functionsto a central computer and monitoring post located asfar avay

asHong Kong."

"Or Moscow," anded Brogan.

"And not the Soviet embassy herein Washington, as you suggested

ealier?' Oates asked, looking at Brogan.

"l think 1 can answer that," Edgely volunteered. "The communication
technology is certainly avallable to rdlay datafrom asubject via
satdliteto Russig, but if | werein Dr. Lugovoy's shoes, I'd set up
my monitoring station nearby so | could observe the results of the
Presdent'sactionsat firsthand. Thiswould dso dlow meafaster
response timeto redirect my command signalsto hismind during

unexpected politica events."

"Can Lugovoy lose control over the President?’ asked Brogan.

"If the President ceases to think and act for himsalf, he breaksthe

tiesto hisnorma world. Then be may tend to stray from Lugovoy's

ingructions and carry them to extremes.”



"Isthiswhy he'singigated so many radica programsin such haste?"

"l can't say," Edgely answered. "For dl | know heisresponding

precisdy to Lugovoy's commands. | do suspect, however, that it goes

far deeper.”

"Inwhat mannegr?"

"The reports supplied by Mr. Brogan's operativesin Russia show that
Lugovoy has attempted experiments with politica prisoners, transferring
the fluin from their hippocampuses-asiructurein the brain'slimbic

system that holds our memories-to those of other subjects.”

"A memory injection,” Oates murmured wonderingly, "So thereredly isa

Dr. Frankengen."

"Memory trandfer isatricky business" Edgely continued. "Thereisno

predicting with any certainty the end results.”

"Do you think Lugovoy performed this experiment on the President?’

"l hate to say yes, but if he runstrue to form, he might very well have

programmed some poor Russian prisoner for months, even years, with

thoughts promoting Soviet policy, and then transplanted the hippocampal



fluin into the President's brain as a backup to the implant.”

"Under the proper care," Oates asked, "could the President return to

normd?"

"Y ou mean put hismind back asit was before?’

"Something like that.”

Edgely shook his head. "Any known trestment will not reversethe

damage. The President will aways be haunted by the memory of someone

d="

"Couldn't you extract his hippocampd fluin aswell?"

"| catch your meaning, but by removing the foreign thought patterns,

we'd be erasing the President's own memories.” Edgely paused. "No, I'm

sorry to say, the President's behavior patterns have been irrevocably

dtered.”

"Then he should be removed from office. . . permanently.”

"That would be my recommendation,” answered Edgely without hesitation.

Oates sat back in his chair and clasped his hands behind his head.



"Thank you, Doctor. You'vereinforced our resolve.”

"From what I've heard, no one gets through the White House gates.”

"If the Russans could abduct him," said Brogan, "I see no reason why we

can't do the same. Buit first we have to disconnect him from Lugovoy.”

"May | make asuggestion?'

Please.

"Thereisan excdlent opportunity to turn this situation around to our

advantage.

" How?'

"Rather than cut off hisbrain Sgnds, why not tunein on the

frequency?'

"For what purpose?’

"So my daff and | can feed the transmissionsinto our own monitoring
equipment. If our computers can receive enough data, say within a
forty-eight-hour period, we can take the place of the President's

bran."



" A subgtitution to feed the Russansfase information,” said Brogan,

risng to Edgely'sinspiration.

"Exactly! Edgdy exclamed. "Because they have every reason to believe
the valinity of the data they receive from the President’s, Soviet

intelligence can be led down whichever garden path you choose.”

"l liketheidea," said Oates. "But the stickler iswhether we can
afford the forty-eight hours. Theré'sno tdling wheat the President

might attempt within that time frame."

"Therisk isworthit," Brogan stated flatly.

There was aknock on the door and Oates's secretary leaned her head into

the room. "Sorry to interrupt, Mr. Secretary, but Mr. Brogan has an

urgent cal.”

Brogan got up quickly, lifted the phone on Oates's desk and pressed the

winking button. "'Brogan."

He stood there listening for closeto afull minute without spesking.

Then he hung up and faced Oates.

" Speaker of the House, Alan Moran just turned up aive at our

Guant'anamo Bay nava basein Cuba," he said dowly.



"Margalin?'

"No report.”

"Laimer?'

"Senator Larimer isdead.”

"Oh, good God!" Oates moaned. "That means Moran could be our next
President. | can't think of amore unscrupulous or illequipped man for

thejob!"

"A Fagin poised at the White House gate,” commented Brogan.

"Not a pleasant thought.”

PITT WAS CERTAIN HE WAS DEAD. There was no reason why he shouldn't be
dead. And yet he saw no blinding light at the end of atunnel, no faces

of friends and relativeswho died before him. Hefdt asthough hewere

dozing in hisown bed at home, And Loren was there, her hair cascading

on the pillow, her body pressed againg his, her aams encircling his

neck, holding tightly, refusing to let him drift away. Her face seemed

to glow, and her violet eyeslooked straight into his. He wondered if

she was dead too.



Suddenly she released her hold and began to blur, moving away,
diminishing ever smdler until she vanished dtogether. A dimlight
filtered through his closed eyelins and he heard voicesin the distance.
Sowly, with an effort as great aslifting apair of hundredpound
weights, he opened hiseyes. At first hethought hewasgazing at a
flat white surface. Then ashismind crept past the vell of
unconsciousness heredized herealy was gazing at aflat white

urface,

It wasacalling.

A dtrange voice said, "He's coming around.”

"Takes more than three cracked ribs, abrain concusson and agallon of

seawater to do this character in." There was no mistaking thislaconic

voice.

"My worst fears," Pitt managed to mutter. "1've goneto hell and met

the devil."

"See how he talks about hisbest and only friend,” said Al Giordinoto a

doctor in nava uniform.

"He'sin good physical shape,” said the doctor. "He should mend pretty

quickly."



"Pardon the mundane question,” said Aitt, "but wheream 1?7

"Welcometo the U.S. Navd Hospita at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba," the doctor
answered. "You and Mr. Giordino werefished out of the water by one of

our recovery craft.”

Aitt focused hiseyes on Giordino. "Areyou dl right?’

"He has a bruise the size of a cantaloupe on his abdomen, but hell

survive," the doctor said, smiling. "By theway, | understand he saved

your life”

Pitt cleared the mist from his mind and tried to recal. "The steward

from the Leonin Andreyev was playing bassbal with my head.”

"Pounded you under the boat with an oar,” Giordino explained.

"l dipped over the Side, swam underwater until | grabbed your arm, and

dragged you to the surface. The steward would have best on me too

except for thetimely arrival of aNavy hdicopter whose paramedics

jumped into the water and helped ding us onboard.”

"And Loren?"



Giordino averted hisgaze. "She'slisged asmissng.”

"Missing, hdl!" Att snarled. He grimaced from the sudden painin his
chest as he rose to his elbows. "We both know she was dive and sitting

inthelifeboat.”

A solemn ook clouded Giordino'sface. "Her name didn't appear on a

list of survivors given out by the ship's captain.”

"A Bouganvilleship!" Fitt blurted as his memory came flooding back.
"The Oriental steward who tried to brain us pointed toward the-"

"Chamette," Giordino prompted.

"Y es, the Chalmette, and said it belonged to him. He aso spoke my

name."

" Stewards are supposed to remember passengers names. He knew you as

Charlie Gruber in cabin thirty-four.”

"No, herightly accused me of meddling in Bougainville affairs, and his

last words were 'Bon voyage, Dirk Fitt."

" Giordino gave apuzzled shrug. "Besats hell out of me how he knew you.
But why would a Bougainville man work as asteward on aRussan cruise

ship?'



"I can't beginto guess.

"And lie about L oren's rescue?"

Aitt merdly gave an imperceptible shake of his head.

"Then she's being held prisoner by the Bougainvilles™ said Giordino as

if suddenly enlightened. "But for what reason?"

"Y ou keep asking questions | can't answer,” Pitt said irritably.

"Whereisthe Chamette now?"

"Headed toward Miami to land the survivors."

"How long have | been unconscious?’

"About thirty-two hours," replied the doctor.

"Sill time" sad Fitt. "The Cha nwite won't reach the FHorida coast

for severd hoursyet.”

Heraised himsdlf to aSitting position and swung hislegs over theside

of the bed. The room began to seesaw back and forth.



The doctor moved forward and steadied him by both arms. "1 hope you

don't think you're rushing off somewhere."

"| intend to be standing on the dock when the Chalmette arrivesin

Miami," Pitt said implacably.

A stern medical-profession ook grew on the doctor's face.

"Y ou're staying in this bed for the next four days. Y ou can't travel

around with those fractured ribs, and we don't know how serious your

concussonis.”

"Sorry, Doc,” Giordino said, "but you've both been overruled.”

Aitt stared at him gtonily. "Who'sto stop me?"

"Admird Sandecker, for one. Secretary of State Doug Oates for

another,” Giordino answered as detachedly as though he were reading

aloud the stock market quotesfor the day. "Orders came down for you to

fly to Washington the minute you came around.

We may bein big trouble. | have ahunch we dipped into the wrong

cookiejar when we discovered Congressman Moran and Senator Larimer

imprisoned on a Soviet vessd "

"They can wait until | search the Chalmette for Loren.”



"My job. Y ou go to the capitd whilel go to Miami and play customs

ingpector. It'sall been arranged.”

Pacified to asmall degree, Pitt relaxed on the bed. "What about

Moran?'

"He couldn't wait to cut out,” Giordino said angrily. "He demanded the
Navy drop everything and fly him home the minute he was brought ashore.
| had aminor confrontation with him in the hospital corridor after his
routine examination. Came within amillimeter of cramming hishook nose
down hisgullet. The bastard didn't demonstrate the dightest concern
about Loren, and he seemed downright delighted when | told him of

Larimer's death.”

"He has ataent for deserting those who help him," Aitt said

disgustedly.

An orderly rolled in awhed chair and together with Giordino eased Pitt
intoit. A groan escaped hislipsasapiercing pain ripped through his

chest.

"You'releaving against my expresswishes," said the doctor. "l want
that understood. Thereisno guarantee you won't have complicationsif

you overtax yourself."



"| release you from dl responghbility, Doc,” Aitt said, smiling.

"I won't tel asoul | wasyour patient. Y our medicd reputetionis

Secure.

Giordino lain apile of Navy-issue clothing and asmall paper sack in
Pittslap. "Here's some presentable clothes and the stuff from your

pockets. Y ou can dress on the plane to savetime.”

Pitt opened the sack and fingered avinyl pouch insde. Satisfied the
contents were secure and dry, he looked up at Giordino and shook hands.

"Good hunting, friend.”

Giordino patted him on the shoulder. "Don't worry. I'll find her.

Y ou go to Washington and giveéem hell.”

No one could have suffered from aRip Van Winkle syndrome and awakened
more surprised than Alan Moran. He remembered going to deep on the
presidentia yacht amost two weeks earlier, and his next conscious

sensation was being dragged into alimousine somewherein theriver

country of South Carolina. The imprisonment and escape from the burning
Russian cruise ship seemed adistorted blur. Only when he returned to
Washington and found both Congress and the Supreme Court evicted from

thair hallowed halls did he come back on track and retrieve his mantle



of palitical power.

With the government in emotiona and political shambles, he saw his
chanceto fulfill his deep, unfathomable ambition to become President.
Not having the popular support to take the office by eection, he was
determined now to grab it by default. With Margolin missing, Larimer
out of theway, and the President lain open for impeachment, there was

littleto stop him.

Moran held court in the middle of Jackson Square across Pennsylvania
Avenue from the White House and answered questions fired by a battery of
correspondents. He was the man of the hour and was enjoying every

second of the attention.

"Can you tell uswhere you've been the last two weeks?' asked Ray Marsh

of the New York Times.

" Beglad to,"” Moran replied gracefully. " Senate Mgority Leader Marcus
Larimer and | went on afishing holinay in the Caribbean, partly to try
our luck at snagging arecord marlin, mostly to discusstheissues

facing our great nation.”

"Initia reports Sate that Senator Larimer died during the Leonin

Andreyev tragedy.”



"I'm deeply sandened to say that istrue,” Moran said, abruptly becoming
solemn. "The senator and | weretrolling only five or Sx milesaway

from the Russian cruise ship when we heard and observed an explosion
that covered her in fire and smoke. We immediately ordered our skipper
to change course for the disaster area. When we arrived, the Leonin
Andreyev'was ablaze from stem to stern. Hundreds of frightened
passengers were tumbling into the sea, many with their clothesin

flames™"

Moran paused for effect and then enunciated in avivin decriptive tone.

"I legped into the water, followed by the senator, to help those who

were badly injured or unable to swim. We struggled for what seemed like
hours, keeping women and children afloat until we could lift them into

our fishing boat. | lost track of Senator Larimer. When | looked for

him, he was floating facedown, an gpparent victim of aheart attack due

to overexertion. Y ou can quote me as saying he died ared hero.”

"How many people do you'reckon you saved?' Thisfrom Joe Stark of the

United Press.

"l lost count,” answered Moran, serenely pitching out the lies.

"Our small vessel became dangeroudy overloaded with burned and
haf-drowned victims. So, rather than become the straw that might
capsizeit, soto speak, | remained in the water so one more pitiful

creature could cheat death. Luckily for me, | was picked up by the



Navy, which, | must say, performed magnificently.”

"Were you aware that Congresswoman Loren Smith wastraveling on the
Leonin Andreyev?' asked Marion Tournier of the Associated Press Radio

Network.

"Not at thetime," replied Moran, changing back to his solemn demeanor
agan. "Regretfully, I've only just been informed that she's reported

asmissng.”

CurtisMayo signaled his cameramen and edged closer to Moran.

"Congressman, what isyour fegling regarding the Presdent's

unprecedented closing of Congress?”

"Deeply mortified that such an arrogant deed could take placein our
government. It's obvious thePresident has taken leave of his senses.
With oneterrible blow, he has swept our nation from ademocracy into a
fascig gate. | fully intend to seethat heisremoved from office-the

sooner, the better.”

"How do you proposeto do it?' Mayo pushed him. "Every timethe
members of the House convene to launch impeachment proceedings, the

President sendsin troops to disband them.”



"The story will be different thistime," Moran said confidently.

"Tomorrow morning at ten o'clock, members of Congresswill hold ajoint

sesson in Lisner Auditorium at George Washington University.

And in order to meet without interference or disruption by the

Presdent's unauthorized and immord use of the military, weintend to
confront force with force. | have conferred with my House and Senate
colleagues from the neighboring sates of Maryland and Virginiawho have
prevailed upon their governorsto protect our congtitutiona right to

assemble by providing troops from their Nationd Guard units.”

"Will they have ordersto shoot?' asked Mayo, smelling newsworthy

blood.

"If attacked,” Moran replied coldly, "the answer is an absolute yes.”

"And so Civil War Two erupts," said Oates wearily as he switched off the

TV set and turned to face Emmett, Mercier and Brogan.

"Moran isasdaft asthe Presdent,” Emmett said, shaking hishead in

disgust.

"| pity the American public for being forced to accept such miserable

leadership materid,” Mercier grumbled.



"How do you'read the upcoming confrontation at Lisner Auditorium?”

Oatesasked Emmett.

"The specid forces of Army and Marines patrolling Capitol Hill are
highly trained professonds. They can be counted on to stand firm and
not attempt anything stupid. The Nationd Guard isthe rea danger. All
it takesis one weekend warrior to panic and fire off around. Then
welll witness another Kent State bloodbath, except much worse. This

time the Guard will have their fire returned by deadly marksmen.”

"The dtuation won't be helped if afew congressmen fal inthe

crossfire," added Mercier.

"The President hasto beisolated. Thetimetable must be moved up,”

said Oates.

Mercier looked unsold. "That means cutting back Dr. Edgdy's

evauation of the Presdent'sbrain sgnas.”

"Preventing wholesale daughter must take priority over aplanto

midead the Russans," said Oates.

Brogan gazed at the ceiling thoughtfully. "1 think we might steal our

chicken and pluck it too."



Oates smiled. "1 hear the gears meshing in your head, Martin.

What wild Machiavellian scheme hasthe CIA got up its deeve now?"

"A way to give Edgely an advantage,” answered Brogan with afoxlike

grin. "A little something borrowed from The Twilight Zone."

A limousne WASWAITING at Andrews Air Force Base when Pitt dowly eased

hisway down the boarding stairs from aNavy passenger jet.

Admira Sandecker was Sitting in the car, hidden by the tinted windows.

He opened the door and helped Pitt inside. "How wastheflight?'

"Mercifully, it was smooth.”

"Do you have any luggage?’

"I'mwearing it," said Aitt. He winced and clenched histeeth ashe

dipped into the seat beside the admiral.

"Youinmuch pain?'

"A little diff. They don't tape cracked ribslike they did in the old

days. just et them hed ontheir own.”



"Sorry | indsted on your return in such haste, but thingsin Washington

are boiling up astorm, and Doug Oates is hoping you possess information

that might clear up afew entanglements.”

"l understand,” Aitt said. "Hasthere been any news of Loren?"

"Nothing, I'm afraid.”

"She'sdive" sad Ritt, garing out the window.

"l don't doubt it," Sandecker concurred. "Probably an oversight her

nameisn't on the survivor list. Maybe she requested anonymity to avoid

the press.”

"Loren had no reason to hide."

"Shell turn up,” Sandecker said. "Now, suppose you tell me how you

managed to be present at the worst maritime tragedy in fifty years.

Pitt marvded a how the admira could twist a conversation in ancther

direction with the abruptness of legping from a saunainto the snow.

"In the brief time we had together on the Leonin Andreyev,” Pitt began,
"L oren told me she was stralling on the deck on the first night of the

cruise when the lights around the exterior of the ship went out,



followed by the landing of ahdlicopter. Three passengers were taken
off, two of them roughly handled. Loren thought she recognized one of

theminthedim light as Alan Moran.

Not certain whether her eyes were playing tricks, she called her aid

Saly Lindemann over ship-to-shore phone and asked her to locate Moran's
whereabouts. Sdly turned up falsetrails covered over by vague reports

and no Moran. She dso discovered he and Marcus Larimer were supposed
to be together. Shethen related the negative resultsto Loren, who

told her to contact me. But the call was cut off. The Russans had

monitored her cals and learned sheédd accinentdly ssumbled into the

middle of adélicate operation.”

"So they made her a prisoner along with her congressona pal's, who were

on aone-way trip to Moscow."

"Except that Loren was more risk than asset. She wasto be conveniently

lost overboard."

"And after Lindemann contacted you?' Sandecker probed.

"Al Giordino and | drew up aplan and flew south, catching up with the

ship in San Sdvador and boarding there."

"Over two hundred people died on the Leonin Andreyev. You're lucky to

bedive"



"Yes" Aitt said meditatively. "It wasanear thing."

Hewent quiet, hismind's eye seeing only aface-the face of the steward

who stood in the lifeboat leering down at him with the look of aman who

enjoyed hiswork: a murderer without a shred of remorse.

"In case you'reinterested,” said Sandecker, bresking the spell, "we're

going direct to ameeting with Secretary Oates a the State Department.”

"Make adetour by the Washington Pogt,” Pitt said abruptly.

Sandecker gave him anegative look. "We can't sparethetimeto buy a

newspaper."

"If Oates wantsto hear what I've got, hell damn well haveto wait.”

Sandecker made a sour expression and gavein. "Ten minutesisal you

get. I'll cal Oates and say your planewas delayed.”

Pitt had met the Secretary of State previoudy, during the North

American Tregty affair. The neetly trimmed hair was date-colored, and

the brown eyes moved with practiced ease asthey read Pitt.

Oates wore afive-hundred-dollar gray tailored suit and highly polished



black custom shoes. There was a no-nonsense aggressiveness about him,

and he moved wdll, dmogt like atrack and fidd athlete.

"Mr. Fitt, how niceto seeyou again.”

"Good to seeyou, Mr. Secretary.”

Oates wrung Pitts hand, then turned to the other men in the conference
room and went through the introductions. Theinner sanctum had turned
out. Brogan of the CIA, Emmett of the FBI, Nationa Security's Alan
Mercier, whom Pitt dso knew, and Dan Fawcett representing the White
House. Admiral Sandecker remained at Pitts Side, keeping awary eyeon

hisfriend.

"MPease gt down," Oates said, waving them dl to achair.

Sam Emmett turned toward Pitt and regarded him with interest, noting the
drawn linesin hisface. "I'vetaken theliberty of pulling your
packet, Mr. Aitt, and | must confess your service with the government

readslikeanoved." He paused to scan the dossier.

"Directly respongblefor saving innumerablelives during the Vixen
operation. Instrumentd in obtaining the Canadian merger treaty.
Heading the project to raise the Titanic, with subsequent discovery of a
rare element for the Sicilian project. Y ou have an uncanny knack for

Qgetting around.”



"I believe the word is 'ubiquitous,"" Oatesinjected.

"Y ou werein the Air Force before joining NUMA," Emmett continued.

"Rank of mgor. Excdlent record in Vietnam." He hesitated, astrange
inquisitivelook growing on hisface. "l see hereyou'received a

commendation for destroying one of our own arcraft.”

"Perhaps | should explain that," Sandecker said, "since | wason the

arcraft Dirk shot down."

