PROLOGUE

March 9, 1918
Caribbean Sea

The Cyclops had |ess than one hour to live. In forty-eight minutes she would become a mass tomb for
her 309 passengers and crew-- atragedy unforeseen and unheralded by ominous premonitions, mocked
by an empty seaand a diamond-clear sky. Even the seagulls that had haunted her wake for the past
week darted and soared in languid indifference, their keen ingtincts dulled by the mild weather.

There was adight breeze from the southeast that barely curled the American flag on her stern. At
three-thirty in the morning, most of the off-duty crewmen and passengers were adeep. A few, unableto
drift off under the oppressive heat of the trade winds, stood around on the upper deck, leaning over the
railing and watching the ship's bow hissand lift over the high rolling swells. The main surge of the sea
seemed to be moving benegth the smooth surface, while massive forces were building in the depths
below.

Inside the Cyclops whedhouse, Lieutenant John Church stared vacantly through one of the large
circular ports. He had themidnight to 4 A.M.dog watch, and it was al he could do to stay awake. He
vaguely noticed the increasing height of the waves, but aslong as they remained wide-spaced and their
dopes gentle he saw no reason to reduce speed.

Nudged by afriendly current, the heavily loaded collier was plodding along at only nine knots. Her
machinery was badly in need of overhaul and even now she was steaming on just her port engine. Shortly
after departingRio de Janeiro, the starboard engine broke down and the chief engineer reported it could
not be repaired until they reached port inBdtimore.

LieutenantChurchhad worked hisway up through the ranks to commissioned officer. Hewas athin,
prematurdly gray-haired man afew months shy of thirty. He had been assgned to many different ships
and had sailed around the world four times. But the Cyclops was the strangest vessel held ever
encountered during histwelve yearsin the Navy. Thiswas hisfirst voyage on the eight-year-old vessl
and it was not without its odd events.

Since leaving home port, a seaman who fell overboard was battered into pulp by the port propeller.
Next came a collision with the cruiser Raleigh that caused minor damage to both ships. The brig was
filled with five prisoners. One of them, convicted in the brutal murder of a shipmate, was being
transported to the nava prison at Portsmouth,New Hampshire. Outside the entrance toRioHarbor, the
ship camewithin ahair of running onto areef, and when the executive officer accused the captain of
endangering the ship by altering course, he was placed under arrest and confined to quarters. Findly,
there was amal content crew, a problem-plagued starboard engine, and a captain who was drinking
himsdlf into oblivion. When Church summed up the lucklessincidents, hefelt asif he were standing watch
over adisaster waiting to happen.

His gloomy reverie was interrupted by the sound of heavy footsteps behind him. He turned and
dtiffened as the captain came through the door of the whee house.

Lieutenant Commander George Worley was a character straight out of Treasure Idand. All that was



missing was an eye patch and apegleg. Hewas abull of aman. His neck was dmost nonexistent, his
massive head seemed to erupt from his shoulders. The handsthat hung at his sides were the largest
Church had ever seen. They were aslong and thick as avolume out of an encyclopedia. Never astickler
for Navy regulations, Worley's uniform aboard ship usualy consisted of bedroom dippers, derby hat,

and long john underwear. Church had never seen the captain in adress uniform except when the Cyclops
wasin port and Worley went ashore on official business.

With merely agrunt of agreeting, Worley walked over and rapped the barometer with abeefy
knuckle. He studied the needle and nodded.

"Not too bad," he said with a dight German accent. "L ooks good for the next twenty-four hours. With
luck itll be asmooth sail, at least until we catch hell passngCapeHatteras.”

"Every ship caiches hdll off CapeHatteras,” said Church flatly.

Worley waked into the chart room and peered at the penciled line showing the Cyclops course and
gpproximate pogtion.

"Alter course five degrees north,” he said as he returned to the whedlhouse. "Well skirt the Grest
BahamaBank."

"We're dready twenty mileswest of the main channd,” said Church.
"l have my reasons for avoiding the shipping lanes" Worley responded gruffly.

Church smply nodded at the helmsman, and the Cyclops came around. The dight alteration brought
the swells running againgt her port bow and her motion changed. She began to roll heavily.

"I don't much care for the look of the sea," said Church. "The waves are getting a bit steep.”

"Not uncommon in these waters," replied Worley. "We're nearing the area where the North Equatoria
Current meets theGulf Stream. I've seen the surface asflat as adesert dry lake, other times|'ve seen
waves twenty feet high, nice easy rollersthat dide under the ked."

Church gtarted to say something, but paused, listening. The sound of meta scraping against metal
rasped through the wheelhouse. Worley acted as though he hadn't heard anything, but Church walked to
the rear bulkhead and looked out over the long cargo deck of the Cyclops.

Shewas alarge ship for her day, with an overall length of 542 feet and a 65-foot beam. Built in
Philadelphiain 1910, she operated with the Nava Auxiliary Service, Atlantic Fleet. Her seven cavernous
holds could handle 10,500 tons of cod, but thistrip she was carrying 11,000 tons of manganese. Her hull
was settled deep in the water agood foot over her Plimsoll mark. To Church's mind the ship was
dangeroudy overloaded.

Staring astern, Church could see the twenty-four coaing derrickslooming through the darkness, their
giant clamshell buckets secured for rough wegther. He could also make out something else.

The deck amidships appeared to be lifting and dropping in unison with the swells as they passed under
theked.

"My God," he muttered, "the hull isbending with the sea.”



Worley didn't bother to look. "Nothing to concern yourself over, son. She'sused to alittle stress.”
"I've never seen aship twist likethis," Church persisted.

Worley dropped into alarge wicker chair he kept on the bridge and propped hisfeet on the binnacle.
"Son, no need to worry about the old Cyclops. Shelll be sailing the seaslong after you and me are gone."

Church's gpprehension was not soothed by the captain's unconcern. If anything, his sense of
foreboding deepened.

After Church turned over the next watch to afellow officer, he left the bridge and stopped by the radio
room to have acup of coffee with the operator on duty. Sparks, as every wireless man aboard every ship
at seawas called, looked up as he entered.

"Mornin, Lieutenant.”

"Any interesting news from nearby vessels?'

Sparkslifted his headset from one ear. " Sorry?

Church repeated the question.

"Only acouple of radiomen on apair of merchant ships exchanging chess moves.”

"Y ou should joinin to avoid the monotony.”

"Checkersismy game," saildSparks.

"How close are those two merchantmen?”

"Their sgnasare pretty weak. . . probably agood hundred miles away."

Church gtraddled achair and leaned his arms and chin on the backrest. "Give them acall and ask what
sort of seathey're encountering.”

Sparksgave ahelpless shrug. "1 can't.”

"Y our trangmitter acting up?"

"She'sfit as a sixteen-year-oldHavanawhore."
"l don't understand.”

"Captain Worley's orders,”" answeredSparks. "When weleftRio, he called meto his quarters and said
not to transmit any messages without his direct order before we dock inBdtimore.”



"Hegiveareason?'

"No, sr."

“"Damned odd."

"My hunchisit has something to do with that bigwig we took on as a passenger inRio."

"The consul generd?'

"| received my ordersright after he came on board=Sparksbroke off and pressed the headset to his
ears. Then he began scribbling an incoming message on apad of paper. After afew moments he turned,
hisfacegrim.

"A digresssgnd.”

Church stood up. "What position?"

"Twenty miles southeast of the AnguillaCays."

Church mentdly cdculated. "That puts them about fifty miles off our bow. What € se?"

"Name of vessdl, CroganCastle. Prow stovein. Superstructure heavily damaged. Taking on water.
Requireimmediate assstance.”

"Prow stove in?' Church repeated in a puzzled tone. "From what?"

"They didn't say, Lieutenant.”

Church gtarted for the door. "I'll inform the captain. Tel theCroganCastlewere coming &t full seam.”

Sparks's face took on apained look. "Please, gr, | can't.”

"Doit!" Church commanded. "I'll take full reponghility.’

He turned and ran down the dleyway and up the ladder to the wheelhouse. Worley was il sitting in
the wicker chair, swaying with theroll of the ship. His spectacles were dipped low on hisnose and he
was reading a dog-earedL.ibertymagazine

"Sparkshas picked up an SOS," Church announced. "L essthan fifty milesaway. | ordered him to
acknowledge the call and say we were dtering courseto assist.”

Worley's eyes went wide and he launched himself out of the chair and clutched astartled Church by
the upper arms. "Areyou crazy?' heroared. "Who in hell gave you the authority to countermand my
orders?’

Pain erupted in Church'sarms. The visdike pressure from those huge hands fdlt asif it were squeezing
his bicepsinto pulp. "Good God, Captain, we can't ignore another vessdl in distress.”

"Wedamnwdl canif | say so!"



Church was stunned at Worley's outburst. He could see the reddened, unfocused eyes and smell the
breath reeking of whisky. "A basic rule of the seg," Church perssted. "We must render assistance.”

"Arethey snking?"

"The message said “taking on water.' "

Worley shoved Church away. "The hell you say. L et the bastards man the pumps until their assis
saved by any ship but the Cyclops.”

The helmsman and the duty officer looked on in amazed silence as Church and Worley faced each
other with unblinking eyes, the atmosphere in the wheelhouse charged with tenson. Any rift that was
between them in the past weeks was hurled wide open.

The duty officer made amove asif to intervene. Worley twisted his head and snarled, "Keep to your
busnessand mind the helm.”

Church rubbed hisbruised arms and glared at the captain. "I protest your refusal to respond to an
SOSand | ingst it be entered in the ship'slog.”

"l warnyou
"l also wish it noted that you ordered the radio operator not to transmit.”

"Y ou're out of bounds, migter.” Worley spoke coldly, hislips compressed in atight line, hisface
bathed in swest. "Consider yourself under arrest and confined to quarters.”

"You arrest any more of your officers,” Church snapped, hisanger out of control, "and you'll haveto
run thisjinx ship by yoursaf."

Suddenly, before Worley could reply, the Cyclops lurched downward into a deep trough between the
swells. From ingtinct, honed by years at sea, everyone in the wheelhouse automatically grabbed at the
nearest secure object to keep hisfooting. The hull plates groaned under the stress and they could hear
severd cracking noises.

"Mother of God," muttered the hedmsman, hisvoice edged with panic.

"Shut up!" Worley growled as the Cyclops righted hersalf. " She's seen worse seas than this."”

A sckening redization struck Church. "TheCroganCastle, the ship that sent the distresssignd, said her
prow was stove in and her superstructure damaged.”

Worley stared a him. "' So what?"
"Don't you see, she must have been struck by a giant, rogue wave."

"You tak like acrazy man. Go to your cabin, mister. | don't want to see your face until we reach
mrt."



Church hesitated, hisfists clenched. Then dowly hishands relaxed as he redlized any further argument
with Worley was awaste of breath. He turned without aword and | eft the wheelhouse.

He stepped onto the deck and stared out over the bow. The sea appeared deceptively mild. The
waves had diminished to ten feet and no water was coming over the deck. He made hisway aft and saw
that the steam lines that ran the winches and auxiliary equipment were scraping againgt the bulwarks as
the ship rose and fdll with the long, dow swells.

Then Church went below and checked two of the ore holds, probing his flashlight at the heavy
shorings and stanchionsingtalled to keep the manganese cargo from shifting. They groaned and cresked
under the stress, but they seemed firm and secure. He could not see any sign of trickling grit from the
ship'smotion.

Stll, hefelt uneasy, and he wastired. It took al hiswillpower to keep from heading to the snug
confines of hisbunk and gratefully closing his eyesto the grim set of problems surrounding the ship. One
more inspection tour down to the engine room to seeif any water was reported risng in the bilges. A trip
that proved negative, seeming to confirm Worley'sfaith in the Cyclops.

As hewas walking down a passageway toward the wardroom for a cup of coffee a cabin door
opened and the American consul genera toBrazl, Alfred Gottschalk, hesitated on the threshold, talking
to someone insde. Church peered over Gottschalk's shoulder and saw the ship's doctor bent over a man
lying in abunk. The patient's face |ooked tired and yellow-skinned, ayoungish face that belied the thick
forest of white hair above. The eyes were open and reflected fear mingled with suffering and hardship,
eyesthat had seen too much. The scene was only one more strange element to be added to the voyage
of the Cyclops.

As officer of the deck before the ship departedRio de Janeiro, Church had observed a motor caravan
arrive on the dock. The consul generd had stepped out of a chauffeur-driven town car and directed the
loading of his steamer trunks and suitcases. Then he looked up, taking in every detail of the Cyclopsfrom
her ungainly straight-up-and-down bow to the graceful curve of her champagne-glass stern. Despite his
short, rotund, and amost comical frame, he radiated that indefinable air of someone accustomed to the
upper rungs of authority. Hewore his slver-yellow hair cropped excessively short, Prussian style. His
narrow eyebrows very nearly matched his clipped moustache.

The second vehicle in the caravan was an ambulance. Church watched as afigure on a stretcher was
lifted out and carried on board, but he failed to discern any features because of heavy mosquito netting
that covered the face. Though the person on the stretcher was obvioudy part of his entourage,
Gottschalk took little notice, turning his attention instead to the chain-drive Mack truck that brought up
therear.

He gazed anxioudy as alarge oblong crate was hoisted in the air by one of the ship's loading booms
and swung into the forward cargo compartment. Asif on cue, Worley appeared and persondly
supervised the battening down of the hatch. Then he greeted Gottschalk and escorted him to his quarters.
Almost immediately, the mooring lines were cast off and the ship got under way and was heading out to
sea through the harbor entrance.

Gottschalk turned and noticed Church standing in the passageway. He stepped from the cabin and
closed the door behind him, his eyes narrowed with suspicion. "Something | can help you with,
Lieutenant. . ."

"Church, gr. | wasjust finishing an ingpection of the ship and heading for the wardroom for a.cup of



coffee. Would you careto join me?"

A faint expression of relief passed over the consul genera'sface and he smiled. "Might aswdll. | can
never degp morethan afew hours at a stretch. Drives my wife crazy.”

"SheremaninRiothistrip?’

"No, | sent her on ahead to our home inMaryland. | terminated my assgnment inBrazl. | hope to
spend the rest of my State Department service inWashington.”

Gottschalk appeared unduly nervousto Church. His eyes darted up and down the passageway, and
he congtantly dabbed a linen handkerchief at his small mouth. He took Church by the arm.

"Before we have coffee, would you be so kind, Lieutenant, as to escort me to the baggage cargo
hold?'

Church stared a him. "Yes, gr, if youwish.”
"Thank you," said Gottschak. "I need something from one of my trunks.”

If Church thought the request unusud, he said nothing, smply nodded and started off toward the
forward part of the ship with thefat little consul generd huffing in hiswake. They made their way topside
and walked dong the runway leading from the aft deckhouses toward the forecastle, passing under the
bridge superstructure awkwardly suspended on sted tiltlike stanchions. The steaming light, suspended
between the two forward masts that formed a support for the skeletal grid connecting the coaing
derricks, cast aweird glow that was reflected by the eerie radiance of the approaching swells.

Stopping at a hatch, Church undogged the latches and motioned Gottschalk down aladder,
illuminating the way with hisflashlight. When they reached the bottom deck of the cargo hold, Church
found the switch and flicked on the overhead lights, which lit the areawith an unearthly yelow glow.

Gottschalk shouldered past Church and walked directly to the crate, which was secured by chains
whose end links were padlocked into eyebolts protruding from the deck. He stood there for afew
moments, areverent expression on hisface ashe stared a it, his thoughts wandering in another place,
another time.

Church studied the crate up close for thefirst time. There were no markings on the stout wooden
sdes. Hejudged its measurements at nine feet long by three feet high by four feet wide. He couldn't begin
to guessthe weight, but knew the contents were heavy. He recalled how the winch had strained when it
hoisted the crate on board. Curiosity overcame his mask of unconcern.

"Mindif | ask what'sindde?"

Gottschak's gaze remained on the crate. "An archeologicd artifact on itsway to amuseum,” he said
vagudly.

"Must be valuable," Church probed.

Gottschalk did not answer. Something along the edge of thelid struck hiseye. He pulled out a pair of
reading spectacles and peered through the lenses. His hands trembled and his body stiffened.



"It's been opened!" he gasped.

"Not possible," said Church. "Thetop is so tightly secured by chainsthat the links have made
indentations on the edges of the wood."

"But look here," he said, pointing. Y ou can see the pry marks where the lid was forced up.”
"Those scratches were probably caused when the crate was sealed.”

"They were not there when | checked the crate two days ago,” said Gottschak firmly. "Someonein
your crew had tampered withit."

"Y ou're unduly concerned. What crew member would have any interest in an old artifact that must
weigh at least two tons? Besides, who else but you has the key to the padlocks?”

Gottschalk dropped to his knees and jerked one of the locks. The shackle came off in hishand.
Instead of sted, it was carved from wood. He looked frightened now. Asif hypnotized, he dowly rose,
looked wildly about the cargo compartment, and uttered one word.

"Zanona."

It was asif hetriggered anightmare. The next sixty seconds werelocked in horror. The murder of the
consul genera happened so quickly that Church could only stand frozen in shock, hismind
uncomprehending of what his eyes witnessed.

A figure leaped from the shadows onto the top of the crate. He was dressed in the uniform of aNavy
seaman, but there was no denying the racial characteristics of his coarse, sraight black hair, the
prominent cheekbones, the unusualy dark, expressionless eyes.

Without uttering a sound, the South American Indian plunged a spearlike shaft through Gottschak's
chest until the barbed point protruded nearly afoot beyond the shoulder blades. The consul generd did
not immediately fal. He dowly turned his head and stared a Church, his eyeswide and devoid of
recognition. Hetried to say something, but no words came out, only asickening, gurgling kind of cough
that turned hislipsand chin red. As he began to sag the Indian put afoot on his chest and yanked out the

spear.

Church had never seen the assassin before. The Indian was not one of the Cyclops crew and could
only be astowaway. There was no malevolence in the brown face, no anger or hate, only an inscrutable
expression of tota blankness. He grasped the spear dmost negligently and silently jumped from the crate.

Church braced himsdlf for the ondaught. He deftly sidestepped the spear's thrust and hurled the
flashlight at the Indian's face. There was a soft thud as the meta tube smashed into the right jaw, breaking
the bone and loosening severd teeth. Then helashed out with hisfist and struck the Indian'sthroat. The
spear dropped onto the deck and Church snatched up the wooden shaft and lifted it above his head.

Suddenly, the world ingde the cargo compartment went mad and Church found himsdf fighting to
keep his balance asthe deck canted nearly sixty degrees. He somehow kept his footing, running downhill
with gravity until he reached the danting forward bulkhead. The Indian'sinert body rolled after him,
coming to rest at hisfeet. Then he watched in helplessterror asthe crate, unbound by itslocks, hurtled
across the deck, crushing the Indian and pinning Church'slegs againgt the stedl wall. Theimpact caused
thelid to twist half off the crate, reveding the contents.



Church dazedly stared insgde. Theincredible Sght that met his eyes under the flickering overhead lights
wasthe find image burned into his mind during the fractiona seconds that separated him from desth.

In the wheelhouse, Captain Worley was witnessing an even more awesome sight. It was asthough the
Cyclops had abruptly dropped into afathomless hole. Her bow pitched sharply into an immense trough
and her stern rose steeply into the air until her propellers came clear of the water. Through the gloom
ahead, the Cyclops steaming lights reflected on a seething black wall that rose up and blotted out the
dars.

Deep in the bowd s of the cargo holds came adreadful rumbling that felt and sounded like an
earthquake, causing the entire ship to shudder from stem to stern. Worley never had timeto voice the
adarm that flashed through his mind. The shorings had given way and the shifting manganese ore increased
the Cyclops downward momentum.

The hedmsman stared out the bridge port in mute astonishment as the towering column, the height of a
ten-story building, roared toward them with the speed of an avalanche. Thetop half crested and curled
under. A million tons of water crashed savagely into the forward part of the ship, completely inundating
the bow and superstructure. The doors to the bridge wings shattered and water shot into the wheelhouse.
Worley gripped the counter railing, his pardyzed mind unable to visudize theinevitable.

The wave swept over the ship. The entire bow section twisted away as steel beams snapped and the
ked buckled. The heavy riveted hull plates were ripped away asif they were paper. The Cyclops
plunged deeper under the immense pressure of the wave. Her propellers bit the water again and helped
impel her into the waiting depths. The Cyclops could not come back.

She kept on going, down, down, until her shattered hull and the peopleit imprisoned fell against the
restless sands of the seafloor below, leaving only aflight of bewildered seagullsto mark her fateful

passage.
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The blimp Hung motionlessin thetropicd ar, poised and tranquil, like afish suspended in an
aquarium. Her bow nudged against ayellow mooring mast as she balanced daintily on asinglelanding
whed. She was atired-looking old airship-- her once silver skin had wrinkled and turned white and was
spotted by numerous patches. The gondola, the control car that hung beneath her belly, wore an antique
boat-like look, and its glass windows were yellowed with age. Only her two 200-horsepower Wright
Whirlwind engines appeared new, having been carefully restored to pristine condition.

Unlike her younger sister shipsthat plied the skies above football stadiums, her gas-tight envelope was
made from aluminum with riveted seams instead of rubber-coated polyester and was supported by
twelve circular frameslike the back of afish. Her cigar shape was 149 feet in length and held 200,000
cubic feet of heium, and if no headwinds attacked her rotund nose, she could barrel through the clouds at
Sxty-two milesan hour. Her origind designation was ZMC-2, Zeppdin Meta Clad Number Two, and
she had been congtructed in Detroit and turned over to the United States Navy in 1929. Unlike most
arshipswith four massive stabilizing fins, she gported eight smal fins on her tapered tail. Very advanced
for her era, she had given solid and dependable service until 1942, when she was dismantled and

forgotten.

For forty-seven years the ZM C-2 languished in an abandoned hangar along the runway of adeserted
nava air sation near Key West, Hoorida. Then in 1988, the property was sold by the government to a
financia conglomerate headed by awedthy publisher, Raymond LeBaron, who intended to develop it as
aresort.

Shortly after arriving from his corporate headquartersin Chicago to ingpect the newly purchased naval
base, LeBaron stumbled onto the dusty and corroded remains of the ZM C-2 and became intrigued.
Charging it off to promotion, he had the old lighter-than-air craft reassembled and the engines rebuilt,
caling her the Prosperteer after the business magazine that was the base of hisfinancid empire, and
emblazoning the name in huge red |etters on the Side of the envelope.

LeBaron learned to fly the Prosperteer, mastering the fickle moods of the craft and the constant
adjustments required to maintain steady flight under the capricious nature of the wind. Therewasno
autopilot to relieve the chore of dipping the bow againgt a sudden gust and lifting it when the breeze
dackened. The near-neutra buoyancy varied grestly with the atmosphere. Resdue from alight rain could
add hundreds of poundsto the blimp's vast skin, decreasing her ability to lift, whiledry air blowing down
from the northwest forced the pilot to fight the craft'sinsstence on rising to an undesired dtitude.



LeBaron reveled in the chdlenge. The exhilaration of second guessing the moods of the antique gas
bag and wrestling with her aerodynamic whimsfar exceeded any enjoyment he received from flying any
of thefive jet aircraft belonging to his corporate holdings. He sneaked away from the boardroom at every
opportunity to travel to Key West so he could idand-hop around the Caribbean. The Prosperteer soon
became afamiliar sght over the Bahamaldands. A native worker, laboring in asugarcanefield, looked
up at the blimp and promptly described her asa”little pig running backwards.”

LeBaron, however, like most entrepreneurs of the power dlite, suffered from arestlessmind and a
driving urgeto tackle anew project lying over the next hill. After nearly ayear hisinterest in the old blimp
began to wane.

Then one evening in awaterfront saloon he met an old beach rat by the name of Buck Caesar, who
operated abackwater salvage company with the grandiloquent title "Exotic Artifact Ventures, Inc.”

During a conversation over severa rounds of iced rum, Caesar spoke the magic word that hasfired
the human mind into insanity for five thousand years and probably caused more grief than haf thewars--
treasure.

After liglening to Caesar pin tales of Spanish galleons littering the waters of the Caribbean, their
cargoes of gold and slver mingled with the cord, even a shrewd financid manipulator with the acute
business sense of LeBaron was hooked. With a handshake they formed a partnership.

LeBaron'sinterest in the Prosperteer was revived. The blimp made a perfect platform for spotting
potentia shipwreck stesfrom the air. Airplanes moved too fast for aeria survey, while helicoptershad a
limited flying time and churned up the surface of the water with wash from their rotor blades. The blimp
could remain airborne for two days and cruise at awalk. From an atitude of 400 feet, the straight lines of
aman-made object could be detected by a sharp eye ahundred feet beneath acalm and clear sea.

Dawn was crawling over the Florida Straits as the ten-man ground crew assembled around the
Prosperteer and began a preflight ingpection. The new sun caught the huge envelope covered by morning
dew, giving off an iridescent effect like that from a soap bubble. The blimp stood in the center of a
concrete runway whose expansion cracks were lined with weeds. A dight breeze blew in from the draits
and she swung around the mooring mast until her bulbous nosefaced into it.

Most of the ground crew were young, deeply tanned, and casualy dressed in an assortment of shorts,
bathing suits, and denim cutoffs. They took scant notice as a Cadillac stretch limousine drove acrossthe
runway and stopped at the large truck that served asthe blimp's repair shop, crew chief's office, and
communications room.

The chauffeur opened the door and LeBaron unlimbered from the rear seet, followed by Buck Caesar,
who immediately made for the blimp's gondolawith aroll of nautica charts tucked under one arm.
LeBaron, looking avery trim and hedlthy sixty-five, towered above everyone at six foot seven. Hiseyes
were the color of light oak, the graying hair combed just so, and he possessed the distant, preoccupied
gaze of aman whose thoughts were severa hoursin the future.

He bent down and spoke for afew momentsto an attractive woman who leaned from the car. He
kissed her lightly on the cheek, closed the car door, and began walking toward the Prosperteer.

The crew chief, a studious-looking man wearing a spotless white shop coat, came over and shook
LeBaron's outstretched hand. "Fuel tanks are topped off, Mr. LeBaron. The preflight check listis



completed.”

"How'sthe buoyancy?'

"You'll haveto adjust for an extrafive hundred pounds from the dampness.”
LeBaron nodded thoughtfully. "Shell lighten in the heat of the day.”

"The controls should fed more responsive. The elevator cables were showing sgns of rust, so | had
them replaced.”

"What's the weather ook like?"

"Low scattered clouds most of the day. Little chance of rain. Y ou'll be bucking afive-mile-an-hour
head wind from the southeast on the way out.”

"And atall wind onthereturntrip. | prefer that.”
"Sameradio frequency asthelast trip?’

"Yes, well report our position and condition, usng norma voice communication, every haf hour. If we
gpot apromising target well transmit in code.”

The crew chief nodded. "Understood.”

Without further conversation LeBaron climbed the ladder to the gondola and settled in the pilot's sest.
Hewasjoined by his copilot, Joe Cavilla, asixty-year-old, sad-eyed, dour individua who seldom
opened his mouth except to yawn or sneeze. Hisfamily had immigrated to Americafrom Brazil when he
was sixteen and he had joined the Navy, flying blimps until the last airship unit was formaly disbanded in
1964. Cavillahad smply showed up one day, impressed LeBaron with his expertisein lighter-than-air
craft, and was hired.

The third member of the crew was Buck Caesar. He wore a constant smile on agentle, middle-aged
face that had the texture of cowhide, but his gaze was shrewd, and the body held the firmness of boxer.
He sat hunched over asmdll table contemplating his charts, drawing a series of squares near a sector of
the Bahama Channedl.

Blue smoke burst from the exhaust stacks as LeBaron turned over the engines. The ground crew
untied anumber of canvas sacks containing balast shot from the gondola. One crewman, the "butterfly
catcher," held up awindsock on along pole so LeBaron could note the exact direction of the wind.

LeBaron gave ahand signd to the crew chief. A wooden chock was pulled from the landing whed
the nose coupling was released from the mooring mast, and the men holding the bow ropes heaved to
one side and let go. When the airship was free and clear of the mast, LeBaron eased the throttles
forward and spun the large elevator whedl next to his seat. The Prosperteer pointed her comic-opera
snout upward at afifty-degree angle and dowly droveinto the sky.

The ground crew watched until the huge airship gradudly faded from view over the blue-green weters
of the draits. Then their interest turned briefly to the limousine and the vague feminine shape behind the
tinted windows.



Jessie LeBaron shared her hushand's passion for outdoor adventure, but she was an orderly woman,
who preferred organizing charity balsand palitical fund raisers over atime-wasting hunt for dubious
treasure. Vibrant and bouncy, with amouth that had a repertory of adozen different smiles, shewassix
months past fifty but looked closer to thirty-seven. Jesse was dightly heavy-bodied but firm, her facia
skin was creamy smooth, and she had dlowed her hair to turn anatura salt-and-pepper. The eyeswere
large and dark and bore no trace of the blank look usually |eft by plastic surgery.

When she could no longer see the blimp, Jessie spoke into the limousing's intercom. "Angelo, please
drive back to the hotel.”

The chauffeur, asomber Cuban with the etched face of a postage stamp engraving, touched two
fingersto the brim of his cap and nodded.

The ground crew watched the long Cadillac turn and head through the deserted front gate of the
former nava base. Then someone produced avolleyball. Quickly they drew out the boundaries and set
up anet. After choosing up sides, they began batting the ball back and forth to fight the boredom of
waiting.

Inside the air-conditioned truck, the crew chief and aradio operator acknowledged and recorded the
reports from the blimp. LeBaron religioudy transmitted every thirty minutes, never varying morethan a
few seconds, describing his gpproximeate position, any changesin weather, and vessals passing below.

Then, at half past two in the afternoon, the reports stopped. The radio operator tried to raise the
Prosperteer, but there was no response. Five o'clock came and went with still no word. Outside, the
ground crew wearily ceased their play and crowded around the door to the radio compartment asthe
uneasiness ingde began to grow. At six o'clock, with no sgn of the blimp over the sea, the crew chief put
inacdl to the Coast Guard.

What no one knew, or possibly suspected, was that Raymond LeBaron and his friends on board the
Prosperteer had vanished in amystery that went far beyond any mere treasure hunt.

<<L2>>

Ten dayslater, the Presdent of the United. States stared pensively out the window of hislimousine at
the passing landscape and idly drummed his fingers on one knee. His eyes didn't see the picturesque
estates amid the horse country of Potomac, Maryland. He took scant notice of the sun gleaming on the
coats of the Thoroughbreds roaming the rolling pastures. The imagesthat reflected in hismind coursed



around the strange events that had literdly hurled him into the White House.

Asthe Vice Presdent he was sworn into the nation's highest office when his predecessor was forced
to resign after admitting to amentd illness. Mercifully, the news mediadid not launch afull-blown
investigation. Of course there were the routine interviews with White House aides, congressional |eaders,
and noted psychiatrigts, but nothing smelling of intrigue or conspiracy emerged. The former President |eft
Washington and retired to hisfarm in New Mexico, sill respected with great sympathy from the public,
and the truth remained locked in the minds of avery few.

The new Chief Executive was an energetic man who stood dightly over six feet and weighed asolid
two hundred pounds. His face was square jawed, with firm features and a brow that was usualy
furrowed in athoughtful frown, yet hisintense gray eyes could be deceptively limpid. The slver hair was
aways negtly trimmed and parted on the right Side in the homespun style of a Kansas banker.

He was not handsome or flamboyant in the eyes of the public, but emitted an appeding style and
charm. Though hewas a professona palitician, he somewhat naively viewed the government asagiant
team with himself asthe coach who sent in plays during the game. Highly regarded as amover and
shaker, he surrounded himsdlf with acabinet and staff of gifted men and women who made every effort
to work in harmony with Congress rather than enlisting a band of cronies who were more concerned with
fortifying their persona power base.

Histhoughts dowly focused on the local scenery as his Secret Service driver dowed down and turned
off River Road North through alarge stone gate bordered by awhiterail fence. A uniformed security
guard and a Secret Service agent wearing the standard dark sunglasses and business suit stepped from
the gatehouse. They smply peered in the car and nodded in recognition. The agent spokeinto asmall
radio transmitter strapped to hiswrist like awatch.

"The Bossison hisway."

The limousinerolled up thetree-lined circular drive of the Congressona Country Club, past the tennis
courts on the left teeming with the staring wives of the members, and eased to a stop under the portico of
the clubhouse,

Elmer Hoskins, the advance man, stepped forward and opened the rear door. "L ooks like agood day
for golf, Mr. President.”

"My game couldn't get worse if we were standing in snow," the President said, smiling.
"l wish | could shoot inthelow eighties.”

"Sodol," said the President as he followed Hoskins around the side of the clubhouse and down to the
pro shop. "I've added five strokes to my score since taking over the Ovd Office.”

"Still, not bad for someone who only plays once aweek."
"That and the fact it becomesincreasingly difficult to keep my mind on the game.”
The club pro came over and shook his hand. "Reggie has your clubs and iswaiting on the first tee.”

The President nodded and they climbed into agolf cart and set off over a path that curved around a
large pond and onto one of thelongest golf coursesin the nation. Reggie Sdlazar, ashort, wiry Hispanic,



stood leaning on a huge leather bag packed with golf clubsthat came up to his chest.

Sdazar's gppearance was decealving. Like asmall Andes Mountains burro, he could lug afifty-pound
bag of irons around e ghteen holes without losing a breath or showing adrop of sweat. When hewas
only aboy of thirteen he had carried hisalling mother in hisarmswith athree-year-old sster strapped to
his back acrossthe Cdifornial Bgaborder thirty milesto San Diego. After theillega dien amnesty was
granted in 1985 he worked around golf courses, becoming atop caddy on the professiond tour. He was
agenius a learning the rhythm of acourse, claming it spoke to him, and unerringly picking the right club
for adifficult shot. Sdlazar was aso awit and a philosopher, blurting adages that would have made
Casey Stengd envious. The President had drawn him in acongressiond tournament five years before and
they became good friends.

Sdazar dways dressed like afield |aborer-- denim jeans, western shirt, Gl boots, and arancher's
wide-- brimmed straw hat. It was his trademark.

"Saludos, Mr. President,” he greeted in border English, his dark coffee-brown eyes glistening. "Do you
wish to walk or ride the cart?'

The President pressed Salazar's outstretched hand. "'l could use the exercise, so let'swalk for awhile
and maybe ride the back nine."

Heteed off and hit alofting ball with adight hook that stopped rolling 180 yards up and near the
border of the fairway. As he strolled from the tee the problems of running the country melted away and
his mind began planning the next shot.

He played in slence until he dropped his putt in the cup for a par. Then he relaxed and handed his
putter to Sdlazar. "Well, Reggie, any suggestionsfor dealing with Capitol Hill?*

"Too many black ants" Sdazar replied with an eastic grin.
"Black ants?'

"Everyone wear dark suitsand run crazy. All they makeis paper and wave tongues. Me, I'd write law
saying congresspeople could only meet every other year. That way they'd cause lesstrouble.”

The President laughed. "1 can think of at least two hundred million voters who would gpplaud your
idea"

They continued along the course, followed at a discreet distance by two Secret Service agentsin agolf
cart while at least adozen others prowled the course grounds. The banter remained cheerful asthe
President's game went smoothly. After he retrieved the ball from the cup on the ninth green, his score
talied thirty-nine. He considered it aminor triumph.

"Let'stake abreak before we attack the back nine," said the President. "1'm going to celebrate with a
beer. Careto join me?'

"No, thank you, gr. I'll usethe timeto clean grass and dirt from your clubs.”

The President handed him the putter. " Suit yourself. But | must ingst you join mefor adrink after we
finish the eighteenth.”



Sdazar beamed like alighthouse. "An honor, Mr. President.” Then he trotted off toward the caddy
shack.

Twenty minutes later, after returning acal from hischief of staff and downing abottle of Coors, the
President |eft the clubhouse and joined Sdazar, who was Sitting douched in agolf cart on the tenth tee,
the wide brim of his straw hat pulled low over hisforehead. His hands hung loosdly draped on the
steering whedl and were now encased in apair of leather work gloves.

"Well, let's seeif | can bresk eighty,” said the President, his eyes glistening in anticipation of agood
game.

Sdazar said nothing and smply held out adriver.

The President took the club and looked &t it, puzzled. "Thisisashort hole. Don't you think anumber
three wood should do the job?"

Staring a the ground, the hat hiding any facia expresson, Sdazar sllently shook hishead.

"Y ou know best," the President said agreeably. He approached the ball, flexed his hands on the club,
arched into aback swing, and brought the head down gracefully but entered into a rather awkward
follow-through. The ball sailed straight over the fairway and landed a consderabl e distance beyond the
green.

A perplexed expression spread across the President's face as he retrieved histee and climbed in the
seqt of the eectric cart. "That's the first time I've ever see you call thewrong club.”

The caddy did not reply. He pressed the battery pedal and steered the cart toward the tenth green.
About halfway down the fairway he reached over and placed a small package on the dashboard shelf
directly infront of the President.

"Bringing dong asnack in case you get hungry?' asked the President good-naturedly.

"No, gr, it'sabomb."

The President's eyebrows pinched afraction inirritation. "Not afunny joke, Reggie--"

Hiswords suddenly choked off asthe straw hat rose and he found himself staring into the indigo-blue
eyesof atota stranger.

<<3>>



"Please keep your armsin their present position,” said the stranger conversationdly. "I am aware of the
hand signal you were advised to give your Secret Service peopleif you thought your life was
endangered.”

The President sat like a dead tree, disbelieving, more curious than afraid. He couldn't trust himself to
speak at fird, to assemble the right words. His eyes remained locked on the package.

"A dupid act," hesad findly. "Y ouwon't liveto enjoy it."

"Thisisnot an nation. Y ou will not be harmed if you follow my ingtructions. Do you accept
thet?"

"Y ou've got guts, miger."

The stranger ignored the remark and kept talking in the tone of a schoolteacher reciting class rules of
conduct. "The bomb isafragmentation type that will shred any flesh and bone within twenty yards. If you
attempt to dert your bodyguards | will detonate it with an eectronic control strapped to my wrist. Please
continue your golf game asif nothing isout of the ordinary”

He stopped the cart severa feet from the ball, stepped to the grass, and glanced warily at the Secret
Service agents, satisfying himself that they gppeared more intent on scanning the woods around the
course. Then he reached in the bag and pulled out asix iron.

"It's obvious you don't know crap about golf," said the President, mildly pleased at gaining asmal
measure of control. "Thiscdlsfor achip shot. Hand meanineiron.”

Theintruder obliged and stood by while the President chipped onto the green and putted into the cup.
When they set off for the next tee, he studied the man seated beside him.

The few strands of gray hair that strayed beneeth the straw hat and the lines bordering the eyes
reveded an agein thelatefifties. The body was dender, dmost frail, the hips dim, agood match for
Reggie Sdlazar except this man was agood three inchestaler. Thefacia features were narrow and
vaguely Scandinavian. The voice was educated, the cool manner and the squared shoul ders suggested
someone who was used to authority, yet there was no hint of viciousness or evil.

"| get the crazy impression,” said the President camly, "that you staged thisintrusion to make apoint.”

"Not so crazy. You're very astute. But | would expect no less from aman with your power."

"Who the hell areyou?"

"For the sake of conversation call me Joe. And I'll save you asking what thisis al about as soon aswe
reach the tee. Thereisarestroom there." He paused and removed afolder from inside his shirt, diding it

across the seet to the President. "Enter and quickly scan the contents. Take no more than eight minutes.
Linger beyond that time and you might arouse the suspicions of your bodyguards. | needn't describe the



conseguences.”

The eectric cart dowly eased to ahalt. Without aword the President entered the restroom, sat down
on the john, and began reading. Precisaly eight minutes|ater he came out, hisface amask of confusion.

"Wheat kind of insanetrick have you hatched?'
"Notrick."

"I don't understand why you went to such elaborate lengths to force me to read comic-book science
fiction."

"Not fiction."

"Then it has to be some sort of con job."
"The Jersey Colony exists," said Joe patiently.
"Yes, and 0 does Atlantis.”

Joe smiled wryly. "Y ou've just been inducted into avery exclusive club. Y ou're only the second
President ever to be briefed on the project. Now | suggest you tee off and I'll flesh out the picture as you
continue playing around the course. It won't be a complete picture because thereistoo little time. Also,
some details are not necessary for you to know."

"Firgt, one question. Y ou owe methat."

"All right.”

"Reggie Sdaza?'

"Segping soundly in the caddy shack.”
"God hdpyouif yourelying."

"Which dub?' Joe asked blithely.

"A short hole. Give meafour iron."

The President svung mechanicaly, but the ball flew straight and true, landing and rolling to within ten
feet of the cup. Hetossed the club at Joe and sat heavily in the cart, waiting.

"Well, then. . ." Joe began as he accelerated toward the green. "'In 1963, only two months before his
death, President Kennedy met with agroup of nine men at his home in Hyannis Port who proposed a
highly secret leapfrog project to be devel oped behind the scenes of the fledgling man-in-space program.
They were an “inner core' of brilliant young scientists, corporate businessmen, engineers, and politicians
who had achieved extraordinary successin their respective fields. Kennedy bought their idea and went so
far asto launch a government agency that acted as afront to sphon federal tax money for what wasto
be code-named Jersey Colony. The pot was also sweetened by the businessmen, who set up afund to
match the government dollar for dollar. Research facilities were created in existing buildings, usudly old
warehouses, scattered around the country. Millions were saved in start-up cogts, while diminating



guestions by the curious over new construction of one vast devel opment center.”
"How was the operation kept secret?’ the President asked. " Surely there were lesks."

Joe shrugged. "A smple technique. The research teams had their own pet projects. Each worked at a
different location. The old act of one hand not knowing what the other was doing. The hardware was
farmed out to small manufacturers. It wasthat e ementary. The difficult part was coordinating the efforts
under NASA's nose without letting their people know what was going on. So phony military officers
were moved into the space centers at Cape Canavera and

Houston, a so one at the Pentagon to backstop any embarrassing probes.”
"Are you saying the Defense Department knows nothing of this?'

Joe amiled. "The easiest part. One member of the “inner core was a high-ranking staff officer, whose
nameisof no importance to you. He had no problem burying ancther military mission in the labyrinth of
the Pentagon.”

Joe paused asthey pulled up beside the ball. The President played another shot asif he were
deepwalking. He returned to the cart and stared at Joe.

"Doesn't seem possible NASA could be so completely hoodwinked.”

"Again, one of the Space Administration's key directors belonged to the “inner core.' Hisvison was
aso that of apermanent base with limitless opportunity instead of focusing on afew temporary manned
landings on the lunar surface. But he realized NASA couldn't do two complicated and expensve
programs at the same time, so he became amember of the Jersey Colony. The project was kept secret
so there would be no interference from the Executive Office, Congress, or the military. Asthingsturned
out, it wasawise decison.”

"And the bottom lineis that the United States has a solid foot on the moon."
Joe nodded solemnly. "Y es, Mr. President, that is correct.”

The President could not fully comprehend the enormity of the concept. "Incredible that a project so
vast could be carried off behind an impenetrable curtain of security, unknown and undiscovered for
twenty-9x years."

Joe stared down the fairway. "It would take me amonth to describe the problems, the setbacks, and
the tragedies that were suffered. The scientific and engineering breskthroughs in devel oping a hydrogen
reduction process for making water, an oxygen-extraction apparatus, and a power-generating plant
whose turbineis driven by liquid nitrogen. The accumulation of materids and equipment launched into
designated orbit by a private space agency sponsored by the “inner core.' The construction of alunar
transfer vehicle designed to ferry it al from earth orbit to the Jersey Colony.”

"And thiswas done under the nose of our entire space program?”

"What was advertised as large communication satel lites were disguised sections of the lunar transfer
vehicle, each containing aman in an interna capsule. | won't go into the ten years of planning for that
moment or the remarkable complexity of their linkup with each other and one of our abandoned space
|aboratories that was used as a base for the vehicle's assembly. Or the breskthrough in designing a



lightweight, efficient solar € ectric engine using oxygen asthe propulsion fud. But the job was
accomplished.”

Joe stopped to alow the President to hit another shot. "Then it was a matter of gathering up the
life-support systems and supplies dready sent into orbit and trangporting dl of it, actudly towing it likea
tugboat, to the predetermined site on the moon. Even an old Soviet orbiting laboratory and any useful
piece of space junk were pulled to the Jersey Colony. From the beginning, it's been ano-frills operation,
the pioneering trek of man from hishome on earth, the most important evolutionary step sincethefirst fish
struggled onto land over 300 million years ago. But by God, we did it. Aswe st here and talk ten men
areliving and working in ahogtile environment 240,000 milesaway."

As Joe spoke his eyestook on the look of amessiah. Then the vision faded and he glanced at his
watch. "Wed better hurry dong before the Secret Service wonders why we're lagging. Anyway, that's
thegist of it. I'll try to answer your questions while you play™

The President stared at him in awe. "Jesus," he groaned. "1 don't think | can absorb al this."

"My apologiesfor throwing so much at you in so short atime," said Joe swiftly. "But it was necessary.”

"Where exactly on the moon isthis Jersey Colony?*

"After studying the photographs from the Lunar Orbiter probes and Apollo missions, we detected a
geyser of vapor issuing from avolcanic region in the southern hemisphere of the moon'sfar side. Closer
examination showed it to be alarge cavern, perfect shelter for locating theinitid instalation.”

"Y ou said ten men are up there?"

llYall

"What about rotation, replacements?’

"No rotation.”

"God, that meansthe origind crew who assembled the lunar transport have been in space Six years.”

"That'strue," acknowledged Joe. "One died and seven were added as the base was expanded to
support morelife.”

"What about their families?"

"All bachelors. All knew and accepted the hardship and risk.”

"You say I'm only the second President to learn of the project?!

"That's correct.”

"Not dlowing the nation's Chief Executive to sharein the project isan insult to the office."

Joe's dark blue eyes deepened even more. He stared at the President with stern mdice. "Presidents

are political animas. V otes become more precious than treasure. Nixon might have used the Jersey
Colony as asmokescreen to bail himsalf out of Watergate. Same with Carter and the Iranian hostage



fiasco. Reagan to enhance hisimage whilelording it over the Russians. What's even more deplorableis
the thought of what Congress would do with the project, the partisan palitics that would comeinto play
as debate raged to no good purpose over whether the money would be better spent on defense or
feeding the poor. | love my country, Mr. President, and consider mysdlf a better patriot than most, but |
no longer have any fath in the government.”

"Y ou took the peopl€stax dollars."

"Which will be repaid with interest from scientific benefits. But do not forget, private individuas and
their corporations contributed haf the money, and, | might add, without any thought of profit or persona
gain. Defense and space contractors cannot make that claim.”

The President did not argue. He quietly set hisball on atee and socked the ball toward the eighteenth
green.

"If you distrust Presidents so much,” he said bitterly, "why did you drop out of the heavensto tell me
dl this?'

"We may have aproblem.” Joe dipped a photograph from the back of the folder and held it up.
"Through our connections I've obtained a picture taken from an Air Force stedlth aircraft making
survelllanceflights over Cuba.”

The President knew better than to ask how it cameto be in Joe's hands. "So what am | looking for?"

"Please study the area above the northern coast of theidand and below the FloridaKeys."

The Presdent took apair of glasses from his shirt pocket and peered at the image in the photo.
"Lookslike the Goodyear blimp."

"No, it'sthe Prosperteer, an old airship belonging to Raymond LeBaron.”

"I thought he was lost over the Caribbean two weeks ago.”

"Ten daysto be exact, aong with the blimp and two crewmen.”

"Then this photo was taken before he disappeared.”

"No, thefilm came off the aircraft only eight hoursago.”

"Then LeBaron mugt bedive."

"I'd liketo think so, but al attempts to raise the Prosperteer by radio have gone unanswered.”
"What's LeBaron's connection with the Jersey Colony?

"He was amember of the “inner core'"

The President leaned close. "And you, Joe, are you one of the originad nine men who conceived the
project?’



Joe didn't answer. He didn't have to. The Presdent, Staring at him, knew without a doubt.

Satisfied, he sat back and relaxed. "Okay, so what's your problem?”

"In ten daysthe Sovietswill take their newest heavy-lift launch vehicle out of the barn and send it into
gpace with amanned lunar lander that's Six times the size and weight of the module used by our
adironauts during the Apollo program. Y ou know the detailsfrom CIA intelligence reports.”

"I've been briefed on their lunar mission,” the President agreed.

"And you're dso aware that over the past two years they've sent three unmanned probesin orbit
around the moon to survey and photograph landing sites. The third and last crashed onto the moon's
surface. The second had an engine mafunction and itsfuel exploded. Thefirst probe, however,
performed successfully, at least in the beginning. It circled the moon twelve times. Then something went
wrong. After returning to earth orbit prior to reentry it suddenly refused all commands from the ground.
For the next eighteen months, Soviet space controllersworked at bringing the craft down intact. Whether
or not they were ableto retrieveits visud data, we have no way of knowing. Findly, they managed to fire
the retro-rockets. But instead of Siberia, their lunar probe, Selenos 4, landed in the Caribbean Sea.”

"What hasthisto do with LeBaron?"

"He went searching for the Soviet moon probe.”

A doubtful look crossed the President's face. " According to CIA reports, the Russians retrieved the
craft in deep water off Cuba.”

"A smokescreen. They even put on agood show of raising the craft. But in redlity, they were never
abletofindit."

"And your people think they know whereit lies?'
"We have asite pinpointed, yes."

"Why would you want to begt the Russians out of afew pictures of the moon? There are thousands of
photos available to anybody who wantsto study them.”

"Those were |l taken before Jersey Colony was established. The new Russian survey will no doubt
reved thelocetion.”

"What harm could it do?"

"I bdievethat if the Kremlin discoversthetruth, the USSR'sfirst mission to the moon will beto attack,
capture our colony, and useit for their own purposes.”

"I don't buy that. The Kremlin would be laying their entire space program open for retaliation by our
sde"

"You forget, Mr. President, our lunar project is blanketed in secrecy. No one can charge the Russians
with stedling something that isn't supposed to exis."



"Y ou're stabbing in the dark,” the President said sharply.

Joe's eyes hardened. "No matter. Our astronauts were the first to step on the lunar surface. We were
thefirst to colonize it. The moon belongsto the United States and we shdll fight any intrusion.”

"Thisisn't the fourteenth century,” said the President, shocked. "We can't take up arms and keep the
Soviets or anyone ese off the moon. Besides, the United Nations ruled that no country had jurisdiction
over the moon and planets.”

"Would the Kremlin heed U.N. palicy if they werein our shoes?1 think not." Joe twisted in the seat
and extracted a putter from the bag. "The eighteenth green. Your fina play, Mr. Presdent.”

Dazedly, the President lined up the lay of the green and sank atwenty-foot putt. "I could stop you," he
sad coldly.

"How? NASA has no ready hardware to land a platoon of Marines on the lunar surface. Thanksto
the shortsightedness of you and your predecessors, their efforts are wrapped up in the orbiting space
dation."

"l can't stand by and alow you to Start awar in space that might spill over on earth.”

"Your hands aretied."

"Y ou could be wrong about the Russans.”

"Let ushope so," said Joe. "But | suspect they may have dready killed Raymond LeBaron.”
"And thisiswhy you've taken meinto your confidence?"

"If the worst happens, at least you have been derted to the facts and can prepare your strategy for the
bedlamto follow."

"Suppose | have my bodyguards arrest you as a crackpot n, and then blow thelid off Jersey
Colony?'

"Arrest me and Reggie Sdazar dies. Expose the project and al the behind-the-scenes double-deding,
the backstabbing, the fraud and the lies, and, yes, the deaths that took place to accomplish what has
been achieved, will belaid on your palitica doorstep, beginning when you were sworn into the Senate.
You'l get bounced out of the White House under abigger cloud than Nixon, providing, of course, you
livethat long."

"Y ou're threatening me with blackmail?' So far the President had kept hisanger under control but now
he was seething with fury. "Sdlazar's life would be asmall priceto pay to preserve theintegrity of the

presidency.”

"Two weeks, then you can announce the existence of the Jersey Colony to the world. With trumpets
sounding and drums besting you can play the big political hero. Two weeks, and you can demongtrate
proof of this century's grestest scientific achievement.”

"After dl thistime, why then?"



"Because that's when we've scheduled the origind crew to leave Jersey Colony and return to earth
with the accumulation of two decades of space research-- reports on meteorologica and lunar probes,
the scientific results on thousands of biological, chemica, and aimospheric experiments, uncountable
photographs and miles of video records of the first human establishment of aplanetary civilization. The

first phase of the project is completed. The dream of the “inner core isfinished. Jersey Colony now
belongs to the American people.”

The President toyed with his putter thoughtfully. Then he asked, "Who are you?'
"L ook to your memory. We knew each other many years ago."

"How am | to contact you?'

"I'll arrange another meeting when | fed it'srequired.” Joe lifted the clubs from the cart'srack and
began walking along anarrow path toward the clubhouse. Then he stopped and came back.

"By theway, | lied. That's not abomb, but a present from the “inner core'-- anew box of golf bals."
The Presdent gazed a himin frudration. "Burn in hel, Joe."
"Oh, and one morething. . . congratulations.”

"Congratuletions?'

Joe handed him the scorecard. "1 kept track of your play. Y ou hit a seventy-nine."

<4>>

The deek hull of the sailboard skimmed the choppy water with the graceful elegance of an arrow shot
through migt. Itsdick and delicately curved shape was asvisudly pleasing to the eye asit was efficient in
achieving great gpeed over the waves. Perhgpsthe smplest of dl sailing systems, the board was built with
apolyethylene shell molded over an inner core of rigid plastic foam to giveit lightness and flexibility. A
small skeg or fin protruded from below the stern for lateral control, while a daggerboard hung down near
the middle to prevent the board from being swept sideways by thewind.

A triangular sail, dyed purple with abroad turquoise stripe, clung to an duminum mast that was
mounted onto the board by auniversd joint. An ova tubular wishbone or boom circled the mast and sail,



and wastightly gripped by long, dender hands that were coarse skinned and callused.

Dirk Pitt wastired, moretired than his dulled mind could accept. The muscles of hisarms and legs felt
asthough they were sheathed in lead and the ache in his back and shoulders grew more intense with each
maneuver of the sallboard. For a least the third timein the last hour he fought off a growing urge to head
for the nearest beach and stretch out in the sand.

Through the clear window of the sail he studied the orange buoy marking the final windward leg of the
thirty-mile boardsailing marathon race around Biscayne Bay to the Cape Horidalighthouse on Key
Biscayne. Carefully, he chose his position to arc around the buoy. Deciding on ajibe, the most graceful
maneuver in windsurfing, he threaded hisway through the heavy traffic, weighted clown the stern of his
board, and aimed the bow on the new course. Then, gripping the mast with one hand, he swung the
rigging to windward, shifted hisfeet, and released the boom with his other hand. Next he pulled the
fluttering sail againgt the wind and caught the boom at the precise moment. Propelled by afresh
twenty-knot breeze from the north, the sailboard sped through the choppy seaand soon gained a speed
of nearly thirty milesan hour.

Pitt was mildly surprised to seethat out of afield of forty-one racers, most of them at least fifteen
yearsyounger, hewasin third place, only twenty yards behind the |eaders.

The multicolored sails from the fleet of windsurfers flashed acrossthe blue-green water likeaprism
gone mad. Thefinish at the lighthouse was in sight now. Fitt closaly watched the boardsailer ahead of
him, waiting for the right moment to attack. But before he attempted to pass, his opponent miscal culated
awave and fell. Now Pitt was second, with only half amileto go.

Then, ominoudy, adark shadow in a cloudless sky passed overhead and he heard the exhaust of
propeller-driven aircraft engines above and dightly to hisleft. He stared upward and his eyeswidened in
dishelief.

No more than ahundred yards away, shielding the sun like an eclipse, a blimp was descending from
the sky, her great bow set on a collision course with the sailboard fleet. She appeared to be drifting out
of control. Her two engines were barely turning over at idle speed, but she was swept through the air by
the strong breeze. The sailboarders watched helplesdy asthe giant intruder crossed their path.

The gondola struck the crest of awave and the blimp bounced back into the air, leveling off five feet
above the water in front of the lead boardsailer. Unable to turn in time, the young boy, no more than
seventeen, dove from his board an instant before his mast and sail were minced to shreds under the
blimp's starboard propeller.

Pitt nimbly carved a sharp tack and sivung on aparalle course with the rampaging airship. From the
corner of his eye he noted the name, Prosperteer, in huge red |etters on her side. The gondola door was
open, but he couldn't make out any movement ingde. He shouted, but hisvoice waslost in the exhaust of
the engines and rush of thewind. The ungainly craft skidded across the sea asthough it had amind of its
own.

Suddenly, Fitt felt the prickle of disaster in the small of hisback. The Prosperteer was moving toward
the beach, only aquarter mile away, and headed directly at the broad terraced side of the Sonesta Beach
Hotel. Though the impact of alighter-than-air ship against a solid structure would cause little damage,
there wasthe ugly certainty of fire from ruptured fuel tanks spilling into the rooms of dozing guestsor
faling onto the diners on the patio below.



Ignoring the numbing drain of exhaustion, Pitt angled his sailboard on a course that would cross under
the great rounded nose. The gondola danced into another swell and a spinning propel ler whipped a cloud
of sat spray into hiseyes. Hisvision blurred momentarily and he came within inches of losing his balance,
He settled in a squatting stance and steadied histiny craft as he narrowed the distance. Crowds of
sunbathers gestured excitedly at the strange sight rapidly approaching the hotdl's doping beach.

Pitt's timing would have to be near perfect, there would be no second attempt. If he missed, there was
every chance hisbody would end up in pieces behind the propellers. He was beginning to fed
lightheaded. His strength was nearly sapped. He sensed that his muscles were taking longer to respond to
the demands of his brain. He braced himsdlf as his sailboard streaked under the blimp's nose.

Then helegped.

His hands grasped one of the Prosperteer's bow ropes but dipped on the wet surface, scraping the
skin from hisfingers and pdms. Desperately he swung aleg around the line and held on with every scrap
of energy he had left. Hisweight pulled down the bow and he was dragged under the surface. He clawed
up therope until his head broke free. Then he was gulping air and spitting out seawater. The pursuer had
become the captive.

The drag from Pitt's body wasn't nearly enough to stop the air mongter, much less dow its momentum
from the wind. He was abouit to release his precarious hold when his feet touched bottom. The blimp
carried him through the surge of the surf and he felt like hewasriding aroller coaster. Then he was
hurtled onto the warm sands of the beach. He looked up and saw the low seawdll of the hotel looming a
scant hundred feet away.

My God! he thought, thisisit-- in afew seconds the Prosperteer would crash into the hotel and
possibly explode. And there was something el se. Thewhirling propellerswould shaiter on impact, their
metal fragments spraying the awestruck crowds with aforce as deadly as shrapnd.

"For God's sake, help mel"™ Pitt shouted.

The mass of people on the beach stood frozen, their mouths gaping, held stupefied in childlike
fascination by the strange spectacle. Suddenly two teenage girls and aboy sprang forward and grabbed
one of the other tow ropes. Next came alifeguard, followed by an elderly heavyset woman. Then the
dam broke and twenty onlookers surged forward and gathered in the trailing lines. It was asthough a
tribe of half-naked natives had challenged a maddened brontosaurus to a tug-of-war.

Barefeet dug into the sand, plowing furrows as the stubborn mass above their heads tugged them
across the beach. The drag on the bow lines caused the hull to pivot, and the huge finned tail swung
around in a180-degree arc until it was pointing at the hotdl, the whed on the bottom of the gondola
scraping through the bushes growing from the top of the seawall, the propellers missing the concrete by
inches and chopping through the branches and leaves.

A strong gust of wind blew in from the sea, shoving the Prosperteer over the patio, smashing umbrellas
and tables, driving her stern toward the fifth story of the hotdl. Lines were torn from hands and awave of
hel plessness swept over the beach. The battle seemed lost.

Pitt struggled to hisfeet and hdf ran, haf staggered to anearby palm tree. In afina desperate act he
coiled hisline around the dender trunk, feverishly praying it wouldn't sngp from the train.

Theline took up the dack and stretched taut. Thefifty-foot palm shuddered, swayed, and bent for



severd seconds. The crowd collectively held its breath. Then with agonizing downess, the tree gradudly
graightened into its former upright position. The shallow roots held firm and the blimp stopped, itsfins
lessthan six feet from the east wall of the hotdl.

Two hundred people gave out arousing cheer and began applauding. The women jumped up and
down and laughed while the men roared and thrust out their hands in the thumbs-up position. No winning
teamn ever received amore spontaneous ovation. The hotel security guards materiaized and kept stray
onlookers away from the still-turning propellers.

Sand coated Pitt's wet body as he stood there catching his breath, becoming conscious of the pain
from his rope-burned hands. Staring up at the Prosperteer, he had hisfirst solid look at the airship and
was fascinated by the antiquated design. It was obvious she predated the modern Goodyear blimps.

He made hisway around the scattered tables and chairs on the patio and climbed into the gondola.
The crew were gill Strapped in their seats, unmoving, unspeaking. Pitt leaned over the pilot, found the
ignition switches, and turned them off. The engines popped softly once or twice and went Slent astheir
propellers gave afina twitch and cameto rest.

The quiet wastomblike.

Aitt grimaced and scanned the interior of the gondola. There was no sign of damage, the instruments
and controls appeared to be in operating order. But it was the extensive e ectronics that amazed him.
Gradiometers for detecting iron, side-scan sonar and sub-bottom profiler to sweep the seafloor,
everything for an underwater search expedition.

He wasn't aware of the sea of faces peering up into the open door of the gondola, nor did he hear the
pulsating scream of approaching sirens. He felt detached and momentarily disoriented. The hot, humid
atmosphere was heavy with amorbid eeriness and the sickening stench of human decay.

One of the crewmen was douched over asmall table, head resting on asams asif hewere adeep. His
clothes were damp and stained. Pitt placed his hand on a shoulder and gave adight shake. There wasno
firmnessto theflesh. It felt soft and pulpy. Anicy shroud fdll over him that lifted goose bumps on every
inch of hisskin, yet the sweat was trickling down hisbody in streams.

He turned his attention to the ghastly apparitions seated at the controls. Their faceswere covered by a
blanket of flies, and decomposition was egting away al traces of life. The skin was dipping from theflesh
like broken blisters on burns. Jaws hung dack with mouths agape, the lips and tongues swollen and
parched. Eyes were open and staring into nothingness, eyeballs opaque and clouded over. Hands il
hung on the controls, their fingernail s turned blue. Unchecked by enzymes, bacteria had formed gases
that grotesquely bloated the somachs. The damp air and the high temperatures of the tropics were
greatly speeding the process of putrefaction.

Therotting corpsesingde the Prosperteer had flown from some unknown grave, amacabre crew ina
charnd airship on aghostly misson.



<<5>>

The naked corpse of an adult black woman lay stretched on an examining table under the glaring lights
of the autopsy room. Preservation was excdlent, no visbleinjuries due to violence. To thetrained eye
the state of rigor mortis indicated she had been dead | ess than seven hours. Her age appeared to be
somewhere between twenty-five and thirty. The body might have drawn male stares once, but now it lay
undernourished, wasted, and ravaged by a decade of drug intake.

The Dade County coroner, Dr. Calvin Rooney, wasn't too pleased about doing the autopsy. There
were enough deathsin Miami to keep his staff working around the clock, and he preferred to spend his
time on the more dramatic and puzzling postmortem examinations. A garden-variety drug overdose held
little interest for him. But this one was found dumped on a county commissioner's front lawn, and it
wouldn't do to send in athird-string quarterback.

Wearing ablue lab coat because he detested the standard white issue, Rooney, a home-grown
Floridian, U.S. Army veteran, and Harvard Medica School graduate, dipped anew cassettein a
portable tape recorder and dryly commented on the general condition of the body.

He picked up ascalpd and bent over for the dissection, starting afew inches under the chin and dicing
downward toward the pubic bone. Suddenly Rooney halted the incision over the chest cavity and leaned
closer, squinting through apair of wide-lensed, horn-rimmed glasses. In the next fifteen minutes, he
removed and examined the heart while ddlivering arunning monologue into the tape recorder.

Rooney wasin the midst of making alast-minute observation when Sheriff Tyler Swest entered the
autopsy room. He was amedium-built, brooding man, dightly round-shouldered, hisface a blend of

melancholy and brutish determination. Methodicd and shrewdly earnest, he enjoyed greet respect from
the men and women under him.

He threw an expressionless glance at the opened cadaver and then nodded a greeting to Rooney.
"New piece of meat?'

"The woman from the commissioner'syard,” answered Rooney.

"Another OD?'

"No such luck. Morework for homicide. She was murdered. | found three puncturesin the heart.”
"lce pick?'

"Fromdl indications.

Swest peered at the balding little chief medical examiner, whose benign appearance seemed better
suited to aparish priest. "They can't fool you, Doc.”



"What brings the master scourge of evildoersto the forensic pdace?' Rooney asked amiably. "Y ou
dumming?'

"No, anidentification by VIPs. I'd likeyou inonit."
"The bodies from the blimp," Rooney deduced.
Sweat hodded. "Mrs. LeBaron ishereto view theremains.”

"I don't recommend it. What's left of her husband isn't a pretty sight to someone who doesn't see desth
every day."

"| tried to tell her that identification of his effectswould satisfy lega requirements, but she persisted.
Even brought along an aide from the governor's office to grease the way"

"Where arethey?"
"Waiting in the morgue office.”
"News media?'

"An entire regiment of TV and press reporters running around like crazy people. I've ordered my
deputies to keep them confined to the lobby."

"Strange how the world works," said Rooney in one of his philosophica moods. " The renowned
Raymond LeBaron gets front-page headlines while this poor baggage gets a column inch next to
classfied advertisng." Then he sighed, removed hislab coat, and threw it over achair. "Let'sget it over
with. I've got two more postmortems to conduct this afternoon.”

As he spoke atropical storm passed over and the sound of thunder rumbled through the walls.
Rooney dipped on a sports jacket and straightened histie. They fell into step, Swesat staring down
pensvely at the design in the halway carpet.

"Any ideaon the cause of LeBaron's death?" asked the sheriff.

"Too soon to tell. Thelab results were inconclusive. | want to run some more tests. Too many things
don't add up. | don't mind admitting, thisoneisapuzzler.”

"No gueses?'

"Nothing I'd put on paper. Problemisthe incredibly rapid rate of decomposition. I've seldom seen
tissue disintegrate so fast, except maybe once back in 1974."

Before Sweat could prod Rooney's recollection, they reached the morgue office and entered. The
governor'saide, adippery typein athree-piece suit, jumped up. Even before he opened his mouth,
Rooney classfied him asajerk.

"Can we please get the show on the road, Sheriff. Mrs. LeBaron is most uncomfortable and would
liketo return to her hotel as soon as possible.”



"I sympathize with her," the sheriff drawled. "But | shouldn't have to remind a public servant that there
are certain lavswe must follow."

"And | needn't remind you, the governor expects your department to extend every courtesy to ease
her grief.”

Rooney marveled at Swest's stony patience. The sheriff smply brushed by the aide as though he were
walking past trash on asidewalk.

"Thisisour chief medicad examiner, Dr. Rooney. Hewill assst with theidentification.”

Jesse LeBaron didn't look the least bit uncomfortable. She sat in an orange plastic contour chair,
poised, cool, head held high. And yet Rooney sensed afragility that was held together by discipline and
nerve. He was an old hand at presiding over corpse identification by relatives. Hed suffered through the
ordeal hundreds of timesin his career and ingtinctively spoke softly and in a gentle manner.

"Mrs. LeBaron, | understand what you're going through and will make this as painless as possible. But
firgt, | wishto makeit clear that by smply identifying the effects found on the bodies you will satisfy the
laws set down by the state and county. Second, any physical characteristics you can recall, such as scars,
dental work, bone fractures, or surgica incisions, will be of great help in my own identification. And third,
| respectfully beg you not to view the remains. Though facid features are fill recognizable,
decomposition has done itswork. | think you'd be happier remembering Mr. LeBaron ashewasin life
rather than how he looksin amorgue.”

"Thank you, Dr. Rooney," said Jessie. "I'm grateful for your concern. But | must be certain my
husband istruly dead.”

Rooney nodded miserably, and then gestured at aworktable containing severa pieces of clothing,
wallets, wristwatches, and other persond articles. Y ou'veidentified Mr. LeBaron's effects?’

"Yes, | have sorted through them."
"And you're satisfied they belonged to him?"

"There can be no doubt about the wallet and its contents. The watch was a gift from me on our first
anniversary.”

Rooney walked over and held it up. "A gold Cartier with matching band and roman numerals marked
in...am| correct in saying they're diamonds?'

"Yes, arareform of black diamond. It was his birthstone."
"April, | believe
She merely nodded.

"Besides your husband's personad articles, Mrs. LeBaron, do you recognize anything belonging to
Buck Caesar or Joseph Cavilla?’

"I don't recall thejewery they wore, but I'm certain the other clothing items are what Buck and Joe
were wearing when | last saw them.”



"Our investigators can find no next of kin of Caesar and Cavilla," said Sweat. "It would be most helpful
if you can point out which articles of clothing belonged to whom.”

For thefirgt time Jessie LeBaron fdtered. "I'm not sure. . . | think the denim shorts and flowered shirt
are Buck's. The other things probably belonged to Joe Cavilla." She paused. "May we view my
husband's body now?"

"l can't change your mind?" Rooney asked in asympathetic voice.

"No, | mugt inggt.”

"You'd best do what Mrs. LeBaron asks," said the governor's aide, who had yet to introduce himsaif.

Rooney looked at Sweat and shrugged in resignation. "If you will pleasefollow me. Theremainsare
kept in the refrigeration room."

Obediently, everyonetrailed him to athick door with asmall window set a eyelevel and stood in
dlence as he yanked on aheavy latch. Cold air spilled over the threshold and Jessie involuntarily shivered
as Rooney motioned them insde. A morgue attendant appeared and led the way to one of the square
doorsaong thewal. He swung it open, pulled out adiding stainless sted! table, and stood aside.

Rooney took one corner of the sheet covering the corpse and hesitated. Thiswasthe only part of his
job he hated. The reaction to viewing the dead usualy fell into four categories. Those who vomited, those
who passed out cold, those who broke into hysterics. But it was the last type that intrigued Rooney. The
oneswho stood asif turned to stone and showed no emotion at dl. He would have given amonth's
sdary to know the thoughts circulating through their minds.

He lifted the sheet.

The governor's aide took one look, made a pathetic groaning sound, and passed out into the arms of
the sheriff. The gridy work of decay wasrevedled indl itshorror.

Rooney was astonished by Jessie's response. She stared long and hard at the grotesque thing that lay
rotting on the table. She sucked in her breath and her whole body went taut. Then she raised her eyes,
not blinking, and spoke in acalm, controlled voice.

"That isnot my husband!”

"Areyou positive?' Rooney asked softly.

"Look for yoursdlf," she said in aflat monotone. "The hairlineiswrong. So isthe bone structure.
Raymond had an angular face. Thisoneis more round.”

"Decompadition of the flesh digtortsfacid features,” Rooney explained.
"Please sudy the tegth.”
Rooney looked down. "What about them?”

"They haveslver fillings"



"| don't follow."
"My husband'sfillingsweregold."”

There was no arguing with her on that score, thought Rooney. A man of Raymond LeBaron'swedth
wouldn't have settled for cheap dentd work.

"But the watch, the clothing, you identified them as his"
"l don't giveadamnwhat | said!" she cried. "Thisloathsome thing is not Raymond LeBaron.”

Rooney was stunned at her fury. He stood dazed and unable to speak as she stormed from theicy
room. The sheriff handed the limp aide to the morgue attendant and turned to the coroner.

"What in hell do you make of that?'

Rooney shook hishead. "I don't know."

"My guessis, shewent into shock. Probably fell over the edge and began raving. Y ou know better
than I, most people can't accept the death of aloved one. She closed her mind and refused to accept the
truth.”

"Shewaan't raving."

Swest looked a him. "What do you cdl it?"

"Shrewd acting.”

"How did you pick that out of theair?'

"Thewristwatch," answered Rooney. "One of my staff worked nights as ajeweer to put himsalf
through medica school. He spotted it right off. The expensive Cartier watch Mrs. LeBaron gave her
husband on their anniversary isafake, one of those inexpensive reproductionsthat areillegdly

manufactured in Taiwan or Mexico."

"Why would awoman who could write a check for amillion dollars give her husband a cheap
imitation?'

"Raymond LeBaron was no douch when it came to style and taste. He must have recognized it for
what it was. Better to ask the question, why did he stoop to wearing it?"
"So you think she put on an act and lied about the body ID?"

"My gut reaction isthat she prepared herself for what to expect,” Rooney replied. "And I'd go, so far
asto bet my new Mercedes-Benz that genetic tracing, the dental report, and the results of the rubber
casts | made from what remained of the fingerprints and sent to the FBI lab will prove shewasright." He
turned and peered at the corpse. "That isn't Raymond LeBaron lying there on the dab.”



<6>>

Detective Lieutenant Harry Victor, alead investigator for the Metro Dade County Police Department,
sat back inaswivel chair and studied several photographs taken inside the Prosperteer's control cabin.
After several minutes, he raised apair of rimless glasses over aforehead that dipped under ablond
hairpiece and rubbed his eyes.

Victor was atidy man, everything in its correct pigeonhole, nestly a phabetized and consecutively
numbered, the only cop in the memory of the department who actudly enjoyed making out reports.
When most men watched sports on television on weekends or relaxed around aresort swvimming pool on
vacations, reading Rex Burns detective noves, Victor reviewed files on unsolved cases. A diehard, he
was more fanatica about tying up loose ends than obtaining a conviction.

The Prosperteer case was unlike any held faced in his eighteen years on the force. Three dead men
faling out of the sky in an antique blimp didn't exactly lend itsdlf to routine police investigation. Leads
were nonexistent. The three bodiesin the morgue reveaed no cluesto where they had been hiding for a
week and a half.

He lowered his glasses and was attacking the photographs again when the desk phone buzzed. He
lifted the recelver and said pengively, "Y es?'

"Y ou have awitness to see you about a statement,” answered the receptionist.
"Send him on back,” said Victor.

He closed thefile containing the photographs and laid it on the metal desk, whose surface was
antiseptic except for asmal sign with his name and the telephone. He held the receiver to hisear as
though receiving acal and swiveled sideways, |ooking across the spacious homicide office, kegping his
eyesfocused at an angle toward the door leading to the corridor.

A uniformed receptionist appeared at the threshold and pointed in Victor'sdirection. A tall man
nodded, eased past her, and approached. Victor gestured to a chair opposite the desk and began
muttering in aone-way conversation with the dia tone. It was an old interrogation ploy that gave him an
uninterrupted minute to inspect awitness or suspect and mentally construct a profile. Most important, it
was an opportunity to observe habits and odd mannerismsthat could be used for leverage later.

The male seated across from Victor was about thirty-seven or thirty-eight, approximately six foot
three, weight 185, give or take five pounds, black hair tending to be abit wavy, with no indication of
gray. Skin darkened from year-round exposure to the sun. Eyebrows dark and dightly bushy. Straight,



narrow nose, lips firm with cornersturned up in adight but fixed grin. Wearing light blue sports coat and
off-white dacks, pae ydlow polo shirt with collar open. Good taste, casua but not ultraexpensive,
probably purchased at Saks rather than a plush 'men's store. Nonsmoker, as there was no evidence of
cigarette package bulge in coat or shirt. Armswere folded, suggesting cam and indifference, and the
hands were narrow, long and weathered. No rings or other jewelry, only an old orange-faced diver's
watch with a heavy stainless stedl band.

Thisonedidn't follow the genera pattern. The otherswho had sat in that chair turned fidgety after a
while. Some masked nervousness with arrogance, most restlessy stared around the office, through the
windows, a pictures on thewalls, at the other officersworking their cases, changing position, crossing
and recrossing their legs. For thefirst time Victor could recdll, he felt uncomfortable and at a
disadvantage. His routine was sidetracked, his act rapidly washing ot.

Thevigtor wasn't theleast bit ruffled. He stared at Victor with bemused interest through opaline green
eyesthat possessed amesmeric quaity. They seemed to passright through the detective, and finding
nothing of interest, examined the paint on the wall behind. Then they dropped to the telephone.

"Most police departments use the Horizon Communications System,” he said in an even tone. "If you
wish to speak to someone on the other end, | suggest you push a button for an open line."

Victor looked down. One of hisfour buttonswaslit but not punched "Y oure very astute, Mr. . .?"

"Fitt, Dirk Fitt. If you're Lieutenant Victor, we had an gppointment.” "I'm Victor." He paused to
replace the receiver initscradle. "Y ou were the first person inside the control car of the Prosperteer
blimp?’

"That'sright."”

"Thank you for coming in, especialy so early on a Sunday. I'd appreciate your cooperation in clearing
up afew questions.”

"Not at dl. Will it takelong?'
"Twenty minutes, maybe haf an hour. Do you have to be somewhere?'
"I'm booked on a plane for Washington in two hours."

Victor nodded. "I'll get you on your way in plenty of time." He pulled open adrawer and took out a
portable tape recorder. "Let's go somewhere more private.”

Heled Pitt down along halway to asmal interview room. The interior was spartan, only adesk, two
chairs, and an ashtray. Victor sat down and fed anew cassette into the recorder.

"Mind if | put our conversation on tape? I'm aterrible note taker. None of the secretaries can decipher
my handwriting.”

Pitt shrugged agreeebly.
Victor moved the machine to the center of the desk and pressed the red Record button.

"Your name?'



"Dirk Ritt."