"| redlize we're pressed for time, but 1'd be interested to hear that

tde" said Oates.

Sandecker nodded agreeably. "My gaff and | wereflying on atwin
turboprop transport from Saigon to asmall coastal port north of Da

Nang. Unknown to us, the field we were supposed to land on was overrun
by North Vietnamese regulars. Our radio mafunctioned and my pilot was
unableto recaivethewarning. Dirk wasflying nearby, returning to his

base from abombing misson. Theloca commander directed him to
intercept and dert us by whatever means available” Sandecker |ooked

over at Pitt and smiled.

"I haveto say hetried everything short of aneon sign. He played



charades from his cockpit, fired severa bursts from his guns across our
nose, but nothing penetrated our thick skulls. When we were on our

find landing approach, coming in from the seatoward the airstrip, in

what hasto be arare exhibition of precision agrid marksmanship, he

shot out both our engines, forcing my pilot to ditch our planein the

water only one milefrom shore. Dirk then flew cover, strafing enemy
boats putting out from the beach, until everyone was taken aboard a Navy
patrol vessdl. After learning that he saved me from certain

imprisonment and possible death, we became good friends.

Severa yearslater, when President Ford asked me to launch NUMA, |

persuaded Dirk to join me."

Oates looked at Pitt through bemused eyes. "Y ou lead an interesting

life. | envy you."

Before Pitt could reply, Alan Mercier said, "I'm sure Mr. Rittis

curiouswhy we asked him here.”

"I'mwell aware of the reason,”" Pitt said.

Helooked from man to man. They dl looked likethey hadnt deptina
month. At last he addressed himself directly to Oates. "I know who was
responsible for the theft and subsequent spill of Nerve Agent Sinto the
Gulf of Alaska" He spoke dowly and digtinctly. "1 know who committed

nearly thirty murderswhile hijacking the presdentid yacht and its



passengers. | know the identities of those passengers and why they were

abducted. And lastly, | know who sabotaged the Leonin Andreyev, killing

two hundred men, women and children. Thereisno speculation or

guesswork on my part. The facts and evidence are rock Solid.”

The room took on an amost deethly stillness. No one made even the

dightest attempt to speak. Fitts statement had stunned them to the

soles of their feet. Emmett had adistraught expression on hisface.

Fawcett clasped his hands to conced his nervousness.

Oates appeared dazed.

Brogan wasthe firg to question Fitt. "I must assume, Mr. Ritt,

you're dluding to the Russans?'

"No, gr, | an not."

"No chance you're mistaken?' asked Mercier.

"None."

"If not the Russians," asked Emmett in a cautious voice, "then who?"

"The head of the Bougainville Maritime empire, Min Koryo, and her

grandson, Lee Tong."



"1 happen to know Lee Tong Bougainville personaly,” said Emmett.

"Heis arespected business executive who donates heavily to political

campaigns.”

"So doesthe Mafiaand every charlatan who's out to milk the government
money maching" said Fitticily. He lain a photograph on thetable. "

borrowed thisfrom the morguefile of the Washing Pogt.

Do you'recognize this man, Mr. Emmett, the one coming through the door

inthe picture?"

Emmett picked up the photograph and examined it. "Lee Tong
Bouganville" hesad. "Not agood likeness, but one of the few photos

I've ever seen of him. He avoids publicity like herpes.

Y ou're making agrave error, Mr. Ritt, in accusng him of any crime.”

"No error,” Fitt said firmly. "Thisman tried to kill me. | have

reason to believe heis accountable for the explosion that burned and

sank the Leonin Andreyev, and the kidnapping of Congressivoman Loren

Smith."

"Congresswoman Smith's kidnapping is pure conjecture on your part.”



"Dinn't Congressman Moran explain what occurred onboard the ship?!

Pitt asked.

"He refusesto be questioned by us," Mercier answered. "All weknow is

what he told the press.”

Emmett was becoming angry. He saw Fitts revelations as an indictment of

FBI fumbling. He leaned acrossthe table with firein hiseyes. "Do

you honestly expect usto believe your ridiculousfary taes?' he

demanded in a cracking voice.

"I don't much care what you believe," Ritt replied, pinning the FBI

director with hisstare.

"Can you say how you collared the Bougainvilles?' asked Oates.

"My involvement stlems from the degth of afriend by Nerve Agent S.

| began ahunt for the responsible parties, | admit, purely for revenge.

Asmy investigations gradudly centered on Bougainville Maritime, other

avenues of their illicit organization suddenly unfolded.

"And you can prove your accusations?’



"Of course," Pitt answered. "Computer data describing their hijacking
activities, drug business and smuggling operationsisin asafe a

NUMA."

Brogan held up ahand. "Wait one moment. Y ou stated the Bougainvilles

were aso behind the hijacking of the Eagle?!

"i did"

"And you know who was abducted?’

"l do."

"Not possible," Brogan stated flatly.

"Shdl | name names, gentlemen?' said Aitt. "Let'sbegin withthe
President, then Vice President Margolin, Senator Larimer and House
Speaker Moran. | waswith Larimer when hedied. Margalinisdill
dive and hdd somewhere by the Bougainvilles. Moranisnow herein
Washington, no doubt congpiring to become the next messiah. The
President stsin the White House immune to the political disaster he's
causing, while hisbrain iswired to the apron strings of a Soviet

psychologist whose nameisDr. Aleksal Lugovoy.”

If Oates and the others sat stunned before, they were absolutely

petrified now. Brogan looked asif hed just consumed a bottle of



Tabasco sauce.

"Y ou couldn't know dl that!" he gasped.

"Quite obvioudy, | do," sad Aitt camly.

"My God, how?" demanded Oates.

"A few hours prior to the holocaust on the Leonin Andreyev, | killed a

KGB agent by the name of Paul Suvorov. He was carrying a notebook,

which | borrowed. The pages describe his movements after the President

was abducted from the Eagle.”

Pitt took the tobacco pouch from under his shirt, opened it, and

casudly tossed the notebook on the table.

It lay therefor several moments until Oates findly reached over and

pulled it toward him dowly, asif it might bite hishand. Thenhe

thumbed through the pages.

"That'sodd," he said after alapse. "Thewritingisin English.

| would have expected some sort of Russian worded code.”

"Not s0 strange,” said Brogan. "A good operative will writein the



language of the country he's assigned to. What isunusud isthat this
Suvorov took notesat al. | can only assume he was kegping an eyeon
Lugovoy, and the mind-control project wastoo technica for himto

commit to memory, so he recorded his observations.”

"Mr. Pitt," Fawcett demanded. "Do you have enough evidencefor the

Justice Department to indict Min Koryo Bougainville?!

"Indict yes, convict no," Pitt answered. "The government will never put
an eighty-six-year-old woman as rich and powerful as Min Koryo behind
bars. And if she thought her chances were on the down side, sheld skip

the country and move her operations e sawhere.”

"Conddering her crimes,”" Fawcett mused, "extradition shouldn't betoo

tough to negotiate."”

"Min Koryo has strong tieswith the North Koreans,” said PFitt.

"She goes there and you'll never see her stand trial.”

Emmett considered that and said stonily, "I think we can take over at

thispoint." Then he turned to Sandecker asif dismissng Fitt.

"Admiral, can you arrange to have Mr. Fitt availablefor further
questioning, and supply us with the computer data he's accumulated on

the Bougainvilles?'



"Y ou can bank on full cooperation from NUMA," Sandecker said.

Then he anded caudticdly, "Always glad to help the FBI off areef.”

"That's settled,” said Oates, stepping in asreferee. "Mr. Fitt, do

you have any ideawhere they might be holding Vice Presdent Margolin?'

"No, gr. | don't think Suvorov did ether. According to his notes,

after he escaped from Lugovoy's [aboratory, he flew over theareaina

helicopter but failed to pinpoint the location or building.

The only reference he mentionsisariver south of Charleston, South

Carolina"

Oates|ooked from Emmett to Brogan to Mercier. "Well, gentlemen, we

have agtarting point."

"I think we owe around of thanksto Mr. Pitt," said Fawcett.

"Yes, indeed," said Mercier. "Y ou've been most helpful.”

Chrig! FAitt thought to himsdlf. They're beginning to sound likethe

Chamber of Commerce expressing their gratitude to a street cleaner who

followed a parade.



"That'sdl thereis?' he asked.

"For the moment," replied Oates.

"What about Loren Smith and Vince Margolin?'

"WEell seeto their safety,” said Emmett coldly.

Pitt awkwardly struggled to hisfeet. Sandecker came over and took his
arm. Then Fitt placed his hands on the table and leaned toward Emmett,

his stare enough to wither cactus.

"You better," he said with avoicelike sed. "Y ou damned well

better."

As THE Chamette steamed toward Florida, communications became hectic.
Frantic inquiries flooded the ship's radio room, and the Koreans found

it impossibleto comply. They findly gave up and supplied only the

names of the survivors onboard. All entreaties by the news media
demanding detailed information on the Leonin Andreyev's snking went

unanswered.

Friends and relatives of the passengers, frantic with anxiety, began
callecting a the Russian cruise line offices. Here and there around

the country flags were flown at half-mast. The tragedy was a subject of



conversation in every home. Newspapers and television networks
temporarily swept the President closing of Congress out of the limelight

and devoted specid editions and newscasts to covering the disaster.

The Navy began airlifting the people whom their rescue operation had
pulled from the water, flying them to naval air sations and hospitas
nearest their homes. These werethefirst to beinterviewed, and their
conflicting stories blamed the explosion on everything from afloating
mine of World War Two, to acargo of weapons and munitions being

smuggled by the Russansinto Centra America.

The Soviet diplomatic missions across the United States reacted badly by
accusing the U.S. Navy of cardesdy launching amissile at the Leonin
Andreyev: acharge that had good play in the Eastern bloc countries but

was generaly shrugged off € sawhere as a crude propaganda ploy.

The excitement rose to a crescendo over ahuman interest story not seen
sincethe sinking of the Andrea Doriain 1956. The continued slence

from the Chalmette infuriated the reporters and correspondents.

There was amad rush to charter boats, airplanes and helicopters to meet
the ship as she neared the coast. Fueled by the Korean captain's

slence, speculation ran rampant as the tension built. Investigations

into the cause were being demanded by every palitician who could

contrive an interview.



The Chamette remained obstinate to the end. As she entered themain
channel, she was surrounded by awolf pack of buzzing aircraft and
circling pleasure yachts and fishing boats crawling with reporters
blasting questions through bullhorns. To their utter frustration, the

Korean seamen smply waved and shouted back in their native tongue.

Sowly agpproaching the docking termina a Dodge Idand in the Port of
Miami, the Chalmette was greeted by a massive crowd of over ahundred
thousand people surging against a police cordon blocking the entrance to
the pier. A hundred vineo and film cameras recorded the scene asthe
giant container ship's mooring lines were dropped over rustin-,

bollards, gangways were rolled against the hull, and the survivors stood

at therailings, astounded at the turnout.

Some appeared overjoyed to see dry land once again, others displayed
solemn grief for hushands or wives, sons or daughters, they would never
seeagain. A great hush suddenly fell on the mass of spectators. It

was later described by an anchorman on the evening TV news as "the

slence one experiences at the lowering of a coffin into the ground.”

Unnoticed in the drama, ahost of FBI agents dressed in the uniforms of
immigration officias and customs ingpectors swarmed aboard the ship,
confirming the inentities of the surviving passengers and crewmen of the
Leonin Andreyev, interrogating each on the whereabouts of Congressivoman

Smith, and searching every foot of the ship for any sign of her.



Al Giordino questioned the people whose faces he recdled seeing in the
lifeboat. None of them could remember what happened to Loren or the
Oriental steward after climbing aboard the Chamette. One woman thought
she saw them led away by the ship's captain, but she couldn't be sure.

To many of those who had narrowly escaped degth, their minds

conveniently blanked olit much of the catastrophe.

The captain and his crew claimed to know nothing. Photos of Loren
provoked no recognition. Interpretersinterrogated them in Korean, but
their storieswere the same. They never saw her. Six hours of in-depth
search -turned up nothing. At last the reporters were alowed to

scramble onboard. The crew were acknowledged heroes of the sea. The
image harvested by Bougainville Maritime and their courageous employees,
who braved a sea of blazing oil to save four hundred souls, was a public

relationswindfal, and Min Koryo made the most of it.

It was dark and raining when Giordino wearily made hisway acrossthe

now emptied dock and entered the customs office of the termind.

He sat at adesk for along time staring out into the rainsoaked murk,

his dark eyes mere shadows on hisface.

Heturned and looked &t the telephone as though it was the enemy.



Hyping his courage by adrink of brandy from ahaf-pint bottlein his
coat pocket and lighting acigar he had stolen from Admira Sandecker,

he didled anumber and let it ring, almost hoping no one would answer.

Then avoice camne on.

Giordino moistened hislipswith histongue and said, "Forgive me, Dirk.

We weretoo late. Shewasgone.”

The helicopter camein from the south and flashed on itslanding lights.
The pilot settled his craft into pogition, and then lowered it onto the
roof of the World Trade Center in lower Manhattan. The side door
dropped open and Lee Tong stepped out. He swiftly walked over to a
privately guarded entrance and took an elevator down to his

grandmother's living quarters.

He bent down and kissed her lightly on the forehead. "How was your day,

anumi?'

"Disadtrous,”" she said tiredly. "Someoneis sabotaging our bank
records, shipping transactions, every piece of businessthat goes
through acomputer. What was once a study in efficient management

proceduresis now amess."

Lee Tong's eyes narrowed. "Who can bedoing it?"



"Every tral leadsto NUMA.."

"Dirk Aitt."

"He'sthe prime suspect.”

"No more," said Lee Tong reassuringly. "Aitt isdead.”

Shelooked up, her aged eyes questioning. "Y ou know that for afact?"

He nodded. "Pitt was onboard the Leonin Andreyev. An opportune stroke

of luck. | watched him die"

"Y our Caribbean misson was only haf favorable. Moran lives.”

"Yes, but Aitt isout of our hair and the Leonin Andreyev evensthe

score for the Venice and the gold.”

Min Koryo suddenly lashed out & him. "That dimy scum Antonov tricked
usout of onebillion dollarsin gold and cost usagood ship and crew,

and you say the scoreiseven?'

Lee Tong had never seen his grandmother so furious. "'I'm enraged too,
aunumi, but we're hardly in aposition to declare war on the Soviet

Union."



She leaned forward, her hands clasped so tightly around the armrests of
her wheelchair that the knuckles showed through the ddlicate skin. "The
Russians don't know what it'slike to have terrorists striking at their
throats. 1 want you to mount bombing attacks againgt their merchant

fleet, especidly ther oil tankers”

Lee Tong put hisarm around her shoulder as he would a hurt child.

"The Hebrew eye-for-an-eye proverb may satisfy the vindictive soul, but

it never andsto the bank account. Do not blind yoursdlf with anger.”

"What do you expect?" she snapped. "Antonov hasthe President and the
gold where hisNavy can sdlvageit. We dlowed Lugovoy and his t&ff to
leave with the President. Y earsof planning and millions of dollars

wasted, and for what?"

"We have not lost our bargaining power,” said Lee Tong. "Vice President

Margolinistill secure at the laboratory. And we have an unexpected

bonusin Congresswoman Loren Smith."

"Y ou abducted her?' she asked in surprise.

" She was a so onboard the cruise ship. After thesinking, | arranged to

have her flown off the Chalmette to the laboratory.”



"She might prove useful,” Min Koryo conceded.

"Don't be disheartened, aunumi,” said Lee Tong. "Wearedill inthe
game. Antonov and hisKGB bedfdllow Polevoi badly underestimated the
Americans pathologica devotiontoindividud rights. Ingtructing the
President to close Congressto increase his powers was astupid blunder.

Hewill beimpeached and thrown out of Washington within the week."

"Not s0 long as he has the backing of the Pentagon.”

Lee Tong inserted acigarette in the long silver holder. "The Joint

Chiefsare Stting on thefence. They can't keep the House from meeting

forever. Once they've voted for impeachment, the generals and admiras

won't waste any timein swinging their support to Congress and the new

chief executive”

"Which will be Alan Moran," Min Koryo sad, asif she had abad tastein

her mouth.

"Unlesswe rdease Vincent Margolin.”

"And cut our own throat. We'd be better off making him disappear for

good or arrange to have his body found floating in the Potomac River."

"Ligten, aunumi,” said Lee Tong, hisblack eyesglinting. “"We havetwo



options. One, the laboratory isin perfect working order.

Lugovoy'sdatais gill in the computer disks. His mind-control
techniques are oursfor the taking. We can hire other scientiststo
program Margolin'sbrain. Thistimeit will not be the Russanswho

control the White House, but Bougainville Maritime.”

"But if Moran issworn in as President before the brain-control transfer

isaccomplished, Margolin will be of no useto us."

"Optiontwo," said Lee Tong. "Strike aded with Moran to diminate

Margolin and pave hisway to the White House."

"Can he be bought?'

"Moran isashrewd manipulator. His politica power baseis mortared

with underhanded financid dedlings. Believe me, aunumi, Alan Moran

will pay any pricefor the Presidency.”

Min Koryo looked at her grandson with great respect. He possessed an

amost mystical grasp of the abstract. Sheamiled fantly.

Nothing excited her merchant blood more than reversing afalureinto a

success. "Strike your bargain,” she said.

"I'm happy you agree.”



"Y ou must move the laboratory facility to asafe place” she sad, her
mind beginning to shift gears. "At least until we know where we stand.
Government investigators will soon fit the pieces together and

concentrate their search on the Eastern Seaboard.”

"My thoughtsalso," said Lee Tong. "I took the liberty of ordering one

of our tugsto moveit out of South Carolinawatersto our private

receiving dock."

Min Koryo nodded. "An excdlent choice.”

"And apracticd one" hereplied.

"How do we handle the congresswvoman?’ Min Koryo asked.

"If shetaksto the press she might bring up anumber of embarrassng

questions for Moran to answer about his presence onboard the Leonin

Andreyev. HEd be smart to pay for her silence dso.”

"Yes, helied himsdf into ahole on that one.™

"Or we can run her through the mind-control experiment and send her back

to Washington. A servant in Congress could prove agreet asset.”



"But if Moran included her intheded ?'

"Then we sink the |aboratory along with Margolin and Loren Smithina

hundred fathoms of water."

Unknown to Lee Tong and Min Koryo, their conversation was transmitted to
theroof of anearby apartment building where a secondary reception dish
relayed the radio frequency signals to a voice-activated tape recorder

in adusty, vacant office severa blocks awvay on Hudson Street.

The turn-of-the-century brick building was due to be demolished, and
athough most of the offices were empty, afew tenants were taking their

swest time about relocating.

Sd Casio had the tenth floor dl to himself. He squatted in this
particular Site because the janitoria crew never bothered to step off
the elevator, and the window had a direct line of sight to the secondary
receiver. A cot, adeeping bag and asmal eectric burner were dl he
needed to get by, and except for the receiver/ recorder, hisonly other
piece of furniture was an old faded and torn lobby chair that hed

salvaged out of aback-alley trash bin.

He turned the lock with his master key and entered, carrying a paper
sack containing a corned beef sandwich and three bottles of Herman
Joseph beer. The office was hot and stuffy, so he opened awindow and

dtared at the lights across the river in New Jersey.



Casio performed the tedious job of surveillance automatically, welcoming
theisolation that gave him achanceto let hismind runloose. He

recalled the happy times of hismarriage, the growing-up yearswith his
daughter, and he began to fed melowed. Hislong quest for retribution
hadfinally threaded the needle and was drawing to aclose. All that was

left, he mused, wasto write the Bougainville epilogue.

He looked down at the recorder while taking a bite out of the sandwich
and noted the tape had rolled during histrip to the delicatessen.
Morning would be soon enough to rewind and listen to it, he decided.
Also, if hewas playing back the recording when voices activated the

system again, the previous conversation would be erased.

Casio had no way of guessing the critical content on the tape.

The decison to wait was dictated by routine procedure, but the delay

wasto proveterribly costly.

"May | talk to you, Generd?"

About to leavefor the day, Metcalf wasin the act of snapping closed

his briefcase. His eyes narrowed in apprehension at recognizing Alan

Mercier, who was standing in the doorway.



"Of course, please comein and Sit down.”

The President's Nationa Security Adviser moved toward the desk but

remained sanding. "I have some newsyou aren't going to like."

Metcalf Sghed. "Bad news seemsto be the order of the day lately. What

isit?'

Mercier handed him an unmarked binder holding severd sheets of
typewritten paper and spoke in asoft, hurried voice. "Orders direct
from the President. All American forcesin Europe must be pulled out by
Chrigmas. He's given you twenty daysto draw up aplan for tota

withdrawa from NATO."

Metcaf dumped into his chair like aman struck with ahammer.

It'snot possible’ he mumbled. "I can't believe the President would

issue such orderdl"

"| was as shocked as you are when he dropped the bomb on me," said

Mercier. "Oatesand | tried to reason with him, but it was usd ess.

He's demanding everything be removed-Pershing and cruise missiles, dl

equipment, supply depots, our whole organization."

Metcaf was bewildered. "But what about our Western alliances?'



Mercier made a helpless gesture with his hands. "His outlook, oneI've

never heard him voice before, isto let Europe police Europe.”

"But good God!" Metcaf snapped in sudden anger. "He's handing the

entire continent to the Russanson agold tray."

"l won't argue with you."

“I'll be damned if I'll comply.”

"Whet will you do?'

"Go direct to the White House and resign,” Metcaf said adamantly.

"Before you act hadtily, | suggest you meet with Sam Emmett.

“Why?

"Thereis something you should know," Mercier said in alow tone, "and

Samisin abetter postion to explain it than me."

THE President WAS gSitting at awriting table in his pgjamas and bathrobe

when Fawcett waked into the bedroom.



"Well, did you speak with Moran?"

Fawcett's face was grim. "He refused to listen to any of your

proposals.”

"isthet it?'

"He said you were finished as President, and nothing you could say was

of any consequence. Then hethrew inafew insults”

"I want to hear them,” the President demanded sharply.

Fawcett sighed uncomfortably. "He said your behavior wasthat of a
madman and that you bel onged in the psycho ward. He compared you with
Benedict Arnold and claimed he would see your administration wiped from
the history books. After he ran through severa moreirrdevant durs,

he suggested you do the country a great service by committing suicide,
thereby saving the taxpayers along-drawn-out investigation and

expendvetrid."

The President's face became amask of rage. "That snivding little

bastard thinks he's going to put mein acourtroom?”

"It'sno secret, Moranis pulling out all stopsto take your place.”

"Hisfeet aretoo smal tofill my shoes," the President said through



tight lips. "And hishead istoo big to fit the job."

"To hear himtell it, hisright hand is aready raised to take the oath

of office," Fawceitt said. "The proposed impeachment proceeding isonly

thefirst sep in ablueprint for atrangtion from you to him."

"Alan Moran will never occupy the White House," the President said, his

voiceflat and hard.

"No congressiona session, no impeachment,” said Fawcett. "But you

can't keep them corrdled indefinitely.”

"They can't meet until | give theword.”

"What about tomorrow morning a Lisner Auditorium?’

"Thetroopswill break that up in short order.”

"Suppose the Virginiaand Maryland National Guardsmen stand their

ground?'

"For how long againgt veteran soldiers and Marines?!

"Long enough for agreat many to die," said Fawcett.



"Sowhat?" the President scoffed coldly. "Thelonger | keep Congress

in disarray, themore | can accomplish. A few deasthsareasmdl price

to pay."

Fawcett looked at him uneasily. Thiswas not the same man who solemnly

swore during his campaign for the Presidency that no American boy would

be ordered to fight and die under hisadminigtration. It wasdl he

could do to act out hisrole of friend and adviser. After amoment he

shook his head. "I hope you're not being overly destructive.”

"Getting cold feet, Dan?"

Fawcett felt trapped in a corner, but before he could reply Lucas

entered the room carrying atray with cups and atespot.

"Anyone care for some herbd tea?' he asked.

The President nodded. "Thank you, Oscar. That was very thoughtful of

you."

"Dan?'

"Thanks, | could use some."

L ucas poured and passed out the cups, keeping one for himself.



Fawcett drained hisamost immediately.

"Could be warmer," he complained.

"Sorry," said Lucas. "It cooled on the way up from the kitchen."

"Tastesfineto me," the President said, between sips. "'l don't care

liquid so hot it burnsyour tongue.” He paused and set the cup on the

writing desk. "Now then, where were we?"

"Discussing your new policies,”" Fawcett said, deftly sidestepping out of

the corner. "Western Europeisin an uproar over your decison to

withdraw American forcesfrom NATO. Thejoke circulating around Embassy

Row isthat Antonov is planning acoming-out party at the Savoy Hotd in

London."

"I don't appreciate the humor,” the President said coldly.

"President Antonov has given me his persona assurancesthat he will

say in hisown yard."

"l seem to remember Hitler telling Neville Chamberlain the samething.”

The President looked asif he was going to make an angry retort, but

suddenly he yawned and shook his head, fighting off acreegping



drowsidess. "No matter what anyonethinks,” he said dowly, "I've

diffused the nuclear threat and that's dl that matters.”

Fawcett took the cue and yawned contagioudy. "If you don't need me any

moretonight, Mr. President, | think I'll head for home and a soft

"Same here," said Lucas. "My wife and kids are beginning to wonder if |

dill exig."

"Of course. I'm sorry for kegping you so late." The President moved

over to the bed, kicked off his dippers and removed hisrobe.

"Turnonthe TV, will you, Oscar? I'd liketo catch afew minutes of

the twenty-four-hour cable news." Then he turned to Fawcett. "Dan,

firg thing in the morning, schedule ameeting with Generd Metcalf, |

want him to brief me on histroop movements.”

"I'll take care of it," Fawcett assured him- "Good night,” Inthe

elevator going down to thefirst floor Fawcett looked at hiswatch.

"Two hoursshould doiit."

"Hell deep like the dead and wake up sicker than adog,” said Lucas.

"By theway, how did you manageit? | didn't seeyou dip anything



into histea, and yet you poured al three cups from the same pot.”

"Anold magician'strick," Lucas said, laughing, "The tegpot had two

interior compartments.”

The elevator doors opened and they met Emmett, who was standin off to

onesde. "Any problems?' he asked.

Fawcett shook hishead. "Assmooth asglass. The President went down

like ababy."

Lucaslooked at him, hiseyes cautious. "Now comes the hard

part-fooling the Russans.”

"He's deegping unusudly soundly tonight,” said Lugovoy.

The monitoring psychologist who drew the early-morning shift nodded. "A
good sign. Less chance for Comrade Belkayato penetrate the President's

dreams.”

Lugovoy studied the display screen that recorded the President's body
functions. "Temperature up one degree. Congestion forming in the nasd
passages. Appears as though our subject is coming down with either a

summer cold or theflu.”



Fascinating, we know he's been attacked by avirus before he fedsit.”

"I don't think it'sserious," Lugovoy said. "But you better keep a

tight watch in case it developsinto something that could jeopardize the

project-" Abruptly the green datafilling the dozen screens encompassing

the console faded into distorted lines and vanished into blackness.

The monitoring psychologist tensed. "What in hdll-" Then, asquickly as

the display datawere wiped clean, they returned in bright, clear

readings. Lugovoy quickly checked the circuit warning lights.

They dl read normal.

"What do you suppose that was?"

Lugovoy looked thoughtful. "Possbly atemporary falurein theimplant

tranamitter.”

"No indication of amafunction.”

"An dectricd interference, perhaps?’

"Of course. An atimospheric disturbance of some kind. That would

explainit. The symptoms match. What else could it be?!

Lugovoy passed aweary hand across hisface and stared at the monitors.



"Nothing," he said somberly. "Nothing of any concern.”

Generd Metcdf sat in hismilitary resdence and swirled the brandy

around in his glass as he closed the cover of the report in hislap. He

looked up sadly and stared at Emmett, who was Sitting across the room.

"A tragic crime" he said dowly. "The President had every chancefor

achieving greatness. No finer man ever sat in the White House."

"Thefactsaredl there" said Emmett, gesturing at the report.

"Thanksto the Russans, he's mentdly unfit to continuein office."

"I must agree, but it's no easy thing. Heand | have been friends for

nearly forty years.”

"Will you call off the troops and dlow Congressto meet at Lisner

Auditorium tomorrow?' Emmett pressed.

Metcaf sipped the brandy and gave aweary nod to his head.

"I'll issue ordersfor their withdrawal firgt thing in the morning.

Y ou can inform the House and Senate leaders they can hold session in the

Capitol building.”



"Can | ask afavor?'

"Of course”

"Isit possible to remove the Marine guard from around the White House

by midnight?'

"l don't seewhy not," said Metcaf. "Any particular reason?”

"A deception, Generd," Emmett replied. "Oneyou will find most

intriguing.”

SANDECKER STOOD IN THE CHART ROOM of NUMA and peered through a
magnification enhancer at an aerid photo of JohnsIdand, South

Carolina. He straightened and looked at Giordino and Pitt, who were

standing on the opposite side of thetable. "Beatsme," he said after a

short sllence. "If Suvorov pinpointed hislandmarks correctly, | can't

understand why he didn't find Bougainvilleslab facility froma

helicopter.”

Pitt consulted the Soviet agent's notebook. "He used an old abandoned

gas tation for hisbase point,” he said, pointing to atiny structure

on the photograph, "which can be distinguished here.”

"Emmett or Brogan know you made a copy before we left GuantAnamo Bay?'



asked Giordino, nodding toward the notebook.

Fitt smiled. "What do you think?"

"I won't tel if you won't."

"If Suvorov escaped the lab at night,” said Sandecker, "it's conceivable

he got his bearings crossed.”

"A good undercover operativeisatrained observer,” Pitt explained. "He
was precisein hisdescription of landmarks. | doubt helost his sense

of direction."

"Emmett has two hundred agents crawling over the area," Sandecker said.

"Asof fifteen minutes ago, they came up emptyhanded.”

" Thenwhere?' Giordino asked in agenerd sense. "No Sructure the
size Suvorov recorded shows on the aeria survey. A few old houseboats,
some scattered small homes, a couple of decrepit sheds, nothing on the

order of awarehouse."

"An underground facility?" Sandecker speculated.

Giordino considered the point. "Suvorov did say hetook the elevator up

to break out."



"On the other hand, he mentions walking down aramp to agravel road.”

"A ramp might suggest aboat,” Giordino ventured.

Sandecker looked doubtful. "No good. The only water near the spot

where Suvorov putsthelab isacreek with adepth of no more than two

or threefeet. Far too shallow to float avessd large enough to

require an eevator.”

"Thereisanother possibility,” said Ritt.

"Whichis?'

"A barge.

Giordino looked across the table at Sandecker. "I think Dirk may have

something.”

Pitt stepped over to atelephone, dided anumber and switched the call

to a speaker.

"Data Department,” came agroggy Vvoice.

"Y aeger, you awake?"'



"Oh, God, it'syou, Fitt. Why do you aways haveto cal after

midnight?"

"Listen, | need information on aparticular type of vessd. Can your

computers come up with aprojection oniitsclassif | supply the

dimensons?'

"Isthisagame?"

"Believe you me, thisisno game," Sandecker growled.

"Admird!" Y aeger muttered, coming aert. "I'll getright onit.

What are your dimensions?’

Fitt thumbed to the correct page in the notebook and read them off into

the speaker phone. "A hundred sixty-eight feet inlength a ingde

perpendiculars by thirty-three feet in the beam. The approximete height

isten feet."

"Not much to go on," Y aeger grumbled.

"Try", Sandecker replied sernly.

"Hold on. I'm moving to the keyboard."



Giordino smiled a the admird. "Care to make awager?”'

"Nameit."

"A bottle of Chivas Regd against abox of your cigars Dirk'sright.”

"No bet," said Sandecker. "My specidly rolled cigars cost far more

than a bottle of scotch.”

Y aeger could be heard clearing histhroat. "Hereitis" Therewasa

dight pause. "Sorry, not enough data. Those figures are arough match

for any one of ahundred different craft."

Aitt thought amoment. " Suppose the height was the same from bow to

gen.”

"You talking aflat superstructure?’

"Yan

"Hold on," said Y aeger. "Okay, you've lowered the numbers.

Y our mystery vessdl looks like abarge.”

"Eureka," excdlamed Giordino.



"Don't cashin your coupons yet," Y aeger cautioned. "Thedimensions

don' fit any known barge in existence.”

"Damni" Sandecker blurted. "So near, yet-"

"Wait," Aitt cut in.

"Suvorov gave usinterior measurements.” He leaned over the speaker

phone. "Y aeger, and two feet al around and run it through again.”

"Y ou're getting warmer," Y aeger's voice rasped over the speaker.

"Try thison for size-no pun intended-one hundred and ninety-five by

thirty-five by twelve feet.”

"Beam and height correspond,” said Fitt, "but your length isway off."

"Y ou gave meinterior length between perpendicular bulkheads.

I'm giving you overdl length including araked bow of twenty-five

feat.”

"He'sright,” said Sandecker. "We didn't dlow for the scoop of the

forward end.”



Y aeger continued. "What we've got isadry cargo barge, stedl
congtruction, two hundred and eighty to three hundred tons-selfenclosed

compartmentsfor carrying grain, lumber and so forth.

Probably manufactured by the Nashville bridge Company, Nashville,

Tennessee”

"Thedraft?" Ritt pushed.

"Empty or |oaded?’

"Eighteen inches.”

"Thanks, pa. Youvedoneit again.”

"Donewhat?"

"Go back to deep.”

Pitt switched off the speaker and turned to Sandecker. "The smoke

cdears”

Sandecker fairly beamed. "Clever, clever people, the Bougainvilles."



Pitt nodded. "I haveto agree. The last place anyone would look for an
expensively equipped laboratory isinsde arusty old river barge moored

inaswamp.”

" She a0 has the advantage of being movable,” said Sandecker.

The admira referred to any vessdl, scow or arcraft carrier inthe
feminine gender. "A tug can transport and dock her anywhere the water

depth isover afoot and ahaf.”

Pitt stared at the agria photo pensively. "The next testisto

determine wherethe Bougainvilleshinit agan.”

"The creek where she was tied leads into the Stono River," Sandecker

noted.

"And the Stono River is part of the Intracoastal Waterway," Pitt added.

"They can dip it into any one of ten thousand rivers, streams, bays and

sounds from Boston to Key West."

"No way of second-guessing the destination,” Giordino murmured

dejectedly.

"They won't keep it in South Carolinawaters," Ritt said. "Too obvious.



The catch, as| seeit, boils down to north or south, and a distance of

S, maybe eight hundred miles"

"A gtaggering job," Sandecker said in asoft voice, "untangling her from
the other barges plying the eastern waterways. They'rethicker than

leavesin aNew England October.”

"Still, it'smore than we had to go on before," Pitt said hopefully.

Sandecker turned from the photo. "Better give Emmett acall and steer
him onto our discovery. Someonein hisarmy of investigators may get

lucky and ssumble on theright barge.”

The admird'swords were empty of feeling. He didn't want to say what

was on hismind.

If Lee Tong Bougainville suspected government investigators were
bresthing down his neck, hisonly option would beto kill the Vice

President and Loren, and dispose of their bodies to cover histracks.

"THE PATIENT WILL LIVE tofight another day," said Dr. Harold Gwynne,
the President's physician, cheerfully. Hewas acherubic little man

with abading head and friendly blue eyes. "A common case of theflu

bug. Stay in bed for a couple of days until the fever subsides. 'l

give you an antibiotic and something to relieve the nausea.



"l can't stay on my back," the Presdent protested weakly. "Too much

work to do."

Therewaslittlefight in hiswords. The chillsfrom a 103-degree fever

sandbagged him, and he was congtantly on the verge of vomiting.

Histhroat was sore, his nose stuffed up and he felt rotten from scalp

totoenals.

"Relax and takeit easy,” Gwynne ordered. "Theworld can turn without

you for afew hours" He jabbed aneedle into the President'sarm and

then held aglass of water for him to wash down apill.

Dan Fawcett entered the bedroom. "About through, Doc?' heinquired.

Gwynne nodded. "Keep him off hisfeet. I'll check back around two

o'clock thisafternoon.” He smiled warmly, closed his black bag and

stepped through the door.

"Generd Metcalf iswaiting,” Fawcett said to the President.

The President pushed athird pillow behind hisback and struggled to a

gtting position, massaging his temples as the room began to spin.

Metcdf was ushered in, resplendent in a uniform decorated by eight rows



of colorful ribbons. There was a briskness about the genera that was

not present at their last meseting.

The President looked at him, hisface pdlin, his eyes drooping and

watery. He began to cough uncontrollably.

Metcalf came over to the bed. "isthere anything | can get you, Sir?'

he asked solicitoudly.

The President shook his head and waved him away. "I'll survive™ he

sad at last. "What'sthe stuation, Clayton?”

The President never cdled hisjoint Chiefs by rank, preferring to lower

them a couple of notches down their pedestal by andressing them with

their Chrigtian names.

Metcdf shifted in hischair uncomfortably. "The Streets are quiet at

the moment, but there were one or two isolated incinents of sniping. One

soldier waskilled and two Marines wounded."

"Werethe guilty parties gpprehended?"

"Yes, dr," Metcalf answered.

"A couple of crimind radicals, no doubt."



Metcaf stared at hisfeet. "Not exactly. One was the son of
Congressman Jacob Whitman of South Dakota and the other the son of

Postmaster Genera Kenneth Potter. Both were under seventeen years of

age.”

The President's face looked stricken for an ingtant and then it quickly

hardened. "Areyour troops deployed at Lisner Auditorium?”

"One company of Marinesis stationed on the grounds around the

building.”

"Hardly seems enough manpower," said the President. "The Maryland and

VirginiaGuard units combined will outnumber them fiveto one."

"The Guard will never comewithin rifle shot of the auditorium,” said

Metcdf knowingly. "Our planisto defuse their effectiveness by

stopping them before they arrivein the city.”

"A sound grategy,” the President said, his eyes briefly gleaming.

"I have aspecia newsreport,” said Fawcett, who was knedling in front

of thetelevison set. He turned up the volume and stood aside so the

picture could be seen from the bed.

Curtis Mayo was standing beside a highway blocked by armed soldiers. In



the background aline of tanks stretched across the road, the muzzles of

their guns pointing ominoudly & aconvoy of personnd carriers.

"The VirginiaNationa Guard troops that Speaker of the House Alan Moran
was relying on to protect ameeting of Congress on the George Washington
University campus this morning have been turned back outsde the

nation's capital by armored units of the Army special forces. |

understand the same situation exists with the Maryland Guard northeast

of the city. So far there has been no threat of fighting. Both state

Guard units appeared subdued, if not in numbers, by superior equipmen.

Outside Lisner Auditorium, acompany of Marines, under the command of
Colonel Ward Clarke, aVietnam Medd of Honor holder, isturning away

members of Congress, refusing them entrance to hold asession.

And so once again the President has thwarted House and Senate members

while he continues his controversid foreign affairs programs without

their approvd. Thisis CurtisMayo, CNN news, on ahighway thirty

miles south of Washington."

"'Seen enough?" asked Fawcett, turning off the set.

'Yes, yes," the President rasped happily. "That ought to keep that

egomaniac Moran floundering without arudder for awhile.”

Metcaf roseto hisfeet. "If you won't need me any further, Mr.



Presdent, | should be getting back to the Pentagon. Conditionsare

pretty unsettled with our division commandersin Europe.

They don't exactly share your views on pulling back their forcesto the

States."

"In thelong haul they'll come to accept the risks of atemporary
military imbalance in order to dilute the dreaded specter of nuclear
conflict." The President shook Metcaf's hand. "Nice piece of work,

Clayton. Thank you for keeping Congress pardyzed.”

Metcaf waked aong the corridor for fifty feet until it emptied into

the vast interior of abarren warehousdike structure.

The stage et that contained an exact replica of the President's White
House bedroom sat in the middle of the Washington Navy Y ard'sold brick

ordnance building, which had gone virtudly unused since World War Two.

Every detail of the deception was carefully planned and executed.

A sound technician operated a stereo recorder whose tape played the
muted sounds of Street traffic at aprecise volume. Thelighting
outside the bedroom windows matched the sky exactly, with an occasional

shadowed effect to smulate a passing cloud.



Thefilters over the lamps were set to emit changing yellow-orange rays

to duplicate the day's movement of the sun. Even the plumbinginthe
adjacent bathroom worked with the familiar sounds of the original, but
emptying its contents into a septic tank rather than the Washington city
sewer system. The huge concrete floor was heavily populated with Marine
guards and Secret Service agents, while overhead, amin great wooden

rafters, men stood on catwa ks manning the overhead lighting system.

Metcalf stepped across anetwork of electrical cables and entered a

large mobiletrailer parked againgt the far wall. Oates and Brogan were

waiting and invited him into awa nut-paneled office.

"Coffee?' Brogan asked, holding up aglassurn.

Metcdf nodded gratefully, reached for asteaming cup and sank into a

chair. "My God, for aminute there| could have sworn | wasin the

White House"

"Martin's people did an amazing job," said Oates.

"He flew in acrew from aHollywood studio and constructed the entire

<t in nine hours.

"did you have a problem moving the President?"

"Theeasy part,” replied Brogan. "We trangferred him in the same moving



van asthefurniture. Strange asit might sound, the toughest hurdle

wasthe paint."

"How 07"

"We had to cover thewadlswith amateria that didn't have the smdll of

new paint. Fortunately, our chemists at the agency lab came up witha

chalky substance they could tint that Ieft no aroma.

"The news program was an ingenious touch,” commented Metcalf.

"it cost us," Oates explained. "We had to make a dedl with CurtisMayo

to give him the exclusive story in return for his cooperation in

broadcasting the phony news report. He aso agreed to hold off a

network investigation until the Situation cools."

"How long can you continue to deceive the President?’

"For aslong asit takes," answered Brogan.

"For what purpose?’

"To study the President's brain patterns.”

Metcdf threw Brogan avery dubiouslook indeed. "Y ou haven't convinced



me. Stedling back the President's mind from the Russianswho stole it

inthefirg placeisstretching my gullibility past the bresking

point.”