"Middeinitid?'

"Efor Eric."

"Address?'

"'266 Airport Place, Washington, D.C. 20001."

"Telephone where you can be reached?”

Fitt gave Victor the phone number of hisoffice.

"Occupation?'

"Specid projectsdirector for the National Underwater and Marine Agency.”

"Can you describe the event you witnessed on the afternoon of Saturday, October 207

Pitt told Victor of his sighting the out-of-control blimp during the sailboard marathon race, the mad
ride while clinging to the mooring line, and the |ast-second capture only afew feet away from potentia
disaster, ending with hisentry into the gondola.

"Did you touch anything?'

"Only theignition and battery switches. And | laid my hand on the shoulder of the corpse seated at the
navigator'stable.

"Nothing dse?'
"The only other place | might have left afingerprint was on the boarding ladder.”

"And the backrest of the copilot's seat,” said Victor with asmug smile. "No doubt when you leaned
over and turned off the switches."

"Fast work. Next time I'll wear surgical gloves™

"The FBI was most cooperétive."

"| admire competence.”

"Did you take anything?"

Ritt shot Victor asharp look. "No."

"Could anyone € se have entered and removed any objects?'

Aitt shook hishead. "After | |eft, the hotel security guards sedled off the gondola. The next person
indde was auniformed police officer."



"Thenwhat did you do?'

"| paid one of the hotel lifeguardsto swim out and retrieve my sailboard. He owned asmal pickup
truck and was kind enough to run me back to the house where | was staying with friends.”

"InMiami?"

"Cord Gables"

"Mindif | ask what you were doing in town?"

"I wound up an offshore exploration project for NUMA and decided to take aweek's vacation.”
"Did you recognize any of the bodies?"

"Not damned likely. | couldn't identify my own father in that condition.”

"Any ideawho they might be?'

"| assume one of them was Raymond LeBaron.”

"Y ou're familiar with the disappearance of the Prosperteer?”

"The news media covered the disappearance in great depth. Only a backwoods recluse could have
missed it."

"Any pet theories on where the blimp and its crew were buried for ten days?*

"l haven'taclue”

"Not even awild idea?' Victor perssted.

"Could be acolossd publicity stunt, amediacampaign to promote LeBaron's publishing empire.”

Interest grew in Victor's eyes. "Go on."

"Or maybe an ingenious scheme to manipul ate LeBaron conglomerate stock prices. Sell large blocks
before he disgppears and buy when prices tumble afterward. And sell again when they rise during his
resurrection.”

"How do you explain their desths?"

"The plot backfired."

"Why?

"Ask your coroner."

"I'm asking you."



"They probably ate tainted fish on whatever deserted idand they hung out on,” said Ritt, tiring of the
game. "How would | know? If you want a scenario, hire a screenwriter.”

Theinterest in Victor's eyes blinked out. He relaxed in his chair and sighed dgjectedly. "I thought for a
second you might have something, agimmick that could get me and the department off the hook. But
your theory went down thedrain like al the others."

"I'mnot surprised,” said Fitt with an indifferent grin.

"How were you able to switch off the power within seconds of entering the control car?' Victor asked,
bringing the interrogation back on track.

fter piloting twenty different aircraft during servicein the Air Force and civilian life, | knew whereto
look."

Victor gppeared satisfied. "One more question, Mr. PFitt. When you first spotted the blimp, from what
direction was sheflying?'
" She was drifting with the wind out of the northeadt.”

Victor reached over and turned off the recorder. "That should do it. Can | reach you at your office
number during the day?*

"If I'm not there, my secretary can track me down."
"Thank you for your help."
"Nothing subgtantid, I'm afraid,” said Fitt.

"We haveto pull on every thread. Lots of pressure with LeBaron being the bigshot that hewas. This
has to be the weirdest case the department's ever encountered.”

"I don't envy you finding asolution.” Pitt glanced at hiswatch and rose from hischair. "I'd better get a
move on for the arport.”

Victor stood and reached across the desk to shake hands. "If you should dream up another plot line,
Mr. Fitt, please give me acdl. I'm alwaysinterested in agood fantasy.”

Pitt paused in the doorway and turned, afoxlike expression on hisface. ™Y ou want alead, Lieutenant?
Run this one up the flagpole. Airships need helium for their lift. An old antique like the Prosperteer must
have required a couple hundred thousand cubic feet of gasto get her inthe air. After aweek, enough
would have leaked out to keep her grounded. Do you follow?"

"Depends on where you're heading.”

"Thereisno way the blimp could have materidized off Miami unless an experienced crew with the
necessary suppliesreinflated the hull forty-eight hours before.”

Victor had the look of aman about to be baptized. "What are you suggesting?'

"That you look for afriendly neighborhood service station that can pump two hundred thousand cubic



feat of hdium."

Then Ritt turned into the hallway and was gone.

<<7>>

"I hate boats," Rooney grumbled. "I can't swim, can't float, and get seasick looking through the
window of awashing machine.”

Sheriff Sweet handed him adouble martini. "Here, thiswill cure your hangups.”

Rooney ruefully eyed the waters of the bay and drained haf hisdrink. Y ou're not going out in the
ocean, | hope."

"No, just aleisurely cruise around the bay." Sweat ducked into the forward cabin of his gleaming white
fishing boat and turned over the engine. The single 260-horsepower turbocharged diesdl knocked into

life. Exhaust rumbled from the stern and the deck throbbed benegth their feet. Then Swest cast off the
lines and eased the boat away from the dock, threading through amaze of moored yachtsto Biscayne

Bay.

By the time the bow skipped past the channd buoys, Rooney was looking for asecond drink. "Where
do you keep the courage?

"Down in the forward cabin. Help yoursdlf. Therésicein the brass diver's helmet.”

When Rooney resurfaced he asked, "What'sthisdl about, Tyler? Thisis Sunday. Y ou didn't drag me
away from my season box in the middle of agood footbal game to show me Miami Beach from the
water."

"Truthis, | heard you finished your report on the bodies from the blimp last night.”

"Three o'clock thismorning, to be exact.”

"| thought you might want to tell me something.”

"For God's sake, Tyler, what's so damned earthshaking that you couldn't have waited until tomorrow
morming?'



"About an hour ago, | got acdl from some Fed in Washington." Swesat paused to ease the throttle up
anotch. "Said he waswith adomestic intelligence agency 1'd never heard of. | won't bore you with his
downright belligerent talk. Never can understand why everybody up North thinksthey can blindside a
Southern boy. The upshot was he demanded we turn over the dead from the blimp to federal authorities.”

"Which federd authorities?'

"Refused to name them. Got vague as hdll when | pushed.”

Rooney was suddenly intensely interested. "He give any hint why they wanted the bodies?’

"Claimed it was a security matter."

"Youtold him no, of course.

"l told him I'd think about it."

Theturn of events and the gin combined to make Rooney forget hisfear of water. He began to notice

thetrim lines of the fiberglass craft. It was Sheriff Sweat's second office, occasondly pressed into service
as abackup police cruiser, but more often used to entertain county and state officials on weekend fishing

trips.
"What do you cal her?' Rooney asked.
"Cdl who?'
"Theboat."

"Oh, the Southern Comfort. She's athirty-five-footer, cruises a fifteen knots. Built in Australiaby an
outfit caled Stebercraft.”

"To get back to the LeBaron case," Rooney said, Spping a hismartini, "are you going to givein?"

"I'm tempted,” said Sweet, smiling. "Homicide has yet to turn up lead one. The news mediaare making
acircusout of it. Everybody from the governor on down is pressuring my ass. And to top, it off, there's
every likelihood the crime wasn't committed in my jurisdiction. Hell, yes, I'm tempted to pass the buck to
Washington. Only I'm just stubborn enough to think we might pull asolution out of thismess™

"All right, what do you want from me?'

The sheriff turned from the helm and looked at him steadily. "I want you to tell mewhat'sin your
report.”

"My findings mede the puzzleworse."

A small sailboat with four teenagers dipped across their bow and Sweat dowed down and gave way.
"Tdl meabout it."

"Let'sstart at the end and work backwards. Okay with you?'



"Go ahead."

"Threw the hdll out of me at first. Mostly because | wasn't looking for it. | had asimilar casefifteen
years ago. A female body was discovered Sitting in apatio chair in her backyard. Her husband claimed
they'd been drinking the night before and held gone to bed aone, thinking she would follow. When he
awoke in the morning and looked around, he found her right where heleft her, sitting on the patio, only
now she was dead. She had al the appearances of anatural death, no marks of violence, no sign of
poison, just agenerous amount of acohol. The organs seemed healthy enough. There were no indications
of previous disease or disorder. For awoman of forty she had the body of atwenty-five-year-old. It
bugged the hell out of me. Then the pieces began to come together. The postmortem lividity-- that'sthe
discoloration of the skin caused by the sinking of blood dueto gravity-- isusudly purplish. Her lividity
was cherry pink, which pointed to death from either cyanide or carbon monoxide poisoning or
hypothermia. | dso discovered hemorrhaging of the pancreas. Through a process of imination thefirst
two were discarded. Thefinal nail in the coffin was the husband's occupation. The evidence wasn't
exactly hard core, but it was enough for the judge to put him away for fifty years.”

"What was the husband's line of work?" asked Swest.

"He drove atruck for afrozen-food company. A neat plan. He pumped booze in her until she passed
out. Set her insde histruck, which he always took home nights and weekends, turned up the refrigeration
unit, and waited for her to harden. After the poor woman expired, he put her back in the patio chair and
went to bed.”

Sweat stared blankly. ™Y ou're not saying the corpses found in the blimp froze to death.”

"I'm saying exactly that."

"No misteke?'

"On acertainty scaefrom onetoten, | can promise an eight.”

"Do you redize how that sounds?"

"Crazy, | would imagine."

"Three men disappear over the Caribbean in ninety-degree weather and freeze to death?" Swesat
asked no onein particular. "WEell never make this one stick, Doe. Not without a handy frozen-food
truck.”

"Y ou've got nothing to stick it to anyway."

"Meaning?'

"The FBI report camein. Jesse LeBaron's 1D was on the money. That isn't her husband in the
morgue. The other two aren't Buck Caesar or Joseph Cavillaeither.”

"God, what next,” Sweat moaned. "Who are they?"
"There's no record of them in the FBI'sfingerprint files. Best guessisthey were foreign nationds.”

"Didyou find anything at al that might giveacdlueto their identity?'



"I can giveyou their height and weight. | can show you X rays of their teeth and previous bone
fractures. Their livers suggested dl three favored generous amounts of hard liquor. The lungs gave avay
their heavy smoking, teeth and fingertips the fact they smoked unfiltered cigarettes. They were dso big
eaters. Their last meal consisted of dark bread and various fruits and beets. Two werein their early
thirties. One wasforty or over. They were in above-average physical condition. Beyond that | can tell
you very little that might pin an 1D on them.”

"It'sadart.”

"Buit it fill leaves uswith LeBaron, Caesar, and Cavillaamong the missing.”

Before Swesat could reply afemale voice rasped out his boat's call sign over the radio speaker. He
answered and turned to another channel frequency asinstructed.

"Sorry for theinterruption,” he said to Rooney. "I've got an emergency call over the ship-to-shore
phone.

Rooney nodded, went into the forward cabin, and poured himself another drink. A delicious glow
coursed through his body. He took afew momentsto go to the head. When he returned topside to the
wheelhouse, Sweat was hanging up the phone, hisface red with anger.

"Therotten bastards!" he hissed.

"What's the problem?' Rooney asked.

"They seized them,” Swest said, pounding the helm with hisfist. "The damned Fedswaked into the
morgue and seized the bodies from the blimp.”

"But there arelegal proceduresto follow," Rooney protested.

"Six men in plainclothes and two federal marshals showed up with the necessary paperwork, stuffed
the corpsesinto three duminum canistersfilled with ice, and took off inaU.S. Navy helicopter.”

"When did this heppen?'

"Not ten minutes ago. Harry Victor, the lead investigator on the case, saysthey dsorifled hisdesk in
the homicide office when he wasin the john and ripped off hisfiles"

"What about my autopsy report?”
"They lifted that too."

The gin had put Rooney in aeuphoric mood. "Oh, well, ook at it thisway. They took you and the
department off the hook."

Sweat's anger dowly subsided. "I can't deny they did me afavor, but it'stheir method that pisses me
off."

"Therésone small consolation,” mumbled Rooney. He was beginning to have trouble standing. "Uncle
Sam didn't get everything.”



"Likewhat?'

"Something omitted from my report. One lab result that was too controversia to put on paper, too
wild to mention outside alooney house.”

"What are you talking about?" Sweat demanded.
"The cause of death.”
"Y ou sad hypothermia.”

"True, but | left out the best part. Y ou see, | neglected to state the time of death.” Rooney's speech
was becoming durred.

"Could only bewithin the last few days."
"Oh, no. Those poor guysfrozether gutsalong time ago.”

"How long?'
"Anywhere from oneto two years ago.”

Sheriff Swesat stared at Rooney, incredulous. But the coroner stood there grinning like ahyena He
was gtill grinning when he sagged over the side of the boat and threw up.

<<8>>

The home of Dirk Pitt was not on asuburban street or in ahigh-rise condominium overlooking the
jungled treetops of Washington. There was no landscaped yard or next-door neighbors with squealing
children and barking dogs. The house was not a house but an old aircraft hangar that stood on the edge
of the capitd's International Airport.

From the outside it appeared deserted. Weeds surrounded the building and its corrugated walls were
wegthered and devoid of paint. The only clue remotely suggesting any occupancy was arow of windows
running beneath the huge curved roof. Though they were stained and layered with dust, none were
shattered like those of an abandoned warehouse.



Aitt thanked the arport maintenance man who had given him alift from the termina area. Glancing
around to see that he wasn't observed, he took asmall transmitter from his coat pocket and issued a
series of voice commands that closed down the security systems and opened a side door that looked as
if it hadn't svung onitshingesfor thirty years.

He entered and stepped onto a polished concrete floor that held nearly three dozen gleaming, classic
automobiles, an antique airplane, and aturn-of-the-century railroad car. He paused and stared fondly at
the chassis of a French Talbot-L ago sports coupe that wasin an early stage of reconstruction. The car
had been nearly destroyed in an explosion, and he was determined to restore the twisted remainsto their
previous e egance and beauity.

He hauled his suitcase and garment bag up acircular staircase to his gpartment, elevated against the far
wall of the hangar. Hiswatch read 2:15 PM., but his mind and body felt asthough it was closer to
midnight. After unpacking hisluggage, he decided to spend afew hours working on the Tabot-Lago and
take ashower later. He had already donned apair of old coveralls and his hand was pulling open the
drawer of atoolbox, when aloud chime echoed through the hangar. He pulled a cordless phone from a
deep pocket.

"Hdlo."

"Mr. Ritt, please," said afemae voice.

"Speeking.”

"One moment.”

After waiting for nearly two minutes, Fitt cut the connection and began rebuilding the Tabot's
distributor. Another five minutes passed before the chime sounded again. He opened the line and said
nothing.

"Areyou gtill there, Sr?" asked the same voice.

"Yes" Aitt replied indifferently, tucking the phone between his shoulder and ear as he kept working
with hishands.

"Thisis Sandra Cabot, Mrs. Jessie LeBaron's personal secretary. Am | talking to Dirk Pitt?"
Pitt took an ingtant didike to people who couldn't did their own phonecdls. "You are.”
"Mrs. LeBaron wishes to meet with you. Can you come to the house a four o'clock?"
"Pretty fagt off the mark, aren't you?"'

"I beg your pardon?"

"Sorry, Miss Cabot, but | have to doctor asick car. Maybe if Mrs. LeBaron caresto drop by my
place, we could talk.”

"I'm afraid that won't do. She'sholding aforma cocktail party in the greenhouse later in the evening
that will be attended by the Secretary of State. She can't possibly break away."



"Some other timethen.”

Therewas anicy slence, then Miss Cabot said, "Y ou don't understand.”
"You'reright, | don't understand.”

"Doesn't the name LeBaron mean anything to you?'

"No more than Shagnasty, Quagmire, or Smith,” Fitt lied fiendishly.

She seemed lost for amoment. "Mr. LeBaron--"

"We can cut the fun and games,” Fitt interrupted. "1'm quite aware of Raymond LeBaron's reputation.
And | can save us both time by saying | have nothing to add to the mystery surrounding his
disappearance and degth. Tell Mrs. LeBaron she has my condolences. That'sal | can offer.”

Cabot took a deep breath and exhaled. "Please, Mr. PFitt, | know she would be most grateful if you
could see her.”

Pitt could amost see her speaking the word "please” through clenched teeth. "All right,” he said. "I
guess| can makeit. What's the address?'

The arrogance quickly returned to her tone. "I'll send the chauffeur to pick you up.”

"If it'sdl the sameto you, I'd prefer to drive my own car. | get claustrophobic in limousines.”

"If youingg," shesad giffly. "Youll find the house a the end of Beacon Drivein Greet Fals EStates.”
"I'll check a street map."

"By theway, what kind of car do you drive?"

"Why do you want to know?"

"Toinform the guard at the gate.”

Pitt hesitated and looked across the hangar floor at a car parked by the main door. "Anold
convertible”

llq ml
"Yes, al1951."

"Then would you be so kind to park in the lot by the servants house. It'sto the right as you come up
thedrive

"Aren't you ever ashamed of the way you dictate to people?



"l don't have to be ashamed of anything, Mr. Fitt. Well expect you at four."

"Will you be through with me before the guests arrive?' asked Ritt, hisvoice heavy with sarcasm. "'l
wouldn't want to embarrass anyone by having them see my old junk car littering the grounds.”

"Not toworry," shereplied testily. "The party doesn't begin until eight. Goodbye.”
After Sandra Cabot hung up, Pitt walked over to the convertible, staring at it for severa moments. He

removed the floorboards under the rear seat and clipped on the cables of a battery charger. Then he
returned to the Tabot-Lago and camly took up where he l€eft off.

At precisdy eight-thirty, the security guard at the LeBaron estate's front gate greeted a young couple
driving ayellow Ferrari, checked their names on the party list, and waved them through. Next came a
Chryder limousine carrying the President's chief adviser, Danidl Fawcett, and hiswife.

The guard wasimmune to the exotic cars and their celebrity occupants. Heraised hishands over his
head in abored stretch and yawned. Then his hands froze in midair and his mouth snapped shut as he
found himsdlf staring at the largest car held ever seen.

The car was a veritable monster, measuring nearly twenty-two feet from bumper to bumper and
weighing well over three tons. The hood and doors were silver-gray and the fenders ametalic maroon. A
convertible, itstop was completey hidden from view when folded down. The body lineswere smooth
and eegant in the grand manner, an example of flawless craftsmanship seldom equaled.

"That'ssomekind of car,” theguard findly sad. "What isit?"

"A Damler,” replied Fitt.

"Sounds British."

"ltis"

The guard shook his head in admiration and looked at hisguest list. "Y our name, please.”

llHttlll

"l can't seemto find your name. Do you have an invitation?"

"Mrs. LeBaron and | had an earlier appointment.”

The guard went into the gatehouse and checked a clipboard. "Y es, Sir, your appointment was for four
oclock."

"When | phoned to say | was running late, she said to join the party.”

"Wdl, snce she expected you," the guard said, ill soaking inthe Daimler'slines, "'l guessit'sal right.
Have agood evening.”



Aitt nodded athank-you and eased the immense car silently up the winding driveto the LeBaron
resdence. Themain building sat on alow hill above atennis court and a swimming pool. The architecture
was common to the area, athree-story brick colonia with a series of white columns holding up the roof
over along front porch, the wings extending to each side. To theright aclump of pinetreesshielded a
carriage house with agarage below, what Pitt assumed were the servants living quarters. Opposite and
to the left of the manor sat ahuge glass-enclosed structure, lit by crystal chandeliers hanging from the
roof. Exotic flowers and shrubs blossomed around twenty or more dinner tableswhile asmall orchestra
played on astage beneath awaterfal. Pitt was properly impressed. The perfect setting for aparty ona
brisk October evening. Raymond LeBaron got high marksfor origindity. He pulled the Daimler up to the
front of the greenhouse where aliveried parking valet stood with the awed expression of a carpenter
gazing at redwoods.

As hedid from behind the whedl and straightened the jacket of his tuxedo Fitt noticed a crowd
beginning to gather behind the trangparent wall of the greenhouse, pointing and gesturing at the car. He
gave the valet instructions on how to shift the transmission and then passed through the glass doors. The
orchestrawas playing themes from John Barry scores, light on the brass and heavy on the strings. A
woman, degantly dressed in the latest designer fashion, was standing just ingde the entrance, greeting the
guesis.

He had no doubt she was Jessie LeBaron. Cool composure, the embodiment of grace and style, the
living proof women can be beautiful after fifty. She wore aglittery beaded green and silver tunic over a
long, dim velvet irt.

Pitt approached and gave a brief bow. "Good evening,” he said, flashing his best gate crasher's smile.

"What isthat sensational car?' Jessie asked, peering through the doorway.

"A Damler powered by a5.4 liter, straight-eight engine with Hooper coachwork.”

She amiled' gracioudy and extended her hand. "Thank you for coming, Mr. . ." She hesitated, gazing at
him curioudy. "Forgive me, but | don't seem to recall meeting you before.”

"That's because welve never laid eyes on each other," he said, marveing at her throaty voice, dmost
husky, with asensual coarseness about it. "My nameis Aitt, Dirk Fitt.”

Jesseésdark eyeslooked at Pittin amost peculiar way. "Y ou're four and ahdf hourslate, Mr. Fitt.
Did you suffer some sort of accidenta delay?”

"No accident, Mrs. LeBaron. | planned my arrival most carefully.”
"Y ou weren't invited to the party,” she said smoothly. "So you'l haveto leave."
"A pity," said Pitt mournfully. "1 seldom get achanceto wear my tux."

Jessigs face registered scorn. She turned to a prim woman wearing large-lensed glasses and standing
dightly to her rear, who Pitt guessed was her secretary, Sandra Cabot.

"Find Angelo and tell him to show this gentleman out.”

Aitt's green eyes glinted mischievoudy. "I seem to have atadent for spreading ill will. Do you wish me



to go peacefully or cause anasty scene?”’
" think peacefully would be best.”
"Then why did you ask to meet with me?"
"A matter concerning my husband.”

"He was a perfect stranger to me. | can't tell you anything about his death that you don't already
know."

"Raymond is not dead,” she said adamantly.

"When | saw him in the blimp he gave adamn good imitation of it."

"That wasn't him."

Pitt stared at her kepticdly, saying nothing.

"Y ou don't believe me, do you?"

"l don't redly care.”

"l was hoping you'd help me."

"Y ou have astrange way of asking for favors."

"Thisaforma charity dinner, Mr. Fitt. Y ou don' fit in. Well set atime to meet tomorrow.”

Pitt decided his anger wasn't important, so he shoved it asde. "What was your husband doing when he
disappeared?’ he asked abruptly.

"Searching for the El Dorado treasure," she replied, looking nervoudy around the greenhouse a her
guests. "He bdieved it sank on aship cdled the Cyclops."

Before Pitt could make a comment, Cabot returned with Angelo, the Cuban chauffeur.

"Goodbye, Mr. Fitt," said Jessie, dismissing him and greeting apair of new arrivals.

Pitt shrugged and offered hisarm to Angelo. "Let's makeit officid. Y ou lead me out.” Then he turned
to Jessie. "Onelast thing, Mrs. LeBaron. | don't respond to shabby treatment. Y ou needn't bother to
contact me again, ever."

Then FAitt allowed Angelo to escort him from the greenhouse to the driveway where the Daimler was
waiting. Jesse watched asthe great car disgppeared into the night. Then she began mingling with her
guesis.

Douglas Oates, the Secretary of State, looked over from a conversation he was having with
presidentia adviser Daniel Fawcett as she approached. " Splendid affair, Jesse.”

"Yesindeed," echoed Fawcett. "Nobody in Washington puts on afiner spread.”



Jesses eyesflashed and her full lips curved inawarm amile. "Thank you, gentlemen.”

Oates nodded toward the doorway. "Was | imagining things, or did | see Dirk Fitt bounced out the
door?'

Jessielooked a Oates blankly. ™Y ou know him?" she asked, surprised.

"Of course. Fitt isthe number two man over aa NUMA. He'sthe guy who raised the Titanic for the
Defense Department.”

"And saved the Presdent'slifein Louisana," added Fawcett.
Jessie noticeably paed. "l had no idea.”

"l hope you didn't make him mad,” said Oates.

"Perhaps | was abit rude," she conceded.

"Aren't you interested in drilling for offshore oil below San Diego?"

"Yes. Selamic surveysindicate avast untgpped field. One of our companies hasthe insde track for the
drilling rights. Why do you ask?"

"Don't you know who heads up the Senate committee for oil exploration on government lands?’
"Certainly, it's. . ." Jesse€svoicetrailed off and her composure melted away.

"Dirk'sfather,” Oatesfinished. " Senator George Ritt of Cdifornia. Without his backing and the blessing
of NUMA on environmenta issues, you don't stand aprayer of winning the drilling rights.”

"It would appear,” Fawcett said sardonically, "your insde track just washed out.”

<<O9>>

Thirty minuteslater, Pitt rolled the Damler into his parking sl in front of thetdl, solar-glassed
building that housed NUMA headquarters. He signed in at the security desk and took the elevator to the



tenth floor. When the doors opened, he stepped into avast € ectronic maze, comprising the
communications and information network of the marine agency.

Hiram Y aeger looked up from behind a horseshoe-shaped desk, whose surface lay unseen beneath a
jungle of computer hardware, and smiled. "Hullo, Dirk. All dressed up and no place to go?'

"The party's hostess decided | was persona non grata and made me walk the plank.”

"Anybody | know?"

It was Pitt's turn to smile. He looked down at Y aeger. The computer wizard was a throwback to the
hippie days of the early seventies. He wore his blond hair long and tied in a ponytail. His beard was
untrimmed and kinky with uncontrolled curls. And his standard uniform for work and play was Levi
jacket and pants stuffed into scruffy cowboy boots.

Aitt said, "l can't picture you and Jesse LeBaron traveling in the same socid circles.”

Y aeger gave out alow whistle. "Y ou got booted from a Jessie LeBaron bash? Man, you're some kind
of hero to the downtrodden.”

"Areyou in the mood for an excavation?'

"Onher?'

"Onhim."

"Her husband? The one who's missng?'

"Raymond LeBaron."

"Another moonlight operation?"

"Whatever you want to cal it."

"Dirk," Yaeger said, peering over the rims of hisgranny glasses, "you are anosy bastard, but | love
you just the same. I'm hired to build aworld-class computer network and amass an archive on marine
science and history, but every time | belch you turn up, wanting to use my creation for shady purposes.
Why do | go dong? Okay, I'll tel you why. Larceny flows faster in my veinsthan yours. Now, how deep
do youwant meto dig?"

"To the bottom of his past. Where he came from. What was the money base for hisempire?”

"Raymond LeBaron was pretty secretive about his private life. He may have covered histrail.”

"| redlize that, but you've pulled skeletons out of the closet before.”

Y aeger nodded thoughtfully. "Y es, the Bougainville shipping family afew monthsago. A nedt little
caper, if | do say s0."

"Onemorething.”



"Layitonme"

"A ship cdled the Cyclops. Could you pull her history for me?"

"No sweat. Anything el se?'

"That should doit," Pitt answered.

Y aeger stared at him. "What's going down thistime, old friend? 1 can't believe you're going after the
LeBarons because you were dumped at a society party. Take me, I've been thrown out of the worst

deazejointsintown. And | just accept it."

Pitt laughed. "No revenge. I'm just curious. Jessie LeBaron said something that struck me odd about
her husband's disappearance.”

"| read about it in the Washington Post. There was a paragraph mentioning you as the hero of the
hour, saving LeBaron's blimp with your rope and pam treetrick. So what's the catch?"

"She claimed that her husband wasn't among the dead | found inside the control cabin.”

Y aeger paused, his eyes uncomprehending. "Doesn't make sense. If old man LeBaron flew off in that
gas bag, it sandsto reason hed till beinsde when it turned up.”

"Not according to the bereaved wife."
"Think she'sgot an angle, insurance or financid ?*

"Maybe, maybe not. But there is a chance that because the mystery occurred over water, NUMA will
becaledinto assigt intheinvestigation.”

"And welll aready be on first base."

"Something likethat."

"Where does the Cyclopsfit in the picture?’

"Shetold me LeBaron waslooking for it when he vanished.”

Y aeger rose from hischair. "All right then, let's get off the mark. While | design asearch program, you
study what we have on the ship in our datafiles.”

Heled Fitt into asmdll viewing theater with alarge monitor mounted on the far wall and motioned for
him to St behind a console containing acomputer keyboard. Then he leaned over Fitt and pressed a
series of commands on the keyboard.

"Weingdled anew system last week. The termind is hooked into avoice synthesizer.”

"A taking computer,” said Aitt.

"Y es, it can comprehend over ten thousand verbal commands, make the appropriate reply, and
actudly carry on aconversation. The voice sounds alittle weird, sort of like Hal, the giant computer in



the movie 2001. But you get used to it. We call her Hope."
"Hope?
"Y eah, we hope shelll come up with the right answers.”
"I'll be at the main terminal desk if you need help. Just pick up the phone and dia four-seven.”

Pitt looked up at the screen. It had abluish-gray cast. He warily picked up amicrophone and spoke
intoit.

"Hope, my nameis Dirk. Are you ready to conduct a search for me?”
God, hefdt likeanidiot. It waslike talking to atree and expecting areply.

"Hello, Dirk," replied avaguely female voice that sounded asif it was coming out of aharmonica.
"Ready whenyou are.

Pitt took a deep breath and made the plunge. "Hope, 1'd like you to tell me about a ship named
Cyclops”

There was afive-second pause, then the computer said, ™Y ou will have to be more specific. My
memory disks contain data on five different vessels called Cyclops.™

"This one had treasure on board.”
"Sorry, none show any treasurein their cargo manifest.”

Sorry? Fitt il couldn't believe he was conversing with amachine. "If | may digress for amoment,
Hope, dlow meto say you're avery bright and most congenia computer.”

"Thank you for the compliment, Dirk. In case you're interested, | can dso do sound effects, imitate
animals, sing-- though not too well-- and pronounce “supercdifragilisticexpididocious,’ evenif | haven't
been programmed to its exact definition. Would you like meto say it backwards?'

Pitt laughed. " Some other time. Getting back to the Cyclops, the one I'm interested in probably sank in
the Caribbean.”

"That narrowsit down to two. A smal steamer that ran aground in Montego Bay, Jamaica, 5 May
1968, and aU.S. Navy callier-- an ore or coal transport-- lost without atrace, between 5 and 10
February 1918."

Raymond LeBaron wouldn't be flying around searching for a ship stranded in abusy harbor only
twenty years ago, Pitt reasoned. Thetale of the Navy collier came back to him. The loss was touted as
one of the great mysteries of the mythical Bermuda Triangle.

"WEelIl gowith the Navy callier,” said FAitt.

"If you wish meto print out the datafor you, Dirk, press the control button on your keyboard and the



letters PT. Also, if you watch the screen | can project whatever photos are available.™

Pitt did as he was told and the printer began pounding away. True to her word,' Hope flashed a
picture of the Cyclops lying at anchor in an unnamed port.

Although her hull was dender with its old-fashioned strai ght-up-and-down bow and graceful
champagne-glass stern, her superstructure had the ook of achild's erector set gonewild. A maze of
derricks, spiderwebbed by cables and laced by overhead supports, rose amidships like adead forest. A
long deckhouse ran dong the aft part of the ship above the engine room, its roof festooned with towering
twin smokestacks and severd tall ventilators. Forward, the wheelhouse perched above the main deck
like avanity table on four legs, spotted with asingle row of portholes and open benegth. Two high masts
with a crossbar protruded from a bridge that could have passed for afootball goa post. She seemed
ungainly, an ugly duckling that never madeit to swan.

Therewas dso aghostly quality about her. At first Fitt couldn't put hisfinger on it, and then it struck
him-- oddly, no crew member was visible anywhere on her decks. It wasif she were deserted.

Aitt turned from the monitor and scanned the printout of the ship's statistics:

Launched: 7 May 1910 by William Cramp & Sons Shipbuilders, Philadephia

Tonnage: 19,360 displaced

Length: 542 feet (actudly longer than the battleships of her time)

Beam: 65 fedt



Dreaft: 27 feet 8 inches

Speed: 15 knots (3 knots faster than the Liberty ships of World War 11)

Armament. Four 4-inch guns

Crew: 246

Mager: G. W Worley, Nava Auxiliary Service

Pitt noted that Worley was the Cyclops captain from the time she was placed in service until she
disappeared. He sat back, his mind drifting as he studied the picture of the ship.

"Do you have any other photographs of her?' he asked Hope.



"Three from the same angle, one stern shot, and four of the crew.”
"Let'shave alook at the crew."

The monitor went black for amoment and soon an image of aman, standing a aship'srailing and
holding alittle girl'shand, cameinto view.

"Captain Worley with his daughter,”" explained Hope.

A huge man with thinning hair, neatly trimmed moustache, and massive hands stood in adark suit,
necktie casudly askew outside the jacket, shoes highly shined, staring into acamerathat froze hisimage
seventy-five years ago. Thelittle blond girl at his side wore aknee-length jumper and allittle hat, and
gripped what looked to be avery rigid doll in the shape of abottle.

"Red name was Johann Wichman," Hope briefed without command. "He was born in Germany and
illegaly entered the United States when he jumped amerchant ship in San Francisco during the year
1878. How hefagfied hisrecordsis not known. While commanding the Cyclops, helived in Norfolk,
Virginia with hiswife and daughter.”

"Any possibility he wasworking for the Germansin 19187

"Nothing was ever proven. Would you like the reports from nava investigations of the tragedy?"

"Judt print them out. I'll study them later.”

"The next photo is of Lieutenant David Forbes, the executive officer,” said Hope.

The camera had caught Forbesin dress uniform standing beside what Pitt guessed to be 21916
Cadillac touring car. He had the face of agreyhound, long, narrow nose, pale eyes whaose color could
not be determined from the black-and-white photograph. His face was clean-shaven, the eyebrows
arched, and he had dightly protruding teeth.

"What sort of man was he?' asked PFitt.

"Hisnava record was unblemished until Worley put him under ship'sarrest for insubordination.”

"Reason?"

"Captain Worley dtered course from one plotted by Lieutenant Forbes and almost wrecked the ship
entering Rio. When Forbes demanded to know why, Worley blew up and confined him to quarters.”

"Was Forbes dtill under arrest during the last voyage?'
"es"

"Who's next?"

"Lieutenant John Church, second officer."

The photo showed asmdl, amost frail-looking man in civilian clothes Sitting at atable in arestaurant.
Hisface wore thetired look of afarmer after along day in thefields, yet his dark eyes seemed to



advertise ahumorous disposition. The graying hair above alarge forehead was brushed back over small
ears.

"He seems older than the others," observed Fitt.

"Actually only twenty-nine," said Hope. " Joined the Navy when he was sixteen and worked hisway up
through the ranks."

"Did he have problems with Worley?'

"Nothinginthefile"

Thefina photograph was of two men standing at attention in a courtroom. There was no sign of
apprehension in their faces-- if anything, they gppeared sullen and defiant. The one on the left wastall and
rangy with heavily muscled arms. The other one had the size and shape of agrizzly bear.

"This picture was taken at the court-martial of Fireman First Class James Coker and Fireman Second
Class Barney DeVoefor the murder of Fireman Third Class Oscar Stewart. All three men were
stationed aboard the U.S. cruiser Pittsburgh. Coker, on the | eft, was sentenced to death by hanging,
which was carried out in Brazil. DeV oe, on the right, was sentenced to fifty to ninety-nineyearsin the
nava prison at Portsmouth, New Hampshire."

"What'stheir connection with the Cyclops?' Ritt inquired.

"The Pittsburgh was in Rio de Janeiro when the murder occurred. When Captain Worley reached
port, he was ingtructed to transport DeV oe and four other prisonersin the Cyclops brig to the United
States."

"And they were on board at theend.”

“Yes!

"No other pictures of the crew?"

"They are probably availablein family abumsand other private sources, but thisisdl | haveinmy
library."

"Tel me about the events leading to the disappearance.”

"Verba or print?'

"Canyou print it out and talk at the sametime?"

"Sorry, | can only perform such functionsin sequence. Which do you prefer first?"
"Verbd."

"Very well. One moment while| assemble the data.”

Pitt was beginning to fed drowsy. It had been along day. He used the pause to dial Y aeger and ask
for acup of coffee.



"How are you and Hope getting dong?'

"I'm dmost beginning to think shelsredl," Pitt answered.

"Just s0 long you don't start fantasi zing about her nonexistent body."
"I'm not at that Stage yet."

"To know heristolove her."

"How are you doing on LeBaron?"

"What | was afraid of," said Y aeger. "He pretty much buried his past. No insght, only statisticsup to
the time he became the Wall Street whiz."

"Anything interesting?"

"Not redly. He came from afairly affluent family. Hisfather owned achain of hardware stores. | get
the idea Raymond and hisfather didn't get dong. There's no mention of hisfamily in any newspaper
biographies after he became the financid whiz."

"Did you find out how he made hisfirgt big bucks?*

"That areais pretty vague. He and a partner by the name of Kronberg had amarine salvage company
in the middle nineteen-fifties. Seemsthey scratched aong for afew years and then went broke. Two
yearslater, Raymond launched his publication.”

"The Prosperteer.”

"Right."

"Isthere any mention of where his backing came from?"

"None," replied Y aeger. "By theway, Jesseis his second wife. Hisfirst was named Hillary. Shedied a
few years ago. Nothing on her at al.”

"Keep hunting.”

Aitt hung up asHope said, "'I'm ready with the data.on the ill-fated final voyage of the Cyclops.”

"Let'shear it."

"She put to seafrom Rio de Janeiro on 16 February 1918, bound for Baltimore, Maryland. On board
were her regular crew of 15 officers and 231 men, 57 men from the cruiser Pittsburgh, who were being
rotated to the Norfolk Naval Base for reassgnment, the 5 prisonersincluding DeVoe, and the American

consul genera at Rio, Alfred L. Morean Gottschalk, who was returning to Washington. Her cargo was
11,000 tons of manganese ore.

"After abrief cdl a the port of Bahiato pick up mail, the ship made an unscheduled stop on 4 March,
when she entered Carlide Bay on theidand of Barbados and dropped anchor. Here, Worley took on



extracod and provisions, which he claimed were necessary to continue the voyage to Batimore, but was
later considered to be quite excessive. After the ship waslost at sea, the American consul in Barbados
reported a number of suspicious rumors regarding Worley's unusua action, strange events on board, and
apossible mutiny. The last anyone saw of the Cyclops and the men on board was 4 March 1918, when
she steamed away from Barbados."

"There was no further contact?' asked Pitt.

"Twenty-four hours later, alumber freighter called the Crogan Castle reported her bow crushed by an
immense fresk wave. Her radio signals for assistance were answered by the Cyclops. The find words

from the collier were her call number and the message, "We arefifty miles due south of you and coming
a full geam.""

"Nothing ds=?'

"That wasit."

"Did the Crogan Cadtle give her position?”

"Yes, it was reported as | atitude twenty-three degrees, thirty minutes north by longitude seventy-nine
degrees, twenty-one minutes west, which put her about twenty miles southeast from a bank of shalow
reefs called the AnguillaCays."

"Wasthe Crogan Castle lost ds0?"

"No, the records say she limped into Havana."

"Any wreckage of the Cyclopsturn up?'

"An extensve search by the Navy found nothing.”

Pitt hesitated as Y aeger entered the viewing room, set acup of coffee by the console, and silently
retreated. He took afew sips and asked Hope to reshow the photo of the Cyclops. The ship materiaized

on the monitor's screen and he stared at it thoughtfully.

He picked up the phone, punched a number, and waited. A digital clock on the consoleread 11:55,
but the voi ce that answered sounded bright and cheerful.

"Dirk!" boomed Dr. Raphael OMeara. "What the hell is going down?Y ou caught me at agood time.
| just came home thismorning fromadigin CostaRica"

"Find another truckload of potsherds?’

"Only the richest cache of pre-Columbian art discovered to date. Amazing pieces, some dating back
to three hundred B.C."

"Too bad you can't keep them.”

"All my finds go to the Museo Naciona de CostaRica"



"Y ou're agenerous man, Raphad ."

"| don't donate them, Dirk. The governments where my finds are made preserve the artifacts as part of
their nationd heritage. But why bore an old waterlogged rélic like you. To what do | owe the pleasure of
your cal?'

"l need your expertise on apiece of treasure.”

"Y ou know, of course," O'Mearasaid, histone edged with atouch of seriousness, "treasureisan
unspeakable word to arespected archeologist.”

"Weadl carry an dbatross,” said Fitt. "Can you meet mefor adrink?!

"Now? Do you redize what timeit is?'

"I happen to know you're anight owl. Make it easy on yoursalf. Someplace close to your house."
"How about the Old Angler's Inn on MacArthur Boulevard? Say in half an hour.”

"Sounds good.”

"Can you tel me what treasure you're interested in?"

"The one everyone dreams about.”

"Oh? And which oneisthat?'

"Tdl youwhen | seeyou."

Pitt hung up and gazed at the Cyclops. There was an eerie loneliness about her. He could not help
wondering what secrets she took with her to awatery grave.

"Can | provide any further data?' asked Hope, interrupting his morbid reverie. "Or do you wish to
terminate?’

"I think we can cdll it quits," hereplied. "Thank you, Hope. | wish | could give you abig kiss."

"| am grateful for the compliment, Dirk. But | am not physiologicaly capable of receiving akiss."
"You're gill asweetheart in my book."

"Come up and use me anytime.”

Aitt laughed. "Goodnight, Hope."

"Goodnight, Dirk."

If only shewasred, he thought with adreamy sigh.
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"Jack Daniel's neat,” Raphael O'Meara said cheerfully. "Make that a double. Best medicine | know to
clear thebrain of junglerot.”

"How long wereyou in CostaRica?" asked Pitt.

"Three months. Rained the wholetime."

"Bombay gin on therockswith atwigt," Pitt said to the barmaid.

"So you're joining the greedy ranks of the sea scavengers,” O'Meara said, the words emanating
through athick Gabby Hayes beard that hid hisface from the nose down. "Dirk Pitt atreasure hunter. |
never thought 1'd seethe day."

"My interest is purely academic.”

"Sure, that'swhat they al say. Take my advice and forget it. More loot has been poured into

underwater treasure hunts than was ever found. | can count on one hand the number of lucky discoveries
that paid aprofit in the last eighty years. The adventure, excitement, and riches, nothing but hype and al

myth.
"l agree."
O'Meards barbed-wire eyebrows narrowed. " So what isit you want to know?"
"Y ou familiar with Raymond LeBaron?'
"Old rich and reckless Raymond, the financia geniuswho publishes the Prosperteer?
"The same. He disgppeared a couple of weeks ago on ablimp flight near the Bahamas.”
"How could anybody disappear in ablimp?’
"Somehow he managed. Y ou must have heard or read something about it."

O'Mearashook hishead. "I haven't watched TV or seen anewspaper in ninety days.”



The drinks were brought, and Pitt briefly explained the strange circumstances surrounding the mystery.
The crowd was beginning to thin and they had the bar mostly to themselves.

"And you think LeBaron wasflying around in an old gas bag looking for a shipwreck loaded to the
gillswith the mother lode."

"According to hiswife, Jesse."
"What ship?'
"The Cyclops.”

"I know about the Cyclops. A Navy callier that vanished seventy-one years ago. | don't recall any
report of riches on board.”

"Apparently LeBaron thought s0."
"What sort of treasure?"

"The El Doredo."

"Y ou'vegot to bekidding.”

"I'm only repesting what | wastold."

O'Mearawent quiet for along moment, his eyestaking on afaraway look. "El hombre dorado,” he
said at last. " Spanish for the golden man or the gilded one. The legend-- some call it acurse-- hasfired
imaginations for four hundred and fifty years."

"Isthere any truth to it?" asked Fitt.

"Every legend is based on fact, but like dl the others before and since, this one has been distorted and
embellished into afairy tale. El Dorado hasinspired the longest continuing treasure hunt on record.
Thousands of men have died searching for aglimpse of it."

"Tdl mehow thetaeoriginated.”

Another Jack Danidl's and Bombay gin arrived. Fitt laughed as O'Meara downed the water chaser
firgt. Then the archeologist made himsdlf comfortable and stared into another time.

"The Spanish conquistadores were the first to hear of a gilded man who ruled an incredibly wedlthy
kingdom somewhere in the mountainous jungles east of the Andes. Rumors described him aslivingina
secluded city built of gold with streets paved in emerads and guarded by afierce army of beautiful
Amazons. Made Oz sound like adum. Extremely overvaued, of course. But in redity therewere a
number of El Dorados-- along line of kings who worshiped ademon god who lived in Lake Guatavita,
Colombia. When anew monarch took command of the triba empire, his body was painted with resinous
gums and then coated with gold dugt, thus the gilded man. Then he was placed on a ceremonia raft, piled
high with gold and precious stones, and rowed into the middle of the lake, where he proceeded to pitch
the richesinto the water as an offering to the god, whose name escapes me.”

"Wasthe treasure ever raised?"



"There were any number of attemptsto drain thelake, but they dl failed. In 1965 the government of
Colombia declared Guatavitaan area of culturd interest and banned all salvage operations. A pity, when
you congider that estimates of the wealth on the bottom of the lake run between one hundred and three
hundred million dollars”

"And the golden dity?"

"Never found,” said OMeara, sgnaing the barmaid for another round. "Many looked and many died.
Nikolaus Federmann, Ambrosius Dafinger, Sebastian de Beldcazar, Gonzalo and Herman Jmenez de
Quesada, dl sought El Dorado but only found the curse. So did Sir Walter Raleigh. After his second
fruitless expedition, King James put his head on the block, literdly. The fabulous city of El Dorado and
the greatest treasure of them al remained logt."

"Let'sback up aminute," said Fitt. "The treasure at the bottom of the lakeisnot log."

"That'sin scattered pieces,” explained OMeara. "The second one, the grand prize, the bonanza at the
end of the rainbow, remains hidden to this day. With maybe two exceptions, no outsder has ever laid
eyesonit. The only description came from amonk who wandered out of the jungle into a Spanish
settlement on the Orinoco River in 1675. Before dying aweek later, hetold of being on a Portuguese
expedition looking for diamond mines. Out of eighty men, he wasthe only survivor. He claimed they'd
stumbled into a deserted city surrounded by high cliffs and guarded by atribe who called themselves
Zanonas. The party lived in the city for three months, but one by one the men began to die off. Too late
they discovered the Zanonas were not as friendly as they made out, but were cannibals, poisoning the
Portuguese and eating them. The monk alone managed to escape. He described massive templesand
buildings, strange inscriptions, and the legendary treasure that sent so many of its huntersto their graves.”

"A true golden man," Fitt speculated. "A datue.”
"Youreclose" said O'Meara. "Damned close, but you missed on the sex.’
"Sex?'

"Lamujer dorada, the golden woman," O'Mearareplied. "Or more commonly, LaDorada. Y ou see,
the name firgt applied to aman and a ceremony, later to acity, and finaly to an empire. Over theyearsit
became aterm for any place where riches could be found on the ground. Like so many descriptionsthe
feminigs hate, the masculine myth became generic, while the feminine was forgotten. Ready for another
drink?'

"No, thanks. I'll nursethisone.”

O'Meara ordered another Jack Danid's. "Anyway, you know the story behind the Tgg Mahd. A
Mogul ruler erected the ornate tomb as amonument to hiswife. Same with a pre-Columbian, South
American king. Hisnameis not recorded, but, so the legend goes, she was the most beloved of the
hundreds of women at his court. Then an event occurred in the sky. Probably elther an eclipse or Haley's
comet. And the priests called on him to sacrifice her to appesase the angry gods. Life was no fun in those
days. So shewaskilled, heart torn out in an elaborate ceremony.”

"| thought only the Aztecswent in for heart removal.”

"The Aztecs didn't have amonopoly on human sacrifice. The upshot was the king called together his



artisans and ordered them to build a statue of her likeness so he could elevate her to agod.”

"Did the monk describeit?"

"Invivid detall, if his story can be believed. She stands nude, nearly six feet tall, on a pedesta of rose
quartz. Her body is solid gold. God, it must weigh at least aton. Imbedded in the chest, where the heart
should be, isagreat ruby, judged to be in the neighborhood of twelve hundred carats.”

"| don't professto be an expert,” said Pitt, "but | know that rubies are the most valuable of al the
gemstones, and one of thirty caratsisararity. Twelve hundred caratsis unbelievable.”

"That's not even the half of it,” O'Meara continued. "The entire head of the statue is one gigantic
carved emerad, deep blue-green and flawless. | can't begin to guessthe carat weight, but it would have
to hit the scales around thirty pounds.”

"Morelikeforty if you include alikeness of the hair."

"What's the largest known emerad?'

Pitt thought amoment. " Certainly no more than ten pounds.”

"Can't you just see her stlanding under spotlightsin the main lobby of Washington's Museum of Natural
Higtory," OMearasaid widgtfully.

"I can only wonder at the value on today's market.”
"Y ou could safely say it's priceless”
"There was another man who saw the statue?’ Pitt asked.

"Colond Ralph Morehouse Sigler, ared character from the old explorer school. An engineer inthe
English army, he tramped around the empire, surveying boundaries and building forts throughout Africa
and India. He was dso atrained geologist and spent his leave time prospecting. He was either damned
lucky or damned good, discovering an extensive chromite deposit in South Africaand severd precious
gemstone veinsin Indochina He became wedlthy but didn't have timeto enjoy it. The Kaiser marched
into France and he was ordered to the Western Front to build fortifications.™

"So he didn't enter South America until after thewar.”

"No, in the summer of 1916, he stepped off the boat at Georgetown, in what was then British Guiana
It s;ems some hotshot in the British treasury got the bright idea of sending out expeditions around the
world to find and open gold mines to finance the war. Sigler was recdled from the front and ordered into
the South American interior.”

"Y ou think he knew the monk's story?" Pitt asked.

"Nothing in hisdiaries or papersindicates he ever believed in alogt city. The guy was no wild-eyed
treasure hunter. He was after raw minerals. Historic artifacts never interested him. Are you hungry,
Dirk?'

"Y es, cometo think of it. | was cheated out of dinner."



"We'relong past the dinner hour, but if we ask nice I'm sure the kitchen can rustle up some
appetizers.”

O'Mearagestured for the barmaid and after pleading his case persuaded her to serve them a platter of
shrimp with cocktail sauce.

"Hitsthe spot,” said Aitt.

"I could egt theselittle devilsdl day long," O'Mearaagreed. "Now, where were we?"

"Sigler was about to find La Dorada.”

"Oh, yes. After forming aparty of twenty men, mostly British soldiers, Sigler plunged into the
uncharted wilds. For months, nothing was heard of them. The British began to sense disaster and sent out
severd search parties, but none found atrace of the missing men. At last, nearly two yearslater, an
American expedition, surveying for arailroad, sumbled upon Sigler five hundred miles northeast of Rio
de Janeiro. He was done, the only survivor."

"Seemslike an incredible distance from British Guiana.™

"Almost two thousand miles from his jump-off point asthe crow flies"

"What kind of shapewas hein?'

"More dead than dive, according to the engineerswho found him. They carried Sigler to avillage that
had asmall hospital and sent off amessage to the nearest American consulate. A few weeks later arelief
party arrived from Rio."

"American or British?'

"An odd twist there," answered O'Meara. "The British consul ate claimed they were never notified of
Sigler'sregppearance. Gossip had it that the American consul generd himself showed up to question him.
Whatever happened, Sigler dropped from sight. The story is he escaped from the hospital and wandered
back into thejungle.

"Doesn't figure that he'd turn hisback on civilization after two years of hdll," said Aitt.

O'Meara shrugged. "Who can say?"

"Did Sigler give an account of his expedition before he disappeared?’

"Raved in delirium most of the time. Witnesses said afterward that he babbled about finding a huge city
surrounded by steep cliffs and overgrown by jungle. His description pretty much matched the Portuguese
monk's. He d so drew arough sketch of the golden woman that was saved by anurse and now liesin
Brazil'snationd library. | had alook at it while researching another project. Therea thing must bean
awesomesight.”

"Soit remainsburied in thejungle.”

"Ah, theréstherub,” sghed O'Meara. "Sigler clamed he and his men stole the statue and dragged it



twenty milesto ariver, fighting off the ZanonaIndiansthe whole trip. By the time they built araft, heaved
LaDoradaon board, and pushed off, there were only three of them |eft. Later one died of hisinjuries
and the other waslogt in astretch of rapids.”

Pitt was fascinated by what OMearawas telling him, but he was having a hard time keeping his eyes
open. "The obvious question is, where did Sigler stash the golden woman?”

"If 1 only knew," replied OMeara

"Didn't hegiveaclue?'

"The nurse thought he said the raft came gpart and the statue dropped into the river afew hundred
yards from where the surveyors party found him. But don't get your hopes up. He was muttering
nonsense. Treasure hunters have been dragging meta detectors up and down that river for years without

areading atick."

Pitt swirled theice cubes around inside his glass. He knew, he knew what happened to Ralph
Morehouse Sigler and La Dorada.

"The American consul generd,” Pitt said dowly, "hewasthe last person to see Sigler dive?!
"The puzzle gets cloudy at this point, but as near as anyone can tdll, the answer isyes."

"Let meseeif | canfill in the pieces. Thistook place in January and February of 1918. Right?”
O'Mearanodded, and then he gave Pitt a queer Stare.

"And the consul genera's name was Alfred Gottschalk, who died afew weeks later on the Cyclops.
Right?"

"Y ou know this?' said O'Meara, his eyes uncomprehending.

"Gottschalk probably heard of Sigler's mission through his counterpart at the British consulate. When
he received the message from the railroad surveyorsthat Sigler was dive, he kept the news to himself
and headed into the interior, hoping to interview the explorer and stedl ajump on the British by turning

over any vauableinformation to his own government. What he learned must have shattered any code of
ethicshe till retained. Gottschalk decided to grab the bonanzafor himsdlf.

"He found and raised the golden statue from the river and then transported it, along with Sigler, to Rio
de Janeiro. He covered histracks by buying off anyone who might talk about Sigler, and, if my guessis
correct, killing off the men who helped him recover the satue. Then, using hisinfluence with the Navy, he
smuggled them both on board the Cyclops. The ship waslost and the secret died with her."

O'Meards eyes deepened in curiousinterest. "Now that," he said, "you can't possibly know."

"Why e sewould LeBaron belooking for what he thought was La Dorada?'

"Y ou make agood case," O'Meara admitted. "But you left the door open to a moot question. Why
didn't Gottschak smply kill Sigler after he found the statue? Why keep the Englishman dive?!

"Elementary. The consul genera was consumed by gold fever. He wanted La Dorada and the emerald



city too. Sigler wasthe only person dive who could give him directions or lead him there.”
"| liketheway you think, Dirk. Y our wild-assed theory callsfor another drink."
"Too late, the bar's closed. | think they'd like usto leave so the help can get home to bed.”

O'Mearamimicked a crestfallen expression. "That's one nice thing about primitive living. No hours, no
curfew." Hetook afina swalow from hisglass. "Well, what are your plans?'

"Nothing complicated,” said Aitt, smiling. "I'm going to find the Cyclops.
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The President was an early riser, awakening at about 6 A.M. and exercising for thirty minutes before
showering and eating alight breskfast. In aritua going back to the days soon after his honeymaoon, he
gently eased out of bed and quietly dressed while hiswife dept on. She was anight person and could not
force hersdf to rise before 7:30.

He dipped on asweatsuit and then removed asmdll |eather briefcase from acloset in the adjoining
ditting room. After giving hiswife atender kiss on the cheek, he took the back stairway down to the
White House gym benegth the west terrace.

The spacious room, containing a variety of exercise equipment, was empty except for athick-bodied
man who lay on his back bench pressng a set of weights. With each lift he grunted like awoman in
childbirth. The swesat beaded from around head that sprouted athick mat of ivory hair styled in ashort
crewcut. The somach wasimmense and hairy, the arms and legs protruding like heavy treelimbs. He
had the look of acarniva wrestler long past his prime.

"Good morning, Ira" said the Presdent. "I'm glad you could makeit."

The fat man set the weight bar on apair of hooks above his head, rose from the bench, and squeezed
the President’s hand. "Good to seeyou, Vince."

The President smiled. No bowing, no scraping, no greeting of "Mr. President.” Tough, Soicd Ira
Hagen, he mused. The gritty old undercover agent never gave an inch to anybody.

"l hopeyou don't mind mesting likethis."



Hagen uttered a coarse laugh that echoed off the gym walls. "I've been briefed in worse places.”

"How'sthe restaurant business?'

" Showing anice profit snce we switched from continental gourmet to downhome American food.
Food costs were egting us alive. Twenty entrees with expensive sauces and herbs didn't cut it. So now
we specidize in only five menu items the higher-class restaurants don't serve-- ham, chicken, fish
casserole, stew, and meatloaf.”

"Y ou may have something,” said the President. "1 haven't bitten into a good mestloaf sincel wasa
kid."

"Our customers go for it, especially since we retained the fancy service and intimate atmosphere. My
waitersal wear tuxedos, candles on tables, stylish settings, food presented in a continental manner. And
the best part isthe diners egt faster, so there's a quicker turnover on tables.”

"And you're breaking even on the food while taking a profit on the booze and wine, right?'

Hagen laughed again. "Vince, you're okay. | don't care what the news media say about you. When
you're an old has-been politician look me up, and well open achain of beaneriestogether.”

"Do you misscrimind invedtigetion, Ira?'
"Sometimes”

"Y ou were the best undercover operative the justice Department ever had,” the President said, "until
Marthadied.”

"Gathering evidence on dimefor the government didn't seem to matter anymore. Besides, | had three
daughtersto raise, and the demands of the job kept me away from home for weeks at atime.”

"Thegirlsdoing dl right?

"Jugt fine. Asyou well know, dl three of your nieces have happy marriages and presented me with five
grandchildren.”

"A pity Martha couldn't have seen them. Of my four sisters and two brothers, she was my favorite.”

"Y ou didn't fly me herefrom Denver on an Air Force jet just to talk old times" said Hagen. "What's
going down?"

"Haveyou lost your touch?"

"Have you forgotten how to ride abicycle?'

It wasthe President's turn to laugh. "Ask astupid question. . ."

"The reflexes are amite dower, but the gray matter ill turnsat ahundred percent.”

The President tossed him the briefcase. "Digest thiswhile | hike a couple of miles on the treadmill.”



Hagen wiped his swesting brow with atowe and sat on agationary bicycle, hisbulk threatening to
bend the frame. He opened the leather case and didn't look up from reading the contents until the
Presdent had walked 1.6 miles.

"What do you think?" the President asked findly.

Hagen shrugged, still reading. "Make agreat pilot for aTV show. Closet funding, animpenetrable
security vell, covert activity on an immense scale, an undetected moon base. The stuff H. G. Wellswould
haveloved."

"Doyoufigureit'sahoax?

"Let'ssay | want to believeit. What flag-waving taxpayer wouldn't? Makes our intelligence community
look like deaf and blind mutants. But if it isahoax, wheresthe motive?!

"Other than a grand scheme to defraud the government, | can't think of any.”
"Let mefinishreading. Thislagt fileisin longhand.”

"My recollection of what was said on the golf course. Sorry about the chicken scratch, but | never
learned to type.”

Hagen stared at him questioningly. ™Y ou've told no one about this, not even your security council?”

"Perhaps I'm paranoid, but this "Joe' character dipped through my Secret Service cordon like afox
through abarnyard. And he claimed members of the “inner core' were highly placed at NASA and the
Pentagon. It stands to reason they've a so penetrated the intelligence agencies and my White House staff
aswdl."

Hagen studied the President's report of the golf course meeting intently, going back occasionaly to
check the Jersey Colony file. Findly he hoisted his body off the bicycle and sat on abench, looking at the
President.

"This photo blowup of aman ditting next to you in agolf cart. Isthat Joe?"
"Y es. When returning to the clubhouse, | spotted a reporter from the Washington Post who had been
photographing my golf game through atelescopic lens. | asked him to do me afavor and send an

enlargement over to the White House so | could autograph it for my caddy."”

"Good thinking." Hagen peered closdly at the picture and then set it aside. "What do you want meto
do, Vince?'

"Dig out the names of the “inner core.

"Nothing ese? No information or evidence on the Jersey Colony project?’

"When | know who they are," the Presdent said in adead voice, "they'll be rounded up and
interrogated. Then welll see how deep their tentacles reach.”



"If you want my opinion, I'd pin ameda on every one of those guys."

"I may just do that," the President replied with acold amile. "But not before | stop them from kicking
off abloody battle for the moon."

"Soit adds up to apresidentid cutout Situation. Y ou can't trust anyonein normd intelligencecircles
and you're hiring meto beyour private fild intelligence agent.”

llYall

"What's my deedline?

"The Russian spacecraft is set to land on the moon nine days from now. | need every hour | can stedl
to prevent afight between their cosmonauts and our moon colonists that might spread into a space
conflict that none of us could stop. The “inner core' must be convinced to back off. I've got to have them
under wraps, Ira, at least twenty-four hours before the Russians touch down.”

"Eight daysisn't much to find nine men.”

The President gave a hdpless shrug. "Nothing comes easy."

"A certificate saying I'm your brother-in-law won't be enough to pass me through legd and
bureaucratic roadblocks. I'll require aconcrete cover.”

"I leaveit to you to create one. An Alpha Two clearance should get you through most doors.”

"Not bad,” said Hagen. "The Vice President only carriesa Three."

"I'll give you the number of a safe phone line. Report to me day or night. Understood?’

"Understood."

"Quedtions?"

"Raymond LeBaron, dead or dive?"

"Undecided. The wife refused to identify the body found in the blimp as his. She wasright. | asked the
FBI director, Sam Emmett, to take possession of the remains from Dade County, Florida. They're over
at Walter Reed Army Hospital now, undergoing examination.”

"Can | see the county coroner's report?’

The President shook his head in wonderment. Y ou never missatrick, do you, Ira?"

"Obvioudy there had to be one.”

"I'll seeyou get acopy.”

"And thelab results at Walter Reed.”



"Thet too."

Hagen stuffed the files back into the briefcase, but left out the photo from the golf course. He studied
theimagesfor perhaps the fourth time. ™Y ou redlize, of course, Raymond LeBaron may never be found.”

"I've consdered that possibility.”

"Ninelittle Indians. And then there were eight. . . make that seven.”

"Seven?'

Hagen held up the photo in front of the President's eyes. "Don't you recognize him?"

"Frankly, no. But he did say we knew each other many years ago.” "Our high school basebd| team.
Y ou played firgt base. | was|eft field and Leonard Hudson caught.”

"Hudson!" The President gasped increduloudy. "Joeis Leo Hudson. But Leo was afat kid. Weighed
at least two hundred pounds.”

"He became a hedlth nut. Logt sixty pounds and ran marathons. Y ou were never sentimental about the
old gang. | il keep track of them. Don't you remember? Leo was the school brain. Won al sorts of
awardsfor his science projects. Later he graduated with honors at Stanford and became director of the
Harvey Pattenden Nationa Physics Laboratory in Oregon. Invented and pioneered rocket and space
systems before anyone else was working in thefield.”

"Bring himin, Ira. Hudson isthe key to the others™

"Il need ashovd."

"Y ou saying he's buried?'

"Likein dead and buried.”

"When?'

"Back in 1965. A light-plane crash in the ColumbiaRiver."

"Thenwho is Joe?'

"Leonard Hudson."

"But you sad--"

"His body was never found. Convenient, huh?"

"He faked his degth,” the Presdent said asif beholding areveation. "The son of abitch faked his
death so he could go underground to ramrod the Jersey Colony project.”

"A brilliant ideawhen you think about it. No one to answer to. No way he could betiedto a



clandestine program. Disguise himself as any character who could be used to his advantage. A nonperson
can accomplish far more than the average taxpayer whose name, birthmarks, and nasty habits are stored
in athousand computers.”

There was aslence, then the President's grim voice"Find him, Ira. Find and bring Leonard Hudson to
me before dl hell bresksloose.”

Secretary of State Douglas Oates peered through his reading glasses at the last page of athirty-page
letter. He closaly examined the structure of each paragraph, trying to read between thelines. At last he
looked up at his deputy secretary, Victor Wykoff.

"Looks genuineto me."

"Our experts on the subject think so too," said Wykoff. " The semantics, the rambling flow, the
digointed sentences, dl fit the usua pattern.”

"No denying it soundslike Fide dl right,” Oates said quietly. "However, it'sthe tone of the letter that
bothersme. Y ou dmost get the impression he's begging.”

"I don't think s0. More like he'strying to stress utmost secrecy with ahealthy dose of urgency thrown

in
"The consequences of his proposal are staggering.”

"My daff has studied it from every angle," said Wykoff. "' Castro has nothing to gain from cregting a

"Y ou say hewent through devious lengths to get the document into our hands."

Wykoff nodded. "Crazy asit sounds, the two couriers, who delivered it to our fidd officein Miami,
claim they sneaked from Cubato the United States on board a blimp."

<<]12>>



The barren mountains and the shadowy ridges on the moon's craters legped out at Anastas Rykov as
he peered through the twin lenses of a stereoscope. Benegth the eyes of the Soviet geophysicist the
desolate lunar landscape unreged in three dimensions and vivid color. Taken from thirty-four miles up,
the detailswere strikingly sharp. Solitary pebbles, measuring less than one inch across, were visudly
digtinct.

Rykov lay face downward on apad, studying the photographic montage that dowly rolled benesth to
the stereoscope on two wide regls. The process was smilar to amotion picture director editing film, only
more comfortable. His hand rested on asmall control unit that could stop the reels and magnify whatever
areahewas scrutinizing.

The images had been received from sophisticated devices on a Russian spacecraft that had
circumnavigated the moon. Mirrorlike scannersreflected the lunar surface into aprism that broke it down
into spectrum wavelengths that were digitized into 263 different shades of gray, black beginning at 263
and fading to white at zero. Next, the spacecraft's computer converted them into aquiltwork of picture
elements on high-dengity tape. After the data was retrieved from the orbiting spacecraft, it was printed in
black-and-white on anegative by laser and filtered with blue, red, and green wavelengths. Then it was
computer enhanced in color on two continuous sheets of photographic paper that were overlapped for
stereoscopic interpretation.

Rykov raised his glasses and rubbed his bloodshot eyes. He glanced at hiswristwatch. It was 11:57
PM. Hed been andyzing the peaks and valleys of the moon with only afew catnapsfor nine days and
nights. He readjusted his glasses and ran both hands through a dense carpet of oily black hair, dully
redlizing he hadn't bathed or changed his clothes since beginning the project.

He shook away the exhaustion and dutifully returned to hiswork, examining asmadl areaon thefar
sde of the moon that was volcanic in origin. Only two inches of the photo roll remained beforeit
mysterioudy ended. He had not been informed by his superiors of the reason for the sudden cutoff, but
assumed it was amalfunction of the scanning gear.

The surface was pockmarked and wrinkled, like pimpled skin under a strong magnifying glass, and
appeared more beechnut brown than gray in color. The steady bombardment of meteorites through the
ages had |eft crater gouged on crater, scar crossing scar.

Rykov dmost missed it. His eyes detected an unnaturd oddity, but histired mind nearly ignored the
sgna. Wearily he backed the image and magnified a grid on the edge of a steep ridge soaring from the
floor of asmal crater. Threetiny objects cameinto crisp focus.

What he saw was unbelievable. Rykov pulled back from the stereoscope and took a deep bregth,
clearing the cregping fog from his brain. Then helooked again.

They were il there, but one object was arock. The other two were human figures.

Rykov was transfixed by what he saw. Then the shock set in and his hands began to tremble and his
stomach felt asthough it had been twisted in aknot. Shaken, he climbed off the pad, walked over to a
desk, and opened asmdll booklet containing private phone numbers of the Soviet Military Space
Command. He misdiaed twice before he connected with the correct number.

A voice durred from vodka answered. "What isit?"



"Geneard Maxim Y asenin?”'
"Yes, who'sthis?'
"Weve never met. My nameis Anastas Rykov. I'm ageophysicist on the Cosmos Lunar Project.”

The commander of Soviet military space missions made no attempt to hide hisirritation over Rykov's
intruson on hisprivacy. "Why in hdl are you cdling methistime of night?'

Rykov fully redized he was overstepping his bounds, but he didn't hesitate. "While andyzing pictures

taken by Sdlenos 4, 1've ssumbled on something that defies bief. | thought you should befirst to be
informed.”

"Areyou drunk, Rykov?'
"No, Generd. Tired but Siberian sober.”

"Unlessyou are acomplete fool, you must know you are in degp trouble for going over the heads of
your superiors.”

"Thisistoo important to share with anyone benesth your level of authority.”

"Seep onit and you won't be o brash in the morning,” said Y asenin. "I'll do you afavor and forget the
whole matter. Goodnight.”

"Wait!" Rykov demanded, throwing caution aside. "If you dismissmy cdl, | will have no choice but to
turn my discovery over to Vladimir Polevoi.”

Rykov's statement was greeted by anicy slence. Finaly Y asenin said, "What makes you think the
chief of state security would listen to acrazy man?”

"When he checked my dossier, he would find | am arespected party member and ascientis who is
far from lunacy.”

"Oh?" Yasenin asked, hisirritation turning to curiosity. He decided to pin Rykov down. "All right. I'll
hear you out. What's so vita to the interest of Mother Russiathat it can't go through prescribed
channels?'

Rykov spoke very camly. "I have proof that someoneis on the moon.”

Forty-five minuteslater, Genera Y asenin strode into the photo andysis|aboratory of the Geophysical
Space Center. Big, beefy, and red of face, he wore arumpled uniform that was ablaze with decorations.
The hair was smoke-gray, the eyes steady and hard. He walked quietly, his head thrust out asif staking

aprey.

"Y ou Rykov?' he asked without prelude.



"Yes" Rykov sad smply but firmly.

They stared a each other amoment, neither making any attempt at shaking hands. Findly, Rykov
cleared his throat and motioned toward the stereoscope.

"Thisway, Generd," he said. "Please lie prone on the leather cushion and look through the eyepiece.”
AsY asenin positioned himsef over the photo montage he asked, "What am | searching for?"
"Focusonthesmall areal'vecircled,” replied Rykov.

The generd adjusted the lensesto his vision and peered downward, hisface impassive. After afull
minute, he looked up strangely, then bent over the stereoscope again. At last he dowly rose and stared at
Rykov, eyes stark in open astonishment.

"Thisis not aphotographic trick?" he asked dumbly.

"No, Generd. What you seeisred. Two human forms, wearing encapsul ated suits, are aming some
sort of device at Selenos4."

Y asenin's mind could not accept what his eyes saw to betrue. "It's not impossible. Where do they
comefrom?'

Rykov shrugged helplesdy. "I don't know. If they're not United States astronauits, they can only be
diens”

"l do not believein supernaturd fairy tales.”

"But how could the Americans launch men to the moon without the event leaking to the world news
mediaor our intelligence people?’

" Suppose they |eft men behind and stockpiled material during the Apollo program. Such an effort
might be possble”

"Their last known lunar landing was by Apollo 17in 1972, Rykov recalled. "No human could survive
the harsh lunar conditions for seventeen years without being resupplied.”

"l canthink of no oneese" Yasenin ingsted.

He returned to the stereoscope and intently studied the human forms standing in the crater. The sun's
glare was coming from the right, throwing their shadowsto the left. Their suits were white, and he could
make out the dark green viewports on the hemets. They were of adesign unfamiliar to him. Yasenin
could clearly distinguish footprints leading into a pitch-black shadow cast by the crater'srim.

"I know what you're looking for, Generd," said Rykov, "but I've already examined the landscape on
thefloor of the crater and cannot find any sign of their spacecraft.”

"Perhaps they climbed down from the top?"

"That's a sheer drop of over athousand feet."



"I'm at alossto explain any of this" Y asenin admitted quietly.

"Please look closaly at the device they're both holding and pointing at Selenos 4. It seemsto bealarge
camerawith an extremely long telephoto lens.™

"No," said Yasenin. "You're treading in my territory now. Not acamera but aweapon.”

"A lasx?'

"Nothing so advanced. Strikes me as ahand-held surface-to-air missile system of American
manufacture. A Lariat type 40, | should say. Homesin with a guidance beam, ten-mile range on earth,
probably much more in the moon's rarefied atmosphere. Became operationa with NATO forces about

Sx years ago. So much for your aien theory."

Rykov was awed. "Every ounce of weight is preciousin space flight. Why carry something so heavy
and usdless as arocket launcher?”

"The men in the crater found a purpose. They used it againgt Sdlenos4."

Rykov thought amoment. "That would explain why the scanners stopped operating aminute later.
They were damaged

"By ahit fromarocket,” Y asenin finished.

"We were fortunate the scannersfindly relayed the digitized data beforeit crashed.”
"A pity the crew were not so lucky.”

Rykov stared at the general, not sure held heard right. " Selenos 4 was unmanned.”

Y asenin pulled adim gold case from his coat, selected acigarette, and lit it with alighter embedded in
the top. Then he did the case back into a breast pocket.

"Yes, of course, Selenos 4 was unmanned.”

"But you sad

Y asenin smiled coldly. "'l said nothing.”

The message was clear. Rykov vaued his position too much to pursue the subject. He smply nodded.
"Do you wish areport on what we've seen here tonight?' Rykov asked.

"The origind, no copies, on my desk by ten o'clock tomorrow. And, Rykov, consider this a state
secret of the highest priority.”

"I will confidein no one but you, Genera."
"Good man. There may be party honor in thisfor you.”

Rykov wasn't going to hold his breath waiting for the award, yet he could not suppressaglow of pride



in hiswork.

Y asenin returned to the stereoscope, drawn to the image of the intruders on the moon. " So the fabled
gar wars have begun,” he murmured to himsdlf. " And the Americans have launched the first blow."

<<13>>

Pitt rgjected any thought of lunch, and opened one of several granolabars he kept in his desk.
Fumbling with the wrapper, held over awastebasket to catch the crumbs, he kept his concentration
locked on alarge nautical chart spread across the desk. The chart's tendency to curl was held down by a
memo pad and two books on historic shipwrecks that were opened to chapters on the Cyclops. The
chart covered alarge area of the Old Bahama Channdl, flanked on the south by the Archipelago de
Camaguey, agroup of scattered idands off the coast of Cuba, and the shallow waters of the Great
Bahama Bank to the north. The upper left corner of the chart took in the Cay Sal Bank, whose
southeagtern tip included the AnguillaCays.

He sat back and took a bite out of the granola bar. Then he bent over the chart again, sharpened a
pencil, and picked up apair of dividers. Setting the needle tips of the dividers on the scae printed on the
bottom of the chart, he measured off twenty nautical miles and carefully marked the distance from thetip
of the Anguilla Cayswith apenciled dot. Next, he described ashort arc another fifty milesto the
southeast. He labeled the top dot Crogan Castle and the lower arc Cyclops with a question mark.

Somewhere above the arc iswhere the Cyclops sank, he reasoned. A logica assumption given the
fact of the lumber freighter's position at the time of her distress signd and the Cyclops distance as given

in her reply.
The only problem was that Raymond LeBaron's piece of the puzzle didn't fit.

From his experience in searching for shipwrecks, Pitt was convinced LeBaron had performed the
same exercise ahundred times, only delving deeper into currents, known weether conditions at thetime
of theloss, and the projected speed of the Navy collier. But one conclusion always came out the same.
The Cyclops should have gone down in the middle of the channdl under 260 fathoms of water, over
1,500 feet to the bottom. Far too deep to be visible to anything other than afish.

Pitt relaxed in his chair and stared at the markings on the chart. Unless LeBaron dredged up
information nobody e se knew about, what was he searching for? Certainly not the Cyclops, and certainly
not from ablimp. A sde-scan survey from asurface craft or a degpdiving submersible would have been



better suited for thejob.

In addition, the prime search areawas only twenty miles off Cuba. Hardly acomfortable placeto
cruise around in adow-flying gas bag. Castro's gunboats would have declared open season on such an

easy target.

Hewas sitting lost in contempl ation, nibbling on the granola bar, trying to see a probability in Raymond
LeBaron's scheme that he had missed, when his desk spesker begped. He pressed the Talk switch.

IIYS?I

"Sandecker. Can you come up to my office?’

"FHveminutes Admird."

"Try for two."

Admiral James Sandecker was the director of the National Underwater and Marine Agency. A manin
his latefifties, he was of short stature, hisbody thin and stringy but hard as armor plating. The straight hair
and Vandyke beard were blaze red. A fitness freak, he adhered to a strict exercise regimen. His nava
career was distinguished more by hard-nosed efficiency than sea combat tactics. And though he wasn't
popular in Washington socid circles, politicians respected him for hisintegrity and organizationa ability.

The admird greeted Aitt's entry into his office with nothing more than a curt nod, then gestured to a
woman ditting in aleather chair across the room.

"Dirk, | understand you've met Mrs. Jessie LeBaron.”

She looked up and smiled, but it was an ingratiating smile. Fitt bowed dightly and pressed her hand.
"Sorry," he said indifferently. "1'd rather forget | know Mrs. LeBaron.”

Sandecker's eyebrows pinched together. "Am | missng something?"

"My fault,” said Jessie, staring into Fitt's eyes but seeing only greenice. "'l was very rudeto Mr. Fitt
last night. | hope he accepts my apology and forgives my bad manners.”