Brogan and Oates exchanged looks and smiled. "Would you liketo seefor

yoursdlf?' Oates asked.

Metcaf put down the coffee. "I wouldn't missit for afifth sar.”

"Through here," Oates said, opening adoor and gesturing for Metcdf to

enter.

The entire midsection and one end of the mobiletrailer wasfilled with
exotic eectronic and computer hardware. The monitoring data center was
ageneration ahead of Lugovoy's equipment onboard the Bougainville

|aboratory.

Dr. Raymond Edgely noticed their appearance and came over.

Oates introduced him to Generd Metcalf.

"So you're the mysterious genius who heads up Fathom,” Metcalf said.

"I'm honored to meet you."

"Thank you, Generd," Edgely said. " Secretary Oatestells me you have

Some suspicions about the project.”



Metcalf looked around the busy complex, studying the scientists who were
engrossed in the digital readings on the monitors. "'l admit I'm puzzled

by dl this"

"Badcdly, it'squitesmple™” Edgdy sad. "My daff and | are
intercepting and accumul ating data on the President's brain rhythmsin
preparation for switching control from his cerebra implant to our own

unit, which you see before you."

Metcaf's kepticisn melted away. "Thenthisisdl true. The Russans

redly are dominating histhoughts.”

"Of course. It wastheir ingtructions to close down Congress and the
Supreme Court s0 he could ingtigate projects beneficial to the Communist
bloc without legidative roadblocks. The order to withdraw our troops
from NATO isaperfect example. Exactly what the Soviet military wants

for Chrigmas."

"And you people can actudly take the place of the President's mind?"

Edgedly nodded. "Do you have any messages you wish sent to the Kremlin?

Some mideading information perhgps?!

Metcaf brightened like asearchlight. "i think my intelligence people



can write some interesting science fiction that should spur them to draw

al thewrong conclusions.”

"When do you expect to rel ease the President from Lugovoy's command?”

Brogan asked.

"I think we can make the transfer in another eight hours," answered

Edgdly.

"Then well get out of the way and leave you to your work," Oates said.

They |€ft the data acquisition room and returned to the outer office,

where they found Sam Emmett waiting. Oates could see that the

expression on hisface spelled trouble.

"I've just come from Capitol Hill," Emmett said. "They'reacting like

animasin azoo who haven't been fed. Debate over impeachment is

raging in Congress. The President's party is making ashow of loyalty,

but that'sdl it isashow. Thereisno support on abroad front.

Desartions comeinwholesdelots.”

"What about committee?asked Oates.

"The opposition party rammed through afloor vote to bypass acommittee

investigation to savetime.”



"A guess asto when they'll decide?!

"The House may vote on impeachment this afternoon.”

"The odds?'

"Hvetoonein favor."

"The Senate?"'

"Not inthe cards. A straw vote indicates the Senate will voteto

convict with consderably more than the necessary two-thirds mgority.”

"They're not wasting any time."

"Congdering the President's recent actions, the impeachment proceedings

arelooked upon as anationa emergency.”

"Any show of support for Vince Margolin?'

"Of course, but no one can stand behind him if he doesn't put in an
appearance. Sixty seconds after the President is swept from office,
someone hasto take the oath as successor. Therumor millshavehim

hining out until the last minute so he won't be associated with the



President's crazy policies.”

"What about Moran?'

"Thisiswhereit gets icky. He's claiming he has proof that Margolin

committed suicine and that | am covering up the fact.”

"Anybody bdieve him?'

"Doesn't matter if he's believed. The news mediaarejumping on his
gatements like ants on honey. His news conferences are getting massive
attention, and he's demanding Secret Service protection. Hisades have
dready drafted atrangition plan and named hisinner circle of

advisers. Shdl | goon?’

"Thepictureisclear,” Oates said resignedly. "Alan Moran will bethe

next President of the United States."

"Wecantdlow it," Emett said coldly.

The others stared at him. "Unlesswe can produce Vince Margolin by

tomorrow," asked Brogan, "how can we prevent it?'

"Any way possible," said Emmett. He produced afolder from an attache

case. "I'd like you gentlemen to take alook at this.”



Oates opened the folder and studied the contents without comment, and

then passed it on to Brogan, who in turn handed it to Metcalf.

When they finished they gazed at Emmett asif Slently nominating him to

speak firdt.

"What you gentlemen read in the report istrue,” he said smply.

"Why haan't this come out before?' Oates demanded.

Because there was never areason to order an in-depth investigation into
the man before," answered Emmett. "The FBI isnot in the habit of
reveding skeletonsin our legidators closats unlessthereis Solid

evidence of crimind activity in their backgrounds.

Dirt on divorces, petty misdemeanors, sexua perversonsor traffic
violationswefilein avault and look the other way. Moran'sfile

showed him to be clean, too clean for someone who clawed hisway to the
top without benefit of education, average intelligence, a penchant for

hard work, wealth or important contacts. Nothing about his character
indicated aggressiveness or talent. Asyou can seetheresults aren't

exactly arecommendation for a Pope."

Metcalf scanned the report again. "Thisstock brokeragefirmin

Chicago, what isit called? Ah, yes, Blackfox and Churchill."



"A front to launder Moran's bribery and payoff operation. The names

came off tombstones in a Fargo, North Dakota, cemetery.

Bogus stock transactions are conducted to hide bribe money from shady
specia-interest groups, defense contractors, state and city officials

seeking federal funding and not caring how they get it, underworld
paymentsfor favors. Speaker of the House Moran makesthe Bougainvilles

look like Boy Scouts.”

"Weve got to go public with this" Brogan said adamantly.

"I wouldn't pushiit,” cautioned Oates. "Moran would go to any length to
deny it, claming it was aframe-up to keep him from leading the country
to reconciliation and unity." | can see him pleading for the American

tradition of fair play while he's hanging from the cross.

And by the time the Justice Department can make things tough for him, he

will have been sworn in as President.

Let'sfaceit, you can't put the country through two impeachment

proceedingsin the sameyear."

Metcalf nodded his head in agreement. "Coming on the hedls of the
President'sinsane policiesand Moran | sravings about the Vice

President presumed desth, the upheava may prove more than the public



can accept. A completelossof confidence in the federd system could

igniteavoters revolt during the next eection.”

"Or worse," Emmett added. "More and more people are refusing to pay
taxes on therationde they don't like where their tax dollars are
spent. And you can't blame them for not wanting to support agoverdment

managed by inept leaders and rip-off artists.

Y ou get five million people out there who tear up their tax forms come

next April fifteenth, and the federd machinery aswe know it will cease

tofunction."

Thefour men st inthetraller officelikefrozen figuresina

painting. Thefantasy of their conjecture was not implausible.

Nothing like this had ever happened before. The prospects of surviving

the storm unscathed seemed remote.

At last Brogan said, "We'relost without Vince Margolin.”

"Thet fellow Fitt over st NUMA gave usour firgt tangiblelead,” said

Brogan.

"So what have you got?' asked Metcalf.



"Pitt deduced that the mind control laboratory where Margolinisheld is

inddeariver barge."

"A what?' Metcalf asked asif he hadn't heard right.

"River barge," Emmett repested. "Moored God knows where along the

inland water route."

"Areyou searching?'

With every available agent Martin and | can spare from both our

agencies.

"If you give me afew more details and come up with aquick planto

coordinate our efforts, I'll throw in whatever forcesthe Defense

Department can muster in the search areas.”

"That would certainly help, Generd," said Oates. "Thank you.”

The phone rang and Oates picked it up. After ligening slently for a

moment, he set it down. "Crap!" Emmett had never heard Oates use such

an expletive before.

"Who was that?"

"One of my aides reporting from the House of Representatives.”



"Wheat did he say?"

"Moran just railroaded through passage of the impeachment vote."

"Then nothing stands between him and the Presidency except trid by the

Senate," Brogan said.

"He's moved up the timetable by agood ten hours," said Metcalf.

"Hell we can't produce the Vice President by thistime tomorrow,” Emmett

said, "we can kiss the United States goodbye.”

GIORDINO FOUND PITT IN IRISHANGAR, sitting comfortably in the back seet
of an immense open touring car, his feet propped sSdeways on arear

door. Giordino couldn't help admiring the classic lines of the tourer.

[talian built in 1925, with coachwork by Cesare Sda, thered

torpedo-bodied | sotta-Fraschini sported long, flared fenders, a

disappearing top and a coiled cobra on the radiator cap.

Pitt was contemplating a blackboard mounted on a tripod about ten feet
fromthecar. A large nautica chart depicting the entire inland water
route was tacked to the outer frame. Acrossthe board he had written

severa notations and what appeared to Giordino asalist of ships.



"I'vejust come from the admira's office," Giordino said.

"What'sthe latest?' Pitt asked, his eyes never leaving the blackboard.

"Thejoint Chiefs of Staff have thrown the armed forcesinto the hunt.

Combined with agents from the FBI and CIA, they should be able to cover

every inch of shordline by tomorrow evening.”

"Onthe ground, by the seaand intheair,” Pitt murmured

uninterestedly. "From Maineto Horida"

"Why the sour grapes?’

"A damned waste of time. The bargeisn't there,” Pitt said, flipping a

piece of chak intheair.

Giordino shot himaquizzica look. "What are you babbling about?

The barge hasto bein there somewhere."

"Not necessarily.”

"Y ou saying they're searching in the wrong place?'

"If you were the Bougainvilles, you'd expect an exhaustive, whole-hog

hunt, right?"



"Elementary reasoning,” Giordino said loftily. "Me, I'd be more

inclined to camouflage the barge under agrove of trees, hideitingde
an enclosed waterfront warehouse, or alter the exterior to look likea
giant chicken coop or whatever. Seemsto me concedlment isthelogica

way to go."

Aitt laughed. "Y our chicken coop brainstorm, now that's class.”

"Y ou got a better idea?"

Pitt stepped out of the Isotta, went to the blackboard and folded over

the inland waterway chart, revedling another chart showing the coastline

aong the Gulf of Mexico. "Asit happens, yes, | do."

He tapped hisfinger on aspot circled in red ink. "The barge holding

Margolin and Loren captive is somewhere around here."

Giordino moved closer and examined the marked area. Then helooked at

Pitt with an expression usudly reserved for people who held signs

announcing the end of the world.

"New Orleans?"

"Below New Orleans,” Fitt corrected. "I judge it to be moored there



Giordino shook hishead. "1 think your brakeswent out. You'retelling

me Bougainville towed a barge from Charleston, around thetip of Florida
and across the gulf to the Mississippi River, dmost seventeen hundred
milesin lessthan four days? Sorry, pd, thetug isn't built that can

push abargethat fast."

"Granted,” Aitt dlowed. "But suppose they cut off seven hundred

miles?'

"How?" inquired Giordino, hisvoice acombination of doubt and sarcasm.

"By ingdling whedlsand driving it cross-country?"

"Nojoke" Pitt said serioudy. "By towing it through the recently
opened Florida Cross State Canal from Jacksonville on the Atlantic to
Crysta River on the Gulf of Mexico, shortcutting the entire southern

haf of the gate”

The revelation sparked Giordino. He peered at the chart again, studying
the scale. Then, using histhumb and forefinger asapair of diviners,

he roughly measured the reduced distance between Charleston and New
Orleans. When hefindly turned and looked at Fitt, he wore a sheepish

amile

"It works" Then the smile quickly faded. "So what doesit prove?'



"The Bougainvilles must have a heavily guarded dock facility and
termind wherethey unload their illegal cargoes. It probably sitson
the banks of the river somewhere between New Orleans and the entrance to

thequlf."

"TheMissssppi Ddta?' Giordino showed his puzzlement.

"How'd you pull that little number out of the hat?"

"Takealook," PFitt said, pointing to thelist of shipson the

blackboard and then reading them off. "The Pilottown, Belle Chasse,

Buras, Venice, Boothville, Chamette-al shipsunder foreign registry

but at one time owned by Bougainville Maritime."

"| fail to make the connection.”

"Take another look at the chart. Every one of those shipsis named

after atown dong theriver delta.”

"A symbalic cipher?’

"The only mistake the Bougainvilles ever let dip, usng acodeto

designate their area of covert operations.”



Giordino peered closer. "By God, it fitslikeagirl in tight shorts.”

Ritt rapped the chart with hisknuckles. "I'll bet my IsottaFraschini

againg your Bronco that'swherewell find Loren.”

"You'reon."

"Run over to the NUMA air terminal and sign out aLear jet. Il

contact the admira and explain why we're flying to New Orleans.”

Giordino was dready heading toward the door. "I'll havethe plane
checked out and ready for takeoff when you get there," he called over

his shoulder.

Aitt hurried up the sairsto his apartment and threw some clothesin an
overnight bag. He opened a gun cabinet and took out an old Colt
Thompson submachine gun, seria number 8545, and two |oaded drums of
A5-caliber cartridges and lain them in aviolin case, Then he picked up

the phone and called Sandecker's office.

He identified himsdf to Sandecker's private secretary and was put

through. "Admird?'

"Dirk?"

" think I've got the barge area fixed."



"Where?'

"TheMissssppi River Delta Al and | areleaving for there now."

"What makesyou think it'sin the delta?"

"Haf guess, haf deduction, but it's the best lead we've got.”

Sandecker hesitated before replying. ™Y ou'd better hold up,” he said

quietly.

"Hold up? What are you talking about?"

"Alan Moran is demanding the search be cdled off."

Pitt was sunned. "What in hdl for?"

"He saysit'sawaste of time and taxpayers money to continue, because

Vince Margolinisdead.”

"Moranisfull of crep.”

"He has the clothes Margolin was wearing the night they all disappeared

to back up hisclam.”



"We ill have Loren to think about."

"Moran says she's dead too."

Aitt felt like hewas sinking in quicksand. "He'sadamned liar!™

"Maybe so, but if he'sright about Margolin, you're defaming the next

President of the United States."

"The day that little creep takesthe oath isthe day | turnin my

catizenship.”

"Y ou probably won't be alone," Sandecker said sourly. "But your

persond fedlings don't dter the Stuation.”

Pitt sood unbudging. "Il cal you from Louisana”

"I was hoping you'd say that. Stay in close contact. I'll do

everything | can to help from thisend.”

"Thanks, you old fraud.”

"Get your assin gear and tell Giordino to stop swiping my cigars.”

Aitt grinned and hung up. Hefinished packing and hurried from the



hangar. Three minutes after he drove off, his phone began to ring, Two
hundred miles away an ashen-faced Sd Casio despair@gly waited invain

for an answer.

TEN MINUTES AFTER TWELVE NOON, Alan Moran walked through the main
corridor of the Capitol, down a narrow staircase and opened the door to

an out-of-the-way office he kept for privacy.

Most men in his position were constantly surrounded by ahive of aides,
but Moran preferred to travel asolitary trail, unhindered by inane

conversation.

He dwayswore the wary look of an antelope scanning the African plain
for predators. He had the expressionless eyes of aman whose only love
was power, power attained by whatever means, at whatever cost. To
achieve his prestigious position in Congress, Moran had carefully
nurtured abillboard image. In hispublic life he oozed ardigious

fervor, the personification of the friendly shy man with awarm sense of
humor, the apped of the neighbor next door, ever ready to lend hislawn

mower, and the past of aman born underprivileged, self-made.

His private life couldn't have been more a odds. He was a closet
atheist who looked on his congtituents and the genera public as
ignorant rabble whose chronic complaints led to an open license to twist

and control for his own advantage. Never married, with no close



friends, helived frugdly like a penitent monk in asmall rented
gpartment. Every dollar over and above subsistence level went into his
secret corporation in Chicago, where it was anded to funds obtained

through illega contributions, bribes and other corrupt investments.

Then it was spread and sown to increase his power base until there were
few men and women with top postionsin business and government who

weren't tied to his coattails by palitica favors and influence.

Douglas Oates, Sam Emmett, Martin Brogan, Alan Mercier and Jesse
Simmons, who was recently released from house arrest, were seated in
Moran's office as he entered. They al rose ashetook his place behind
adesk. Therewasan air of smugness about him that was obviousto his
vigtors. He had summoned them to his private territory and they had no

choice but to respond.

" Thank you for meeting with me, gentlemen,” he said with afalse amile.

"l assume you know the purpose.”

" To discuss your possible succession to the Presidency,” Oatesreplied.

"Thereisno possible about it," Moran rejoined waspishly. "The Senate

isscheduled to begin thetria at seven o'clock this evening.

Asnext inlineto the executive office, | fed it ismy sworn duty to

take the oath immediately afterward and assume the respongbility for



hedling the wounds caused by the President's harmful ddusions.”

"Aren't you jumping thegun?" asked Simmons.

"Not if it means stopping the President from any more outrageous

actions”

Oates looked dubious. " Some people might interpret your undue reaction,
a least until Vince Margolin is proven dead, as an improper attempt to
usurp power, especialy when considering your part in motivating the

President's ouster.

Moran glared at Oates and shifted his stare to Emmett. "Y ou havethe

Vice President's clothing that wasfound in theriver.”

"My FBI lab hasidentified the clothing as belonging to Margalin,”

acknowledged Emmett. "But it shows no indication of beingimmersedin

water for two weeks."

"Most likely it washed onshore and dried out.”

"Y ou say the fisherman who cameto your office with the evidence stated

he snagged it in the middle of the Potomac River."

"Y ou're the Director of the FBI," snapped Moran angrily. "Youfigureit



out. I'mnot ontria here”

"Perhapsit would bein the best interests of everyone present,” Oates

sad quietly, "to continue the search for Margolin.”

"I'min total agreement,” said Brogan. "We can't write him off until we

find hisbody."

"Questionswill most certainly arise,” anded Mercier. "For example, how

did hedie?'

"Obvioudy he drowned," Moran answered. "Trobably when the Eagle sank."

"Also," Mercier continued, "you never satisfactorily explained when and
how you and Marcus Larimer disembarked from the Eagle and traveled to an

as-yet-undisclosed resort for your Caribbean fishing trip.”

"I'll be happy to answer any questions before a congressiona
investigating committee,”" said Moran. "Certainly not hereand now in

front of people who arein opposition to me."

"Y ou must understand, in spite of hismistakes, our loydtiesliewith

the President,” said Oates.

"l don't doubt it for aminute,”" said Moran. "That'swhy | summoned you

herethismorning. Ten minutes after the Senate votes, | will be sworn



inas President. My firg officia act will be to announce either your
resgnations or firings, you have your choice. As of midnight tonight,

none of you will be working for the United States government.”

The narrow paved road snaked through the high hills that dropped steeply
into the Black Sea. In the rear seet of a Cadillac Seville stretch

limousine, Vladimir Polevoi sat reading the latest report from Aleksal
Lugovoy. Every oncein awhile helooked up and gazed at the dawn sun

creeping past the horizon.

Thelimousine turned heads wherever it rolled. Custom built withinlain
wood cabinets, color TV, eectric diviner, liquor bar and overhead

stereo console, it had been ordered purchased by Polevoi and transported
to Mascow under the guise of studying its mechanica technology. Shortly

after itsarrival hed commandered it as hisown.

Thelong car climbed around the forested edge of acraggy cliff until

the road ended at a huge wooden door hinged to ahigh brick wall.

A uniformed officer saluted the KGB chief and pressed a switch. The door
slently siwung open to avast garden that blazed with flowers, and the
car was driven in and parked beside a spreading one-story house,

congtructed in a Western contemporary design.

Polevoi walked up circular stone steps and entered afoyer, where he was



greeted by President Antonov's secretary and escorted to atable and

chairs on aterrace overlooking the sea.

After afew moments Antonov appeared, followed by a pretty servant girl

carrying ahuge plate of smoked salmon, caviar and iced vodka.

Antonov seemed in ahappy mood and casually sat ontheironrailing

around the terrace.

"Y ou have a beautiful new dacha," said Polevoi.

"Thank you. | had it designed by afirm of French architects.

They didn't charge me aruble. It won't pass critical ingpection by a

dtate building committee, of course. Too bourgeois. But what the hell.

Timesarechanging." Then he switched the subject abruptly.

"What news of eventsin Washington?'

"The President will be removed from office," answered Polevai.

"When?'

"By thistime tomorrow."

"No doubt of this."



"None_"

Antonov picked up hisvodka glass and emptied it, and the girl

immediatdy refilled it. Polevoi suspected the girl did more than

smply pour vodkafor the head of the Soviet Union.

"didwemiscaculate, Vladimir?' Antonov asked. "did we expect to

accomplish too much too quickly?

"Nobody can second-guess the Americans. They don't behavein

predictable ways."

"Who will bethe new Presdent?"

"Alan Moran, Spesker of the House of Representatives.”

"Can wework with him?"

"My sources say he has adevious mind, but can be swayed."

Antonov stared at atiny fishing boat far below on the water.

"If given the choice, I'd prefer Moran over Vice Presdent Margolin.”



"Mog definitely,” Polevoi agreed. "Margolin is adedicated enemy of
our Communist society, and an adamant believer in expanding the American

military machine beyond our own."

"Anything our people can do, discreetly, of course, to assst Moran into

the White House?"

Polevoi shook his head. "Very little worth the risk of exposure and

adverse propaganda.”

"WhereisMargolin?'