"Y ou needn't act so formal, Mrs. LeBaron. Sincewe're old pas, | won't throw atantrum if you cal me
Dirk. Asto forgiving you, how much isit going to cost me?"

"My intent wasto hireyou," shereplied, ignoring the gibe.
He gave Sandecker abemused look. "Strange, | had thisfunny idea | worked for NUMA."

"Admira Sandecker has kindly consented to release you for afew days, providing, of course, you're
agreeable,”" she added.

"To dowhat?'

"Tolook for my husband.”



"Noded."

"May | ask why?'

"I have other projects.”

"Y ou won't work for me because I'm awoman. Isthat it?'

"Sex has no bearing on my decision. Let'sjust say | don't work for someone | can't respect.”

Therewas an embarrassed silence. Pitt looked at the admiral. The lipswere turned down in agrimace,
but the eyesfairly twinkled. The old bastard was enjoying this, he thought.

"Y ouve migudged me, Dirk." Jessiesface was flushed in confusion, but her eyeswere hard ascrystd.

"Please.” Sandecker raised both hands. "Let's call atruce. | suggest you two get together some
evening and haveit out over dinner.”

Pitt and Jessie stared at each other for along moment. Then Fitt's mouth dowly spread in awide
infectiousamile. "I'mwilling, providing | pay."

Despite hersdlf Jessie had to smiletoo. "Allow me some sdlf-respect. Let's split the bill?!
"Done"

"Now we can get on with the business at hand,” Sandecker said in his no-nonsense way. "Before you
arrived, Dirk, we were discussing theories on Mr. LeBaron's disappearance.”

Pitt looked at Jessie. "Thereisno doubt in your mind that the bodies in the blimp were not those of
Mr. LeBaron and hiscrew?’

Jessie shook her head. "None."
"I saw them. Therewasn't much |eft to identify.”

"The corpse lying in the morgue was more muscular than Raymond,” explained Jessie. "Also, hed
been wearing an imitation of a Cartier wristwatch. One of those chegp replicas madein Tawan. I'd given
my husband an expengve origind on our first anniversary.”

"I've made afew callson my own," added Sandecker. "The Miami coroner backed Jessie'sjudgment.
Physical characteristics of the bodiesin the morgue didn't match the three men who took off in the

Prosperteer.”

Pitt looked from Sandecker to Jessie LeBaron, redlizing he was getting involved in something he had
wished to avoid-- the emotiond entanglements complicating any project that depended on solid research,
practical engineering, and razor-sharp organization.

"Bodies and clothes switched,” said Aitt. "Persond jewelry replaced with fakes. Any thoughtson a
motive, Mrs. LeBaron?"

"] don't know what to think."



"Did you know that between the time the blimp vanished and when it regppeared in Key Biscayne the
gas bagsingde the hull would have had to be reinflated with helium?’

She opened her purse, took out aKleenex, and daintily dabbed at her nose, to give her something to
do with her hands. " After the police released the Prosperteer, my husband's crew chief ingpected every
inch of her. | have hisreport, if you careto seeit. You're very perceptive. He found that the gas bags had
been refilled. Not with helium, but with hydrogen.”

Aitt looked up in surprise. "Hydrogen? That hasn't been used in airships since the Hindenburg burned.”

"Not to worry,” said Sandecker. "The Prosperteer's gas bags have been refilled with helium.”

"So what's going down?" Pitt asked cautioudly.

Sandecker gave him ahard look. "I hear you want to go after the Cyclops.”

"It'sno secret," answered Pitt.

"You'd haveto do it on your own time without NUMA personnd and equipment. Congresswould est
mediveif they learned | sanctioned atreasure hunt with government funds.”

"I'm aware of that."
"Will you listen to another proposa?"
“I'll ligten."

"I'm not going to hand you alot of double-talk about doing me agrest service by keeping this
conversation to yoursdlf. If it getsout | go down the drain, but that's my problem. True?'

"If you say S0, yes."

"Y ou were scheduled to direct asurvey of the seafloor in the Bering Sea off the Aleutians next month.
I'll bring in Jack Harris from the deep-ocean mining project to replace you. To head off any questions or
later investigations or bureaucratic wrongdoing, well sever your connections with NUMA. As of now,
you're on leave of absence until you find Raymond LeBaron.”

"Find Raymond LeBaron," Pitt repeated sarcasticaly. "A piece of cake. Thetrail istwo weeks cold
and getting colder by the hour. No motive, no leads, not one clue to why he vanished, who did it, and
how. Impossibleis an understatement.”

"Will you at least giveit atry?' asked Sandecker.

Pitt stared at the teakwood planking that made up the floor of the admird's office, hiseyesseeing a
tropica seatwo thousand miles away. He didiked becoming linked with ariddle without being ableto
caculate at the very least an approximate solution. He knew Sandecker knew that he would accept the
chalenge. Chasing after an unknown over the next horizon was alure Fitt could never ress.

"If | takethison, I'd need NUMA's best scientific team to man afirst-rate research vessd. The
resources and political clout to back me up. Military support in case of trouble.”



"Dirk, my handsaretied. | can offer you nothing."
"What?'

"Y ou heard me. The Situation requires the search be conducted as quietly as possible. You'll haveto
make do without any help from NUMA."

"Have you got both oarsin thewater?' Pitt demanded. ™Y ou expect me, one man working aone, to
accomplish what haf the Navy, Air Force, and Coast Guard failed to do? Why, hell, they couldn't find a
one-hundred-and-fifty-foot airship until it showed up on itsown. What am | supposed to use, adowser
and acanoe?'

"Theidea," Sandecker explained patiently, "isto fly LeBaron'slast known course in the Prosperteer.”

Aitt dowly sank into an office sofa. "Thisisthe craziest scheme I've ever heard," he said, unbdlieving.
Heturned to Jessie. "Do you go dong with this?*

"I'll do whatever it takesto find my husband,” she said evenly.

"A cuckoo'snest," Pitt said gravely. He stood and began to pace the room, clasping and unclasping his
hands. "Why the secrecy? Y our hushand was an important man, a celebrity, aconfidant of therich and
famous, closdy connected with high government officids, afinancid guru to executives of mgor
corporations. Why in God's name am | the only man in the country who can search for him?”

"Dirk," Sandecker said softly. "Raymond LeBaron'sfinancia empire touches hundreds of thousands of
people. Right now, it's hanging in limbo because he's ill among the missing. It can't be proven whether
he'salive or dead. The government has caled off any further hunt, because over five million dollars have
been spent by military search and rescue teams without a sghting, without ahint of where he might have
disappeared. Budget-conscious congressmen will howl for scalpsif more government money is spent on
another fruitlesseffort.”

"What about the private sector and LeBaron's own business associates?'

"Many business|eaders respected LeBaron, but at one time or another most of them were burned by
himin hiseditorias. They won't spend adime or go out of their way to look for him. Asto the men
around him, they have more to gain by hisdesth.”

"So does Jessie here," said Fitt, gazing at her.

She amiled thinly. "I can't deny it. But the bulk of his estate goesto charities and other family members.
| do, however, recelve a substantial inheritance.”

"Y ou must own ayacht, Mrs. LeBaron. Why don't you assemble your own crew of investigators and
look for your husband?'

"There are reasons, Dirk, why | can't conduct alarge publicized effort. Reasons you needn't know.
The admira and | think thereisachance, avery dight chance, that three people can quietly retrace the
flight of the Prosperteer under the same conditions and discover what happened to Raymond.”

"Why bother?' asked Fitt. "All idands and reefs within the blimp's fuel range were covered by the



initid search. I'd only be covering the sametrail "

"They might have missed something.”

"Like maybe Cuba?'

Sandecker shook his head. "' Castro would have claimed LeBaron overflew Cuban territory under
ingtructions from the CIA and flaunted the blimp's capture to the world. No, there has to be another
answver."

Pitt walked over to the corner windows and gazed longingly down at afleet of small sailboats that
were holding aregattaon the Anacostia River. The white sails gleamed againgt the dark green water as
they raced toward the buoy markers.

"How do we know where to concentrate?' he asked without turning. "We're looking at asearch grid
aslarge as athousand square miles. It would take weeks to cover it properly.”

"I have dl my husband's records and charts," said Jesse.
"Heleft them behind?"
"No, they werefound in the blimp."

Aitt slently watched the sailboats, his arms crossed in front of him. Hetried to probe the motives,
penetrate theintrigue, lay out the safeguards. He tried to segregate each into an orderly niche.

"When do we go?' he asked findly.

"Sunrise tomorrow morning,” Sandecker replied.

"Y ou both il insist | lead the fishing expedition?”

"Wedo," Jessesad flatly.

"l want two old hands for my crew. They're both on NUMAs payroll. Either | get them or I'll walk.”

Sandecker's face clouded. "I've dready explained=

"Y ou've got the moon, Admira, and you're asking for Mars. Weve been friends long enough for you
to know | don't operate on a halfassed basis. Put the two men | need on leaves of absencetoo. | don't

carehow you doit."

Sandecker wasn't angry, wasn't even annoyed. If there was one man in the country who could pull off
the unthinkable, it was Pitt. The admira had no more cardsto play, so he folded.

"All right," hesaid quietly. "Y ou've got them."
"Therésone morething.”

"Which is?' Sandecker demanded.



PFitt turned around with ableak smile. His gaze went from Jessie to the admiral. Then he shrugged and
sad, "lI've never flown ablimp.”

<<14>>

"Appearsto me you're making an end run behind my back," said Sam Emmett, the outspoken chief of
the Federal Bureau of Investigation.

The President looked across his desk in the Ova Office and smiled benignly. ™Y ou're absolutely right,
Sam. I'm doing exactly that."

"I giveyou credit for laying it on theline"

"Don't get upset, Sam. Thisin no way reflects any displeasure with you or the FBI."

"Thenwhy can't you tdl mewhat thisisdl about?' Emmett asked, holding hisindignation in check.
"Inthefird place, it's primarily aforeign affairs matter.”

"Has Martin Brogan at CIA been consulted?

"Martin has not been called in. Y ou have my word on it."

"And in the second place?'

The President was not about to be pushed. "That's my business.”

Emmett stiffened. "If the President wishes my resgnation--"

"l don't wish anything of the sort," the President cut in. Y ou're the ablest and best-qualified man to
head up the bureau. Y ou've done a magnificent job, and I've aways been one of your biggest boosters.
However, if you want to pick up your marbles and go home because you think your vanity has been
dented, then go right ahead. Prove me wrong about you."

"But if you don't trust=



"Wait just adamned minute, Sam. Let's not say anything well be sorry about tomorrow. I'm not
questioning your loyalty or integrity. No oneis stabbing you in the back. We aren't talking crime or
espionage. Thismatter doesn't directly concern the FBI or any of the intelligence agencies. The bottom
lineisthat it'syou who hasto trust me, at least for the next week. Will you do that?"

Emmett's ego was temporarily soothed. He shrugged and then relented. Y ou win, Mr. President.
Status quo. I'll follow your lead.”

The President sghed heavily. "I promise | won't let you down, Sam.”
"| appreciate that.”
"Good. Now let's start at the beginning. What have you got on the dead bodies from Forida?"

The tight uneasiness went out of Emmett's expression, and he noticeably relaxed. He opened his
attaché case and handed the President aleather-bound folder.

"Hereisadetailed report from the Walter Reed pathology |ab. Their examination was most helpful in
giving usalead for identification.”

The President looked a himin surprise. "Y ou identified them?"

"It wasthe andysis of the borscht paste that opened the door.”

"Borscht what?"

"Y ou recall that the Dade County coroner fixed deeth by hypothermia, or freezing?*
"Wes"

Yes"

"Wadl, borscht paste is agod-awful food supplement given to Russian cosmonauts. The ssomachs of
the three corpses were |oaded with the stuff."

"Y ou'retelling me that Raymond LeBaron and his crew were exchanged for three dead Soviet
cosmonauts?'

Emmett nodded. "We were even able to put aname on them through a defector, aformer flight
surgeon with the Russian space program. He'd examined each of them on severa occasions.”

"When did he defect?"

"He came over to our Sdein August of '87."

"A little over two years ago."

"That's correct,” Emmett acknowledged. "The names of the cosmonauts found in LeBaron's blimp are

Sergel Zochenko, Alexander Y udenich, and Ivan Ronsky. Y udenich was arookie, but Zochenko and
Ronsky were both veterans with two space flights apiece.”



"I'd give my next year's sdlary to know how they cameto beinsde that damned blimp.”

"Regrettably, we turned up nothing concerning that part of the mystery. At the moment, the only
Russians circling the earth are four cosmonauts on board the Salyut 9 space station. But the NASA
people, who are monitoring the flight, say they'redl in good hedlth.”

The President nodded. " So that eiminates any Soviet cosmonaut on a space flight and leaves only
those on the ground.”

"That'sthe odd twist," Emmett continued. "According to the forensic pathology people a Walter
Reed, the three men they examined probably froze to desth while in space.”

The President's eyebrows raised. "Can they proveit?"

"No, but they say severa factors point in that direction, starting with the borscht paste and the analysis
of other condensed foods the Soviets are known to consume during space travel. Also evident were
physiologica signsthe men had breathed air of ahigh oxygen congtant and spent consderabletimeina
weightless environment.”

"Wouldn't be thefirgt time the Soviets have launched men into space and failed to retrieve them. They
could have been up therefor years, and fell to earth only afew weeks ago after their orbit decayed.”

"I'm only aware of two instances where the Soviets suffered fataities" said Emmett. "The cosmonaut
whose craft became tangled in the shrouds of itsreentry parachute and dammed into Siberiaat five
hundred miles an hour. And the three Soyuz crewmen who died after afaulty hatch leaked away their

oxygen."

"The disasters they couldn't cover up,” said the President. "The CIA hasrecorded at least thirty
cosmonaut deaths since the beginning of their space missions. Nine of them are dtill up there, drifting
around in space. We can't advertise the fact on our end because it would jeopardize our intelligence
sources.”

"We-know-but-they-don't-know-we-know kind of affair.”

"Precisdy.”

"Which brings us back to the three cosmonauts we've got lying here in Washington,” said Emmett,
clutching his briefcase on hislap.

"And a hundred questions, beginning with, Where did they come from?"

"I did some checking with the Aerospace Defense Command Center. Their technicians say the only
gpacecraft the Russans have sent aoft large enough to support amanned crew-- besides their orbiting
station shuttles- were the Sdenos lunar probes.”

At theword "lunar" something clicked in the President's mind. "What about the Selenos probes?”

"Three went up and none came back. The Defense Command boys thought it highly unusud for the
Sovietsto screw-up three timesin arow on smple moon orbiting flights.”



"Y ou think they were manned?"

"l doindeed,” said Emmett. "The Sovietswallow in deception. Asyou suggested, they dmost never
admit to aspace failure. And keeping the buildup for their coming moon landing clouded in secrecy was
drictly routine.”

"Okay, if we accept the theory the three bodies came from one of the Selenos spacecraft, where did it
land? Certainly not through their normal reentry path over the steppes of Kazakhstan.”

"My guessis somewherein or around Cuba."

"Cuba." The Presdent dowly rolled the two syllablesfrom hislips. Then he shook hishead. "The
Russanswould never dlow their national heroes, living or dead, to be used for somekind of crazy
intelligence scheme.”

"Maybe they don't know"

The President looked at Emmett. "Don't know?'

"Let's say for the sake of argument that their spacecraft had amalfunction and fell in or near Cuba
during reentry. About the same time, Raymond LeBaron and his blimp show up searching for atreasure
ship and are captured. Then, for some unfathomable reason, the Cubans switch the cosmonauts bodies
for LeBaron and his crew and send the blimp back to Florida."

"Do you have any idea how ridiculous that sounds?’

Emmett laughed. "Of course, but considering the known facts, it's the best | can come up with."

The President leaned back and stared at the ornate celling. "Y ou know, you just might have struck a
van."

A quizzical look crossed Emmett'sface. "How so?"
"Try thison for Size. Suppose, just suppose, Fidel Castro istrying to tell us something.”
"He picked astrange way to send out asignd.”

The President picked up apen and began doodling on apad. "Fidel has never been astickler for
diplomatic niceties.”

"Do you want meto continue the investigation?' Emmett asked.
"No," the President answered tersely.
"You ill ingst on keeping the bureau in the dark?!

"Thisisnot adomestic matter for the justice Department, Sam. I'm grateful for your help, but you've
taken it about asfar asyou can go."

Emmett snapped his attaché case shut and rose to hisfeet. "Can | ask atouchy question?”



"Shoot."

"Now that we've established alink, regardiess of how week, to a possible abduction of Raymond
LeBaron by the Cubans, why isthe

President of the United States keeping it to himsdlf and forbidding hisinvestigative agenciesto follow
up?'

"A good question, Sam. Perhapsin afew dayswell both know the answer.”

Moments after Emmett |eft the Ova Office, the President turned in hisswivel chair and stared out the
window. His mouth went dry and sweat soaked his armpits. He was gripped by foreboding that there
was atie between the Jersey Colony and the Soviet lunar probe disasters.

<<15>>

IraHagen stopped hisrental car at the security gate and displayed agovernment ID card. The guard
made a phone call to the visitors center of the Harvey Pattenden Nationa Physics Laboratory, then
waved Hagen through.

He drove up the drive and found an empty space in asprawling parking lot crowded by a sea of
multicolored cars. The grounds surrounding the |aboratory were landscaped with clusters of pinetrees
and moss rock planted amid rolling mounds of grass. The building wastypica of tech centersthat had

mushroomed around the country. Contemporary architecture with heavy use of bronze glass and brick
walls curving a the corners.

An attractive receptionist, sitting behind a horseshoe-shaped desk, looked up and smiled as he walked
through thelobby. "May | hdp you?"

"Thomas judge to see Dr. Mooney."

She went through the phone routine again and nodded. "Y es, Mr. Judge. Please enter the security
center to my rear. They'll direct you from there."

"Beforel goin, can | borrow your men'sroom?’

"Certainly," she said, pointing. "The door on the right beneath the murd.”



Hagen thanked her and passed under amassive painting of afuturistic starship soaring between apair
of spectra blue-green planets. He went into astal, closed the door, and sat down on the toilet. Opening
abriefcase, he removed ayelow lega pad and turned to the middie. Then, writing on the upper back of
the page, he made a series of tiny cryptic notes and diagrams on the security systems held observed since
entering the building. A good undercover operative would never put anything down on paper, but Hagen
could afford to run fast and loose, knowing the President would bail him out if his cover was blown.

A few minuteslater he strolled out of the restroom and entered a glass-enclosed room manned by four
uniformed security guards, who eyebaled an array of twenty televison monitors mounted against one
wall. One of the guards rose from a console and approached the counter.

IIS' I?l

"I have an gppointment with Dr. Mooney."

The guard scanned avigitor list. "Yes, Sr, you must be Thomas Judge. May | see some identification,
please?!

Hagen showed him his driver's license and government 1D. Then he was politely asked to open the
briefcase. After acursory search the guard silently gestured for Hagen to closeit, asked himto signa
"timein and out” sheet, and gave him aplastic badge to clip on his breast pocket.

"Dr. Mooney's office is straight down the corridor through the double doors at the end.”

In the corridor, Hagen paused to put on his reading glasses and peer at two bronze plagues on the
wall. Each bore the raised profile of aman. One was dedicated to Dr. Harvey Pattenden, founder of the

laboratory, and gave a brief description of hisaccomplishmentsin thefield of physics. But it wasthe
other plaque that intriqued Hagen. It read:

In memory of

Dr. Leonard Hudson



1926-1965

Whose cregtive geniusisan

ingpiration for al who follow.

Not very origina, Hagen thought. But he had to give Hudson credit for playing the dead-man game
down to the last detall.

He entered the anteroom and smiled warmly at the secretary, ademure older woman in amannish
navy-blue suit. "Mr. Judge," she said, "please go right in. Dr. Mooney is expecting you."

"Thank YOU."

Earl J. Mooney was thirty-six, younger than Hagen had expected when he sudied afile on the
doctor's history. His background was surprisingly smilar to Hudson's-- same brilliant mind, same high
academic record, even the same university. A fat kid who went thin and became director of Pattenden
Lab. He stared through pine-green eyes under thunderous eyebrows and above a Pancho Villa
moustache. Dressed casudly in awhite sweater and blue jeans, he seemed remote from intellectua rigor.

He came from behind the desk, scattered with papers, notebooks, and empty Peps bottles, and
pumped Hagen's hand. " Sit down, Mr. Judge, and tell mewhat | can do for you."

Hagen lowered his bulk into a straight-back chair and said, "As| mentioned over the phone, I'm with
the Genera Accounting Office, and weve had alegidative request to review your accounting systems
and audit research funding expenditures.”

"Who was the legidator who made the request?’

"Senator Henry Katenbach.”

"I hope he doesn't think Pattenden Lab ismixed up in fraud,” said Mooney defensively.

"Not at dl. Y ou know the senator's reputation for smelling out misuse in government funding. His
witch-hunts make good publicity for his election campaign. Just between you and me, there're many of us
at GAO who wish heid fal through an open manhole and stop sending us out chasing moonbeams.

However, | must admit in dl fairnessto the senator, we have turned up discrepancies at other think
tanks."



Mooney was quick to correct him. "We prefer to think of oursalves asaresearch facility."”
"Of course. Anyway, we're making spot checks."
"Y ou must understand, our work hereis highly classified.”

"The design of nuclear rocketry and third-generation nuclear weapons whose power isfocused into
narrow radiation beamsthat travel at the speed of light and can destroy targets deep in space.”

Mooney looked & Hagen queerly. "Y ou're very well informed.”

Hagen shrugged it off. " A very genera description given to me by my superior. I'm an accountant,
Doctor, not aphysicist. My mind can't function in the abstract. | flunked high school calculus. Y our
secrets are safe. My job isto help see the taxpayer gets his money's worth out of government-funded
programs.”

"How can | help you?"'

"I'd liketo talk to your controller and adminigtration officids. Also, the staff that handlesthe financia
records. My auditing team will arrive from Washington in two weeks. I'd appreciate it if we could set up
someplace out of your way, preferably close to where the records are kept."

"You'll have our fullest cooperation. Naturaly, | must have security clearancesfor you and your team.”

"Naurdly."

"I'll take you around personaly and introduce you to our controller and accounting staff.”

"Onemorething,” said Hagen. "Do you permit after-hours work?"

Mooney smiled. "Unlike nine-to-five office people, physicists and engineers have no set hours. Many
of uswork around the clock. I've often put in thirty hours at a stretch. It aso helpsto stagger the time on

our computers.”

"Would it be possiblefor meto do alittle preliminary checking from now until, say, about ten o'clock
thisevening?'

"l don't seewhy not," Mooney said agreeably. "We have an dl night cafeteria on the lower leve if you
want to grab abite. And a security guard is aways nearby to point out directions.”

"And keep me out of the secret areas.” Hagen laughed.
"I'm sure you're familiar with facility security.”

"True," Hagen admitted. "I'd bearich manif | had adimefor every hour | put in auditing different
departments of the Pentagon.”

"If you'll comethisway," said Mooney, heading for the door.

"Just out of curiogity,” Hagen said, remaining in hischair. "I've heard of Harvey Pattenden. He worked



with Robert Goddard, | believe.

"Y es, Dr. Pattenden invented severa of our early rocket engines.”

"But Leonard Hudson isunfamiliar to me."

"A pretty bright guy,” said Mooney. "He paved the way by design engineering most of our spacecraft
years before they were actudly built and sent doft. If he hadn't died in his prime, theré's no telling what
he might have achieved.”

"How did hedie?'

"Light-plane crash. He wasflying to aseminar in Sesttle with Dr. Gunnar Eriksen when their plane
exploded in midair and dropped into the ColumbiaRiver."

"Who was Eriksen?'

"A heavy thinker. Perhaps the most brilliant astrophysicist the country ever produced.”
A tiny darm went off in Hagen's mind. "Did he have any particular pursuit?'

"Yes, it was geolunar synoptic morphology for industriaized peoplement.”

"Could you trandate?'

"Of course." Mooney laughed. " Eriksen was obsessed with the idea of building a colony on the moon.”

<<16>>

Ten hours ahead intime, 2 A.M. in Moscow, four men were grouped around afireplace that warmed
asmall gtting room insde the Kremlin. The room was poorly lit and had amorbid fed about it. Cigarette
smoke mingled with thet of asingle cigar.

Soviet President Georgi Antonov stared thoughtfully at the undulating flames. He had removed his coat
after alight dinner and replaced it with an old fisherman's swester. His shoes were off and his stocking
feet casually propped on an embroidered ottoman.



Vladimir Polevoi, head of the Committee for State Security, and Sergel Kornilov, chief of the Soviet
gpace program, wore dark wool suits, custom+-tailored in London, while General Yasenin sat in full
bemeda ed uniform.

Polevoi threw the report and photographs on alow table and shook his head in amazement. "1 don't
see how they accomplished it without a breach of secrecy”

"Such an extraordinary advance seemsinconceivable," Kornilov agreed. "'l won't believeit until | see
more proof"

"The proof isevident in the photographs,” said Y asenin. "Rykov's report |eaves no room for doubt.
Study the detail. The two figures standing on the moon arered. They're not anillusion cast by shadows
or created by aflaw in the scanning system. They exig."

"The space suits do not match those of American astronauts,” Kornilov retorted. "The helmets are dso
designed differently.”

"I won't argue over trivials" said Y asenin. "But there is no mistaking the weapon in their hands. | can
positively identify it asasurface-to-air missle launcher of American manufacture.”

"Then whereisther spacecraft?' Kornilov persisted. "Whereisther lunar rover? They couldn't just
meateridize out of nowhere"

"| share your doubts," said Polevoi. "An absolute impossibility for the Americansto put men and
supplies on the moon without our intelligence network monitoring the progress. Our tracking stations
would have detected any strange movement entering or coming from space.”

"Even granger yet," said Antonov, "iswhy the Americans have never announced such amomentous
achievement. What do they gain by keeping it a secret?’

Kornilov gave adight nod. "All the more reason to challenge Rykov's report.”

"You'redl overlooking oneimportant fact,” said Yaseninin alevel tone. " Seenos 4 went missing
immediately after its scanners recorded the figures in the photographs. | say our space probe was
damaged by rocket fire which penetrated the hull, drained away the capsul€'s pressure, and killed our
cosmonauts.”

Polevoi looked at him, startled. "What cosmonauts?"

Y asenin and Kornilov exchanged bemused |ooks. " There are some things even the KGB doesn't
know," said the generdl.

Polevoi |ooked squardly at Kornilov, " Selenos 4 was a manned probe?!
"Aswere Selenos 5 and 6. Each craft carried three men.”
Heturned to Antonov, who was calmly puffing on aHavanacigar. "Y ou knew about this?"

Antonov nodded. "Y es, | was briefed. But you must remember, VIadimir, not al matters concerning
gpacefdl under Sate security.”



"None of you wasted any time running to me when your precious moon probe fell and vanished in the
West Indies," Polevoi said angrily.

"An unforeseen circumstance,” Y asenin patiently explained. " After its return from the moon, control
could not be established for Selenos 4's earth reentry. The engineers at our space command wrote it off
asadead lunar probe. After orbiting for nearly ayear and a haf, another attempt was made to establish
command. Thistime the guidance systems responded, but the reentry maneuver was only partialy
successful. Sdlenos 4 fdll ten thousand miles short of its touchdown area. It was imperative we keep the
deaths of our cosmonaut heroes secret. Naturaly the services of the KGB were required.”

"How many |lost cosmonauts does that make?" asked Polevoi.
" Sacrifices must be made to ensure Soviet destiny,” Antonov murmured philosophicaly.
"And to cover up blundersin our space program,” Polevoi said bitterly.

"Let'snot argue,” cautioned Antonov. " Selenos 4 made a great contribution before it impacted in the
Caribbean Sea”

"Whereit hasyet to be found,” Polevoi added.

"True," said Yasenin. "But weretrieved the lunar surface data. That was the main purpose of the

misson.

"Don't you think American space surveillance systems tracked its descent and pinpointed the landing
position? If they had set their minds on savaging Selenos 4, they'd dready have it Sitting hidden away
indde asecurefacility”

"Of coursethey tracked the descent trgjectory,” said Y asenin. "But their intelligence andysts had no
reason to believe Sadenos 4 was anything but a scientific deep-space probe that was programmed to land
in Cuban waters."

"Thereisacrack inyour carefully laid plot,” Polevoi argued. "The United States rescue forces made
an exhaudtive air and sea search for the missing capitdist Raymond LeBaron in the same generd area
only afew days after Selenos 4 dropped from orbit. | have strong suspicions their search was a decoy to
find and retrieve our spacecraft.”

"I read your report and analysis of the LeBaron disgppearance,” said Kornilov. "I disagree with your
conclusion. Nowhere did | seethat they conducted an underwater search. The rescue mission was soon
caled off. LeBaron and his crew are ill listed as missing in the American press and presumed dead.
That event was merely a coincidence, nothing more.”

"Then we dl agreethat Selenos 4 and her cosmonauts lie somewhere on the bottom of the sea.”
Antonov paused to blow asmoke ring. "The questions we still face are, do we concede the probability
the Americans may have a base on the moon, and if o, what do we do about it?"

"l believeit exigts" Y asenin said with conviction.

"We cannot ignore the possibility,” Polevoi granted.

Antonov stared narrowly at Kornilov. "And you, Serge ?'



"Sdlenos 8, our first manned lunar landing mission, is scheduled for launch in seven days," he answered
dowly. "We cannot scrap the mission aswe did when the Americans upstaged us with their Apollo
program. Because our leaders saw no glory in being the second nation to set men on the moon we
tucked our tail between our legs and quit. It was agreat mistake to place politica ideology above
scientific achievement. Now we have a proven heavy-lift launch vehicle capable of placing an entire
gpace station with acrew of eight men on lunar soil. The benefitsin terms of propagandaand military
rewards areimmeasurable. If our ultimate god isto obtain permanent preeminence in space and besat the
Americansto Mars, we must follow through. | vote we program the guidance systems of Selenos8to
land the crew within waking distance of where the astronauts stood in the crater and diminate them."”

"l am in complete agreement with Kornilov," said Y asenin. "The facts speek for themselves. The
Americans are actively engaged in imperidistic aggresson in space. The photographs weve sudied
prove they've aready destroyed one of our spacecraft and murdered the crew. And | believe the
cosmonauts in Selenos 5 and 6 met the same fate. They have taken their colonialistic designsto the moon
and clamed it for their own. The evidence is unequivoca . Our cosmonauts will be attacked and
murdered when they attempt to plant the red star on lunar soil.”

Therewas aprolonged hush. No one spoke his thoughts.
Polevoi was the first to break the pensive slence. "' So you and Kornilov propose we attack them firgt."

"Yes," said Yasenin, warming to the subject. "Think of thewindfal. By capturing the American moon
base and its scientific technology intact, we'd be advancing our own space program by ten years.”

"The White House would surely mount a propaganda campaign and condemn us before theworld as
they did with the KAL Hight 007 incident,” protested Polevoi.

"They will remain quiet,” Y asenin assured him. "How can they announce the seizure of something that
isnt known to exig?"

"The generd hasapoint,” said Antonov.
"Y ou redlize we could be guilty of launching awar in space,” cautioned Polevoi.

"The United States struck firdt. It isour sacred duty to retaiate.” Y asenin turned to Antonov. "The
decison must beyours.”

The President of the Soviet Union again turned his gaze to the fire. Then helaid the Havanain an
ashtray and looked down in wonder at histrembling hands. Hisface, ordinarily ruddy, wasgray. The
omen was plain. The demons outnumbered the forces of good. Once the course was set in motion, it
would hurtle forward outside his control. Y et he could not alow the country to be dapped in the face by
theimperiaigts. At last he turned back to the other men in the room and weerily nodded.

"For Mother Russiaand the party,” he said solemnly. "Arm the cosmonauts and order them to strike
the Americans”



<<17>>

Eight introductions and three tiresome conversations after hisintroduction to Dr. Mooney, Hagen was
seeted in asmal office feverishly pounding an adding machine. Scientists dote on computers and
engineersfondle digita caculators, but accountants are aVictorian lot. They ill prefer traditional adding
machines with thumb size buttons and paper tapes that spit out printed totals.

The controller wasa CPA, agraduate of the University of Texas School of Business, and an ex-Navy
man. And he had the engraved degrees and photographs of the ships he'd served on displayed on the
oak-panded wadl of hisofficeto proveit. Hagen had detected an uneasinessin the man's eyes, but no
more than he'd expect from any corporate finance director who had a government auditor snooping
around his private territory.

There had been no suspicious 100k, no hesitation, when he asked to spot-check the telephone records
for the last three years. Though his accounting experience with the justice Department was limited to
photographing ledgersin the dead of night, he knew enough of the jargon to talk agood line. Anyone
who happened to glance in his office and saw him scribbling notes and intently examining the tape on the
adding machine would have thought he was an old pro.

The numbers on the tape were exactly that, numbers. But the note scribbling consisted of a methodical
diagram of the placement and view angles of the security TV cameras between his office and Mooney's.
He a so wrote out two names and added severd notations beside each one. The first was Raymond
LeBaron and the second was Leonard Hudson. But now he had athird, Gunnar Eriksen.

He was certain that Eriksen had faked his death along with Hudson and dropped from the living to
work on the Jersey Colony project. He also knew Hudson and Eriksen would never completely cut their
tieswith Pattenden Laboratory. The facility and its high-powered crop of young scientists were too great
an asset to ignore. There had to be an underground channel to the "inner core.”

The telephone records for afacility with three thousand employeesfilled severd cardboard cartons.
Control had been tight. Everyone who used a phone for any purpose, business or personal, had to keep
adiary of the cdls. Hagen wasn't about to attempt an examination of each one. That chore would take
weeks. He was concerned only with the entriesin Mooney's monthly diaries, especialy those involving
long distance.

Hagen was not psychic, nor was he as exact as some men he knew who had ataent for detecting an
irregularity, but he had an eye and a gut inginct for the hidden that sdldom failed him.

He copied down six numbers that M ooney had phoned more than once in the past ninety days. Two
wereitemized as persond calls, four as company cadls. Long shotsdl. Still, it wasthe only way he might
trace alead to another member of the "inner core."



Paying by therules, he picked up the phone and punched the Pattenden L ab operator, requesting an
open line and promising to record all his calls. The hour was late, and most of the list showed area codes
of numbersin the Middle West or in the East Coast. Their time zones were two or three hours ahead and
they had likely shut down for the day, but he doggedly began cdling anyway.

"Centennia Supply,” announced amaein abored tone.

"Yes, hdlo, isanyonein thisevening?'

"The officeis closed. Thisisthe twenty-four-hour order desk."

"My nameisjudge, and I'm with the federal government,” said Hagen, using his cover in casethe
phone was tapped. "We're doing an audit of the Pattenden Physics Laboratory in Bend, Oregon.”

"You'l haveto cal back tomorrow morning after the office opens.”

"Yes, I'll dothat. But can you tell me exactly what kind of business Centennia Supply conducts?’
"We supply specidized parts and ectronics for recording systems.”

"For what applications?'

"Mostly business. Video for recording executive meetings, |aboratory experiments, security systems.
And executive audio for secretaries. Stuff like that, you know."

"How many employees do you have?'
"Around twelve."

"Thank you very much," said Hagen. "Y ou've been most hel pful. Oh, one more thing. Do you get many
orders from Pettenden?"

"Not redly. Every couple of monthsthey'll order apart to update or modify their video systems.”

"Thanks again. Goodbye."

Hagen scratched that one and tried again. His next two cdls reached answering machines. Onewas a
chemicd lab a Brandeis University in Watham and the other an unidentified office at the Nationd
Science Foundation in Washington. He checked the latter for afollow-up in the morning and tried an
individud's number.

"Hdlo?'

Hagen looked at the name in Mooney'sdiary. "Dr. Dondd Fremont?'
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Hagen went through hisroutine.

"What do you wish to know, Mr. Judge?' Fremont's voice sounded el derly.



"I'm making a spot check of long-distance telephone cdls. Has anyone from Pattenden called you in
the last ninety days?' Hagen asked, looking at the dates of the calls and playing dumb.

"Why, yes, Dr. Earl Mooney. He was astudent of mine at Stanford. | retired five years ago, but we
dill kegpintouch.”

"Did you by chance dso have a student by the name of Leonard Hudson?"

"Leonard Hudson," he repeated asif trying to recdl. "I met him on two occasons. Hewasn't in my
class, though. Before my time, or | should say before my tenure at Stanford. | was teaching at USC when
he was a student.”

"Thank you, Doctor. | won't trouble you further.”

"Not at dl. Glad to help.”

Scratch four. The next name from the diary was an Anson Jones. Hetried again, well awvareit never
came easy and that making agold strike was 99 percent luck.

"Hdlo?'
"Mr. Jones, my nameisjudge.”
"Who?'

"Thomas Judge. I'm with the federal government, and we're running an audit on Pettenden Physics
Laboratory."

"I don't know any Pattenden. Y ou must have the wrong number.”
"Doesthe name Dr. Earl Mooney ring abd|?'

"Never heard of him."

"He's caled your number threetimesin the last Sixty days.

"Must be aphone company foulup.”

"Y ou are Anson Jones, area code three-zero-three, number five-four-seven
"Wrong name, wrong number."

"Before you hang up, | have amessage.”

"What message?'

Hagen paused, and then legped. "Tell Leo that Gunnar wants him to pay for the airplane. Y ou got
thet?"

There was sllence on the other end for severa moments. Thenfindly, "Isthisacrank cal?"



"Goodbye, Mr. Jones."

Pay dirt.

He cdlled the sixth listing just to be on the safe Side. An answering service for astock brokerage firm
answered. A dry hole.

Elation, that was what he felt. He became even more elated as he added to his notes. Mooney was not
one of the"inner core," but he was connected-- one of the subordinate officers under the high command.

Hagen tapped out a number in Chicago and waited. After four rings, awoman answered sweetly.
"DrakeHotd."

"My nameis Thomas Judge and I'd like to confirm aroom reservation for tomorrow night.”
"One moment and I'll connect you with reservations.”

Hagen repeated the request for confirmation with the desk clerk. When asked for a credit card
number to hold the room for late arrival, he gave Anson Jones's phone number in reverse

"Y our room is confirmed, ar."

"Thank you."

What timewasit? A glance a hiswatch told him it was eight minutesto midnight. He closed the
briefcase and wiggled into his coat. Taking a cigarette lighter from one pocket, he did the interior
workings from its case. Next, he removed athin metal shaft with adenta mirror on oneend fromaditin
hisrear coat flap.

Hagen moved to the doorway. Clutching the briefcase between his knees, he stopped short of the
threshold and tilted the tiny mirror up and down the corridor. It was empty. He turned the mirror until it
reflected the televison monitor above the far end of the corridor. Then he positioned the lighter until it
bardly protruded around the doorframe and pressed the flint lever.

Inside the security booth behind the main lobby, a screen on one of the TV monitors suddenly turned
to snow. The guard at the console quickly began checking the circuit lights.

"I've got a problem with number twelve," he announced.

His supervisor came over from adesk and stared at the monitor. "Interference. The eggheadsin the
electrophysicslab must beat it again.”

Suddenly the interference stopped, only to begin again on another monitor.
"That'sfunny," said the supervisor. "I've never seen it happen in sequence before.”

After afew seconds, the screen cleared, showing nothing but an empty corridor. The two security
guards smply looked at each other and shrugged.

Hagen turned off the miniature eectrica impulse jammer as soon as he stepped insde and closed the



door to Mooney's office. He walked softly over to the window and closed the drapes. He dipped on a
pair of thin plastic gloves and turned on the overhead lights.

Hagen was amagter at the technique of tossing aroom. He didn't bother with the obvious, the
drawers, files, address and telephone lists. He went directly to a bookshelf and found what he had hoped
to find in lessthan saven minutes,

Mooney might have been one of the leading physicistsin the nation, but Hagen had read him like a
pictoria magazine. The small notebook was hidden inside abook entitled Celestia Mechanicsin True
Perspective by Horace Deliso. The contents were in a code employing equations. It was Greek to
Hagen but he wasn't fooled by the significance. Normally he would have photographed the pages and put
them back, but thistime he simply pocketed them, fully redlizing he could never have them decipheredin
time.

The guards were gill struggling with the monitors when he stepped up to the counter.

"Would you likemeto sgnout?' he said with asmile.

The head security guard came over, aquizzica expression on hisface. "Did you just come from
finance?'

llYall
"Wedidn't see you on the security TV"

"I can't hep that," said Hagen innocently. "I walked out the door and through the hallways until | came
here. | don't know what elseto tell you."

"Did you see anyone? Anything unusud ?'
"No one. But the lights flickered and dimmed a couple of times:”
The guard nodded. "Electrica interference from the eectro physicslab. That'swhat | thought it was."

Hagen sgned out and walked into a cloudless night, humming softly to himsdif.

<2>THE CYCLOPS



October 25, 1989

Key West, Florida
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Aitt lay with his back pressed against the cool concrete of the airstrip, looking up at the Prosperteer.
The sun pushed over the horizon and dowly covered her worn hull in ashroud of pastel orange. The
blimp had an eerie qudity about it, or so it ssemed in Fitt'simagination, an duminum ghost unsure of
where it was supposed to haunt.

He'd been awvake most of the time during the flight from Washington to Key West, poring over Buck
Caesar's charts of the Old Bahama Channel and retracing Raymond LeBaron's carefully marked flight
path. He closed his eyes, trying to get a clear picture of the Prosperteer's spectra wanderings. Unlessthe
gas bagsinsde the blimp were reinflated from a ship, an extremely unlikely event, the only answer to
Raymond LeBaron's whereabouts lay in Cuba.

Something nagged at his mind, athought that kept returning after he unconscioudy brushed it aside, a
piece of the picture that became increasingly lucid as he began dwelling onit. And then suddenly it
crysdlized.

Theflight to trace LeBaron's trail was a setup.

A raiond andlogica concluson remained adim outlinein athick mist. Thetrick wasto try tofit it into
apattern. His mind was casting about for directions to explore when he sensed ashadow fal over him.

"Well, well," said afamiliar voice, "looks as though Snow White fell for the old apple routine again.”

"Either that or he'shibernating,” came another voice Pitt recognized.

He opened his eyes, shielded them from the sun with one hand, and looked up at a pair of grinning
individuals who stared down. The shorter of the two, a barrel-chested, muscled character with black

curly hair and the ironbound look of a man who enjoyed eating bricksfor breskfast, was Aitt's old friend
and assistant projects director at NUMA, Al Giordino.



Al reached down, grabbed an outstretched hand, and pulled Fitt to hisfeet aseffortlessly asa
sanitation worker picking up an empty beer can from park grass.

"Departuretimein twelve minutes.”

"Our unnamed pilot arrive yet?' Pitt asked.

The other man, dightly taler and much thinner than Giordino, shook hishead. "No sign of one."

Rudi Gunn peered through a pair of blue eyes that were magnified by thick-lensed glasses. He had the
appearance of an undernourished assistant bookkeeper toiling for agold watch. The impression was
deceptive. Gunn was the overseer of NUMA's oceanographic projects. While Admiral Sandecker waged
pitched battles with Congress and the federal bureaucracy, Gunn watched over the agency's day-to-day
operation. For Fitt, prying Gunn and Giordino from under Sandecker had been amgjor victory.

"If we want to match LeBaron's departure time, well have to wrestleit aoft ourselves,”" said Giordino,
unconcerned.

"l guesswe can manage,” said Aitt. Y ou study the flight manuas?*

Giordino nodded. "Requiresfifty hours of ingtruction and flying timeto qudify for alicense. Thebasic
control isnt difficult, but the art of keeping that pneumatic scrotum stablein a stiff breeze takes practice.”

Pitt couldn't help grinning at Giordino's colorful description. " The equipment loaded on board?"
"L oaded and secured,” Gunn assured him.
"Then | guesswe might aswell shove off."

Asthey approached the Prosperteer, LeBaron's crew chief climbed down the ladder from the control
car. He spoke afew words to one of the ground crew and then waved afriendly greeting.

"She'sdl ready to go, gentlemen.”

"How close are we to the actual weather conditions of the previousflight?' asked Fitt.

"Mr. LeBaron was flying againgt afive-mile-an-hour head wind out of the southeest. Y ou'll buck eight,
so figure on compensating. There's alate-season hurricane moving in over the Turks and Caicos Idands.
The meteorological guys christened her Little Evabecause she'sa small blow with adiameter no more
than sixty mileswide. The forecastersthink shelll swing north toward the Carolinas. If you turn back no
later than 1400 hours, Little Evas outer breeze should provide you with anicefat tail wind to nudge you
home."

"Andif we don't?'

"Don't what?"

"Swing back by 1400 hours."

The crew chief smiled thinly. "1 don't recommend getting caught in atropical sormwith



fifty-mile-an-hour winds, at least not in an airship that's sixty yearsold.”
"You makeastrong case,” Pitt admitted.

"Allowing for the head wind," said Gunn, "we won't reach the search area until 1030 hours. That
doesn't leave us much time to look around.”

"Yes," Giordino sad, "but LeBaron's known flight path should put usright in the balpark.”

"A tidy package," Pitt mused to no onein particular. "Too tidy."

The three NUMA men were about to climb on board when the LeBaron limousine pulled up beside
the blimp. Angelo got out and smartly opened the passenger door. Jessie stepped into the sun and
walked over, looking outdoorsy in adesigner safari suit with her hair tied in abright scarf,
nineteen-thirties style. She was carrying a suede flight bag.

"Areweready?' she sad brightly, dipping past them and nimbly hustling up the ladder to the control
car.

Gunn gave Pitt agrim look. "Y ou didn't tell uswe were going on apicnic.”

"Nobody told me either,” Pitt said, gazing up a Jessie, who had turned and was framed in the
doorway.

"My fault,” said Jessie. "'l forgot to mention that I'm your pilot.”
Giordino and Gunn looked asif they had swallowed live squid. Fitt's face wore an amused expression.
Hesad, "No kidding."

"Raymond taught meto fly the Prosperteer,” she said. "I'velogged over eighty hours at the controls
and havealicensa"

"No kidding," Pitt repeated, becoming intrigued.

Giordino failed to see the humor. "Do you aso know how to dive, Mrs. LeBaron?"
"Sky or scuba? I'm certified for both.”

"We can't take awoman,” said Gunn resolutely.

"Please, Mrs. LeBaron," pleaded the crew chief. "We don't know what happened to your husband.
Theflight might be dangerous.”

"Well use the same communication plan as Raymond'sflight,” she said, ignoring him. "'If wefind
anything interesting weélll transmit in norma voice. No code thistime.”

"Thisisridiculous" snapped Gunn.

Aitt shrugged. "Oh, | don't know. I'll vote for her."



"Youdont realy meanit!"

"Why not?" replied Fitt with asardonic grin. "'l firmly believein equd rights. She hasjust as much right
to get hersdlf killed aswe do."

The ground crew stood as slent as pdlbearers, their eyesfollowing the old blimp as shelifted into the
sunrise. Suddenly she began dropping. They held their bresth as the landing whedl touched the crest of a
wave. Then she dowly bounced back into the air and struggled to rise.

Someone muttered anxioudy, "Lift, baby, lift!"

The Progperteer agonizingly rose afew feet at atime until shefinally leveled out at a safe dtitude. The
ground crew watched motionless, staring until the blimp became atiny dark speck abovethe silent
horizon. They stood there when she was no longer in view, ingtinctively quiet, asense of dread in their
hearts. There would be no volleybal gamethisday. They al herded inside the maintenance truck,
overburdening the air conditioning system, clustering around the radio.

Thefirst message camein at 0700 hours. Pitt explained away the shaky liftoff. Jesse had under
compensated for the lack of buoyancy caused by the extra payload Giordino and Gunn had placed on
board.

From then on until 1400 hours, Fitt kept the frequency open and maintained arunning dialogue,
matching his observations with the transcribed report that was recorded during LeBaron's flight.

The crew chief picked up the microphone. "Prosperteer, thisis Grandma's house. Over."
"Go ahead, Grandma."

"Canyou give meyour latest VIKOR satellite position?”

"Roger. VIKOR reading H3608 by T8090."

The crew chief quickly plotted the position on a chart. "Prosperteer, you're looking good. | have you
five miles due south of Guinchos Cay on the BahamaBank. Over."

"| read the same, Grandma."

"How arethewinds?'

dging from the wave crests, 1'd say the breeze has picked up to about Force 6 on the Beaufort
scae”
"Listen to me, Prosperteer. The Coast Guard hasissued anew update on Little Eva. She has doubled
her speed and swung east. Hurricane warnings are up throughout the southern Bahameas. If she sticksto
her present course, shelll strike the east coast of Cuba sometime this evening. | repest, Little Evahas
swung east and is heading in your direction. Cdl it aday, Prosperteer, and beat a course for home."



"Will do, Grandma. Turning onto new coursefor the Keys."

Pitt was silent for the next half hour. At 1435 hours, the crew chief hailed again.

"Progperteer, comein, please. Over."

No reply.

"Comein, Prosperteer. Thisis Grandma's house. Do you read?”

Sill nothing.

The stifling air indde the truck seemed suddenly to turn cold as fear and apprehension gripped the
crew. The seconds crawled past and took forever to become minutes as the crew chief tried desperately
to raisethe blimp.

But the Prosperteer did not respond.

The crew chief dammed down the microphone and pushed hisway outside the truck through the
stunned ground crew. He ran over to the parked limousine and feverishly jerked open arear door.

"They're gone! We've lost them, the same asthelast time!”
Theman gtting donein the rear seat Smply nodded. "Keep trying to raise them,” he said quietly.

Asthe crew chief hurried back to the radio, Admira James Sandecker lifted atelephone receiver from
avarnished cabinet and placed acall.

"Mr. Presdent.”

"Yes, Admird."

"Theyremissng.”

"Understood. I've briefed Admira Clyde Monfort of the Caribbean Joint Task Force. He's dready
put ships and planes on dert around the Bahamas. As soon aswe hang up I'll order him to launch a

search and rescue operation.”

"Please impress upon Monfort the need for speed. I've aso been informed the Prosperteer
disappeared in the predicted path of a hurricane.”

"Return to Washington, Admira, and do not worry. Y our people and Mrs. LeBaron should be sighted
and picked up within afew hours."

"I'll try to share your optimism, Mr. Presdent. Thank you."

If there was one doctrine Sandecker believed inwith al hisheart, it was"Never trust apalitician's
word." He placed another cal on the limousing's phone.

"Admira James Sandecker. I'd like to speak with Admiral Monfort."



"Right away, Sr."

"Jm, isthat redly you?'

"Hello, Clyde. Good to hear your voice."

"Damn, it's been nearly two years. What's on your mind?"

"Tel me, Clyde, have you been derted for arescue misson in the Bahamas?'
"Where did you hear that?"

"Therumor mill."

"Newsto me. Most of our Caribbean forces are conducting an amphibious landing exercise on
Jamaica"

"A little muscle-flexing display of military capability to shake up the Soviets and Cubans. Keeps
Cadtro off baance, thinking we're going to invade one of these days."

"Arewe?'

"What in hell for? Cubaisthe best advertising campaign weve got running that promotes communism
asahbig economic bust. Besides, better the Soviet Union throws twelve million dollars aday down
Cadro'stoilet than us.”

"Y ou've recelved no ordersto keep an eye on ablimp that Ieft on aflight from the Keysthis morning?'

There was an ominous silence on the other end of theline.

"| probably shouldn't be telling you this, Jm, but | did receive averba order concerning the blimp. |
wastold to keep our ships and aircraft out of the Bahama Banks and to put a blackout on all
communications coming fromthe area.”

"The order come direct from the White House?"

"Dont pressyour luck, Jm."

"Thanksfor setting me raight, Clyde.”

"Any time. Let's get together next time I'm in Washington.”

"I'll look forward to it."

Sandecker hung up, hisface red with anger, his eyesfired with fury.

"God help them,”" he muttered through clenched teeth. "Weve dl been had.”
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Jessie's smooth, high cheekboned face was tense from the train of fighting the wind gustsand rain
squalsthat pounded againgt the skin of the blimp. Her arms and wrists were turning numb as she
orchestrated the throttles and the big eevator pitch control. With the added weight from therain it was
becoming nearly impossible to keep the walowing airship level and steady. She began to fed theicy
caress of fear.

"Well haveto head for the nearest land,” she said, her voice uneven. "1 can't keep her aloft much
longer inthisturbulence.”

Pitt looked at her. "The nearest land is Cuba."
"Better arrested than dead.”

"Not yet," RAitt replied from his seat to the right and dightly behind her. "Hang on alittlelonger. The
storm will sweep us back to Key Wes."

"With the radio out, they won't know whereto look if we're forced to ditch in the sea™

"Y ou should have thought of that before you spilled coffee on the transmitter and shorted itscircuitry.”

She stole aglance at him. God, she thought, it was maddening. He was leaning out the starboard
window, nonchaantly peering through apair of binoculars at the sea below. Giordino was observing out
the port sde, while Gunn was taking readings off the VIKOR navigating computer and laying out their
course on achart. Every so often, Gunn calmly examined the stylus markings on the recorder of a
Schonstedt gradiometer, an instrument for detecting iron by measuring magnetic intensity. All three men
looked at though they didn't have a carein the world.

"Didn't you hear what | said?" she asked in exasperation.

"We heard," Ritt replied.

"I can't control her in thiswind. She'stoo heavy. Weve got to drop ballast or touch down."

"Thelast of the balast was dumped an hour ago.”

"Then get rid of that junk you brought on board,” she ordered, gesturing to asmall mountain of



aluminum boxes strapped to the deck.

"Sorry. That junk, asyou cdl it, may comein handy."

"But werelosng lift."

"Do the best you can."

Jessie pointed through the windshield. "The idand off to our starboard is Cayo SantaMaria. The
landmass beyond is Cuba. I'm going to bring the blimp around on a southerly course and take our

chances with the Cubans.”

Aitt swung from the window, his green eyes set and purposeful. ™Y ou volunteered for thismisson,” he
said roughly. ™Y ou wanted to be one of the boys. Now hang in there.”

"Useyour heed, Pitt," she snapped. "If we wait another half hour the hurricane will tear usto pieces.”

"I think | have something," Giordino called.

Pitt moved from his seat over to the port Side. "What direction?’

Giordino pointed. "Wejust passed over it. About two hundred yards off our stern.”

"A bigone" Gunn said excitedly. "The markings are going off the scale.”

"Come about to port," Pitt ordered Jessie. "Take us back over the same course.

Jessedidn't argue. Suddenly caught up in the fervor of the discovery, shefelt her exhaudtion fal away.
She dammed the throttles forward and rolled the blimp to port, using thewind to crab around on a
reverse course. A gust dammed into the a uminum envelope, causing ashudder to run through the ship
and rocking the control car. Then the buffeting eased and the flight smoothed asthe eight tail fins came
around and thewind begt from astern.

Theinterior of the control car was as hushed asthe crypt of acathedral. Gunn unregled the line from
the gradiometer's sensing unit until it dangled four hundred feet below the belly of the blimp and skimmed
therolling swells. Then he turned his attention back to the recorder and waited for the stylusto make a
horizontal swing across the graph paper. Soon it began to waver and scratch back and forth.

"Coming up on target,” Gunn announced.

Giordino and Fitt ignored the wind stream and leaned farther out the windows. The seawas building
and foam was spraying from the wave crests, making it difficult to seeinto the transparent depths. Jessie
was having atougher time of it now, struggling with the controls, trying to reduce the violent shaking and
swaying of the blimp, which behaved like awhade fighting itsway up the Colorado River rapids.

"I've got her!" Fitt suddenly shouted. " She'slying north and south, about a hundred yardsto
starboard.”

Giordino moved to the opposite side of the control car and gazed down. "Okay, | have her in sight
too."



"Can you detect any sign of derricks?" Gunn asked.

"Her outlineisdigtinct, but | can't make out any detall. I'd say she's about eighty feet under the
surface”

"Morelikeninety,” said Aitt.

"Isit the Cyclops?' Jessie asked anxioudy.

"Too early to tell." He turned to Gunn. "Mark the position from the VIKOR."
"Pogition marked,” Gunn acknowledged.

Pitt nodded at Jessie. "All right, pilot, let's make another pass. And thistime, as we come about into
thewind, try to hover over the target.”

"Why don't you ask meto turn lead into gold,” she snapped back.

Pitt came over and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "Y ou're doing grest. Stick in alittlelonger and I'll
spell you at the controls."

"Don't patronize me," she said testily, but her eyestook on awarm glow and the tenson linesaround
her lips softened. " Just tell me when to stop the bus.”

Very sef-willed shewas, thought Ritt. For the first time he fdt himsdf envying Raymond LeBaron. He
returned aft and put ahand on Gunn's shoulder.

"Usethe clinometer and seeif you can get arough measurement of her dimensons.™

Gunn nodded. "Will do."

"If that'sthe Cyclops," said Giordino happily, "you made adamned good guess.”

"A lot of luck mixed with asmall amount of hindsight,” Fitt admitted. "That, and the fact Raymond
LeBaron and Buck Caesar aimed ustoward the balpark. The puzzle is why the Cyclops lies outside the
main shipping lane”

Giordino gave ahdplesstilt to his head. "WEell probably never know."

"Coming back on target," Jesse reported.

Gunn st the distance on the clinometer and then sighted through the eyepiece, measuring the length of
the shadowy object under the water. He managed to hold the instrument steady as Jessie fought a
medterful battle againgt the wind.

"No way of accurately measuring her beam becauseit'simpossible to seeif shelies straight up or on
her sde," he said, studying the cdibrations.

"And the overal length?' asked Fitt.

"Between five hundred thirty and five hundred fifty feet."



"Looking good,” Pitt said, visibly relieved. "The Cyclops wasfive hundred and forty-two feet."
"If we drop down closer, | might be able to get amore precise reading,” said Gunn.
"Onemoretime, Jesse," Aitt called out.

"l don't think s0." She lifted a hand from the controls and pointed out the forward window. "A
welcoming committee.”

Her expression gppeared calm, dmost too cam, while the men watched in mild fascination asa
helicopter materialized out of the clouds athousand feet above the blimp. For several secondsit seemed
to hang there, fastened in the sky like ahawk eyeing apigeon. Then it swelled in Sze asit approached
and banked around on aparald course with the Prosperteer. Through the binocularsthey could clearly
see the grim faces of the pilots and the two pairs of hands grasping the automatic guns that poked through
the open side door.

"They brought friends," Gunn said succinctly. Hewas aiming his binoculars at a Cuban gunboat about
four miles away that was planing through the swells, throwing up grest wings of seaspray.

Giordino said nothing. He tore the holding straps from the boxes and began throwing the contents on
the deck asfast as his hands could move. Gunn joined him as Fitt began assembling a strange looking
screen.

"They'reholding up asignin English,” Jessie announced.

"What doesit say?" Pitt asked without looking up.

" "Follow us and do not use your radio, " she read aoud. "What should | do?"

"Obvioudy we can't use theradio, so smile and wave to them. Let's hope they won't shoot if they see
you're awoman."

"I wouldn't count oniit," grunted Giordino.
"And keep hovering over the shipwreck," Pitt added.

Jessie didn't like what was going on inside the control car. Her face noticeably paled. She said, "Wed
better do what they want.”

"Screw them,” Pitt said coldly. He unbuckled her seat belt and lifted her away from the controls.
Giordino held up apair of air tanks and Fitt quickly adjusted the straps over her shoulders. Gunn handed
her aface mask, swim fins, and a buoyancy compensator vest.

"Quickly," he ordered. "Put these on.”

She stood there baffled. "What are you doing?

"| thought you knew," said Fitt. "Were going for aswim.”

"We'rewhat?' The dark gypsy eyeswere wide, not So much from alarm as astonishment.



"No timefor the defense to make aclosng argument,” Fitt sad camly. "Call it awild plan for staying
aliveand let it go at that. Now do asyou're told and lie down on the deck behind the screen.”

Giordino stared dubioudly at the inch-thick screen. "Let'shopeit doesthejob. I'd hate to be around if
abullet findsan ar tank."

"Fear not," Aitt replied, asthe three men hurriedly strapped on their diving gear. "High-tensile plastic.
Guaranteed to stop anything up to atwenty-millimeter shell.”

With no hands at the controls, the blimp lurched sideways under the ondaught of afresh gust and
pitched downward. Everyoneingtinctively dropped to the deck and snatched at the nearest handgrip.
The boxes that held the equipment skidded madly across the deck and crashed into the pilots seats.

There was no hesditation, no further attempt at communiceation. The Cuban commander of the
helicopter, thinking the sudden erratic movement of the blimp meant it wastrying to escape, ordered his
crew to open fire. A storm of bullets struck the starboard side of the Prosperteer from no more than
thirty yards away. The control car wasimmediately turned into a shambles. The old yellowed windows
melted away in ashower of fragments that splashed cross the deck. The controls and the instrument
pand were blasted into twisted junk, filling the shattered cabin with smoke from shorted circuitry.

Pitt lay prone on top of Jessie, Gunn and Giordino blanketing him, listening to the stedl-nosed shells
thump againgt the bulletproof screen. Then the gunmen in the helicopter dtered their aim and
concentrated on the engines. The aluminum cowlings were torn and mangled by the devagtating fire until
they shredded and blew away in the air stream. The engines coughed and sputtered into silence, their
cylinder heads shot away, oil spewing out amid torrents of black smoke.

"Thefud tankd" Jesse heard hersdf shouting above the mad din. "They'll explode!™

"The least of our worries," Fitt yelled back in her ear. "The Cubans aren't using incendiary bullets, and
the tanks are made out of selfsedling neoprene rubber.”

Giordino crawled over to the ripped and jumbled pile of equipment boxes and retrieved what looked
to Jessielike some kind of tubular container. He pushed it ahead of him up the steeply tilted deck.

"Need any hdp?' Fitt yelled.
"If Rudi can bracemy legs. . ." Hisvoicetrailed off.

Gunn didn't require alecture on ingtructions. He jammed his feet againgt abulkhead for support and
clutched Giordino around the kneesin avise grip.

The blimp wastotally out of control, dead in the sky, the nose pointing at a forty-degree angle toward
the sea. All lift was gone and it began to sink from the sky as the Cubans sprayed the plump, exposed
envelope. The stabilizer fins till reached for the clouds, but the old Prosperteer wasin her degth throes.

Shewould not die aone,
Giordino wrestled the tube open, pulled out an M-72 missile launcher, and loaded the 66-millimeter

rocket. Slowly, moving with great caution, he eased the snout of the bazookalike weapon over the
jagged glassleft in the frame of the window and took aim.



To the astonished men in the patrol boat, less than one mile away, the helicopter appeared to
disntegrate in ahuge mushroom of fire. The sound of the explosion burst through the air like thunder,
followed by aflaming rain of twisted meta that hissed and steamed when it hit the water.

Theblimp il hung there, pivoting dowly onitsaxis. Helium surged through gaping rentsin the hull.
The circular supportsingde began snapping like dried sticks. Asif heaving out her find breath the
Progperteer caved in on hersdf, collapsing like an eggshell, and fell into the seething whitecaps.

The raging devastation dl happened so quickly. Inless than twenty seconds both engines weretorn
from their mounts, and the support beams holding the control car twisted gpart, accompanied by a
banshee screeching sound. Like afragile toy thrown on the sdewak by a destructive child, therivets
burst and theinternal structure shrieked in agony asit disintegrated.

The control car kept sinking into the deep, the water flooding through the shattered windows. It was
asif agiant hand was pressing the blimp downward until at last she dipped into the depths and
disappeared. Then the control car broke free and dropped like afaling leef, trailed by a confused maze
of wire and cable. The remains of the dura uminum envel ope followed, flapping wildly like adrunken bat

inflight.

A school of yellowtail snappers darted from under the plunging mass an instant before it struck the sea
floor, the impact throwing up billowing clouds of fine sand.

Then al was as quiet asagrave, the degthly stillness broken only by the gentle gurgle of escaping air.

On the turbulent surface the stunned crew of the gunboat began sweeping back and forth over the
crash sites, searching for any sign of survivors. They only found spreading pools of fud and ail.

The winds from the approaching hurricane increased to Force 8. The waves reached a height of
eighteen feet, making any further search impossible. The boat's captain had no choice but to turn about
on acourse toward asafe harbor in Cuba, leaving behind a swirling and malignant sea.

<<20>>

The opague cloud of silt that hid the shredded remains of the Prosperteer was dowly carried away by
aweak bottom current. Pitt rose to his hands and knees and looked around the shambles that had been
the control car. Gunn was Sitting upright on the deck, his back pressed against a buckled bulkhead. His



|eft ankle was swélling into the shape of a coconut, but he sucked on his mouthpiece and raised one hand
withthefingersformedinaV

Giordino doggedly pulled himself upright and tenderly pressed the right side of his chest. One broken
ankle and probably afew ribs between them, thought Fitt. It could be worse. He bent over Jessie and
lifted her head. Her eyes appeared blank through the lens of the face mask. The hollow hiss of her
regulator and the rise and fal of her chest indicated her breathing was normdl, if abit on the rapid side.
Heran hisfingers over her arms and legs but found no sign of afracture. Except for arash of
black-and-blue marks that would bloom in the next twenty-four hours, she seemed whole. Asif to assure
him, she reached out for hisarm and gave it afirm squeeze.

Satisfied, Aitt turned his attention to himself. All the joints swiveled properly, the muscles functioned,
nothing seemed distorted. Y et he didn't escape unscathed. A purplish lump was rising on hisforehead,
and he noticed a strange stiffening sensation in his neck. Fitt canceled out the discomfort with the
consolation that no one appeared to be bleeding. One hairline brush with desth was enough for one day,
he mused. Thelast thing they needed now was a shark attack.

Aitt focused on the next problem, getting out of the control car. The door wasjammed, small wonder
after the beating it had taken. He sat on his buttocks, grasped both hands on the bent frame, and lashed
out with hisfeet. Lashed out was an exaggeration. The water pressure impeded the thrust of hislegs. He
felt asthough he wastrying to kick out the bottom of ahuge jar of glue. On the sixth attempt, when the
balls and hedls of hisfeet could take no more, the metal sedl gave and the door swung outward in dow
moation.

Giordino emerged first, his head swathed by a surge of bubbles from his breathing regulator. He
reached back insgde, dug hisfeet into the sand, braced himsdlf for the chest pain that was sure to come,
and gave amighty heave. With Fitt and Gunn shoving from theinsde, alarge, unwieldy bundie dowly
sgueezed through the door and dropped to the sand. Then eight stedl tanks containing 104 cubic feet of
ar were passed out to the waiting hands of Giordino.

Inside the mangled control car Jessie fought to equaize her ears with the water pressure. The blood
roared and a stabbing pain burst in her head, blanking out the trauma of the crash. She pinched her nose
and snorted furioudy. On thefifth try her earsfinaly popped, and the rdlief was so marvelous that tears
cameto her eyes. She clamped her teeth on the regulator's mouthpiece and sucked in alungful of air.
How beautiful it would be to wake up in her own bed, she thought. Something touched her hand. It was
another hand, firm and rough-skinned. She looked up to see Pitt's eyes staring a her through his mask,
they seemed crinkled in asmile. He nodded for her to follow him.

Heled her outside into the vast liquid void. She gazed up, watching her air bubbles hiss and swirl
toward the restless surface. Despite the turbulence above, visibility on the bottom was nearly two
hundred feet and she could clearly see the entire length of the airship's main carcasslying ashort distance
from the control car. Gunn and Giordino were nowherein sght.

Pitt gestured for her to wait by the air tanks and the strange bundle. He checked the compass on his
left wrist and swam off into the blue haze. Jessie drifted, weightless, her head feeling light from atouch of
nitrogen narcosis. An overwhel ming sense of loneliness closed over her, but quickly evaporated when she
saw Pitt retuning. He made asign for her to follow, and then he turned and dowly paddied away.
Pounding her feet againgt the water resistance, she quickly caught up with him.

The white sandy bottom gave way to clumps of cora inhabited by avariety of oddly shaped fish. Their
natural bright colors were deadened to a soft gray by the scattering and absorption of the water particles



that filtered out the reds, oranges, and yelows, leaving only dull greens and blues. They pedded their fins,
moving only an arm's length above the weird and excticaly molded underwater jungle, observed queerly
by acrowd of smdl angdfish, pufferfish, and trumpetfish. The amusing scene reminded Pitt of children
watching the huge ballooned cartoon charactersthet float down Broadway in Macy's Thanksgiving Day
parade.

Suddenly Jessie dug her fingersinto Pitt'sleg and pointed above and behind. There, swimming in lazy
gpathy, only twenty feet away, was a school of barracuda. There must have been two hundred of them,
none measuring less than four feet in length. They turned as one and began circling the diverswhile
displaying abeady-eyed curiodty. Then, deciding that Fitt and Jessie were not worth lingering over, they
flashed away in the wink of an eye and werelost to view.

When Pitt turned back he saw Rudi Gunn materiadizing out of the smoky blue curtain. Gunn cameto a
stop and beckoned for them to hurry in hisdirection. Then he made the V sign of success.

The meaning was clear. Gunn vigoroudy kicked with onefin, rapidly risng at an angle until hewas
about thirty feet above the coral landscape, Pitt and Jessietrailing immediately in hiswake.

They had traveled nearly a hundred yards when Gunn abruptly sowed and curved hisbody into a
vertical position, one whitened hand held out, dightly bent finger pointing like the grim reaper.

Like a haunted castle looming from the mists of a'Y orkshire moor, the phantom shape of the Cyclops
rose up through the watery gloom, evil and sinister, as though some unspeakable force lurked within her
bowels.

<<21>>

Aitt had dived on many shipwrecks and he was the first man to view the Titanic, but staring at the lost
ghost ship of legend left him numb with an dmost superdtitious awe. The knowledge that she wasthe
tomb for over three hundred men only degpened her malignant aura.

The sunken ship was lying on her port sdewith alist of about twenty-five degrees, her bow set
toward the north. She did not have the look of anything that was supposed to rest on the seafloor, and
mother nature had gone to work laying avell of sediment and marine organisms over the stedl intruder.

The entire hull and supergtructure were encrusted with sea growth of every imaginable description--
sponges, barnacles, flowery anemones, feathery seaferns, and dender weeds that gracefully swayed with



the current like the arms of dancers. Except for the distorted bow and three fallen derricks, the ship was
uprisngly intect.

They found Giordino busily scraping the growth from asmal section below the stern railing. He turned
at their gpproach and showed off his handiwork. He had exposed the raised | etters that spelled out

Cyclops.

Pitt glanced at his orange-faced Doxa diver's watch. It seemed an eternity since the blimp crashed, but
only nine minutes had passed from the moment they swam out of the control car. It wasimperative that
they conservetheir air. They still had to search the wreck and have enough Ieft in the spare tanks for
decompression. The safety margin would be cut dangeroudy thin.

He checked Jess€s air gauge and studied her eyes. They looked clear and bright. She was breathing
dowly in acomfortable rhythm. She gave him athumbs-up sign and then threw him a coquettish wink.
Her brush with desth in the Prosperteer was forgotten for the moment.

Pitt winked back. She's actudly enjoying this, he thought.

Using hand signalsfor communiceation, the four of them fanned out in aline above the fantail and began
prowling her length. The doors of the aft deckhouse had rotted away and the teak deck was heavily
worm-eaten. Any flat surface was coated by sediment that gave the appearance of adusty shroud.

The jackstaff stood bare, the United States ensign having rotted away long ago. The two stern guns
pointed aft, mute and deserted. The twin smokestacks stood like sentries over the decaying wreckage of
ventilators, bollards and railings, rotting coils of wire and cable still hugging rusting winches. Likea
shantytown, each piece of debris offered anesting place for spiny urchins, arrow crabs, and other
crestures of the sea.

Pitt knew from studying adiagram of the Cyclops interior that searching the stern section was awaste
of time. The smokestacks stood over the engine room and its crew quarters. If they wereto find theLa
Dorada statue it would most likely be in the genera cargo compartment benegth the bridge and
forecastle. He motioned the others to continue their probe toward the bow.

They swam dowly, carefully dong the catwalk that stretched over the sprawling cod hatches, skirting
around the great clamshell loading buckets and under the corroded derricks that reached forlornly
toward the refracted rays from above. It became apparent to them that the Cyclops had died a quick and
violent death. Therotting remains of the lifeboats were forever frozen in their davits and much of the
superstructure looked asif it had been crushed by a monstrousfit.

The odd boxlike form of the bridge dowly took form out of the blue-green dusk. The two support legs
on the starboard side had buckled, but the hull'stilt to port had compensated for the angle. Peculiarly out
of kilter with the rest of the ship, the bridge stood on a perfect horizonta plane.

The dark on the other side of the wheelhouse door looked ominous. Pitt switched on hisdivelight and
drifted dowly ingde, taking care not to stir up the slt on the deck with hisfins. Dim light filtered through
the dime-coated portholes on the forward bulkhead. He brushed away the muck from the glass covering
the ship's clock. The tarnished hands were frozen at 12:21. He a so examined the big upright compass
gand. Theinterior was gill watertight and the needle floated free in kerosene, pointing faithfully toward
magnetic north. Fitt noted that the ship's heading was 340 degrees.

On opposite sides of the compass, covered over by acolony of sponges that turned vivid red under



Fitt'slight, were two postlike objects that rose from the deck and fanned out at the top. Curious, Pitt
wiped the growth from the port one, reveding a glass face, through which he could barely make out the
words AHEAD FULL, HALF, SLOW, DEAD SLOW, STOP, and FINISHED WITH ENGINES. It
was the bridge tel egraph to the engine room. He noted that the brass arrow was pointing to FULL. He
floated over and cleaned the glass on the starboard telegraph. The pointer was locked on FINISHED
WITH ENGINES.

Jessiewas about eight feet behind Pitt when shelet out a garbled scream that lifted the hair on the
nape of his neck. He spun around, haf thinking she was being dragged away by a shark, but she was
gesturing frantically at apair of objects protruding from the Silt.

Two human skulls, muck up to their nose openings, stared through empty eye sockets. They give Pitt
the disconcerting feding he was being watched. The bones of another crewman rested against the base of
the helm, one skeletal arm till wedged between the spokes of the whedl. Pitt wondered if one of them
might be the pitiful remains of Captain Worley.

There was nothing else to see, so Fitt led Jessie outside the whee house and down a companionway to
the crew and passenger quarters. At dmost the same time, Gunn and Giordino disappeared down a
hatch leading to asmal cargo hold.

Thelayer of gt was shdlow in this section of the ship, no more than an inch deep. The companionway
led to along passageway with small compartments off to the sdes. Each one contained bunks, porcelain
sinks, scattered persond effects, and the skeletd relics of their occupants. Pitt soon lost count of the
dead. He paused and added air to his buoyancy compensator to keep hisbody balanced in a
freefloating, horizontal position. The dightest touch from hisfinswould stir up large clouds of blinding silt.

Pitt tapped Jessie on the shoulder and shone hislight into asmall head with a bathtub and two toilets.
He made a questioning gesture. She grinned around her mouthpiece and made acomical but negative

reply.

He accidentaly struck his divelight againgt asteampipe running aong the ceiling and momentarily
knocked the switch into the Off position. The sudden realm of utter darknesswas astota and tifling asif
they were dropped into a coffin and the lid dammed shut. Pitt had no wish to remain surrounded by
eternd black within the grave of the Cyclops, and he quickly flicked on the light again, exposing abrilliant
yellow and red sponge colony that clung to the bulkheads of the passageway.

It soon became obvious they would find no evidence of the La Dorada statue here. They made their
way back through the passageway of desth and resurfaced on the forecastle deck. Giordino was waiting
and motioned toward a hatch that was frozen haf open. Pitt squeezed through, clanging hisair tankson
the frame, and dropped down abadly eroded ladder.

He swam through what |ooked like abaggage cargo hold, twisting around the jumbled and decayed
rubbish, heading toward the unearthly glow of Gunn'sdive light. A pile of unhinged bones passed under
him, the jaw of the skull gaping in what seemed in Ritt'simagination aghastly scream of terror.

He found Gunn intently examining the rotting interior of alarge shipping crate. The gridy skeleta
remains of two men were wedged between the crate and a bulkhead.

For abrief ingant Pitt's heart pounded with excitement and anticipation, his mind certain they had
found the most pricelesstreasure of the sea. Then Gunn looked up, and Pitt saw the bitter
disappointment reflected in hiseyes.



The crate was empty.

A frugtrating search of the cargo hold turned up a startling revelation. Lying in the dark shadowslike a
collapsed rubber doll was a degp-sea diving suit. The arms were outstretched, the feet encased in
Frankengtein-style weighted boots. A tarnished brass diving helmet and breastplate covered the head and
neck. Curled off to the Side like adead gray snake wasthe umbilica line that contained the air hose and
lifdine cable. They were severed about Sx feet from the helmet couplings.

Thelayer of slt and dime on the diving outfit indicated it had lain there for many years. Pitt removed a
knife strapped to hisright calf and used it to pry loose the wing nut clamping the helmet's faceplate. It
gave dowly at first and then loosened enough to be removed by hisfingers. He pulled the faceplate open
and aimed the beam of the dive light insde. Protected from the ravages of destructive sealife by the
rubber suit and the helmet's safety valves, the head il retained hair and remnants of flesh.

Pitt and his party were not thefirst to have probed the gruesome secrets of the Cyclops. Someone
else had aready come and gone with the La Dorada treasure.

<<22>>

Aitt checked his old Doxa watch and cal culated their decompression stops. He added an extraminute
to each stop as a safety margin to eliminate the gas bubbles from their blood and tissues and prevent the
agony of diver'sbends.

After leaving the Cyclops, they had exchanged the nearly empty air cylindersfor their reserve supply
stashed beside the control car and began their dow rise to the surface. A few feet away, Gunn and
Giordino added air to their buoyancy compensators to maintain the required depth while handling the
cumbersome bundle.