"Stll inthe hands of the Bougainvilles.

"Any chancethat that old Orienta bitch will release him intimeto cut

out Moran?'

Polevoi shrugged helplesdy. "Who can predict her schemeswith any

accurecy?"

"If you were her, Vladimir, what would you do?' Polevoi paused

thoughtfully, then said, "I'd strike adedl with Moran to dispose of

Margalin."

"Has Moran the guts to accept?'



"If one man who was being held prisoner in an extremely vulnerable

situation stood between you and leadership of a superpower, how would

you play it?'

Antonov broke into aloud laugh that frightened anearby bird into

flight. ™Y ou read through melike glass, old friend. | see your point.

| wouldn't hestate to remove him."

"The American news mediareport that Moran isclaming Margolin

committed suicine by drowning.”

"So your theory ison firm ground,” said Antonov. "Maybethe old Sted!

Lotuswill end up doing usafavor &fter dl.”

" At least our ded with her didn't cost anything.”

"Speaking of cost, what isthe satus of the gold?’

"Admira Borchavski has begun salvage operations. He expectsto raise

every bar within three weeks."

"That's good news," said Antonov. "And what of Dr. Lugovoy?

Can he continue his project after the President is cast from office?"



"Hecan," Polevoi replied. "Locked inddethe Presdent'shead isa
vast treasure store of United States secrets. Lugovoy has yet to tap

it."

"Then keep the project going. provide Lugovoy with an extengvelist of
delicate political and military subjects wewish explored. All American
leaders who leave office are consulted for their experience, regardiess

of inept handling of their adminidtrations. The capitdist masses have

short memories. The knowledge the President now possesses and has yet
to learn from briefings by his successors can be of great benefit to us
inthefuture. Thistime we shdl practice patience and probe dowly.

The President's brain may turn out to be a goose that lays golden

intelligence eggs for decadesto come.”

Polevoi raised hisglass. " A toast to the best secret agent we ever

recruited.”

Antonov smiled. "Long may he produce.”

Across haf aworld, Raymond Edgely sat at a console and read the data
that unrolled from a paper recorder. He raised his glasses and rubbed
his reddened eyes. Despite his seeming tiredness, there was atightly
contained nervous energy about him. His competitive juices were

dtirred. The opportunity to beat his most esteemed counterpart in a

game of psychologica intrigue drove him beyond any thought of deep.



Dr. Harry Greenberg, arespected psychiatric researcher in hisown
right, lit acurved-stem clay pipe. After soking the sained yellow

bow! to life, he pointed the mouthpiece at the recorder.

"No sensein waiting any longer, Ray. I'm satisfied we havethe

necessary datato make the switch.”

"] hateto rush in before I'm certain we can fool Aleksa."

"Doit," Greenberg urged. "Stop screwing around and go for it."

Edgely looked around at histen-member team of psychologists.

They stared back at him expectantly. Then he nodded. "Okay, everybody

stand by to transfer thought communication from the President'simplant

to our central computer.”

Greenberg walked around the room, briefly talking to everyone,
double-checking the procedures. Three sat at the computer console,
their hands poised over the buttons. Therest studied the display

screens and monitored the data

pams on ahandkerchief. GreenberL, stood diahtly off to one sde and

behind him.



"We don't want to break in during athought pattern or in the middle of

Lugovoy'singructions,” Greenberg cautioned.

"I'm aware of that," Edgely said without taking hiseyesfrom the
brainwave trandator display. "Our computer transmission also hasto
match his heart rate and other life functions exactly” The programmer
punched in the command and waited. They al waited, watching the empty
screen that would reveal success or failure. The minutesticked by,
nobody speaking, the only sounds coming from the soft hum of the
electronic hardware as the computer poised for the precise millisecond

to take command.

Then suddenly the display screen read: "COMMUNICATIONS TRANSFER

ACCOMPLISHED."

They dl expedled acollective Sgh of rdief and began taking again,

and shaking hands with the enthusiasm of aNASA flight control center

after a successful rocket launch.

"Think Aleksa will fal for it?' Edgely asked.

"Don't worry. No suspicion will ever crosshismind. Aleksal Lugovoy's

ego will never dlow him to believe somebody pulled thewool over his

eyes." Greenberg paused to expel asmokering.

"Hell swalow everything we hand him and send it off to Moscow asif he



was God's gift to espionage.”

"l hope s0," said Edgely, dabbing at his sweating forehead.

"The next step isto get the President over to Walter Reed Hospita and

removetheimplant.”

"Hrg thingsfirs," said Greenberg, producing a bottle of champagne as
astaff member passed out glasses. The cork was popped and the wine

poured. Greenberg held up hisglass.

"To Doc Edgdy," he said, grinning, "who just set the KGB back ten

years.

August 13, 1989

New Orleans, Louisiana Pitt DOZED MOST OF THE day while Giordino manned
the controls. The afternoon sun blazed from a clear ky asthey dropped

down over the blue-green waters of Lake Pontchartrain and lined up on

the small airport that poked out from the New Orleans shore. The
aguamarine-colored NUMA et touched down on the asphdt landing strip

and rolled to a stop near a helicopter with DELTA OIL LTD. painted on

theside

Nearby, aman in a seersucker suit stepped from a parked car and waked



over. Heremoved his sunglasses and held out his hand as Fitt climbed

from the Lear jet's cabin.

"Mr. Ritt?" heinquired, white teeth gleaming in atanned face.

"I'm Aitt."

"Clyde Griffin, FBI, specia agent in charge of the Louisanafield

office”

Giordino stepped to the ground and Pitt made the introductions.

"What can we do for you, Mr. Griffin?'

"Director Emmett asked meto sate officidly that the Bureau cannot

provide officid assistance on your hunt."

"l don't recdl asking for any," said Fitt.

"l said no 'officid asssance' Mr. Att." Thewhitetecth lockedin

abroad smile. "Unoffiddly, thisis Sunday. The Director suggested

that what field agents do on their day off istheir business.

| have eight men at my disposal who fed what you're doing is more

important than their golf game.”



"Emmett gave hisblessng?'

"Strictly off the record, he strongly insnuated that if we don't find
the Vice President pretty damned quick, helll put aboot up my assso

far I'll never 9t down at the piano again.”

"My kind of guy," said Giordino.

"Were you briefed on what we're looking for?' Pitt asked.

Griffin nodded. "A river barge. We've adready checked out about two

hundred between here and Baton Rouge.”

"Y ou searched north. | figureit to be south.”

Griffin stared down at the ground doubtfully. "Mog dl theincoming
freighters and tankers unload at the city docks. Thenthecargois
transferred north by towboat. Few barges ply the deltawaters south

except those carrying trash and garbage to be dumped in the ocean.”

"All the more reason to look in that direction.”

Griffin made an inviting gesture toward the hdlicopter. "My men are
waiting in carsaong theriver front. We can direct them from the

dar.



"DetaOil make agood cover?' Pitt asked.

"Qil company whirlybirds are acommon sight around these parts,”

answered Griffin. "They're heavily used to carry men and suppliesto

offshorerigsin the gulf and pipe construction throughout the bayous.

Nobody givesthem asecond glance.”

Aitt excused himsalf and returned inside the NUMA plane, regppearing a

minute later with the violin case. Then he entered the helicopter and

was introduced to the pilot, athin blond, dreamy-eyed woman who spoke

inadow, deep drawl. Fitt wouldn't have taken her for an FBI agent,

which shewas, nor did shefit her name, "Sats' Hogan.

"Y'dl play theviolinwhenyafly?' Hogan asked curioudy.

"Soothes my fear of height,” Fitt replied, smiling.

"We get dl kinds," Hogan muttered.

They fastened their seat belts and Hogan lifted the craft into the air

and made a pass over the heart of the City before turning south.

A tiny green streetcar crept dong . Charles Avenue, the tracks

glinting asthey reflected the sun through the trees. Fitt could eesily



make out the massive white roof of the Superdome, the largest sports
sructure of itskind in the world. Thetightly packed houses and

narrow streets of the French Quarter, the green grass of Jackson Square
and the spires of the St. Louis Cathedral dipped past off to their

right. And then they broke over the muddy browngreen waters of the

Missssppi River.

"Thereitis" announced Hogan. "Old Man River, too thick to drink and

too thin to plow."

"Spend any timeon it?" Griffin asked Aitt.

"I conducted ahistorical survey afew yearsago on apair of

Confederate Civil War wrecks about sixty miles further down river in

Paguemines Parish.”

"I know thisgredt little restaurant in the parish-"

"Sodol. Thenameis Tom's. Excelent gulf oysterson the hafshell.

Be sure and ask for Tom's mamals specia chili pepper juice.

Fantagtic on the oysters.”

"YOU get around.”



“lry."

"Got any ideawhere the barge might be hidden?”

"Keep an eye open for adock and warehouse that appear rundown and
little used, but well protected with heavy security-excessive number of
guards, high fencing, perhgps dogs. The barge, rusted and in disrepair,
will be stashed nearby. My guess is somewhere between Chamette and

Pilottown."

"Y ou can only reach Pilottown by boat,” said Griffin. "Theddta

highway endsten miles above a atown cdled Venice"

"| stand corrected."

They went slent for aminute while the river below flowed dong a
amost four knots between the greet levees that shielded the land from
flood. Small farmswith cows grazing in pastures and orange groves
spread across the narrow strips of Solid ground bordering the levees,
before dining away into marshland. They flew over Port Sulphur, with
its great piers entrenched aong the west bank. Smdl mountains of

yelow sulphur rosefifty feet over theflat, poisoned ground.

The next half-hour produced thefirgt of threefdsedarms. A few
miles below Port Sulphur they spotted an abandoned cannery with two

bargestied up besideit. Griffin radioed histeam of agents, who were



chasing the helicopter from the road on the west bank. A quick search
proved the building to be empty, and the barges contained only bilge

water and Silt.

They continued south, flying over the vast marshes and meandering bayous

toward the gulf, spotting severa grazing deer, anumber of dligators

sunning themselvesin the mud and asmall herd of goats that |ooked up

at thelr passing with indifferent curiosty.

A hugefreighter churned upriver, thrugting its blunt bow againgt the

current. Theflag of registry on its stern flapped red with agold star

and hammer and sickle,

"Russan,” Pitt obsarved.

"The Soviets own afair percentage of the five thousand shipsthat steam

into New Orleans every year," sad Griffin.

"Want to see what's on that barge?" Hogan asked, pointing.

"There, tied up behind that dredge on the east bank."

Griffin nodded. "WEell check this one out oursdves."

Hogan nodded her blond mane. "I'll set you down on thelevee.



She expertly dropped the tires of the helicopter onto the crushed shell
road that ran aong the top of the levee. Three minuteslater Griffin
ran across a creaking ramp to the barge. Another three minutes and he

was back strapping himsdlf in his sedt.

"Noluck?" asked Pitt.

"A bummer. Theold tubishdf filled with oil. Must be used asa

refilling sation for the dredge.”

Pitt looked at hiswatch, Two-thirty. Timewassfting awvay. A few
more hours and Moran would be swornin as President. Hesaid, "Let's

keep the show moving."

"Ah hear y'dl takin'," Hogan said as she brought the craft up and over

the river in one quick bank that had Giordino fegling his sscomach to see

if itwasdill inplace.

Eight more miles and they drew another blank after spying a barge moored

suspicioudy under amarine maintenance repair shed. A quick search by

the ground team showed it was aderdlict.

They pushed on past the fishing towns of Empire and Buras.

Then suddenly, after dipping around abend, they saw asight straight



out of the golden years of theriver, a spectacular and picturesque
vison amost forgotten. Long white hull, wine beam, with a plume of
steam drifting over her decks, asidewhed pandle steamer sat with her

flat nose nudged into the west embankment.

"Shades of Mark Twain," said Giordino.

"She'sabeauty,” Pitt said as he admired the gingerbread carviiigson

the many-storied superstructure.

"The Stonewd|l Jackson," Griffin explained. " She's been an attraction

ontheriver for seventy years."

The steamer's landing stages were lowered on the bank in front of an old
brick fortress constructed in the shape of a pentagon. A sea of parked

cars and a crowd of people wandered the parade ground and brick
ramparts. In the center of anearby field a cloud of blue smoke

billowed above two opposing lines of men who seemingly stood shooting a

each other.

"What's the calebration?' asked Giordino.

"A War Between the States re-enactment,” Hogan replied.

"Run that by me again.”



"A gtaging of ahigtoric battle," Pitt explained. "Asahobby, menform
brigades and regiments based on actud fighting units from the Civil
War. They dressin authentic woven uniforms and shoot blanks out of
exact-replicaor origina guns. | witnessed are-enactment at

Gettysburg, They're quite spectacular, dmost like thered thing."

"Too bad we can't gop and watch the action,” Griffin said.

"Plaguemines Parish isa storehouse of history,” said Hogan.

"The star-shaped structure where they're staging the mock battleis
caled Fort Jackson. Fort St. Philip, whet littleisleft of it, is
directly acrosstheriver. Thisisthe areawhere Admira Farragut ran

the forts and captured New Orleansfor the Y ankeesin 1862."

It required no imagination &t al to see and hear in their mindsthe
thundering clashes of cannon fire between Union gunboats and Confederate
batteries. But the curvein theriver where Admird Farragut and his

fleet forced their passage over a century past was now quiet. The water
rolled silently between the scrub-lined shores, having long ago covered

the bones of the shipsthat sank during the battle.

Hogan suddenly stiffened in her seat and peered over the instrument
pand through the cockpit window. Not more than two miles awvay, aship

with her bow aimed down river was tied alongside an old wooden dock



whose pilings ran under alarge meta warehouse.

Behind the stern of the ship lay abarge and atowboat.

"Thiscould beit," shesaid.

"Can you'read the name on the ship?" Fitt asked from the rear

passenger's seat.

Hogan momentarily took her |eft hand off the collective pitch control

lever to shield her eyes. "Lookslike. . . no, that's atown wejust

passed.”

"Which town?'

"Buras™

"Could beit. Hel," Aitt said with triumphin hisvoice, "thisisit."

"No crew members about on the ship,”" Griffin observed. "Y ou've got your

high fence about the place, but | don't see any sign of guards or dogs.

L ooks pretty quiet to me."

"Don't bet onit," Aitt said. "Keep flying down river, Sats, until

we're out of sght. Then swing back below the west levee and rendezvous



with your peoplein the chase cars."”

Hogan continued her course for five minutes and then came around in a
great haf-circle to the north and landed on a high school football
field. Two cars crammed with FBI agents were waiting when the

helicopter touched down.

Griffintwisted in his seat to face Aitt. "I'll take my team and enter
through the front gate that opens onto the loading dock. Y ou and

Giordino remain with Hogan and act as aerid observers.

Should be aroutine operation.”

"Routine operation,” Pitt replied acinly. "Walk up to the gate, flash

your shiny FBI badge and watch everybody cringe. Never happen.

These peoplekill likeyou and | swat mosquitoes. Driving upinthe
openisaninvitation to get your head blown off. Y ou'd be smart to

wait and call up reinforcements.

Griffin's face showed he was not one to be told how to run hisbusiness.

Heignored Pitt and gave ingtructions to Hogan.

"Give ustwo minutes to reach the gate before you take off and circle
the warehouse. Open afrequency with our field communications office

and inform them of the Situaion. And tell them to relay our reportsto



Bureau headquartersin Washington."

He stepped to the ground and got in the lead car. They drove around the
high school gymnasium onto the dmost invisible road that led to the

Bougainville docking facility and disgppeared over the levee.

Hogan raised the helicopter into the air and went on the radio.

Pitt moved to the co-pilot's seet and watched as Griffin and his men
approached a high chain-link fence enclosing the pier and warehouse.
With amounting uneasi dess he observed Griffin leave the car and stand

at the gate, but no one appeared to confront him.

"Something's happening,” said Hogan. "The towboat and barge are

moving."

Shewasright. The towboat began to dip away from the pier, pushing
the barge with its blunt snout. The hemsman expertly maneuvered the

two craft into the main stream and turned toward the gulf.

Pitt grabbed a spare microphone/headset. "Griffinl" he sngpped, "the

barge is being moved from the area. Forget the ship and warehouse.

Return to the road and take up the chase."

"I read you," Griffin's voice acknowledged.



Abruptly, doors flew open on the ship and the crew scrambled acrossthe
decks, tearing canvas covers off two hidden gun emplacements on the

foredeck and stern. The trap was sprung.

"Griffin!™ Pitt shouted into the microphone. "Get out. For God's

sake, get out."

Thewarning cametoo late. Griffin legped into the lead car, which
roared off toward the safety of the levee as 20-millimeter Oerlikon
machine guns began rgpping out adeadly hail. Bulletstoreinto the
wildly careening car, shattering windows, shredding the thin metd like
cardboard and ripping through the flesh and bones of thoseinside. The
rear car coasted to a stop, bodies spilling out onto the ground, some
lying still, sometrying to crawl for cover. Griffin and hismen made

it over thetop of the levee, but al of them were badly wounded.

Pitt had whipped open the violin case, stuck the barrel of the Thompson

out the sde window and sprayed the bow gun of the Buras.

Hogan ingtantly realized what he was up to and banked the helicopter to
give him abetter angle of fire. Men fell around the deck, never

knowing where the deadly barrage came from.

The gunners on the stern were more aert. They svung their Oerlikon

from Griffin and his agents and began spewing its shellsinto the sky.



Hogan made a game effort to dodge the fire that missed not by feet but
inches. She kicked the helicopter around the ship asthough it had a

charmed life asthe one-sided gun dud clattered over theriver.

Then the trgectory from the Buras swayed through the air and hammered
into the helicopter. Pitt threw up an arm to protect hiseyes asthe

windshield disintegrated and blew into the cockpit.

Sted-nosed bullets punctured the thin aluminum fuselage and wreaked

havoc with theengine.

"Ah can't see," Hogan announced in asurprisngly cam voice.

Her face ran crimson from severd cuts, most of the blood streaming from

ascap wound into her eyes, blinding her.

Except for afew deep scratches on hisarm, Pitt was untouched.

He passed the machine gun to Giordino, who was wrapping adeevetorn
from hisshirt around ashell gash on hisright caf. The helicopter

was losing power and dipping sharply toward the middle of theriver.

Pitt reached out and took the controls from Hogan and banked away from a

sudden murderousfire that erupted from the towboat.

A dozen men gppeared from the pilothouse and a hatch on top of the barge



and wildly threw automatic weaponsfire at the battered helicopter.

Oil was streaming out of the engine, and the rotor blades were madly
vibrating. Pitt reduced the collective pitch to keep the rotor speed
fromfaling too quickly. He saw the instrument panel break into
fragmentsfrom astorm of bullets. He wasfighting a hopeless bettle;

he couldn't hold on to the sky much longer. The forward motion dropped

off and hewaslosing laterd control.

On the ground behind the levee, Griffin sat on hiskneesin helpless
rage, holding a shattered wrist, watching the helicopter strugglelikea
great mortally wounded bird. Thefusdage was so riddled by holeshe

couldn't believe anybody onboard was till dive.

Hewatched the craft dowly die, dragging along trail of smoke asit
fatered and limped upriver, barely clearing agrove of treesaong the

bank and disappearing from sight.

SANDECKER SAT IN EmmErr's PRIVATE OFFICE at FBI headquarters and chewed
on acigar stub, histhoughts depleted. Brogan nervoudy juggled a

half-empty cup of coffee that had long since turned cold.

Generd Metcaf walked in and sat down. "You dl look like

palbearers" he said with forced cheerfulness.

"lsn't that what we are?" said Brogan. "As soon asthe Senate



convicts, dl that'sleft to do is hold the wake."

"I'vejust come from the Senate reception room,” Metcdf said.

"Secretary Oatesis buttonholing members of the President's party,

trying to persuade them to hold off."

"What are his chances?' asked Sandecker.

"Nil. The Senateisonly going through theformality of atrid.

Four hoursfrom now, it will dl beover."

Brogan shook hishead disgustedly. "I hear Moran has Chief justice

O'Brien standing by to administer the oath.”

"The aily bastard won't waste a second,” Emmett muttered.

"Any word from Louisana?' Metcalf asked.

Emmett gave the generd anegativelook. "Not for an hour. Thelast

report from my agent in charge of thefield office said he was making a

sweep of apromising dock site”

"Any concrete reason to believe Margolin is hidden in the ddta?!



"Only agtab in the dark by my special projects director,” replied

Sandecker.

Metcalf looked at Emmett. "What are you doing about the Bougainvilles?"

"I've assigned nearly fifty agentsto the case"

"Can you make an arrest?"

"A wadte of time. Min Koryo and Lee Tong would be back on the streets

inan hour."

"Surely there must be enough evidence.”

"Nothing the Attorney Genera can sink histeeth into. Most of their

illegal operations are managed outside our bordersin Third World

nationsthat aren't overly friendly toward the United States-"

The phone buzzed.

"Agent Goodman in communications, Sr."

"What isit, Goodman?"



"1 have contact with agent Griffinin Louisana.”

"About time" Emmett snapped impatiently. "Put me through.”

"Hold on." There was a pause broken by an audible click, and then

Emmett heard the sound of |abored breathing. He switched on the speaker

amplifier so the others could hear.