Below them in the watery gloom, the Cyclopslay desolate and cursed to oblivion. Before another
decade passed, her rusting wallswould begin to collapse inward, and acentury later the restless seafloor
would cover her pitiful remains under a shroud of silt, leaving only afew pieces of cora-encrusted debris
to mark her grave.

Above them, the surface was aturmoil of quicksilver. At the next decompression stop, they began to
fed the crushing momentum from the mountainous swells and fought to hang in the void together. There
was no thought of a stop at the twenty-foot level. Their air supply was amost exhausted and only degath



by drowning waited in the depths. They had no adternative but to surface and take their chancesin the
tempest above.

Jessie seemed composed and unshaken. Pitt realized that she didn't suspect the danger on the surface.
Her only thoughts were of seeing the sky again.

Pitt made one fina check of the time and motioned upward with histhumb. They began to ascend as
one, Jessie hanging on to Ritt'sleg, Gunn and Giordino dragging the bundle. The light increased and when
Pitt looked up he was surprised to see awhorl of foam only afew feet above his head.

He surfaced in atrough and waslifted by avast doping wall of green that carried him up and over the
crest of ahigh wave aslightly as abathtub toy. Thewind shrieked in his ears and sea spray lashed his
cheeks. He pulled up hismask and blinked his eyes. The sky to the east wasfilled with dark swirling
clouds, dark as charcoa asthey soared over the gray-green sea. The speed of the approaching storm
was uncanny. It seemed to be legping from one horizon to the next.

Jessie popped up beside him and stared through wide stricken eyes at the blackening overcast bearing
down on them. She spit out her mouthpiece."What isit?"

"The hurricane," Fitt shouted over thewind. "It's coming faster than anyone thought.”
"Oh, God!" she gasped.
"Release your weight belt and unstrap your air tanks," he said.

Nothing needed to be said to the others. They had aready dropped their gear and were tearing open
the bundle. The clouds swept overhead and they were hurled into atwilight world drained of all color.
They were stunned at the violent display of atmospheric power. The wind suddenly doubled in strength,
filling the air with foam and driving spray and shattering the wave crestsinto froth.

Abruptly, the bundle that they had so doggedly hauled with them from the Prosperteer burst open into
an inflatable boat, complete with a compact twenty-horsepower outboard motor encased in a waterproof
plastic cover. Giordino rolled over the side, followed by Gunn, and they frantically tore at the motor
covering. The savage winds quickly drove the boat away from Pitt and Jessie. The gap began widening at
andarmingrate.

"The seaanchor!” Pitt balowed. "Throw out the seaanchor!”

Gunn barely heard Pitt over the wail of the wind. He heaved a canvas cone-shaped sack over the side
that was held open by an iron hoop at the mouth. He then paid it out on aline which he made fast to the
bitt on the bow. As the drag on the anchor took hold, the boat's head came around into the wind and
dowed itsdrift.

While Giordino labored over the motor, Gunn threw out alineto Fitt, who tied it under Jess€sarms.
As she was towed toward the boat Pitt swam after her, the waves breaking over his head. The mask was
torn from his head and the salt spray whipped his eyes. He doubled his effort when he saw that the
running seawas carrying away the boat faster than he could swim.

Giordino's muscled armsthrust into the water, closed on Jess€swrists, and yanked her into the boat
aseffortlessy asif she were aten-pound sea bass. Pitt squinted his eyes until they were dmost dits. He
fdlt rather than saw thelinefdl over his shoulder. He could just make out Giordino's grinning face leaning



over the Side, hisgreat handswinding in theline. Then Pitt waslying in the bottom of the wildly rocking
boat, panting and blinking the sdt from hiseyes.

"Another minute and you'd have been beyond reach of theline," Giordino yelled.
"Time sure flieswhen you're having fun,” Fitt yelled back.
Giordino rolled hiseyes at Ritt's cocky reply and went back to laboring over the motor.

Theimmediate danger facing them now was overturning. Until the motor could be started to provide a
small degree of stahility, athrashing wave could flip them upside down. Fitt and Gunn threw over trailing
ballast bags, which temporarily reduced the threst.

The strength of the wind was ungodly. It tore at their hair and bodies, the spray felt as abrasiveto their
skin asif it came from asand blagter. Thelittle inflatable boat flexed under the stress of the mad seaand
recled in the grip of the gale, but she somehow refused to betipped over.

Aitt knelt on the hard rubber floorboards, clasping the lifdine with hisright hand, and turned his back
to thewind. Then he extended hisleft arm. It was an old seaman'strick that alwaysworked in the
Northern Hemisphere. Hisleft hand would be pointing to the center of the storm.

They were dightly outside the center, he judged. There would be no breathing spell from the rdative
cam of the hurricane's eye. Its main path lay agood forty milesto the northwest. The worst wasyet to
come.

A wave crashed over them, and then another-- two in quick succession that would have broken the
back of alarger, morerigid vessd. But the tough, runty inflatable shook off the water and struggled back
to the surface like a playful sedl. Everyone managed to keep afirm grip and no one was washed
overboard.

At last Giordino signded that he had the motor running. No one could hear it over the howl of the
wind. Quickly Fitt and Gunn pulled in the sea.anchor and the ballast bags.

Aitt cupped one hand and yelled in Giordino's ear, "Run with the storm!™

To sheer on asideways course was impossible. The combined force of wind and water would have
flung them over. To head into the thrust of the storm bows-on meant a sure battering they could never
survive. Their only hope wasto ride in the path of the least resistance. Giordino grimly nodded and
pushed the throttle lever. The boat banked around sharply in atrough and surged forward across a sea
that had turned completely white from the driving spray. They dl flattened themsdalves againgt the
floorboards except Giordino. He sat with one arm wrapped around alifeline and gripped the outboard
motor's steering lever with hisfree hand.

The daylight was fading dowly away and night would fal in another hour. Theair was hot and tifling,
making it difficult to breathe. The dmost solid wall of wind-stripped water decreased vishility to lessthan
three hundred yards. Pitt borrowed Gunn's diver's mask and raised his head over the bow. It waslike
standing under Niagara Falls and taring upward.

Giordino fet icy despair asthe hurricane unleashed its full wrath around them. That they had survived
thislong wasjust short of amiracle. He wasfighting the tumbling seain akind of restrained frenzy,
struggling desperately to keep their puny oasis from being overwhelmed by awave. He congtantly



changed throttle settings, trying to ride just behind the towering crests, warily glancing over his shoulder
every few seconds at the gaping trough chasing their stern thirty feet below and behind.

Giordino knew the end was only minutes away, certainly no more than an hour with enormous luck. It
would be s0 easy to swing the boat abeam of the seaand finish it now. He dlowed himself aquick look
down at the others and saw a broad smile of encouragement on Ritt'slips. If hisfriend of nearly thirty
yearsfelt closeto death, he gave no hint of it. FAitt threw ajaunty wave and returned to peering over the
bow. Giordino couldn't help wondering what he was looking at.

Aitt was studying the waves. They were piling up higher and more steeply, the wind hurling the foaming
white horse at the peaksinto the next trough. He estimated the distance between crests and judged that
they were packing together like the forward lines of amarching column that was dowing its pace.

The bottom was coming up. The surge was flinging them into shallower water.

Pitt's eyes strained to penetrate the chaotic wall of water. Sowly, asif a black-and-white photograph
were being devel oped, shadowy images began taking shape. Thefirst image that flashed through hismind
wasthat of stained teeth, blackened molars being scrubbed by white toothpaste. The image sharpened
into dark rocks with the waves smashing against them in great unending explosions of white. He watched
the water shoot skyward as the backwash struck an incoming surge. Then, asthe surf momentarily
settled, he spotted alow reef extending pardld to the rocks that formed anatural wal in front of awide,
sweeping beach. It had to be the Cuban idand of Cayo Santa Maria, he reckoned.

Pitt had no problem visuaizing the probabilities of the new nightmare, bodiestorn to shreds on the
cora reef or crushed on the jagged rocks. He wiped the salt from the mask lens and stared again. Then
he saw it, athousand-in-one chance to survive the vortex.

Giordino had seen it too-- asmall inlet between the rocks. He steered for it, knowing he stood a
better chance of threading a needle in athrashing washing machine.

In the next thirty seconds the churning outboard and the storm had carried them a hundred yards. The
seaover thereef boiled in adirty foam and the wind velocity increased to where the driving spray and the
darkness made vision dmost impossible. Jessie's face went white, her body rigid. Her eyes met Ritt'sfor
an ingant, fearful yet trusting. Hisarm circled her waist and squeezed tight.

A breaker caught and struck them like an avalanche down amountain. The screw of the outboard
raced asit lifted clear of the cre<t, but its protesting whirr was drowned by the deafening noise of the
surf. Gunn opened his mouth to shout awarning, but no sound came. The plunging breaker curled over
the boat and smashed down on them with fantastic force. It tore Gunn's hold on the lifeline, and Pitt saw
him gyrate through the air like akite with a broken string.

The boat was driven over thereef, buried in foam. The cord diced through the rubberized fabric into
theair chambers. A field of razor blades couldn't have done it more efficiently. The thickly encrusted
bottom swirled past. For severd moments they were completely submerged. Then at last the faithful little
inflatable wallowed to the surface and they were clear of the reef with only fifty yards of open water
separating them from the craggy ramparts, looming dark and wet.

Gunn bobbed up only afew feet away, gasping for breath. Pitt reached way out, grabbed him by the
shoulder strap of his buoyancy compensator, and hauled him on board. The rescue didn't come a second
too soon. The next breaker came roaring over the reef like aherd of crazed animas running before a
forest fire.



Giordino grimly hung on to the motor, which was unfdteringly purring away with every bit of
horsepower her pistons could punch out. It didn't take a psychic to know thefrail craft was being torn to
bits. Shewas only buoyed up by air till trapped in her chambers.

They were dmost within reach of the gap between the rocks when they were caught by thewave. The
preceding trough dipped under the base of the breaker, causing it to steepen to twice its height. Its speed
increased asit rushed toward the rocky shoreline,

Aitt glanced up. The menacing pinnacles towered above them, water boiling around their foundations
like a seething caldron. The boat was thrust up the front of the breaker, and for abrief instant Fitt thought
they might be carried over the peak beforeit broke. But it curled suddenly and toppled forward, striking
the rocks opposite the inlet with the shattering crash of thunder, throwing the shredded boat and its
occupantsinto the air, spilling them into the magl strom.

Pitt heard Jessie scream from far in the distance. It bardly pierced his numbed mind, and he struggled
to reply, but then everything blurred. The boat fell with such jarring force the motor was ripped from the
transom and dung onto the beach.

Pitt remembered nothing after that. A black whirlpool opened up and he was sucked into it.

<<23>>

The man who was the driving force behind the Jersey Colony lay on an office couch insdethe
conceal ed headquarters of the project. He rested his eyes and concentrated on his meeting with the
President on the golf course.

Leonard Hudson knew damn well the President wasn't about to St fill and wait patiently for another
surprise contact. The Chief Executive was a pusher who never left anything to luck. Although Hudson's
sources ingde the White House and the intelligence agencies reported no indication of an investigetion, he
was certain the President was figuring away to penetrate the curtain around the inner core.’

He could amost fed the net being thrown.

His secretary rapped softly on the door and then opened it. "Excuse me for intruding, but Mr.
Steinmetz ison the viewer and wishesto talk to you."



"Il betherein aminute.”

Hudson rearranged his thoughts as he laced his shoes. Like acomputer, helogged out of one problem
and called up another. He didn't look forward to battling with Steinmetz even if the man was a quarter of
amillion milesaway.

Eli Steinmetz wasthe kind of engineer who overcame an obstacle by designing amechanica solution
and then building it with his own hands. Histalent for improvisation was the reason Hudson had chosen
him as the leader of the Jersey Colony. A graduate of Catech with a master's degree from MIT, he had
supervised congtruction projectsin haf the countries of the world, even Russa.

When gpproached by the “inner core" to build the first human habitat on lunar soil, Steinmetz had
taken nearly aweek to make a decison while his mind wrestled with the avesome concept and
staggering logigtics of such aproject. Findly, he accepted, but only on hisown terms.

He and only hewould select the crew to live on the moon. There would be no pilots or primadonna
agtronautsin residence. All space flight would be directed by ground control or computers. Only men
whose specid qudifications were vitd in the construction of the base would be included. Besides
Steinmetz, thefirgt three to launch the colony were solar and structural engineers. Monthslater a
biologist-doctor, ageochemica engineer, and a horticulturist arrived. Other scientists and technicians
followed astheir specid skills and knowledge were required.

At first Steinmetz had been considered too old. He wasfifty-three when he set foot on the moon, and
he was fifty-nine now. But Hudson and the other "inner core’ members weighed experience over age and
never once regretted their selection.

Now Hudson stared into the video monitor at Steinmetz, who was holding up a bottle with a
hand-drawn label. Unlike the other colonists, Steinmetz's face sprouted no beard and his head was
clean-shaven. His skin had adusky tint that complemented his date-black eyes. Steinmetz wasa
fifth-generation American Jew, but he could have walked unnoticed in aModem mosgue,

"How'sthat for self-sufficiency?' said Steinmetz. " Chateau Lunar Chardonnay, 1989. Not exactly a
premier vintage. Only had enough grapes to make four bottles. Should have dlowed the vinesin the
greenhouses to mature another year, but we got impatient.”

"| see you even made your own bottle," observed Hudson.

"Yes, our pilot chemical plant isin full operation now. Weve increased our output to where we can
process amogt two tons of lunar soil materiadsinto two hundred pounds of abastard meta or five
hundred pounds of glassin fifteen days."

Steinmetz gppeared to be Sitting at along flat table in the center of asmdl cave. He waswearing athin
cotton shirt and apair of jogger's shorts.

"Y ou look cool and comfortable,” said Hudson.
"Our fird priority when we landed,” Steinmetz said, smiling. "Remember?

"Sedl the entrance to the cavern and pressurizeitsinterior so you could work in acomfortable
amaosphere without the handicap of encapsulated suits.™



"After living in those damned things for eight months, you can't imagine whet arelief it wasto get back
into normd clothing.”

"Murphy has been closely monitoring your temperatures and he saysthe walls of the cavern are
increasing their rate of heat absorption. He suggests that you send aman out and lower the angle on the
solar collectors by half adegree.”

"I'll seetoit.”

Hudson paused. "It won't be long now, Eli."

"Much changed on earth since | 1€ft?”

"About the same, only more smog, more traffic, more people.”

Steinmetz laughed. "Y ou trying to talk me into another tour of duty, Leo?'

"Wouldn't dream of it. Y ou're going to be the biggest-man-on-campus since Lindbergh when you drop
out of the blue.”

"I'll have al our records packed and secured in the lunar transfer vehicle twenty-four hours before
liftoff."

"l hope you don't have amind to uncork your lunar vino on thetrip home."
"No, well hold our farewell party in plenty of timeto purge dl dcoholic resdue.”

Hudson had been trying to approach his point sideways, but decided it was better to comeright out
withit. "You'l haveto ded with the Russans shortly before you leave," he said in amonotone.

"Weve been through this" Steinmetz replied firmly. "Thereisno reason to believe they'll land within
two thousand miles of the Jersey Colony."

"Then seek them out and destroy them. Y ou have the wegpons and equipment for such ahunting
expedition. Their scientists won't be armed. The last thing they'd expect is an attack from men already on
the moon.”

"Theboysand | will gladly defend the homestead, but we're nest about to go out and shoot down
unarmed men who are innocent of any threat.”

"Listento me, Eli," Hudson implored. "Thereisathresat, avery red one. If the Soviets somehow
discover the existence of Jersey Colony, they can move right in. With you and your people returning to
earth less than twenty-four hours after the cosmonauts land, the colony will be deserted and everything in

itfar game”

"| redize that aswell asyou,” said Steinmetz roughly, "and hate it even worse. But the sad fact iswe
can't postpone our departure. We've pushed ourselves to the limit and beyond up here. | can't order
these men to hang on another sx months or ayear, or until your friends can whistle up another craft to
take us from space to a soft landing on earth. Crossit off to bad luck and the Russians, who leaked their
lunar landing schedule after it wastoo late for usto dter our return flight.”



"The moon belongsto us by right of possession,” Hudson argued angrily. "Men of the United States
werethefirg towalk onits soil, and we were thefirst to colonize it. For God's sake, Eli, don't turn it
over to abunch of thieving Communits.”

"Dammit, Leo, there's enough moon for everybody. Besides, thisisn't exactly a Garden of Eden.
Outside this cavern, day and night temperatures can vary as much astwo hundred and fifty degrees
Celgus. | doubt if even casino gambling could make ago of it here. Look, even if the cosmonautsfal into
our colony, they won't strike agold vein of information. The accumulation of al our datawill go back to
earth with us. What we |eave behind we can destroy™

"Don't beafool. Why destroy what can be used by the next colonists, permanent colonists, who will
need every advantage they can get?"

Viewing the monitor in front of him, Steinmetz could see the flush on Hudson's face 240,000 miles
away. "I've made my position clear, Leo. Well defend Jersey Colony if need be, but don't expect usto
form aposse to kill innocent cosmonauits. It's one thing to shoot at an unmanned space probe, but quite
another to murder afellow human being for trespassing on land he has every right to walk on.”

Therewas an uneasy silence after this statement, but it was no less than what Hudson expected from
Steinmetz. The man was no coward. Far from it. Hudson had heard reports of many fights and brawls.
Steinmetz could be pushed and clubbed to the floor, but when he cameto hisfeet and his rage seethed to
aboail, he could fight like ten devilsincarnate. Purveyors of hislegend had lost count of the backcountry
saloon patrons he had mauled.

Hudson broke the spell. " Suppose the Soviet cosmonauts land within fifty miles? Will that proveto you
they intend to occupy Jersey Colony?

Steinmetz shifted in his stone-carved chair, reluctant to make a concession. "Well haveto wait and
e

"Nobody ever won abattle by going on the defensive,” Hudson lectured him. "If their landing siteis
within gtriking distance and they show every indication of advancing on the colony, will you accept a
compromise and attack?’

Steinmetz bowed his shaven head in assent. "Since you ingst on putting my back to thewall, you don't
leave memuch choice."

"The stakes are too high,” said Hudson. "Y ou have no choice at dl."

<<24>>



Thefog in Aitt'sbrain lifted, and one by one his senses flickered back to life like lights across a circuit
board. He struggled to raise his eyelids and focus on the nearest object. For agood half minute he stared
at the water-wrinkled skin of hisleft hand, then at the orange face of hisdiver'swatch asif it were the
first timehe had ever lad eyesonit.

In the dim twilight the luminescent hands read 6:34. Only two hours since they had escaped from the
wrecked control car. It seemed more like alifetime, and none of it redl.

Thewind was gl roaring off the seawith the speed of an expresstrain and the sea spray combined
with rain to beat againgt his back. Hetried to lift himself to his hands and knees, but hislegsfelt trapped
in concrete. He turned and looked down. They were haf buried under the sand by the burrowing action
of the ebbing surf line.

Aitt lay there for afew more moments, recharging his strength, an exhausted and battered piece of
flotsam thrown on the beach. Boulders rose up on ether sde of him like tenements overlooking an aley.
Hisfirg redly conscious thought was that Giordino had doneit, he had steered them through the needle's
eye of therock barrier.

Then somewhere through the howling wind, he could hear Jessie cdlling faintly. He dug out hislegsand
forced himsdlf to hisknees, staggering under the gale, retching out the saltwater that had been forced into
his nose, mouth, and down histhroat.

Half crawling, haf sumbling across the stinging sand, he found Jessie Sitting dazed, her hair limp and
stringy on her shoulders, Gunn's head resting in her lap. She looked up at him through lost eyesthat
suddenly widened in vast relief.

"Oh, thank God," she murmured, her words drowned out by the storm.

Pitt put hisarms around her shoulders and gave her areassuring hug. Then he turned his attention to
Gunn.

He was semiconscious. The broken ankle had swelled like asoccer ball. There was an ugly gash
above the hairline, and hisbody was cut in adozen places from the cord, but hewasadive and his
breathing was deep and steady.

Pitt shielded his eyes and scanned the beach. Giordino was nowherein sight. At first Ritt refused to
believeit. The seconds passed and he stood rooted, his body |eaning into the offshore gale, eyes peering
desperatdly through the torrential dark. He caught a glimpse of orange in the swirl of adying bresker, and
immediately recognized it asthe shredded carcass of the inflatable boat. It was caught in the grip of the
backwash, drifting out and then swept in again by the next wave.

Pitt lurched into the water up to his hips, oblivious to the spent breskersthat rolled around him. He
dove under the tattered boat and extended his hands, fedling around like a blind man. His groping fingers
found only torn fabric. Moved by some deep urgency to make absolutely sure, he pulled the boat toward
the beach.

A large wave caught him unawares and smashed into his back. Somehow he managed to keep hisfeet



under him and drag the boat into shalow water. Asthe blanket of foam dissolved and was blown away,
he saw apair of legs protruding from under the collapsed boat. Shock, disbdlief, and afanatica refusa to
accept Giordino's desth flooded through hismind. Frantically, obliviousto the battering of the hurricane,
he tore away the diced remains of the inflatable, reveding Giordino's body floating upright, his head
buried insde abuoyancy chamber. Hope camefirgt to Fitt, then optimism that struck him likeapunchin
the ssomach.

Giordino might ill bedive.

Pitt stripped away theinterior liner and bent over Giordino's face, afraid degp down it would be a
lifeless blue. But there was color, and there was breath-- ragged and shallow, but there was breath. The
brawny little Italian had incredibly survived on air that was trapped ingde the buoyancy chamber.

Aitt felt suddenly drained to his bones. Physically and emotiondly he was spent. He swayed wesrily,
the wind trying to beat him flat. Only afirm resolve to save everyone drove him on. Slowly, giffly froma
myriad of cuts and bruises, he did hisarms under Giordino and picked him up. The dead weight of
Giordino's solid hundred and seventy-five poundsfdt like aton.

Gunn had come around and was huddled with Jessie. He looked up questioningly at Fitt, who was
struggling across the windswept beach under Giordino'sinert body.

"Weve got to find shelter from thewind,” Pitt yelled, hisvoice rasped by the intake of saltwater. "Can
youwak?'

"I'll help him," Jessieyelled in reply. She circled both arms around Gunn's waist, braced her feet in the
sand, and shoved him upright.

Panting under hisload, Pitt made for aline of pam trees bordering the beach. Every twenty feet he
glanced back. Jessie had somehow retained her dive mask, so she was the only one who could keep her
eyes open and see draight ahead. She was supporting nearly half of Gunn's weight while he gamely
hobbled beside her, eyes shut againgt the stinging sand, dragging his badly swollen foot.

They made it into the trees but received no mercy from the hurricane. The gale bent the tops of the
palms amost to the ground, their fronds splitting like paper in a shredding machine. Coconuts were
ripped from their clusters, striking the ground with the velocity of cannonballs and just as deadly. One
grazed Pitt's shoulder, its husk tearing his exposed skin. It was as though they were running through the
no-man's-land of abattlefield.

Pitt kept his head bent down and squinted sideways, watching the ground directly in front of him.
Before he knew it he had walked into achain link fence. Jessie and Gunn drew up besde him and
stopped. He stared to the right and then the left, but found no sign of abreak. Trying to climb it was out
of the question. The fence was at least ten feet high with athick angle of barbed wire at the top. Fitt also
gpotted asmal porcelain insulator and redlized the chain links were wired for electricity.

"Which way?' Jessecried.
"You lead," Pitt shouted in her ear. "l can hardly see.

She nodded to the left and set off with Gunn limping dong at her side. They staggered onward, beaten
every sep by the unrelenting force of the wind.



Ten minutes later they had covered only fifty yards. Pitt couldn't push on much longer. Hisarmswere
going numb and hewaslosing hisgrip on Giordino. He closed his eyes and blindly began to count the
deps, staying inagraight line by brushing hisright shoulder againgt the fence, certain the hurricane must
have cut off the power source.

He heard Jess e shouting something, and he opened one eyein anarrow dit. She was pointing
vigoroudy ahead. Fitt sank to hisknees, gently lowered Giordino to the ground, and looked past Jessie.
A pam tree had been uprooted by the insane wind and hurled through tire air like some monsirous
javelin, landing on the fence and crushing it againgt the sand.

With gppalling abruptness, night closed in and the sky went pitch black. Blindly, they stepped over the
flattened fence like Sghtless drones, reding and faling, driven on by inginct and someinner discipline that
wouldn't dlow them to lie down and give up. Jessie gamely kept the lead. Pitt had dung Giordino over a
shoulder and held on to the waistband of Gunn's swim trunks, not so much for support asto prevent
them from becoming separated.

A hundred yards, then another hundred yards, and suddenly Gunn and Jessie seemed to drop into the
ground asif they were swalowed up. Fitt rleased hisgrip on Gunn and fdll backward, grunting as
Giordino'sfull weight fll across hischedt, forcing the air from hislungs. He scrambled from under
Giordino and gtretched his hand gropingly forward into the dark until he felt nothing there.

Jessie and Gunn had fallen down a steep, eight-foot dope into asunken road. He could just make out
their vague outlines huddled in a heap below.

"Areyou injured?’ he called.

"We dready hurt so much we can't tdl.” Gunn's voice was muffled by the gae, but not so muffled Pitt
couldn't tell it came through clenched teeth.

"Jes5e?!

"I'mdl right. . . I think."

"Can you give me ahand with Giordino?"'

“I'll try."

"Send him down,” said Gunn. "We can manageit.”

Pitt eased Giordino's limp figure over the edge of the dope and lowered him gently by thearms. The
others held him by the legs until Pitt could scramble down beside them and take up the heavy bulk. Once
Giordino was stretched comfortably on the ground, Pitt looked around and took stock.

The sunken road provided a shelter from the gale-force wind. The blowing sand had dropped off and
Ritt could finally open his eyes. The road's surface was made up of crushed seashells and appeared hard
packed and little used. No sign of light was visiblein either direction, which wasn't too surprising when
Pitt considered that any local inhabitants would have evacuated the shordline before the full energy of the

hurricane struck.

Both Jessie and Gunn were very nearly played out, their breath coming in short, tortured rasps. Pitt
was aware his own bresthing was fast and |abored, and his heart pounding like a steam engine under full



load. Exhausted and battered asthey were, Fitt reflected, it till felt like paradiseto lie behind abarrier
that reduced by haf the main drive of thegde.

Two minuteslater Giordino began to groan. Then he dowly sat up and looked around, seeing nothing.
"Jesus, it'sdark,” he muttered to himself, hismind crawling from awoolly mig.

Fitt knelt beside him and said, "Welcome back to the land of the walking dead.”

Giordino raised his hand and touched Ritt's face in the darkness. "Dirk?"

"Intheflesh.”

"Jesseand Rudi?'

"Bothright here”

"Whereis here?'

"About amile from the beach.” Pitt didn't bother to explain how they survived the landing or how they
arrived at the road. That could come later. "Where are you hurt?"

"All over. My rib cagefedslikeit'sonfire. | think my left shoulder isdidocated, oneleg fedslikeit
was twisted off a the knee, and the base of my skull where it meetsthe neck throbslike hell." He swore
disgugtedly. "Damn, | blew it. | thought | could bring us through the rocks. Forgive me for screwing up.”

"Would you believe meif | told youwed dl befish food if it wasn't for you?' Pitt smiled and then
gently probed Giordino's knee, guessing that the injury was atorn tendon. Then he turned his attention to
the shoulder. "I can't do anything about your ribs, knee, or thick skull, but your shoulder is out of place,
and if you'reinthe mood | think | can manipulaeit back whereit belongs.”

"Seemsl| recdl you doing that to me when we played football in high school. The team doctor raised
holy hell. Said you should havelet him doit.”

"That's because hewas asadist,” Fitt said, grasping Giordino'sarm. "Ready?"
"Go on, tear it off."

Pitt yanked and the joint snapped into place with an audible pop. Giordino et out a gasp that died into
ardieved sgh. Fitt felt around in the dark beside the road until he found a stout branch that had been
torn off asmal scrub pine, and gaveit to Gunn to use as astaff in place of a crutch. Jessie clutched one
of Gunn'sarmsto steady him, while Fitt hoisted Giordino onto his sound leg and supported him with an
amaround hiswaist.

Thistime Ritt led the way, mentdly flipping acoin and heading up the road to their right, plodding close
to the high embankment to shelter their progress from the unabating ondaught of the ssorm. Now the
going was easier. No deep sand to wade through, no fallen treesto stumble over, not even the
wind-propelled rain to torture them, for the edge of the dope caused it to fly over their heads. Just the
graded flat of the road leading off into the stricken darkness.

After an hour had passed, Fitt figured they had hobbled about amile. He was about to call arest stop



when Giordino suddenly stiffened and stopped so unexpectantly that he lost Fitt's support and toppled to
theroad.

"Barbecuel" heydled. "Smell it? Somebody's barbecuing beef."

Aitt sniffed the air. Thearomawasfaint, but it was there. He lifted Giordino and pushed ahead. The
samell of steeks broiling over charcod grew stronger with every step. In another fifty yardsthey met with a
massive iron gate whose bars were welded in the shape of dolphins. A wall topped by broken glass
stretched into the darkness on either side and stood astride a guardhouse. Not surprisingly, in light of the
hurricane, it was vacant.

The gate, reaching a good twelve feet toward the ebony sky, waslocked, but the outer and inner
doors of the guardhouse were open, so they walked through. A short distance beyond, the road ended in
acircular drive that passed in front of what seemed in the stormy dark to be alarge mound. Asthey
approached, it became a castldike structure whose roof and three sides were covered over with sandy
soil and planted with palmetto trees and native scrub brush. Only the front of the building lay exposed,
garkly barren with no windows and only one huge, mahogany door artisticaly carved with lifelike fish.

"Reminds me of aburied Egyptian temple,” said Gunn.
"If it wasn't for the ornate door," said Pitt, "I'd guessit was some kind of military supply depot.”

Jessie set them draight. A subinsulator house. Soil isan idedl insulation againgt temperatures and
westher. Same principle as the sod houses on the early American prairie. | know an architect who
gpecidizesin desgning them.”

"Looks deserted," observed Giordino.

Pitt tried the doorknob. It turned. He eased the door open. The aromaof food wafted out from
somewhere within the darkened interior.

"Doean't amell desarted,” said Fitt.

Thefoyer was paved in tile with a Spanish motif and waslit by severd large candles set on atall stand.
Thewallswere carved blocks of black lavarock and their only decoration was a gruesome painting of a
man hanging from the fanged mouth of a snakelike seamongter. They entered and Fitt pulled the door
closed behind them.

For some strange reason, the howl of the tempest outside and everyone's weary breathing seemed to
add to the deathly tillness of the house.

"Anyone home?' Aitt caled out.

He repeated the question twice more, but hisonly reply was aghostly silence. A dim corridor
beckoned, but Pitt hesitated. Another smell invaded his nostrils. Tobacco smoke. Stronger than the
nearletha gas emitted by Admira Sandecker's cigars. Pitt was no expert, but he knew that expensive
cigars smelled more rotten than the cheap ones. He guessed the smoke must be coming from prime
Havanas.

Heturned to the others. "What do you think?"



"Do we have achoice?' Giordino asked dumbly.

"Two," replied Fitt. "We can ether get out of here while we can and take our chancesin the hurricane.
Then, when it beginsto die down, we can try to steal aboat and head back to Florida="

"Or throw ourselves on the mercy of the Cubans,” Gunn interrupted.
"That's how it boils down."

Jessie shook her head and stared at him through soft, tender eyes. "We can't go back," she said quietly
with no trace of fear. "The storm will take daysto die, and none of usisin any condition to survive out
there another four hours. | vote we take our chances with Castro's government. The very worst they can
doisthrow usinjall while the State Department negotiates our release.”

Pitt looked at Gunn. "Rudi, how say you?'
"Weredonein, Dirk. Logicison Jessessde.”
"Al, how do you seeit?'

Giordino shrugged. "Say theword, pa, and I'll swim back to the States." And Pitt knew he meant it
too. "But the honest truth iswe can't take much more. It pains meto say this, but | think wed better
throw inthe towd."

Pitt looked at them and reflected that he couldn't have been blessed with a better team of peopleto
face an unpleasant Stuation, and it didn't take avisionary to see things were going to become very
unpleasant indeed.

"Okay," hesaid with agrim smile. "Let's crash the party.”

They st off down the corridor and soon passed under an archway that opened onto avast living room
decorated in early Spanish antiques. Giant tapestries hung on the walls, depicting galeons sailing sunset
seas or being driven helplessy onto reefs by thrashing sorms. The furnishings seemed to have anautica
flair, the room wasilluminated by ancient ship's lanterns of copper and colored glass. Thefireplace was
glowing with acrackling fire that warmed the room to hothouse temperatures.,

Therewasn't asoul to be seen anywhere.
"Ghastly," murmured Jessie. "Our host has smply dreadful taste in decor.”

Pitt held up hishand for quiet. "Voices," he said softly. "Coming from that other archway between
those two suits of armor.”

They moved into another corridor that was dimly lit by candle holders every ten feet. The sounds of
laughter and obscure words, from both male and female, became louder. A light loomed from under a
curtain ahead. They paused for a second, and then swung it aside and passed through.

They had entered along dining hall filled with nearly forty people, who stopped in midconversation and
dared at Fitt and the others with the awed expression of agroup of villagers meeting their first diensfrom
space.



The women were elegantly dressed in evening gowns, while haf the men wore tuxedos and the other
haf wereattired in military uniforms. Severd servants waiting on the table stood stock-4till like images on
motion picture film that was suddenly freeze-framed. The stunned silence was asthick asawool blanket.
A scene straight out of an early thirties Hollywood melodrama.

PFitt redlized he and the rest must have made a shocking picture. Soaking wet, their clothing torn and
ragged, bruised and gashed skin, torn muscles, broken bones. Hair plastered down around their heads,
they must have looked like drowned rats re ected from a polluted river.

Pitt looked a Gunn and said, "How do you say “Pardon theintrusion' in Spanish?”

"Haven't the vaguest idea. | took French in school.”

Then it struck Fitt. Most of the uniformed men were high-ranking Soviet officers. Only one appeared
to be from the Cuban military.

Jessewasin her dement. To Fitt she couldn't have looked more regd, even if the designer safari suit
hung on her body in tetters.

"Isthere a gentleman among you who will offer alady achair?' she demanded.

Before she received an answer, ten men with Russian-type machine pistols burst into the room and
surrounded them in aloose circle, sphinx-faced men whose wegpons were aimed at dl four ssomachs.
Their eyeswereicy and their lips set in tight lines. There waslittle doubt in Fitt's mind that they were
highly trained to kill on command.

Giordino, with the gppearance of aman run over by agarbage truck, painfully pulled himsef to hisfull
height and stared back. "Did you ever see 0 many smiling faces?' he asked conversationally.

"No," said Ritt with the beginning of ato-hell-with-you grin. "Not snce Little Big Horn."

Jesse didn't hear them. Asif in atrance she shouldered her way through the armed guards and
stopped near the head of the table, staring down at atall, gray-haired man attired in forma evening wesr,
who stared back at her in shocked disbelief.

She brushed back her wet, tangled hair and struck a sophisticated, feline pose. Then she spokeina
soft, commanding voice. "Be adear, Raymond, and pour your wife aglass of wine."

<<25>>



Hagen drove nineteen miles east of downtown Colorado Springs on Highway 94 until he cameto
Enoch Road. Then he turned right and arrived a the main entrance of the Unified Space Operations
Center.

The two-billion-dollar project, constructed on 640 acres of land and manned by 5,000 uniformed and
civilian personnd, controlled dl military space vehicle and shuttle flights aswell as satellite monitoring
programs. An entire aerospace community mushroomed around the center, covering thousands of acres
with resdential developments, scientific and industria parks, high-tech research and manufacturing plants,
and Air Force test facilities. In ten short years, what had once been sparse grazing land inhabited by small
herds of cattle had become the " Space Capita of the World."

Hagen flashed his security clearance, droveinto the parking lot, and stopped opposite aside entrance
to the massive building. He did not get out of the car but opened his briefcase and removed hisworn
lega pad. He turned to a page with three names and added a fourth.

Raymond LeBaron....Whereabouts unknown.

Leonard Hudson....Same.

Gunnar Eriksen....Same.

Genera Clark Fisher....Colorado Springs.

Hagen's cal to the Drake Hotel from Pattenden Lab had derted an old friend at the FBI, who traced
the number of Anson Jonesto aclassified line a an officer's residence on Peterson Air Force Base
outside of Colorado Springs. The house was occupied by four-star Generd Clark Fisher, head of the
joint Military Space Command.

Posing as apest control inspector, Hagen had been given the run of the house by the generd's wife.
Fortunately for him, she considered his unexpected arrival as a heaven-sent opportunity to complain
about an army of spidersthat had invaded the premises. He listened attentively and promised to attack
the insects with every wegpon in hisarsena. Then, while she fussed around in the kitchen with the hired
cook, experimenting with anew recipe for apricot sautéed prawns, Hagen tossed the generd's study.



His search reveded only that Fisher was a stickler for security. Hagen found nothing in desk drawers,
files, or hidden recessesthat could prove beneficial to a Soviet agent or himsalf. He decided to wait it out
until the genera eft for the evening and then search his office at the space center. Asheleft by the rear
door Mrs. Fisher was talking on the telephone and smply waved goodbye. Hagen paused for amoment
and overheard her telling the generd to stop off on hisway home and pick up abottle of sherry.

Hagen put the legd pad back in the briefcase and took out a can of diet colaand athick salami
sandwich with diced dill pickle, wrapped in wax paper with a delicatessen's advertising printed on both
sides. The Colorado temperature had cooled considerably once the sun had dropped over the Rocky
Mountains. The shadow of Pike's Peak stretched out over the plains, casting adark vell over the treeless

landscape.

Hagen didn't notice the scenic beauty unfolding through the windshield. What disturbed him was that
he did not have afirm grip on any member of the "inner core.” Three of the nameson hislist remained
hidden, God only knew where, and the fourth was il innocent until proven guilty. No hard facts, only a
phone number and agut instinct that Fisher was part of the Jersey Colony conspiracy. He had to be
absolutely certain, and most important, he desperately needed to pick up athread to the next man.

Hagen stopped his menta wanderings, his eyesfocused on the rearview mirror. A manin ablue
officer's uniform was passing through the side entrance, the door held open by afive-stripe sergeant, or
whatever specidist rating the Air Force gave its enlisted men these days. The officer wastal, athleticaly
built, wore four stars on his shoulders, and was quite handsome in a Gregory Peck way. The sergeant
accompanied him across asidewak to awaiting Air Force blue sedan and smartly opened the rear door.

Something about the scene snapped a string in Hagen's mind. He sat up straight and turned around to
stare boldly out the side window. Fisher wasin the act of bending over to enter the backseat of hiscar,
holding abriefcase. That wasit. The briefcase wasn't held by the handle asit would normally be carried.
Fisher was clutching it like afootball, under hisarm and againgt the Sde of hischest.

Hagen had no qualms againgt changing his carefully laid out plan in midstream. He improvised on the
spot, quickly forgetting about searching Fisher's command office. If his sudden creetive spark didn't pan
out, he could dways go back. He started the engine and moved off across the parking ot behind the
generd'scar.

Fisher'sdriver pulled across the intersection and turned onto Highway 94 under ayellow light. Hagen
hung back until the traffic thinned. Then heran the red light and accelerated until he was close enough
behind the Air Force blue car to make out the driver'sfacein itsrearview mirror. He held that position,
watching to seeif there was any eye contact. There was none. The sergeant was not a suspicious sort
and never checked histail. Hagen rightly assumed the man had no training in defensive driving tactics
againg possibleterrorist attack.

After adight bend in the highway the lights of a shopping center cameinto view. Hagen glanced a his
peedometer. The sergeant was cruising dong five miles an hour below the posted speed limit. Hagen
pulled into the outer lane and passed. He speeded up dightly and then dowed down to turn into the
driveway of the shopping center, gambling that one of the stores sold liquor, gambling that Generd Fisher
hadn't forgotten hiswife'singtructionsto buy the bottle of sherry.

The Air Force car drove on past.

"Damn!" Hagen muttered to himself. It struck him that any serviceman would have purchased liquor at
his base post exchange, where it was sold for much lessthan at aretail store.



Hagen was stdled for afew seconds behind awoman trying to back out of aparking dot. When he
finally broke free, he burned rubber swinging from the driveway onto the road. Luckily, Fisher'sdriver
had caught ared light at the next intersection and Hagen was able to catch and pass him again.

He pressed the accelerator to the floor, trying to put as much distance as he could between them. In
two miles he turned into the narrow road leading to the main gate of Peterson Air Force Base. He
showed his security clearance to the Air Policeman standing tiffly, wearing awhite helmet, matching silk
scarf at the neck, and ablack leather side holster that contained a pearl-handled revolver.

"Where can | find the PX?' Hagen asked.

The AP pointed up the road. " Straight ahead to the second stop sign. Then left toward the water
tower. A large gray building. Y ou cant missit.”

Hagen thanked him and moved away just as Fisher's car pulled up behind and was smartly waved on
through the gate. Taking histime, he stayed within the base speed limit and eased into the post exchange
parking areaonly fifty feet ahead of Fisher. He stopped between ajeep Wagoneer and a Dodge pickup
truck with acamper that effectively hid most of his car from view. He dipped from behind the whed,
turning off thelights but keeping the engine running.

The generd's car had stopped, and Hagen unhurriedly approached it in adirect line, wondering if
Fisher would get out and buy the sherry or send the sergeant to run the errand.

Hagen smiled to himsdlf. He should have known it was a preordained conclusion. The generd, of
course, sent the sergeant.

Hagen reached the car at nearly the same moment as the sergeant walked through the door into the
PX. One quick scan to see if some bored soul waiting in aparked car might beidly staring in hisdirection
or ashopper from the PX pushing agrocery cart close by. Theold cliché"The coast isclear” ran through
hismind.

Without the dightest hesitation or wasted movement, Hagen dipped aweighted rubber sap from a
specialy sewn pocket under one arm of hiswindbreaker, jerked open the rear car door, and swung his
armin ashort arc. No words of greeting, no trivia conversation. The sap caught Fisher precisely on the
point of hisjaw.

Hagen snaiched the briefcase from the generd's | ap, dammed the door, and walked casudly back to
his car. From start to finish the action had taken no more than four seconds.

As hedrove awvay from the PX toward the main gate he ticked off the timing sequencein hismind.
Fisher would be unconscious for twenty minutes, maybe an hour. Give the sergeant four to Sx minutesto
find the shelf with the sherry, pay for it, and return to the car. Another five minutes before an dert was
sounded, providing the sergeant even noticed the general had been mugged in the backsest.

Hagen felt pleased with himsdf. He would be through the main gate and hafway to the Colorado
Springs airport before the Air Police realized what had happened.



An early snow garted to fal over southern Colorado shortly after midnight. At first it melted when it
met the ground, but soon an icy sheet formed, and then awhite blanket began to build. Farther east the
winds kicked up, and the Colorado Highway Patrol closed off the smaller county roads dueto blizzard
conditions.

Insde asmdl, unmarked Lear jet parked at the far end of the airport termina, Hagen sat at a desk
and studied the contents of General Fisher's briefcase. Mogt of it was highly classified material concerning
day-to-day operations of the space center. Onefile of papers concerned the flight of the space shuttle
Gettysburg, which had been launched from VVandenberg Air Force Base in Cdiforniaonly two days
before. He was amused to find amid the dots of the briefcase a pornographic magazine. But the
champion prize was ablack leather book that contained atotal of thirty-nine names and phone numbers.
No addresses or notations, only names and numbers segregated in three sections. The firgt section gave
fourteen; the second, seventeen; and the third, eight.

None of them struck a chord with Hagen. It was possible they were smply friends and associates of
Fisher's. He stared a the third lig, the printing beginning to blur before his eyes from weariness.

Abruptly the top name leaped out a him. Not the surname, but the first name,

Startled, shocked that he had missed something so smple, a code so obvious that no one would
consder it, he copied the list on hislegal pad and matched up three of the names by adding the correct
ones.

Gunnar Monrog/Eriksen

[rwin Dupuy

Leonard Murphy/Hudson

Danid Klan

Steve Larson

Ray Sampson/LeBaron



Dean Beggle

Clyde Ward

Eight namesingtead of nine. Then Hagen shook his head, marveling a hisdow grasp of the
conspicuous fact that General Clark Fisher would hardly have included his own name on atelephonelist.

Hewas amost home, but his eation was muted by fatigue. Hed had no deegp in the past twenty-two
hours. The gamble to snatch Generd Fisher's briefcase had paid off with unexpected dividends. Instead
of onethread, he held five, al the remaining members of the "inner core.” Now dl he had to do was
match up the first names with the phone numbers and he would have a neat and tidy package.

All thiswaswishful thinking. He had made an amateur's error by mouthing off to Generd Clark Fisher,
alias Anson Jones, over the telephone from Pattenden Lab. Hed tried to writeit off as a shrewd move
designed to goad the conspirators into making amistake and give him an opening. But now heredlized it
was nothing but cockiness mixed with ahedthy dose of stupidity.

Fisher would dert the "inner core,” if he hadn't aready done so. There was nothing Hagen could do
now. The damage was done. He was | eft with no choice but to plunge ahead.

He was staring blankly into the distance when the aircraft pilot entered the main compartment from the
cockpit. "Excuse me for interrupting, Mr. Hagen, but the snowstorm is expected to get worse. The
control tower just informed me they're going to close down the airport. If we don't take off now, we may
not get clearancetill tomorrow afternoon.”

Hagen nodded. "No sensein hanging around.”

"Canyou give me adedtinaion?’

There was a short pause as Hagen looked down at his handwritten notes on the legal pad. He decided
to leave Hudson until last. Besides, Eriksen, Hudson, and Daniel Klein or whoever, dl had the same
telephone area code. He recognized the code after Clyde Ward's name and settled on it simply because
the location was only afew hundred miles south of Colorado Springs.

"Albuquerque,” he said findly.

"Yes, gr," replied thepilat. "If you'll strap yoursdlf in, I'll have us off the ground in five minutes.”

As soon asthe pilot disappeared into the control cabin, Hagen stripped to his shorts and dropped into
a soft berth. He was dead adeep before the whedl s lft the snow-carpeted runway.



<<26>>

The fear that the President's chief of staff, Dan Fawcett, inspired insde the White House was
immense. Hiswas one of the most powerful positionsin Washington. He was the keeper of the sanctum
sanctorum. Virtualy every document or memo sent to the President had to go through him. And no one,
including members of the cabinet and the leaders of Congress, gained entry to the Ova Office unless
Fawcett approved it.

Thetimes that someone, high-ranking or low, refused to take no for an answer were nonexistent. So
he was uncertain how to react as he looked up from his desk into the smoldering eyes of Admira
Sandecker. Fawcett couldn't remember when he had seen a man seething with so much anger, and he
sensed that the admiral was exerting every disciplined resource to hold it under control.

"I'm sorry, Admird," said Fawcett, "but the Presdent's scheduleis airtight. Thereisnoway | can
queezeyou in.”

"Get mein," Sandecker demanded through tight lips.
"Not possible," replied Fawcett firmly.

Sandecker dowly braced his arms and hands sacrilegioudy on the paperwork strewn on Fawcett's
desk and leaned over until only afew inches separated their noses.

"You tell the son of abitch,” he snarled, "that hejust killed three of my best friends. And unlesshe
gives me adamned good reason why, I'm going to walk out of here, hold a press conference, and revedl
enough dirty secretsto scar his precious adminigration for the rest of histerm. Am | getting through to
you, Dan?'

Fawcett sat there, risng anger unable to overcome shock. Y ou'll only destroy your own career. What
would be the sense?!

"Y ou're not paying attention. I'll runit by you again. The Presdent isresponsible for the deaths of three
of my dearest friends. One of them you knew. His name was Dirk Ritt. If it wasn't for Pitt, the President
would be resting on the bottom of the seaiinstead of sitting in the White House. Now, | demand to know
for what purpose Pitt died. And if it costs me my career as chief of NUMA, then you can damn well let
it

Sandecker's face was S0 close that Fawcett could have sworn the admira's red beard had alife force



al itsown. "Pitt'sdead?' he said dumbly. "I haven't heard=
"Just tell the Presdent I'm herg," Sandecker cut in, hisvoice turned to sted. "Hell seeme”

The news came so abruptly, so coldly, that Fawcett was startled. "I'll inform the President about FAitt,”
hesaid dowly.

"Don't bother. If | know, he knows. We're tuned into the same intelligence sources.”

"I need timeto find out what thisisal about,” Fawcett said.

"Y ou don't havetime," said Sandecker stonily. "The President's nuclear energy bill iscoming up for a
vote before the Senate tomorrow. Think what might happen if Senator George Pitt istold the President
had a hand in murdering his son. | don't have to paint you a picture of what will happen when the senator
stops throwing hisweight in support of presidentia policies and starts opposing them.”

Fawcett was shrewd enough to recogni ze an ambush looming in the distance. He pushed himself back

from the desk, clasped his hands and stared at them for afew moments. Then he stood and walked
toward the halway.

"Comewith me, Admird. The Presdent isin ameeting with Defense Secretary Jess Smmons. They
should be wrapping up about now."

Sandecker waited outside the Ova Office while Fawcett entered, pardoned himsdlf, and spoke afew
whispered words to the President. Two minutes later Jess Simmons came out and exchanged afriendly
greeting with the admird, followed by Fawcett, who motioned for him to comein.

The President came from behind his desk and shook Sandecker's hand. His face was expressionless,
his body loose and composed, and hisintelligent eyeslocked on the hard, burning stare of hisvistor.

Heturned to Fawcett. "Would you please excuse us, Dan? I'd like to speak with Admiral Sandecker
privatdy.”

Wordlessy Fawcett stepped out and closed the door behind him. The President gestured toward a
chair and smiled. "Why don't we sit down and relax.”

"I'd rather stand,” Sandecker said flatly.

"Asyou wish." The President eased into an overstuffed armchair and crossed hislegs. "'I'm sorry about
Aitt and the others," he said without preamble. "No one meant for it to happen.”

"May | respectfully ask what in hell isgoing on?

"Tdl me something, Admira. Would you believe that when | asked for your cooperation in sending out
acrew on the blimp it went far beyond a mere hunt for amissing person?'

"Only if there was a solid explanation to back you up.”

"And would you a so believe that besides|ooking for her husband, Mrs. LeBaron was part of an
elaborate deception to open adirect line of communication between mysdlf and Fidd Castro?'



Sandecker stared at the President, his anger momentarily placed on hold. The admiral was not awed in
the least by the nation'sleader. He had seen too many Presidents come and go, seen too many of their
human frailties. He could not think of one hed have set on apedestal.

"No, Mr. President, | can't buy that," he said, histone sarcadtic. "If my memory serves me, you have a
very capable Secretary of State in Douglas Oates, who is backed by an occasionally efficient State
Department. I'd have to say they're better equipped to communicate with Castro through exigting
diplométic channds."

The Presdent amiled wryly. "There are times negotiations between unfriendly countries must deviate
from normal standards of statesmanship. Surely, you must believe that.”

"l do."

"Y ou don't involve yourself with politics, matters of sate, Washington socia parties, cronies or cliques,
doyou, Admird?'

"That'sright."
"But if | gave you an order, you'd obey it."

"Yes, gr, | would,” Sandecker replied without hesitation. "Unless, of course, it wasillegd, immoral, or
uncondtitutiond.”

The President considered that. Then he nodded and held out his hand toward achair. "Please,
Admird. My timeislimited, but I'll briefly explain what's going down." He paused until Sandecker was
seated. "Now then. . .

"Five days ago a highly classified document written by Fidel Castro was smuggled out of Havanato
our State Department. Basically it was aproposa for paving the way for positive and congiructive
relations between Cubaand America”

"What's S0 gtartling about that?' Sandecker asked. "He's been angling for closer ties since President
Reagan kicked hisass out of Grenada."

"True," the President acknowledged. "Until now the only agreement we've reached over the bargaining
table was adedl raising immigration quotas for dissdent Cubans coming to America. This new stance,
however, went way beyond. Castro wants our help in throwing off the Russian yoke."

Sandecker looked at him, skeptical. "Castro's hatred of the U.S. isan obsession. Why, hell, he till
holds rehearsalsfor an invasion. The Russians aren't about to be shoved out. Cuba represents their only
toehold in the Western Hemisphere. Even if they suffered from a moment of madness and yanked thelr
support, theidand would sink in an economic quagmire. Cuba can't possibly stand on its own feet, it
doesn't have the resources. | wouldn't buy Fidel's act if Christ himsdlf applauded.”

"Themanismercurid,” admitted the Presdent. "But don't underestimate hisintentions. The Sovietsare
buried in their own economic quagmire. The Kremlin's parancia againg the outside world has driven their
military budget to astronomical heightsthey can no longer afford. Therr citizens standard of living isthe
worgt of any indugtridized nation. Their agriculturd harvests, industrid gods, and oil exports havedl
fdleninto the cellar. They'velost the meansto continue pumping massve ad to the Eastern bloc
countries. And in Cubal's situation, the Russians have reached a point where they're demanding more



while supplying less. The days of the billion-dollar aid grants, soft loans, and cheap arms supplies have
passed. Thefreerideisover.”

Sandecker shook hishead. "Still, if | were in Castro's shoes, I'd consider it abad trade. Thereisno
way Congresswould vote hillions of dollarsto subsidize Cuba, and the idand's twelve million people
could barely exist without imported goods.”

The President glanced &t the clock on the mantd. "'I've only got another couple of minutes. Anyway,
Cadtro's greatest fear doesn't come from economic chaos or acounterrevolution. It comes from the dow,
steady creep of Soviet influence into every corner of his government. The people from Maoscow chip off
alittle here, stedl alittle there, waiting patiently to make the right moves until they can dominate the
government and control the country's resources. Only now has Castro awakened to the fact that his
friendsin the Kremlin are attempting to sted the country out from under him. His brother, Raul, was
stunned when he became derted to the heavy infiltration of his officer corps by fellow Cubanswho had
shifted their loydty to the Soviet Union."

"| find that surprising. The Cubans detest the Russians. Their viewpointson life don't mix at al.”

"Certainly Cubanever intended to become a Kremlin pawn, but since the revol ution thousands of
Cuban students have studied in Russian universities. Many, rather than return home and work in ajob
dictated by the state, ajob they might hate or which could lead to a dead end, were swayed by subtle
Russian offerings of prestige and money. The canny ones, who placed their future above patriotism,
secretly renounced Castro and swore alegiance to the Soviet Union. Y ou have to give the Russians
credit. They kept their promises. Using their influence over the Cuban government, they wovetheir new
subjectsinto positions of power.”

"Cadtrois still revered by the Cuban people,” said Sandecker. "'l can't see how they could stand by
and watch him totally subjugated by Moscow.”

The President's expression turned grave. "The very red threst isthat the Russanswill assassnate the
Cadtro brothers and throw the blame on the CIA. Easy enough to do since the agency is known to have
made severa attemptson hislife back in the sixties”

"And the Kremlin waks through the open door and ingtalls a puppet government.”

The President nodded. "Which brings usto his proposed U.S.-Cuban pact. Castro doesn't want to
scare the Russiansinto making their move before we've agreed to back his play to boot them out of the
Caribbean. Unfortunately, after making the opening gambit, he has ssonewaled dl replies from myself
and Doug Oates."

"Sounds like the old stick-and-carrot routine to whet your appetite.”

"Theway | seeit too."

"So where do the LeBaronsfit into al this?'

"They fel into it," the Presdent said with atouch of irony. ™Y ou know the story. Raymond LeBaron
flew off in hisantique blimp in search of atreasure ship. Actudly, he had another target in mind, but that
needn't concern NUMA or you persondly. Asfate would have it, Raul Castro was on an ingpection tour

of theidand's defense command complex outside of Havana when LeBaron was spotted by their
offshore detection systems. The thought struck him that the contact might prove useful. So he ordered his



guard forcesto intercept the blimp and escort it to an airfield near the city of Cardenas.”

"l can guesstherest,” said Sandecker. "The Cubans reinflated the blimp, hid an envoy on board, who
was carrying the U.S.-Cuban document, and sent it aoft, figuring prevailing winds would nudge it toward
the States."

"Youreclose" the President acknowledged, smiling. "But they didn't take any chances on fickle
winds. A closefriend of Fidd'sand apilot sneaked on board with the document. They flew the blimp to
Miami, where they jumped into the water afew miles offshore and were picked up by awaiting yacht.”

"I'd be curious to learn where the three bodies in the control cabin came from,” Sandecker probed.
"A meodramatic display by Castro to prove hisgood intentionsthat | haven't got timeto go into.”
"The Russians haven't become suspicious?'

"Not yet. Their superior attitude over the Cubans prevents them from seeing anything resembling Latin
ingenuity.”

"So Raymond LeBaron isdive and well somewherein Cuba.”

The President made an open gesture with his hands. "'l can only assumethat's his situation. CIA
sources report that Soviet intelligence demanded to interrogate LeBaron. The Cubans obliged and
LeBaron hasn't been seen since.”

"Aren't you going to even try to negotiate LeBaron'srelease?’ asked Sandecker.

"The dtuation isdelicate asit iswithout throwing him on the bargaining table. When we can nail down
and sign the U.S.-Cuban pact, | have no doubt that Castro will take custody of LeBaron from the
Russansand turn him over to us.”

The President paused and stared at the mantel clock. "I'm late for a conference with my budget
people.” He stood up and started for the door. Then he turned to Sandecker. "I'll wrap this up quickly.
Jessie LeBaron was briefed on the situation and memorized our response to Castro. The plan wasto
have the blimp return with aLeBaron on board. A signd to Castro that my reply was being sent in the
same way his proposal was sent out. Something went wrong. Y ou passed Jess Simmons on your way in.
He briefed me on the photos taken by our aeria reconnaissance. Instead of stopping the blimp and
escorting it to Cardenas, the Cuban patrol helicopter fired upon it. Then for some unexplained reason the
helicopter exploded, and they both crashed into the sea. Y ou must redlize, Admira, | couldn't send
rescue forces because of the sensitive nature of the mission. I'm truly sorry about Fitt. | owed him adebt
| could never repay. We can only pray that he, Jesse LeBaron, and your other friends somehow
survived.”

"Nobody could survive acrash in the path of hurricane," Sandecker said caudtically. "Y ou'll haveto
pardon me, Mr. President, but even Mickey Mouse could have put together a better operation.”

A pained expression lined the President's face. He started to say something, thought better of it, and
pulled open the door. "I'm sorry, Admird, I'm late for the conference.”

The President spoke no more. He walked from the Ova Office and left Sandecker standing confused
and done.



<<27>>

Theworst of hurricane Little Eva skirted theidand and turned northeast into the Gulf of Mexico. The
winds dropped off to forty miles an hour, but another two days would pass before they were replaced by
the gentle trade winds from the south.

Cayo SantaMaria seemed empty of any life, anima or human. Ten years exlier, in amoment of
generous comradeship, Fidel Castro had deeded the idand over to his Communist alies as a gesture of
goodwill. He then dapped the face of the White House by proclaiming it as aterritory of Russa

The natives were quietly but forcefully relocated onto the mainland, and engineering units of the GRU
(Glavnoye Razvedyvatenoye Upravieniye, or Chief Intelligence Directorate of the Soviet General Staff),
the military arm of the KGB, moved in and began building a highly secret underground ingtdlation.
Working in stages and only under cover of darkness, the complex dowly took shape beneath the sand
and pam trees. CIA spy planes monitored theidand, but intelligence analysisfailed to detect any defense
ingdlations or heavy shipment of supplies by seaor air. Enhanced photo examination showed little
except afew eroding roads that seemingly went nowhere. Only as a matter of routine wasthe idand
studied, but nothing ever turned up that indicated athreat to United States security.

Somewhere beneath the wind-beaten idand, Pitt avoke in asmall sterile room on abed with a
goosedown mattress under a fluorescent light that blazed continuoudy. He could not recdll if he had ever
dept in afeather bed, but he found it most comfortable and made amental note to look around for one, if
and when he ever got back to Washington.

Apart from bruises, sorejoints, and adight throb in his head he felt reasonably fit. He lay there and
stared at the gray-painted ceiling, recaling the night before-- Jessie's discovery of her husband, the
guards escorting Fitt, Giordino, and Gunn to an infirmary, where afemale Russian doctor, who was built
like abawling pin, tended to their injuries, amedl of mutton stew in amess hall that Fitt rated Sx points
below an east Texastruck stop, and finaly being locked in aroom with atoilet and washbasin, a bed,
and a narrow wooden wardrobe.

Slipping his hands under the sheet, he explored his body. Except for severd yards of tape and gauze,
he was naked. He marveled at the homely doctor's fetish for bandages. He swung his bare feet onto the
concrete floor and sat there, pondering his next move. A sgnd from his bladder reminded him he was il
human, so he moved over to the commode and wished he had a cup of coffee. They, whoever they
were, had left him his Doxawatch. The dia read 11:55. Since he had never dept more than nine hoursin



hislife, herightly assumed that it was the following morning.

A minute later he leaned over the basin and splashed cold water on hisface. The single towe was
coarse and hardly absorbed the moisture. He went over to the wardrobe, pulled it open, and found a
khaki shirt and pants on ahanger and apair of sandals. Before he put them on he removed severd
bandages over wounds that were aready beginning to scab, and flexed the newfound freedom of
movement. After he dressed, he tried the heavy iron door. The latch was gtill locked, so he pounded on
the thick metal pand, causing a hollow boom to reverberate around the concrete walls.

A boy who looked no older than nineteen and wearing Soviet army fatigues opened the door and
stood back, aming amachine pistol, no larger than an ordinary household hammer, at Pitt's midsection.
He motioned down along hal to theleft, and Fitt obliged. They passed severd other iron doors, and Pitt
wondered if Gunn and Giordino were behind any of them.

They stopped at an eevator whose doors were held open by another guard. They entered and Pitt felt
the dight pressure against his feet asthe car rose. He glanced at the indicator above the door and noticed
that it showed lightsfor fivelevels. A good-sized layout, he thought. The elevator cameto astop and the
automatic doors glided open.

Pitt and his guard stepped out into a carpeted room with avaulted celling. Thetwo sidewalls held
shelves stacked with hundreds of books. Most of the books werein English and many of them were by
current best selling American authors. A vast map of North America covered the entirefar wall. The
room looked to Pitt to be a private study. There was abig, antique carved desk whose marble top was
strewn with current issues of the Washington Post, the New Y ork Times, the Wall Street Journd, and
USA Today. Stacked atop tables on each side of the doorway were piles of technica magazines,
including Computer Technology, Science Digest, and the Air Force Journd. The carpet was burgundy
red with Sx green leather chairs spaced evenly about itsthick pile.

Maintaining his sllence, the guard reentered the elevator and left Aitt standing adone in the empty room.

Must be time to observe the monkey, he mused. Pitt didn't bother to probe the walls for thelensto the
video camera. Therewaslittle doubt in hismind that it was concealed in the room somewhere, recording
his actions. He decided to try for areaction. He swayed drunkenly for amoment, rolled his eyes upward,
and then crumpled onto the carpet.

Within fifteen seconds a hidden door, whose edges perfectly matched latitude and longitude lines of
the giant wal map, swung open and ashort, trim man in an degantly tailored Soviet military uniform
walked into the room. He knelt down and peered into Fitt's half-open eyes.

"Can you hear me?" he asked in English.

"Yes" Rttt mumbled.

The Russian went over to atable and tilted a crystal decanter over amatching glass. He returned and
lifted Pitt's head.

"Drink this" he ordered.
"What isit?"

"Courvoiser cognac with asharp, biting taste,” the Russan officer answered in aflawless American



accent. "Good for what ailsyou."
"| prefer aricher, smoother Remy Martin,” said Aitt, holding up the glass. "Cheers"
He spped the cognac until it was gone, then rose lightly to hisfeet, found achair, and sat down.
The officer smiled with amusement. ™Y ou seem to have made aquick recovery, Mr. . ."
"Snodgrass, Elmer Snodgrass, from Moaline, Illinois."

"A nice Midwestern touch,” the Russian said, coming around and sitting behind the desk. "I am Peter
Vdikov."

"Generd Vdikov, if my memory of Russan military inggniais correct.”

"Quite correct,” Veikov acknowledged. "Would you care for another cognac?'

Pitt shook his head and studied the man across the desk. He judged Velikov to be no tdler than five
foot saven, weighing about a hundred and thirty pounds, and somewherein hislateforties. Therewasa
comfortable friendliness about him, and yet Pitt sensed an underlying coldness. His hair was short and
black with only atouch of gray at the sideburns and receding around a pesk above the forehead. His
eyeswere as blue as an dpine lake, and the light-skinned face seemed scul ptured more by classic Roman
influence than Savic. Dresshim in atogaand set awreath on his head, Pitt imagined, and Velikov could
have posed for amarble bust of Julius Caesar.

"I hopeyou don't mind if | ask you afew questions,” said Velikov palitely.

"Not at dl. | have no pressing engagementsfor the rest of the day. My timeisyours.”

A look of iceglinted in Velikov's eyesfor an instant and then quickly faded. " Suppose you tell me how
you came to be on Cayo SantaMaria."

Pitt held out his handsin ahelpless gesture. "No sensein wasting your time. | might aswell makea
clean breast of it. I'm president of the Centra Intelligence Agency. My board of directorsand | thought it
would be agreat promotional ideato charter ablimp and drop redeemable couponsfor toilet paper over
the length of Cuba. I'm told ther€'s an acute shortage down here. Unfortunately, the Cubans didn't agree
with our marketing strategy and shot us down.”

Genera Vdikov gave Pitt atolerant but irritated look. He perched apair of reading glasses on his
nose and opened afile on his desk.

"I see by your dossier, Mr. Ritt-- Dirk Fitt, if | read it right-- that your character profile mentionsa
drift toward dry wit."

"Doesit dsotdl you I'm apathologicd liar?!
"No, but it seemsyou have amost fascinating history. A pity you aren't on our side.”
"Come now, General, what future could a nonconformist possibly have in Moscow?"

"A dhort one, I'm afraid.”



"I compliment your honesty.”

"Why not tell methetruth?"

"Only if yourewilling to believeit."

"You don't think | can?'

"Not if you adhere to the Communist maniaof seeing aCIA plot under every rock."

"Seemsyou have ahigh disregard for the Soviet Union.”

"Name one thing you people have ever donein the last seventy yearsto earn ahumanity award. What
isbaffling as hell iswhy the Russians have never wised up to the fact they're the laughing stock of the
world. Your empireis history's most pathetic joke. The twenty-first century isjust around the corner and
your government operates asthough it never advanced past the nineteen-thirties.”

Velikov didn't bat an eyelid, but Fitt detected adight rednessin hisface. It was clear the generd
wasn't used to being lectured by aman helooked down upon as an enemy of the Sate. His eyes
examined Aitt with the unmistakable gaze of ajudge who was weighing aconvicted murderer'slifein the

balance. Then his gaze turned speculative.

"I'll see that your comments are passed on to the Politburo,” he said dryly. "Now if you're through with
the speech, Mr. Fitt, I'd be interested in hearing how you came to be here.”

Ritt nodded toward the table with the decanter. "I think I'd like that cognac now."

"Help yoursdf."

Pitt half filled his glass and returned to the chair. "What I'm about to tell you isthe straight truth. | want
you to understand | have no reason to lie. To the best of my knowledge I am not on any sort of
intelligence mission for my government. Do you understand me so far, Generd ?"

"l do."

"Isyour hidden tape recorder running?'

Velikov had the courtesy to nod. "It is."

Pitt then related in detail his discovery of the runaway blimp, the meeting with Jesse LeBaronin
Admira Sandecker's office, the find flight of the Prosperteer, and findly the narrow escape from the
hurricane, omitting any mention of Giordino's downing of the patrol helicopter or the dive on the Cyclops.

Velikov did not look up when Ritt finished speaking. He sfted through the dossier without aflicker of
changein hisexpresson. The generd acted asif his mind were light-years awvay and he hadn't heard a

word.

Pitt could play the gametoo. He took his cognac glass and rose from his chair. Picking up a copy of
the Washington Post, he noted with mild surprise that the masthead carried that day's date.



"Y ou must have an efficient courier system,” hesaid.
"Y our newspapers are only afew hoursold.”
"Five hours, to be exact.”

The cognac fairly glowed on Fitt's empty stomach. The awkward consequences of his predicament
mellowed after histhird drink. He went on the attack.

"Why are you holding Raymond LeBaron?" he asked.

"At the moment heisahouse guest.”

"That doesn't explain why his existence has been kept quiet for two weeks."
"| don't haveto explain anything to you, Mr. Fitt."

"How isit LeBaron receives gourmet dinnersin formal dress, while my friendsand | areforced to eat
and dresslike common prisoners.”

"Becausethat is precisely what you al are, Mr. Pitt, common prisoners. Mr. LeBaronisavery
wedlthy and powerful man whaose did ogue is most enlightening. Y ou, on the other hand, are merely an
inconvenience. Doesthat satisfy your curiosty?"

"It doesn't satisfy athing,” Pitt said, yawning.
"How did you destroy the patrol helicopter?' Velikov asked suddenly.

"Wethrew our shoes at it," Fitt fired back testily. "What did you expect from four civilians, one of
whom was awoman, flying in aforty-year-old gas bag?'

"Helicopters don't blow up in midair for no reason.”
"Maybeit was struck by lightning."

"Well, then, Mr. Ritt, if you were on asmple search mission to locate aclueto Mr. LeBaron's
disappearance and hunt for treasure, how do you explain the report from the captain of the patrol boat,
who stated that the blimp's control car was so shattered by shellfire that no one could have survived, and
that astreak of light issued from the blimp an instant before the helicopter exploded, and that athorough
search over the crash Site showed no signs of survivors? Y et you al appear like magic onthisidandin
the middle of ahurricane, when the security patrols were taking shelter from the winds. Most opportune,
wouldn't you say?'

"How do you read it?"
"The blimp was either remote controlled or another crew waskilled by the gunners on board the

helicopter. Y ou and Mrs. LeBaron were brought close to shore by submarine, but during the landing
everyone was thrown onto the rocks and injured.”



"Y ou get apassing grade for credtivity, Generd, but you fail accuracy. Only the landing part is correct.
Y ou forgot the most important ingredient, a motive. Why would four unarmed castaways attack whatever
itisyouvegot here?

"l don't have the answersyet," said Veikov with adisarming smile.

"But you intend to get them.”

"I'm not a man who acceptsfailure, Mr. Fitt. Y our story, though imaginative, does not wash.” He
pressed a button on the desk intercom. "WEell talk again soon."

"When can we expect you to contact our government so they can begin negotiationsfor our rel ease?”

Vdikov gave Pitt apatronizing look. "My apologies. | neglected to mention that your government was
notified only an hour ago.”

"Of our rescue?"
"No, of your deaths.”

For along second it didn't dawn on Fitt. Then it dowly began to register. Hisjaw stiffened and his
eyes bored into Vdikov.

"Spell it out, Generd."

"Very ample" said Vdikov inamanner asfriendly asif hewere passng thetime of day witha
mailman. "Whether by accident or by design, you have ssumbled onto our most sengitive military
ingtdlation outside the Soviet Union. Y ou cannot be permitted to leave. After | learn the true facts, you
will dl havetodie”

<<28>>

Indulging in hisfavorite pastime-- eating-- Hageri stole an hour to enjoy aMexican lunch of flat
enchiladas topped with an egg followed by sopaipillas and washed down with atequila sour. He paid the
check, left the restaurant, and drove to the address assigned to Clyde Ward. His source with the
telephone company had traced the number in Generd Fisher's black book to a public phonein agas
gation. He marked the time. In another sx minutes his pilot would call the number from the parked jet.



Hefound the gas Sation in an indugtrid areanear therail yards. It was sdf-serve, sdling an unknown
independent brand. He pulled up to a pump whaose red paint was heavily coated by grime and inserted
the nozzle into the car's fuel spout, careful to avoid looking toward the pay phone inside the Sation's
office.

Shortly after landing at the Albuquerque airport, Hagen had rented a car and siphoned ten gdlons of
fuel from the tank so his pit stop would appear genuine. The trapped air pocketsinsde the tank gurgled
and he screwed on the cap and replaced the nozzle. He entered the office and was fumbling with his
wallet when the pay phone mounted on thewall began to ring.

The only attendant on duty, who was in the act of repairing aflat tire, wiped his hands on arag and
picked up the receiver. Hagen tuned in on the one-way conversation.

"Md'sSearvice. .. Who. . .? Thereain't no Clyde here. . . Yeah, I'm sure. Y ou got the wrong number.
.. That'stheright number, but I've worked herefor sx yearsand | ain't never heard of no Clyde."

He hung up and stepped up to the cash register and smiled at Hagen. "How much you get?'
"Ten point two gallons. Thirteen dollars and fifty-seven cents.”

While the attendant made change for atwenty, Hagen scanned the station. He couldn't help admiring
the professionalism that went into setting up the stage, because that's what it was, a tage setting. The
office and lube bay floors hadn't seen amop in years. Cobwebs hung from the cellings, the tools had
more rust than oil on them, and the attendant's palms and fingernails didn't look asif they had ever seen
grease. But it was the survelllance system that astounded him. His trained eye picked out subtly placed
electrical wiring that didn't belong in arun-of-the-mill service station. He sensed rather spotted the bugs
and cameras.

"Could you do me afavor?' Hagen asked the atendant as he recelved his change.
"Wheatta you need?'

"I've got afunny noisein the engine. Could you take alook under the hood and tell me what might be
wrong?'

"Sure, why not. Ain't got much elseto do."

Hagen noticed the attendant's designer hair style and doubted if it had ever been touched by the
neighborhood barber. He aso caught the dight bulge in the pantsleg, on the outer right caf just above
the ankle.

Hagen had parked the car on the opposite side of the second gaspump idand away from the station
building. He started the engine and pulled the hood latch. The attendant put his foot on the front bumper
and peered over the radiator.

"I don't hear nothin'."

"Come around on thisside," said Hagen. "It'slouder over here." He stood with his back to the Strest,
shielded from any electronic observation by the pumps, the car, and its raised hood.



Asthe attendant leaned over the fender and poked his head into the engine compartment, Hagen
dipped agun from abdt holster behind his back and pushed the muzzle between the man's buttocks.

"Thisis atwo-and-a-haf-inch-barreled combat magnum .357 shoved up your ass and it's|oaded with
wad cutters. Do you understand?'

The attendant tensed, but he did not show fear. "Yes, | read you, friend.”

"And do you know what awad cutter can do at closerange?’

"I'm aware of what awad cutter is."

"Good, then you know it'll make anice tunnel from your assholeto your brainif | pull thetrigger.”
"What are you after, friend?"

"What happened to your phony jerkwater accent?' Hagen asked.

"It comes and goes.”

Hagen reached down with hisfree hand and removed asmall Beretta .38-cdiber automatic from
under the attendant's pantsleg. "Okay, friend, where can | find Clyde?"

"Never heard of him."

Hagen rammed the muzzle of the magnum up againgt the base of the spine with such force the fabric on
the sest of the attendant's pants split and he grunted in agony.

"Who are you working for?" he gasped.
"The “inner core,' " answered Hagen.
"Youcantbe"

Hagen gave an upward thrust with the snub-nosed gun barrel again. The attendant's face contorted
and he moaned as his lower body burned with the jarring pain.

"Who is Clyde?" Hagen demanded.

"Clyde Booth," the attendant muttered through clenched teeth.
"| can't hear you, friend."

"Hisnameis Clyde Booth."

"Tel meabout him."

"He's supposed to be some kind of genius. Invents and manufactures scientific gadgets used in space.
Secret systemsfor the government. | don't know exactly, I'm only amember of the security staff.”

"Locaion?'



“The plant isten mileswest of Santa Fe. It's called QB-Tech."
"What'sthe QB stand for?"

"Quarter Back," the attendant answered. "Booth was an al American football player for Arizona
State."

"Y ou knew | would show up?'

"Weweretold to be on the lookout for afat man.”

"How many others positioned around the station?" asked Hagen. "Three. One down the street in the
tow truck, one on theroof of the warehouse behind the station, onein the red van parked beside the
western bar and diner next door."

"Why haven't they made their move?'

"Our orderswere only to follow you."

Hagen eased the pressure and reholstered hisrevolver. Then he removed the shellsfrom the
attendant's automatic, dropped it on the ground, and kicked it under the car.

"Okay," said Hagen. "Now walk, don't run, back inside the station.” Before the attendant was halfway
across the station drive, Hagen had turned the corner a block away. He made four more quick turnsto
lose the tow truck and the van, and then sped toward the airport.

<<29>>

Leonard Hudson stepped out of the eevator that lowered him into the heart of the Jersey Colony
headquarters. He carried an umbrelathat was dripping from the rain outside, and afancy briefcase of
highly polished walnut.

Helooked neither right nor |eft and acknowledged the greetings from his staff with acurt wave.
Hudson was not the nervous type, nor was he aworrier, but he was concerned. The reports coming in
from other members of the "inner core" spelled danger. Someone was methodicaly tracking each of them
down. An outsider had breached their carefully devised cover operations.



Now the whole lunar base effort-- the ingenuity, the planning, the lives, the money, and the manpower
that had gone into the Jersey Colony-- wasin jeopardy because of an unknown intruder.

Hewaked into hislarge but augtere office and found Gunnar Eriksen waiting for him.