"Griffin, thisis Sam Emmett, can you hear me?"

"Yes, gr, very dearly." Thewords seemed uttered in pain. "Weran.

.. raninto trouble."

"What happened?’

"We spotted a Bougainville cargo ship tied to apier besde abarge and

towboat about seventy miles below New Orleans.

Before my team and | could gain entry for a search, we werefired upon
by heavy weapons mounted on the ship. Everyonewashit. . . . | have

two killed and seven wounded, including mysdif.

It was amassacre." The voice choked and went quiet for afew moments.

When it came back on the line the tone was noticeably weaker.



"Sorry for not making contact sooner, but our communications gear was

shot out and | had to walk two miles before | could find atelephone.”

Emmett's face took on a compassionate look. The thought of abadly

wounded man trailing blood for two milesin the scorching heat of summer

gtirred his normally rock-hard emotions.

Sandecker moved closer to the speaker. "What of Fitt and Giordino?"

"The NUMA people and one of my agents were flying survelllancein our

helicopter,” Griffin answered. "They got the hdll shot out of them and

crashed somewhere upriver. | doubt there were any survivors.”

Sandecker stepped back, his expression gone lifeless.

Emmett leaned over the speaker. "Griffin?"

Hisonly reply was avague muttering.

"Griffin, ligen to me. Canyou go on?"

"Yes, gr. ... Il try."

"The barge, what isthe Stuation with the barge?’



"Tug. .. tug pushed it away."

"Pushed it where?"

"Downriver . . . last seen going toward Head of Passes."

"Head of Passes?"

"The bottom end of the Mississippi wheretheriver splitsinto three

main channelsto the sea," answered Sandecker. " South Pass, Southwest

Pass, and Pass a Loutre. Most mgor shipping usesthefirst two."

"Griffin, how long since the barge left your area?!

There was no answer, no buzzing of a broken connection, no sound at all.

"I think he's passed out,” said Metcalf.

"Helpisontheway. Do you understand, Griffin?"

Still noreply.

"Why move the barge out to sea?' Brogan wondered aoud.

"Noreason | can think of," said Sandecker.



Emmett's phone buzzed on hisinterofficeline.

"Theresan urgent cal for Admira Sandecker,” said Don Miller, his

deputy director.

Emmett looked up. "A cdl for you, Admird, if you wish, you can take

it in the outer office.

Sandecker thanked him and stepped into the anteroom, where Emmett's

private secretary showed him to atelephone at an empty desk.

He punched the blinking white button. "Thisis Admiral Sandecker.”

"One moment, Sr," camethe familiar voice of the NUMA headquarters

chief operator.

"Hdlo?"

"Sandecker here. Who'sthis?"

"You're atough nut to crack, Admira. If | hadn't said my call

concerned Dirk Pitt, your secretary would never have arranged our

connection.

"whoisthis?' Sandecker demanded again.



"My nameis Sd Casio. I'm working on the Bougainville casewith Dirk."

Ten minutes later, when Sandecker walked back into Emmett's office, he
appeared stunned and shaken. Brogan ingtantly sensed something was

wrong.

"What isit?" he asked. "Y ou look like you've rubbed shoulders with a

banshee"

"The barge,” Sandecker murmured quietly. "The Bougainvilles have struck
aded with Moran. They'retaking it out into the open seato be

scuttled.”

"What areyou saying?"'

"Loren Smith and Vince Margolin are sentenced to die so Alan Moran can

be President. The bargeisto betheir tomb in 70 fathoms of water."

"ANY SIGN OF PURSUIT?" theriver pilot asked, synchronizing the control
levers of the hem console with the finesse of a conductor leading an

orchestra.

L ee Tong stepped back from the large open window &t the rear of the

pilothouse and lowered the binoculars. "Nothing except astrange cloud



of black smoke about two or three miles astern.”

"Probably an ail fire"

"Seemsto befollowing.”

"Anilluson. Theriver hasahabit of doing weird thingsto the eyes.
What looks to be amile away isfour. Lightswhereno lightsare
supposed to be. Ships gpproaching in achannel that fade away asyou

get closer. Yes, theriver canfool you when she gets playful .

Lee Tong gazed up the channd again. He had learned to tune out the
pilot's never-ending commentary on the Mississippi, but he admired his

skill and experience.

Captain Kim Puion was alongtime professiond river pilot for
Bougainville Maritime Lines, but he till retained hisAsan

superdtitious nature. He seldom took his eyes off the channel and the
barge ahead as he expertly balanced the speeds of the four engines
generating 12,000 horsepower and delicately guided the towboat's four
forward rudders and six backing rudders. Under hisfeet the huge
diesdls pounded over at full power, driving the barge through the water
at nearly sixteen miles an hour, straining the cablesthat held the two

vesse stogether.

They hurtled past an inbound Swedish il tanker, and Lee Tong braced



himsdlf as the barge and towboat swept up and over the wash.

"How much further to deep water?'

"Our hull passed from fresh to st about ten miles back. We should

crossthe coagtd shdlowsin another fifty minutes.”

"Keep your eyes open for aresearch ship with ared hull and flying the

British blueensgn.”

"We're boarding aRoya Navy ship after we scuttle?' Pujon asked in

surprise.

"A former Norwegian merchantman,” explained Lee Tong. "i purchased her
seven years ago and refitted her out as aresearch and survey vessdl-a

handy disguiseto fool customs authorities and the Coast Guard.”

"L et us hopeit fools whoever chases after us."

Lee Tong grunted. "Why not? Any American search force will betold we

were picked up and are under lock and key by the finest English accent

money can buy. Before the research ship docksin New Orleans, you, |

and our crew will belong gone.”

Pujon pointed. "The Port Eadslight coming up. Well bein open water



Soon.

Lee Tong nodded in grim satisfaction. "If they couldn't stop us by now,

they'retoo late, far too late.”

Generd Metcdlf, laying hislong and distinguished career ontheline,
ignored Moran's threats and ordered amilitary dert throughout the Gulf
Coast states. At Eglin Air Force Base and Hurlburt Field in Florida,
tactica fighter wings and specia operations gunships scrambled and
thundered west while attack squadrons rose from Corpus Christi Naval Air

Station in Texas and swept toward the east.

He and Sandecker raced by car to the Pentagon to direct the rescue
operation from the war room. Once the vast machine was set into maotion,
they could do little but listen to reports and stare at an enormous

satellite photomap thrown on the screen by arear projector.

Metcdlf failed to conced his apprehension. He stood uneasily rubbing

his pamstogether, peering at the lights on the map indicating the

progress of the air strike asthe planes converged on acirclelitin

red.

"How soon before thefirst planes arrive?' asked Sandecker.

"Ten, no more than twelve minutes."



"Surface craft?"

"Not lessthan an hour,” replied Metcaf hitterly. "We were caught

short. No navd craft arein theimmediate area except anuclear sub

axty milesout in the gulf."

"Coast Guard?'

"There's an armed rescue-response cutter off Grand Idand. it might

makeitintime"

Sandecker studied the photomap. "Doubtful. it'sthirty milesaway."

Metcaf wiped his hands with ahandkerchief. "The Stuation looks

grim," hesaid. "Except for scaretacticstheair misson isusdless.

We can't send in planesto strike the towboat without endangering the

barge. Oneispractically on top of the other."

"Bougainvillewould quickly scuttle the bargein any case.”

"If only we had asurface craft inthe area. At least we might attempt

aboarding.”

"And rescue Smith and Margolin dive.”



Metcaf sank into achair. "Wemight pull it off yet. A Navy specid
warfare SEAL attachment isdueto arrive by helicopter inafew

minutes.”

"After what happened to those FBI agents, they could begoingto a

daughter.”

"Our last hope," Metcdf said helplesdy. "If they can't savethem,

nobody can.”

Thefirgt aircraft to arrive on the scene was not a screaming jet

fighter but a Navy four-engined reconnai ssance plane that had been
diverted from westher patrol. The pilot, aboyish-faced manin his
middle twenties, tapped his co-pilot on the arm and pointed down to his

|eft.

"A towboat pushing one barge. She must bewhat al the fussis about.”

"What do we do now?" asked the co-pilot, a narrow-jawed dightly older

man with bushy red hair.

"Notify base with the cheery news. Unless, of course, you want to keep

it asecret."”

Lessthan aminute after the Sighting report was given, agruff voice



cameover theradio. "Who isthe arcraft commander?"

"l am, who?"

"Yougofirg."

"Thisis Generd Clayton Metcaf of the Joint Chiefs”

The pilot smiled and made a circular motion around the side of his head

with anindex finger. "Areyou crazy or isthisagag?'

"My sanity isnot an issue here, and no, thisisnot agag. Y our name

and rank, please.”

"Youwont bdieveit?'

“I'l be thejudge.”

"Lieutenant Ulysses S, Grant."

"Why should | doubt you?" Metcdf laughed. "There was agrest third

baseman by that name.”



"My father,"” Grant said in awe. ™Y ou remember him?'

"They don't hand out four stars for bad memories,” said Metcalf.

"Do you have television equipment onboard, Lieutenant?'

"Yes. ..yes dr, Grant sammered as he redlized who he wasredly

talking to. "We tape storms close-on for the meteorologists.”

"I'll have my communications officer give your vineo operator the

frequency for satdlite transmission to the Pentagon. Keep your camera

trained on the towboat."

Grant turned to his co-pilot. "My God, what do you make of that?"

THE TOWBOAT SUIRGED PAST THE LOOKOUT ét the South Pass pilot station,

the last outpost of the muddy Mississippi, and swept into the open sea.

Captain Pujon said, "Thirty milesto deep water."

Lee Tong nodded as his eyes sudied the circling wesather plane.

Then he picked up hisbinoculars and scanned the sea. Theonly shipin

sight was his counterfeit research vessel approaching from the east

about eight miles off the port bow.



"Weve beaten them,” he said confidently.

"They can till blow us out of the water from theair.”

"And risk sinking the barge? | don't think so. They want theVice

Presdent dive"

"How can they know he's onboard?"

"They don't, at least not for certain. One more reason they won't

attack what might be an innocent towboat unloading atrash barge at

s

A crewman scrambled up the steps to the pil othouse and stepped through

the door. "Sir," hesaid, pointing, "an arcraft coming up astern.”

Lee Tong swung the binocularsin the direction of the crewman's

outstretched arm. A U.S. Navy helicopter was beating itsway toward the

towboat only fifteen feet above the waves.

Hefrowned and said, "Alert the men."

The crewman threw asalute and hurried off.

"A gunship?' Pujon asked uneasily. "It could hover and blast usto



bits without scratchinl, thebarLe."

"Fortunately no. She's an assault trangport. Probably carrying ateam

of Navy SEALS. They mean to assault the towboat."

Lieutenant Homer Dodds stuck his head out the side jump door of the

chopper and peered down. The two vessels looked peaceful enough, he

thought as a crewman stepped from the pil othouse and waved a greeting.

Nothing unusua or suspicious. The armament he had been warned about

was not vighle,

He spoke into a microphone. "Have you established radio contact?"

" Weve hailed on every marine frequency in the book and they don't

answer," replied the pilot from the cockpit.

"Okay, drop us over the barge.

Roger.

Dodds picked up a bullhorn and spoke into the mouthpiece.

"Ahoy, thetowboat. Thisisthe U.S. Navy. Reduce speed and dow to a

stop. We are coming aboard.”

Below, the crewman cupped handsto his ears and shook his head,



sgnding he couldn't hear above the exhaust whine of the helicopter's
turbines. Dodds repeated the message and the crewman made an inviting
wave of hisarm. By now Dodds was close enough to see hewas an

Orientd.

The speed of the towboat and barge dropped off, and they began to roll
intheswdls. The pilot of the helicopter played the wind and hovered
over the flat deck of the bargein preparation for Dodds's assault team

to jJump thefinal three or four feet.

Dodds turned and took afind look at his men. They werelean and hard,
and probably the toughest, raunchiest, meanest bunch of multipurpose
killersin the Navy. They were the only group of men Dobbs ever

commanded who genuinely liked combat. They were eager, their weapons at

the ready and prepared for anything.

Except, perhaps, for tota surprise.

The copter was only ten feet above the barge when trapdoors were sprung
on the towboat, hatch covers thrown back and twenty crewmen opened up
with Steyr-Mannlichef AUG assault carbines' The .223-cdliber shells
flew into the SEALSfrom dl directions, smoke and the grunts of men

being hit erupted smultaneoudly.

Dodds and his men reacted savagely, cutting down any towboat crewman who



exposed himself, but bullets sprayed into their cramped compartment as
if concentrated out of afirehose and turned it into adaughter den.
There was no escape. They were ashelpless asif their backswere

againg thewall of adead-end dley.

The noise of the concentrated firepower drowned out the sound of the
helicopter's exhaust. The pilot was hit inthefirst burst, which
exploded the canopy, hurling bits of metd and Plexiglas throughout the

cockpit. The chopper shuddered and veered sharply around on its axis.

The co-pilot wrestled with the controls but they had lost dl response.

The Air Forcefighters arrived and ingtantly appraised the Situation.
Their squadron leader gave hurried ingtructions and dived, skimming low
over the stern of the towboat in an attempt to draw fire away from the
battered and smoking helicopter. But the ploy didn't work. They were
ignored by Lee Tong's gunners. With growing frustration at the orders
not to attack, their passes became ever lower until one pilot clipped

off the towboat's radar antenna.

Too badly mauled to remain in the air any longer, the crippled chopper
and its pitiful cargo of dead and wounded finally gave up the siruggle

to remain airborne and fell into the sea beside the barge.

Sandecker and Metcalf sat in shock as the vineo camera on board the

weether plane recorded the drama. The war room became deadly quiet and



nobody spoke as they watched and waited for the camerato reved signs
of survivors. Six headswere dl they could count in the blue of the

sea

"The end of thegame," Metcaf said with chilly findity.

Sandecker didn't answer. He turned away from the screen and sat heavily
inachair beside the long conference table, the pepper-and-vinegar

Spirit gone out of him.

Metcalf listened without reaction to the voices of the pilots over the
speakers. Their anger at not being able to pound the towboat turned
vehement. Not told of the people held captive insgde the barge, they
voiced their anger a the high command, unaware their heated words were

heard and recorded at the Pentagon athousand miles away.

A shadow of a smile touched Sandecker'sface. He could not help but

sympathize with them.

Then afriendly voice cut in. "Lieutenant Grant caling. Isit okay to

cdl you direct, Generd?'

"It'sdl right, son," said Metcaf quietly. "Go ahead.”

"I have two ships gpproaching the area, sir. Stand by for a picture of



thefirs one”

With anew shred of hope, their eyeslocked on the screen. At firg the

imagewas smdl and indigtinct. Then the weather plane's cameraman

zoomed in on ared-hulled vessd.

"From up hereI'd judge her to be asurvey ship," reported Grant.

A gust of wind caught the flag on the ensign staff and stretched out

itsblue colors.

"British," announced Metcaf degectedly. "We don't dare ask foreign

nationasto diefor our sake."

"You'reright, of course. I've never known an oceanographic scientist

to carry an automatic rifle.”

Metcdf turned and said, "Grant?"

| Sr?'

:Contact the British research vessdl and request they pick up survivors

from the helicopter."

Before Grant could acknowledge, the vineo image distorted and the screen

went black.



"Wevelost your picture, Grant."

" One moment, Generd. My crewman manning the camerainforms methe

battery pack on the recorder went dead. Hell haveit replacedina

minute”

"What's the Situation with the towboat?'

" She and the barge are under way again, only more dowly than before.”

Metcalf turned to Sandecker. "Luck just isn't on our Sde, isit?"

"No, Clayton. Weve had noneat al." He hesitated. "Unless, of

course, the second ship isan armed Coast Guard cutter.”

"Grant?' Metcaf boomed.

"Won't belong, sr.”

"Never mind that. What type vessd isthe second ship you'reported?

Coast Guard or Navy?'

"Neither. Strictly avilian.”



Metcalf dissolved in defeat, but a spark stirred within Sandecker.

He leaned over the microphone.

"Grant, thisis Admira James Sandecker. Can you describe her?"

"She's nothing like you'd expect to see on the ocean.”

"What's her nationdity?"

"Nationality?

"Her flag, man. Whét flagissheflying?'

"Youwon't bdieve me."

[, soitit out.”

"Wadl, Admird, | was born and raised in Montana, but I've read enough

history books to recognize a Confederate States flag when | see one.™

OUT OF A WORLD ALL Bur VANISHED, her brass steam whistle splitting the
ar, the seawater frothing white beneath her churning pandlie whedls, and

spewing black smoke from her towering twin stacks, the Stonewall Jackson
pitched toward the towboat with the awkward grace of a pregnant Southern

belle hoisting her hooped skirtswhile crossing amud puddle,



Shrieking gulls rode the wind above agiant stern flag displaying the
crossed bars and stars of the Confederacy, while on the roof of the
texas deck, aman furiousy pounded out the old South's nationa hymn,
"Dixie," on the keyboard of an old-fashioned steam calliope. Thesght
of the old riverboat charging across the sea stirred the souls of the

men flying above. They knew they were witnessing an adventure none

would see again.

In the ornate pilothouse, Pitt and Giordino stared at the barge and

towboat that loomed closer with every revolution of the thirty-foot

pandle whedls.

"The man wasright," Giordino shouted above the steam whistle and

cdliope.

"What man?' Pitt asked loudly.

"The one who said, " Save your Confederate money; the South will rise

again.

"Lucky for usit has" Aitt said, smiling"Wereganing." Thisfroma

wiry little man who twisted the six-foot helm with both hands.

"They've lost speed,” Fitt concurred.



"If the boilers don't blow, and the sweet old darling’ holds together in
these damned waves. . ." Theman at thewhed paused in minsentence,
made an imperceptible turn of hisbig whitebearded head and let fly a
spurt of tobacco juice with deadly accuracy into a brass cuspinor before

continuing. "We ought to overtake 'em in the next two miles.”

Captain Mevin Belcheron had skippered the Stonewall Jackson for thirty
of hissixty-two years. He knew every buoy, bend, sandbar and riverbank

light from St. Louisto New Orleans by heart.

But thiswasthe first time held ever taken his boat into the open sea.

The"sweset old darling™ was built in 1915 at Columbus, Kentucky, on the
Ohio River. Her like wasthelast to stoke the fires of imagination

during the golden years of sseamboating, and her like would never be
seen again. Thesmdl of burning cod, the swish of the steam engine,

and the rhythmic splash of the pandle whedls would soon belong only in

the history books.

Her shdlow wooden hull was long and beamy, measuring 270 feet by
forty-four. Her horizontal noncondensing enginesran at about forty
revolutions per minute. She wasrated at dightly over one thousand
tons, yet despite her bulk, she walked the water with adraft of just

thirty-two inches.



Down below on the main deck, four men, sweat-streaked and blackened with
soot, furioudy shoveled cod into the furnaces under four high-pressure
boilers. When the pressure began to creep into the red, the chief

engineer, acrusty old Scot by the name of McGeen, hung his hat over the

steam gauge.

McGeen wasthefirst man to vote for pursuit after Pitt crashlanded the
helicopter in shallow water near Fort Jackson, waded ashore with
Giordino and Hogan, and described the situation. At first therewas
undisguised dishdief, but after seeing their wounds, the bullet-riddled
arcraft, and then hearing a deputy sheriff describe the dead and

injured FBi agents afew miles down river, McGeen stoked up hisboilers,
Belcheron rounded up his deck crew and forty men from the Sixth

L ouisana Regiment tramped onboard hooting and hollering and dragging

aong two ancient field cannons.

"Pour on the codl, boys," McGeen pressed his black gang. He looked like
the devil with histrimmed goatee and brushed-up eyebrowsin the
flickering glare of the open furnace doors. "If we mean to savethe

Vice President, we've got to have more steam.”

The Stonewall Jackson thrashed after the towboat and barge, dmost asiif
sensing the urgency of her misson. When new, her top speed was rated
at fifteen miles an hour, but in the past forty years she was never

caled on to provide more than twelve." She thrust down river with the



current at fourteen, then fifteen . . . Sixteen.. . . eighteen miles
an hour. When she burst from the South Pass Channdl, she was driving
through the water at twenty, smoke and sparks exploding through the

flared capitals atop her stacks.

The men of the Sixth Louisana Regiment-the dentists, plumbers,
accountants who marched and refought battles of the Civil War asa
hobby-grunted and swesated in the nondescript woolen gray and butternut
uniforms that once clothed the Army of the Confederate States of

America. Under the command of amgjor, they heaved huge cotton bales
into place as breastworks. The two Napoleon twelve-pounder cannon from
Fort Jackson were wheeled into position on the bow, their smoothbore
barrelsloaded with ball bearings scrounged from McGeen's engine-room

supply locker.

Pitt stared down at the growing fortress of wired bales. Cotton againgt

ged, he mused, single-shot muskets againgt automatic rifles.

It was going to be an interesting fight.

Lieutenant Grant tore his eyes from the incredible sight under hiswings

and radioed the ship flying the British flag.

"Thisis Air Force Weether Recon zero-four-zero caling oceanographic

research vessdl. Do you'read?'



"Righto, Yank. Hear you clearly," came back acheery voice fresh off a

cricket fidd. "Thisis Her Mgesty's Ship Pethfinder.

What can we do for you, zero-four-zero?"

"A chopper went into the drink about three miles west of you.

Can you effect arescue of survivors, Pathfinder?!

"We bloody well better. Can't allow the poor chapsto drown, can we?"

"I'll circlethe crash sector, Pathfinder. Homein onme”

"Jolly good. Were on our way. Out.”

Grant took up aposition over the struggling men in the water.

The gulf current was warm, so there was no fear of their succumbing to

exposure, but any bleeding wounds were certain to attract sharks.

"Y ou don't carry much influence," said his co-pilot.

"What do you mean?' asked Grant.

Speed on inland waterwaysis rated in miles per hour, never in knots.



"TheLimey shipisn't reponding. She'sturned away."

Grant leaned forward and banked the plane to see out the opposite

cockpit window. Hisco-pilot wasright. The Pathfinder's bow had come

around on a course avay from the helicopter's survivors and was amed

toward the Stonewall Jackson.

"Pathfinder, thisis zero-four-zero," Grant caled. "What isyour

problem? Repeat. What isyour problem?”

There wasno reply.

"UnlessI'm suffering one hell of ahdlucination,” Metcalf sad,

garing in wonder a the vineo transmission, "That old relic from Tom

Sawyer intends to attack the towboat.”

"Shels giving every indication,” Sandecker agreed.

"Where do you suppose she came from?"

Sandecker stood with his arms crossed in front of him, hisface

radiating an elated expression. "RAitt," he muttered under his bregth,

"you wily, irrepressible son of abitch.”

"Y ou say something?'



"Just goeculating to mysdif.”

"Whét can they possibly hope to accomplish?”’

"| think they mean to ram and board.”

"Insanity, sheer insanity,” snorted Metcaf gloomily. "Thegunnerson

the towboat will cut them to pieces.”

Suddenly Sandecker tensed, seeing something in the background on the

screen. Metcdf didn't catch it; no one else watching caught it ether.

The admira grasped Metcaf by thearm. "The British vessd!" Metcdlf

looked up, startled. "What about it?"

"Good God, man, seefor yoursdf. She'sgoing to run down the

steamboat.”

Metcaf saw the distance between the two shipsrapidly narrowing, saw

the wake of the Pathfinder turn to foam as she surged ahead at full

speed.

"Grant!" he bdlowed.



"Hereg, ar."

"The Limey ship, why isn't she headed toward the men in the water?"

"l can't say, General. Her skipper acknowledged my request for rescue,
but chased after the old pandleboat instead. | haven't been ableto

rase him again. He gppearsto beignoring my transmissons.”

"Takethem out!" Sandecker demanded. "Cdl in an air strike and take
the bastards out!" Metcaf hesitated, torn by indecision. "But she's

flying the British flag, for Chrigt'ssake."

"I'll stake my rank she'saBougainville ship, and theflag isadecoy.”

"Y ou can't know that."

"Maybe But | do know that if she crushesthe steamboat into firewood,

our |ast chanceto save Vince Margolinisgone.”

IN THE PILOTHOUSE of the towboat a burst of fire from the SEALS had
shattered the inner workings of the command console, fouling the rudder
controls. Captain Pujon had no option but to reduce speed and steer by

jockeying thethrottle levers.

Lee Tong did not spare him aglance. He was busy issuing orders over

the radio to the commander of the Pathfinder, while keeping awary eye



on the wallowing steamboat.

Finaly heturned to Pujon. "Can't you'regain our top speed?”

"Eight milesisthe best | can do if we want to maintain astraight

course.”

"How far?' he asked for the tenth time that hour.

"According to the depth sounder, the bottom'’s beginning to drop off.

Anocther two milesshould do it."

"Two miles" Lee Tong repeated thoughtfully. "Timeto set the

detonators."

"I'll dert you by blowing the airborn when we come over ahundred

fathoms" said Pujon.

Lee Tong stared across the dark sea, stained by the runoff from the
Missssppi River. The masquerading research ship was only afew
hundred yards away from dicing through the brittle sdes of the
Stonewall Jackson. He could hear the haunting wail of the calliope
drifting with thewind. He shook his head in dishbdlief, wondering who

was respons ble for the old riverboaes sudden appearance.



He was about to leave the pilothouse and cross over to the barge when he
noticed one of the milling aircraft overhead abruptly dine out of

formation and dive toward the sea.

A ghost-white F/A21 Navy drike aircraft leveled off two hundred feet

above the wave tops and unleased two anti-ship missiles.

Lee Tong watched in numbed horror as the laser-controlled warheads
skimmed across the water and dammed into the red-hulled decoy ship,
stopping her dead in her tracks with ablast that turned the entire

upper works into a grotesque tangle of shattered stedl.

Then came a second, even stronger explosion that enveloped the shipina
bdl of flame. For an ingtant she seemed to hang suspended asif locked

intime.

Lee Tong stood tensed in despair as the broken vessel dowly rolled over

and died, fdling to thefloor of the gulf and sedling dl hope of his

escape.

Fery fragments of the Pathfinder rained down around the Stonewal
Jackson, igniting severa smdl firesthat were quickly extinguished by
the crew. The sea surface over the sunken ship turned black with oily

bubbles as a hissing cloud of steam and smoke spiraled into the sky.

"Chrig in heaven!" Captain Belcheron gasped in astonishment.



"Will you look at that. Those Navy boys mean business.”

"Somebody iswatching over us" Fitt commented thankfully. Hiseyes
returned to the barge. Hisface was expressionless; but for the swaying

of hisbody to compensate for the roll of the boat, he might have been
sculpted from Solid teak. The gap had closed to three quarters of a

mile, and he could make out the tiny figure of a man scrambling across
the bow of the towboat onto the barge before disappearing down a deck

hatch.

An enormous man with the stout build of an Oliver Hardy barreled up the

lander from the texas deck and came through the door.

Hewore the gray uniform and gold brain of a Confederate mgor.

The shirt under the unbuttoned coat was damp with perspiration, and he

was panting from exertion. He stood there amoment, wiping his forehead

with adeeve' catching his bregth.

Atlast hesaid, "Doggone, | don't know if I'd rather dieby abullet in

the head, by drowning or a heart attack.”

Leroy Laroche operated atravel agency by day, functioned asaloving

husband and father by night, and acted as commander of the Sixth



Louisiana Regiment of the Confederate States Army on weekends. He was
popular among his men and was re-elected every year to lead the regiment
in battlefield re-enactments around the country. The fact that he was

about to engagein thered thing didn't seem to faze him.

"Lucky for usyou had those cotton bales on board,” he said to the

captain.

Bd cheron amiled. "We keep them on deck as historic examples of the

sweet old darling's maritime heritage.”

Pitt looked at Laroche. "Y our menin pogtion, Mgor?'

"L oaded, primed full of Dixie beer and rarin’ toright,” Laroche

replied.

"What sort of wegpons do they own?"

"Fifty-eight-caliber Springfield muskets, which most rebels carried late

inthewar. Shootsamime bal five hundred yards."

"How fast can they fire?'

"Most of my boys can get off three rounds aminute, afew can do four.

But I'm putting the best shots on the barricade while the othersload.”



"And the cannon? Do they actudly fire?"

"You bet. They can bit atree with acan of cement at haf amile.”

"Can of cement?"

"Chegper to make than real cannon shot.”

Pitt consdered that and grinned. "Good luck, Mgor. Tdl your mento
keep their heads down. Muzzle | oaders take moretime to am than

meachine guns.”

"I reckon they know how to duck," said Laroche. "When do you want usto

open fire?"

"| leavethat to you."

"Excuseme, Mgor," Giordino cut in. "did any of your men hagppen to

carry a spare weapon?"

Laroche unsnapped the leather holster on his belt and passed Giordino a
largepigal. "ALeMat revolver," hesaid "Shoots nine

forty-two-cdiber shellsthrough arifled barrdl. But if you'l notice,

there's a big smoothbore barrel undernegth that holds a charge of

buckshot. Take good care of it. My great-granddaddy carried it from



Bull Run to Appomattox.”

Giordino was genuingly impressed. "I don't want to leave you unarmed.”

Laroche pulled his saber from its scabbard. "Thiswill do mejudt fine.

Wil | best get back to my men.”

After the big jovia mgjor |eft the pilothouse, Pitt bent down and
opened the violin case, lifted out the Thompson and inserted afull
drum. He held his side with one hand and cautioudy straightened, his

lips pressed tight from the pain that speared his chest.

"Youbeadl right up here?' he asked Belcheron.

"Don't pay no mind to me," the captain answered. He nodded at a

cast-iron potbellied stove. "I'll have my own armor when the fireworks

dart.”

"Thank God for that," exclamed Metcalf.

"whatisit?' Sandecker asked.

Metcalf held up apaper. "A reply from the British Admirdty in London.

The only Pathfinder on duty with the Roya Navy isamissile destroyer.

They have no research ship by that name, nor isthere any in the gulf

area." He gave Sandecker athankful look.



"You caled agood play, Jm."

"We had ahit of luck after dl."

"The poor bastards on that steamboat are the ones who need it now."

"Any morewe can do? Anything we've overlooked?'

Metcalf shook hishead. "Not from thisend. The Coast Guard cutter is

only fifteen minutes away and the nuclear subisnot far behind.”

"Nather will arriveintime

"Perhaps the people on the steamboat can somehow st the tugboat until

..." Metcdf didn't finish.

"Y ou don't redly believein miracles, do you, Clayton?"

"No, | guess| don't."

A MAELSTROM OF AUTOMATIC WEAPONS FIRE lashed into the Stonewall Jackson

asLee Tong's crew opened up at three hundred yards. Bullets hummed and

whistled, splintering the gleaming white wood and gingerbread carvings

on therailsand deck cabins, clanging and ricocheting off the ship's



bronze bell. The huge unglazed window in the pilothouse disintegrated
into Slvery fragments. Inside, Captain Belcheron was stunned by a
shdll that grazed the top of his head and turned hiswhite hair red. His
vision blurred and went double, but he hung on to the spokes of the
great whed with savage determination while hawking tobacco juice out

the broken window.

The caliope player, protected by aforest of brass plumbing, began
playing"Y ellow Rose of Texas," which fdl on severd flat tonesas

holes suddenly appeared in his steam whistles.

On the main deck, Mgor Laroche and his regiment, aong with Pitt and
Giordino, crouched out of sight. The cotton bales made strong defensive
works, and no bullets penetrated. The open boiler areabehind themain
dtaircase caught the worst of it. Two of McGeen's stokers were hit and
the overhead tubing was penetrated, alowing steam to escape in scalding
streams. McGeen took his hat off the pressure gauge. 1t was pegged in
thered. Heexpdled along sgh. A miracle nothing had burst, he

thought. Therivetswere straining on the boilers. He quickly began
spinning relief valvesto let off theimmense pressurein preparation

for the coming collison.

The Stonewal Jackson's pandle whed swere ill driving her at twenty
milesan hour. If she had to die, she was not going to end up like her
former sgters, rotting away in some forgotten bayou or broken up for

wharf wood. She was going out alegend and ending her life on the water



insyle.

Brushing aside the waves that pounded her bow, shrugging off the
frightful torrent of lead that shredded her flimsy superstructure, she

forged ahead.

Lee Tong watched in bitter fascination as the steamboat came on
seadily. He stood in an open hatch on the barge and poured a stream of
bullets a her, hoping to hit avital part and dow her down. But he

might aswell have been shooting air pellets at arampaging e ephant.

He set aside his Steyr-Mannlicher carbine and raised the binoculars.
None of the crew was visible behind the barricade of cotton bales. Even
the sieved pilothouse looked deserted. The gold letters of the smashed

nameplate were visible, but al he could make out was the name JACK SON.

Theflat bow was pointed square for the towboat's port side. It wasa
stupid, futile gesture, he reasoned, a stalling technique, nothing more.
In spite of its superior size, the wooden pandle steamer could not

expect to damage the towboat's steel bull.

He retrieved the Steyr-Mannlicher, inserted another ammo clip and
concentrated hisfireinto the pilothouse in an attempt to damage the

hdm.



Sandecker and Metcaf watched too.

They sat captivated by the hopeless, irresstible magnificence of it

al. Radio contact was attempted with the sseamboat, but there was no

response. Captain Belcheron had been too busy to answer, and the old

river rat didn't think he had anything worth saying anyway.

Metcaf called Lieutenant Grant. " Spird in closer,” he ordered.

Grant acknowledged and made a series of tight banks over the vessels

below. The detail of the towboat was quite sharp. They could pick out

nearly thirty men blasting away acrossthe weter.

The steamboat, however, was obscured by the smoke shooting from her

stacks and great clouds of exhaust steam spurting out of the "scape

pipes' &t of the pilothouse.

"Shelll bash hersdf to bits when she strikes," said Sandecker.

"It's glorious but meaningless," Metcalf muttered.

"Givethem credit. They're doing more than we can.”

Metcaf nodded dowly. "Y es, we can't take that away from them."”

Sandecker came out of hischair and pointed. "L ook there, on the



steamboat where the wind has blown the smoke off to the sde.”

"What isit?'

"Isn't that apair of cannons?'

Metcaf camedert. "By God, youreright. They look likeold

monuments from atown park."

At two hundred yards Laroche raised his sword and yelled, "Batteries one

and two, train and prime your guns.”

"Battery one primed and aimed,” shouted back aman in antique wire

Spectacles.

"Battery two ready, Mgor."

"Then firel" Thelanyards were jerked and the two antique cannon belched
their loads of balbearing grapeshot from their muzzlesin earsplitting

claps. Thefirst shot actualy penetrated the side of the towboat,

crashing into the gdley and mangling the ovens. The second soared into
the pilothouse, taking off Captain Pujon's head and carrying away the
whed. Dazed by the unexpected barrage, Lee Tong's men dackened their
firefor saveral seconds, recovered and opened up with renewed ferocity,

concentrating on the narrow dits between the cotton baleswhere the



cannon barrels protruded.

Now the smoothbores were run back while the artillery men quickly rammed
home the sponges and began reloading. Bulletswhined over their heads
and shoulders, and one man was struck in the neck. Butinlessthana

minute the old Napoleons were ready to blast again.

"Aim for the cabled" Pitt shouted. "Cut the barge away!"

Laroche nodded and relayed Pitts orders. The gunswere run out and the
next broads de swept the towboat's bow, causing an explosion of coiled

rope and cable, but the tenacious grip on the barge remained unbroken.

Coldly, dmost contemptuous of the deadly blitz that svept the Stonewall
Jackson, the make-bdlieve soldierslined up the Sights on their

single-shot muskets and waited for the command tofire.

Only two hundred yards separated the vessalswhen Laroche raised his

sword again. "Fring rankteke am. Okay, boys, give 'em hell.

Fire!" Thefront of the seamboat exploded in atremendous torrent of
fire and smoke. The towboat was raked with a seemingly Solid wall of
mime bullets. The effect was devastating. Glass dissolved in every
port and window, paint chips flew off the bulkheads and bodies began

faling, deluging the decks with blood.



Before Lee Tong's gunners could recover, Pitt stitched the towboat from

bow to stern with a steady stream of fire from the Thompson.

Giordino hunched againgt the cotton barricade, waiting for the range to
closeto firetherevolver, watching in rapt interest as the second and
third ranks ran through the dozen cumbersome procedures of rearming a

muzzle-loading musket.

The Confederateslain down akilling fire. Volley after volley followed

in succession, dmost every other shot striking flesh and bone. The

smoke and shatt6ring sounds were punctuated by the cries of the wounded.
Laroche, swept away by the carnage and commotion, thundered and swore at
thetop of hislungs, prodding his sharpshootersto aim true, exhorting

the loaders to move morerapidly.

One minute passed, two, then three, asthe fighting reached a savage
pitch. Fire broke out on the Jackson and flames soared up her wooden
sdes. Inthe pilothouse, Captain Belcheron yanked on the steam whistle
cord and shouted into the voice tube leading to McGeen in the engine
area. Theriflemen ceased their fire and everyone braced themselves for

the gpproaching collision.

A gtrange, unearthly silencefel over the sseamboat asthe crack of the

guns faded and the haunting wail of the calliope died away.



She was like aboxer who had taken afearful beating from afar stronger
adversary and could take no more, but had somehow reached deep into her

exhausted reserves for one last knockout punch.

She struck the towboat square aminships with arumbling unch that
knocked over the cotton-bale barricade, crushing back cr her bow by six
feet as planks and beams gave way like laths. Both stacks fdll forward,
throwing sparks and smoke over the battle that rapidly resumed its
intengity. Gunsfired at point-blank range. The support ropes burned
through and the landing stages dropped onto the towboat's decks like

great claws gripping the two vessalsfast together.

"Fix bayonets" Laroche boomed.

Someone broke out the regiment's battl e flag and began waving it wildly

intheair. Muskets were rel oaded and bayonets attached.

The calliope player had returned to his post and was pounding out
"Dixi€' once agan. Pitt was amazed that no one showed any sign of

fear. Ingtead, there was agenerd fedling of uncontrolled ddlirium.

He couldn't hel p thinking hed somehow crossed atime barrier into the

past.

Laroche whipped off his officer's hat, hung it on thetip of hissword

andraised it intotheair. "Sxth Louisand" hecried. "Go git 'em



| " Screaming therebd ydl like demons emerging from the center of the

earth, the men in gray stormed onboard the towboat.

Laroche was struck in the chin and one knee, but hobbled and pressed on.
Aitt lain down acovering fire until the last cartridge poured from the
Thompson. Then helain the gun on a cotton bale and charged after
Giordino, who hopped across alanding stage, favoring hisinjured leg

and firing the revolver like awild man.

McGeen and his boiler crew followed, widlding their shovels like clubs.

Bougainville's men bore no resemblance to their attackers. They were
hired killers, ruthless men who offered no mercy nor expected it, but
they were not prepared for the incredible ondaught of the Southerners
and made the mistake of legping from the protected steel bulkheads and

mesting the surge head-on.

The Stonewall Jackson was wreathed infire. The artillery men fired one
last volley &t the towboat, aiming forward of the men fighting

aminships, their shot sweeping away the cables attached to the barge.
Shoved sdeways by the continued momentum of the steamboat, the two

stedl vessels jackknifed around her crushed bow.

The Sixth Louisanaoverran the decks, lunging with their bayonets, but

keeping up adeadly rate of fire. There were ascore of individua



hand-to-hand struggles, the five-foot Springfield musket and two-foot
bayonet making anasty close-in wegpon. None of the weekend soldiers
paused; they fought with a strange kind of recklessness, too caught up

in the unimaginable did and excitement to be afraid.

Giordino didn't fed the blow. He was steadily advancing into the
crew's quarters, firing at any Oriental face that showed itsalf when
suddenly hewasflat on hisface, abullet breaking the caf bone of his

good leg.

Aitt lifted Giordino under the arms and dragged him into an empty

passageway. "Y ou're not armor-plated, you know."

"Wherein hdl have you been?' Giordino's voice tensed asthe pain

increased.

"Staying out of theway,” Pitt replied. "1'm not armed.”

Giordino handed him the Le Mat revolver. "Takethis. I'm through for

the day anyway."

Aitt gave hisfriend ahdf-amile. "Sorry to leave you, but I've got to

get ingde the barge.”

Giordino opened his mouth to make an offhand reply, but Pitt was already

gone. Ten seconds and he was snaking through the debris on the



towboat's bow. Hewas dmost too late. Free of its hold, the barge had
drifted twenty feet away. A head and pair of shouldersraised from a
hatch and fired off aburst. Fitt felt the passing bulletsfan hishair

and cheek. He dropped to therailing and rolled over the sde into the

Sea

Further &ft, the Bougainville crew grimly hung on, obstinately giving

way until they werefinaly overwhemed by gray uniforms.

The shouting and the gunfire dackened and went silent. The Confederate

battle flag was run up the towboat's radio mast and the fight was over.

The amateur soldiers of the Sixth Louisiana Regiment had handled

themsdveswel. Surprisingly, none had been killed inthe melee.

Eighteen were wounded, only two serioudy. Laroche staggered from the

minst of his cheering men and sagged to the deck beside Giordino. He

reached over and the two bleeding men solemnly shook hands.

"Congratulations, Mgor," Giordino said. "Y ou just made the playoffs.”

A big grin spread across Laroche's bloodied face. "By God, we

whipped'em good, didn't we?'

Lee Tong emptied his wegpon at the figure on the bow of the towboat,



obsarving it fal into the water. Then he dumped against the edge of
the hatch and watched the Confederate battle flag flutter in the gulf

breeze.

With akind of detachment, he accepted the unexpected disaster which had
overtaken his carefully conceived operation. His crew was either dead

or prisoner, and his escape ship was destroyed.

Y et he was not ready to oblige his unknown opponents by surrendering, He
was determined to carry out his grandmother's bargain with Moran and

take his chances on escaping later.

He dropped down the side ladder of the elevator shaft into the

|aboratory quarters and ran aong the main corridor until he cameto the
door of the chamber that held the isolation cocoons. He entered and
peered through the insulated plagtic lin at the body within the first

one. Vince Margolin stared back, his body too numb to respond, his mind

too drugged to comprehend.