Eriksen was sitting on a couch, sipping a cup of hot coffee and smoking a curved pipe. Hisround,
unlined face wore a somber ook and his eyes had abenign glow. Hewas dressed casudly, but
unrumpled, in an expensive cashmere sports jacket and atan V-neck swesater over matching woolen
dacks. Hewould not look out of place selling jaguars or Ferraris.

"Y ou talked to Fisher and Booth," said Hudson, hanging up the umbrellaand setting the briefcase
beside the desk.

"l have"
"Any ideawho it might be?"
"None"

"Strange that he never leavesfingerprints,”" said Hudson, sitting on the couch with Eriksen and pouring
himsdlf acup of coffee from aglass pot.

Eriksen sent apuff of smoke toward the celling. " Stranger yet that every image we have of him on
videotapeisablur.”

"He must carry some sort of ectronic erasing device.”

"Obvioudy not your ordinary private investigator,” Eriksen mused. "A top-of-the-line professona with
heavy backing."

"He knows hisway around, produces al the correct identification papers and security clearances. The
story he handed Mooney about being an auditor with the General Accounting Office wasfird-rate. I'd
have swalowed it mysdf.”

"What have we got on him?"

"Only astack of descriptionsthat don't agree on anything except hissize. They're unanimousin
referring to him asafat man.”

"Could be the President has turned an intelligence agency loose on us.”

"If that werethe case," said Hudson doubtfully, "we'd be looking at an army of undercover agents.
This man appearsto work aone.”

"Did you congder the possibility the President might have quietly hired an agent outside the
government?' asked Eriksen.

"The thought crossed my mind, but I'm not completely sold on it. Our friend in the White House is
tapped into the Oval Office. Everyone who cdls or waksin and out of the executive wing is accounted
for. Of course, there's dwaysthe President's private line, but | don't think thisisthe sort of misson he



could ingtigate over the telephone.”

"Interesting,” said Eriksen. "The fat man started his probe at the facility where wefirst created the idea
of the Jersey Colony."

"That'sright," Hudson acknowledged. "Herifled Earl Mooney's office at Pattenden Lab and traced a
phone call to Genera Fisher, even made some remark about you wanting meto pay for the airplane.”

"An obvious reference to our advertised degths,” Eriksen said thoughtfully. "That meanshe'stied us
together."

"Then heturned up in Colorado and mugged Fisher, stealing a notebook with the names and numbers
of the top people on the Jersey Colony project, including those of the “inner core.’ Then he must have
seen through the trap we laid to trail him from New Mexico and escaped. We got asmall bresk when
one our security men who was watching the Albuquerque airport spotted afat man arrive in an unmarked
private jet and take off again only two hourslater.”

"He must have rented a car, used some sort of identification.”

Hudson shook his head. "Nothing of any use. He showed adriver's license and a credit card from a
George Goodfly of New Orleans, who doesn't exist."

Eriksen tapped the ashes from his pipe into aglass dish. "Seems odd he didn't drive to SantaFe and
attempt to penetrate Clyde Booth's operation.”

"My guessishesonly on afact-finding hunt.”
"But whois paying him? The Russans?

"Certainly not the KGB," said Hudson. "They don't send subtle messages over the phone or move
around the country in aprivate jet. No, this man movesfast. I'd say he'srunning on atight deadline.”

Eriksen stared into his coffee cup. "The Soviet lunar mission is scheduled to set down onthe moonin
five days. That hasto be hisdeadline.”

"l believe you may beright.”

Eriksen stared at him. ™Y ou realize now that the power behind the intruder hasto be the President,” he
sad quietly.

Hudson nodded dowly. "I blinded mysdlf to the possibility,” he said in adistant voice. "1 wanted to
believe he would back the security of the Jersey Colony from Russian penetration.”

"From what you told me of your meeting, he wasn't about to condone a battle on the moon between
our people and Soviet cosmonauts. Nor would he be overjoyed to learn Steinmetz destroyed three
Soviet spacecraft.”

"The point that bothersme," said Hudson, "isif we accept the President'sinterference, why, with al of
his resources, would he send only one man?"

"Because once he accepted the Jersey Colony asaredlity, he redlized our supporters cover hisevery



move, and he rightly assumed we could throw a school of red herrings across our trail to midead any
investigation. A wise man, the President. He brought in aringer from left field who cracked our walls
before we knew what was happening.”

"There may 4till betimeto send him on the wrong scent.”

"Too late. The fat man has Fisher's notebook," said Eriksen. "He knows who we are and where to find
us. Heisavery red threat. He started at the tail and now he'sworking toward the head. When the fat
man comes through this door, Leo, the President will surely move to stop any confrontation between the
Soviet cosmonauts and our peoplein the Jersey Colony."

"Areyou hinting we diminate the fat man?" asked Hudson.

"No," Eriksen replied. "Better not to antagonize the President. WEIl merely put him onicefor afew
days”

"I wonder where helll turn up next,” Hudson pondered.

Eriksen methodicaly reloaded his pipe. "He began hiswitch-hunt in Oregon and from thereto
Colorado and then New Mexico. My guessis his next stop will be Texas, at the office of our man with
NASA in Houston."

Hudson punched a number on his desk phone. "A pity | can't be there when we snare the bastard.”

<<30>>

Pitt spent the next two hours on hisback in bed, listening to the sounds of metal doors being opened
and closed, tuning in on the footsteps heard outside his cell. The youthful guard brought lunch and waited
while Fitt ate, making sure dl the utensils were accounted for when he left. Thistime the guard seemedin
abetter humor and was unarmed. He a0 | eft the door open during the medl, giving Fitt achanceto
Sudy thelatch.

Hewas surprised to see that it was an ordinary doorknob lock instead of a heavy-security or mortice
throw bolt. His cell was never meant to serve asajall. It was mostly likely intended as a storeroom.

Aitt stirred a poon over abowl of foul-smelling fish stew and handed it back, moreinterested in the
closing of the door than esting dop that he knew wasthefirst step of apsychologica ploy to lower his



menta defense mechanisms. The guard stepped back and yanked the iron door shut. Pitt cocked his ear
and caught agingle, decisve click immediately after thedam.

He knelt and closdly examined the crack between the door and the strike. The gap was 1/8 inch
across. Then he scoured the cell, searching for an object thin enough to dip between the crack so he
could jimmy thelatch.

The bunk supporting the down mattress was made of wood with grooved joints. No metd or hard, flat
surface there. The faucets and spouts on the sink were ceramic and the plumbing underneath and in the
toilet tank offered nothing he could mold with his hands. He got lucky with the wardrobe. Any one of the
hinges would work perfectly, except he could not remove the screws with hisfingernails.

He was pondering this problem when the door sivung open and the guard stood in the entrance. His
eyes cautioudy scanned the cdll for amoment. Then he brusquely motioned Fitt outside, led him through
amaze of gray concrete corridors, stopping finaly outside adoor marked with the numeral 6.

Pitt was roughly shoved into asmal boxlike room with asickly stench about it. The floor was cement
with adrainin its center. The wallswere painted a dreary shade of red that ominously matched the
pattern of stainsthat were splattered on them. The only illumination came from adull yellow bulb hanging
by acord from the ceiling. It was the most depressing room Pitt had ever entered.

The only furniture was a chesp, deeply scarred wooden chair. But it was the man seated in the chair
that Pitt's eyes focused on. The eyesthat stared back were as expressionless as ice cubes. Pitt could not
tell the stranger's height, but his chest and shoulders were so ponderous they seemed deformed, the look
of abody builder who had spent thousands of hours of sweat and effort. The head was completely
shaven, and the face might have been considered dmost handsome but for the large misshapen nose that
wastotaly out of place with its surroundings. He was wearing only apair of rubber boots and tropical
shorts. Except for a Bismarck moustache, he looked strangely familiar to Fitt.

Without looking up he began reading off alist of crimes Pitt was accused of. They began with violating
Cuban air space, shooting down a hdlicopter, murdering its crew, working as an agent for the Central
Intelligence Agency, entering the country illegally. The accusations droned on until they ended at last with
unlawful entry into aforbidden military zone. The voice spoke in pure American with atrace of a
Western accent.

"How do you respond?”

"Guilty assn."

A piece of paper and apen were held out by an enormous hand. ""Please sign the confession.”

Aitt took the pen and signed the paper against awall without reading the wording.

Theinterrogator stared at the signature broodingly. "1 think you've made amistake."

"How s0?'

"Y our nameis not Benedict Arnold."

Aitt snapped hisfingers. "By God, you'reright. That waslast week. Thisweek I'm Millard Fillmore.”



"Veay amusng.”

"Since Generd Vdikov hasdready informed American officids of my death,” said RAitt serioudy, "I fail
to see any good of a confession. Seemsto meit'slikeinjecting penicillin into a skeleton. What purpose
canit possbly serve?’

"Insurance againgt an incident, propaganda reasons, even abargaining position,” answered the
interrogator amiably. "There could be any number of reasons." He paused and read from afile on the
desk. "l seefrom the dossier Genera Vdikov gave methat you directed a salvage project on the
Empress of Ireland shipwreck in the Saint Lawrence River."

"That iscorrect.”

"l believe | was on the same project.”

Pitt stared a him. There wasafamiliarity, but it wouldn't framein hismind. He shook his head. "1 don't
recall you working on my team. What's your name?”

"FossGly," hesaid dowly. "1 worked with the Canadians to disrupt your operations.”

A scene burst within Pitt's mind of atugboat tied to adock in Rimouski, Quebec. He had saved the
life of aBritish secret agent by braining Gly on the head with awrench. He also remembered with grest
relief that Gly's back had been turned and he had not seen Pitt's approach.

"Then weve never met faceto face" Pitt said cdmly. He watched for afaint sign of recognition from
Gly, but he didn't bat an eye.

"Probably not."

"Y ourealong way from home."

Gly shrugged his grest shoulders. "1 work for whoever paystop dollar for my specia services."

"In this case the money machine spits out rubles.”

"Converted into gold," Gly added. He sighed and pulled himsdlf to a standing position and stretched.
The skin was so taut, the veins so pronounced, they actualy looked grotesque. He rose from the chair
and looked up, the smooth dome of his head on aleve with Fitt's chin. "I'd like to continue the small talk
about past events, Mr. Fitt, but | must have the answersto severd questions and your signature on the

confesson."

"I'll discuss whatever subject that interests you when I'm assured the LeBarons and my friendswill not
be harmed.”

Gly did not reply, only stared with alook that bordered on indifference.

Pitt sensed a blow was coming and tensed his body to roll with it. But Gly did not cooperate. Instead,
he dowly reached out with one hand and gripped Fitt at the base of the neck on the soft part of the
shoulder. At firgt the pressure was light, a squeeze, and then agradud tightening until the pain erupted
likefire



PFitt clutched Gly'swrist with both hands and tried to wrench away the ironlike claw, but he might as
wdl havetried to pull atwenty foot oak out of the ground by the roots. He ground his teeth together until
he thought they would crack. Dimly through the bursting fireworksin his brain, he could hear Gly'svoice.

"Okay, Pitt, you don't have to go through this. Just tell me who masterminded your intrusion on this
idand and why. No need to suffer unlessyou're aprofessona masochist. Believe me, you won't find the
experience enjoyable. Tell the genera what he wantsto know. Whatever you're hiding won't change the
course of history. Thousands of liveswon't hang in the balance. Why fed your body being pul ped day
after day until al bones are crushed, dl joints are cracked, your sinews reduced to the consistency of
mashed potatoes. Because that is exactly what will happen if you don't play ball. Y ou understand?’

The ungodly agony eased as Gly released his grip. Pitt swayed on hisfeet and stared through
half-open eyes at histormentor, one hand massaging the ugly bruise that was spreading on his shoulder.
Heredized that whatever story hetold, true or fabricated, would never be accepted. The torture would
continue until hisphysica resourcesfindly gavein and numbedtoiit.

He asked politely, "Do you get abonusfor every confesson?”

"l do not work on commission,” said Gly with friendly humor.

"Youwin," sad Fitt easily. "I have alow threshold of pain. What do you want me to confessto,
attempting to assassinate Fidel Castro or plotting to convert Russian advisersto democrats?'

"Merdy the truth, Mr. Aitt."

"I've dready told Generd Veikov."

"Yes, | have your recorded words."

"Then you know that Mrs. LeBaron, Al Giordino, Rudi Gunn, and | weretrying to find aclueto the
disappearance of Raymond LeBaron while searching for a shipwreck supposedly containing treasure.
Wheat's so sinister about that?'

"Generd Veikov seesit asafront for amore classified misson.”

"For instance?'

"An attempt to communicate with the Castros.”

"Ridiculousisthefirst word that comes to mind. There must be easier waysfor our governmentsto
negotiate with each other.”

"Gunn hastold us everything,” said Gly. "Y ou were to head the operation to stray into Cuban waters,
where you were to be captured by their patrol craft and escorted to the mainland. Once there, you were
to turn over vital information dedling with secret U.S.-Cuban rdations.”

Pitt was genuindly a aloss. Thiswasal Greek to him. "That has to be the dumbest cock-and-bull tale
I've ever heard.”

"Then why were you armed and able to destroy the Cuban patrol helicopter?!



"We carried no arms," Ritt lied. "The helicopter suddenly exploded in our faces. | can't giveyou a
reason."

"Then explain why the Cuban patrol boat could find no survivors et the crash ste.”
"Wewerein the water. It was dark and the seas were rough. They didn't spot us.”

"Y et you were able to swim six milesthrough the violent water of ahurricane, al four of you keeping
together as agroup, and landing intact on Cayo SantaMaria. How was it possible?’

"Jugt lucky, | guess."
"Now who'stdling adumb cock-and-bull tale?’

Pitt never got a chance to answer. Without aflicker of warning, Gly swung and rammed afist into the
gde of Fitt'sbody near theleft kidney.

The pain and the sudden understanding burst within him at the sametime. As he sank into the black
pool of unconsciousness he reached out for Jessie, but she laughed and made no effort to reach back.

<<31>>

A deep, resonant voice was saying something, amost in his ear. The words were vague and distant.
An army of scorpions crept over the edge of the bed and began thrusting their poisoned tailsin hisside.
He opened his eyes. The bright fluorescent light above blinded him, so he closed them again. Hisface felt
wet and he thought he might be swimming and threw out his arms. Then the voice beside him spoke more
diginctly.

"Lieeasy, partner. I'm just ponging off your face."

Pitt reopened his eyes and focused them on the face of an older, gray-haired man with soft, concerned
eyesinawarm, scholarly face. The eyes met hisand he amiled.

"Areyou in much pain?'

"It smartsahit.”



"Would you like some water?"
"Yes, please”

When the man stood up, the hair on his head nearly touched the celling. He produced acup from a
amall canvas bag and filled it from the washbasin.

Aitt clutched his side and eased very dowly to asitting position. Hefelt rotten and realized he was
ravenoudy hungry. When wasthe last time held eaten? His drowsy mind couldn't recal. He accepted the
water thankfully and quickly downed it. Then helooked up at his benefactor.

"Old rich and reckless Raymond, | presume.”

LeBaron amiled tightly. "Not atitleI'm fond of .

"Y ou're not an easy manto locate.”

"My wife hastold me how you saved her life. | wish to thank you." "According to Generd Vdikov, the
rescue isonly temporary”

LeBaron'ssmilevanished. "What did hetel you?'

"Hesaid, and | quote, "You dl havetodie'"

"Did hegiveyou areason?'
"The story he handed me was that we had stumbled into amost senditive Soviet military ingtdlation.”

A pensivelook crossed LeBaron'sface. Then he said, "Vdikov waslying. Origindly this place was
built to gather communications data from microwave transmissons around the U.S,, but the rapid
development of eavesdropping satellites made it obsolete before it was completed.”

"How do you know that?"

"They've dlowed methe run of theidand. Something impossibleif the areawas highly secret. I've seen
no evidence of sophisticated communications equipment or antennas anywhere. 1've a so become friendly
with anumber of Cuban vistorswho let dip bitsand pieces of information. The best | can figureisthat
this placeislike abusinessmen'sretresat, a hideaway where corporate executives go to discuss and plan
marketing strategy for the coming year. Only here, high-ranking Soviet and Cuban officials meet to create

political and military policy."
It was difficult for Pitt to concentrate. His left kidney hurt like hell and he felt drowsy. He staggered

over to the commode. His urine was pink with blood, but not very much, and he didn't fed the damage
was serious.

"We had best not continue this conversation,” said Fitt. "My cdll is probably bugged.”

LeBaron shook hishead. "No, | don't think so. Thislevel of the compound wasn't constructed for
maximum security detention because thereisno way out. It'slike the old French pena colony at Devil's



Idand-- impossible to escape from. The Cuban mainland is over twenty miles away. The water teems
with sharks, and the currents sweep out to sea. In the other direction the nearest landfal isin the
Bahamas, ahundred and ten milesto the northeast. If you're thinking of escape, my adviceisto forget it."

Pitt gingerly settled back on his bed. "Have you seen the others?!
"Yes
"Ther condition?'

"Giordino and Gunn are together in aroom thirty feet down the corridor. Because of their injuries
they've been spared avigt to room number six. Until now, they've been treated quite well."

"Jesse?'

LeBaron'sface tensed very dightly. "Genera Velikov has gracioudy dlowed usaVIProomto
oursalves. We're even permitted to dine with the officers.”

"I'm glad to hear you've both been spared atrip to room six.”
"Yes, Jesseand | arelucky our treatment is humanly decent.”

LeBaron'stone seemed unconvincing, hiswords spoken in aflat monotone. Therewasno light in his
eyes. Thiswasn't the man who was famous for his audacious and freewhedling adventures and
flamboyant fiascos in and out of the businessworld. He seemed completely out of character with the
prodigious dynamo whaose advice was sought by financiers and world leaders. He struck Fitt as a beaten
farmer, forced off hisland by an unscrupulous banker.

"And the status of Buck Caesar and Joe Cavilla?' Pitt asked.

LeBaron shrugged sadly. "Buck euded his guards during an exercise period outs de the compound
and tried to swim for it, using the trunk of afallen palm tree asaraft. Hisbody, or what was | eft after the
sharks were through with it, drifted onto the beach three dayslater. Asfor Joe, after severd sessonsin
room six, hewent into acomaand died. A gresat pity. There was no reason for him not to cooperate with
Generd Vdikov."

"You've never paid avigt to Foss Gly?'

"No, I've been spared the experience. Why, | can't say. Perhaps Generd Velikov thinks'm too
vauable asabargaining tool."

"So I've been dected,” said Ritt grimly.

"I wish | could help you, but Genera Velikov ignored all my pleasto save Joe. Heisequaly coldin
your case."

Pitt idly found himself wondering why LeBaron aways referred to Velikov with due respect to the
Russian'smilitary rank. "l don't understand the brutal interrogation. What was to be gained by killing
Cavilla? What do they hope to get out of me?”

"Thetruth,” LeBaron said smply.



Aitt gave him asharp look. "Thetruth as| know it is, you and your team searched for the Cyclopsand
vanished. Y our wife and the rest of uswent after the shipwreck in hopeswe could get a clue asto what
happened to you. Tell mewhereit ringsfase.”

LeBaron wiped newly formed swest from his forehead with hisdeeve. "No usein arguing with me,
Dirk, I'm not the one who doesn't believe you. The Russian mentality thinksthereisalie behind every
truth."

"Y ou've taked with Jessie. Surdly she explained how we happened to find the Cyclops and land on
theidand.”

LeBaron visbly winced at Fitt's mention of the Cyclops. He suddenly seemed to recoil from Fitt. He
picked up his canvas bag and pounded on the door. It swung open amost immediately and he was gone.

Foss Gly was waiting when LeBaron entered room six. He sat there, abrooding evil, a human murder
machine immune to suffering or death. He smelled of decayed mest.

LeBaron stood trembling and silently handed over the canvas bag. Gly rummaged inside and drew out
asmall recorder and rewound the tape. He listened for afew secondsto satisfy himself that the voices
weredigtinct.

"Did he confidein you?"' asked Gly.

"Y es, he made no attempt to hide anything."

"Isheworking for the CIA?"

"I don't believe so. His landing on the idand was merely an accident.”

Gly came from behind the desk and grabbed the loose skin on the side of LeBaron'swaist, squeezing
and twisting in the same motion. The publisher's eyes bulged, gasping as the agony pierced hisbody. He
dowly sank to his knees on the concrete.

Gly bent down until he stared with frozen maignancy scant inchesfrom LeBaron's eyes. "Do not

screw with me, scum,” he said menacingly, "or your sweet wifewill be the next one who payswith a
mutilated body."

<<32>>



IraHagen threw Hudson and Eriksen a curve and bypassed Houston. There was no need for thetrip.
The computer on board hisjet told him al he needed to know. A trace of the Texas phone number in
Generd Fisher's black book led to the office of the director of NASAs Flight Operations, Irwin Mitchell,
diasIrwin Dupuy. A check of another name on thelist, Steve Larson, turned up Steve Busche, who was
director of NASAs Hight Research Center in Cdifornia.

Ninelittle Indians, and then therewerefour. . .

Hagen'stdly of the "inner core”" now reed:

Raymond LeBaron....Last reported in Cuba.

Generd Mark Fisher....Colorado Springs.

Clyde Booth....Albuquerque.

Irwin Mitchell....Houston.

Steve Busche....Cdifornia

Dean Beagle (?)....Philadelphia. (ID and location not proven)

Danid Klen (?)....Washington, D.C. (ditto)



Leonard Hudson....Maryland. (location not proven)

Gunnar Eriksen....Maryland. (ditto)

His deadline was only sixty-9x hours away. He had kept the President advised of his progressand
warned him that hisinvestigation would be cutting it thin. Already, the President was puitting together a
trusted team to gather up members of the "inner core" and transport them to alocation the President had
yet to specify. Hagen's ace card was the proximity of the last three names on the list. He was gambling
they weredl gtting in the same basket.

Hagen dtered hisroutine and did not waste time renting a car when his plane landed a Philadelphia
Internationa Airport. Hispilot had called ahead, and a Lincoln limousine was waiting when he stepped
down the stairway. During the twenty-four-mile drive dong the Schuylkill River to Vdley Forge State
Park, he worked on his report to the President and formulated a plan to speed the discovery of Hudson
and Eriksen, whosejoint phone number turned out to be a disconnected number in an empty house near
Washington.

He closed his briefcase asthe car rolled past the park where George Washington's army had camped
during the winter of 1777-78. Many of the trees till bore golden leaves and the rolling hills had yet to
turn brown. The driver turned onto aroad that wound around a hill overlooking the park and was
bordered on both sides by old stonewalls.

The higtoric Horse and Artillery Innwas built in 1790 as a stagecoach stop and tavern for colonia
travelers and sat amid sweeping lawns and agrove of shade trees. It was a picturesque three-story
building with blue shutters and agtatdly front porch. Theinnwas an origina example of early limestone
farm architecture and bore a plague designating it aslisted on the Nationa Register of Historic Places.

Hagen | eft the limousine, climbed the steps to the porch furnished with ol d-fashioned rockers, and
passed into alobby filled with antique furniture clustered around a cozy fireplace containing acrackling
log. In the dining room he was shown to atable by agirl dressed in colonia costume.

"Is Dean around?' he asked casually.

"Yes, dr," answered the girl brightly, "The Senator isin the kitchen. Would you like to see him?"

"I'd be grateful if he could spare me afew minutes.”

"Would you like to see amenu in the meantime?"

"YS, pl%"

Hagen scanned the menu and found the list of early American dishesto be quite tempting. But hismind
didn't redlly dwell onfood. Wasit possible, he thought, that Dean Beagle was Senator Dean Porter, who



once chaired the powerful Foreign Relations Committee and narrowly lost apresidentia primary raceto
George McGovern? A member of the Senate for nearly thirty years, Porter had left an indelible mark on
American politics before he had retired two years ago.

A badheaded man in hislate seventies waked through aswinging door from the kitchen, wiping his
hands on the lower edge of an gpron. An unimpressive figure with agrandfatherly face. He stopped at
Hagen's table and looked down without expression. ™Y ou wish to see me?"

Hagen cameto hisfeet. "Senator Porter.”

"Yes.

"My nameisIraHagen. I'm arestaurateur mysdlf, specidizing in American dishes, but not nearly as
Cregtive as your recipes.”

"L eo told me you might walk through my door,” Porter said bluntly.
"Won't you please sit down."

"Y ou staying for dinner, Mr. Hagen?'

"That wasmy plan.”

"Then permit meto offer you abottle of local wine on the house."
"Thank you."

Porter called over hiswaitress and gave the order. Then he turned back to Hagen and looked him
solidly inthe eye. "How many of us have you tagged?'

"You make six," Hagen answered.

"Y ou're lucky you didn't go to Houston. Leo had a reception committee waiting for you."
"Were you amember of the “inner core' from the beginning, Senator?"

"I came on board in 1964 and helped set up the undercover financing.”

"I compliment you on afirg-rate job."

"Y ou're working for the President, | tekeit."

"Correct."

"What does he intend to do with us?'

"Eventualy hand out the honorsyou al so richly deserve. But hismain concern is sopping your people
on the moon from starting awar."

Porter paused when the waitress brought over abottle of chilled white wine. He expertly pulled the
cork and poured one glass. Hetook alarge sip and swished the wine around in his mouth and nodded.



"Quite good.” Then hefilled Hagen'sglass.

"Fifteen years ago, Mr. Hagen, our government made a stupid mistake and gave away our space
technology in asucker play that was heralded as a"handshake in space’. If you remember, it was amuch
publicized joint venture between American and Russan space programsthat called for our Apollo
adironauts to team up and meet with the Soyuz cosmonautsin orbit. | was againgt it from the beginning,
but the event occurred during the détente years and my voice was only acry inthe wilderness. | didn't
trust the Russansthen and | don't trust them now. Their whole space program was built on political
propaganda and damned little technical achievement. We exposed the Russians to American technology
that was twenty years ahead of theirs. After dl thistime Soviet space hardwareis il crap next to
anything we've crested. We blew four hundred million dollars on ascientific giveaway. The fact we
kissed the Russians asses while they reamed ours only proves Barnum's moral about “one born every
minute.' | made up my mind to never let it happen again. That'swhy | won't stand dumb and let the
Russians stedl the fruits of the Jersey Colony. If they were technically superior to us, thereis no doubt in
my mind they would bar usfrom the moon."

"So you agree with Leo that the first Russansto land on the moon must be iminated.”

"They'll do everything in their power to grab every scientific windfal from our moon base they can
touch. Face redlity, Mr. Hagen. Y ou don't see our secret agents buying Russian high technology and
smuggling it to the West. The Soviets have to rely on our progress because they're too stupid and
nearsghted to create it on their own.”

"Y ou don't have avery high regard for the Russans," said Hagen.

"When the Kremlin decides to build a better world rather than divide and dictate to it, | might change
my mind."

"Will you hdp mefind Leo?'

"No," the senator said Ssmply.

"The least the “inner core can do islisten while the President pleads his case.”
"Istha why he sent you?'

"Hehoped | could find dl of youwhilethereisill time.”

"Timefor what?'

"Inlessthan four daysthefirst Soviet cosmonauts land on the moon. If your Jersey Colony people
murder them their government might fed justified in shooting down a space shuttle or the spacelab.”

The senator looked at Hagen, hiseyesturning toice. "An interesting conjecture. | guesswell just have
to wait and see, won't we?"



<<33>>

Pitt used the catch from his watchband as a screwdriver to remove the screws holding the hingesto
the wardrobe. He then did the flat Sde of one hinge between the door latch and the Strike. It was anear
perfect fit. Now al he had to do was wait until the guard showed up with hisdinner.

Heyawned and lay on the bed, histhoughts turning to Raymond LeBaron. Hisimage of the famous
publisher-tycoon was chipped and cracked. LeBaron did not measure up to his hard reputation. He gave
the appearance of aman who was running scared. Not once did he quote Jessie, Al, or Rudi. Surdly they
would have relayed amessage of encouragement. There was something very fishy about LeBaron's
actions.

He sat up at the sound of the door latch turning. The guard entered, holding atray in one hand. He
held it out to Pitt, who set it on hislap.

"What gourmet delight have you brought thisevening?' Fitt inquired cheerfully.

The guard gave adistasteful twist of hislips and shrugged indifferently. Ritt couldn't blame him. The
tray held asmall loaf of doughy, tasteless bread and abowl of god-awful chicken stew.

Pitt was hungry, but more important he needed to keep his strength. He forced the dop down,
somehow managing to keep from gagging. Finaly he passed the tray back to the guard, who silently took
it and then pulled the door closed as he stepped into the corridor.

Pitt leaped from the bed, dropped to his knees, and dipped one of the wardrobe hinges between the
latch and the doorjamb, preventing the bolt from passing through the strike into the catch. In dmost the
same motion he pressed his shoulder against the door and tapped the second hinge on it to imitate the
click of thelatch snapping into place.

As soon as he heard the guard's footsteps fade down the corridor he eased open the door dightly,
pedled a piece of tape from abandage covering acut on hisarm, and stuck it over the latch shaft so the
door would remain unlocked.

Removing his sandals and stuffing them into his waistband, he eased the door closed, taped ahair
across the crack, and soundlessly padded down the empty corridor, pressing his body close againgt the
wall. There was no sign of any guards or security equipment.

Pitt'sfirst goa wasto find hisfriends and plan an escape, but twenty yards down the corridor he
discovered anarrow, circular emergency shaft with aladder that led upward into darkness. He decided
to seewhereit went. The climb seemed endless and he redlized it was taking him past the upper levels of
the underground facility. At last his groping hands touched awooden cover above his head. He leaned
his upper back against it and dowly applied pressure. The cover creaked loudly asit lifted.



Aitt sucked in his breath and froze. Five minutes came and went and nothing happened, nobody
shouted, and when hefinally eased the cover high enough, he found himself looking out acrossthe
concrete floor of agarage containing severd military and congtruction vehicles. The structure was large,
eighty by ahundred feet and perhaps fifteen feet to a celling supported by row of sted girders. The
parking areawas dark, but there was an office at one end whose interior was brightly lit. Two Russiansin
Army fatigues were Stting at atable playing chess.

Pitt snaked from the exit shaft, skirted behind the parked vehicles, and crawled under the windows of
the office until he reached the main entry door. Coming thisfar from his cell was surprisngly easy but
now defeat had arrived where he least expected it. The door was eectric. There was no way he could
activateit without derting the chess players.

Staying in the shadows, he moved aong the walls searching for another entrance. In hismind he knew
it wasalost cause. If this building was on the surface it was probably another covered mound with the
large vehicle entry door asthe only means of getting in and out.

He made a complete circuit of the walls and returned to the spot where he started. Disheartened, he
was about to give up when he looked upward and spotted an air vent mounted on the roof. It appeared
large enough to squeeze through.

Aitt quietly climbed on top of atruck, reached over his head, and pulled himself onto a support girder.
Then heinched hisway about thirty feet to the vent and squirmed hisway to the outside. The rush of
fresh, humid air felt invigorating. He guessed that the dying wind of the hurricane was only blowing at
about twenty miles an hour. The sky was only partialy overcast and there was a quarter moon that
provided enough vishility to vaguely make out objects within ahundred feet.

His next problem wasto get beyond the high wall enclosing the compound. The guardhouse by the
gate was manned, so there would be no repeat of his entry two nights ago.

Inthe end, luck cameto hisaid once again. He walked dlong asmall drainage culvert that passed
under the wall. He ducked under but was brought up short by arow of iron bars. Fortunately they were
badly rusted from the tropicd salt air and he easily bent them apart.

Three minutes later Pitt waswell clear of theingdlation, jogging through the pam treeslining the
sunken road. There were no Signs of guards or eectronic surveillance cameras and the low shrubs helped
conced his slhouette againgt the light-colored sand. He ran at an angle toward the beach until he was up
againg the dectrified fence.

Eventually, he came to the section damaged by the hurricane. It had been repaired, but he knew it was
the correct spot because the fallen palm tree that had caused the break was lying nearby. He dropped to
his knees and began scooping the sand from under the fence. The deeper he dug the morethewalls of his
trench kept diding and filling in the bottom. Nearly an hour passed before he formed a crater deep
enough for him to wiggle on his back through to the other side.

His shoulder and kidney ached and he was swesting like a soaked sponge. He tried to retrace his
stepsto the landing site by the rocks on the beach. None of the landscape seemed the same under the
dim light of the moon, not that he could recal how it looked when besten flat by hurricane winds and with
his eyes mostly closed.

Pitt wandered up and down the beach, probing between the rock formations. He was amost ready to



give up and quit when his eye caught the moon's glint on an object in the sand. His hands reached out and
touched the fuel tank of theinflatable boat's outboard motor. The shaft and propeller were buried in the
sand about thirty feet from the high-tide line. He dug away the damp sand until he could pull the motor
free. Then he hoisted it over his shoulder and began walking down the beach away from the Russian
compound.

Pitt had no ideawhere he was going or where he was going to hide the motor. Hisfeet dug into the
sand and the burden of sixty pounds made it tough going. He had to stop every few hundred yards and
rest.

He had walked about two miles when he met aweed-covered road that passed through severa rows
of deserted and decaying houses. Mogt of them were little more than shacks and they nestled around a
small lagoon. It must have once been afishing village, Aitt thought. He could not know it was one of the
settlements whose residents had been forcefully uprooted to the mainland during the Soviet takeover.

He gratefully shrugged off the motor and began rummaging in the houses. The walls and roofing were
made from corrugated iron sheets and scrap wood. Little of the furnishings remained. He found a boat
pulled up on the beach, but any hope of using it was crushed. The bottom was rotted away.

Pitt considered building araft, but it would take too long, and he couldn't run therisk of putting
together something under the double handicap of working in darkness with no tools. The end result
would not offer much peace of mind in rough water.

Theluminousdia on hiswatch read 1:30. If he wanted to find and talk to Giordino and Gunn, hed
have to get amove on. He wondered what to do about fuel for the outboard motor, but there was no
time to search now. He caculated it would take him agood hour to regain hiscell.

Hefound an old cast-iron bathtub lying outside a collapsed shed. He placed the outboard motor on
the ground and turned the tub upside down over it. Then he threw sometires and arotting mattress on
top and walked backward, brushing sand over hisfootprints with a pam frond until he stood a good
seventy-five feet awvay.

Sneaking back in went more smoothly than sneaking out. All he had to remember was to restraighten
the barsin the culvert. Belatedly, he wondered why the idand compound wasn't crawling with security
guards, but then it came to him that the areawas constantly overflown by American spy planeswhose
cameras had the uncanny ability to produce photographs that could read the name on agolf ball from
ninety thousand feet.

The Soviets must have figured it was better to trade heavy security for the appearance of alifeless,
abandoned idand. Cuban dissidents fleeing Castro's government would ignore it and any Cuban exile
commandos would certainly bypassit for the mainland. With no one landing and no one escaping, the
Russians had nothing to guard againg.

Pitt dropped through the air ventilator and stedlthily made hisway back across the garage and down
the exit shaft. The corridor was still quiet. He checked his door and saw the hair was till in place.

His plan now wasto find Gunn and Giordino. But he didn't want to crowd hisluck. Although their
imprisonment was lax, there was always the problem of a chance discovery. If Fitt was caught outside his
cdl now, it would spdll the end. Veikov and Gly were sureto keep him tightly locked away if they didnt
outright execute him.



Hefdt he had to risk it. There might not be another opportunity. Any sound echoed throughout the
concrete corridor. He would be able to hear footstepsin plenty of timeto regain hiscell if he didn't probe
too far.

The room next to hiswas apaint locker. He searched it for afew minutes but found nothing useful.
Two rooms across the corridor were empty. The third held plumbing supplies. Then he unlatched another
door and found himsdlf staring into the surprised faces of Gunn and Giordino. He quickly dippedingde,
careful to keep the door's bolt from engaging.

"Dirk!" Giordino cried.

"Keepit down," Fitt whispered.

"Good to see you, buddy.”

"Have you checked this place for ears?' Fitt asked.

"Thirty seconds after they pitched usin,” answered Gunn. "Theroomisclean.”

It was then Pitt saw the dark shades of purple around Giordino's eyes. "I see you've met with Foss
Gly inroomsx."

"We had an interesting conversation. Pretty much one-sided, though.”
Pitt looked at Gunn but saw no marks. "What about you?"

"He'stoo smart to beat my brainsout,” said Gunn with ataut smile. He pointed to his broken ankle.
The cast was gone. "He gets his kicks by twisting my foot."

"What about Jesse?"

Gunn and Giordino exchanged grim looks. "Wefear theworst," said Gunn. "Al and | heard awoman's
screams late in the afternoon as we stepped out of the elevator.”

"We were coming from an interrogation by that dimy bastard Velikov."

"Ther system," explained Fitt. "The generd usesthe velvet glove and then turnsyou over to Gly for the
ironfist trestment." He angrily paced the tiny room. "We've got to find Jessie and get the hell out of here.”

"How?' asked Giordino. "LeBaron has paid avisit and made a point of stressing the hopel essness of
escaping theidand.”

"l don't trust rich and reckless Raymond asfar as| can throw thisbuilding,” said Fitt acidly. "I think
Gly hasbeaten himinto jelly.”

"Agread.”

Gunn twisted to hisside in his bunk, favoring the broken ankle. "How do you intend on leaving the
idand?"

"| found and stashed the outboard motor for insuranceif | can't stea aboat.”



"What?' Giordino stared at Pitt increduloudly. Y ou walked out of here?!

"Not exactly agarden stroll,” Pitt replied. "But | scouted an escape route to the beach.”

"Steding aboat isimpossble” Gunn said flatly.

"Y ou know something | don't.”

"My smattering of Russian camein handy. I've begun devel oping a prison grapevine through the
guards. | was aso ableto glean afew detailsfrom Vdikov's papersin his office. Oneitem of interesting

information isthat theidand is supplied at night by submarine.”

"Why so complicated?' muttered Giordino, "Seems to me surface transportation would be more
efficent.”

"That calsfor docking facilitiesthat can be seen fromthe air,” explained Gunn. "Whatever isgoing on
around here, they want to keep it damned quiet.”

"I'll second that," said Fitt. "The Russans have goneto alot of work to make theidand look
deserted.”

"No wonder it shook them up when we waked through the front door,” Giordino said thoughtfully.
"That explainsthe interrogation and torture.”

"All the more reason to make a bresk and save our lives."

"And dert our intelligence agencies," Gunn added.

"When do you plan to cut out?" asked Giordino.

"Tomorrow night, right after the guard brings dinner.”

Gun gave Ritt along, hard stare. "Y oulll haveto go it done, Dirk."

"We cametogether, well leave together.”

Giordino shook his head. "Y ou can't carry Jessie and us on your back too."

"He'sright," said Gunn. "Al and | arein no condition to crawl fifty feet. Better we stay than foul your
chances. Take the LeBarons and swim like hdll for the States.”

"l can't risk taking Raymond LeBaron into our confidence. I'm positive he would inform on us. Helied
up astorm claiming the idand is nothing but a busnessmen'sretreat.”

Gunn shook his head in disbelief. "Whoever heard of aretreat run by the military that tortured its
gueds”

"Forget LeBaron." Giordino's eyes went black with fury. "But for God's sake, save Jessie before that
son of abitch Gly killsher."



Pitt stood there confused. "1 can't go off and leave you two behind to die.”

"If you don't," said Gunn gravely, "youll dietoo, and no onewill beleft aiveto tel what's happening
here"

<<3>>

The mood was somber but softened by the long gap in time. No more than one hundred people had
assembled for the early morning ceremony. In spite of the President's presence, only one network
bothered to send atelevision crew. The small crowd stood quietly in a secluded corner of Rock Creek
Park and listened to the conclusion of the President’s brief address.

". .. and so we have gathered this morning to pay belated tribute to the eight hundred American men
who died when their troopship, the Leopoldville, was torpedoed off the port of Cherbourg, France, on
Christmas Eve of 1944."

"Never has such awartime tragedy been denied the honor it deserved. Never has such atragedy been
so completely ignored.”

He paused and nodded toward a veiled statue. The shroud was pulled away, revealing a solitary figure
of asoldier, standing brave with grim determination in the eyes, wearing aGl overcoat and full field gear
with an M-1 carbine dung over one shoulder. There was a pained dignity about the life-sized bronze
fighting man, heightened by the wave of water that |apped around his ankles.

After aminute of gpplause, the President, who had served in Korea as alieutenant in an artillery
company of the Marine Corps, began pumping hands with survivors of the Leopoldville and other
veterans of the Panther Division. Asheworked hisway toward the White House limousine he suddenly
diffened when he shook the hand of thetenth maninline.

"A moving speech, Mr. President,” said arecognizable voice. "May wetdk in private?"

Leonard Hudson'slips were spread in an ironic smile. He bore no resemblance to Reggie Salazar the
caddy. His hair was thick and gray and matched a Satan-style beard. He wore awool turtleneck sweater
under atweed jacket. Theflannel dackswere adark coffee color and the English leather shoes were
highly polished. He looked as though he had stepped out of acognac ad in Town & Country magazine,

The President turned and spoke to a Secret Service agent who stood less than afoot from his elbow.



"Thisman will be accompanying me back to the White House."
"A great honor, sr," said Hudson.

The President stared at him for amoment and decided to carry on the charade. Hisface brokeinto a
friendly grin. "l can't miss an opportunity to swap war sorieswith an old buddy, can |, Joe?"

The presidentia motorcade turned onto Massachusetts Avenue, red lights flashing, Srens cutting the
rush-hour traffic sounds. Neither man spoke for nearly two minutes. At last Hudson made the opening

play.
"Have you recaled where we first knew each other?!
"No," the President lied. "Y ou don't look the least bit familiar to me."
"| suppose you meet SO many people. . ."
"Frankly, I've had more important maiters on my mind."
Hudson brushed aside the Presdent's seeming hodtility. "Like throwing mein prison?"
"| thought something more dong the lines of asewer."

"Y ou're not the spider, Mr. President, and I'm not the fly. It may look like I've walked into atrap, in
this case a car surrounded by an army of Secret Service bodyguards, but my peaceful exit is guaranteed.”

"The old phony bomb trick again?'

"A different twist. A plastic explosiveis attached to the bottom of atablein one of the city's four-star
restaurants. Precisaly eight minutes ago Senator Adrian Gorman and Secretary of State Douglas Oates
sat down at that table for abreskfast meeting.”

"Yourebluffing."

"Maybe, but if I'm not, my capture would hardly be worth the carnage inside a crowded restaurant.”

"What do you want thistime?"

"Cdl off your bloodhound.”

"Make sensg, for Christ's sake."

"Get IraHagen off my back while he can ill bresthe.”

"Who?'

"lIraHagen, an old school chum of yours who used to be with the justice Department.”



The President stared unseeing out the window asif recaling. "Seemslike alifetime since I'vetaked to
Ira"

"No need to lie, Mr. President. Y ou hired him to track down the “inner core.' "

"l what?' The President acted genuinely surprised. Then he laughed. ™Y ou forget who | am. With one
phonecal | could have the entire capabilities of the FBI, CIA, and at least five other intelligence services
onyour ass."

"Thenwhy haven't you?"

"Because |'ve questioned my science advisers and some pretty respected peoplein our space
program. They agreed unanimoudly. The Jersey Colony isa pipedream. Y ou talk agood scheme, Joe,
but you're nothing but afraud who sells hadlucinations.”

Hudson was caught off base. "'l swear to God, Jersey Colony isaredlity.”
"Yes, it Stsmidway between Oz and Shangri-la”

"Believe me, Vince, when our first colonigts return from the moon, your announcement will firethe
imagination of theworld."

The President ignored the presumptuous use of hisfirst name. "What you'd really like me to announce
isamake-believe battle with the Russans over the moon. Just what is your angle? Are you somekind of
Hollywood publicity flack who's trying to hype a space movie, or are you an escaped menta patient?”

Hudson could not suppress aflash of fury. "Youidiot!" he snapped. "Y ou can't turn your back on the
greatest scientific achievement in history.”

"Watch me." The President picked up the car phone. "Roger, pull up and stop. My guest is getting

On the other side of the glass divider, the Secret Service chauffeur raised one hand from the whed and
nodded in understanding. Then he notified the other vehicles of the President's order. A minute later the
motorcade turned onto a quiet residential side street and stopped at the curb.

The President reached over and opened the door. "The end of the line, Joe. | don't know what your
fantasy iswith IraHagen, but if | hear of hisdegth, I'll be thefirst to testify at your tria that you
threatened hislife. That is, of course, if your execution hasn't already been carried out for committing
mass murder in aswank restaurant.”

In an angry daze, Hudson dowly climbed from the limousine. He hesitated, bent hdf in, haf out of the
car. "Youremaking aterrible mistake," he said accusingly.

"It won't be anew experience,” the Presdent said, dismissing him.

The President leaned back in his seat and smiled smugly to himself. A masterful performance, he
thought. Hudson was off balance and building barricades on the wrong streets. Moving up the unveiling



of the Leopoldville memorid by aweek was a shrewd move. An inconvenience to the veteranswho
attended perhaps, but a boon to an old spook like Hagen.

Hudson stood on a grassy parkway and watched the motorcade grow smaller before turning on the
next cross street, hismind confused and disoriented. " Goddamned mud-brained bureaucrat!" he shouted
infrugtration.

A woman walking her dog on the sdewalk gave him adistasteful |ook indeed.

An unmarked Ford van eased to a stop, and Hudson climbed insde. The interior was plush with
leather captain's chairs spaced around a highly polished redwood table. Two men, impeccably dressed in
business suits, looked at him expectantly as he dipped tiredly into achair.

"How did it go?" asked one.

"The dumb bastard threw me out,” he said in exasperation. "Claims he hasn't seen IraHagen in years
and couldn't carelessif wekilled him and blew up the restaurant.”

"I'm not surprised,” said an intense-looking man with a square red face and acondor nose. "The guy is
pragmatic ashdl.”

Gunnar Eriksen sat with adead pipe stuck between hislips. "What el se?' he asked.
"Said he believed the Jersey Colony was ahoax."

"Did he recognize you?'

"l don't think so. He dtill called me Joe.”

"Could bean act."

"Hewas pretty convincing.”

Eriksen turned to the other man. "How do you read it?"

"Hagen isapuzzle. I've closaly monitored the President and haven't detected any contact between
them.”

"Y ou don't think Hagen was brought in by any of the intelligence directors?' asked Eriksen.

"Certainly not through ordinary channels. The only meeting the President has had with any intelligence
people was a briefing by Sam Emmett of the FBI. | couldn't get my hands on the report, but it had to do
with the three bodies found in LeBaron's blimp. Beyond that, he's done nothing.”

"No, he'smost certainly done something.” Hudson's voice was quiet but positive. "'l fear weve
underestimated his shrewdness.”

"Inwhet way?"

"He knew | would make contact again and warn himto call off Hagen."



"What brought you to that concluson?' asked Condor Nose.

"Hagen," replied Hudson. "No good undercover operative calls attention to himsalf. And Hagen was
one of the best. He had to have agood reason for advertising his presence by that phone cdl to Genera
Fisher and hislittle face-to-face chat with Senator Porter."

"But what was the President's purpose in forcing our hand if he made no demands, no requests?’
asked Eriksen.

Hudson shook hishead. "That's what scares me, Gunnar. | can't seefor thelife of mewhat he had to
gan.

Unnoticed in the downtown traffic, an old dusty camper with Georgialicense plates kept a discreet
distance behind the van. In the back, IraHagen sat at asmal dining table with earphonesand a
microphone clamped to his head and uncorked a bottle of Martin Ray Cabernet Sauvignon. He let the
opened bottle st while he made an adjustment with the voice-tone knob on amicrowave receiving set
that was plugged into redl-to-red tape decks.

Then heraised his headset to expose one ear. "They're fading. Close up abit."

The driver, wearing afake scraggly beard and an Atlanta Braves baseball cap, replied without looking
back. "I had to drop off when ataxi cut in front of me. I'll make up the distance in the next block."

"Keep themin sght until they park.”

"What's going down, adrug bust?'

"Nothing that exotic,” replied Hagen. "They're suspected of working atraveling poker game.”
"Big ded," grunted the driver without redlizing the pun.

"Gamblingisdill illegd."”

"Soisproditution and it'sahdluvalot morefun.”

"Just keep your eyes glued on thevan,” Hagen said in an officia tone. "And don't let it get morethan a
block away."

Theradio crackled. "T-bone, thisis Porterhouse.
"I hear you, Porterhouse.”

"We have Sirloinin visud but would prefer alower dtitude. If he should happen to merge with another
sgmilar-colored vehicle under trees or behind abuilding, we could lose him."

Hagen turned and stared upward from the camper's rear window at the helicopter above. "What's
your height?'



"Thelimit for arcraft over this section of the city isthirteen hundred feet. But that's only haf the
problem. Sirloin is heading for the Capitol mall. We're not allowed to fly over that area.”

"Stand by, Porterhouse. I'll get you an exemption.”

Hagen made acdl over acdlular telephone and was back to the helicopter pilot in lessthan aminute.
"Thisis T-bone, Porterhouse. Y ou are cleared for any dtitude over the city so long as you do not
endanger lives. Do you read?"

"Man, you must carry somekind of heavy weight.”
"My boss knows all theright people. Don't take your eyes off Sirloin.”

Hagen lifted the lid of an expengive picnic basket from Abercrombie & Fitch and pried open a can of
goose liver path. Then he poured the wine and returned to listening in on the conversation ahead.

There was no doubt that Leonard Hudson was one of the men in the van. And Gunnar Eriksen was
mentioned by hisfirst name. But theidentity of the third man remained amydery.

Hagen was dogged by an unknown. Eight men of the "inner core" were accounted for, but number
ninewas dill lost in the fog. The men in the van were heading. . . where? What kind of facility housed the
headquarters for the Jersey Colony project? A dumb name, the Jersey Colony. What wasthe
sgnificance? Some connection with the state of New Jersey? There must be something that could be
comprehended, that might explain how none of the information on the establishment of the moon base
ever cameto the attention of a high government official. Someone with more power than Hudson or
Eriksen had to be the key. Thelast name on the "inner core” list perhaps.

"Thisis Porterhouse. Sirloin has turned northeast onto Rhode Idand Avenue.”

"1 copy," answered Hagen.

He spread amap of the Didtrict of Columbia on the table and unfolded amap of Maryland. He began
tracing alinewith ared grease pencil, extending it asthey crossed from the Digtrict into Prince Georges
County. Rhode Idand Avenue became U.S. Highway 1 and swung north toward Batimore.

"Got any ideawhere they're heading?' asked the driver.

"Not the dightest,” replied Hagen. "Unless. . ." he muttered under his breeth. The University of
Maryland. Not twelve miles from downtown Washington. Hudson and Eriksen would hang closeto an
academic indtitution to take advantage of the research facilities.

Hagen spoke into the mike. "Porterhouse, keep a sharp eye. Sirloin may be heading for the university.”

"Understood, T-bone."

Five minutes later the van turned off the highway and passed through the smdll city of College Park.
Then after about amileit pulled into alarge shopping center, anchored on both ends by well known

department stores. The several acres of parking space werefilled with shoppers cars. All conversation
had died insde the van, and Hagen was caught off guard.



"Damn!" Hagen swore.

"Porterhouse," came the voice of the hdlicopter pilot.

"l read you."

"Sirloin just pulled under abig projection in front of the main entrance. | have no visual contact.”

"Wait until he appears again,” ordered Hagen, "and then stay on histail." He rose from the table and
stepped behind the driver. "Pull up on hisass"

"l can't. Thereare at least Sx cars between him and me."

"Did anybody get out and enter the stores?

"Hard to tell in the crush of people. But it looked like two, maybe three heads ducked out of the van.”
"Did you get agood look at the guy who was picked up in town?" asked Hagen.

"Gray hair and beard. Thin, about five nine. Turtleneck, tweed coat, brown pants. Y eah, I'd recognize
him"

"Circle the parking lot and watch for him. He and his pas may be switching cars. I'm going insde the
shopping mall."

"Sirloinismoving," announced the helicopter pilot.
"Stick with him, Porterhouse," said Hagen. "I'm going off theair for awhile."
"l read you."

Hagen jumped out of the camper and rushed through the crowd of shoppersinto theinterior mall. It
was like looking for three needles hidden insgde a straw in ahaystack. He knew what Hudson looked
like, and he had obtained photographs of Gunnar Eriksen, but either one or both might sill bein the van.

Frantically he rushed from store to store, searching the faces, staring at any male head that showed
above the mob of female shoppers. Why did it have to be aweekend, he thought. He could have shot a
cannon through the mall at this early hour on aweekday and not hit anybody. After nearly an hour of
fruitless searching, he went outside and stopped the camper.

"Spot them?" he questioned, knowing the answer.
The driver shook his head. "Takes me amost ten minutesto make afull circuit. Thetraffic istoo thick
and mogt of them drive like zombies when they're looking for a parking space. Y our suspects could have

eadly come out another exit and driven off while | was on the opposite sde of the building.”

Hagen pounded hisfist againgt the camper in frustration. He had come so close, so damned close, only
to sumble &t thefinish line.



<<35>>

Pitt solved the problem of degping without the congtant glare from the fluorescent light by smply
climbing on top of the wardrobe and disconnecting the tubes. He did not wake up until the guard brought
him breskfast. He fdlt refreshed and dug into the thick gruel asif it were hisfavorite dish. The guard
seemed upset at finding the light fixture dark, but Pitt smply held up his handsin ahelpless gesture of
ignorance and finished hisgrud.

Two hours later he was escorted to Generd Velikov's office. There was the expected interminable
wait to crack hisemotional barriers. God, but the Russians were transparent. He played along by pacing
the floor and acting nervous.

The next twenty-four hours were, to say the leadt, critical. He was confident that he could escape the
compound again, but he could not predict any new obstacles that might be thrown in hisway, or whether
he would be capable of physica exertion after another interview with Foss Gly.

There could be no postponement, no faling back. He had to somehow |eave the idand tonight.

Veikov findly entered the room and studied PRitt for severa moments before addressing him. There
was a noticeable coldness about the general, an unmistakable toughnessin his eyes. He nodded for Fitt
to st on ahard chair that hadn't been in the room during the last meeting. When he spoke, histone was
menacing.

"Will you sgn avdid confesson to being aspy?'

"If it will make you happy."

"It will not pay you to act clever with me, Mr. Aitt.”

Aitt could not contain hisanger and it overpowered his common sense. "'l do not take kindly to scum
who torture women."

Veikov's eyebrowsraised. "Explan.”

Pitt repeated Gunn's and Giordino's words as though they were his. " Sound carriesin concrete
halways. I've heard Jessie LeBaron's screams.”

"Have you now?" Vdikov brushed at his hair in apracticed gesture. "It seemsto me you should see
the advantages of cooperating. If you tel methetruth, I might see my way clear to relax the discomfort of



your friends.”

"Y ou know the truth. That's why you've reached a dead end. Four people have given you identical
stories. Doesn't that seem odd to a professiond interrogator like yourself? Four people who have been
physicaly tortured in separate sessons, and yet give the same answers to the same questions. The utter
lack of depth in the Russian mentality equas your fossilized infatuation with confessons. If | Sgned a
confession for espionage, you'd demand another for crimes againgt your precious state, followed up with
onefor spitting on apublic sdewalk. Y our tactics are as unsophisticated as your architecture and
gourmet recipes. One demand comes on the hedls of another. The truth? Y ou wouldn't accept the truth if
it rose up out of the ground and bit you inthe bals."

Velikov sat slent and examined Pitt with the contempt only a Slav could show to aMongol. "I'll ask
you again to cooperate.”

"I'm only amarine engineer. | don't know any military secrets."

"My only interest iswhat your superiorstold you about thisidand and how you cameto be here.”
"What are the percentages? Y ou've dready madeit clear my friendsand | areto die.”

"Perhaps your future can be extended.”

"Makes no difference. Weve dready told you all we know."

Veikov drummed hisfingers on the desktop. "Y ou gtill claim you landed on Cayo SantaMariapurely
by chance?'

"l do."

"And you expect meto bdievethat of adl theidandsand al the beachesin CubaMrs. LeBaron came
ashore at the exact spot-- without any prior knowledge, | might add-- where her husband was residing?”

"Frankly, I'd have atough time believing it too. But that's exactly how it happened.”

Vdikov glared a Pitt, but he seemed to sense an integrity that he could not bring himself to approve. |
have al thetimein the world, Mr. Fitt. I'm convinced you're withholding vital information. Well talk again
when you're not so arrogant.” He pushed a button on his desk that summoned the guard. Therewasa
smile on hisface, but there was no satisfaction, no hint of pleasure. If anything, the smile was sad.

"Y ou must excuse mefor being so abrupt,” said Foss Gly. "Experience has taught me that the
unexpected produces more effective results than lengthy anticipation.”

No word had been spoken when Pitt entered room six. He had taken only one step over the threshold
when Gly, who was standing behind the half-opened door, struck himin the small of his back just above
the kidney. He gasped in agony and nearly blacked out but somehow remained standing.

"So, Mr. Ritt, now that | have your attention, perhaps there is something you wish to say to me.”



"Did anybody ever tell you you're apsycho case?' Pitt muttered through pressed lips.

He saw thefigt lashing out, expected it, and rolled with the punch, reding backward into awall and
melting to the floor, feigning unconsciousness. He tasted the blood ingde his mouth and felt anumbness
creeping over theleft sde of hisface. He kept his eyes closed and lay limp. He had to fed hisway with
this sadigtic hulk of dime, assess Gly's reaction to answers and attitude, and predict when and where the
next blow would strike. There would be no stopping the brutality. His only objective wasto survivethe
interrogation without acrippling injury.

Gly went over to adirty washbasin, filled abucket of water, and splashed it on Fitt. "Come now, Mr.
Fitt. If I'm any judge of men, you can take a punch better than that.”

Aitt struggled to his hands and knees, spit blood on the cement floor, and groaned convincingly, dmost
pitiable. "I can't tell you any morethan | dready have," he mumbled.

Gly picked him up asif hewereasmal child and dropped himin achair. Out of the corner of one eye
Aitt caught Gly'sright fist coming at him in avicious swing. He rode the impact as best he could, catching
the blow just above the cheekbone under the temple. For afew seconds he absorbed the stunning pain
and then pretended to pass out again.

Another bucket of water and he went through his moaning routine. Gly leaned down until they were
faceto face. "Who are you working for?"

Pitt raised his hands and clutched his throbbing head. "I was hired by Jessie LeBaron to find out what
happened to her husband.”

"Y ou landed from asubmarine.”

"Weleft the HoridaKeysinablimp.”

"Y our purpose in coming here wasto gather information on the transfer of power in Cuba."

Aitt furrowed hisbrow in confusion. "Transfer of power?| don't know what you're talking about."”

Thistime Gly struck Fitt in the upper somach, knocking every cubic inch of wind from him. Then he
camly sat down and watched the reaction.

Pitt went rigid as he fought for breath. He fdlt asif his heart had stopped. He could taste the bile in his
throat, fed the swest seep from hisforehead, and hislungs seemed to be twisted in knots. The walls of
the room wavered and siwam before his eyes. Gly looked to be smiling wickedly at the end of along
tunnd.

"What were your orders once you arrived on Cayo Santa Maria?'

"No orders," Pitt rasped.

Gly rose and approached to strike again. Fitt drunkenly cameto hisfeet, swayed for amoment, and
began to sag, his head drooping to one side. He had Gly's measure now. He recognized awesk point.

Like most sadists, Gly was basically acoward. He would flinch and be thrown off histrack if hewas
evenly matched.



Gly flexed hisbody to swing, but suddenly froze in stunned astonishment. Bringing up hisfist from the
floor and pivoting his shoulder, Fitt threw aright-hand crossthat carried every ounce of power he could
muster. He connected with Gly's nose, mashing the cartilage and breaking the bone. Then he followed up
with two |eft jabs and asolid hook to the body. He might aswell have attacked the cornerstone of the
Empire State Building.

Any other man would have falen flat on his back. Gly staggered back afew feet and stood there with
his face dowly reddening in rage. The blood streamed from his nose but he took no notice of it. He
raised onefigt and shook it a Fitt. "I'll kill you for that,” he said.

"Stick it in your ear,” Pitt replied sullenly. He grabbed the chair and threw it acrossthe room. Gly
merely smashed it asde with hisarm. Fitt caught the shift of the eyes and redlized his whiplash speed was
about to lose out to brute strength.

Gly tore the washbasin from thewall, literaly ripped it from its plumbing, and lifted it over hishead. He
took three steps and heaved it in Ritt's direction. Pitt jumped sideways and ducked around in one
convulsve mation. Asthe snk salled toward him like asafe fdling from ahigh building, he knew his
reaction came asplit second too late. He threw up hishandsingtinctively in ahopeless gesture to ward
off the flying mass of iron and porcdain.

Pitt's sdlvation came from the door. The latch caught the main crush from one corner of the washbasin
and was smashed out of its catch. The door burst open and Pitt was knocked backward into the hallway,
crashing in aheap at the feet of the startled guard. A shooting pain in hisgroin and right arm compounded
the agonies dready piercing his sde and head. Gray-faced, waves of nausea sweeping over him, he
shook away the beckoning unconsciousness and came to hisfeet, his hands spread on thewall for

support.

Gly tore the sink from the doorway where it had become jammed and stared at Pitt with alook that
could only be described as murderous. "Y ou're adead man, Fitt. You're going to diedowly, aninch a a
time, begging to be put out of your agony. The next time we meet I'll snap every bonein your body and
tear your heart out.”

Therewas no fear in Ritt's eyes. The pain was draining away, to be replaced with eation. He had
survived. He hurt, but the way was clear.

"The next timewe mest," he said vengefully, "I'll carry abig club.”

<<36>>



Pitt dept after the guard hel ped him back to his cell. When he woke up it was three hours later. He lay
therefor several minutes until hismind dowly shifted into gear. His body and face were an unending sea
of contusions, but no bones were broken. He had survived.

He sat up and swung hisfeet to the floor, waiting for afew moments of dizzinessto pass. He pushed
himsdf to hisfeet and began doing stretching exercises to ease the stiffness. A wave of weakness swept
over him, but he willed himsdf to rgect it, continuing the drill until his muscles and joints became limber.

The guard came and went with dinner, and Pitt adroitly jammed the latch again, amaneuver he had
honed so there would be no fumbling, no last-minute bungle. He paused, and hearing no footsteps or
voices, stepped into the corridor.

Timewas aluxury. There was too much to accomplish and too few hours of darknessto manageit.
He regretfully wished he could say hisfarewellsto Giordino and Gunn, but every minute helingered in the
compound depleted his odds of success. Thefirst order of businesswasto find Jessie and take her with
him.

She was behind the fifth door he tried, lying on the concrete floor with nothing under her but adirty
blanket. Her naked body was completely unmarked, but her once lovely face was grotesquely swollen
with purplish bruises. Gly had shrewdly worked hisevil by humiliating her virtue and brutalizing a beautiful
woman's most valued asset-- her face.

Aitt bent over and cradled her head in hisarms, his expression tender, but his eyesinsane with rage.
He was consumed with revenge. He shook with a madness for savage vengeance that went far beyond
anything he had experienced before. He gritted histeeth and gently shook her awake.

"Jesse. Jesse, can you hear me?”'

Her mouth trembled open as her eyesfocused on him. "Dirk," she moaned. "Isit you?"

"Yes, I'mtaking you out of here"

"Taking. . . how?'

"I'vefound away for usto escape the compound.”

"But theidand. Raymond said it'simpossible to escape from theidand.”

"I've hidden the outboard motor from the inflatable boat. If | can build asmal raft=

"No!" she whispered adamantly.

She struggled to sit up, alook of concentration crossing the swollen mask that was her face. Helightly
gripped her by the shoulders and held her down.

"Don't move," hesad.

"Youmust go done" shesad.



"I won't leaveyou likethis."
She shook her head weakly. "No. | would only increase your chances of getting caught.”
"Sorry," PAitt sad flatly. "Likeit or not, you're coming.”

"Don't you understand,” she pleaded. "Y ou're the only hope for saving al of us. If you makeit back to
the States and tell the President what's happening here, Veikov will haveto keep usdive.”

"What does the President have to do with this?'

"More than you know."

"Then Veikov wasright. Thereisaconspiracy.”

"Don't waste time conjecturing. Go, please go. By saving yoursdf you can savedl of us."

Pitt felt an overwhelming surge of admiration for Jesse. She looked like adiscarded doll now,
battered and helpless, but he redlized her outer beauty was matched by an inner one that was brave and
resolute. Heleaned over and kissed her lightly on puffed and split lips.

"Il makeit," he said confidently. "Promise me you'll hang ontill | get back.”

Shetried to smile, but her mouth couldn't respond. ™Y ou crazy clown. Y ou can't return to Cuba.”

"Weatch me."

"Good luck," she murmured softly. "Forgive me for messng up your life”

Pitt grinned, but the tearswere welling in hiseyes. "That's what men like about women. They never et
us get bored.”

He kissed her again on the forehead and turned away, his tanned fists white-knuckled by hisside.

The climb up the emergency-shaft ladder made Pitt's arms ache, and when he reached the top he
rested for aminute before pushing the lid aside and crouching in the darkness of the garage. Thetwo
soldierswere sill engaged in agame of chess. It seemed to be anightly routine to pass the boring hours
of standby duty. They seldom bothered to glance at the vehicles parked outside their office. There was
no reason to anticipate trouble. They were probably mechanics, Pitt reasoned, not security guards.

He reconnoitered the garage area-- tool benches, lubrication racks, oil and parts storage, trucks, and
congtruction equipment. The trucks had spare five-gallon fuel cans atached to their beds. Ritt lightly
tapped the cans until he found one that was full. Therest were all half empty or less. He groped around a
tool bench until he found arubber tube and used it to sSiphon gas from one of the truck's tanks. Two cans
containing ten galonswere dl he could carry. The problem he faced now was getting them through the
vent in the roof.



Fitt took atowrope that was hanging from one wall and tied the ends to the handles on the gas cans.
Holding the middle in aloop, he climbed to the support girders. Sowly, watching to see that the
mechanics kept their attention on the chess game, he pulled the cansto the roof one at atime and pushed
them ahead of himinto the vent.

In another two minutes he was lugging them across the yard into the culvert that ran under the wall. He
quickly spread the bars apart and hurried outside.

The sky was clear and the quarter-moon floated in a sea of tars. There was only awhisper of wind
and the night air was cool. He fervently hoped the seawas calm.

For no particular reason he skirted the opposite side of the road thistime. It was dow going. The
heavy cans soon made hisarmsfed as though they were separating at the joints. Hisfeet sank into the
soft sand, and he had to stop every two hundred yards to catch his breath and allow the growing achein
his hands and armsto subside.

PAitt tripped and sprawled on the edge of awide clearing surrounded by athick grove of palm trees, so
thick their trunks amost touched each other. He reached out and swept around with his hands. They
touched ameta network that blended into the sand and became nearly invisible.

Curious, heleft the gas cans and crawled cautioudy around the edge of the clearing. The metal grid
rose two inches off the ground and extended across the entire diameter. The center dropped away until it
became concave like abowl. Heran his hands over the trunks of the palm treescircling the rim.

They werefake. The trunks and fronds were constructed out of auminum tubes and covered with
redligtic sheathing made from sanded plastic. There were over fifty of them, painted with camouflageto
deceive American spy planes and their penetrating cameras.

The bowl was agiant dish-shaped radio and television antenna and the bogus pam treeswere
hydraulic armsthat raised and lowered it. Pitt was stunned at the implication of what he had accidentdly
discovered. He knew now that buried under the sands of the idand was avast communications center.

But for exactly what purpose?

Pitt had no timeto reflect. But he was determined more than ever to get free. He continued walking in
the shadows. The village was farther than he remembered. He was amass of sweat and panted heavily
from exhaustion when he findly stumbled into the yard where held hidden the outboard motor under the
bathtub. He thankfully dropped the gas cans and lay down on the old mattress and dozed for an hour.

Although he could not afford the time, the short rest refreshed him considerably. It dso dlowed his
mind to create. An ideacrystallized that was s0 incredibly smplein concept he couldn't believe he hadn't
thought of it before.

He carried the gas cans down to the lagoon. Then he returned for the outboard. L ooking through piles
of trash, he located a short plank that showed no rot. Thelast chore was the hardest. Necessity wasthe
mother of invention, Att kept tdling himsdif.

Forty-five minutes | ater, he had dragged the old bathtub from its resting place in the yard down the
road to the water's edge.



Using the plank as atransom, Pitt bolted the outboard to the rear of the tub. Next he cleaned out the
fuel filter and blew out thelines. A piece of tin bent in a cone served asafunne tofill the outboard's tank.
By holding histhumb over the bottom hole he could also useit for abailing can. Hisfind act before
stuffing arag plug in the drain was to knock off the bathtub's four webbed feet with aniron bar.

He pulled at the sarter cord twelve times before the motor sputtered, caught, and began to purr. He
shoved the tub into deeper water until it floated. Then he climbed in. The ballast weight of his body and
the two full gas cans made it surprisingly stable. He lowered the propeller shaft into the water and pushed
the gear lever to Forward.

The oddball craft dowly moved out into the lagoon and headed for the main channel. A shaft of
moonlight showed the seawas calm, the swells no more than two feet. Pitt concentrated on the surf. He
had to pass through the breaking waves and place as much distance between himsdlf and theidand by
sunrise aspossible.

He dowed the motor and timed the breakers, counting them. Nine heavies crashed one behind the
other, leaving along trough separating the tenth. Fitt pushed the throttle to Full and settled in the stern of
the tub. The next wave waslow and crashed immediately in front of him. He took the impact of the
churning foam bow-on and plowed through. The tub staggered, then the propeller bit the water and it
surged over the crest of the following wave beforeit curled.

Pitt let out a hoarse shout as he broke free. The worst was over. He knew he could only be
discovered by sheer accident. The bathtub was too small to be picked up by radar. He eased up on the
throttle to conserve the motor and the fuel. Dragging his hand in the water, he guessed his speed at about
four knots. He should be well clear of Cuban waters by morning.

Helooked up at the heavens, took his bearings, picked out astar to steer by, and set a course for the
Bahama Channdl.

<3>SELENOS 8

October 30, 1989



Kazakhstan, USSR

<<37>>

With afireball brighter than the Siberian sun, Sdenos 8 rose into achilly blue sky carrying the 110-ton
manned lunar station. The super rocket and four strap-on boosters, generating 14 million pounds of
thrust, threw out atall of orange-yellow flame 1,000 feet long and 300 feet wide. White smoke burst
around the launch pad and the rumble from the enginesrattled glass twelve milesaway. At firg it lifted so
ponderoudy that it hardly seemed to be moving at al. Then it picked up speed and thundered skyward.

Soviet President Antonov observed the liftoff from an armored glass bunker through a pair of large
binoculars mounted on atripod. Sergel Kornilov and Genera Y asenin stood beside him, intently
monitoring voice communi cations between the cosmonauts and the space control center.

"Aningpiring Sght," Antonov muttered in awe.

"A textbook launch,” Kornilov said. "They'll reach escgpe velocity in four minutes.”

"Doesdl gowd|?'

"Y es, Comrade President. All systems are functioning normally. And they are exactly on track.”

Antonov gazed & the long tongue of flame until it findly vanished. Only then did he Sgh and step away
from the binoculars. "Well, gentlemen, this space spectacular should take the world's eyes off the next
American shuttle flight to their new orbital Sation.”

Y asenin nodded in agreement and gripped Kornilov's shoulder. "My congratulaions, Sergel. You stole
the Y ankee triumph for the Soviet Union.”

"No brilliance on my part,” said Kornilov. "Because of orbital mechanics, our lunar launch window
happened to be open for an advantageous shot severd hours ahead of their scheduled launch.”

Antonov gared into the sky asif mesmerized. "1 assume American intelligence isn't privy to the fact our
cosmonaults are not what they seem.”

"A flawless deception,” Y asenin said without reservation. "The switch of five space scientists for
specidly trained soldiers shortly before liftoff went smoothly.”

"l hope we can say the same about the crash program to replace test equipment with wegpons,” said



Kornilov. "The scientists whose experiments were canceled nearly caused ariot. And the engineers, who
were ordered to redesign the interior of the station to accommodate new weight factors and weapon
storage requirements, became angry at not being told the reason behind the last-minute changes. Their
displeasure will most certainly be leaked.”

"Don't loseany deep over it," Y asenin laughed. " The American space authoritieswill suspect nothing
until communi cation with their precious moon base goes dead.”

"Who isin command of our assault team?" asked Antonov.

"Mgor Grigory Leuchenko. An expert on guerrillawarfare. The mgor won many victories against the
rebelsin Afghanigtan. | can persondly vouch for hisquditiesasaloya and outstanding soldier.”

Antonov nodded thoughtfully. "A good choice, Generd. He should find the lunar surfacelittle different
fromthat of Afghanistan.”

"Thereisno question that Mg or Leuchenko will conduct a successful operation.”
"Y ou forget the American astronauts, General," said Kornilov.
"Whet gbout them?'

"The photographs demonstrate they have wegponstoo. | pray they are not fanatics who will wage a
grong fight to protect their facility.”

Y asenin smiled indulgently. "Pray, Sergel? Pray to whom? Certainly not to any God. He won't help the
Americans once Leuchenko and his men begin their attack. The outcome is aforegone conclusion.
Scientists cannot stand up againgt professiona soldierstrained to kill."

"Do not underrate them. That'sal | haveto say.”

"Enough!™ Antonov said loudly. "I'll hear no more of this defegtist talk. Mgor Leuchenko hasthe
double advantage of surprise and superior wegponry. Lessthan sixty hoursfrom now thefirst red battle
for space will begin. And | do not expect the Soviet Unionto loseit.”

In Moscow, Vladimir Polevoi sat at hisdesk in the KGB center on Dzerzhinski Square, reading a
report from Generd Velikov. He did not glance up as Lyev Maisky strode into the room and sat down
without an invitation. Maisky's face was common, blank and one-dimensiond like his personality. He was
Polevoi's deputy head of the First Chief Directorate, the foreign operations arm of the KGB. Maisky's
relations with Polevoi were restrained, but they complemented each other.

Finaly, Polevoi's eyes bored through Maisky. "I'd like an explanation.”
"The LeBarons presence was unforeseen,” Maisky said tersely.

"Mrs. LeBaron and her crew of treasure hunters, perhaps, but certainly not her husband. Why did
Vdikov take him from the Cubans?'



"The generd thought Raymond LeBaron might be auseful pawn in negotiationswith the U.S. State
Department after the Castros were removed.”

"His good intentions have made for adangerous game,” said Polevoi.

"Vikov assuresmethat LeBaron is kept under strict security and fed fase information.”

"Still, thereisawaysasmal chance LeBaron might discover the true function of Cayo SantaMaria.”
"Then hewould smply be erased.”

"And Jesse LeBaron?'

"My persona thoughts are that she and her friendswill prove useful dupesin laying the blame for our
projected disaster on the CIA's doorstep.”

"Has Vdikov or our resdent agentsin Washington uncovered any plansby American intelligenceto
infiltrate theidand?’

"Negative," Maisky answered. "A check on the blimp's crew showed none have current ties with the
CIA or themilitary."

"l want no screw-ups,” said Polevoi firmly. "We're too close to success. Y ou pass my words on to
Vdikov."

"He shdl beingructed.”

There was aknock on the door and Polevoi's secretary entered. Without aword she handed him a
paper and |eft the room.

Sudden anger reddened Polevoi'sface. "Damn! Speak of athreat, and it becomes aredlity.”

"Sr?l

"A priority sgnd from Velikov. One of the prisoners has escaped.”

Maisky made a nervous movement with his hands. "It isimpossible. There are no boats on Cayo
SantaMaria, and if heisfoolish enough to swim, hell either drown or be eaten by sharks. Whoever it is
won't get far."

"Hisnameis Dirk Fitt, and according to Veikov he's the most dangerous of thelot.”

"Dangerous or not--"

Polevoi waved him to silence and began pacing the carpet, hisface reflecting deep agitation. "We
cannot afford the unexpected. The deadline for our Cuban adventure must be moved up aweek."

Maisky shook his head in disagreement. "The shipswould never reach Havanain time. Also, we cant



change the dates of the celebration. Fidel and every high-ranking member of his government will be on
hand for the speechmaking. The wheels of the explosion are set in motion. Nothing can be doneto adter
the timing. Rum and Colamust ether be cdlled off or continue as scheduled.”

Polevoi clasped and unclasped his handsin an agony of indecision. "Rum and Cola, astupid namefor
an operation of such magnitude.”

"Another reason to push on. Our disinformation program has aready begun spreading rumors of a
CIA plot to launch devastation in Cuba. The phrase "Rum and Cold is patently American. No foreign
government would suspect it as being hatched in Moscow."

Polevoi shrugged in assent. "Very well, but | don't want to think about the consequencesif this Aitt
fellow by some miracle survives and makesit back to the United States.”

"Heisdready dead," Maisky announced boldly. "I am sure of it."

<<38>>

The President leaned into Daniel Fawcett's office and waved. "Don't get up. Just wanted you to know
I'm going upstairsfor aquiet lunch with my wife."

"Dont forget we have a meeting with the intelligence chiefs and Doug Oates in forty-five minutes,”
Fawcett reminded him.

"| promiseto beontime.

The President turned and took the elevator to hisliving quarters on the second floor of the White
House. IraHagen waswaiting for himin the Lincoln suite.

"Youlook tired, Ira"
Hagen smiled. "I'm behind on my sack time.”
"How do we stand?"

"I've accounted for the identities of al nine members of the “inner core.” Seven are pinpointed. Only
Leonard Hudson and Gunnar Eriksen remain outsde the net.”



"Y ou haven't picked up their trail from the shopping center?
Hagen hesitated. "Nothing that panned out.”