Lee Tong moved to the next cocoon and |ooked down at the serene,
deeping face of Loren Smith. She was heavily sedated and in adeep
dtate of unconsciousness. Her desth would be awaste, he thought. But
she could not be allowed to live and tetify. He leaned over and opened

the cover and stroked her hair, staring at her through half-open eyes.

He had killed countless men, their features forgotten less than seconds



after their death. But the faces of the women lingered.

He remembered thefirst, so many years ago on atramp steamer in the

middle of the Pacific Ocean: her haunting expression of bewilderment as

her chained nude body was dropped over the side.

"Nice place you have here," came avoice from the doorway, "but your

devator isout of order.”

Lee Tong spun around and gaped at the man who stood wet and dripping,

pointing a strange antique revolver &t his chest.

"You!" he gasped.

Pitts face-tired, haggard and dark with heard stubble-lit upinasmile.

"LeeTong Bougainville. What a coincinence.

"Yourediva"

"A trite observation.”

"And respongblefor al this. those mad men in the old uniforms, the

riverboat . . ."

"Thebest | could arrange on the spur of the moment,” Pitt said



gpologeticaly.

Lee Tong'smoment of utter confusion passed and he dowly curled his

finger around the trigger of the Steyr-Mannlicher that hung loosdy in

one hand, muzzle aimed at the carpeted deck.

"Why have you pursued my grandmother and me, Mr. Ritt?" he demanded,

gdling. "Why have you set out to wreck Bougainville Maritime?"

"That'slike Hitler asking why the Alliesinvaded Europe. In my case,

you were respongble for the death of afriend.”

"Who?'

"It doesn't matter,” said Aitt indifferently. ™Y ou never met her."

Lee Tong swung up the barrel of his carbine and pulled the trigger.

Pitt wasfaster, but Giordino had used up the last cartridge and the

revolver's hammer fell on an empty cylinder. He stiffened, expecting

the impact of abullet.

It never came.

Lee Tong had forgotten to insert anew clip after firing hisfina round

at Pitt on the towboat. He lowered the carbine, hislips stiretched into



an inscrutable amile. "It seems we have a sandoff, Mr. Aitt."

"Only temporary,” said PFitt, recocking the hammer and keeping the
revolver raised and aimed. "My people will be coming aboard any minute

now.

Lee Tong sSighed and relaxed. "Then | can do little else but surrender

and wait for arrest.”

"You'll never gand trid."

The smileturned into asneer. "That's not for you to decide.

Besides, you're hardly in aposition to-" Suddenly heflipped the

carbine around, gripping the barrel and raising it asaclub. Therifle

butt was on a vicious downswing when Fitt squeezed the trigger and
blasted Lee Tong in the throat with the barrel 1oaded with buckshot. The
carbine poised in minair and then fell from his hand as he sumbled

backward until striking the wall and dropping heavily to the deck.

Aitt left him where he lay and threw off the cover over Loren's cocoon.

He gently lifted her out and carried her to the open eevator.

He checked the circuit breskers and found them on, but there was ill

no response from the lift motors when he pressed the "up” button.



He had no way of knowing the generators that provided eectricity to the
barge had run out of fuel and shut down, leaving only the emergency

battery power to illuminate the overhead lighting.

Scrounging through a supply locker, he found arope, which hetied under
Loren'sarms. Then he pulled himsdf through the devator roof's

trapdoor and scaled the shaft lander to the top deck of the barge.

Sowly, gently, he eased Loren's body upward until shelay on the
rusting deck. Winded, he took aminute to catch his breath and look
around. The Stonewall Jackson was till burning fiercely, but the

flames were being fought with firehoses from the towboat.

About two milesto the west awhite Coast Guard cutter was driving
through the light swellstoward their position, while to the south he

could just make out the sail tower of anuclear submarine.

Taking ashort length of therope, Fitt tied Loren loosely to acleat

0 shewouldn't roll into the sea, then he returned below.

When he entered the isolation chamber again, Lee Tong was gone.

A trail of blood led up the corridor and ended at an open hatchto a

storage deck below. He saw no reason to waste time on a dying murderer

and turned to rescue the Vice President. , Before he took two steps, a



tremendous blast lifted him off hisfeet and hurled him face downward
twenty feet away. Theimpact from the concussion drove the breath from
hislungs and theringing in his ears prevented him from hearing the sea

rush in through agaping hole torn in the hull of the barge.

Pitt awkwardly raised himself to his hands and knees and tried to orient
himsdf. Then dowly, asthe haze before his eyes melted away, he

redlized what had happened and what was coming. Lee Tong had detonated
an explosive charge before he died and dready the water was flowing

across a corridor deck.

Aitt pushed himsdlf to hisfeet and reeled drunkenly into the isolation
chamber again. The Vice Presdent looked up a him and tried to say
something, but before he could utter a sound, Pitt had hoisted him over

ashoulder and was lurching toward the elevator.

The water was surging around Pitts knees now, splashing up thewalls. He
knew only seconds were left before the barge began its dive to the
seabed. By the time he reached the open elevator, the seawas up to his

chest and he half walked, haf swam insde.

It was too late to repeat the rope lift procedure. Furioudy he
manhandled Margolin through the ceiling trapdoor, clasped him under the
chest and began climbing the iron lander to the tiny square patch of

blue sky that seemed miles away.



He remembered then that he had tied L oren to the upper deck to keep her
fromrolling into the sea. The sickening thought coursed through him

that she would be pulled to her death when the barge sank.

Beyond fear lies desperation, and beyond that araging driveto survive

that cuts across the boundaries of suffering and exhaustion.

Some men yield to hopelessness, sometry to Sdestep its existence,

while avery few accept and face it head-on.

Watching the froth tedacioudy dog his rise up the eevator shaft, Pitt
fought with every shred of hiswill to savethelives of Margolin and

Loren. Hisamsfdt asif they were tearing from their sockets.

White spots burst before his eyes and the strain on his cracked ribs

passed from mere pain to grinding agony.

His grip loosened on flakes of rust and he aimost fell backward into the
water bailing a hisheds. 1t would have been so easy to surrender, to
let go and drop into oblivion and release the torture that racked his
body. But he hung on. Rung by rung, he struggled upward, Margolin's

dead weight becoming heavier with each step.

Hisearsregained a partial sense of hearing and picked up astrange

thumping sound, which Fitt wrote off as blood pounding in hishead. The



searose above hisfeet now, and the barge shuddered; it was about to go

under.

A nightmareworld closed in on him. A black shape loomed above, and

then his hand reached out and clasped another hand.

SPEAKER ALAN MORAN, hisface wreathed in a confinent smile, circulated
around the East Room of the White House conversing with hisaides and
inner circle of adviserswhile awaiting find word of thetrid taking

place on the floor of the Senate.

He greeted asmall group of party leaders and then turned and excused
himsalf as Secretary of State Douglas Oates and Defense Secretary Jesse
Simmons entered the room. Moran came over and held out his hand, which

Oatesignored.

Moran shrugged off the snub. He could well afford to. "Well, it seems

you're not of amind to praise Caesar, but you haven't aprayer of

burying him either.”

"You'vejust reminded me of an old gangster moviel saw when | wasa

boy," Oates sad icily. "Thetitlefitsyou perfectly.”

"Oh, redly? What moviewasthat?"



"Little Caesax "

Moran's smileturned into asinister glare. "Have you come with your

resgnaion?’

Oates pulled an envelope partway out of hisinside breast pocket.

"l haveit right here."

"Keepit!" Moran snarled. "I won't give you the satisfaction of bowing
out gracefully. Ten minutes after | take the oath I'm holding a press
conference. Besides assuring the nation of a smooth succession. |
intend to announce that you and the rest of the President's Cabinet
planned a conspiracy to set up adictatorship, and my first order as

chief executiveisto fire the whole rotten lot of you.

"We expected no less. Integrity was never one of your character

trats”

"There was ho congpiracy and you know it," Simmons said angrily.

"The President was the victim of a Soviet plot to control the White

House."

"No matter,” Moran replied nadtily. "By the time the truth comes out,

the damage to your precious reputations will have been done.



Y oull never work in Washington again.”

Before Oates and Simmons could retort, an aid rushed up and spoke softly
in Moran's ear. He dismissed hisenemieswith asnide look and turned
away. Then he stepped to the center of the room and raised his hands

for dlence

"Ladies and gentlemen," he announced. "I've just been informed that the

Senate has voted for conviction by the required twothirds.

Our beleaguered President is no longer in office and the Vice Presidency
isvacant. Thetime has comefor usto put our housein order and begin

anew.

Asif on cue, Chief justice Nelson O'Brien rose from a chair, smoothed

his black robes and cleared histhroat. Everyone crowded around Moran

as his secretary held what was dubioudy touted as hisfamily Bible.

just then Sam Emmett and Dan Fawcett came through the doorway and

paused. Then they spied Oates and Simmons and gpproached.

"Any word?" Oates asked anxioudly.

Emett shook hishead. "None. Generad Metcdf ordered acommunications



blackout. | haven't been able to reach him at the Pentagon to find out

why."

"Thenit'sdl over."

No onereplied asthey all turned in unison and stood in powerless
frustration as Moran raised hisright hand to take the oath of office as
President, hisleft hand on the Bible. ' "Repest after me," Chief

justice O'Brien intoned likeadrum rall. "I, Alan Robert Morando
solemnly swear "1, Alan Robert Morando solemnly swear ™ ' that | will
fathfully execute the office of the President of the United States"

O'Brien droned on.

Suddenly the room behind Oates went quiet. The prompting of the oath by
the Chief justice went unanswered by Moran. Curious, Oates turned
around and looked at the crowd. They weredl staring in frozen wonder

a Vice President Vincent Margolin, who walked through the doorway
preceded by Oscar Lucas and flanked by Generd Metcaf and Admiral

Sandecker.

Moran's upraised arm dowly fell and hisface turned ashen. Theslence
smothered the room like an insulating cloud as Margolin stepped up to
the Chief judtice, the stunned audience parting for him. He gave Moran

afriginlook and then smiled at the re<t.

"Thank you for therehearsal,” he said warmly. "But | think | can take



over from here”

August 13, 1989

New York City SAL CASIO WAS waiting in the vast |obby of the World Trade
Center when Fitt came dowly through the entrance. Casio looked at him
in stark appraisa. He couldn't remember when held seen any man so near

the edge of physica collapse.

Pitt moved with the tired shuffle of aman who had endured too much. He
wore a borrowed foul-wegther jacket two sizestoo small. Hisright am
hung dack while hisleft was pressed againgt his ches, asif holding

it together, and hisface was etched in a strange blending of suffering

and triumph. The eyes burned with asinister glow that Casio recognized

asthefiresof revenge.

"I'm glad you could makeit," Casio said without referring to Fitts

haggard appearance.

"It'syour show," said Fitt. "I'monly aong for theride."

"Only fitting and proper we be together at thefinish.”

"| gppreciate the courtesy. Thank you."



Casio turned and guided Pitt over to aprivate eevator. Pullinga

smdll push-button transmitter from his pocket, he punched the correct
code and the doors opened. Inside was an unconscious guard who was
bound with laundry cord. Casio stepped over him and opened a polished

brass door to acircuit pand with thewords LIFTONIC ELEVATOR Qw-607

engraved onit. He made an adjustment in the settings and then pushed

the button that read "100."

The elevator rose like arocket and Pitts ears popped three times before

it dowed and the doorsfindly opened onto the richly furnished

anteroom of Bougainville Maritime Linesinc.

Before he stepped out, Casio paused and reprogrammed the el evator

circuitry with histranamitter. Then he turned and stepped out onto the

thick carpet.

"We're here to speak with Min Koryo," Casio announced mundanely.

The woman eyed them suspicioudy, particularly Fitt, and opened a

leather-bound journd. "I see nothing in Madame Bougainvilles schedule

that shows any gppointmentsthis evening.”

Casio'sface furrowed into his best hurt look. "Areyou sure?"

he asked, leaning over the desk and peering at the appointment book.



She pointed at the blank page. "Nothing iswritten in-" Casio chopped
her across the nape of the neck with the edge of his pam, and shefell
forward, head and shoulders striking the desktop. Then hereached
ingde her blouse and extracted a vestpocket .25-caliber automatic

pistol.

"Never know it to look at her," he explained, "but she's a security

guard.”

Casio tossed the gun to Pitt and took off down acorridor hung with
paintings of the Bougainville Maritimeflegt. Pitt recognized the
Pilottown, and hisweary expresson hardened. He followed the brawny
private investigator up an intricately carved rosewood circular

daircase to the living quarters above. At thetop of thelanding Casio

met another ravishing Asian woman who was leaving a bathroom.

She waswearing silk lounging pgjamas with akimono top.

Her eyeswinened and in alightning reflex she lashed out with one foot

a Casio'sgroin. He anticipated the thrust and shifted hisweight ever

s0 dightly, catching the blow on the side of histhigh.

Then she flashed into the classic judo position and hurled severd rapid

cuts at his head.



She would have done more damage to an oak tree. Casio shook off her
attack, crouched and sprung like an offensve back coming off theline.
She spunto her left in an impressive display of feline grace but was
knocked off balance by his shoulder. Then Casio straightened and
smashed through her defense with aviciousleft hook that nearly tore
off her head. Her feet |ft thefloor and sheflew into a

five-foot-high Sung Dynasty vase, bresking it into dust.

"Y ou certainly have away with women," Pitt remarked casudly.

"Lucky for ustheres ill afew things we can do better than they

Casio motioned toward alarge double door carved with dragons and
quietly opened it. Min Koryo was propped up in her spacious bed,
browsing through a pile of audit reports. For amoment the two men
stood mute and unmoving, waiting for her to look up and acknowledge
ther intruson. Shelooked so pathetic, so fragile, that any other

trepassers might have wavered. But not Pitt and Casio.

Finaly shelifted her reading glasses and gazed a them, showing no

goprehension or fright. Her eyeswerefixed in frank curiogty.

"Who areyou?' she asked smply.



"My nameis Sd Cado. I'm aprivate investigator.”

"And the other man?"

Pitt stepped from the shadows and stood under the glow from the

spotlights above the bed. "I believe you know me.”

Therewasafaint flicker of surprisein her voice, but nothing else.

"Mr. Dirk Att."

”YS,"

"Why have you come?"'

"You areadimy parasite who sucked thelife out of untold innocent

peopleto build your filthy empire. Y ou're responsible for the death of

apersona friend of mineand aso for that of Sal's daughter. You

tried to kill me, and you ask why I'm here?!

" You are mistaken, Mr. Aitt. | am guilty of nothing so crimindl.

My hands are unstained.”

" A play onwords. You livein your museum of Orientd artifacts,

shielded from the outside world, while your grandson did your dirty work



for you."

'You say | am the cause of your friend's death?"

"She waskilled by the nerve agent you stole from the government and

left on the Pilottown.”

"I'm sorry for your loss," she said gently. The politeness and sympathy

were without atrace of irony. "And you, Mr. Casio.

How am | to blame for your daughter?”

" Shewas murdered aong with the crew of the same ship, only theniit

was cdled the San Marino."

"Yes, | recdl,” said Min Koryo, dropping al pretense. "Thegirl with

the stolen money.”

Aitt stared into the old woman'sface, examining it. The blue eyeswere
bright and glistening, and the skin was smooth, with only abare hint of
aging lines. She must have truly been abeautiful woman once. But
beneath the veneer Ritt detected ugliness, a cesspool locked inice.

Therewas ablack malignity ingde her that filled him with contempt.

"| suppose you've smashed so many lives™" he said, "you've become immune

to human suffering. The mystery ishow you got away withit for so



"You have cometo arrest me?' she asked.

"No," Casio answered stonily. "Tokill you."

The piercing eyes blazed briefly. "My security people will come through

the door any second.”

"Weve dready diminated the guard at the receptionist’'s desk and the

one outside your door. Asto others'-Casio paused and pointed afinger

at aTV cameramounted above her bed-"I've reprogrammed the tapes. Y our
guards at the monitors are watching whatever occurred in your bedroom a

week ago last night.”

"My grandson will hunt you both down, and your punishment will not be

quick."

"LeeTongisdead,” Fitt informed her, relishing every syllable.

Theface dtered. Now the blood flowed out of it and it became apae
ydlow. But not with the emotions of shock and hurt, Fitt thought. She
waswaiting, waiting for something. Then theflicker of expectancy

vanished as quickly asit had come.



"l do not believeyou,” shesaid at last.

"He sank with the laboratory barge after | shot him."

Casio moved around to the side of the bed. "Y ou must come with us now."

"May | ask whereyou're taking me?' Thevoice was till soft and

gracious. The blue eyesremained sat.

They didn't notice her right hand move benesth the covers,

Pitt never redly accounted for the ingtinctive move that saved his

life Maybe it was the sudden redlization that the TV camerawas not
exactly shaped like acamera. Maybe it was the compl ete absence of fear
in Min Koryo, or the aurathat she wasin firm command, but as the beam
of light stabbed out from above her bed, he pitched himsdlf to the

floor.

Aitt rolled to his Sde, tugging the automatic from his coat. Out of

the corner of his eye he saw the laser beam sweep the room, cutting
through furniture, scorching the draperies and wallpaper with a
needle-thin spear of energy. The gunwasin hishands, blasting away a

the eectron amplifier. At hisfourth shot, the beam blinked out.

Caso was dill standing. He reached out toward Pitt and then stumbled

and fell. Thelaser had cut through his somach asnegtly asa



surgeon's scalpel. He twisted over on his back and stared up.

Casio was seconds away from desth. Pitt wanted to say something, but he

couldn't get the words out.

The case-hardened old investigator raised his head; hisvoice cameina
ragping whisper. "The devator . . . code four-one-onesix.” Andthen

his eyes went sightless and his bregthing ceased.

Pitt took the transmitter from Casio's pocket, rose and trained the
autométic just ten inchesfrom Min Koryo's heart. Her face was locked
inafearlessamile. Then Fitt lowered the gun and reached under the

coversand slently lifted her out of the bed into her whedlchair.

She made no moveto resist, spoke no words of defiance. She sat,
wizened and mute, as Pitt pushed her into the corridor and onto asmall
lift that lowered them to the office floor. When they reached the
reception lobby, she noted the unconscious security guard and looked up

ahim.

"What now, Mr. Bitt?'

"Thefind curtain for Bougainville Maritime," hesaid. "Tomorrow your

rotten businesswill be no more. Y our Oriental art objectswill be

given away to museums. A new tenant will comein and redecorate your



officesand living quarters. Infact, your entirefleet of shipswill

be sold off. From now on the name of Bougainville will be nothing but a
distant memory in newspaper microfilmfiles. No friends or relatives
will mournyou, and I'll persondly seethat you're buried in a potter's

fidd with no marker."

At last he had broken through and her face revealed a searing hate. "And

your future, Mr. Fitt?"

Hegrinned. "I'm going to rebuild the car you blew up.”

Sheweskly lifted hersdf from the whed chair and spat at him.

Pitt made no move to wipe away the spittle. He smply stood there and

grinned wickedly, looked down and saw the evil viciousness erupt as she

cursed him in Korean.

Pitt pressed the code numbers Casio had given him into the transmitter

and watched as the doorsto Liftonic QW-607 opened.

But there was no eevator, only an empty shaft.

"Bon voyage, you diabolic old crone.”

Then he shoved the whedlchair into the vacant opening and stood

listening asit clattered like a pebble down awell, echoing off the



sdes of the shaft until there was the faint sound of impact ahundred

stories below.

Loren was Sitting on a bench in the concourse as he came through the
main door of the Trade Center. She came toward him and they met and
embraced. They clung together without saying anything for afew

moments.

She could fed thefatigue and the painin him. And she sensed

something more. A strange inner peace that she had never known was

there. Shekissed him lightly severd times. Then shetook hisarm and

led him to awaiting taxi.

"Sa Cad0?' she asked.

"With his daughter.”

"And Min Koryo Bougainville?'

"Inhal.”

She caught the distant look in hiseyes. "Y ou need rest. 1'd better

check you into ahospitd.”

Suddenly the old devilish look flashed on hisface. "I had something



dseinmind."

"What?'

"The next week in asuitein the best hotel in Manhattan.

Champagne, gourmet dinners sent up by room service, you making loveto

me.

A coquettish expression gleamed in her eyes. "Why do | haveto do dl

thework?'

"Obvioudy I'min no condition to take command.”

Shehdd on to him comfortingly. "I supposeit'stheleast | can do

after you saved my life."

"Semper Paratus,” he said.

"Semper what?'

"The Coast Guard motto. Always Ready. If their rescue helicopter

hadn't arrived over the barge when it did, we'd both be lying on the

bottom of the Gulf of Mexico."

They reached the taxi and Loren held on to Fitt as he iffly entered



and sank into the seat. She eased in beside him and kissed his hand

whilethe driver sat patiently looking out hiswindshield.

"Whereto?' thedriver asked.

"The Hemdey Pdace Hotd," Pitt answered.

Loren looked a him. "Y ou're getting asuite at the Hdmdey?' she

sad.

"A penthouse suite," he corrected her.

"And who's going to pay for this opulent interlude?’

Pitt looked down at her in mock astonishment. "Why, the government, of

course. Who ds=?'