"The Soviet moon station was launched elght hours ago,” said the President. "I can't delay any longer.
Orderswill go out this afternoon to round up as many of the “inner core' aswe can.”

"Army or FBI?'
"Neither. An old buddy in the Marine Corps has the honors. I've dready supplied him with your list of
names and locations." The President paused and stared a Hagen. "'Y ou said you accounted for the

identities of al ninemen, Ira, but your report only gave eight names.

Hagen seemed reluctant, but he reached inside his coat and withdrew a sheet of folded paper. "'l was
saving thelast man until 1 could be absolutely certain. A voice analyzer confirmed my suspicions.”

The President took the paper from Hagen's hand, unfolded it, and read the single hand-printed name.
He removed his glasses and wearily wiped the lenses asif he didn't trust his eyes. Then he dipped the

paper into his pocket.

"l suppose | knew al aong but couldn't bring mysdlf to believe hiscomplicity.”

"Do not judge harshly, Vince. These men are patriots, not traitors. Their only crimeisslence. Takethe
case of Hudson and Eriksen. Pretending to be dead al these years. Think of the agony that must have
caused thelr friends and families. The nation can never compensate them for their sacrifices or fully
comprehend the rewards of their accomplishment.”

"Areyou lecturing me, Ira?"

"Yes, gr, | am."

The President suddenly became aware of Hagen'sinner struggle. He understood that hisfriend's heart
wasn't in the final confrontation. Hagen'sloyaty was ba anced on arazor's edge.

"Y ou're holding out on me, Ira.”

"l won't lieto you, Vince."

"Y ou know where Hudson and Eriksen are hiding."
"Let'ssay | have adamned solid hunch."”

"Can | trugt you to bring them in?"

"Wes"

"You'reagood scout, Ira”

"Where do you want them delivered, and when?'



"Camp David," the President replied. "Eight o'clock tomorrow morning.”
"WEell bethere”
"| can'tincludeyou, Ira."

"The decent thing to do on your part, Vince. Cal it arepayment of sorts. You oweit to meto bein on
thefinish."

The President considered that. "Y ou'reright. It'sthe very least | can do.”

Martin Brogan, director of the CIA, Sam Emmett of the FBI, and Secretary of State Douglas Oates
cameto their feet asthe President entered the conference room with Dan Fawcett on hishedls.

"Please be seated, gentlemen,” the President said, smiling.

There were afew minutes of smdl talk until Alan Mercier, the nationd security adviser, entered.
"Sorry for being late,”" he said, quickly diding into achair. "1 haven't even had timeto think of agood
excuse"

"An honest man," Brogan said, laughing. "How disgusting.”

The President poised a pen above a note pad. "Where do we stand on the Cuban pact?' he asked,
looking at Oates.

"Until we can open a secret didogue with Castro, it's pretty much on the back burner.”
"|sthere aremote possbility Jesse LeBaron might have gotten through with our latest reply?”

Brogan shook hishead. "'l fed it's very doubtful she made contact. Our sources have had no word
since the blimp was shot down. The consensusiis she's dead.”

"Any word at dl from the Castros?'

"None."

"What do you hear from the Kremlin?'

"Theinternd struggle going on between Castro and Antonov is about to bresk out in the open,” said
Mercier. "Our peopleinsde the Cuban war ministry say that Castro isgoing to pull histroops out of
Afghanigan."

"That clinchesit," said Fawcett. "Antonov won't stand idle and alow that to happen.”

Emmeitt leaned forward and folded his hands on the table. "It al goes back to four years ago when

Castro begged off making even atoken payment on the ten billion dollars owned to the Soviet Union on
loans congtantly “rolled over' since the nineteen-sixties. He painted himsdlf into an economic corner and



had to knuckle under when Antonov demanded he send troops to fight in Afghanistan. Not smply afew
smdl companies, but nearly twenty thousand men.”

"What estimate does the CIA have of casudties?' asked the President, turning to Brogan.

"Our figures show approximeately sixteen hundred dead, two thousand wounded, and over five
hundred missing.”

"Good lord, that's better than twenty percent.”

"Another reason the Cuban people detest the Russians,” Brogan continued. "Castro islike adrowning
man, sinking between aleaking rowboat whose crew is pointing agun at him and aluxury yacht whose
passengers are waving champagne bottles. If we throw him the rope, the crew in the Kremlin will blast
him"

"Actudly, they're planning on blasting him anyway," Emmett added.
"Do we have any idea how or when the nation will take place?' asked the President.
Brogan shifted in his chair uneasily. " Our sources have been unableto turn up atimetable.”

"Their security on the subject isastight asanything I've ever seen,” said Mercier. "Our computers have
failed to decode any datafrom our space listening systems tuned to the operation. Only afew bits and
piecesthat fail to give usaconcretefix on ther plans.”

"Do you know who isin charge of it?" the Presdent perssted.

"Generd Peter Vdikov, GRU, consdered something of awizard at third-world government infiltration
and manipulation. He was the architect of the Nigerian overthrow two years ago. Fortunately, the
Marxist government he set up didn't last.”

"Is he operating out of Havana?"

"He's secretive as hell,” replied Brogan. " The perfect image of the man who isn't there. Velikov haan't
been seen in public in the past four years. We're dead certain he's directing the show from ahidden
location.”

The President's eyes seemed to darken. "All we have hereis vague theory that the Kremlin plansto
nate Fidel and Raul Castro, fix the blame on us, then take over the government using Cuban
stooges who receive their orders straight from Moscow. Come now, gentlemen, | can't act on what-ifs. |
need facts™

"It'sa projection based on known facts," Brogan explained heavily. "We have the names of the
Cubans who are on the Soviet payroll and waiting on the sidelines to assume power. Our information
fully supportsthe Kremlin'sintent to murder the Castros. The CIA makes the perfect scapegoat because
the Cuban people have not forgotten the Bay of Pigs or the agency's fumbling plots to assassinate Fidel
by the Mafia during the Kennedy adminigtration. | assure you, Mr. President, | have given thisevery
priority. Sixty agentson every level in and out of Cuba are concentrating on penetrating Velikov'swall of

secrecy.”

"And yet we can't reach Castro for an open dialogue to hel p each other.”



"No, gr," said Oates. "He'sressting any contact through official channels.”
"Doesn't heredlize histime may be running out?" asked the President.

"He'swandering in avacuum,” Oatesreplied. "On one hand he fedls secure in knowing the great mass
of Cubansidolize him. Few national |eaders can command the awe and affection he enjoysfrom his
people. And yet on the other, he cannot fully comprehend the dead seriousness of the Soviet threat on his
life and government.”

"Sowhat youreteling me" said the Presdent gravely, "isthat unlesswe can make an intdligence
breakthrough or get someone into Castro's hideout who can make him listen to reason, we can only Sit
back and watch Cubasink under total Soviet domination.”

"Yes, Mr. President,” said Brogan. "That is exactly what weretelling you."

<<39>>

Hagen was doing some browsing. He wandered through the mall of the shopping center, casudly
eyeing the merchandise in the stores. The smdll of roasted peanuts reminded him that he was hungry. He
stopped at agaily painted wagon and bought a bag of roasted cashews.

Resting hisfeet for afew minutes, Hagen sat on a couch in an appliance store and watched an entire
wall of twenty televison setsdl tuned to the same channel. The pictures showed an hour-old rerun of the
gpace shuttle Gettyshurg asit lifted off from Cdifornia. Over three hundred people had been launched
into gpace since the shuttlesfirg flight in 1981, and except for the news media, nobody paid much
attention anymore.

Hagen wandered up and down, pausing to gawk through alarge window at adisk jockey spinning
records for aradio station that was located in the mall. He rubbed shoulders with the crowds of femae
shoppers, but he concentrated on the occasional man. Most seemed to be on their lunch break, probing
the counters and racks, usualy buying thefirst thing they saw, in contrast to the women, who preferred to
keep searching in the forlorn hope they could find something better at a cheaper price.

He spotted two men eating submarine sandwiches at afast-food restaurant. They were not carrying
any purchase bags, nor were they dressed like store clerks. They wore the same casua style asDr.
Mooney at the Pattenden L ab.



Hagen followed them into alarge department store. They took the escalator down to the basement,
passed through the shopping area, and entered arear hallway marked with asign that read "Employees
Only."

A warning bell went off insde Hagen's head. He returned to a counter stacked with bed sheets,
removed his coat, and stuck a pencil behind one ear. Then he waited until the clerk was busy with a
customer before picking up apile of sheets and heading back into the halway.

Three doors led to stock rooms, two to restrooms, and one was marked "Danger-High Voltage." He
yanked open the latter door and rushed inside. A startled security guard Sitting at a desk looked up.
"Hey, you're not supposed to be--"

That was asfar as he got before Hagen threw the sheetsin his face and judo-chopped him on the side
of the neck. There were two security guards behind a second door, and Hagen put them both down in
less than four seconds. He crouched and whipped around in anticipation of another threet.

A hundred pairs of eyes stared at him in blank astonishment.

Hagen was confronted by aroom that seemed to stretch into infinity. Fromwal towal it wasfilled
with people, offices, computer and communications equipment. For along second, he stood stunned by
the vastness of it al. Then he took a step forward and grabbed aterrified secretary by the arms and lifted
her out of achair.

"Leonard Hudson!" he snapped. "Where can | find him?"

Fear shone from her eyeslike twin spotlights. Shetilted her head to theright. " Th-the office w-with the
blue d-door," she stammered.

"Thank you very much," he said with abroad smile.

Hagen released the girl and walked swiftly through the hushed complex. His face was twisted with
malevolence, asif daring anyoneto stop him.

No one made the dightest attempt. The growing crowd of people parted like the Red Seaas he
passed downamain aide.

When he came to the blue door, Hagen stopped and turned around, surveying the brain trust and
communications center of the Jersey Colony program. He had to admire Hudson. It was an imaginative
cover. Excavated during the construction of the shopping center, it would have attracted little or no
suspicion. The scientists, engineers, and secretaries could come and go amid the shoppers, and their cars
smply melted into hundreds of othersin the parking lot. The radio station was al'so awork of genius.
Who would suspect they were transmitting and receiving messages from the moon while broadcasting
Top 40 records to the surrounding college community.

Hagen pushed inside the door and entered what seemed to be a studio control booth.

Hudson and Eriksen sat with their backsto him, staring up at alarge video monitor thet reflected the
face and shaven head of aman who stopped speaking in midsentence and then said, "Who isthat man



behind you?"

Hudson made a cursory glance over his shoulder. "Hello, Ira”" The voice mirrored the eyes. Hagen
could dmost hear the cracking of ice cubes. "1 wondered when you'd show up.”

"Comein," said Eriksenin an equdly frigid tone. "Y ou're just in timeto talk to our man on the moon.”

<<40>>

Pitt had cleared Cuban waters and was well into the main shipping lane of the Bahama Channel. But
hisluck was running out. The only shipsthat came within Sght failed to spot him. A large tanker flying the
Panamanian flag sseamed by no more than amile away. He stood as high as he dared without tipping
over the tub and waved his shirt, but hislittle vessel went unnoticed by the crew.

For awatch officer on the bridge to am his binoculars a the precise spot at the precise instant when
the bathtub rose out of atrough and climbed the crest of aswell before dropping from sight again wasa
bet no sdlf-respecting bookie would make. The awful truth plagued PFitt, he made too smdl atarget.

Pitt's movements were becoming mechanica. Hislegs had gone numb after rolling around the seain
the cramped bathtub for nearly twenty hours, and the constant friction of his buttocks against the hard
surface had raised painful blisters. Thetropica sun beat on him, but he wore agood tan and the least of
his problems was sunburn.

The searemained calm, but till it was a continuous effort to keep the bow of the tub straight into the
swellsand bail out the water at the sametime. He had emptied the find drops from thefue cansinto the
outboard motor before refilling them with seawater for ballast.

Another fifteen or twenty minutes, that was adl he could expect the motor to keep running before it
garved for gas. Then it would be dl over. Without control, the tub would soon swamp and sink.

His mind began to dip away-- he hadn't dept in thirty-six hours. He fought to stay awake, steering and
bailing with leaden arms and water-wrinkled hands. For hour after endless hour his eyes swept the
horizon, seeing nothing that was traveling toward histiny area of the sea. A few sharks had bumped the
bottom of the dow-moving tub. One made the mistake of coming too close to the spinning propel ler and
got hisfin chewed up. Fitt eyed them with adetached air. He dumbly planned to beat them out of amedl
by opening his mouth and drowning, before redizing it was astupid thought and brushing it aside.



Thewind gently beganto rise. A squall passed overhead and deposited an inch of water in the tub. It
wasn't the cleanest, but it was better than nothing. He scooped up afew handfuls and gratefully gulped it
down, feding refreshed.

Pitt looked up at the shimmering horizon to the west. Night would fall in another hour. Hislast spark of
hope was dying with the setting sun. Even if he somehow kept afl oat, he could never be seeninthe
darkness.

Hindsight, he mused. If only hedd stolen aflashlight.

Suddenly, the outboard sputtered and then caught again. He dowed the throttle as much as he dared,
knowing he was only pushing off the inevitable by aminute or two.

Pitt fought off the cloud of morae collapse and stedled himsdlf to bail until hisarms gave out or awave
struck the drifting, helplesslittle tub on the beam and swamped her. He emptied one of the gas cans of
seawater. When the tub sank, he reasoned, he would use the can as afloat. So long as he could move a
muscle, he wasn't about to give up.

Thefaithful little outboard coughed once, twice, and then died. After hearing the begt of the exhaust
sincethe night before, Aitt felt smothered by the abrupt silence. He sat therein adoomed little craft ona
vast and indifferent seaunder aclear and cloudless sky.

He kept her afloat for another hour into the twilight. He was so tired, so physically exhausted that he
missed asmall movement five hundred yards away.

Commander Kermit Fulton pulled back from the periscope eyepiece, hisface wearing aquestioning
expression. He looked across the control room of the attack submarine Denver at his executive officer.
"Any contact on our sSensors?’

The exec spoke into one of the control room phones. "Nothing on radar, skipper. Sonar reportsa
small contact, but it stopped about aminute ago."

"What do they make of it?"
The answer was dow in coming and the question was repeated.
"Sonar saysit sounded like asmall outboard motor, no more than twenty horsepower.”

"There's something mighty peculiar out there," said Fulton. "I want to check it out. Slow speed to
one-third and come | eft five degrees.”

He pressed hisforehead againgt the periscope eyepiece again and increased the magnification. Sowly,
wonderingly, he pulled back. "Give the order to surface.”

"Y ou see something?" asked the executive officer.

He nodded silently.



Everyone in the control room stared at Fulton expectantly. The exec took the initiative. "Mind letting us
inonit, kipper?'

"Twenty-three years at seg," said Fulton, "and | thought 1'd seen dmost everything. But damned if
thereisn't aman up there, dmost a hundred milesfrom the nearest land, floating in a bathtub.”

<41>>

Since the blimp's disgppearance, Admirad Sandecker had rarely |eft his office. He buried himsdf in
work that soon lost al meaning. His parents, though quite elderly, were dill dive, and so were his brother
and sister. Sandecker had never redlly tasted persond tragedy before.

During hisyearsin the Navy, he wasinfected with dedication. There waslittle time for adeep
relationship with awoman, and he counted few good friends, mostly Navy acquaintances. He built awall
around him between superiors and subordinates and walked the middle ground. He made flag rank
before he wasfifty, but he was stagnating.

When Congress gpproved his appointment as chief of the National Underwater and Marine Agency,
he came back to life. He formed warm friendships with three unlikely people, who looked up to him with
respect but treated him no differently than the man on the next bar stoal.

The chalengesfacing NUMA had drawn them together. Al Giordino, an extrovert who took a strange
gleein volunteering for the dirtiest projects and stedling Sandecker's expensgive cigars. Rudi Gunn, driven
to accomplish nothing less than perfection, anatural at organizing programs, who couldn't make an enemy
if hetried. And then there was Fitt, who had done more than anyone to revive Sandecker's cregtive
spirit. They soon became as close as father and son.

Pitt's freewhedling attitude toward life and his sarcastic wit trailed behind him like acomet'stall. He
couldn't enter aroom without livening it up. Sandecker tried but failed to blot out the memories, to
unchain himsdf from the past. He leaned back in the desk chair and closed hiseyes and gaveinto the
sorrow. To lose dl three of them at one time stunned him beyond comprehension.

While Aitt wasin histhoughts, the light blinked and amuted chime came from his private phoneline.
He massaged histemples briefly and picked up the receiver.

"Y@l



"Jm, isthat you? | got your private number from amutua friend at the Pentagon.”
"I'm sorry. My mind was wandering. | don't recognize the voice."

"Thisis Clyde. Clyde Monfort."

Sandecker tensed. "Clyde, what's up?"

"A dgnd from one of our attack subs returning from the Jamaican landing exercise just came across
my desk."

"How doesthat concern me?"

"The sub's commander report's picking up a castaway no more than twenty minutes ago. Not exactly
standard procedure for our nuclear sub forces to take strangers on board, but his guy claimed he worked
for you and got pretty nasty when the skipper refused to alow him to send a message.”

"Aitt!"

"You got it," answered Monfort. "That's the name he gave. Dirk Fitt. How'd you know?"

"Thank God!"

"Does he check out?'

"Yes, yes, he'sbonafide" Sandecker said impatiently. "What about the others?’

"No others. Fitt was alonein a bathtub."

"Say agan.”

"The skipper swears it was a bathtub with an outboard motor."”

Knowing Pitt, Sandecker didn't doubt the story for a second. "How soon can you have him picked up
by helicopter and dropped at the nearest airfield for transport to Washington?”

"Y ou know that's not possible, Jm. | can't have him cleared and released until after the sub docks at
itsbasein Charleston.”

"Hang on, Clyde. I'll call the White House on another line and get the authorization.”
"Y ou got that kind of clout?" Monfort asked increduloudly.

"Thet and more."

"Canyou tdl mewhat's going down, Jm?"

"Take my word for it. Y ou don't want to get involved.”



They gathered a a White House dinner party to honor the Prime Minister of India, Rgjiv Gandhi, who
was on agoodwill tour of the United States. Actors and labor leaders, athletes and billionaires, they dl
shed their opinions, their differences, and mingled like neighbors at a Sunday socidl.

Former Presidents Ronald Reagan and Jmmy Carter conversed and acted as though they had never
left the West Wing. Standing in a corner filled with flowers, Secretary of State Douglas Oates swapped
war stories with Henry Kissinger, while the Super Bowl champion quarterback of the Houston Oilers
stood in front of the fireplace and peered openly at the breasts of ABC news anchor SandraMalone.

The President shared atoast with Prime Minister Gandhi and then introduced him to Charles Murphy,
who had recently flown over Antarcticain ahot-air balloon. The President'swife came over, took her
husband's arm, and pulled him toward the dance floor of the state dining room.

A White House aide caught Dan Fawcett's eye and nodded toward the doorway. Fawcett went over,
heard him out, then gpproached the President. The chain of command waswell oiled.

"My gpologies, Mr. President, but acourier has just arrived with acongressiond bill that requires your
sggnature before midnight.”

The President nodded in understanding. There was no bill to sign. It was acode for an urgent
message. He excused himsdlf to hiswife and went acrossthe hall to asmal private office. He paused
until Fawcett closed the door before picking up the phone

"Thisisthe Presdent.”

"Admiral Sandecker, Sr."

"Yes Admird, what isit?"

"I have the Chief of Naval Forcesin the Caribbean on another line. He has just informed me that one
of my people, who vanished with Jessie LeBaron, has been rescued by one of our submarines.”

"Has he been identified?'
"ItsDirk Aitt."

"The man must be ether indestructible or very lucky," the President said with atouch of relief in his
voice. "How soon can we get him here?!

"Admira Clyde Monfort isholding on theline for authorization to provide priority transport.”
"Can you connect meto him?"

"Hold on, sir." There was a second's pause followed by aclick.

The President said, "Admira Monfort, can you hear me?

"l hear you."



"Thisisthe Presdent. Do you recognize my voice?"'
"Yes, gr, 1 do."
"l want PFitt in Washington asfast as you can possbly get him here. Understood?”

"l read you, Mr. President. I'll seethat aNavy jet lands him at Andrews Air Force Base before
daybreak."

"Spread a security net on this affair, Admiral. Keep the submarine at sea and place the pilots, or
anyone else who comes within ahundred yards of Fitt, under confinement for three days.”

Therewasadight hesitation. ™Y our orders will be carried out.”
"Thank you. Now please let me speak to Admiral Sandecker.”

"I'm here, Mr. President.”

"You heard? Admira Monfort will have Pitt & Andrews before dawn.”
"I'll persondly be on hand to meet him."

"Good. Take him by helicopter to CIA headquartersin Langley. Martin Brogan and representatives
from my office and the State Department will be waiting to debrief him.”

"He may not be able to shed light on anything.”

"Y ou're probably right," said the President wearily. "I'm expecting too much. | guess | dways expect
too much.”

He hung up and sighed heavily. He collected his thoughts for amoment and then shelved themina
mental nichefor later retrieval, atechnique mastered sooner or later by every President. Shifting the mind
from crigsto trivid routine and back again to crisslike theflick of dight switch was arequirement that
went with the job.

Fawcett knew the President's every mood and patiently waited. Findly he said, "It might not be abad
ideaif | attended the debriefing.”

The President looked up at him sadly. ™Y ou'll be going with me to Camp David at sunup.”

Fawcett looked blank. "I have nothing on your schedule that includes atrip to Camp David. Most of
the morning istaken up by meetings with congressiona |eaders over the proposed budget.”

"They will have to wait. | have amore important conference tomorrow.
"Asyour chief of staff may | ask who you're conferring with?"

"A group of menwho cal themsdvesthe “inner core.



Fawcett stared at the President, his mouth dowly tightening. "I don't understand.”
"Y ou should, Dan. Y ou're one of them."

Before a dazed Fawcett could reply, the President | eft the office and rejoined the dinner party.

<<42>>

The thump of the landing whedlswoke Fitt up. Outside the twin-engined Navy jet the sky was il
dark. Through asmal window he could see the first streaks of orange spearheading the new day.

The blisters caused by the friction from the bathtub made sitting amost impossible, and he had dept in
acramped position on hisside. He felt generaly awful, and he was thirsty for something besides the fruit
juicesforced down his ssomach in endless quantities by an overly concerned doctor on the submarine.

He wondered what he would do if he ever met up with Foss Gly again. Whatever fiendish punishment
he crested in hismind didn't seem excessive enough. The thought of the agony Gly wasinflicting on
Jessie, Giordino, and Gunn haunted him. He felt guilty for having escaped.

Thewhine of the jet engines faded and the door was opened. He walked siffly down the stairs and
was embraced by Sandecker. The admird rarely shook hands, and the unexpected display of affection
surprised Aitt.

"I guesswhat they say about abad penny istrue,” said Sandecker hoarsely, groping for words.

"Better to turn up than not,” Fitt replied, smiling.

Sandecker took him by the arm and led him over to awaiting car. "They'rewaiting at CIA
headquartersin Langley to question you."

Pitt suddenly stopped. "They'redive," he announced briefly.
"Alive?" said Sandecker, stunned. "All of them?”’

"Imprisoned by the Russians and tortured by a defector.”



Incomprehension showed on Sandecker's face. ™Y ou were in Cuba?’

"On one of the outer idands,” Pitt explained. "Weve got to apprise the Russians of my rescue as
quickly as possible to stop them from--"

"Sow down," Sandecker interrupted. "I'm losing you. Better yet, wait and tell the whole story when
we get to Langley. | suspect you may have falen in the creek and come up with a pocketful of trout.”

Ontheflight acrossthe city it began to rain. Pitt gazed through the plexiglass windshield at the 219
wooded acres surrounding the sprawling gray marble and concrete structure that was the home of
Americas cloak-and-dagger army. From the air it seemed deserted, no people were visible on the
grounds. Even the parking lot was only one quarter full. The only human shape Fitt could detect wasa
statue of the nation's most famous spy, Nathan Hale, who had made the mistake of getting caught and
was hanged.

Two senior officidswere waiting a the hdlipad with umbrellas. Everyone hurried into the building, and
Pitt and Sandecker were shown into alarge conference room. There were Six men and one woman
present. Martin Brogan came over and shook Pitt's hand and introduced the others. Pitt smply nodded
and promptly forgot their names.

Brogan said, "'l hear you've had arough trip.”
"Not one I'd recommend to tourists,” Pitt replied.

"Can | get you something to eat or drink?' Brogan offered gracioudy. "A cup of coffee or breskfast
maybe?'

"If you could find abottle of cold beer. . ."
"Of course." Brogan picked up the phone and said something. "Be herein aminute.”

The conference room was plain by bus ness-office standards. The walls were aneutra beige color, the
carpet the same, and the furniture looked as though it came from a discount store. No pictures, no
decorations of any kind gaveit life. A room whose only function was to serve as a place to work.

Pitt was offered a chair at one end of the table, but declined. Hisrear end did not feel up to sitting just
yet. Every eyein theroom stared at him, and he began to fed like an inmate at the zoo on a Sunday
afternoon.

Brogan gave him ardaxed amile. "Please tell us everything you've heard and observed from the
beginning. Y our account will be recorded and transcribed. Afterward, well go for questions and
answvers All right with you?'

The beer came. Ritt took along pull, relaxed, and then started relating the events from the takeoff in
Key West to datedly seeing the submarine rise out of the water afew yards from his sinking tub. He left



out nothing and took histime, going into every detail, no matter how minor, he could recal. It took him
nearly an hour and ahdf, but they listened attentively without question or interruption. When hefindly
finished, he gently eased his aching body into achair and calmly watched everyone check over their
notes.

Brogan declared ashort break while agrid photographs of Cayo Santa Maria, fileson Vikov and
Gly, and the copies of the transcription were brought in. After forty minutes of study, Brogan kicked off
the questioning.

"Y ou carried weaponsin the blimp. Why?!

"Projections of the Cyclops wreck site indicated it lay in Cuban waters. It seemed appropriate to
carry abulletproof shidld and amissile launcher for protective insurance.

"You redize, of course, your unwarranted attack on the Cuban patrol helicopter was a breach of
government policy.” Thisfrom aman Pitt remembered asworking for the State Department.

"| followed ahigher law," said Fitt with asardonic grin.
"And what law, may | ask, isthat?"

"Comesfrom the Old West, something they called sdlf-preservation. The Cubansfired firdt, about a
thousand rounds, | would judge, before Al Giordino blew it away."

Brogan smiled. He could see Fitt was a man after his own heart. " Our main concern hereiswith your
description of the Russians ingdlation on theidand. Y ou say theidand is unguarded.”

"Above ground the only guards | saw were Stationed at the gate of the compound. None were
patrolling the roads or the beaches. The only security measure was an dectrified fence.”

"That explainswhy infrared photography hasn't detected any signs of human activity,” said an andyst
eyeballing the photos.

"Unlike the Russansto step out of character,” mused another CIA officid. "They dmost dwaysgive
away a secret base by going overboard on security.”

"Not thistime," said Ritt. "They've gone to opposite extremes and it's paid off for them. Generd
Vdikov sated that it was the most sengitive military ingtallation outside the Soviet Union. And | gather
that no onein your agency was aware of it until now."

"l admit, we may have been taken in," said Brogan. "Providing what you've described to usistrue.”

Pitt gave Brogan a cold stare. Then he painfully rose from his chair and started for the door. "All right,
haveit your way. | lied. Thanksfor the beer.”

"May | ask whereyou're going?'
"To call apressconference,” Pitt said, addressing Brogan directly. "I'm wasting precious time for your

benefit. The sooner | announce my escape and demand the rel ease of the LeBarons, Giordino, and
Gunn, the sooner Velikov will be forced to hdt their torture and execution.”



There was ashocked quiet. None of the people at the conference table could believe Pitt was walking
out, none except Sandecker. He sat there and smiled like the owner of awinning ball club. ™Y ou'd better
pull your act together, Martin. Y ou've just been presented with a top-of-the-line intelligence coup, and if
no onein thisroom can recognizeit, | suggest you al find another line of work."

Brogan may have been a brusgue egotist, but he was no fool. He quickly rose and stopped Pitt at the
doorway. "Forgive an old Irishman who's been burned more times than he can count. Thirty yearsin this
busness and you just naturally become a doubting Thomas. Please help usto fit the puzzle together. Then
weéll discuss what's to be done for your friends and the LeBarons.™

"It1l cost you another beer,” Fitt said.

Brogan and the others laughed then. Theice was broken, and the questioning was resumed from all
Sdesof thetable.

"Isthis Veikov?' asked an anayt, holding up a photograph.

"Yes, Generd Peter Veikov. His American-accented English was letter perfect. | dmost forgot, he
had my dosser, including a persondity profile.”

Sandecker looked at Brogan. " Sounds like Sam Emmett hasamolein hisFBI records department.”
Brogan smiled sarcagticdly. " Sam won't be happy to learn of it."

"We could write abook on Veikov's exploits,” said aheavy man facing Fitt. "At alater timel'd like
you to give meaprofile of hismannerisms”

"Glad to," sad Fitt.
"And thisistheinterrogator with the heavy hand, Foss Gly?"

Pitt nodded at the second photograph. "He's agood ten years older than the face in the picture, but
that'shim.”

"An American mercenary, bornin Arizona," said the andy<t. "Y ou say you two met before?”

"Y es, during the Empress of Ireland project in search of the North American Treaty. | think you may
recdl it."

Brogan nodded. "Indeed | do."

"Getting back to the layout of theingtdlation,” said the woman. ""Levels of the compound?’
"According to the eevator indicator, five, dl underground.”

"ldeaasto extent?'

"All I saw wasmy cell, the halway, Vdikov's office, and amotor pool. Oh, yes, and the entry to the
upper living quarters, which was decorated like a Spanish cadtle.”

"Wall thickness?'



"About two feet."

"Qudity of congruction?'

"Good. No leakage or noticeable cracking of the concrete.”

"Type of vehiclesin the motor pool ?*

"Two military trucks. The rest construction-- a bulldozer, aback hoe, and a cherry picker."

The woman looked up from her notes. "Excuse me. The last one?' "Cherry picker," Pitt explained. "A
gpecia truck with atelescoping platform to work at heights. Y ou see them used by tree trimmers and
telephonelinemen.”

"Approximate dimengons of the antennadish?'

"Difficult to measurein the dark. Approximately three hundred yardslong by two hundred yards wide.
It liftsinto position by hydraulic arms camouflaged as palm trees.”

"Solid or grid?"

"Grid."

"Circuitry, junction boxes, relays?"

"Didn't see any, which doesn't mean they weren't there.”

Brogan had followed the questions without intruding. Now he held up ahand and stared at a
studious-looking man seated halfway down the table. "What do you make of it, Charlie?!

"Not enough technica detail to pinpoint an exact purpose. But there are three possbilities. Oneisthat
it'salistening station capable of intercepting telephone, radio, and radar sgnas across the United States.
Two, apowerful jamming facility, just Stting there waiting for acruciad moment, likeanudlear first strike
when it is suddenly activated, scrambling dl our vita military and commerciad communications. Thethird
prospect isthat it might have the cgpability to tranamit and feed fal se information throughout our
communications systems. Most worrisome, the Sze and elaborate antenna design suggests the ability to
perform thefunctions of dl three."

The musclesin Brogan's face went taut. The fact that such a supersecret spy operation had been
constructed less than two hundred miles from the shores of the United States did not exactly thrill the
chief of the Centra Intelligence Agency.

"If worse comesto worse, what are we looking at?"

"What I'm afraid we'relooking at,” answered Charlie, "is an eectronically advanced and powerful
facility cagpable of intercepting radio or phone communi cations and then using time-lag technology to
alow anew-generation computerized synthesizer to imitate the callers voices and dter the conversation.
Y ou'd be amazed how your words can be manipulated over atelephone to another party without your
detecting the change. Asamatter of fact, the Nationa Security Agency has the same type of equipment
on board aship.”



"So the Russans have caught up with us," said Brogan.

"Their technology is probably cruder than ours, but it seems they've gone a step further and expanded
it on agrander scae."

Thewoman intdlligence officid looked at Pitt. Y ou said theidand is supplied by submarine.”

"So Raymond LeBaron informed me,” said Aitt. "And whet little | saw of the shorelinedidn't include a
docking area”

Sandecker played with one of hiscigars but didn't light it. He pointed one end at Brogan. "Appears the
Soviets have gone to unusud lengths to throw your Cuban surveillance off the track, Martin."

"Thefear of exposure came out during the interrogation,” said Fitt. "Veikov insisted we were agents
on your payroll."

"Can't redly blamethe bastard,” said Brogan. ™Y our entrance must have shocked the hell out of him."

"Mr. Pitt, could you describe the people at the dinner party when you entered?’ asked a
scholarly-looking man in an argyle swester.

"Roughly I'd say there were sixteen women and two dozen men

"You did say women?"

"l did."

"What type?" asked the only woman in the room.

Pitt had to ask. "Define type.”

"Y ou know," she answered serioudy. "Wives, nice sngle ladies, or hookers?!

"Definitely not hookers. Most werein uniform, probably part of VVelikov's saff. The oneswesring
wedding rings appeared to be wives of the Cuban civilians and military officerswho were present.”

"What in hell isVdikov thinking?' Brogan asked no onein particular. "Cubans and their wives a a
top-secret ingtdlation? None of this makes any sense.”

Sandecker stared pensively at the tabletop. "Makes senseto me, if Vdikov isusing Cayo SantaMaria
for something besides e ectronic espionage.”

"What areyou hinting at, Jm?" asked Brogan.
"The idand would make a perfect base of operationsfor the overthrow of the Castro government.”
Brogan looked at him in astonishment. "How do you know about that?*

"The Presdent briefed me," Sandecker replied |oftily.



"l see” But it was clear Brogan didn't see.

"Look, | redizethisisdl highly important,” said Ritt, "but every minute we spend speculating puts
Jessie, Al, and Rudi that much closer to death. | expect you peopleto pull out al the stopsto save them.
Y ou can begin by notifying the Russansthat you're aware of their captivity because of my rescue.”

Pitt's demand was met with an odd quiet. Nobody except Sandecker looked at him. The CIA people,
especidly, avoided hiseyes.

"Forgiveme," said Brogan stonily. "'l don't think that would be a smart move."

Sandecker's eyes suddenly flashed with anger. "Watch what you say, Martin. | know theresa
Machiavelian plot jeling in your mind. But take warning, my friend. Y ou've got meto ded with, and I'm
not about to let my friends be literdly thrown to the sharks."

"We'relooking at ahigh-stakes game," said Brogan. "Keeping Vdikov in the dark may prove most
advantageous.”

"And sacrifice severd livesfor anintelligence gamble?' sad Ritt bitterly. "No way."

"Please bear with me amoment,” Brogan pleaded. "I'll agreeto leak astory saying we know the
LeBarons and your NUMA people are dive. Next, well accuse the Cubans of imprisoning themin
Havana"

"How can Velikov be expected to fdl for something he knowsis crap?!

"l don't expect him to fall for it. He's no cretin. Hell smdll arat and wonder how much we know about
hisidand. And that's al he can do-- wonder. WEll also muddy the waters by claiming our knowledge
comes from photographic evidence showing your inflatable boat washed up on the mainidand of Cuba.
That should take the pressure off our captives and keep Vdikov guessing. The piece de resistance will be
the discovery of Pitt's body by a Bahamian fisherman.”

"What in hdll are you proposing?’ Sandecker demanded.

"l haven't thought it through yet," Brogan admitted. "But the basic ideaisto sneek Fitt back on the
idand."

As soon as Pitt's debriefing had concluded, Brogan returned to his office and picked up the phone. His
call went through the usua batting order of buffers before the President came on.

"Please makeit quick, Martin. I'm about to leave for Camp David." "We've just finished interrogating
Dirk Fitt."

"Could hefill in any pieces?"

"Fitt gave usthe intelligence breakthrough we discussed.”



"Vdikov's heedquarters?'
"He led us straight to the mother lode.”

"Nice work. Now your people can launch an infiltration operation.” "I think a more permanent solution
would bein order.”

"Y ou mean offset itsthreat by exposing its existence to the world press?”

"No. | mean go in and destroy it."

<<43>>

The president had alight breskfast after reaching Camp David. The weather was unseasonably warm,
there was Indian summer in the air, and he was dressed in cotton dacks and short-deeved swester.

Hesat in alarge wing chair with severd filefoldersin hislap and studied the persona histories of the
"inner core." After reading the last file he closed his eyes, pondering his options, wondering what he
would say to the men who were waiting in the camp's main dining room.

Hagen entered the study and stood quietly until the President opened his eyes.

"Ready when you are, Vince."

The President dowly pushed himsdf from the chair. "Might aswell get on with it then.”

They were waiting around the long dining table as the President had arranged. No guards were
present, none were required. These were honorable men who had no intent to commit crime. They
respectfully roseto their feet as he entered the room, but he waved them down.

Eight were present and accounted for-- General Fisher, Booth, Mitchell, and Busche sat on one side
of the table opposite Eriksen, Senator Porter, and Dan Fawcett. Hudson was seated by himself at the far

end. Only Raymond LeBaron was missing.

They were dressed casudly, Stting comfortably like golfersin aclubhouse, relaxed, supremely
confident and showing no Sgns of tension.



"Good morning, Mr. President,” greeted Senator Porter cheerfully. "To what do we owe the honor of
this mysterious summons?”

The President cleared histhroat. ™Y ou al know why I've brought you here. So we don't have to play
games™"

"Y ou don't want to congratulate us?' asked Clyde Booth sarcadticaly.
"Tributes may or may not be offered,” said the President coldly. "That will depend.”
"Depend on what?' Gunnar Eriksen demanded rudely.

"I believe what the President isfishing for," said Hudson, “isour blessing for dlowing the Russansto
clam ashare of the moon.”

"That and a confesson of mass murder.”

Thetableswere turned. They just sat there, eyeswith the look of fish in afreezer, saring at the
President.

Senator Porter, afast thinker, launched his attack first. "Execution gangland style or Arsenic and Old
Lace poison inthetea? If | may ask, Mr. President, what in hell are you talking about?"

"A smdl matter of nine dead Soviet cosmonauts.”
"Those lost during the early Soyuz missons?' asked Dan Fawcett.
"No," answered the President. "The nine Russians who were killed on the Selenos lunar probes.”

Hudson gripped the edge of the table and stared as if he had been eectrocuted. "The Selenos
gpacecraft were unmanned.”

"The Russians wanted the world to think so, but in redlity they each carried three men. We have one of
the crewsonicein the Walter Reed hospital morgue, if you care to examine the remains.”

No one would have thought it to look at them. They considered themselves moral-minded citizens
doing ajob for their country. The last thing any of them expected to seein amirror wasthe reflection of a
cold-blooded killer. To say that the President had his audience in the pam of his hand would be an
understatemen.

Hagen sat fascinated. Thiswasdl newsto him.

"If you'll bear with me," the President continued, "I'll indulge in mixing facts with speculation. To begin
with, you and your moon colonists have accomplished an incredible achievement. | compliment you on
your perseverance and genius, aswill theworld in the coming weeks. However, you have unwittingly
made aterrible error that could easily stain your accomplishment.

"Inyour zed to wave the Stars and Stripes you have ignored the international space law treaty
governing activities on the moon, which was ratified by the United States, the Soviet Union, and three
other countriesin 1984. Then you took it upon yoursalves to claim the moon as a sovereign possession
and, figuratively speaking, posted “Trespassers Will Be Shot' signs. Only you backed it up by somehow



destroying three Soviet lunar probes. One of them, Selenos 4, managed to return to earth, where it
orbited for eighteen months before control was reestablished. Soviet space engineers attempted to bring
it down in the steppes of Kazakhstan, but the craft was damaged and it fell near Cubainstead.

"Under the guise of atreasure hunt, you sent Raymond LeBaron to find it before the Russans. Tdlltde
marks of damage inflicted by your colonists had to be obliterated. But the Cubans begt you both to the
downed craft and retrieved it. Y ou weren't aware of that until now, and the Russians still don't know.
Unless. . ."

The President hung on the word. "Unless Raymond LeBaron has spilled his knowledge of the Jersey
Colony under torture. | have it on good authority he was captured by the Cubans and turned over to
Soviet military intdligence, the GRU."

"Raymond won't talk," Hudson said wrathfully.

"He may not haveto," the President replied. "A few hours ago intelligence analysts, whom | asked to
reexamine Soviet space signals received during Selenos 4's reentry orbits, have discovered that its data
on the lunar surface were transmitted to aground tracking station on the idand of Socotra, near Y emen.
Do you comprehend the consequences, gentlemen?”

"We comprehend what you're driving a." It was General Fisher who spoke, hisvoicereflective. "The
Soviets may have visud proof of the Jersey Colony."

"Y es, and they've probably put two and two together and figured your people up there had something
to do with the Selenos disasters. Y ou can be sure they will retdiate. No calls on the hot line, no messages
dipped through diplomeatic channds, no announcementsin Tossor Pravda. The battle for the moon will
be kept secret by both sides. When you total the score, gentlemen, the result is you have launched awar
that may prove impaossible to stop.”

The men seated around the table were shocked and confused, dazed and angry. But they were angry
only because of amiscaculation of an event that was beyond their knowledge. The awful truth took
severa momentsto register.

"Y ou spesk of Soviet retdiation, Mr. President,” said Fawcett. " Do you have any ingght on the
posshility?"

"Put yourself in Soviet shoes. They were on to you agood week before their Selenos 8 lunar station
was launched. If | were President Antonov, I'd have ordered the mission converted from scientific
exploration to amilitary operation. Thereislittle doubt in my mind that when Selenos 8 touches down on
the moon twenty hours from now, aspecia team of Soviet commandoswill encircle and attack the
Jersey Colony. Now you tell me, can the base defend itself?"

General Fisher looked at Hudson, then turned to the President and shrugged his shoulders. "I can't
say. Weve never made contingency plansfor an armed assault on the colony. As| recdl, their only
wegpons are two handguns and amissile launcher.”

"Incidentally, when were your colonists scheduled to leave the moon?”

"They should lift off in about thirty-six hours," answered Hudson.

"I'm curious,”" said the President. "How do they intend to return through earth's atmosphere? Certainly



their lunar transport vehicle doesn't have the capability.”
Hudson smiled. "They'll return to the Kennedy spaceport at Cape Canavera on the shuttle.”

The President sighed. "The Gettysburg. Stupid of me not to think of it. She's adready docked at our
Space station.”

"Her crew hasn't been advised yet," said Steve Busche of NASA, "but once they get over the shock
of seeing the colonists suddenly show up on the transport vehicle, they'll be more than willing to take on

extrapassengers.”

The President paused and stared at the members of the "inner core," his expression suddenly bleak.
"The burning question we dl have to face, gentlemen, iswhether the Jersey colonistswill surviveto make
thetrip.”

<<44>>

"Do you really expect to get away with it?" Pitt asked.

Colonel Ramon Klest, U.S. Marine Corps, Retired, rocked on his hedls and scratched an itch on his
back with aswagger stick. " So long as we can withdraw as aunit with our casudties, yes, | believethe
mission can be pulled off successfully.”

"Nothing this complicated can go letter perfect,” said Fitt. "Destroying the compound and the antenna,
pluskilling off Vdikov and his entire staff, sound to me like you're biting off more than you can chew."

"Y our eyewitness observation and our stedlth aircraft photos corroborate the light defensive
measures.”

"How many men make up your team?" asked Fitt.
"Thirty-oneincluding yoursdf"
"The Russians are bound to find out who trashed their secret base. Y ou'll be kicking ahornet's nest.”

"All part of theplan,” Kleist said airily.



Kleist stood ramrod straight, his chest threatening to burst from aflowered shirt. Pitt guessed hisage
aslatefifties. He was a medium skinned black, born in Argenting, the only child of aformer SS officer
who had fled Germany after the war and the daughter of a Liberian diplomat. Sent to a private school in
New Y ork, he decided to drop out and make a career in the Marines.

"| thought there was an unwritten agreement between the CIA and the KGB-- we won't waste your
agentsif you don't waste ours.”

The colond gave Aitt an innocent look. "Whatever gave you theideaour side will do the dirty work?”

Aitt did not reply, only stared at Kleist, waiting.

"The misson will be conducted by Cuban Specid Security Forces," he explained. "Their equivdent to
our SEALS. Or to be honest, expertly trained exiles dressed in genuine Cuban battle fatigues. Even their
underwear and socks will be standard Cuban military issue. Weapons, wristwatches, and other
equipment will be of Soviet manufacture. And, just so we keep up appearances, the landing will come
from the Cuban sde of theidand.”

"All neat and tidy."

"Wetry to be efficient.”

"Areyou leading the misson?"

Kleist smiled. "No, I'm getting too old to legp out of the surf onto beaches. The assault team will be

led by Mgor Angelo Quintana. Y ou'll meet him at our camp in San Salvador. I'll be stlanding by on the
SPUT."

"Say agein.

" Special-purpose underseatransport,” answered Kleist, "avessd congtructed expresdy for missions of
thiskind. Most people don't know they exist. Y oull find it most interesting.”

"I'm not what you'd call trained for combat.”

"Your job ispurely to guide the team into the compound and show them the ventilator accessto the
garage area. Then you'reto return to the beach and stay under cover until the mission is completed.”

"Do you have atimetable for theraid?"

Kleist had apained expression. "We prefer to call it acovert operation.”

"Sorry, I've never read your bureaucratic manua on semantics.”

"In answer to your question, the landing is set for 0200 four days from now."

"Four days may betoo late to save my friends."

Kleist looked genuinely concerned. "We're aready working on short notice and cutting our practice

exercises razor thin. We need time to cover every uncertainty, every freak event. The plan hasto be as
artight as our computer'stactica programs can makeit."



"And if therésahuman flaw in your plan?'

Any expression of friendly warmth left Kleist's face and was replaced with acold, hard look. "If there
isahuman flaw, Mr. Ritt, it isyou. Barring divine intervention, the success or failure of thismisson will
rest heaviest on your shoulders,”

The CIA people were thorough. Pitt was shuffled from office to office, interview to interview, with
stopwatch precison. The plansto neutralize Cayo Santa Maria progressed with prairie-fire swiftness. His
briefing by Colond Kleist took place less than three hours after he was interrogated by Martin Brogan.
He cameto redize there were thousands of contingency plansto invade every idand in the Caribbean
and every nation in Central and South America. Computerized war games created a series of options. All
the covert-operation experts had to do was select the program that came closest to fitting the objective,
and thenrefineit.

Pitt endured athorough physica examination before he was dlowed lunch. The physician pronounced
him fit, pumped him full of high-potency vitamins, and prescribed an early bedtime before Fitt's drowsy
mind turned to mush.

A tall, high-cheekboned woman with braided hair was assigned as his nursemaid, escorting him to the
proper room at the proper time. Sheintroduced hersdlf as Alice, no surname, no title. She wore a soft
tan suit over alace blouse. Fitt thought her rather pretty and found himself wondering what she would
look like curled up on satin sheets.

"Mr. Brogan has arranged for you to egt in the executive dining room," she said in perfect tour-guide
fashion. "WEell tekethe devator.”

Pitt suddenly remembered something. "1'd like the use of atelephone.”
"Sorry, not possible"
"Mindif | ask why?"

"Have you forgotten you're supposed to be dead?" Alice asked matter-of-factly. "One phonecall to a
friend or alover and you could blow the entire operation.”

"Yes, Thedipof alipmay sink aship, " Aitt said cynicdly. "Look, | need someinformation from a
total stranger. I'll hand him a phony name.

"Sorry, not possible.”
A scraiched phonograph record came to Pitt's mind. "Give me aphone or I'll do something nasty”
Shelooked a him quizzically. "Like what?'

"Go home" hesad smply.



"Mr. Brogan'sorders. Y ou're not to leave the building until your flight to our camp in San Sdvador.
Hed have you in a straitjacket before you reached the front door.”

Pitt hung back as they walked down a hallway. Then he suddenly turned and entered an anteroom
whose door was unmarked. He calmly waked past a startled secretary and entered the inner office. A
short man with cropped white hair, acigarette dangling from hislips, and making strange markingson a
graph, looked up in amused surprise.

Pitt flashed hisbest politician's smile and said, "I beg your pardon, may | borrow your phone?*

"If you work here, you know that using an unauthorized phoneis against agency regulations.”

"Then I'm safe” sad Aitt. "I don't work here.”

"Youll never get an outsdeling" said old White Hair.

"Watch me"

Pitt picked up the phone and asked the operator for Martin Brogan's office. In afew seconds
Brogan's private secretary cameon theline.

"My nameisDirk Fitt. Please inform Mr. Brogan that if | don't get the use of atelephone in one minute
I'm going to cause aterrible scene.”

"Whoisthis?'

"| told you."

Pitt was obstinate. Stoutly refusing to take no for an answer, it took him another twenty minutes of
cursing, shouting, and generally being obnoxious before Brogan consented to acall outside the building,
but only if Alice stood by and monitored the conversation.

She showed him to asmall private office and pointed to the phone. "We have an internal operator
gtanding by. Give her your number and shéll put it through.”

Pitt spoke into the receiver. " Operator, what's your name?"

"Jennie Murphy,” replied a sexy voice.

"Jennie, let's start with Baltimore information. 1'd like the number of Weehawken Marine Products.”

"Just asec. I'll getit for you."

Jennie got the number from the Batimore information operator and placed the call.

After explaining his problem to four different people, Pitt wasfinally connected to the executive
chairman of the board-- atitle generaly bestowed on old company heads who were eased out of the

corporate mainstream.

"I'm Bob Conde. What can | do for you?"



Pitt looked at Alice and winked. "Jack Farmer, Mr. Conde. I'm with afederal archeologica survey
and I've discovered an old diving helmet in ashipwreck | hope you might identify."

"I'll do my best. My grandfather started the business nearly eighty years ago. Weve kept fairly tight
records. Have you got a serid number?”

"Yes, it was on adata plate attached to the front of the breastplate.” Pitt closed his eyes and visuaized

the helmet on the corpse inside the Cyclops. "It read, "Weehawken Products, Inc., Mark V, Serid
Number 58-67-C." "

"The Navy standard diving helmet," Conde said without hesitation. "\We've been making them since
1916. Congtructed of spun copper with bronze fittings. Has four sealed glass viewports.”

"You sold it to the Navy?'

"Most of our orders came from the Navy. Still do, asamatter of fact. TheMark V, Mod 1 is till
popular for certain types of surface-supplied-air diving operations. But thishelmet was soldto a
commercid customer.”

"If you'l forgive mefor asking, how do you know?"

"The seria number. Fifty-eight isthe year it was manufactured. Sixty-seven isthe number produced,
and C standsfor commercia sae. In other words, it was the sixty-seventh helmet to come out of our
factory in 1958 and was sold to acommercid salvage company.”

"Any chance of digging back and finding who bought it?"

"Might take agood half hour. We haven't bothered putting the old records on computer disks. I'd
better call you back."

Alice shook her head.
"The government can afford the phone service, Mr. Conde. I'll hang on theline.”
"Suit yoursdlf."

Conde was as good as hisword. He came back in thirty-one minutes. "Mr. Farmer, one of the
bookkeepers found what you were looking for."

"I'm reedy."

"The hdmet aong with adiving suit and hose equipment were sold to aprivate individud.
Coincidentaly, | knew him. Name was Hans Kronberg. A diver from the old school. Caught the bends
more than anybody | ever knew. Hans was badly crippled, but it never stopped him from diving."

"Do you know what became of him?"

"Asl| recdl, he purchased the equipment for a salvage job somewhere around Cuba. Rumor wasthe
bendsfindly put him away for good."



"Y ou don't remember who hired him?"

"No, it wastoo long ago,” said Conde. "I think he found himsalf a partner who had afew bucks.
Hanssregular diving gear was old and worn. His suit must have had fifty patches on it. He worked hand
to mouth, barely earned enough to make a decent living. Then one day he walksin here, buysal new
equipment, and pays cash.”

"| gppreciate your help,” said Fitt.

"Not at dl. Glad you caled. Interesting you should cal. May | ask where you found his helmet?*

"Indde an old sted wreck near the Bahamas."

Conde got the picture. He was quiet for amoment. Then he said, "So old Hans never surfaced. Well, |
guess he would have preferred it to passing away in bed.”

"Can you think of anyone € se who might remember Hans?'

"Not redly. All the hard-hat diversfrom the old days are gone now. Theonly lead | can think of is
Hansswidow. She gtill sends me Christmas cards. Shelivesin arest home.”

"Do you know the name of the rest home or whereit'slocated?
"I believeit'sin Leesburg, Virginia. Haven't aclue to the name. Speaking of names, hersisHilda."
"Thank you, Mr. Conde. Y ou've been agreat help.”

"If you're ever in Bdtimore, Mr. Farmer, drop in and say hello. Got plenty of timeto talk about the old
days since my sons aced me out of the company hem.”

"I'd likethat," said Fitt. "Goodbye.”

Aitt cut the connection and rang Jennie Murphy. He asked her to cal senior citizen rest homes around
the Leesburg area until she hit on the one that housed Hilda Kronberg.

"What are you after?' demanded Alice.
Pitt smiled. "I'm looking for El Dorado."
"Very funny.”

"That'sthe trouble with CIA types" said Fitt. "They can't take ajoke."



<<45>>

Theford ddivery truck rolled up the driveway of the Winthrop Manor Nursing Home and stopped at
the service entrance. Thetruck was painted a bright blue with illustrations of flora arrangements on the
sdes. Gold lettering advertised Mother's House of Flowers.

"Please don't ddly,” said Aliceimpatiently. "Y ou have to be in San Salvador four hours from now."

"Do my best," Fitt said as he jumped from the truck, wearing adriver's uniform and carrying a bouquet
of roses.

"A mystery to me how you talked Mr. Brogan into this private excurson.”

Pitt smiled as he closed the door. "A smple matter of extortion.”

The Winthrop Manor Nursing Home was an idyllic setting for the sunset years. There was anine-hole
golf course, tropica indoor svimming pool, an eegant dining room, and lush landscaped gardens. The
main building was designed more dong the lines of afive-star hotel than adrab sanatorium.

No ramshackle home for the aged poor, thought Pitt. Winthrop Manor radiated first-class taste for
wedlthy senior citizens. He began to wonder how the widow of adiver who struggled to make ends meet

could afford to livein such luxury.

He came through aside door, walked up to a reception desk, and held up the flowers. "l havea
delivery for Mrs. HildaKronberg."

The receptionist gave him adirect gaze and smiled. Fitt found her quite attractive, dark red hair, long
and gleaming, gray-blue eyes set in anarrow face.

"Just leave them on the counter,” she said sweetly. "I'll have an attendant give them to her.”
"I haveto ddiver them persondly,” Pitt said. "They come with averba message.”

She nodded and pointed to aside door. "Y ou'll probably find Mrs. Kronberg out by the pool. Don't
expect her to belucid, she driftsin and out of redlity.”

Pitt thanked her and felt remissfor not making atry for adinner date. He walked through the door and
down aramp. The glassed-in pool was designed like aHawaiian garden with black lavarock and a
waterfdl.

After asking two elderly women for Hilda Kronberg, hefound her stting in awhed chair, her eyes
garing into the water, her mind el sewhere.

"Mrs. Kronberg?'



She shaded her eyes with one hand and looked up. "Y es?"
"My dameis Dirk Pitt, and | wonder if | might ask you afew questions?"

"Mr. Ritt, isit?" she asked in asoft voice. She studied his uniform and the flowers. "Why would a
florist's delivery boy want to ask me questions?”

Pitt smiled at her use of "boy" and handed her the flowers. "It concerns your late husband, Hans."

"Areyou with him?' she asked suspicioudy.

"No, I'm quite done."

Hildawas sickly thin and her skin was as trangparent as tissue paper. Her face was heavily made up
and her hair skillfully dyed. Her diamond rings would have bought asmal fleet of Rolls-Royces. Aitt
guessed her age was a good fifteen years younger than the seventy-five she appeared. Hilda Kronberg
was awoman waiting to die. Y et when she smiled at the mention of her husband's name, her eyes
seemed to smiletoo.

"Y ou look too young to have known Hans" she said.

"Mr. Conde of Weehawken Marine told me about him."

"Bob Conde, of course. He and Hans were old poker pas.”

"Y ou never remarried after his death?"

"Yes, | remaried.”

"Y et you il use hisname?'

"A long story that wouldn't interest you."

"When wasthe last time you saw Hans?"

"It wasa Thursday. | saw him off on the steamship Monterey, bound for Havana, on December 10,
1958. Hans was dways chasing rainbows. He and his partner were off on another treasure hunt. He

swore they would find enough gold to buy me the dream house | dways wanted. Sadly, he never came
back."

"Do you recdl who his partner was?'

Her gentle features suddenly turned hard. "What are you after, Mr. Fitt? Who do you represent?”

"I'm aspecid projectsdirector for the National Underwater and Marine Agency,” hereplied. "During
asurvey on asunken ship caled the Cyclops, | discovered what | believe to be the remains of your
hushand.”

"Y ou found Hans?' she asked, surprised.



"I didn't make positive identification, but the diver's helmet on the body was traced to him."

"Hanswas agood man," she said wistfully. "Not agood provider, perhaps, but we had agood life
together until. . . well, until hedied.”

"Y ou asked meif | waswith him?' he prompted gently.

"A family skeleton, Mr. Aitt. I'm taken good care of He watches over me. I've no complaints. My
retreat from the red world ismy own choosing. . ." Her voicetrailed off and her stare grew distant.

Aitt had to catch her before she retreated into a self-induced shell. "Did he tell you Hanswas
murdered?’

Hildas eyesflickered for an ingtant, and then she shook her head silently.

Aitt knelt beside her and held her hand. "Hislifdline and air hose were cut while he was working
underwater.”

Shenaticesbly trembled. "Why are you telling me this?*

"Because it'sthe truth, Mrs. Kronberg. | give you my word. Whoever worked with Hans probably
killed him so he could steal Hanss share of the treasure.”

Hildasat there in trancdlike confusion for nearly aminute. "Y ou know about the La Dorada treasure,”
shesad at last.

"Yes" Pitt answered. "I know how it came to be on the Cyclops. | dso know Hans and his partner
sdvagedit.”

Hilda began toying with one of the diamond rings on her hand. "Deep down | aways suspected that
Ray killed Hans™"

The delayed shock of understanding dowly fell over Fitt'sface. He cautioudy played awild card.
"Y ou think that Hans was murdered by Ray LeBaron?'

She nodded.

The unexpected revelation caught Pitt unawares, and it took him afew moments to come back on
track. "The motive was the treasure?" he asked softly.

"No. The motivewasme." She shook her head.
Fitt did not reply, only waited quietly.

"Things happen,” she began in awhisper. "l was young and pretty in those days. Can you believel
was once pretty, Mr. Ritt?'

"Youredill very pretty”

"I think you may need glasses, but thank you for the compliment.”



"Y ou aso haveaquick mind.”
She gestured toward the main building. "Did they tell you | wasabit bamy?"
"The receptionist insnuated you weren't quite together.”

"A littleact | loveto put on. Keeps everyone guessing.” Her eyes sparkled briefly and then they took
on afaraway look. ""Hans was a nice man who was seventeen years older than me. My lovefor him was
mixed with compassion because of his crippled body. We had been married about three years when he
brought Ray home for dinner one evening. The three of us soon became close friends, the men forming a
partnership to salvage artifacts from old shipwrecks and sell them to antique dedlers and marine
collectors. Ray was handsome and dashing in those days, and it wasn't long before he and | entered into
an affair.”" She hedtated and sared at Fitt. "Have you ever deeply loved two women & the sametime,
Mr. Aitt?"

"I'm afraid the experience has euded me."

"The strange part wasthat | didn't fed any guilt. Deceiving Hans became an exciting adventure. It was
not that | was a dishonest person. It wasjust that | had never lied to somebody close to me before and
remorse never entered my mind. Now | thank God that Hans didn't find out before he died.”

"Can you tell me about the La Dorada treasure”?”

"After graduating from Stanford, Ray spent a couple years tramping through the jungles of Brazil,
hunting for gold. Hefirst heard of the La Doradafrom an American surveyor. | don't remember the
details, but he was sure it was on board the Cyclops when it disappeared. He and Hans spent two years
dragging some sort of instrument that detected iron up and down the Caribbean. Findly, they found the
wreck. Ray borrowed some money from his mother to buy diving equipment and asmall salvage boat.
He sailed ahead to Cuba to set up abase of operations while Hans was finishing up ajob off New

Jersey "
"Did you ever receive aletter or aphone call from Hans after he sailed on the Monterey?

"He cdlled once from Cuba. All he said was that he and Ray were leaving for the wreck site the next
day. Two weeks later, Ray returned and told me Hans had died from the bends and was buried at sea.”

"And the treasure?"

"Ray described it as a huge golden statue,” she replied. "He somehow raised it onto the salvage boat
and took it to Cuba."

Pitt stood, stretched, and knelt beside Hilda again. " Odd that he didn't bring the statue back to the
States."

"Hewas afraid that Brazil, the state of Florida, the federal government, other treasure hunters and
marine archeol ogists would confiscate or tie up the LaDoradain court clams and eventudly leave him
nothing. Then, of course, there was awaysthe Interna Revenue Service. Ray couldn't see giving away
millions of dollarsin taxesif he could get around it. So he told no one but me of the discovery.”

"What ever became of it?"



"Ray removed agiant ruby from the statue's heart, cut it up into small stones, and sold them
piecemed.”

"And that was the beginning of the LeBaron financiad empire,” said FAitt.

"Yes, but before Ray could cut up the emerald head or melt down the gold, Castro came to power
and he wasforced to hide the satue. He never told me where he hid it."

"Then the LaDoradais still buried somewherein Cuba."

"I'm certain Ray was never ableto return and retrieveit.”

"Did you see Mr. LeBaron after that?'

"Ohmy, yes" she said brightly. "Wewere married."

"You werethefirst Mrs. LeBaron?' Pitt asked, astonished.

"For thirty-three years.”

"But the records say hisfirst wife's name was Hillary and she died someyears ago.”

"Ray preferred Hillary over Hildawhen he became wedlthy. Thought it had more class. My death was
aconvenient arrangement for him when | becameill-- divorcing an invaid was abhorrent to him. So he
buried Hillary LeBaron, while Hilda Kronberg withers avay here.”

"That srikesmeasinhumanly crud.”

"My husband was generousif not compassionate. We lived two different lives. But | don't mind. Jessie
comesto see me occasonaly.”

"The second Mrs. LeBaron?"
"A very charming and thoughtful person.”
"How can she be married to him if you're ill dive?”

She smiled brightly. "The one time Ray made abad dedl. The doctorstold him | had only afew
monthsto live. But | fooled them al and have hung on for seven years.”

"That makes him abigamist aswell asamurderer and athief.”
Hildadid not argue. "Ray isacomplicated man. He takes far more than he gives.”
"If | wereyou I'd nail him to the nearest cross.”

"Too latefor me, Mr. Ritt." She looked up at him, asudden twinklein her eyes. "But you could do
something in my place”

"Nameit."



"Find the LaDorada," she said fervently. "Find the statue and give it to the world. Seethat it's
digplayed to the public. That would hurt Ray more than losing his magazine. But moreimportant, it's what
Hanswould have wanted."

Aitt took her hand and held it. "Hilda," he said softly, "I'll do my damnedest.”

<<46>>

Hudson adjusted the clarity of the image and nodded a greeting at the face staring back. "Eli, | have
someone who has asked to talk to you."

"Always happy to seeanew face" Steinmetz replied cheerfully.

Another man took Hudson's place beneath the video camera and monitor. He gazed in fascination for
afew moments before speaking.

"Areyou redly onthe moon?' he asked findly.

"Show time," Steinmetz said with an agreeable smile. He moved offscreen and lifted the portable
camerafrom itstripod and panned it through a quartz window at the lunar landscape. " Sorry | can't show
you earth, but we're on the wrong side of the ball.”

"l believeyou."

Steinmetz replaced the cameraand moved in front of it again. He leaned forward and stared into his
monitor. His smile dowly faded and his eyestook on aquestioning look. "Areyou who | think you are?"

"Do you recognize me?"
"Y ou look and sound like the President.”

It was the President's turn to smile. "1 wasn't sure you were aware, knowing that | was a senator when
you left earth, and newspapers aren't delivered in your neighborhood.”

"When the moon's orbit around the earth isin the proper position we can tap into most communication
satdlites. During the crew'slast rest break, they watched the latest Paul Newman movie on Home Box
Office. We dso devour the Cable News Network programs like starving dogs.”



"The Jersey Colony isan incredible achievement. A grateful nation will forever bein your dett.”

"Thank you, Mr. President, though it comes as a surprise that Leo jumped the gun and announced the
success of the project before our return to earth. That wasn't part of the plan.”

"There has been no public announcement,” said the President, becoming serious. "Next to you and
your colony people, | am the only one outside the “inner core’ who is aware of your existence, except
maybe the Russans.”

Steinmetz stared at him across 240,000 miles of space. "How could they know about the Jersey
Colony?

The President paused to look a Hudson, who was standing out of camera range. Hudson shook his
head.

"The Selenos lunar photo probes,” answered the President, omitting any reference to them being
manned. "One managed to send its data back to the Soviet Union. Wethink it showed the Jersey
Colony. We dso have reason to believe the Russians suspect you destroyed the probes from the lunar
surface.

An uneasy gpprehension showed in Steinmetz's eyes. ™Y ou think they plan to attack us, isthat it?'

"Yes, Eli, | do," said the Presdent. "Selenos 8, the Soviet lunar station, entered orbit around the moon
three hours ago. NASA computers project it to pass up asafe landing site on the face and come down
on thedark sidein your block of the neighborhood. A risky gamble unlessthey have a definite objective.”

"The Jersey Colony."

"Their lunar landing vehicle holds seven men,” the President continued. " The craft requirestwo
pilot-engineersto direct itsflight. That leavesfive for combat."

"There areten of us," said Stelnmetz. "Two to one, not bad odds."

"Except they'll have firepower and training on their sde. These men will be the deadliest team the
Russanscanfidd."

"You paint agrim picture, Mr. President. What would you have us do?"

"Y ou've accomplished far more than any of us had any right to expect. But the deck is stacked against
you. Destroy the colony and get out before there's any bloodshed. | want you and your people safely
back on earth to receive the honors you deserve.”

"I don't think you quite redlize what we've busted our assesto build here.”

"Whatever you've doneisn't worth your lives™

"Wevedl lived with death for Six years," said Steinmetz dowly. "A few more hourswon't matter.”

"Don't throw it dl away on animpossiblefight,” the Presdent argued.



"Sorry, Mr. President, but you're talking to a man who lost his daddy at alittle sand spit called Wake
Idand. I'll put it to avote, but | dready know the outcome. The other guyswon't cut and run any more
than | will. Well gay and fight."

The President felt proud and defeated at the sametime. "What weapons do you have?' he asked
weaily.

"Our arsend congsts of one used rocket launcher, whichisdown toitslast shell, an M-14 Nationa
Match rifle, and a twenty-two-caliber target pistol. We brought them for a series of gravity experiments.

"Y ou're outclassed, Eli," the President said miserably. "Can't you redize that?'
"No, gr. | refuseto quit on atechnicality.”

"What technicdity?"

"The Russansarethevistors.”

"Sowha?'

"That makes usthe hometeam,” said Steinmetz dyly. "And the home team dways has the advantage.”

"They'velanded!" exclamed Sergel Kornilov, smashing afist into one hand. "Selenos 8 ison the
moon!*

Below the VIP observation room, on the floor of the Soviet Mission Control Center, the engineersand
gpace scientists burst into wild cheering and applause.

President Antonov held up aglass of champagne. "To the glory of the Soviet Union and the party.”

Thetoast was repested by the Kremlin officids and high-ranking military officers crowded in the
room.

"To our first stepping-stone on our quest of Mars," toasted Generd Y asenin.
"Here, herel” replied achorus of deep voices. "To Mars."

Antonov set hisempty glass on atray and turned to Y asenin, hisface abruptly serious. "How soon
before Mgjor Leuchenko makes contact with the moon base?' he asked.

"Allowing for time to secure the spacecraft systems, make a reconnaissance of theterrain, and position
his men for the assault, | would say four hours.”

"How far away isthe landing Site?"

"Selenos 8 was programmed to touch down behind alow range of hillslessthan three kilometers from
where Selenos 4 detected the astronauts,” answered the general.



"That seems quite close," said Antonov. "If the Americans tracked our descent, Leuchenko haslost al
opportunity for surprise.”

"Thereislittle doubt they have redized what we're up to."
"Y ou're not concerned?”’

"Our advantage liesin Leuchenko's experience and superior firepower, Comrade President.”
Y asenin's face wore the expression of aboxing manager who had just sent hisfighter into thering againgt
aone-a'med man. "The Americans are faced with ano-win situation.”

<<47>>

Magor Grigory Leuchenko lay stretched in thefine, gray dust of the moon's surface and stared at the
desol ate wastel and spread beneath the pitch-black sky. He found the silent and ghostly landscape smilar
to the arid desert of Afghanistan's Seistan Basin. The grave plains and rolling mound-shaped hills gave
little definition. It reminded him of agrest sea of plaster of paris, yet it seemed strangdly familiar to him.

Hefought off an urge to vomit. He and his men were dl suffering from nausea. There had been no time
to train for the weightless environment during the journey from earth, no weeks or monthsto adjust as
had the cosmonauts of the Soyuz missions. They were given only afew hours ingtruction on how to
operate the life-support systems of their lunar suits, a brief lecture on conditions they could expect to find
on the moon, and abriefing on the location of the American colony.

He fdt ahand squeeze his shoulder through hislunar suit. He spoke into his hdmet'sinterna
trangmitter without turning.

"What have you got?'

Lieutenant Dmitri Petrov pointed toward aflat valley running between the doping walls of two craters
about athousand metersto the left. "Vehicle tracks and footprints, converging into that shadow below
the left crater'srim. | make out three, maybe four small buildings.”

"Pressurized greenhouses,” said Leuchenko. He set apair of boxlike binoculars on asmall tripod and
settled the wide viewing piece around the faceplate of his hemet. "L ookslike vapor issuing out of the
crater'sdoping side." He paused to adjust thefocus. "Yes, | can seeit clearly now. There's an entrance



into the rock, probably an airlock with accessto their interior facility. No sign of life. The outer perimeter
appears deserted.”

"They could be hiding in ambush,” said Petrov.

"Hide where?" asked Leuchenko, sweeping the open panorama. " The scattered rocks are too small to
shield aman. There are no breaksin the terrain, no indication of defense works. An astronaut in a bulky
white lunar suit would stand out like asnowman in afield of cinders. No, they must be barricaded insde
the cave.”

"Not awise defensive position. All to our advantage.”

"They 4ill have arocket launcher."

"That haslittle effect against men spread in aloose formation.”

"True, but well have no cover and we can't be sure they don't have other weapons.”

"A heavy concentration of fireinside the cave entrance might force their hand,” suggested Petrov.

"Our orders are not to cause any unnecessary destruction to the facility,” said Leuchenko. "Well have
to movein=

"Something is moving out therel" Petrov cried.

L euchenko stared through the binoculars. An odd-looking open vehicle had appeared from behind
one of the greenhouses and was traveling in their direction. A white flag, attached to an antenna, hung
limply in the airless atmosphere. He watched until it stopped fifty meters away and afigure stepped out
onto the lunar soil.

"Interesting,” said Leuchenko thoughtfully. "The Americanswant to parley."

"Might beatrick. A ruseto study our force."

"I don't think so. They wouldn't make contact under aflag of truceif they were acting from aposition
of gtrength. Their intelligence people and tracking systems on earth warned them of our arriva, and they
must redlize they're outgunned. Americans are capitaists. They look at everything from abusiness
viewpoint. If they can't make afight for it, they'll try to strike aded.”

"Y ou going out?" asked Petrov.

"No harmin talking. He doesn't appear armed. Perhaps they can be persuaded to bargain their lives
for anintact colony."

"Our orderswere to take no prisoners.”

"I haven't forgotten," said Leuchenko tensdy. "WEell crossthat bridge when we've achieved our
objective. Tl the men to keep the American intheir sghts. If | raise my left hand, give the order tofire."

He handed his automatic wegpon to Petrov and rose lightly to hisfeet. Hislunar suit, rifle, and
life-support backpack, containing an oxygen recharger and water recharger for cooling, added 194



pounds to L euchenko's body weight for atota of aimaost 360 earth pounds. But his lunar weight was only
60 pounds.

He moved toward the lunar vehicle in the haf-waking, haf-hopping gait typica when moving under
thelight gravitational pull of the moon. He quickly approached the lunar vehicle and halted about five
meters away.

The American moon colonist was leaning unconcernedly againgt afront whedl. He straightened, knelt
on one knee, and wrote anumber in the lead-colored dust.

Leuchenko understood and turned his radio receiver to the frequency indicated. Then he nodded.
"Areyou receiving me?' the American asked in badly mispronounced Russian.

"I speak English,” replied Leuchenko.

"Good. That will save any misunderstanding. My nameisEli Steinmetz.”

"Y ou are the United States moon base |eader?”

"I head up the project, yes."

"Mgor Grigory Leuchenko, Soviet Union."

Steinmetz moved closer and they gtiffly shook hands. "1t ssems we have aproblem, Mgor."
"One neither of uscan avoid."

"Y ou could turn around and hike back to your lunar lander,” saild Steinmetz.

"I have my orders," Leuchenko stated in afirm tone.

"Y ou'reto attack and capture my colony.”

"Yes

"Isthere no way we can prevent bloodshed?!

"Y ou could surrender.”

"Funny," said Steinmetz. "'l was about to ask the same of you."

Leuchenko was certain Steinmetz was bluffing, but the face behind the gold-tinted visor remained
unreadable. All Leuchenko could see was his own reflection.

"Y ou must redlize that your people are no match for mine.”
"In aknock-down, drag-out firdlight you'd win," agreed Steinmetz. "But you can remain outside your

landing craft only for afew hours before you must go back and replenish your breathing systems. |
reckon you've already used up two."



"We have enough | eft to accomplish the job,” Leuchenko said confidently.

"I must warn you, Mgjor. We have a secret wegpon. Y ou and your men will surely die.”

"A crude bluff, Mr. Steinmetz. | would have expected better from an American scientist.”

Steinmetz corrected him. "Engineer, therés adifference.”

"Whatever," said Leuchenko impatiently. Asasoldier, he was out of hiseement in wordy negotiations.
Hewas anxiousfor action. "It's senseless to carry this conversation any further. Y ou would be wise to

send your men out and turn over the facility. I'll guarantee your safety until you can be returned to earth.”

"You'relying, Mgor. Either your people or mine will have to be erased. There can be no losersleft to
tell the world what happened here.”

"You'rewrong, Mr. Steinmetz. Surrender and you will be treated fairly.”
"Sorry, no ded."
"Then there can be no quarter.”

"| expected none," said Steinmetz, histone grim. ™Y ou attack and the waste of human liveswill beon
your shoulders.”

Anger rose within Leuchenko. "For one who isresponsible for the deaths of nine Soviet cosmonauits,
Mr. Steinmetz, you're hardly in apogtion to lecture me on human life."

Leuchenko couldn't be certain, but he swore Steinmetz tensed. Without waiting for areply, he turned
on hishedlsand loped away. He looked over his shoulder and saw that Steinmetz stood there for severa
seconds before dowly reentering the lunar vehicle and driving back to the colony, trailing asmall cloud of
gray dust behind the rear whedls.

Leuchenko smiled to himself. In two more hours, three a the mogt, his mission would be successfully
achieved. When he reached his men, he studied the layout of the craggy surfacein front of the moon base
through the binoculars again. Finaly, when he was sttisfied there were no American colonists lurking
amid the rocks, Leuchenko gave the order to spread out in loose formation and advance. The dlite Soviet
fighting team moved forward without an inkling that Steinmetz'sinventive trgp was set and waiting.
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After Steinmetz returned to the entrance of Jersey Colony's subterranean headquarters, he leisurely
parked the lunar vehicle and shuffled dowly insde. Hetook histime, dmost feding Leuchenko's eyes
probing his every movement. Once out of view of the Russians, he stopped short of the airlock and
quickly stepped through asmal side tunnel that gradually rose through the crater'sinterior dope. His
passage raised small clouds of dust thét filled the narrow shaft, and he had to continually wipe hisvisor to
see.

Fifty steps and aminute |ater he crouched and crawled into an opening that led to asmall shelf
camouflaged by alarge gray cloth perfectly matched to the surrounding surface. Another suited figure
was lying on his somach, gazing through the telescopic sight of arifle.

Willie Shea, the colony's geophysicig, did not notice another presence until Steinmetz eased down
beside him. "I don't think you made much of animpression,” he said with abare hint of aBoston twang.
"The Slavs are about to attack the homestead.”

From the elevated vantage point Steinmetz could clearly see Mgor Leuchenko and his men advancing
acrossthevaley. They came on like hunters stalking their prey, making no attempt to use the high ground
of the crater's sdes. The loose shale would have made the going too dow. Instead, they jumped across
theflat ground in zigzag patterns, throwing themsalves prone every thirty or forty feet, taking advantage of
every boulder, every broken contour of the land. An expert marksman would have found the twisting and
dodging figures nearly impossibleto hit.

"Put ashot about ten feet in front of the point man,” said Steinmetz. "1 want to observe their reaction.”
"If they're monitoring our frequency, well give away our every move,” protested Shea.

"They haven't got time to hunt for our frequency. Shut up and shoot.”

Shea shrugged inside his lunar suit, peered through the crosshairs of his scope, and squeezed of f

around. The gunshot was strangely silent because there was no air on the moon to carry the sound
waves.

A puff of dust kicked up ahead of Leuchenko and heimmediately dropped to the ground. His men
followed suit and stared over the Sghts of their automatic weapons, waiting expectantly for morefire. But
nothing happened.

"Did anyone see where it came from?" Leuchenko demanded.
Thereplieswere negetive.
"They're sghting for range," said Sergeant Ivan Ostrovski. A hardened veteran of the Afghanistan

fighting, he could not believe he was actudly in combat on the moon. He swept a pointed finger over the
ground about two hundred meters ahead. "What do you make of those colored rocks, Mgor?"



For thefirst time Leuchenko spied severd boulders scattered in aragged line acrossthe valley, stained
with bright orange paint. "' doubt if it has anything to do with us" he said. ""Probably put there for some
sort of experiment.”

"| think the fire came on adownward angle," said Petrov.

Leuchenko took the binoculars from his hip pack, set them on the tripod, and carefully scanned the
gdeand rim of the crater. The sun was a blazing white but with no air to spread the light an astronaut
gtanding in the shadows of arock formation would be dmost invishble.

"Nothing shows" hesad findly.
"If they're waiting for usto close the gap, they must be conserving asmdl supply of ammunition.”

"WEeIl know in another three hundred meters what kind of reception they've planned,” muttered
Leuchenko. "Once we come under cover of the greenhouses well be out of sight of the cave entrance.”
He rose to one knee and waved his arm forward. "Fan out and keep dert.”

Thefive Soviet fighters leaped to their feet and scrambled on. Asthey reached the orange rocks
another shot struck the fine sand in front of them and they flung themsalves prone, ajagged line of white
figures, face visorsflashing in the intense rays of the sun.

Only ahundred meters separated them from the greenhouses, but nausea was draining their energy.
They were astough as any fighting men in the world, but they were combating space sicknessin tandem
with an dien environment. Leuchenko knew he could count on them to go far beyond their limits of
endurance. But if they didn't force their way into the safe atmosphere of the colony within the next hour,
there was little chance of them making it back to their landing craft before their life-support systems gave
out. He gave them aminute to rest while he made another examination of the ground ahead.

Leuchenko was an old hand at sniffing out traps. He had come within ahair of being killed on three
different patrolsin ambusheslaid by the Afghan rebels, and he had learned the fine art of scenting danger
the hard way.

It wasn't what his eyes could see, it was what they couldn't see that rang awarning bl in his head.
Thetwo shotsdidn't fit awild pattern. They struck him as ddliberately placed. A crude warning? No, it
had to mean something e se, he speculated. A signd perhaps?

The confining pressure suit and helmet irritated him. He longed for his comfortable and efficient combat
gear, but fully redlizing they could not protect his body from the frying heet and the cosmic rays. For at
least the fourth time the bile rose in histhroat and he gagged as he forced himself to swalow it.

The stuation was hellish, he thought angrily. Nothing wasto hisliking. His men were exposed in the
open. He'd been given no intelligence on the Americans wegpons except the reported rocket launcher.
Now they were under attack by small-armsfire. Leuchenko's only consolation was that the colonists
seemed to be using arifle or maybe even apistal. If they possessed afull automatic firearm, they could
have cut down the Soviets a hundred meters back. And the rocket launcher. Why hadn't they tried it
before now? What were they waiting for?

What bothered him most was the total lack of movement by the colonists. The greenhouses,
equipment, and small |aboratory modules sitting around the entrance to the cave appeared deserted.



"Unlessyou see atarget,” he ordered, "hold your fire until we reach cover. Then well regroup and
gorm the main quartersingde the hill."

Leuchenko waited until each of hisfour men acknowledged and then he motioned them on.

Corpord Mikhail Y ushchuk was about thirty meters behind and to one sde of the man on hisleft. He
stood and began running in acrouching position. He had taken only afew stepswhen hefdt agtinging
sensation in hiskidney. Then the sudden thrust of pain was repested. He reached around and grasped the
small of hisback just below his support system pack. His vision began to blur and his breath camein
gasps as his pressurized suit began to leak. He sank to his knees and stared dumbly at hishand. The
glove was drenched in blood that was aready steaming and coagulating under the roasting hest from the
un.

Y ushchuk tried to warn Leuchenko, but hisvoice failed. He crumbled into the gray dust, hiseyesdimly
recognizing afigure in a strange space suit tanding over him with aknife. Then hisworld went black.

Steinmetz witnessed Y ushchuk's death from his vantage point and issued a series of sharp commands
into his hemet'stranamitter. "Okay, Dawson, your man isten feet |eft and eight feet ahead of you.
Gdlagher, he'stwenty feet to your right and moving forward. Steady, steady, he's cutting right into
Dawson. Okay, nail him."

He watched two of the colonists materidize asif by magic and attack one of the Sovietswho was
lagging dightly behind his comrades.

"Two down, threeto go," Steinmetz muttered softly to himself.

"I've got my sights set on the point man,” said Shea. "But | can't promise aclean hit unless he freezes
for asecond.”

"Lay another shot, only closer thistime to get them on the ground again. Then stay on him. If he gets
wise, he could cut our guys down before they could close on him. Blast hisassif he so much asturnshis

Sheaslently aimed hisM-14 and pulled off another shot, which struck lessthan three feet in front of
the lead man's boots.

"Cooper! Snyder!" Steinmetz barked. ™Y our man isflat on the ground twenty feet ahead and to your
left. Take him, now!" He paused to scan the position of the second remaining Russian. " Same goesfor
Russdll and Perry, thirty feet directly in front. Go!"

The third member of the Soviet combat team never knew what hit him. He died while hugging the
ground for cover. Eight of the colonists were now closing the pincersfrom the rear of the Russians,
whose concentration was focused on the colony.

Suddenly Steinmetz froze. The man behind the leader swung around just as Russell and Perry |egped
a him like offengve tackles charging a quarterback.



Lieutenant Petrov spotted the converging shadows as he rose to hisfeet for the fina dash to the
greenhouses. He ingtinctively twisted around in an abrupt corkscrew motion as Russdll and Perry crashed
into him. A cold professiond, he should have fired and brought them down. But he hesitated a split
second too long out of astonishment. It was asif the Americans had risen up out of the moon's surface
like spectral demons. He managed to snap off a shot that drilled one of his assailant's upper arms. Then a
knife flashed.

Leuchenko's eyes were trained toward the colony ahead. He was unaware of the daughter going on
behind him until he heard Petrov gasp out awarning. He spun around and stood rooted in shocked awe.

Hisfour men were stretched out in alifeless sprawl on the lunar gravel. Eight American colonists had
appeared out of nowhere and were rapidly encircling him. Sudden hatred burst within him, and he thrust
hiswegpon into firing position.

A bullet thumped into histhigh and hetilted sdeways. Tensed in sudden pain, he squeezed off twenty
rounds. Most of them flew wide into the lunar desert, but two found their mark. One of the colonistsfell
backward and another dropped to his knees clutching his shoulder.

Then another bullet toreinto his neck. He held on to the trigger, spewing rounds until the clip ran dry,
hisshotsflying wild.

He cursed as he crumpled limply to the ground. "Damn the Americand™ he shouted ingde his hemet.
He thought of them as devilswho didn't play the game according to the rules. Helay on his back, staring
up at the faceless forms standing above him.

They parted as another member of the colonists approached and knelt down beside L euchenko.

"Steinmetz?' Leuchenko asked weekly. "Can you hear me?”

"Yes, I'monyour frequency,” answered Steinmetz. "'l can hear you."

"Y our secret weapon. . . how did you make your people appear from nothing?"

Steinmetz knew he would be talking to adead man within seconds.

"An ordinary shove," hereplied. "Since we all have to wear pressurized lunar suits with salf-contained
life supports, it was asmple matter to bury the men in the soft soil.”

"They were marked by the orange rocks?'

"Y es, from a hidden platform on the crater'sside | could direct when and where to attack you from the
rear."

"l do not wish to be buried here," Leuchenko murmured. "Tell my nation. . . tel them to bring us home

someday.”

It was close, but Steinmetz got it in. "You'll al go home," hesaid. "That'sapromise.”



In Russaagrim-faced Y asenin turned to President Antonov. "Y ou heard," he said through clenched
lips. "They're gone."

"They're gone," Antonov repeated mechanicaly. "It was as though Leuchenko's last words came from
across the room.”

"His communications were relayed by the two crewmen on the lunar landing craft direct to our space
communications center,” explained Kornilov.

Antonov moved away from the window overlooking the mission control room and sat down heavily in
achair. For such alarge bear of aman he seemed shrunken and withered. He looked down at his hands
and shook his head sadly.

"Poor planning,” he said quietly. "Wethrew Mgor Leuchenko and his men'slives away and achieved
nothing.”

"Therewas no time to plan aproper misson,” Y asenin offered lamely.

"Under the circumstances, we did all that was possible," added Kornilov. "We till have the glory of
thefirst Soviet men to walk on the moon.”

"The luster has dready faded.” Antonov's voice was leaden with defeat. "The Americans incredible
accomplishment will bury any propaganda vaue of our achievement.”

"Perhaps we can gill stop them,” Y asenin said bitterly.

Kornilov stared &t the generd. "By sending up a better prepared fighting force?’

"Exadly.”

"Better yet, why not wait until they return?'

Antonov looked a Kornilov with curious eyes. "What are you suggesting?”

"I've been spesking to Vladimir Polevoi. HeE'sinformed me that the GRU's listening center in Cuba has
intercepted and identified the voice and video transmissions from the American moon colony to alocation
outsde of Washington. He's sending copies of the communications by courier. One of them revealsthe
scheduled departure of the colonistsfor earth.”

"They're returning?' asked Antonov.

"Yes," replied Kornilov. "According to Polevoi, they intend to link up with the American space Sation
inforty-six hours, then return to the Kennedy spaceport at Cape Canavera on the shuttle Gettysburg.”

Antonov's face brightened. "Then we till have a chance to stop them?”



Y asenin nodded. "They can be destroyed in deep space before they dock at the space station. The
Americanswouldn't dare retdiate after we confront them with the crimes they've committed againgt us.

"Better to reserve our retribution asleverage,” said Kornilov thoughtfully.

"Leverage?'

Kornilov smiled enigmaticdly. "The Americans have asaying, Thebal isin our court.' It isthey who
are on the defensive. The White House and the State Department are probably drafting areply to our
expected protest thisminute. | propose we sidestep the accepted routine and remain silent. Do not play
therole of avictimized nation. Instead, we use our leverage and cause an event.”

"What kind of event?"' asked Antonov, sraightening with interest.

"The seizure of the vast amount of data carried by the returning moon colonigts."

"By what means?’ Y asenin demanded.

The smileleft Kornilov'sface and his expression went dead serious. "Weforce the Gettysburg to
crash-land in Cuba."
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Pitt was going mad. The two days of inactivity were the most agonizing he had ever known. There was
little for him to do but eet, exercise, and deep. He had yet to be called on to participate in the training
exercises. Hourly, he cursed Colond Kleist, who bore Fitt's ondaughts with stoic indifference, explaining
with tight-lipped patience that his Cuban Specia Forces team could not assault Cayo Santa Maria until
he pronounced them fit and ready. And no, he would not speed up the timetable.

Pitt worked off hisfrustration by taking long swimsto the outer reef and climbing a steep rock face
whose summit looked out over the surrounding sea.

San Salvador, the smdlest of the Bahamas, was known to old mariners as Watling Idand, after a
zedl ot buccaneer who flogged members of his crew who did not observe the Sabbath. It isalso believed
to be the idand where Columbus first stepped ashorein the New World. With a picturesque harbor and
alushinterior blued by freshwater lakes, few tourists gazing at its beauty would have guessed it contained
ahuge military training complex and missile observation ingalation.

The CIA staked out its claim on aremote beach called French Bay at the southern tip of theidand.
There was no road linking the covert training center with Cockburn Town and the main airport. The only
way in or out was by smadl boat through the surrounding reefs or by helicopter.

Pitt rose shortly before sunrise on the morning of histhird day on the idand and swam strongly for half
amile, and then worked hisway back to shore, free-diving among the cord formations. Two hours | ater,
he walked from the warm water and stretched out on the beach, overwhelmed by a surge of helplessness
as he stared over the seatoward Cuba

A shadow fdl across his body, and he sat up. A dark-skinned man stood over him, dressed
comfortably in aloose-fitting cotton shirt and shorts. His dick, night-black hair matched an enormous
moustache. Sad eyes stared from aface wrinkled from long exposure to wind and sun, and when he
amiled hislipsbarely moved.

"Mr. Ritt?

"YS"

"We haven't been formaly introduced, but I'm Mgor Angelo Quintana.”

Pitt cameto hisfeet and they shook hands. 'Y ou're leading the mission.”

Quintananodded. "Colond Kle g tells me you've been riding him pretty hard.”

"| left friendswho may befighting to stay dive."

"I dso left friendsin Cuba, Mr. Aitt. Only they lost their battle to live. My brother and father died in
prison merely because amember of their local block committee, who owed my family money, accused



them of counterrevolutionary activities. | sympathize with your problem, but you do not have amonopoly
ongrief.”

Pitt did not offer condolences. Quintana struck him as aman who didn't dwell on sorrow. "Aslong as
| believethereistill hope" he said firmly, "I'm not about to stop pushing.”

Quintana gave him an easy smile. He liked what he saw in Fitt's eyes. Thiswas a man who could be
trusted when things got tight. A hardnose who did not know the definition of failure.

""So you're the one who made the ingenious escape from Vdikov's headquarters.”
"A ton of luck played aheavy role."
"How would you describe the morae of the troops guarding the compound?”

"If you mean menta condition, I'd have to say they were bored to the gills. Russans aren't used to the
draining humidity of thetropics. Overdl they seemed duggish.”

"How many patrolling theidand?"

"Nonethat | could see."

"And the guardhouse a the front gate?"

"Only two."

"A canny man, Vdikov."

"| gather you respect him for making the idand appear deserted.”

"Y ou gather right. | would have expected asmall army of guards and the usua Soviet security
measures. But Veikov doesn't think like a Russan. He designs like an American, refineslike a Japanese,
and expedites like a German. The man is one shrewd operator.”

"So I've heard."

"I'mtold you met him."

"Weve had a couple of conversations.”

"What was your impression of him?"

"Hereadsthe Wall Street Journal.”

"That dl?"

"He speaks better English than | do. His nails are clean and trimmed. And if he'sread haf the books
and magazinesin hislibrary he knows more about the United States and its taxpayers than half the
politicansin Washington.”

"Y ou're probably the only Westerner running around loose who's ever seen him faceto face.”



"It was no treat, bdieve me."

Quintanathoughtfully scraped onetoein the sand. "Leaving such avita ingdlation so lightly guarded is
anopeninvitation for infiltration.”

"Not if Veikov knowsyou're coming,” said Pitt.

"Okay, the Cuban radar network and the Russian spy satellites can spot every plane and boat within
fifty miles. An air drop or alanding from the seawould be impossible. But an underwater gpproach could
squeeze under their detection grids with ease.” Quintana paused and grinned. "In your case the vessd
was too tiny to show up on aradarscope.”

"My inventory of oceangoing yachtswas margind,” Ritt said lightly. Then he turned serious. Y ou've
overlooked something.”

"Overlooked what?'

"Veikov'sbrain. You said hewas a shrewd operator. He didn't build afortress bristling with
landmines and concrete bunkers for one smple reason-- he didn't haveto. Y ou and Colond Kleist are
bleeding optimistsif you think a submarine or your SPUD, or whatever you cdl it, can penetrate his
Security net.”

Quintanas eyebrows narrowed. "Go on."

"Underwater sensors,” explained Fitt. "Velikov must have ringed the idand with sensors on the sea
floor that can detect the movement of asubmarine's hull against awater mass and the cavitation of its

propdlers.

"Our SPUT was designed to dip through such asystem.”

"Not if Velikov's marine engineers bunched the sensing units ahundred yards apart. Nothing but a
school of fish could swim past. | saw the trucksin the compound's garage. With ten minutes warning
Veikov could put a security force on the beach that would daughter your men before they stepped foot
out of the surf. | suggest you and Kleist reprogram your electronic war games.”

Quintana subsided into sllence. His precisely concelved landing plan began to crack and shetter before
his eyes. "Our computers should have thought of that," he said bitterly.

"They don't create what they're not taught,” Fitt replied philosophically.

"You redlize, of course, this means we have to scrub the mission. Without the element of surprisethere
isn't the dightest hope of destroying the ingtallation and rescuing Mrs. LeBaron and the others.™

"| disagree.”
"Y ou think you're smarter than our mission computers?”'
"| escaped Cayo Santa Mariawithout detection. | can get your peoplein the sameway."

"With afleet of bathtubs?' Quintana said sarcagtically.



"A more modern variation comesto mind."

Quintanalooked at Fitt in deep speculation. "Y ou've got an ideathat might turn the trick?"
"l most certainly have.”

"And ill meet the timetable?'

"Yes.

"And succeed?"

"Youfed safer if | underwrote an insurance policy?”

Quintana sensed utter conviction in Aitt's tone. He turned and began walking toward the main camp.
"Comedong, Mr. Ritt. It'stime we put you to work."

<<50>>

Fidd Castro sat douched in thefighting chair and gazed pensively over the stern of aforty-foot cabin
cruiser. His shoulders were harnessed and his gloved hands loosely clutched the heavy fiberglassrod,
whose linetrailed from ahuge red into the sparkling wake. The dolphin bait was snatched by apassing
barracuda, but Castro didn't seem to mind. His thoughts were not on marlin.

The muscular body that once earned him thetitle " Cuba's best schoal athlete” had softened and
expanded with age. The curly hair and the barbed-wire beard were gray now, but the revolutionary firein
hisdark eyes till burned as brightly asit did when he came down from the mountains of the Serra
Maestrathirty years ago.

Hewore only abasebal cap, swvimming trunks, old sneakers, and sunglasses. The stub of an unlit
Havana drooped from one corner of hislips. He turned and shielded his eyesfrom the brilliant tropical
unlight.

"Y ou want meto cease internacionalismo?' he demanded above the muffled roar of the twin diesals.
"Renounce our palicy of spreading Cuba's influence abroad? Is that what you want?'



Raul Castro sat in adeckchair, holding a bottle of beer. "Not renounce but quietly bring down the
curtain on our commitments abroad.”

"My brother the hardline revol utionary. What brought on your aboutface?!
"Times change" Raul said smply.

Cold and doof in public, Fidd's younger brother waswitty and congenid in private. His hair was
black, dick, and closdly trimmed above the ears. Raul viewed the world from a pixie face through dark,
beady eyes. A narrow moustache stretched across his upper lip, the pointed tips ending precisaly above
the corners of his mouth.

Fidel rubbed the back of one hand against afew drops of sweat that clung to his eyebrows. "'l cannot
write off the enormous cost in money and the blood of our soldiers. And what of our friendsin Africaand
the Americas? Do | write them off like our dead in Afghanistan?'

"The price Cubawas paid for our involvement in revol utionary movements outweighs the gains. So we
made friendsin Angolaand Ethiopia. What will they ever do for usin return? We both know the answer
isnothing. We haveto faceit, Fidd, we made mistakes. I'll be the first to admit mine. But for God's sake,
let's cut our losses and return to building Cubainto agreat socidist nation to be envied by the third
world. Well achieve far more by having them copy our example than by giving them our people's blood.”

"Y ou're asking meto turn my back on our honor and our principles.”

Raul rolled the cool bottle across his perspiring forehead. "Let'slook at the truth, Fidel. Weve thrown
principles overboard before when it wasin the best interests of the revolution. If we don't shift gears soon
and vitalize our stagnating economy, the people's discontent might turn to unrest, despite their love for
you."

Fidel spat the cigar stub over the boat's transom and motioned to a deckhand for another. "The U.S.
Congresswould love to see the people turn againgt me.”

"The Congress doesn't bother me haf as much asthe Kremlin," said Raul. "Everywherel look | find a
traitor in Antonov's pocket. | can't even trust my own security people anymore.”

"Once the President and | agree to the U.S.-Cuban pact and sign it, our Soviet fair-weather friends
will be forced to release their tentacles from around our necks.”

"How can you findize anything when you refuse to sit down and negotiate with him?"

Fidd paused to light afresh cigar brought by the deckhand. "By now he's probably made up hismind
that my offer to sever our linkswith the Soviet Union in return for United States economic aid and open
trade agreementsis genuine. If | appear too eager for ameeting, helll only set impossible preconditions.
Let him stew for awhile. When he redlizes I'm not crawling over the White House doormet, hell lower
hissghts”

"The President will be even more eager to come to terms when he learns of the reckless encroachment
by Antonov's croniesinto our government.”

Fidd held up the cigar to make his point. "Exactly why | have sat back and alowed it to happen.
Playing on American fears of a Soviet stooge figureheading a puppet regimeisdl to our advantage.”



Raul emptied the beer bottle and tossed it over the Side. "Just don't walit too long, big brother, or welll
find ourselves out of ajob."

"Never happen." Fidel's face creased in acocksure smile. "1 am the glue that holds the revolution
together. All 1 have to do is go before the people and expose the traitors and the Soviet plot to
undermine our sacred sovereignty. And then, as President of the Council of Minigters, you will announce
the cutting of dl tiesto the Kremlin. Any discontent will be replaced with nationa regjoicing. With one
swing of the ax I'll have cut the massive debt to M oscow and removed the U.S. trade embargo.”

"Better be soon.”

"In my speech during the Education Day celebration.”

Raul checked the calendar on hiswatch. "Five days from now."

"A perfect opportunity.”

"I'd fed better if we could test the President's mood toward your proposa.”

"I'll leave it to you to contact the White House and arrange for ameeting with his representatives
during the Education Day fedtivities™

"Before your speech, | hope."
"Of course."
"Aren't you tempting fate, waiting until the last moment?"

"Hell takemeup onit,” said Fidd through acloud of smoke. "Make no mistake. My gift of those
three Soviet cosmonauts should have shown him my good intentions.”

Raul scowled. "Could be he has dready sent ushisreply.”
Fidel turned and glared a him. "That isnewsto me."

"I didn't cometo you because it was only ablind guess,” said Raul nervoudy. "But | suspect the
President used Raymond LeBaron's airship to smuggle in an envoy behind the back of Soviet

intdligence”
"Good Christ, wasn't it destroyed by one of our patrol helicopters?”
"A stupid blunder," confessed Raul. "There were no survivors.”

Fidd'sface mirrored confuson. "Then why is the State Department accusing us of imprisoning Mrs.
LeBaron and her crew?

"lI'venoidea"

"Why am | kept in the dark on these matters?"



"The report was sent but not read, like so many others. Y ou have become a difficult man to reach, big
brother. Y our attention to detail is not what it used to be."

Fide furioudy reded in theline and undid the harness to the fighting chair. "Tell the captain to turn the
boat toward the harbor."

"Whét do you intend to do?"
Fide cut awide smile around the cigar. "Go duck hunting.”
"Now? Today?'

"As soon aswe get to shore I'm going to hole up a my country retreat outsde Havana, and you're
coming with me. Well remain secluded, taking no calls and meeting with no one until Education Day."

"Do you think that wise, leaving the Presdent hanging, shutting ourselves off from the Soviet interna
threet?"

"What harm can it do? The wheds of American foreign rdationsturn like the wheels of an ox cart.
With hisenvoy dead, he can only stare at awal and wait for my next exchange. Asfor the Russans, the
opportunity isn't ripe for them to make their move." Helightly punched Raul on the shoulder. "' Cheer up,
little brother. What could possibly happen in the next five daysthat you end | can't control ?*

Raul vagudly wondered too. He also wondered how he could fedl as chilled as atomb under ablazing
Caribbean sun.

Shortly after midnight, Generd Veikov stood stiffly beside his desk asthe elevator doors spread and
Lyev Maisky strode into the study.

Velikov greeted him coolly. "Comrade Maisky. An unexpected pleasure.”
"Comrade Generd."
"Can | offer you any refreshments?’

"This damnable humidity isacurse” replied Maisky, wiping ahand over hisbrow and studying the
sweat on hisfingers. "1 could use aglass of iced vodka."

Velikov picked up aphone and issued a curt order. Then he gestured toward achair. "Please, make
yoursdf comfortable.”

Maisky fell wearily into asoft lesther chair and yawned from jet lag. "I'm sorry you weren't warned of
my coming, Generd, but Comrade Polevoi thought it best not to risk interception and decoding of your
new ingructions by the U.S. Nationa Security Agency'slistening facilities”

Velikov raised his eyebrow in a practiced motion and gave Maisky awary stare. "New instructions?"



"Y es, amost complicated operation.”
"I hopethe chief of the KGB isn't ordering me to postpone the Castro assassination project.”

"Not at dl. Infact, I've been asked to tell you the shipswith the required cargoes for the job will arrive
in Havana Harbor half aday ahead of schedule.”

Vdikov nodded gratefully. "We can usethe extratime.”
"Have you encountered any problems?’ asked Maisky.
"Everything isrunning smoothly.”

"Everything?' Maisky repeated. "Comrade Polevoi was not happy about the escape of one of your
prisoners.”

"He need not worry. A fisherman found the missing man'sbody in his nets. The secret of this
ingdlationisgill secure”

"And what of the others? 'Y ou must know the State Department is demanding their release from
Cuban officias”

"A crude bluff," Veikov replied. "The CIA hasn't ashred of proof theintruders are ftill dive. Thefact
that Washington is demanding their release from the Cubansinstead of us provesthey're shooting in the
dark."

"The question is, What are they shooting at?' Maisky paused and removed a platinum cigarette holder
from his breast pocket. Helit along, unfiltered cigarette and exhaled the smoke toward the ceiling.
"Nothing must dddlay Rum and Cola."

"Castro will spesk as promised.”

"Can you be sure he won't suddenly change his mind?"

"If history repesatsitsaf, we're on firm ground. El jefe maximo, the big boss, hasn't turned down a
chance to make a speech yet."

"Barring accident, Sickness, or hurricane.”
"'Some things are beyond human control, but | don't intend to fail.”

A uniformed guard gppeared with a chilled bottle of vodkaand aglassresting in abed of ice. "Only
oneglass, Generd? Y ou're not joining me?"

"Perhaps abrandy later.”
Velikov waited patiently until Maisky had consumed athird of the bottle. Then he took the leap.
"May | ask the deputy of the First Chief Directorate to enlighten me on this new operation?”

"Of course" Maisky said sociably. "Y ou are to use whatever electronic capability under your



command to force the United States space shuttle down in Cuban territory.”

"Did | hear you correctly?' asked Vdikov, stunned.

"Y our orders, which come from Comrade President Antonov, are to break into the computerized
guidance control sensors of the space shuttle Gettysburg between its earth reentry and approach to Cape
Canavera and direct it to land on our military airfield & Santa Clara”

Frowning, baffled, Velikov openly stared at Maisky asif the KGB deputy were mad. "If | may say o,
that's the craziest scheme the directorate has ever concelved.”

"Neverthdess, it has all been worked out by our space scientists,” Maisky said airily. Herested his
foot on alarge accountant's-type briefcase. "The dataare dl here for programming your computers and
training your gaff."

"My people are communications engineers.” Velikov looked totaly lost and sounded the same way.
"They don't know anything about space dynamics.”

"They don't have to. The computerswill do it for them. What ismost important is that your equipment
here on the idand have the capability to override the Houston Space Control Center and take command
of theshuttle.

"When isthis act supposed to take place?!

"According to NASA, the Gettysburg begins her earth reentry roughly twenty-nine hours from now.”

Velikov smply nodded his head. The shock had quickly melted avay and he regained total control,
cam, mind clicking, the complete professiond. "Of course, I'll give you every cooperation, but | don't
mind saying it will take more than an ordinary miracle to accomplish the unbelievable.

Maisky downed another glass of vodka and dismissed Velikov's pessmism with awave of the hand.

"Faith, Generd, not in miracles, but in the brains of Soviet scientists and engineers. That's what will put
Americas most advanced spacecraft on the runway in Cuba.”

Giordino stared dubioudly at the plate sitting on hislap. "First they feed usdop and now it'ssirloin
steak and eggs. | don't trust these bastards. They probably spiced it with arsenic.”

"A chegp shot to build us up before they tear us down again,” said Gunn, ravenoudy digging into the
mest. "But I'm going toignoreit.”

"Thisisthethird day the goon in room six hasleft usaone. Something smells™
"Y ou'd prefer having another rib broken?' Gunn muttered between mouthfuls.

Giordino probed the eggs with hisfork, gavein, and tried them. "They're probably fattening us up for
thekill."



"I hopeto God they've laid off Jessietoo.”
"Sadigslike Gly get turned on besting women."
"Have you ever wondered why Vdikov isnever present during Gly's punch parties?’

"Typica of the Russansto let aforeigner do their dirty work, or maybe he can't tand the sight of
blood. How should | know?"

Suddenly the door was flung open and Foss Gly stepped into the cell. Thethick, protruding lips parted
inasmile, and the pupils of his eyeswere deep, black, and empty.

"Enjoying your dinner, gentlemen?'
"Y ou forgot thewine," Giordino said contemptuoudy. "And | like my steek medium rare.”

Gly stepped closer and, before Giordino could guess hisintentions, swung hisfist in avicious
backhand againgt Giordino'srib cage.

Giordino gasped, and his entire body jerked in a convulsive spasm. His face went ashen, and yet,
incredibly, he gave alopsided grin, blood rolling through the hairs of his stubbled chin from where his
teeth had bitten hislower lip.

Gunn rose up from his cot on one arm and heaved his plate of food at Gly's head, the eggs spattering
the side of the torturer's face, the half-eaten meat scoring a bull's-eye across the mouth.

"A stupid reaction,” Gly said, hisvoice afuriouswhisper. "Oneyoull regret." He reached down,
grabbed Gunn's shattered ankle, and gave it asickening twidt.

Gunn clenched hisfids, eyesglazed in pain, but uttered no sound. Gly stepped back and studied him,
seemingly fascinated. ™Y ou're tough, very tough, for alittle man.”

"Crawl back in'your hole, dime," Giordino gasped, still catching his breeth.

"Stubborn, stubborn,” Gly sighed wearily. For aquick second his eyestook on apensive [ook, then
the black emptinessreturned, as cold and evil asif chisded on agtatue. "Ali, yes, you distracted me. |
cameto ddiver newsof your friend Dirk Fitt."

"What about him?"*

"Hetried to escape and was drowned.”

"Yourelying," said Gunn.

"A Bahamian fisherman found him. The American consulate has dready identified the body, or what
was | eft after the sharks were finished with it." Then Gly wiped the egg from hisface, removed the steak
from Giordino's plate, dropped it on the floor, and ground hisboot in it. "Bon appetit, gentlemen.”

He walked from the cdll and locked the door behind him.

Giordino and Gunn looked at each other in long silence, a sudden redlization growing within them.



Then their faceslit up with broad grinsthat quickly turned into laughter.

"Hedidit!" Giordino cried, hisdation overcoming his pain. "Dirk made it home freel"

<<51>>

The glamour experiments on the space station Columbus centered on the manufacture of exotic
medicines, the growth of pure crystals for computer semiconductor chips, and gammaray observation.
But the bread-and-buitter activity of the forty-ton settlement on the fringe of the last frontier wasthe
repair and service of satellites.

Jack Sherman, commander of the gtation, wasin the cylinder-shaped maintenance module helping a
team of engineersjockey a satdllite into arepair cradle when a voice came through the central spesker.
"You avalable, Jack?'

"I'm here."

"Can you come to the command module?’

"What'sup?'

"Weve got somejoker breaking into our communications channd.”

"Pipeit down here."

"Better you should come up.”

"Give me acouple of minutes"

The satellite secured and the airlock closed, Sherman pedled off his pressure suit and dipped his boots
into apair of dotted rails. Then hewaked in adiding motion through the weightless environment to the

brain center of the gation.

His chief communications and eectronics engineer smply nodded at his gpproach. "Ligento this"" He
spoke into amicrophone mounted in acontrol pane. "Please identify yoursdlf again.”

There was adight pause and then "Columbus, thisis Jersey Colony. We request permission to dock at



your gation.”
The engineer turned and looked up at Sherman. "What do you think? Must be some weirdo on earth.”

Sherman leaned over the pand. "Jersey Colony, or whatever you call yourself, thisisaclosed NASA
channdl. Y ou are interfering with space communications procedures. Please break off."

"Noway," camethe strange voice. "Our lunar transfer vehicle will rendezvous with you in two hours.
Please advise us on docking procedures.”

"Lunar what?' Sherman's face tightened in anger. "Houston Control, do you copy?"
"We copy," came avoice from the Houston Space Control Center.

"What do you make of it?"

"Weretrying to get afix onit, Columbus. Please stand by."

"I don't know who you are, fella," snapped Sherman, "but you're in deep trouble.”

"The nameis Eli Steinmetz. Please have medical assstance standing by. | have two injured men
onboard."

Sherman pounded afist on the back of the engineer's chair. "Thisis crazy."

"Who am | communicating with?"' asked Steinmetz.

"Thisis Jack Sherman, commander of the Columbus."

"Sorry about the abrupt intruson, Sherman, but | thought you'd been informed of our arrival.”

Before Sherman could reply, Houston Control returned. "Columbus, hissignas are not coming from
earth, repeat, not coming from earth. They originate in space beyond you.”

"All right, you guys, what'sthe gag?'

The voice of NASA'sdirector of Hight Operations brokein. "No gag. Jack, thisis Irwin Mitchell.
Prepare your crew to receive Steinmetz and his colonigts.”

"What colonigs?

"About time someone from the “inner core' showed up,” said Steinmetz. "'For aminute there, | thought
we'd have to crash the front gate.”

"Sorry, Eli. The Presdent thought it best to keep things quiet until you reached Columbus."
"Will someone please tell mewhat's going on?" Sherman demanded in exasperation.

"Eli will explain when you meet him," answered Mitchell. Then he addressed Steinmetz. "How arethe
wounded?'



"Resting comfortably, but onewill require mgjor surgery. A bullet islodged near the base of the brain.”

"You heard, Jack," said Mitchdll. "Alert the crew of the shuttle. They may have to advance their
departure.”

"I'll take care of it," Sherman said. Hisvoice settled and the tone was cam, but he was far too
intelligent not to be bewildered. "Just wherein hell doesthis. . . this Jersey Colony come from?"

"Would you believe the moon?* Mitchell replied.

"No," said Sherman flatly. "1 damned wdl wouldn't.”

The Theodore Roosevelt Room in the West Wing of the White House was once called the Fish Room
because it contained aguariums and fishing trophies of Franklin Delano Roosevelt. Under Richard Nixon
it was furnished in Queen Anne and Chippendde style and used for staff meetings and occasiond press
conferences.

Thewallsand carpet werein light and dark shades of terra-cotta. A painting of the Declaration of
I ndependence hung on the east wall over a carved wooden mantd. Sternly surveying the room from the
south wall, Teddy Roosevelt sat astride ahorse in a portrait painted in Paris by Tade Styka. The
President preferred thisintimate room over the more forma Cabinet Room for important discussions
partly because there were no windows.

He sat at the head of the conference table and scribbled on anote pad. On his|eft sat Secretary of
Defense Jess Smmons. Next to him came CIA Director Martin Brogan, Dan Fawcett, and Leonard
Hudson. Douglas Oates, the Secretary of State, sat immediately to hisright, followed by National
Security Adviser Alan Mercier and Air Force General Allan Post, who headed up the military space

program.

Hudson had spent over an hour briefing the President's men on the history of the Jersey Colony. At
first they sat there stunned and silent. Then the excitement set in and they fired abarrage of questions that
Hudson fielded until the President ordered lunch served in the room.

The utter astonishment gave way to enthusiastic compliments for Hudson and his"inner core,” which
dowly faded to grim redlity at the report on the conflict with the Soviet cosmonauts.

"Once the Jersey colonigts return safely to Cape Canaverd,” said the President, "perhaps| can
appease Antonov by offering to share some of the immense data accumulated by Steinmetz and his
team.”

"Why should we give away anything?' demanded Smmons. " They've stolen enough of our technology
asitis"

"No denying their thievery,” replied the Presdent. "But if our positionswere reversed, | wouldn't alow
them to get away with killing fourteen of our astronauts.”

"I'm on your sSide, Mr. President,” said Secretary of State Oates. "Bt if the shoe wasindeed on your



foot, what course of retribution could you take?"
"Simple," said Genera Pogt. "If | were Antonov, I'd order the Columbus blasted out of the sky."

"An abhorrent thought, but one we have to take serioudy,” said Brogan. "The Soviet leaders must fed
they have adivineright to destroy the station and everyone on board.”

"Or the shuttle and its crew," Post added.

The President stared at the generd. "Can Columbus and Gettysburg be shielded?’

Post gave adight shake of hishead. "Our X-ray laser defense syster won't be operational for another
fourteen months. While in space, both the station and the shuttle are vulnerable to the Soviet Union's
Cosmos 1400 killer satellites. We can provide solid protection for the Gettysburg only after she passes
through earth's atmosphere.”

The President turned to Brogan. "How do you seeit, Martin?'

"I don't think they'll target Columbus. They'd be leaving themsalves wide open for usto retdiate
againg their new Salyut 10 gation. | say they'll try for the shuttle.”

Anicy slence sttled over the Roosevelt Room as every man present struggled with his own thoughts.
Then Hudson's face took on an enlightened expression, and he rapped his pen against the table surface.

"Weve overlooked something,” hesaid in aleve tone.

"Likewhat?" asked Fawcett.

"The true purpose behind their attack on Jersey Colony."

Brogan took the lead. "To save face by destroying dl trace of our bregkthrough in space.”

"Not destroy but stedl,”" Hudson said fervently. "Murdering the colonists wasn't an eye-for-an-eye
punishment. Jess Smmons hit onit. To the Kremlin'sway of thinking it was vitd to seizethe baseintact in
order to help themselves to the technology, the data, and the results of billions of dollars and twenty-five

years of work. That wastheir goal. Revenge was secondary.”

"Hemakesavalid point,” said Oates. "Except that with the colonists on their way to earth, Jersey
Colony isup for grabs.”

"By using our lunar transfer vehicle we can have another crew on site within two weeks," said Hudson.

"Thetwo cosmonautswho are sitting in Sdlenos 8," Smmons said. "What's to stop them from ssimply
walking in and taking over the abandoned colony?"

"I'm sorry," Hudson answered. "1 forgot to mention that Steinmetz transported the five dead Russians
back to the lunar larder and loaded them on board. Then he forced the surviving crew to lift off and
return to earth by threatening to scatter them over the moon's surface with the last rocket in his launcher.”

"The sheriff cleaning up thetown,” Brogan said admiringly. "l can't wait to meet thisguy.”



"Not without cost,” said Hudson quietly. " Steinmetz is bringing back two serioudy wounded men and
one body."

"What is the name of the dead man?" asked the President.
"Dr. Kurt Perry, abrilliant biochemig.”
The President nodded at Fawcett. "L et's see that he receives a proper ceremony.”

Therewas adight pause, and then Post brought the discussion back on track. "Okay, if the Soviets
didn't get Jersey colony, what arethey left with?'

"The. Gettysburg," Hudson answered. "The Russans ftill have a chance a pirating atreasure trove of
scientific data.”

"By snatching the shuttle out of the air?' Smmons stated sarcadticaly. "News to me they have Buck
Rogerson ther sde”

"They don't need him," Hudson retorted. "It's technicaly possible to program adeviation into the flight
guidance systems. The computers can be fooled into sending the wrong signa to the drive evons, the
thrusters, and other equipment to control the Gettysburg. There are athousand different way to nudge the
shuttle off its course afew degrees. Depending on the distance from touchdown, it could be thrown off as
far as athousand miles from the Kennedy spaceport at Cape Canavera.”

"But the pilots can override the automated system and land on manua control,” protested Post.

"Not if they're conned into thinking Houston Control ismonitoring their return flight path.”

"Isthis possible?' asked the President increduloudly.

Alan Mercier nodded. "Providing the Soviets have loca transmitters with the capacity to overpower
the shuttlésinternd eectronicsand jam dl sgnasfrom Houston Control.”

The President exchanged grim looks with Brogan.
"Cayo SantaMaria," Brogan muttered miserably.

"Anidand north of Cuba containing a powerful transmisson and listening facility with the necessary
muscleto do the job," the President explained to the others.

"Maybe they haven't caught on that our colonists have left the moon,” Fawcett said hopefully.

"They know," replied Hudson. "Once their eavesdropping satellites were aimed toward Jersey Colony,
they've monitored every one of our transmissons.”

"WEIl have to come up with aplan to neutraize the idand's equipment,” suggested Post.
Brogan smiled. "Just so happensthereis an operation in the works."

Post smiled back. "If you're scheming what I'm thinking, al I'd like to know iswhen."



"Thereistak-- purely arumor, mind you-- that Cuban military forces are going to launch an
attack-and-destroy mission sometime after midnight tonight.”

"And the departure time of the shuttle for home?' asked Alan Mercier.
"(0500 tomorrow," Post answered.

"That sttlesit,” said the Presdent. "Inform the commander of Columbusto hold Gettysburg on the
docking platform until we can guarantee its safe return.”

Everyone around the table seemed satisfied for the moment, except Hudson. He had the look of a boy
who had just lost his puppy to the county dogcatcher.

"l just wish," he muttered to no onein particular, it was al that easy.”

<<52>>

Velikov and Maisky stood on abalcony three levels above the e ectronic listening center and |ooked
down onasmall army of men and women who manned the sophisticated el ectronic receiving equipment.
Twenty-four hours aday, giant antennas on Cuba intercepted United States civilian telephone callsand
military radio Sgnals, relaying them to Cayo Santa Maria, where they were fed into the computers for
decoding and analyss.

"A truly superb job, Generd," said Maisky. "The reports on your ingtallation have been far too
modest.”

"A day doesn't go by when we don't continue the expansion,” Velikov said proudly. "Besidesthe
business end of the complex thereisawdl-supplied dining room and aphysica conditioning center with
exercise equipment and asauna. We even have an entertainment room and a barber shop.”

Maisky's gaze rose to two screens, each ten by fifteen feet, on different walls. The left screen
contained computer-generated displays while the right showed various data and intricate graphs.

"Have your people discovered the status of the moon colonistsyet?'

The generd nodded and picked up atelephone. He spoke afew wordsinto the receiver while looking
down on the busy equipment floor. A staff member at a console looked up and waved ahand. Then the



two screenswent dark for abrief instant and returned to life with anew data display.

"A complete rundown,” said Veikov, pointing to the right screen. "We can monitor dmost everything
that istransmitted between their astronauts and Houston Control. As you can see, the moon colonists
lunar transporter docked three hours ago at the space station.”

Maisky was fascinated as his eyestraveled over the display information. He could not bring himself to
accept the fact that American intelligence undoubtedly knew as much if not more about Soviet space
efforts.

"Do they transmit in code?" he asked.

"Occagondly, if itisamilitary misson, but NASA usudly taksto their astronauts quite openly.”

"Asyou can see on the data display, the Houston Ground Control Center has ordered the Gettysburg
to postpone its scheduled departure for tomorrow morning.”

"] don't like thelook of that."

"l see nothing suspicious. The President probably wants time to mount amassive propaganda
campaign to announce another American space triumph.”

"Or they may be wiseto our intentions."” Maisky then became qui€t, lost in thought. Hiseyeshad a
worried ook, and he clasped and unclasped his hands nervoudly.

Velikov looked a him with amusement. "If thisin any way upsets your plans, | could bregk in on
Houston Control's frequency and issue afalse command.”

"Y ou can do that?'

" can”

"Simulate an order for the shuttle to depart the space station for reentry?
"es

"And decelve the commanders of the Sation and the shuttle into believing they're hearing afamiliar
voice?'

"They'll never detect the difference. Our computerized synthesi zers have more than enough taped
transmissionsto perfectly imitate voice, accent, and verba mannerisms of at least twenty different officias
of NASA."

"What's to stop Houston Control from countermanding the order?

"| can scrambletheir transmissions until it'stoo late for them to stop the shuttle. Then, if theingtructions
you gave us from our space scientists are correct, well override the craft's flight systems and bring her

down at SantaClara."

Maisky looked at Veikov long and steedily. Then hesaid, "Doit."



The President was dead ad eep when the phone beside his bed softly chimed. He rolled over and read
the luminousdia on hiswristwatch. Ten minutes after one in the morning. Then he answered. "Go ahead.”

The voice that replied was Dan Fawcett's. " Sorry to wake you, Mr. President, but something has
come up that | thought you'd want to know about.”

"I'mligening. What isit?"

"I'vejust received acdl from Irwin Mitchell & NASA. He said the Gettysburg has cast off from
Columbus and is orbiting in preparation for reentry.”

The President sat bolt upright, waking hiswife beside him. "Who gave the order?' he demanded.

"Mitchdl can't say. All communication between Houston and the space station is down because of
some strange interference.”

"Then how has he confirmed the shuttl€'s departure?”

"Generd Fisher has been tracking and monitoring Columbus at the Space Operations Center in
Colorado Springs since Steinmetz |eft Jersey Colony. The sensitive cameras at the center caught the
movement when Gettysburg left the station's dock. He called me as soon as he was informed.”

The President pounded the maitressin dismay. "Damn!"

"| took the liberty of derting Jess Smmons. He's dready scrambled two Air Force tactical squadrons
into the air to fly escort and protect the shuttle as soon as she drops through the atmosphere.”

"How much time do we have before the Gettysburg lands?’
"Frominitial descent preparation to touchdown, about two hours."
"The Russans are behind this™

"The genera consensus,” acknowledged Fawcett. "We can't be sure yet, but al indications point to
Cuba as the source of Houston's radio interference problem.”

"When does Brogan's specid team hit Cayo SantaMaria?!
"0200 hours."
"Who'sleading themin?'

"One moment while | look up the namein yesterday's CIA report.” Fawcett |eft the linefor no more
than thirty seconds before he returned. "The mission isbeing directed by Marine Colond Ramon Kleist."

"I know the name. Kleist was a Congressional Meda of Honor winner."



"Heréds something ese”

What?"

"Kleist's men are being guided by Dirk Fitt.”

The President sighed amost sadly. "He's aready given too much. Is his presence absolutely required?”

"It was Pitt or nobody," said Fawcett.

"Can they degtroy the jamming center intime?"

"Inal honesty, I'd have to say it'satoss-up.”

"Tdl Jess Smmonsto stand by inthe War Room," said the President solemnly. "'If anything goes
wrong, | fear the only aternative left for usto keep the Gettysburg and her valuable cargo out of Soviet

hands isto shoot her down. Do you read me, Dan?'

"Yes, gr," Fawcett said, hisface suddenly white. "I'll give him your message.”

<<53>>

"All stop." Ordered Kleist. He rechecked the readings on the Navstar satellite instrument and tapped a
pair of dividers on aflattened chart. "We're seven miles due east of Cayo SantaMaria Thisiscloseas
we dare move the SPUT."

Major Quintana, wearing mottled gray and black battle dress, stared at the yellow mark on the chart.
""Should take us about forty minutes to swing around to the south and land from the Cuban side.”

"Thewind is cam and the seais only running at two feet. Another blessing isno moon. It's pitch black
topsde.”

"Good aswell as bad news," said Quintana heavily. "Makes us tough to spot, but we won't be able to
see any wandering guards either. Our main problem, as| seeit, isnot having an exact fix on the
compound. We could land milesfromit.”

Klest turned and stared at atal, commanding figure leaning againgt a bulkhead. He was dressed in the



same night battle fatigues as Quintana. The piercing green eyes met Kleist's Sare.
"You ill can't pinpoint thelocation?!
Aitt sraightened, smiled his congenid indifferent amile, and said smply, "No."
"Y ou're not very encouraging,” Quintanasaid nadtily.
"Maybe, but at least I'm honest.”

Kleist spoke with forbearance. "We regret, Mr. Fitt, that visua conditions were not ideal during your
escape. But we'd be grateful if you were abit more specific.”

Ritt's smile faded. "L ook, | landed in the middle of ahurricane and lft in the middle of the night. Both
eventstook place on the opposite side of the idand from where we're supposed to land. | didn't measure
distances, nor did | sprinkle breadcrumbs dong my trail. The land wasflat, no hills or sreamsfor
landmarks. Just pam trees, brush, and sand. The antennawas ahaf mile west of thevillage. The
compound, agood mile beyond. Once we strike the road the compound will beto the left. That's the
best | can offer.”

Quintana gave aresgned nod. "Under the circumstances we can't ask for more than that.”

A crewman dressed doppily in cutaway jeans and T-shirt stepped through the hatchway into the
control room. He slently handed a decoded communication to Kleist and | ft.

"Better not be alast-minute cancdlation,” Pitt said sharply.
"Far fromit," Kleist muttered. "Morelikeanew twis."

He studied the message a second time, afrown crossing hisnormally impassive face. He handed it to
Quintana, who stared at the wording and then tightened his lips in annoyance before passing the paper to
Aitt. It read:

SPACE SHUTTLE GETTY SBURG HAS DEPARTED STATION AND ORBITING IN
PREPARATION FOR REENTRY ALL CONTACT LOST. YOUR TARGET'SELECTRONICS
HAVE PENETRATED GUIDANCE COMPUTERS AND TAKEN COMMAND. EXPECT
COURSE DEVIATION TO SET CRAFT DOWN IN CUBA AT 0340. SPEED CRITICAL. DIRE
CRISISIF COMPOUND NOT DESTROYED IN TIME. LUCK.

"Nice of them towarn us at the last minute," said Fitt grimly. "0340 isless than two hours away."



Quintanalooked at Kleist severdly. "Can the Soviets actudly do thisthing and get away with it?"

Kleist wasn't listening. His gaze returned to the chart and he made alittle pencil linethat marked a
course to the southern shore of Cayo Santa Maria. "Where gpproximately do you put the antenna?’

Pitt took the pencil and made atiny dot on the sperm-shaped idand at the base of thetail. "A wild
guessat best.”

"All right. Well equip you with asmall waterproof radio sender and receiver. I'll convert the position
on the chart and program it into the Navstar computer, then maintain afix on your signa and guide you
in"

"Y ou won't be the only one who can put afix on us."

"A small gamble, but onethat will save valuable time. Y ou should be able to blow the antennaand cut
off their radio command of the Gettysburg much faster than fighting your way inside the compound and
destroying itsbrain center.”

"Makes sene”

"Sinceyou agree” sad Kleigt quietly, "1 suggest you gentlemen shove off."

The specid-purpose underwater transporter looked nothing like any submarine Pitt had ever seen. The
craft was dightly over three hundred feet long and shaped like achisdl turned sideways. The horizontal
wedgelike bow tapered quickly to an dmost square hull that ended abruptly at a boxed-off stern. Her
upper deck was completely smooth without any projections.

No man stood at her helm. She wastotally automated with nuclear power that turned twin propellers
or, when required, soundless pumps that took in water from the forward momentum and thrust it silently
through vents dong the Sdes.

The SPUT was specificaly designed for the CIA to support covert arms smuggling, undercover agent
infiltration, and hit-and-run raids. She could travel as degp as eight hundred feet at fifty knots, but dso
had the capability of running onto a beach, spreading her bows, and disgorging atwo-hundred-man
landing force with severa vehicles.

The ship broke the surface, her flat deck only two feet above the black water. Quintana's team of
Cuban exiles scrambled from the hatches and quickly began lifting the water Dashers that were passed
up from below.

Fitt had ridden a Dasher at aresort in Mexico. A water-propulson vehicle, it was manufactured in
France for seaside recreation. Called the sports car of the sea, the deek little machine had the look of
two torpedoes attached side by side. The operator lay back with each leg stretched out in one of thetwin
hulls and controlled the movement with an automobile-type steering whedl. Power camefrom a
high-performance battery that could propel the craft by means of water jets over smooth seas at twenty
knotsfor three hours before recharging.



After Fitt proposed using them to cruise under the Cuban radar network, Kleist hurriedly negotiated a
specid purchase from the factory and arranged to have them flown by Air Force transport to San
Sdvador within fifteen hours.

The early morning air was warm and alight rain squall passed over. Aseach man dipped into his
Dasher, he was shoved across the wet deck, over the low freeboard, and into the sea. Shaded blue lights
had been mounted in the sterns so each man could follow the onein front.

Pitt took afew moments and stared into the darkness toward Cayo Santa Maria, desperately hoping
he wasn't too late to save hisfriends. An early gull whedled crying over hishead, invishblein the murky

y.

Quintanagripped him by thearm. "Y ou're next." He paused and stared through the gloom. "What in
hdl isthat?'

Pitt held up awooden shaft in one hand. "A basebdl| bat.”
"What do you need that for? Y ou were issued an AK-74."
"It'sagift for afriend.”

Quintana shook his head in bewilderment. "Let'sget going. Y oull lead off. I'll bring up the rear and
catch sragglers.”

Pitt nodded and eased into his Dasher and adjusted atiny receiver in one ear. Just before the SPUT
crew pushed him over the side Colond Kleist bent down and shook Fitt's hand. " Get them to the target,”
he said tensdly.

Pitt gave him asober grin. "l amto."

Then his Dasher was in the water. He adjusted the power lever to half speed and eased clear of the
ship. Therewas no usein turning to check if the others were following. He couldn't have seen them
anyway. The only light came from the stars, and they were too dim to sparkle the water.

He increased speed and studied the luminescent dial of the compass strapped to onewrist. He
maintained aheading of due east until Kleist's voice came through his earpiece "Bear 270 degrees.”

Pitt made the correction and kept on the course for ten miles, keeping afew knots below the Dasher's
full speed to dlow the men behind to close up if they strayed out of line. He was certain the sengitive
underwater sensorswould pick up the raiding party's gpproach, but he counted on the Russansto
dismissthe readings on their recording instruments as aschool of fish.

A long way off to the south toward Cuba, agood four miles perhaps, a searchlight from a patrol boat
blazed on and swept the water like ascythe, cutting the night, searching for intruding vessels. The faroff
glow dimly lit them up, but they were two small and low in the water to be seen at that distance.

Pitt received anew bearing from Kle s, and dtered course to the north. The night was asdark asa
crypt, and he could only hope the other thirty men were hugging his stern. The Dasher's twin bows
dipped into aseries of rising waves, tossing spray into hisface, and he tasted the strong saltiness of the
sea.



The dight turbulence from the Dasher's passage through the water caused flecks of sparkling
phosphorusthat briefly flashed like an armada of fireflies before dying in hiswake. Rttt wasfindly
beginning to rax abit when Kleist's voice came through hisear again "'l put you about two hundred
yardsfrom shore."

Pitt dowed hislittle boat and eased ahead cautioudly. Then he stopped, drifting with the current. He
walited, eyes strained againgt the dark, tense and listening. Five minutes went by, and Cayo SantaMaria's
outline vaguely loomed ahead, black and ominous. The surf was nearly nonexistent on theinside waters
of theidand, and its soft lapping on the beach was the only sound he could hear.

He gently pressed the power peda and went forward dead dow, ready to turn hard and speed out to
seaif they were detected. Seconds later, the Dasher bumped noiselesdy into the sand. Immediately Pitt
stepped out and dragged the light craft across the beach and into the underbrush beneath aline of pam
trees. Then hewaited until Quintanaand his men rose up like wraiths and silently grouped around himina
tight knot, indigtinct blursin the gloom, thankful to aman their feet were on solid land again.

Asinsurance againgt Murphy's law, Quintanatook precioustime to account for every man and briefly
check hisequipment. Finally satisfied, he turned to Fitt. " After you, amigo.”

Pitt took areading from the compass, and then led the way inland on adight angleto hisleft. He held
the basebd| bat out in front of him like a blind man with acane. Less than two hundred feet from the
staging area, the end of the bat met with the electrified fence. He stopped abruptly and the manin hisrear
bumped into him.

"Easy!" Fitt hissed. "Passit on, we're at the fence.”

Two men with shovels came forward and attacked the soft sand. In no time they had excavated ahole
that was large enough to push asmall burro through.

Fitt crawled under first. For amoment he was uncertain which way he should go. He hesitated, sniffing
at thewind. Then, suddenly, he knew exactly where he was.

"We screwed up,” he murmured to Quintana. "The compound is only afew hundred yardsto our eft.
The antennaisagood mile in the opposte direction.”

"How canyoutd!?
"Useyour nose. You can smdl exhaust fumesfrom the diesd enginesthat run the generators.”
Quintanainhaed deeply. "You'reright. A breezeiscarrying it from the northwest."

"So much for aquick solution. It'll take your men agood haf hour to reach the antenna and set the
charges”

"Then well go for the compound.”

"Safer to play both ends againgt the middle. Send your strongest runnersto blow the antenna and the
rest of uswill try for the electronics center.”

Quintanatook less than a second to make up his mind. He went through the ranks and quickly
selected five men. He returned with asmall, indistinct figure whose head hardly reached Fitt's shoulders.



"Thisis Sergeant Lopez. HEl need directionsto the antenna.”

Pitt stripped the compass off hiswrist and handed it to the sergeant. Lopez didn't speak English and
Quintana had to trandate. Thelittle sergeant was aquick study. He repeated Ritt'singructions flawlesdy
in Spanish. Then Lopez flashed asmile, gave acurt order to hismen, and vanished into the night.

Pitt and the rest of Quintana's force took off at arun. The weether began to deteriorate. Clouds
blanketed the stars, and the raindrops that splattered againgt the palm fronds made a strange drumming
sound. They wound through trees gracefully curved from the fury of hurricanewinds. Every few yards
someone stumbled and fell but was helped up by others. Soon their bresthing came more heavily and the
swest flowed down their bodies and soaked their battle fatigues. Pitt set afast pace, driven on by
desperate anticipation of finding Jessie, Giordino, and Gunn il dive. His mind remained remote from the
discomfort and growing exhaugtion by envisioning the agonies Foss Gly must have inflicted on them. His
ugly thoughts were interrupted when he stepped out of the underbrush onto the road.

He turned left toward the compound, making no attempt a stealth or concealment, using the flat
surfaceto maketime. Thefed of the land felt more familiar to Aitt now. He dowed to awak and
whispered for Quintana. When he felt ahand on one shoulder, he gestured a adim light barely visible
through the trees. "The guardhouse & the gate.”

Quintana dapped Fitt's back in acknowledgment and gave ingtructionsin Spanish to the next manin
line, who dipped away toward the light.

PFitt didn't have to ask. He knew the security guards manning the gate had only another two minutesto
live

He skirted the wall and crept into the culvert, vastly relieved to find the bars till bent as he had left
them. They scrambled through and wormed their way to the air vent above the compound's motor pool.
Thiswas asfar as Pitt was supposed to go. Kleigt's firm ingtructions were for him to guide Quintanas
forceto the air vent and go no further. He wasto step out of the way, return aone to the landing beach,
and wait for the others to withdraw.

Kleist should have guessed that when Fitt offered no argument the orders were not about to be carried
out, but the colonedl had too many problems on his mind to become suspicious. And good old Fitt, quite
naturaly, had been the very modd of cooperation when helaid out adiagram of the entry into the
compound.

Before Quintana could reach out and stop him, Pitt dropped through the vent onto the support girder
over the parked vehicles and disappeared like a shadow down the exit shaft to the cellsfar below.

<<B4>>



Dave Jurgens, flight commander of the Gettysburg, was mildly disturbed. He shared the e ation with
everyone in the space station at the unexpected arrival of Steinmetz and his men from the moon. And he
found nothing amissin the sudden ordersto carry the coloniststo earth as soon astheir scientific cargo
could be loaded into the shuttl€'s payload bay.

What disturbed him was the abrupt demand by Houston Control to make anight landing at Cape
Canaveral. Hisrequest to wait afew hours until the sun rose was met with acold refusal. He was given
no reason why NASA officials had suddenly reversed their Strict policy of daylight touchdownsfor the
firg timein nearly thirty years.

Helooked over at his copilot, Carl Burkhart, atwenty-year veteran of the space program. "We won't
have much of aview of the Forida swamps on this approach.”

"Y ou see one dligator, you've seen them dl,” the laconic Burkhart replied.

"Our passengersadl tucked in?'

"Likecorninabin."

"Computers programmed for reentry?'

"Set and ticking.”

Jurgens briefly scanned the three TV screensin the center of the main pand. One gave the statuson all
the mechanica systems, while the other two gave data on trgjectory and guidance control. He and
Burkhart began to run through the de-orbit and entry procedure checklist.

"Ready when you are, Houston."

"Okay, Don," replied ground control. "Y ou are go for de-orbit burn.”

"Out of gght, out of mind,” said Jurgens. "Isthat it?'

"We don't read, come again.”

"When | |eft earth, my namewas Dave!'

"Sorry about that, Dave."

"Who's on theline?" asked Jurgens, his curiosity aroused.

"Merv Foley. Y ou don't recognize my resonant vowel sounds?

"After dl our scintillating conversations, you've forgotten my name. For shame.”



"A dip of thetongue,” said thefamiliar voice of Foley. "Shdl we cut the smal talk and get back to
procedures.

"Whatever you say, Houston." Jurgens briefly pressed hisintercom switch. "Ready to head home, Mr.
Seinmetz?'

"Weredl looking forward to thetrip,” Steinmetz answered.

In the Spartan living quarters below the flight deck and cockpit the shuttle speciaists and Jersey
colonists were packed together in every foot of available space. Behind them the sixty-foot-long payload
bay was |oaded two-thirds full with data records, geological specimens, cases containing the results of
more than athousand medica and chemicd experiments-- the bonanza accumulated by the colonists that
would take scientists two decadesto fully analyze. The bay also carried the body of Dr. Kurt Perry.

The Gettyshurg was traveling through space backward and upside down at over 15,000 knots per
hour. The small reaction-control jets werefired and joggled the craft over from orbit as thrusters pitched
it to anose-high attitude so the insulated belly could absorb the reentry friction of the atmosphere. Over
Audtrdia, two secondary engines burned briefly to dow the shuttle's orbit speed from twenty-five times
the speed of sound. Thirty minutes|ater, they hit the atmosphere shortly before Hawaii.

Asthe atmosphere grew denser, the heat turned the Gettysburg's belly avivid orange. The thrusters
lost their effectiveness and the evons and the rudder began to clutch the heavier air. The computers

controlled the entire flight. Jurgens and Burkhart had little to do except monitor the TV dataand systems
indicators.

Suddenly awarning tone sounded in their headsets and a master darm light came on. Jurgens quickly
reacted by punching acomputer keyboard to cal up details of the problem while Burkhart notified
ground control.

"Houston, we have awarning light."

"We read nothing here, Gettysburg. All systemslook great.”

"Something isgoing on, Houston," perssted Burkhart.

"Can only be computer error.”

"Negative. All three navigation and guidance computers agree.”

"l haveit," said Jurgens. "We're showing acourse error.”

The coal voice at the Johnson Space Center returned. "Disregard, Dave. Y ou're right on the beam.
Do you copy?'

"| copy, Foley, but bear with mewhile | go to the backup computer.”
"If it will make you happy. But dl sysemsarego.”

Jurgens quickly punched arequest for navigation data from the backup computer. Less than thirty
seconds later he hailed Houston.



"Merv, something'sfishy. Even the backup shows us coming down four hundred miles south and fifty
east of Canaverd."

"Trust me, Dave," Foley said in abored tone. "All tracking stations show you on course.”

Jurgenslooked out his side window and saw only blackness below. He switched off hisradio and
turned to Burkhart. "I don't give adamn what Houston says. Were off our approach course. There's
nothing but water under us when we should be seeing lights over the Bga Cdifornia peninsula.”

"Beatsme," said Burkhart, shifting restlesdy in his seet. "What's the plan?’

"Well stand by to take over manua control. If I didn't know better, I'd swear Houston was setting us
downin Cuba"

"She'scoming in likeakiteon agtring,” said Maisky, his expresson wolfish.

Veikov nodded. "Three more minutes and the Gettysburg will be past the point of no return.”
"No return?' Maisky repeated.

"To bank and gtill glide to the runway at the Kennedy Space Center."

Maisky rubbed the palms of his hands together in nervous anticipation. "An American space shuttlein
Soviet hands. This hasto be the intelligence coup of the century.”

"Washington will scream like avillage of rgped virgins, demanding wereturniit.”

"They'll get their billion-dollar super-machine back. But not before our space engineers have explored
and photographed every square inch of her.”

"And then there's the wedl th of information from their moon colonists," Vdikov reminded him.
"Anincrediblefeat, Generd. The Order of Lenin will bein thisfor you."
"We're not out of the woods yet, Comrade Maisky. We cannot predict the President's reaction.”

Maisky shrugged. "Hishands aretied if we offer to negotiate. Our only problem as| seeitisthe
Cubans."

"Not to worry. Colonel General Kolchak has placed a screen of fifteen hundred Soviet troops around
the runway at Santa Clara. And, since our advisers are in command of Cubas aircraft defenses, the
shuttle has a clear path to land.”

"Then shé'sas good asin our hands.”

Veikov nodded. "'l think you can safely say that.”



The President sat in a bathrobe behind his desk in the Oval Office, chin lowered, e bows on thearms
of hischair. Hisface wastired and drawn.

Helooked up abruptly and said, "Isit certain, Houston can't make contact with the Gettysburg?'

Martin Brogan nodded. "That's the word from Irwin Mitchel at NASA. Their Sgnadsare being
drowned out by outside interference.”

"Is Jess Simmons standing by at the Pentagon?”
"We have him on adirect line" answered Dan Fawcett.

The President hesitated, and when he spokeit wasin awhisper. "Then you'd better tell him to order
the pilotsin those fighters to stand by."

Fawcett nodded gravely and picked up the phone. "Any word from your people, Martin?'

"Thelatest isthey'velanded on the beach," Brogan said helplesdy. "Beyond that, nothing.”

The President felt weighted with despair. "My God, we're trapped in limbo."

One of four phonesrang and Fawcett snatched it up. "Yes, yes, héshere. Yes, I'll tdl him." He
replaced thereceiver inits cradle, hisexpresson grim. "That was [rwin Mitchell. The Gettysburg has
deviated too far south to reach Cape Canaverd."

"She might gill make awater landing,” said Brogan without enthusiasm.

"Providing she can bewarned intime," added Fawcett.

The President shook his head. "No good. Her landing speed is over two hundred miles an hour. Shed
tear herself to pieces.”

The others stood silent, searching for the right words. The President swiveled in his chair and faced the
window, sick at heart.

After afew moments he turned to the men standing expectantly around his desk. "God help mefor
sgning adeath warrant on al those brave men."

<<h5>>



Pitt dropped out of the exit shaft and hit the corridor at adead run. He twisted the handle and threw
open the door to the cell that housed Giordino and Gunn with such aforce that he nearly toreit from the

hinges
Thetiny room was empty.

The noise betrayed him. A guard rushed around the corner from a side passage and stared at Fitt in
agtonishment. That split-second hesitation cost him. Even as he wasllifting the barrel of hisweapon, the
baseball bat caught him on the side of the head. Fitt had grabbed the unfortunate guard around the waist
and was dragging him into a convenient cell before he hit the floor. Fitt threw him on abed and looked
down into the face of the young Russian who had escorted him to Veikov's study. The boy was
bresthing normally, and Fitt figured the damage was no more than a concusson.

"You'e lucky, kid. | never shoot anyone under the age of twenty-one."

Quintanawas just coming out of the exit shaft as Fitt locked the guard in the cell and took off running
again. He did not bother to be careful of concedling his presence. He would have welcomed the chance
to bash the head of another guard. He reached the door to Jessie's cell and kicked it open.

Shewas missing too.

Dread swept through him like awave. He plunged on through the corridors until he came to room six.
There was nothing inside but the stench of torture.

Dread was replaced by cold, ungovernable rage. Pitt became someone else, aman without conscience
or mora code, no longer in control of his emoations, aman for whom danger was merely aforceto be
ignored. Fear of dying had totally ceased to exi<.

Quintana hurried up to Pitt and clutched hisarm. "Damn you, get back to the beach! Y ou know the
orders=

He got no further. Pitt shoved the stubby barrel of the AK-74 into Quintanas gut and dowly pushed
him back and against awall. Quintana had stood face to face with deeth many times before this moment,
but staring at the ice-- cold expression on the craggy face, seeing the purelook of murderousindifference
in the green eyes, he knew he had onefoot in a coffin.

Pitt did not speak. He pulled back the gun, raised the baseball bat to his shoulder, and pushed hisway
through Quintana's men. Suddenly he halted in histracks and turned back. "The elevator isthisway," he
sad quietly.

Quintanamotioned his men to follow. Fitt took afast head count. There were twenty-five, including
himself. He hurried toward the elevator that rose to the upper levels. No more guards appeared in their
way. The passages were deserted. With the prisoners dead, Pitt reasoned, Veikov probably saw no
purpose in stationing more than one guard in the lower storage area.



They reached the elevator and he was about to push the Up button when the motors began to hum.
He motioned everyone against thewall. They waited, listening to the elevator stop at aleve above,
hearing amurmur of voices and soft laughter. They stood frozen and watched the interior light shine
through the crack between the doors as it descended.

It was al over in ten seconds. The doors opened and two techniciansin white coats stepped outside
and died without the dightest whisper of a sound from knivesthrust into their hearts. Pitt was amazed a
the efficiency of the act. None of the Cubans wore the dightest expression of remorsein their eyes.

"Decisgontime,” sad Fitt. "The eevator can hold only ten men.”

"Only fourteen minutes until the space shuttle lands,” Quintana said urgently. "Weve got to find and cut
off the compound's power source.”

"There arefour levels above us. Velikov's sudy ison the top. So are theliving quarters. Take your
pick of the other three."

"Likedrawing to aningde sraight.”

"What dse" Aitt said quickly. "We're dso bunched-up fishin abarrd. My adviceisto split up into
three groups and take each level. Y oull cover moreterritory faster.”

"Sounds good," Quintana hagtily agreed. "Weve comethisfar without agreeting. They won't be
expecting visitorsto pop up on theinside at the sametimein different areas.”

"I'll gowith thefirst eight mento level two and send the devator down for the next team, who will hit
level three, and so on.”

"Fair enough." Quintanawasted no time arguing. He hurriedly sdlected eight men and ordered them
into the elevator with Ritt. Just before the doors closed he snapped, "Y ou stay dive, damn you!"

The ride up seemed endless. None of the men |ooked into the eyes of the others. A few dabbed at the
swest trickling down their faces. Some scratched at imagined itches. All had afinger poised on atrigger.

At last the elevator settled to a stop and the door parted. The Cubans poured out into an operations
room gaffed by nearly twenty Soviet GRU officers and four women who were aso in uniform. Most
died behind their desksin ahail of gunfire, dying in dazed disbelief. In afew seconds the office resembled
acharnel house with blood and tissue sprayed everywhere.

Pitt took no time to see more. He punched the Leve | button on the panel and rose doneinthe
elevator to Velikov's study. Pressing his back againgt the front wall, wegpon in the raised position, he
stole one quick glance around the opening doors. The sight insde the study struck him with amixed force
of elation and savage anger.

Seven GRU officerswere sitting in asemicircle, watching in rgpt fascination as Foss Gly performed his
sadigtic act. They seemed obliviousto the muted thump of gunfire from the level below, their senses
deadened, Pitt concluded, by the emptied contents of severa wine bottles.

Rudi Gunn lay off to one Sde, hisface nearly battered into pulp, trying desperately out of some burning
pride to hold up hishead in contempt. One officer held asmall automatic pistol on ableeding Al Giordino



who wastied in ametal chair. The brawny little Italian sagged forward with his head dmost on his knees,
shaking it dowly from sdeto Sde asif to dear hisvison and rid himsdf of the pain. One of the men lifted
hisleg and kicked Giordino in the Side, knocking him and the chair sdewaysto the floor. Raymond
LeBaron sat beside and dightly behind Gly. The once dynamic financier had the look of aman who was
worn to ashadow, his spirit torn from his body. The eyes were sghtless, the face expressionless. Gly had
pressured and twisted him into a decaying vegetable.

JessieLeBaron knelt in the center of the room, staring a Gly in defiance. Her hair had been crudely
lopped short. She clutched a blanket around her shoulders. Ugly red welts and dark bruises covered her
exposed legs and arms. She looked to be beyond suffering, her mind deadened to any further pain.
Despite her pitiful appearance shewasincredibly beautiful, with a serenity and poise that were
remarkable.

Foss and the other men turned &t the arrival of the eevator, but seeing that it was apparently empty,
they turned back to their sport.

Just asthe doors began to close Pitt stepped into the room with an dmost inhuman icy cam, his
AK-74 hdd a eyelevd, the muzzle erupting fire,

Hisfirg carefully aimed shots took the man who had kicked Giordino onto the floor. The second blast
struck the chest of the bemedaled officer seated next to Gunn, pitching him backward into a bookcase.
Thethird and fourth bursts swept away three men ditting in atight group. He was swinging the gun barrel
inan arc, lining up on Foss Gly, but the massively built turncoat reacted more quickly than the others.

Gly yanked Jessieto her feet "and held her in front of him asashield. Fitt delayed just long enough for
the seventh Russian, who was sitting dmogt at his elbows, to unholster an automatic pistol and snep off a
wild shat.

The bullet struck the breech of Fitt's gun, shattered it, and then ricocheted into the celling. Fitt raised
the useless wegpon and sprang at the same moment he saw the muzzle flash from the second shot.
Everything seemed to dow down. Even the frightened expression on the Russian's face as he squeezed
the trigger for the third time, but the blast never came. The frame of the AK-74 diced the air and caved
thesdeof hishead in.

At firgt Aitt thought the second bullet had missed, but then he felt the blood dripping down his neck
from the nick taken out of hisleft ear. He stood there rooted, hisfury gill burning as Gly ruddly shoved
Jessie sprawling on the carpet.

A satanic grin spread across Gly's evil face along with an expression of unholy expectation. "Y ou came
back."

"Very perceptive-- for acretin, that is."

"I promised you would die dowly when we met again,” said Gly menacingly. ""Have you forgotten?

"No, | didn't forget,” said Aitt. "I even remembered to bring abig club.”

Pitt had no doubts that Gly meant to crush thelife out of him with his massive hands. And he knew that
hisonly real advantage, besides the bat, was atota lack of fear. Gly was used to seeing hisvictims

hel pless and naked, intimidated by his brute strength. Fitt's lips matched the satanic grin, and he began to
gak Gly, observing with cold satisfaction the look of confusion in his opponent's eyes.



Aitt went into abasebal crouch and swung the bat, aiming for alow pitch, and struck Gly in the knee.
The blow smashed Gly's kneecap and he grunted in pain but didn't go down. He recovered in the blink of
an eye and lurched a Pitt, receiving ablow in theribs that knocked the breath from his body with an
agonized gasp. For amoment he stood gtill warily watching Fitt, feeling the broken ribs, sucking painful
intakesof air.

Pitt stepped back and lowered the bat. "Does the name Brian Shaw do anything for you?' he asked
camly.

Thetwisted look of hate dowly changed to puzzlement. "The British agent? Y ou knew him?"

"Six months ago, | saved hislife on atugboat in the Saint Lawrence River. Remember?Y ou were
crushing him to desth when | came up from behind and brained you with awrench.”

Aitt relished the savage glarein Gly's eyes.
"That wasyou?"
"A find thought to takewith you," Fitt said, smiling fiendishly.

"The confession of adead man." There was no contempt, no insolencein Gly'svoice, just sSmple
belief.

Without another word the two men began circling each other like apair of wolves, Fitt with the bat
raised, Gly dragging hisinjured leg. An eerie quiet settled over the room. Gunn struggled through a sea of
pain to reach the falen automatic pistol, but Gly caught the movement out of the corner of one eye and
kicked the gun aside. Still tied to the chair, Giordino struggled weskly againgt hisbondsin helpless
frugtration, while Jesselay rigid, staring in morbid fascination.

Pitt took astep forward and wasin the act of swinging when onefoot dipped inthe blood of adain
Russian. The bat should have caught Gly on the side of hishead, but the arc was thrown off by six inches.
On reflex Gly threw up hisarm and absorbed the impact with king-size biceps.

The wooden shaft quivered in Ritt's hands asif he had struck it against acar bumper. Gly lashed out
with hisfree hand, grabbed the end of the bat, and heaved like aweightlifter. Fitt gripped the handle for
dear lifeashewaslifted into the arr likeasmal child and dung hdfway across the room against awal of
bookshelves, where he crashed to the floor amid an avalanche of leather-bound volumes.

Sadly, despairingly, Jesse and the others knew Fitt could never shake off the jarring collison with the
wall. Even Gly relaxed and took histime about gpproaching the body on the floor, triumph fairly glowing
on hisgargoyleface, lips gpread in sharkish anticipation of the extermination to come.

Then Gly stopped and stared incredul ous as Pitt rose up from under amountain of bookslike a
quarterback who had been sacked, dazed, and dightly disoriented but ready for the next play. What Pitt
knew, and no one else 'redlized, was that the books had cushioned hisimpact. He hurt like hell but
suffered no crippling damage to flesh and bone. Lifting the bat he moved to meet the advancing iron man,
and rammed the blunt end with dl his strength into the sneering face.

But he migudged the giant's unholy strength. Gly side-stepped and met the bat with hisfist, knocking it
aside and taking advantage of Fitt's forward momentum to clench iron arms around his back. Fitt twisted



violently and brought his knee up into Gly's groin, a savage blow that would have doubled over any other
man. But not Gly. He gave adight gasp, blinked, and then increased the pressure in avicious bear hug
that would crush thelife out of Fitt.

Gly gtared unblinking into Fitt's eyes from adistance of four inches. There wasn't the dightest display
of physical exertion on hisface. The only expression was the sneer that was locked in place. He lifted Ritt
from hisfeet and kept squeezing, anticipating the contorted terror that would spread across hisvictim's
facejust before the end.

The ar was choked off from Pitt's lungs and he gasped for breath. The room began to blur asthe pain
ingde his chest ruptured into flaming agony. He could hear Jessie screaming, Giordino shouting
something, but he couldn't distinguish the words. Through the pain his mind remained curioudy sharp and
clear. He refused to accept death and coldly devised asmple way to chest it.

One arm was free, while the other, the one dtill clutching the baseball bat, was caught in Gly's relentless
grip. Theblack curtain was beginning to drop over hiseyesfor thelast time, and he redlized desth was
only seconds away when he performed his last desperate act.

He brought up his hand until it was even with Gly'sface and thrust the full length of the thumb into one
eye, driving inward through the skull and twisting deeply into the brain.

Shock wiped the sneer off Gly's face, the shock of atrocious pain and unbelief. The dark features
contorted in an anguished mask, and heinginctively released hisarms from around Pitt and threw his
hands up to hiseye, filling the air with ahorrible scream.

In spite of the terribleinjury, Gly remained on hisfeet, thrashing around the room like acrazed animdl.
Aitt could not believe the mongter was till dive, he dmost believed Gly was indestructible until a
deafening roar drowned the agonized cries.

Once, twice, threetimes, camly and quite coldly, Jessie pulled the trigger on the fallen automatic pistol
and shot Foss Gly in the groin. The shells thudded into him, and he staggered backward afew steps, then

stood grotesquely for afew moments asif held by puppet strings. Finally he collapsed and crashed to the
floor like afaling tree. The one eye was till open, black and as evil in death asit had beeninlife.

<<56>>

Major Gus Hollyman wasflying scared. A career Air Force pilot with amost three hundred hours of



flight time, he was suffering acute pangs of doubt, and doubt was one of apilot'sworst enemies. Lack of
confidence in himsdf, hisarcraft, or the men on the ground could prove deadly.

He couldn't bring himself to believe his mission to shoot down the space shuttle Gettysburg was
anything more than a crazy exercise dreamed up by some egghead generd with afetish for far-out war
games. A smulation, hetold himsdf for the tenth time, it had to be asmulation that would terminate at
thelast minute.

Hollyman stared up at the stars through the canopy of the F-15E night attack fighter and wondered if
he could actually obey an order to destroy the space shuttle and al those on board.

His eyes dropped to the instruments that glowed on the pand in front of him. His adtitude was just over
50,000 feet. He would have less than three minutes to close on the rapidly descending space shuttle and
lock in beforefiring aradar-guided Modoc missile. He automatically went through the procedurein his
mind, hoping it would get no further than amenta event.

"Anything yet?' he asked hisradar observer, agum-chewing lieutenant named Regis Murphy.

"Still out of range," replied Murphy. "The last update from the space center in Colorado puts her
dtitude at twenty-six miles, speed gpproximately six thousand and dowing. She should reach our sector
in five minutes, forty seconds, at a speed of twelve hundred.”

Hollyman turned and scanned the black sky behind, spotting the faint exhaust glow of the two aircraft
following histail. "Do you copy, Fox Two?'

"Roger, Fox Leader."

"Fox Three?'

"We copy."

A cloud of oppression seemed to fill Hollyman's cockpit. None of thiswas right. He hadn't dedicated
hislifeto defending his country, hadn't spent yearsin intensive training, smply to blast an unarmed aircraft
carrying innocent scientists out of the air. Something was horribly wrong.

"Colorado Control, thisis Fox Leader."

"Go ahead, Fox Leader.”

"l request permission to terminate exercise, over.”

Therewas along pause. Then "Mgor Hollyman, thisis Generd Allan Post. Do you reed me?”

So thiswas the egghead general, Hollyman mused. "Y es, Generd, | read you."

"Thisisnot an exercise. | repedt, thisisnot an exercise.”

Hollyman did not mince words. "Do you redlize what you're asking meto do, Sir?"

"I'm not asking, Mgor. I'm giving you adirect order to bring down the Gettysburg before shelandsin
Cuba"



There had been no timefor afull briefing when Hollyman was ordered to scramble hisflight into the
air. Hewas stunned and bewildered at Post's sudden revelation. " Forgive mefor asking, Generd, but are
you acting by higher command? Over."

"Isadirective sraight from your Commander in Chief in the White House good enough for you?”

"Yes, dr," hesaddowly. "l guessitis”

God, Hallyman thought despairingly, there was no getting around it.

"Altitude twenty-two miles, nine minutes to touchdown." Burkhart was reading off the instruments for
Jurgens. "Weve got lights off to our right.”

"What's going down, Houston?" asked Jurgens, hisface set in afrown. "Wherein hdll are you putting
l'gl

"Stay coal," replied the impassve voice of FHight Director Foley. ™Y ou'relined up just fine. Just St tight
andweéll bring youin."

"Radar and navigation indicators say we're touching down in the middle of Cuba. Please cross-check.”
"No need, Gettysburg, you're on fina approach.”

"Houston, I'm not getting through to you. | repeat, where are you setting us down?”

Therewasno reply.

"Ligentome” said Jurgensin near desperation. "I'm going to full manua.”

"Negative, Dave. Remainin auto. All systems are committed to the landing Site.”

Jurgens clenched hisfigsin futility. "Why?" he demanded. "Why are you doing this?'

Therewasno reply.

Jurgens looked over at Burkhart. "M ove the speed brakes back to zero percent. Were going on
TAEM.* | want to kegp thisshipinthear aslong as| can until we get some straight answers.”

*Termind-area energy management, a process for conserving speed and dtitude.



"Y ou're only prolonging the inevitable by a couple of minutes," said Burkhart.
"We can't just St here and accept this.”
"It'sout of our hands," Burkhart replied miserably. "Weve no place elseto go.”

Thered Merv Foley sat a aconsole in the Houston control center in helplessrage. Hisface, the color
of chalk, showed an expression of incredulity. He pounded afist against the edge of the console.

"Werelosng them," he muttered hopelesdy.

Irwin Mitchell of the "inner core" stood directly behind him. "Our communications people are doing the
best they can to get through.”

"Too damned late!" Foley burst out. "They're on find gpproach.” He turned and grabbed Mitchell by
thearm. "For Chrigt's sake, Irv, beg the President to let them land. Give the shuttle to the Russians, let
them take whatever they can get out of it. But in the name of God don't et those men die.”

Mitchell stared up dully at the data display screens. "Better thisway," he said, hisvoice vague.

"The moon colonists-- those are your people. After al they've achieved, the years of struggling just to
day divein amurderous environment, you can't smply write them off this close to home."

"Y ou don't know those men. They'd never adlow the results of their effortsto be given away toa
hostile government. If | was up there and Eli Steinmetz was down here, he wouldn't hesitate to blow the
Gettysburg to ashes."”

Foley looked at Mitchell for along moment. Then he turned away and buried his head in his hands,
gricken with grief.

<<57>>

Jessielifted her head and gazed at Fitt, the coffee-brown eyes misted, teardrops rolling past the



bruises on her cheeks. She was shuddering now, shuddering from the death around her and immense
relief. Pitt unashamedly embraced her, saying nothing, and gently removed the gun from her hand. Then
he released her, quickly cut Giordino's bonds, gave Gunn areassuring squeeze on the shoulder, and
stepped up to the huge wall map.

He rapped his knuckles againg it, gauging the thickness. Then he moved back and lashed out with his
foot at the center of the Indian Ocean. The hidden pand gave way, swung on its hinges, and smashed
agang thewall.

"I'll be back," he said, and disappeared into a passageway .

Theinterior waswell lit and carpeted. He rushed incautioudly, the gun held out in front of him. The
passage was air-conditioned and cool, but the swesat was flowing through his pores more heavily than
ever before. He rubbed adeeve over hisforehead, blocking hisview for abrief moment, and almost
died.

At that exact moment he reached a cross passage, and like a scene from an old Mack Sennett silent
movie he collided with two guards who were walking around the corner.

Pitt crashed through them, knocking them to the sides, then whirled and dropped to the floor. The
advantage of surprise was on hisside. The guards hadn't expected to meet afoe so close to General
Veikov's study. Fitt did. The automatic in his hand spat four times before the startled guards had a
chanceto trigger their rifles. He legped to hisfeet while they were ill faling.

For two seconds, perhaps three-- it seemed an hour-- he stared at the inert figures, curioudy
unaffected by their death but stunned that it all happened so fast. Mentaly and emotionaly he was
exhausted, physicaly hefdt reasonably fit. He sucked in deep lungfuls of air until his mind struggled
through the haze, and he turned it to figuring which passage ran toward the eectronic center of the
compound.

The side passages had concrete floors, so he stuck with the one with the carpet and forged ahead. He
hed run only fifty feet when hisbrain cdlsfinaly came back on line and he cursed his duggishnessfor not
thinking to snatch one of the guard'srifles. He pulled out the clip of the automatic. It was empty, only one
shdl remained in the chamber. He wrote off the mistake and kept going.

It was then he saw a backwash of light ahead and heard voices. He dowed and ghosted up to a portal
and peered out with the wariness of a mouse peeking from aknothole for acat.

Six feet away was arailing on abacony overlooking avast room crammed with banks of computers
and consoles stretched in neat rows beneath two large data display screens. At least ten technicians and
engineers sat and camly monitored the array of electronics while another five or six stood in agitated
conversaion.

The few uniformed guards who were present were crouched a one end of the room, their rifles aimed
at aheavy sted door. A barrage of gunfire was coming from the other side, and PFitt knew Quintanaand
his men were about to break through. Now hewas really sorry he hadn't taken the guns from the dead
guards. He was about to turn and run back for them when a thunderous roar engulfed the room, followed
by agreat shower of dust and debris as the shattered door twisted crazily and burst into jagged
fragments.

Before the cloud settled, the Cubans charged through the opening, guns blazing. Thefirst threeingde



the room went down from the fire of the guards. Then the Russians seemed to melt away before the
murderous ondaught. The din inside the concrete-walled room was deafening, but even so, aboveit dl
Pitt could hear the screams of the wounded. Most of the technicians hid under their consoles. Those who
resisted were unmercifully shot down.

Pitt moved out aong the bal cony, keeping his back flattened againgt the wall. He saw two men
standing about thirty feet away, staring in rapt horror at the carnage bel ow. He recognized one of them as
Generd Velikov and began edging closer, stalking his prey. He had only moved a short distance when
Velikov pulled back from the balcony railing and turned. He looked at Pitt blankly for an ingtant, and his
eyeswidened in recognition, and then incredibly he smiled. The man seemed to haveno nervesat dl.

Pitt raised the automatic and took ddliberate aim.

Vdikov moved with the swiftness of acat, jerking the other man in front of him, afraction of asecond
before the hammer fell on the cartridge.

The bullet caught Lyev Maisky in the chest. The deputy chief of the KGB stiffened in shock and stood
there staring in petrified astonishment before staggering backward and tumbling over therailing to the
floor below.

Aitt unconscioudy pulled thetrigger again, but the gun was empty. In afutile gesture he threw it at
Vdikov, who easly deflected it with an arm.

Vdikov nodded, hisface reveding more curiosity than fear. Y ou're an amazing man, Mr. Aitt."

Before Pitt could reply or take a step, the genera [urched sideways through an open door and
dammed it shut. Pitt threw himself againgt the door, but he wastoo late. Thelock was on theinside and
Velikov had snapped the latch. There would be no kicking thisonein. The heavy bolt was firmly
embedded in ametd frame. Heraised hisfist to punch the door, thought better of it, swung around and
ran down a stairway to the floor below.

He crossed the room through the confusion, stepping over the bodies until he reached Quintana, who
was emptying the magazine of his AK-74 into a bank of computers.

"Forget that!" Fitt shouted in Quintanas ear. He gestured to the radio console. "If your men haven't
destroyed the antenna, let me try to make contact with the shuttle.”

Quintanalowered hisrifle and looked at him. "The controls are in Russian. Can you operateit?

"Never know till I try," said Fitt. He sat at the radio console and quickly studied the confusing sea of
lightsand switcheslabeled in the Cyrillic aphabet.

Quintana leaned over Aitt's shoulder. "Y ou'll never find the right frequency intime."
"Y ou Catholic?'
"Yes Why?'

"Then call up the saint who guides|ost soulsand pray thisthing isdready set on the shuttle's
frequency.”



Pitt placed the tiny headset over one ear and kept pressing switches until he received atone. Then he
adjusted the microphone and pressed what he guessed and fervently hoped was the Transmit switch.

"Hello, Gettysburg, do you read me? Over." Then he pushed what he was sure was the Receive
switch.

Nothing.
Hetried asecond, and athird. "Gettysburg, do you read? Over."

He pushed afourth switch. " Gettysburg. Gettysburg, please respond,” Fitt implored. "Do you read
me? Over."

Silence, and then "Thisis Gettysburg. Who the hdll are you? Over."
The sudden reply, so clear and distinct, surprised Fitt, and he took nearly three seconds to answer.

"Not that it matters, the nameis Dirk Fitt. For thelove of God, Gettysburg, sheer off. | repesat, sheer
off. You are on aglide path for Cuba."

"Sowhat dseisnew?' said Jurgens. "'l can only keep thisbird in the air afew more minutes and must
make atouchdown attempt at the nearest landing strip. We've run out of options.”

Aitt did not reply immediately. He closed hiseyes and tried to think. Suddenly something clicked in his
mind.

"Gettysourg, can you possibly make Miami?"
"Negative. Over."
"Try for the Key West Nava Air Station. It liesat thetip of the Keys."

"We copy. Our computers show it one hundred ten miles north and dightly east of us. Very doubtful.
Over."

"Better to pileit up in the water than hand it to the Russians.”
"That's easy for you to say. Weve got over adozen people on board. Over."

Pitt wrestled with his conscience for amoment, struggling whether or not to play God. Then he said
urgently, "Gettysburg, go for it! Go for the Keys."

He couldn't have known it but Jurgens was about to make the same decision. "Why not? What have
we got to lose but abillion-dollar airplane and our lives. Keep your fingers crossed.”

"When | go off theair you should be able to reestablish communications with Houston," said Fitt.
"Good luck, Gettysburg. Come home safe. Out.”

Pitt sat there, drained. There was a strange silence in the devastated room, a silence only intensified by
the low moans of the wounded. He looked up at Quintanaand smiled thinly. His part in the act was over,
he thought vaguely, al that was|eft wasto gather up hisfriends and return home.



But then his mind recalled the La Dorada.

<<58>>

The Gettyshurg made afat target as she glided quietly through the night. There was no glow from the
exhaust pods of her dead engines, but she was it from bow to tail by flashing navigation lights. She was
only aquarter of amile ahead and dightly below Hollyman's attack fighter. He knew now that nothing
could save the shuttle and the men insgde. Her fiery end was only seconds away.

Hollyman went through the mechanical motions of planning hisattack. Thevisud displayson his
forward panel and windshield showed the necessary speed and navigation data ad ong with the status and
firing cuesof hismissile deivery systems. A digital computer automatically tracked the space shuittle, and
he had little to do except press a button.

"Colorado Control, | am locked on target.”

"Roger, Fox Leader. Four minutes to touchdown. Begin your attack.”

Hollyman wastorn by indecison. He fdt such awave of revulsion that he was temporarily incapable of
movement, hismind sick with the redlization of the terrible act he was about to commit. He had nurtured
aforlorn hope the whol e thing was some horrible mistake and the Gettysburg, like acondemned convict
about to be executed in an old movie, would be saved by alast-minute reprieve from the President.

Hollyman's distinguished career in the Air Force was finished. Despite the fact he was carrying out
orders, he would forever be branded as the man who blasted the Gettysburg and her crew out of the
sky. He experienced afear and an anger he had never known before.

He could not accept hislot as hard luck, or that fate chose him to play executioner. He softly cursed
the paliticians who made the military decisions, and who had brought him to this moment.

"Repest, Fox Leader. Y our transmission was garbled.”
"Nothing, Contral. It was nothing."

"What isyour delay?" asked Generd Post. "Begin your attack immediately.”



Hollyman'sfingers hovered over the fire button. "God forgive me," he whispered.

Suddenly the digits on histracking display began to change. He studied them briefly, drawn by
curiosity. Then he stared at the space shuttle. It appeared to berolling.

"Colorado Control!" he shouted into his microphone. "Thisis Fox Leader. Gettysburg has broken off
her approach heading. Do you copy? Gettysburg is banking left and turning north."

"We copy, Fox Leader," replied Pogt, relief evident in hisvoice. "We have the course change on our
tracking display. Take up position and stay with shuttle. Those guys are going to need dl the mora
support they can get.”

"With pleasure,” said Hollyman glesfully. "With plessure.”

A pdl of slence hung over the Johnson Space Center control room. Unaware of the near-fatal drama
played out by the Air Force, the ground team of four controllers and agrowing crowd of NASA
scientists and administrators hung in apurgatory of gloom. Their tracking network displayed the sudden
turn to the north by the shuttle, but it could have merely indicated aroll or an Sturn in preparation for
landing.

Then with startling abruptness, Jurgens voice cracked the silence. "Houston, thisis Gettysburg. Do
you read? Over."

The control room erupted in a pandemonium of cheering and applause. Merv Foley reacted swiftly
and replied. "Roger, Gettysburg. Welcome back to thefold.”

"Am| taking to thered Merv Foley?"

"If there aretwo of us, | hope they catch the other guy quick before he signs our namesto alot of
checks."

"YoureFoley, dl right.”
"What isyour satus, Dave? Over."
"Areyou tracking?"

"All systems have been go except communications and guidance control since you departed the space
dation."

"Then you know our dtitude is 44,000 feet, speed 1,100. We're going to try for atouchdown at Key
West Navd Air Station, over.

Foley looked up at Irwin Mitchell, hisface strained.

Mitchell nodded and lightly tapped Foley's shoulder. "Let's pull out al the stops and bring those guys
home."



"She'sagood four hundred miles outside the cross-range,” said Foley dgectedly. "Weve got a
hundred-ton aircraft with a descent rate of 10,000 feet aminute on a glide dope seven times stegper than
acommercid arliner's. Well never doiit."

"Never say never,” Mitchdl replied. "Now tell them we're getting on it. And try to sound cheerful .

"Cheerful ?' Foley took afew seconds to brace himsdlf, and then he pressed the Transmit switch.
"Okay, Dave, were going to work on the problem and get you to Key West. Areyou on TAEM?
Over."

"Affirmative. We're pulling every trick in the book to conserve dtitude. Our normal pattern gpproach
will have to be deleted to extend our reach, over."

"Understood. All air and searescue unitsin the areaare being alerted.”
"Might not be abad ideato let the Navy know we're dropping in for breakfagt.”
"Will do," Foley said. "Stand by."

He punched in tracking data on the digplay screen of his console. The Gettysburg was dropping past
39,500 feet, and she till had eighty milesto go.

Mitchell walked over, his eyes staring at the trgjectory display on the giant wall screen. He adjusted his
headset and called Jurgens.

"Dave, thisislrwin Mitchell. Go back to auto. Do you copy? Over."
"I copy, Irv, but | don't likeit."

"Better the computers handle this stage of the approach. Y ou can go back to manua ten milesfrom
touchdown.”

"Roger, out."

Foley looked up at Mitchell expectantly. "How close?’ was al he asked.
Mitchell took a deep bregth. "Paper thin."

"They candoit?'

"If thewind doesn't get temperamentd, they stand a hairline chance. But if it veersinto afive-knot
crosswind, they buy thefarm.”

There was no fear in the cockpit of the Gettysburg. There was no timefor it. Jurgensfollowed the
descent trgectory on the computer display screensvery closdly. Heflexed hisfingerslike apiano player
before a concert, anxioudy awaiting the moment he took over manua control for thefina landing



maneuvers

"Weve got an escort,” said Burkhart.

For thefirst time, Jurgensturned his eyes from the instruments and gazed out the windows. He could
just make out an F-15 fighter flying alongside about two hundred yards away. As he watched, the pilot
switched on his navigation lights and waggled hiswings. Two other aircraft in formation followed suit.
Jurgensreset hisradio to amilitary frequency.

"Where did you guys come from?"

"Jug cruising the neighborhood for girls and spotted your flying machine," answered Hollyman.
"Anything we can do to assg? Over."

"Got atowrope? Over."

"Fresh out."

"Thanksfor hanging around, out.”

Jurgensfelt asmall measure of comfort. If they fell short of Key West and had to ditch, at least the
fighters could stand by and guide rescuersto their position. He turned his attention back to the flight

indicators and idly wondered why Houston hadn't put him in communication with the Key West Nava
Air Station.

"What in hdll do you mean Key West is shut down?" Mitchell shouted at awhite-faced engineer
gtanding at his side, who was holding a phone. Without waiting for an answer, Mitchel grabbed the
receiver. "Who am | talking to?" he demanded.

"Thisis Lieutenant Commander Redfern.”

"Areyou fully aware of the seriousness of thisStuation?'

"It has been explained, g, but thereis nothing we can do. A fud tanker crashed into our power lines
earlier thisevening and blacked out thefield."

"What about your emergency generators?’

"The diesdl-engine power source ran fine for about Sx hours and then failed from amechanica
problem. They're working on it now and should have it back in servicein an hour."

"That'stoo damned late," Mitchell snapped. "The Gettysburg is two minutes avay. How can you guide
them in on thefinal gpproach?'

"We cant," answered the commander. "All our equipment is shut down."

"Then line the runway with car and truck headlights, anything that will illuminate the surface.”



"Well do our best, gr, but with only four men on flight line duty thistime of the morning it won't be
much. I'm sorry.”

"Y ou're not the only one who's sorry™ Mitchell grunted, and dammed down the phone.

"We should have the runway on visua by now," said Burkhart uneasily. "I seethe city lights of Key
West but no sign of theair gation.”

For thefirst time, afaint gleam of sweat appeared on Jurgens brow. "Damned odd we haven't heard
from their control tower."

At that moment, Mitchdl's Strained voice broke in. " Gettysburg, Key West station has a power
outage. They are making an effort to light the runway with vehicles. We are directing your approach from
the east to land on awesterly heading. Y our runway is seven thousand feet. If you overshoot you wind
up in arecreation park. Do you copy? Over."

"Roger, Control. We copy."

"We show you at 11,300 feet, Dave. Speed 410. One minute, ten seconds and six milesto
touchdown. Y ou are go for full manud, over."

"Roger, going to manud.."
"Do you havethe runway on visud?'
"Nothing yet."

"Excusetheinterruption, Gettysburg.” 1t was Hollyman cutting in on the NASA frequency. "But | think
my boysand | can play Rudolph to your deigh. WEll go ahead and light the way, over."

"Much obliged, little buddy,” said Jurgens gratefully.

He watched as the F-15s accelerated past, dropped their noses, and pointed them toward Key West.
They fdl into line asif playing follow the leader and switched on their landing lights. At first the brilliant
raysonly reflected on water, and then they it up asdlt flat before sweeping up the nava ar sation
runway.

The effort of concentration showed on Jurgens face. The shuttle went right where heaimed it, but it
was never meant to soar through the air like apaper glider. Burkhart read out the airspeed and dtitude
50 Jurgens could center his attention on flying.

"Gettysburg, you are three hundred feet under minimum,” said Foley.

"If I pull up another inch, shell gal.”

The runway seemed to take forever to grow larger. The shuttle was only four miles out, but it looked



like ahundred. Jurgens believed he could makeit. He had to makeiit. Every brain cdl in his skull willed
the Gettysburg to hang inthe air.

"Speed 320, dtitude 1,600, three milesto runway," reported Burkhart. His voice had a trace of
hoarseness.

Jurgens could see the flashing lights from the fire and rescue equipment now. The fighterswere
hovering above him, shining their landing lights on the concrete ribbon 1.5 mileslong by 200 feet wide.

The shuttle was eating up her glide dope. Jurgensflared her out as much as he dared. Thelanding
lights glinted on the shoreline no more than ninety feet below. He held on to the last possible second
before he pushed the switch and deployed the landing gear. Normal landing procedure required the
whedlsto touch 2,760 feet down the runway, but Jurgens held his breath, hoping against hope that they
would even reach the concrete.

The sdt flat flashed past under the blinding beams and waslost in the darkness behind. Burkhart
gripped his seat rests and droned off the diminishing numbers.

"Speed 205. Main gear at tenfeet. . . fivefedt. . . threefedt. . . two fedt. . . one, contact.”

The four huge tires of the main landing gear thumped on the hard surface and protested at the sudden
friction with apuff of smoke. A later measurement would show that Jurgens touched the shuttle down
only forty-seven feet from the end of the runway. Jurgens gently pitched the bow down until the nose
wheel made contact and then pushed both brake pedds. He rolled the spacecraft to astop with a
thousand feet to spare.

"They madeit!" Hollyman whooped over hisradio.

"Gettysburg to Houston Control," said Jurgens with an audible Sgh. "The wheds have stopped.”

"Magnificent! Magnificent!" shouted Foley.

"Congratulations, Dave," added Mitchell. "Nobody could have done it better.”

Burkhart |ooked over a Jurgens and said nothing, smply gave athumbs-up sign.

Jurgens st there, hisadrenaine still flowing, basking in histriumph over the odds. Hisweary mind
began to wander and he found himsalf wondering who Dirk PFitt was. Then he pressed the intercom
switch.

"Mr. Steinmetz.”

"Y es, Commander?'

"We come back to earth. We're home."
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Pitt tool one quick comprehensive look as he stepped back into Velikov's study. Everyone was
knedling, clustered around Raymond LeBaron, who was stretched out on the floor. Jesse was holding his
hand and murmuring to him. Gunn looked up at Fitt's gpproach and shook his head.

"What happened?' Fitt asked blankly.
"He jumped to hisfeet to help you and caught the bullet that cut your ear,” Giordino replied.

Before knedling, Pitt stared down amoment a the mortally wounded millionaire. The clothing that
covered the upper abdomen bloomed in a spreading stain of crimson. The eyes ill had life and were
focused on Jessi€s face. His breath camein rapid and shallow pants. Hetried to raise his head and say
something to her, but the effort was too great and he fell back.

Sowly Fitt sank on one knee beside Jessie. She turned and looked at him with tearstrickling down
her discolored cheeks. He stared back at her briefly without speaking. He could think of nothing to say
to her, hismind was played out.

"Raymond tried to save you," she said huskily. "I knew they could never completely turn himinsde
out. In the end he came back."

LeBaron coughed, a strange rasping kind of cough. He gazed up a Jessie, his eyes dulled, face white
and drained of blood. "Take care of Hilda," he whispered. "I leave everything in your hands.”

Before he could say more, the room trembled as the rumble of explosives came from deep below.
Quintana's team had begun destroying the e ectronic equipment ins de the compound. They would have
to leave soon, and there would be no taking Raymond LeBaron with them.

Pitt thought of al the newspaper stories and magazine articles glorifying the dying man on the carpet as
asted-blooded power merchant who could make or break executive officers of giant corporations or
high-level paliticiansin government, awizard at manipulating the financid markets of theworld, a
vindictive and cold man whose trail was littered with the bones of competing businesses he had crushed
and their thousands of employeeswho were cast out on the streets. Fitt had read dl that, but all he saw
was adying old man, aparadox of human frailty, who had stolen his best friend'swife and then killed him
for afortunein treasure. Pitt could fedl no pity for such aman, no flicker of emotion.

Now the dender thread holding LeBaron on to life was about to break. He leaned over and placed his
lips close to the old power broker's ear.

"LaDorada" Pitt whispered. "What did you do with her?



LeBaron looked up, and his eyes glistened for an ingtant as his clouding mind took afinal look at the
past. His voice was faint as he summoned up the strength to answer. The words came dmost as he died.

"What did he say?" asked Giordino.

"I'm not sure," replied Aitt, his expression bewildered. "It sounded like “Look onthe main sight." "

To the Cubans across the bay on the main idand the detonations sounded like distant thunder and they
paid no attention. No spouting volcano of red and orange lit the horizon, no fiery column of flame
reaching hundreds of feet through the black sky attracted their curiosity. The sounds came strangdly
muffled as the compound was destroyed from within. Even the belated destruction of the great antenna
went without notice.

Pitt helped Jessie to the staging area on the beach, followed by Giordino and Gunn, who was carried
on agtretcher by the Cubans. Quintanajoined them and dropped al caution as he shined apencil thin
flashlight in Fitt'sface.

"Y ou'd better get apatch on that ear.”

"I'll survive until we reach the SPUT."

"I had to leave two men behind, buried where they'll never be found. But there are still more going out

than camein. Some of you will have to double up on the water Dashers. Dirk, you carry Mrs. LeBaron.
Mr. Gunn can ride with me. Sergeant Lopez can--"

"The sergeant can ridedone," Aitt interrupted.

"Alone?"

"We left aman behind too,” said FAitt.

Quintana quickly swept the narrow beam at the others. "Raymond LaBaron?'
"Hewon't be coming."

Quintana gave adight shrug, bowed his head at Jessie, and said smply, "I'm sorry™ Then he turned
away and began assembling his men for the trip back to the mother ship.

Pitt held Jessie close to him and spoke gently. "He asked you to take care of hisfirst wife, Hilda, who
dill lives”

He couldn't see the surprise on her face, but he could fedl her body tense.



"How did you know?" she asked increduloudly.
"I met and talked with her afew days ago.”

She seemed to accept that and did not ask him how he came to be at the rest home. "Raymond and |
went through the ceremony and played out our roles as man and wife, but he could never completely give
up or divorce Hilda."

"A man who loved two women."

"In different, specid ways. A tiger in business, alamb on the home front, Raymond was|ost when
Hilda's mind and body began to deteriorate. He desperately needed awoman to lean on. He used his
influenceto fake her death and place her in arest home under aformer married name.”

"Y our cue to walk on the scene.” He did not like being cold, but he was not sorry.

"l was dready part of hislife," she said without hurt. "1 was one of the senior editors of the
Prosperteer. Raymond and | had carried on an affair for years. We felt comfortable together. His
proposal bordered on abusiness proposition, a staged marriage of convenience, but it soon grew into
more, much more. Do you bdievethat?"

"I've no talent for rendering verdicts,” Fitt replied quietly.

Quintana detached himself from the shadows and touched Fitt's arm. "Were moving out. I'll take the
radio receiver and lead off."” He moved close to Jessie and his voice softened. " Another hour and youll
be safe. Do you think you can hold on alittle longer?*

"I'll befine. Thank you for your concern.”

The Dashers were dragged across the beach and set in the water. At Quintana's command everyone
mounted and set off across the black water. Thistime Pitt brought up the rear as Quintana, headset in
place, homed in on the SPUT from headings transmitted by Colonel Kleist.

They left anidand of dead in their wake. The huge compound was reduced to great broken dabs of
concrete that crumbled inward. Thevast array of e ectronic equipment and the ornate furnishings
smoldered like the dying core of avolcano deep beneath the sunbleached cord sand. The giant antenna
lay in athousand twisted pieces, shattered beyond any possible repair. Within hours hundreds of Russian
soldiers, led by agents of the GRU, would be crawling over the ruins, searching and sifting the sands for
incriminating evidence of the forces responsible for the destruction. But the only bits and piecestheir
probing investigation would turn up pointed directly to the cunning mind of Fiddl Castro and not the CIA.

Aitt kept his eyeslocked on the shaded blue light of the Dasher straight in front of him. They were
going againgt the tide now and the tiny craft nosed into the wave troughs and bounced over the crestslike
aroller coaster. Jessie's added weight dowed their speed, and he kept the accel erator pressed against its
stop to keep from faling behind.

They had only traveled about amile when Fitt felt one of Jessie's handsloosen from hiswaist.

"Areyou dl right?" he asked.

Hisanswer wasthe fed of acold gun muzzle againgt his chest just benegth the armpit. He dipped his



head very dowly and looked down under hisarm. There was indeed the black outline of an automatic
pistol pressed into hisrib cage, a 9-millimeter Makarov, and the hand that held it was rock steadly.

"If I'm not being too forward,” he said in genuine surprise, "may | ask what's on your mind?"

"A changein plan,” shereplied, her voice low and tense. "Our job isonly haf done.”

Kleist paced the deck of the SPUT as Quintana's team of raiders were lifted on board and the
Dashers quickly stowed through alarge hatch and down aramp to the cavernous cargo bay. Quintana
circled the ship, riding herd until there was no one lft in the water. Only then did he climb onto the low
deck.

"How did it go?' Kleist asked anxioudy.

"Asthey say on Broadway, a smash hit. The destruction was complete. Y ou can tll Langley the GRU
isoff theair."

"Nicework," said Kleist. "You'l receive afat bonus and long vacation. Courtesy of Martin Brogan.”

"Pitt deservesamgor share of the credit. He led us straight into the parlor before the Russians woke
up. He also went on the radio and warned off the space shuttle.”

"Unfortunately, there are no brass bands for part-time help,” said Kleist vaguely. Then he asked, "And
what of Generd Veikov?'

"Presumed dead and buried in therubble.”

"Any casudties?'

"I lost two men." He paused. "We dso lost Raymond LeBaron.”
"The President won't be happy when he hears that news.”

"More of an accident redlly. He made avery brave but foolhardy attempt to save Fitt'slife and was
shot for hiseffort.”

"So the old bastard went out a hero.” Kleist stepped to the edge of the deck and peered into the
darkness. "And what of Ritt?'

"A dight wound, nothing serious.”
"And Mrs. LeBaron?"
"A few days rest and some cosmetics to cover the bruises, and shelll look as good as new”

Klest turned briskly. "When did you see them last?!



"When we | eft the beach. Pitt was carrying her on his Dasher. | kept the speed low so they could keep
up.”

Quintana couldn't seeit, but Kleist's eyesturned fearful, fearful with the sudden redization that
something wasterribly amiss. "Fitt and Mrs. LeBaron have not come on board.”

"They mugt have," Quintanasaid uneadly. "I'm thelast onein.”

"Neither has been accounted for,” said Kleist. "They're still out there somewhere. And since Fitt didn't
carry the radio receiver on the return trip, we can't guide them home."

Quintana put ahand to hisforehead. "My fault. | wasresponsible.”

"Maybe, maybe not. If something went wrong, if his Dasher broke down, Pitt would have caled out,
and you would have surely heard him."

"We might pick them up on radar,” Quintana offered hopefully.

Kleist doubled hisfists and rapped them together. "We'd better hurry. It's suicide to drift around here
much longer.”

He and Quintana hurried down the ramp to the control room. The radar operator was Sitting in front of
ablank scope. He looked up asthe two officers flanked his sides, their faces Srained.

"Rasethe antenna,” ordered Kleist.

"Well betargeted by every radar unit on the Cuban coast,” the operator protested.

"Raiseit!" Kleist demanded sharply.

Topside, asection of the deck parted and adirectional antenna unfolded and rose on the top of amast
Itirfl:t telescoped nearly fifty feet into the sky. Below, Six pairs of eyeswatched as the screen glowed into

"What are we looking for?" asked the operator.

"Two of our peopleare missing,”" answered Quintana

"They'retoo small to show on the screen.”

"What about computer enhancement?”

"Wecantry"

"Goforit."

After haf aminute, the operator shook his head. "Nothing within two miles.

"Increase the rangeto five."

"Sill nothing.”



"Gototen."

The operator ignored the radar screen and stared intently at the enhanced computer display. "Okay, |
have atiny object that's a possible. Nine miles southwest, bearing two-two-two degrees.”

"They must belogt," muttered Kleist.

The radar operator shook his head. "Not unlessthey're blind or plain stupid. The skiesare clear as
crystd. Any tenderfoot Boy Scout knows where the North Star lies.™

Quintanaand Kleigt gtraightened and stared at each other in mute astonishment, unableto fully
comprehend what they knew to betrue. Kleist was the first to ask the inescapable question.

"Why?" he asked dumbly. "Why would they ddiberately go to Cuba?"
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Pitt and Jessie evaded a prowling Cuban patrol boat and were within athousand yards of the Cuban
shoreline when the battery on the Dasher died. He pulled the drain plugs, and they swam away asthe
little sport craft dipped under the seaand sank to the bottom. His combat boots were atight fit and
alowed little water to seep insde, so heleft them on, well aware they would be essentia once he
stepped on shore.

The water felt comfortably warm and the waves remained low. An early morning quarter-moon

dipped over the horizon two hours ahead of the sun. With the added light Fitt could easily keep Jessein
view. She coughed asif she had taken in some water but appeared to be treading without effort.

"How's your backstroke?" he asked.

"Good." She sputtered and spit for amoment and said, "'l took third in an al-state high school meet.”

"What date?"

"Wymi rg'II

"l didn't know Wyoming had aswimming pool.”

"Funny men.”

"Thetideisrunning in our favor, so let's get moving beforeit turns.”

"Itl belight soon," she said.

"All the more reason to make shore and find cover."

"What about sharks?'

"They never bregkfast before six o'clock,” he said impatiently. "Now come on, no moretalk.”

They set off with the el ementary backstroke, arms thrown back, legs thrusting in awhip kick. The
incoming tide pushed them aong at close to aknot, and they made good time. Jessie was a strong
swimmer. She matched Fitt stroke for stroke, staying right alongside him. He marveled at her endurance
after al she had been through the past six days and felt pity for the aches and exhaustion he knew she
was suffering. But he could not allow her to dack off now, not until they reached shore and found asmall
measure of safety.

She had not offered areason for forcing him to turn for Cuba, and Fitt had not asked. He didn't have
to be clairvoyant to know she had a definite purpose in mind that went beyond mere insanity. Thislady
had very definite ideas and the stubbornness to back them up. He could have disarmed her by capsizing
the Dasher during afast turn on the down dope of awave, and he was aso reasonably certain she
wouldn't have pulled the trigger if he had refused.

But it wasbusinessas usud for Fitt. "In for apenny, in for apound/ It'slove that makesthe world go

round.” Only he wasn't in love-- attracted, yes, but not swept away. Curiosity overrode any passionate
urge. He could never resist sticking hisfoot through a door to the unknown. And then therewasthe lure



of the LaDoradatreasure. LeBaron's clue was meager, but the statue had to be somewhere in Cuba.
The only snag wasthat he could easily get killed.

Pitt stopped and dove straight down, touching bottom at what he reckoned was ten feet. He reached
out and accidentally brushed one of Jessi€'slegs as he surfaced. She shrieked, thinking she was being
attacked by something big with atriangular fin, unseeing eyes, and amouith that only adentist could
appreciate.

"Quiet!" herasped. "You'll dert every guard patrol for miles.”

"Oh, God, it was you!" she groaned in dazed fright.

"Keepitlow," hemurmured closeto her ear. "Sound carries over water. Well rest awhile and watch
for Sgnsof activity.”

Therewas no answer from her, smply alight touch of her hand on his shoulder in agreement. They
treaded water for severd minutes, peering into the darkness. The dim moonlight softly illuminated the
coastline of Cuba, the narrow strip of white sand and the dark shadows of the growth behind. About two
milesto their right they could seelights from cars passing on aroad that cut close to the shore. Five miles
beyond an incandescent glow revedled asmal port city.

PFitt could not detect any indication of movement. He gestured forward and began swvimming again,
using a breaststroke thistime so he could keep his eyestrained ahead. Heights and shapes, angles and
contours became nebul ous silhouettes as they moved closer. After fifty yards he extended hisfeet
downward and touched sand. He stood and the water came up to his chest.

"Y ou can stand,” he said softly.

There was amomentary pause, then she whispered tiredly, "Thank heavens, my amsfed likelead.”

"As soon as we reach the shalows you lie il and take it easy. I'm going to scout around.”

"Please be careful .

"Not toworry," he said, bresking into awide grin. "I'm getting the hang of it. Thisisthe second enemy
beach I've landed on tonight.”

"Areyou ever serious?’

"When the occasion demands. Like now, for instance. Give methe gun.”
She hesitated. "1 think | logt it."

"Youthink?'

"When we went in the water--"

"You dropped it.”

"I dropped it," she repeated in innocent regret.



"Y ou don't know what ajoy it's been working with you," Pitt said in abject exasperation.

They swam the remaining distance in slence until the low surf diminished and it was only afew inches
deep. He motioned for Jessieto stay put. For the next minute Fitt lay rigid and unmoving, then abruptly,
without aword, he legped to hisfeet, ran across the sand, and vanished into the shadows.

Jessie fought to keep from nodding off. Her whole body was going numb from exhaugtion, and she
gratefully became aware that the pain from the bruises caused by Foss Gly's hands were fading away.
The soothing lap of the water againgt her lightly clad body relaxed her like a sedative.

And then shefroze, fingers digging into the wet sand, her heart catching in her throat.

One of the bushes had moved. Ten, maybe twelve yards away, a dark mass detached itself from the
surrounding shadows and advanced aong the beach just above the tideline.

It was not Pitt.

The paelight from the moon reveded afigure in auniform carrying arifle. She lay pardyzed, acutely
aware of her naked helplessness. She pressed her body into the sand and did backward dowly into
deeper water, aninch a atime.

Jessie shrank in avain attempt to make hersdf smdler asthe beam from aflashlight suddenly speared
the dark and played on the beach above the waterline. The Cuban sentry swept the light back and forth
as he waked toward her, intently examining the ground. With afearful certainty Jesseredized that he
was following footprints. Shefelt asudden anger at Fitt for leaving her alone, and for leaving atrail that
led straight to her.

The Cuban approached within ten yards and would have seen the upper outline of her shapeif he had
only turned afraction in her direction. The beam stopped its sweep and held steady, probing at the
impressions | eft by Pitt on his dash across the beach. The guard swung to hisright and crouched, aiming
the flashlight into the bordering undergrowth. Then, inexplicably, he spun around to hisleft and the beam
caught Jessiefull initsglare. Thelight blinded her.

For a second the Cuban stood startled, then hisfree hand lifted the barrel of the autometic rifle that
was dung over his shoulder and he pointed the muzzle directly at Jesse. Too terrified to speak, she
clamped her eyes closed asif the mere act would shut out the horror and impact of the bullets.

She heard afaint thud, followed by aconvulsive grunt. The bullets never came. Therewasonly a
strange silence, and then she sensed the light had gone out. She opened her eyes and stared vaguely at a
pair of legsthat stood ankle deep in the water, straddling her head, and through them she saw the inert
body of the Cuban sentry stretched out on the sand.

Pitt leaned down and gently hoisted Jessie to her feet. He smoothed back her dripping hair and said,
"It seems| can't turn my back for aminute without you getting into trouble.”

"| thought | was dead,” she said, as her heartbeat gradually dowed.
"Y ou must have thought the same thing at least a dozen times since we left Key West."

"Fear of death takes awhileto get used to."



Pitt picked up the Cuban'sflashlight, hooded it in his hand, and began stripping off the uniform.
"Fortunately he'sashort little rasca, about your size. Y our feet will probably swim in hisboots, but better
too large than too small.”

"Is he dead?'
"Just asmall dent in the skull from arock. Hell come around in afew hours."
She wrinkled her nose as she caught the thrown fatigue uniform. "'l don't think he ever bathed.”

"Launder itinthe seaand put it on wet," he said briskly. "And be quick about it. Thisisno timeto play
fashionablerich bitch. The sentry at the next post will wonder why he hasn't shown up. Hisrdlief and
sergeant of the guard are bound to come aong pretty soon."”

Five minutes later Jessie stood dripping in the uniform of a Cuban armed forces patrol guard. Pitt was
right, the boots were two sizestoo big. Shelifted her damp hair and neatly tucked it under the cap. She
turned and stared at Pitt as he emerged from the trees and bushes carrying the Cuban'srifle and apam
frond.

"What did you do with him?" she asked.

"Stashed him aways inland under abush.” Fitt's voice betrayed a sense of urgency. He pointed at a
tiny beam of light about a quarter of mile down the beach. "They're coming. No time for avolleyball
game. Get amoveon."

He roughly pushed her toward the trees and followed, walking backward brushing away their
footprints with the palm frond. After nearly seventy yards, he dropped the frond and they hurried through
the jungle growth, putting as much distance between them and the beach as possible before daylight.

They had covered five miles when the eastern sky began to brighten from black to orange. A
sugarcane field rose up out of the fading darkness, and they skirted its border until it ended beside a
paved two-lane highway. No headlights played on the asphat in ether direction. They waked along the
shoulder, ducking into the brush whenever acar or truck approached. Fitt noticed that Jessi€'s steps
were beginning to falter and her breathing was coming in rapid gasps. He halted, placed his handkerchief
over thelens of the flashlight, and shoneit in her face. He didn't require the credentias of a sports
physician to see that she was donein. He put his arm around her waist and pushed on until they reached
the steep Sdes of asmdl ravine.

"Catch your breath, I'll beright back.”

Pitt dropped down the dopeinto adry creek bed that threaded ajagged course around alow hill
littered with large boulders and scrub pine. It passed under the highway through a concrete pipe three
feet in diameter and spread into afenced pasture on the other side. He scrambled back up to the road,
slently took Jess€'s hand, and led her sumbling and diding to the gravelly bottom of theravine. He
flicked the beam of the flashlight inside the drainpipe.

"The only vacant room in town," he said in avoice as cheerful as he could make it under the
circumstances.

It was no penthouse suite, but the curved bottom of the pipe held a good two inches of soft sand, and
it was asafer haven than Pitt could have hoped for. Any pursuing guards who eventualy came on their



trail and followed it to the highway would assume the landing party met a prearranged ride.

Somehow they managed to find a comfortable position in the cramped darkness. Fitt set the gun and
flashlight within easy reach and finaly relaxed.

"Okay, lady," he said, hiswords echoing through the drainpipe. "I think the time has come for you to
tell mewhat in hell were doing here.”

But Jessedidn't answer.

Obliviousto her clammy, ill-fitting uniform, oblivious even to aching feet and sorejoints, shewas
curled in afeta pogtion sound adeep.
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"Dead? All dead?" Kremlin boss Antonov repested angrily. "The entire facility destroyed and no
aurvivors, noneat al?'

Polevoi nodded heavily. "The captain of the submarine that detected the explosions and the colond in
command of the security forces sent ashore to investigate reported that they found no one dive. They
retrieved the body of my chief deputy, Lyev Maisky, but General Vikov hasyet to be found.”

"Were secret codes and documents missing?”

Polevoi was not about to put his head on the block and take responsbility for an intelligence disaster.
Asit was, he stood within ahair of losing hislofty position and quickly becoming aforgotten bureaucrat
in charge of alabor camp

"All classfied datawere destroyed by Genera Veikov's saff before they died fighting.”

Antonov accepted thelie. "The CIA," he said, brooding. "They're behind thisfoul provocation.”

"I don't think we can make the CIA the scapegoat on thisone. The preliminary evidence pointsto a
Cuban operation.”

"Impossible,”" Antonov snapped. "' Our friendsin Castro's military would have warned uswell in
advance of any ambitious plan to attack the idand. Besides, adaring and imaginative operation of this



magnitude goes far beyond any Latin brain.”

"Perhaps, but our best intelligence minds do not believe the CIA was remotely aware of our
communications center on Cayo Santa Maria. We haven't uncovered the dightest indication of
surveillance. The CIA isgood, but its people are not gods. They could not have possibly planned,
rehearsed, and carried out the raid in the few short hours from the time the shuitle left the space station
until it suddenly veered off our programmed flight path to Cuba.”

"Welogt the shuttle too?"

"Our monitoring of the Johnson Space Center revedled that it landed safdy in Key West."

"With the American moon colonists," he added flatly.

"They were on board, yes."

For seconds, too furiousto react, Antonov sat there, hislipstaut, unblinking eyes staring into
nothingness. "How did they do it?' he growled at last. "How did they save ther precious space shuttle at

thelast minute?"

"Foal'sluck," said Polevoi, again relying on the Communist dogmaof casting blame elsewhere. "Their
asseswere saved by the devious interference of the Castros.”

Antonov's eyes suddenly focused on Polevoi. "As you've so often reminded me, Comrade Director,
the Castro brothers can't go to the toilet without the KGB knowing how many squares of paper they use.
Y ou tel me how they suddenly crawled in bed with the President of the United States without your
agents becoming aware of it."

Polevol had unwittingly dug himself into ahole and now he shrewdly climbed out of it by switching the
course of the briefing. "Operation Rum and Colais il in progress. We may have been cheated out of
the space shuttle and arich source of scientific data, but it is an acceptable loss compared to gaining tota
magtery of Cuba."

Antonov considered Polevoi's words, and swallowed the bait. "I have my doubts. Without Veikov to
direct the operation its chances for successare cut in haf."

"The generd isno longer crucia to Rum and Cola. The planis ninety percent complete. The shipswill
enter Havana Harbor tomorrow evening, and Castro's speech is set for the following morning. Genera
Velikov performed admirably in laying the groundwork. Rumors of anew CIA plot to nate Castro
have aready been spread throughout the Western world, and we have prepared evidence showing
American involvement. All that's|eft to do is push abutton.”

"Our peoplein Havanaand Santiago are derted?!

"They're prepared to move in and form anew government as soon as the assassination is confirmed.”

"And the next leeder?'

"AliciaCordero."

Antonov's mouth hung haf open. "A woman, you're telling me? Were naming awoman to rule Cuba



after Fidd Castro's death?”

"The perfect choice," said Polevoi firmly. "Sheis secretary of the Centrd Committee and secretary of
the Council of State. Most important, sheis a close confidante of Fidel and isidolized by the people for
the success of her family economic programs and fiery oratory. She has acharm and charismathat
matches Fiddl's. Her loydty to the Soviet Union is unquestionable, and she will have thetota backing of
the Cuban military."

"Who work for us"

"Who belong to us," Polevoi corrected.
"So we are committed.”

"Yes, Comrade President.”

"And then?' Antonov prompted.

"Nicaragua, Peru, Chile, and yes, Argentina," said Polevoi, warming to his subject. "No more messy
revolutions, no more bloody guerrillamovements. Weinfiltrate their governments and subtly erode from
within, careful to arouse no hogtility from the United States. When they finaly wake up it will betoo late.
South and Centrd Americawill be solid extensions of the Soviet Union.”

"And not the party?' Antonov asked reproachfully. " Are you forgetting the glory of our Communist
heritage, Polevoi?"

"The party isthe base to build upon. But we cannot continue to be chained to an archaic Marxist
philosophy that has taken a hundred yearsto prove unworkable. The twenty-first century isonly a
decade away. The day of cold realismisnow. | quote you, Comrade President, when you said, "I
envison anew eraof socidism that will wipe the hated scourge of capitalism from the earth.’ Cubaisthe
firat stepin fulfilling your dream of aworld society dominated by the Kremlin."

"And Fidel Cadgtro isthe barrier in our path.”

"Yes" sad Polevoi with asinister smile. "But only for another forty-eight hours.”

Air Force One lifted off from Andrews Air Force Base and turned south over the historic hills of
Virginia. The early morning sky was clear and blue with only afew scattered thunderclouds. The Air
Force colondl, who had piloted the Boeing jet under three Presidents, leveled off at 34,000 feet and gave
the arriva time at Cape Canaverd over the cabin intercom.

"Breskfast, gentlemen?’ asked the President, motioning toward asmall dining compartment recently
modified into the plane. Hiswife had hung a Tiffany lampshade over an art deco table, lending an
informal, relaxed atmosphere. "Our galley can provide champagne if anyone wishesto celebrate.”

"I wouldn't mind ahot cup of black coffee," said Martin Brogan. He sat down and removed afile from
his briefcase before diding it under thetable.



Dan Fawcett pulled up achair beside him, while Douglas Oates sat opposite, next to the Presdent. A
white-coated Air Force sergeant served guavajuice, the President's favorite, and coffee. Each man gave
his order and relaxed, waiting for the President to launch the conversation.

"Well," hesaid, smiling, "weve got alot to get through before we land at the Cape and congratulate
everyone. So let's get sarted. Dan, fill usin on the status of the Gettysburg and the moon colonigts.”

"I've been on the phone al morning with NASA officials,” said Fawcett, excitement evident in histone.
"Asweadl know, Dave Jurgens put the spacecraft down in Key West by the skin of histeeth. A
remarkablejob of flying. The nava air station has been closed to al air and car traffic. The gates and
fences are under heavy Marine guard. The President has ordered atemporary news blackout on the
Stuation until he can announce the existence of our new moon base."

"The reporters must be screaming like wounded vultures,” said Oates, "demanding to know why the
shuttle made an unscheduled arrival so far off course.™

"That goes without saying."
"When do you plan to make the announcement?* asked Brogan.

"Intwo days," replied the President. "We need time to sort out the immense implications and debrief
Steinmetz and his people before we throw them to the news media”

"If we delay any longer," added Fawcett, "someonein the White House press corpsis bound to hit on
aleak."

"Where are the moon colonists now?"

"Undergoing tests at the Kennedy Space Center medical facility,” answered Fawcett. "They were
flown out of Key West dong with Jurgens crew shortly after the Gettysburg touched down.”

Brogan looked at Oates. "Any word from the Kremlin?'

"Only slencesofa.”

"Beinteresting to see how they react to having their nationals shot down for a change.”

"Antonov isawily old bear," said the President. "H€ll reject a propaganda blitz accusing us of
murdering his cosmonautsin favor of secret talks where helll demand retitution in the form of shared
scientific data™

"Will yougiveittohim?'

"The President is moraly bound to comply,” said Oates.

Brogan looked appalled, and so did Fawcett.

"Thisisnot apolitical matter,” Brogan said in alow voice. "Thereis nothing in the book that sayswe
have to throw away secretsvitd to our nationa defense.”



"We're cast asthe villainsthistime around, not the Russians,” protested Oates. "We're within inches of
aSALT IV agreement to hdt dl future nuclear missle placement. If the President ignored Antonov's
claims, the Soviet negotiators would take one of their famous walks only hours before sgning the treaty.”

"You may beright," said Fawcett. "But everyone connected with the Jersey Colony didn't struggle for
two decadesjust to giveit al away to the Kremlin."

The President had followed this exchange without interrupting. Now he held up ahand. " Gentlemen, |
am not about to sell out the store. But there is an enormous weal th of information we can share with the
Russans and therest of the world in theinterests of humanity. Medicd findings, geologica and
astronomical datamust be freely passed around. However, you may rest easy. I'm not about to
compromise our space and defense programs. That areawill remain firmly in our hands. Do | make
mysdf dear?'

Silence descended on the dining compartment as the steward delivered three steaming plates of eggs,
ham, and hotcakes. He refilled the coffee cups. As soon as he returned to the galley, the President sighed
deeply and looked at the table in front of Brogan.

"Y ou're not egting, Martin?'

"l usudly skip breskfast. Lunchismy big med."

"Y ou don't know what you're missing. These hotcakes are light as afeather.”

"No, thanks. I'll just stick with coffee.”

"Whiletherest of usdig in, why don't you brief us on the Cayo Santa Maria operation.”

Brogan took asip from his cup, opened the file, and condensed the contentsin afew concise
statements. " A special combat team under the command of Colonel Ramon Kleist and led by Mgor
Angedo Quintanalanded on theidand at 0200 hours this morning. By 0430 the Soviet radio jamming and
ligening facility, including its antenna, was destroyed and dl personne terminated. Thetiming was most
fortunate, asthe fina radio transmission warned off the Gettysburg only minutes before it would have
landed on Cuban soil."

"Who gave thewarning?" interrupted Fawcett.

Brogan stared across the table and smiled. "He gave hisname as Dirk PFitt."

"My God, the man iseverywhere," the President exclaimed.

"Jesse LeBaron and two of Admiral Sandecker's NUMA people were rescued,” Brogan continued.
"Raymond LeBaron waskilled."

"Isthat confirmed?" asked the President, his expression turned solemn.
"Yes, gr, it was confirmed.”
"A gresat pity. He deserved recognition for his contribution to the Jersey Colony."

"Still, the mission was agreat success,” Brogan said quietly. "Mgor Quintanarecovered awedth of



intelligence materid, including the Soviets latest codes. It arrived only an hour ago. Analystsat Langley
aregfting through it now."

"Congratulations arein order," said the President. ™Y our people performed an incredible feat."
"Y ou may not be so hasty with praise, Mr. President, after you hear the full story.”
"Okay, Martin, let'shaveit."

"Dirk Pitt and Jesse LeBaron. . ." Brogan paused and gave adg ected shrug of his shoulders. "They
didn't return to the mother ship with Mgor Quintanaand his men.”

"Werethey killed on theidand dong with Raymond LeBaron?"

"No, sir. They departed with the others, but veered away and headed for Cuba.”

"Cuba," the President repeated in a soft voice. He looked across the table at Oates and Fawcett, who
stared back increduloudy. "Good lord, Jessieis till trying to deliver our reply to the proposed
U.S.-Cuban pact.”

"Isit possible she can somehow make contact with Castro?' asked Fawcett.

Brogan shook his head doubtfully. "Theidand isteeming with security forces, police and militiaunits
who check every mile of road. They'd be arrested inside an hour, assuming they get past patrols on the

"Maybe Fitt will get lucky," Fawcett muttered hopefully.

"No," said the President gravely, hisfeatures shrouded with concern. " The man has used up whatever
luck he had.”

Inasmdl office at the CIA headquartersat Langley, Bob Thornburg, chief documents andyst, sat with
his feet crossed on his desk and read through a pile of materia that had been flown in from San Salvador.
He puffed avell of blue pipe smoke and trandated the Russian typing.

He quickly scanned three folders and picked up afourth. Thetitle intrigued him. The phrasing was
peculiarly American. It was a covert action named after amixed drink. He quickly glanced through to the
end and sat there amoment, stunned. Then he set the pipe in an ashtray, removed hisfeet from the

desktop, and read the contents of the folder more carefully, picking it apart sentence by sentence and
making notes on ayellow legal pad.

Nearly two hours later, Thornburg picked up his phone and dided an internal number. A woman
answered, and he asked for the deputy director.

"Eileen, thisis Bob Thornburg. IsHenry available?!
"He's on another line."
"Have him ring mefirgt chance, thisisurgent.”

"I'l el him."



Thornburg assembled his notes and was restudying the folder for the fifth time when the chime of his
phoneinterrupted him. He sighed and picked up the receiver.

"Bob, thisis Henry. What have you got?'

"Can we meet right away? |'ve just been going over part of the intelligence data from the Cayo Santa
Mariaoperation.”

"Something of vaue?'

"Let'ssay it'sablockbuster.”
"Canyou givemeahint?'
"Concerns Fidel Castro.”

"What no good ishe up to now?'

"He's going to die the day after tomorrow."

<<B62>>

As soon as Pitt woke up helooked at hiswatch. The time was 12:18. He felt refreshed, in good
Spirits, even optimidtic.

When hereflected onit, Fitt found his cheerful outlook grimly amusing. His future was not exactly
bright. He had no Cuban currency or identification papers. He wasin a Communist country without even
onefriendly contact or an excuse for being there. And he was wearing the wrong uniform. Hewould be
lucky if he made it through the day without getting shot asaspy.

He reached over and gently shook Jessie by the shoulder. Then he crawled from the drainage pipe,
warily surveyed the area, and began doing stretching exercisesto rdieve his stiff muscles.

Jessie opened her eyes and woke up dowly, languidly, from adeep luxurious deep, gradudly fitting
her world into perspective. Uncurling and extending her arms and legs like a cat, she moaned softly at the
pain, but was thankful it spurred her mind into motion.



Shethought of slly things at firgt-- who to invite to her next party, planning amenu with her chef,
reminding the gardener to trim the hedges bordering the walks-- and then memories of her husband
began passing in front of her inner eye. She wondered how awoman could work and live with aman for
twenty years and gtill not cometo gripswith hisinner moods. Y et she more than anyone saw Raymond
LeBaron smply asahuman being no worse or no better than other men, and with amind that could
radiate compassion, pettiness, brilliance, or ruthlessness dmost on cue to suit the moment.

She closed her eyestightly to shut out his death. Think of someone or something else, shetold hersdlf.
Think of how to survive the next few days. Think of. . . Dirk Fitt.

Who was he, she wondered. What kind of man? She looked at him through the drainpipe as he bent
and flexed his body and for the first time since meeting him felt a sexud attraction toward him. It was
ridiculous, she reasoned, she was older by at |east fifteen years. And besides, he had not shown any
interest in her as adesirable woman, never once cast a suggestive ingnuation or made aflirtatious
overture. She decided Fitt was an enigma, the type of man who intrigued women, incited them to wanton
behavior, but could never be owned or beguiled by their feminine ploys.

Jess e was snapped back to redlity as Fitt leaned into the pipe and smiled. "How are you feding?”

She looked away nervoudy. "Battered but ready to meet the day" " Sorry about not having breakfast
ready,” he said, hisvoice hollow through the pipe. "The room service leaves much to be desired
hereabouts."

"I'd sdll my soul for acup of coffee.”

"According to aroad sign | spotted afew hundred yards up the road, were ten kilometers from the
next town."

"Whet timeisit?'
"Twenty minutesto one."

"Theday ishaf gone," she said, rolling to her hands and knees, and beginning to crawl toward the
light. "We haveto get moving."

"Stay whereyou are."
IIWW?I

He didn't answer, but returned and sat down beside her. He gently took her face in his hands and
kissed her mouth.

Jess€'s eyes widened, and then she returned his kiss hungrily. After along moment, he pulled back.
She waited expectantly, but he made no further move, just sat there and stared into her eyes.

"l want you," shesaid.
"Y%"

"va.”



He drew her to him, pressing against her body, and kissed her again. Then he broke away from her.
"Hrd thingsfird."

She gave him ahurt, curiouslook. "Like what things?"

"Likewhy did you hijack meto Cuba?'

"Y ou have astrange sense of timing.”

"l don't usualy conduct foreplay in adrainpipe elther.”

"What do you want to know?"

"Everything."

"Andif | dont tell you?'

He laughed. "We shake hands and part company.”

For afew seconds she lay againgt the side of the pipe, considering how far she would get without him.
Probably no farther than the next town, the first suspicious policeman or security guard. Pitt seemed an
incredibly resourceful man. He had proven that several times over. There was no avoiding the hard fact

that she needed him more than he needed her.

Shetried to find the right words to explain, an introduction that made some kind of sense. Findly she
gave up and blurted it out. "The President sent me to meet with Fidd Castro.”

His deep green eyes examined her with honest curiosity. "That'sagood start. I'd like to hear the rest.”
Jessie took a deep breath and continued.

Shereveded Fidd Castro's genuine offer of apact and his bizarre manner of sending it past the
watchful eyesof Soviet intdligence.

Shetold of her secret meeting with the President after the unexpected return of the Prosperteer and his
request for her to convey hisreply by retracing her husband's flight in the blimp, a guise Castro would
have recognized.

She admitted the deception in recruiting Pitt, Giordino, and Gunn, and she asked Ritt's forgivenessfor
aplan gone wrong by the surprise attack from the Cuban helicopter.

And last, she described Genera Veikov's narrowing suspicion of the true purpose behind the botched
attempt to reach Castro and his demand for answers through Foss Gly's torture methods.

PFitt listened to the whole story without comment.
His response was the part she dreaded. She feared what he would say or do now that he had

discovered how he had been used, lied to, and mided, battered bloody and nearly killed on severa
occasions for amisson he knew nothing about. She felt he had every right to strangle her.



She could think of nothing further to say except "I'm sorry.”

PFitt did not strangle her. He held out his hand. She grasped it, and he pulled her toward him. "So you
conned meal up and down theline" he said.

God, those green eyes, she thought. She wanted to diveinto them. "I can't blame you for being angry."
He embraced her for severa momentssilently.

"Wel?'

"Well what?'

"Aren't you going to say something?"' she asked timidly. "Aren't you even mad?'

He unbuttoned the shirt of the uniform and lightly touched her breasts. "L ucky for you I'm not oneto
harbor agrudge.”

Then they made love asthe traffic rumbled over the highway above.

Jessefdt incredibly cam. The warm fedling had stayed with her for the last hour asthey walked
openly along the road's shoulder. It spread like an anesthetic, deadening her fear and sharpening her
confidence. Pitt had accepted her story and agreed to help her reach Castro. And now she walked along
beside him as he led her through the backcountry of Cubaas though he owned it, feeling secure and
warm inthe afterglow of their intimacy.

Pitt scrounged some mangoes, a pineapple, and two haf-ripened tomatoes. They ate asthey walked.
Severd vehicles, mostly trucksloaded with sugarcane and cirtrus fruits, passed them. Onceinawhilea
military transport carrying militia swept by. Jessie would tense and look down at her tightly laced boots
nervoudy while Ritt lifted hisriflein the air and shouted " Sdudos amigod ™

"A good thing they can't hear you clearly,” she said.

"Why isthat?" he asked in mock indignation.

"Your Spanishisawful.”

"It dways got me by at the dog racesin Tijuana."

"It won't do here. Y ou'd better let me do the talking.”

"Y ou think your Spanish is better than mine?’

"l can peak it likeanative. | can also converse fluently in Russian, French, and German.”

"I'm continualy amazed at your taents,”" Pitt said sncerdly. "Did Veikov know you spoke Russian?’



"Wed have al been dead if he had.”

Pitt started to say something and suddenly gestured ahead. They were rounding acurve, and he
pointed at a car parked by the highway. The hood was up and someone was leaning over the fender, his
head and shoulders lost in the engine compartment.

Jessie hesitated, but Fitt took her by the hand and tugged her dong. "Y ou handlethis," he said softly.
"Dont be frightened. We're both in military uniform, and mine belongsto an dite assault force.”

"Whet should | say?"

"Play dong. Thismay be achanceto get aride.”

Before she could protest, the driver heard their feet on the gravel and turned at their approach. He
was ashort man in hisfiftieswith thick black hair and dark skin. He was shirtless and wore only shorts
and sandas. Military uniforms were so common in Cuba he scarcely gave them any notice. Heflashed a
broad smile. "Hola."

"Having motor trouble?" Jessie asked in Spanish.

"Third time thismonth.” He gave ahel pless shrug. " She just stopped.”

"Do you know the problem?"

He held up a short length of wire that had rotted gpart in three different places and was barely hanging
together by itsinsulaion. "Runsfrom the coil to the didtributor.”

"Y ou should have replaced it with anew one."

Helooked at her suspicioudy. "Partsfor old carslike this one are impossible to find. Y ou must know
thet."

Jessie caught her mistake and, smiling swestly, quickly played on Latin machismo. "I'm only awoman.
What would | know about mechanics?'

"Ah," hesad, smiling gracioudy, "but avery pretty woman."

Pitt paid little attention to the conversation. He was walking around the car, examining itslines. He
leaned over the front end and studied the engine for amoment. Then he straightened and stepped back.

"A fifty-seven Chevy," he said admiringly in English. "One damned fine automobile. Ask himif hehasa
knife and sometepe.”

Jessie's mouth dropped open in shock.

Thedriver looked at him uncertainly, unsure of what to do. Then he asked in broken English, "Y ou no
peak Spanish?”

"Faith and what's the matter?' Pitt boomed. "Haven't you ever laid eyes on an Irishman before?!

"Why an Irdlander wearing a Cuban uniform?”



"Mgor Paddy O'Hara, Irish Republican Army, on assgnment as an adviser to your militia"

The Cuban'sfacelit up like acameraflash, and Pitt was pleased to see that the man was duly
impressed.

"Herberto Figueroa," he said, offering hishand. "I learn English many years ago when the Americans
were here”

Pitt took it and nodded at Jessie. "Corporal MariaL opez, my aide and guide. She dso interprets my
fractured Spanish.”

Figueroadipped his head and noticed Jessie's wedding ring. " Senora Lopez." Hetilted his head to Fitt.
"She understand English?" pronouncing it "'chee unnarstan Englaise?!

"A little," Pitt answered. "Now then, if you can give me aknife and sometape, | think | can get you
going again.”

"Sure, sure," said Figueroa. He pulled a pocketknife from the glove compartment and found asmall
roll of friction tapein atoolbox in the trunk.

Pitt reached down into the engine, cut afew excess lengths of wire from the spark plug leads, and
spliced the ends back together. Then he did the same with the extra pieces until he had awire that
stretched from the coil to the distributor.

"Okay, give her atry."

Figueroaturned the ignition key and the big 283-cubic-inch V-8 coughed once, twice, and settled into
athroaty roar.

"Magnifico!" shouted Figueroa happily. "Can | giveyou aride?"
"How far you going?'

"Havana | livethere. My sister's husband died in Nuevitas. | went to help her with the funeral. Now
I'm on my way home."

Pitt nodded to Jessie. Thiswastheir lucky day. Hetried to picture the shape of Cuba, and he rightly
caculated that Havana was very nearly two hundred milesto the northeast asthe crow flies, morelike
three hundred by road.

He held the front seet forward as Jessie climbed in the rear. "We're grateful to you, Herberto. My staff
car developed an ail leak and the engine froze up about two miles back. We were traveling to atraining
camp east of Havana. If you can drop us off at the Ministry of Defense, I'll seethat you get paid for your
trouble

Jessie'sjaw dropped and she stared at Pitt with a classic expression of distaste. He knew that in her
mind she was calling him a.cocky bastard.

"Y our bad luck ismy good luck," said Figueroa, happy at the prospect of picking up afew extra
pesos.



Figueroa spun gravel on the shoulder as he quickly moved onto the asphdt, shifting through the gears
until the Chevy was spinning along a a respectable saventy miles an hour. The engine sounded smooth,
but the body rattled in a dozen places and the exhaust fumes leaked through the rusted floorboards.

Pitt stared at Jessesface in the rearview mirror. She seemed uncomfortable and out of her eement. A
limousine was more to her liking. Pitt positively enjoyed himself. For the moment, hislove of old cars
overcame any thoughts of danger.

"How many miles do you have on her?' he asked.

"Over sx hundred and eighty thousand kilometers," Figueroa answered.

"She's il got good power.”

"If the Y ankees ever dropped their trade embargo, | might be able to buy new parts and keep her
going. But she can't last forever.”

"Do you have any trouble at the checkpoints?*

"I'm aways waved on through."

"Y ou must have influence. What do you do in Havana?'

Figueroalaughed. "I'm acabdriver.”

Pitt did not try to suppress asmile. Thiswas even better than he had hoped. He sat back and relaxed,
enjoying the scenery like atourist. Hetried to apply hismind to LeBaron's cryptic direction to the
treasure of La Dorada, but his thinking was clouded with remorse.

Heknew that at some time, somewhere dong the road he might have to take what little money

Figueroacarried and stedl his cab. Pitt hoped he would not haveto kill the friendly little man in the
bargain.

<<63>>

The President returned to the White House from the Kennedy Space Center late in the evening and



went directly to the Ova Office. After secretly meeting with Steinmetz and the moon colonistsand
hearing the enthusiastic reports of their explorations, he felt exhilarated. Seep was forgotten as he waked
into his office done, inspired to plan anew range of space goals.

He sat down behind the big desk and opened alower drawer. Helifted out awanut humidor and
removed alarge cigar. He pedled off the cellophane, stared amoment at the dark brown, tightly wrapped
leafy cover, and inhaled the heady aroma. It was a Montecristo, the finest cigar Cuba made, and banned
from American import by the trade embargo on Cuban goods.

The President relied on an old trusted school pa to smuggle him abox every two months from
Canada. Even hiswife and closest aides were unaware of his cache. He clipped one end and exactingly
lit the other, wondering as he aways did what kind of uproar the public would raiseif they discovered his
clandestineand dightly illegd indulgence.

Tonight he did not give adamn. He was riding high. The economy was holding, and Congress had
finally got around to passing tough budget cuts and aflat-tax law. The international scene had entered a
cooling-off period, however temporary, and his popularity polls showed him up five percentage points.
And now he was about to make apolitica profit on his predecessors foresight, just as Nixon did after
the success of the Apollo program. The stunning success of the moon colony would be the high-water
mark of hisadminigtration.

His next goa wasto enhance hisimage on Latin American affairs. Castro had cracked open the door
with his offer of atreaty. Now, if the President could dip hisfoot over the threshold before it dammed
shut again, he might have afighting chanceto neutralize Marxist influencein the Americas.

The prospects appeared gloomy at the moment. It was most likely that Pitt and Jessie LeBaron had
been either shot or arrested. If they had not, then it was only amatter of hours before theinevitable
happened. The only course of action wasto dip someone el seinto Cuba to make contact with Castro.

Hisintercom buzzed. "Y es?'

"Sorry to interrupt you, Mr. President,” said aWhite House operator, "but Mr. Brogan is calling and
he saysit is urgent he speak with you."

"It'squited| right. Please put him on."
Therewasadight click and Martin Brogan said, "Did | catch you in bed?"
"No, I'm gtill up. What's on your mind that couldn't wait until tomorrow's briefing?"

"I'm gtill at Andrews Field. My deputy was waiting for me with atrandated document that was taken
from Cayo SantaMaria. It contains some pretty hot material.”

"Canyoufill mein?'
"The Russians are going to knock off Castro the day after tomorrow.

The operation is code-named "Rum and Cola.' It details the complete takeover of the Cuban
government by Soviet agents.”

The President watched the blue smoke from the Havana cigar curl toward the celling. "They're making



their move sooner than wefigured,” he said thoughtfully. "How do they intend to iminate Castro?"

"Thewild part of the plan,” said Brogan. "The GRU arm of the KGB intendsto blitz the city dong with
him."

"Havana?'
"A damned good chunk of it."
"Jesus Chrigt, you're talking anuclear bomb."

"I've got to be honest and say the document does not state the exact means, but it's quite clear that
somekind of explosive deviceisbeing smuggled into the harbor by ship that can level four square miles”

Depression settled around the President and dampened his high spirits. "Does the document give the
name of the ship?'

"It mentions three ships but none by name.”
"And when isthe blast supposed to be set of f?"

"During an Education Day celebration. The Russans are counting on Castro making an unscheduled
gppearance and giving his usud two-hour harangue.”

"l can't believe Antonov isa party to such horror. Why not send in aloca team of hit men and gun
Castro down? What's to be gained by taking a hundred thousand innocent victims with him?”

"Cadtro isacult figure to the Cubans," explained Brogan. "A cartoon Communist to us maybe, but a
revered god to them. A smple assassination will ignite an overwhelming ground swell of resentment
againgt the Soviet-backed parties who replace him. But amagjor disaster-- that would give the new
leaders aradlying cry and a cause to incite the people to close ranks behind a new government,
particularly if it was proven the United States was the culprit, specifically the CIA."

"| dill can't conceive of such amonstrous scheme.”

"| assureyou, Mr. President, everything is spelled out in black and white." Brogan paused to scan a
page of the document. "Odd thing, it's vague about the details of the explosion, but very specificin listing
the step-by-step propaganda campaign to blame us. It even lists the names of the Soviet cohorts and the
positionsthey are to moveinto after they seize control. Y ou may beinterested to learn that Alicia
Cordero isto bethe new President.”

"God help us. She'stwicethe fanatic Fidd is"
"In any case, the Sovietswin and we lose™

The President laid the cigar in an ashtray and closed his eyes. The problems never end, he mused. One
begets another. The triumphs of office do not last very long. The pressure and the frustrations never let

up.

"Can our Navy stop those ships?' he asked.



"According to the schedule, two of them have aready docked in Havana," answered Brogan. "The
third should be entering the harbor any hour. | had the sameidea but we're an inch early and amilelate.”

"We must have the names of those ships.”

"I've dready got my people checking on al shipping arrivalsin Havana Harbor. They should have
identification within the hour."

"Of dl thetimesfor Castro to hide out,” the President said in exasperation.
"Wefound him."
"Where?'

"At his country retreet. He's cut off al contact with the outsde world. Even his closest advisers and the
Soviet bigwigscan't reech him.”

"Who do we have on our team who can meet him face to face?'
Brogan grunted. "No one.”
"There must be somebody we can send in.”

"If Castro was in acommunicative mood, | can think of at least ten people on our payroll who could
get through the front gate. But not as things stand now.”

The Presdent toyed with the cigar, fumbling for inspiration. "How many Cubans can you trust in
Havanawho work the docks and have maritime experience?"

"I'd have to check.”
"Guess"
"Off the top of my head, maybe fifteen or twenty."

"All right,” the President said. "Round them up. Have them get on board those ships somehow and find
which oneis carrying the bomb."

"Someone who knows what he's doing will haveto defuseit.”
"WEelIl crossthat bridge when we learn where it's hidden.”

"A day and ahdf isnt much time" Brogan said glumly. "Better we concentrate on sorting out the mess
afterward.”

"Y ou'd better get the show moving. Keegp meinformed every two hours. Turn everyoneyou've got in
the Cuban department loose on thisthing."

"What about warning Castro?"

"My job. Il handleit."



"Good luck, Mr. President.”
"Sametoyou, Martin."

The President hung up. His cigar had gone out. He refit it, then picked up the phone again and placed
acdl to IraHagen.

<<64>>

The guard was young, no more than sixteen, eager and dedicated to Fidel Castro and committed to
revolutionary vigilance. He glowed with sdf-importance and official arrogance as he swaggered to the car
window, rifle dung tightly over one shoulder, and demanded to see identification papers.

"It had to happen,” Pitt muttered under his bregth.

The guards at the firgt three checkpoints had lazily waved Figueroathrough when he flashed histaxi
driver's permit. They were campesinos who chose the routine of amilitary career over adead-end life of
working in the fields or factories. And like soldiersin every army of the world, they found sentry duty
tedious, eventudly losing dl suspicions except when their superiors arrived for an ingpection.

Figueroa handed the youngster his permit.

"Thisonly coversthe Havanacity borders. What are you doing in the country?'

"My brother-in-law died,” Figueroa said patiently. "1 went to hisfunerd.”

The guard bent down and looked through the driver's open window. "Who are these others?"

"Areyou blind?' Figueroasnapped. "They're military like you.”

"We have ordersto be on the watch for aman wearing astolen militiauniform. He is suspected of
being an imperidist spy who landed on a beach one hundred miles east of here.”

"Because sheiswearing amilitiauniform,” said Figueroa, pointing to Jessiein the backseet, "you think
the Y ankee imperidigs are sending women to invade us?'



"I want to see their identification papers,” the guard persisted.

Jessierolled down the rear window and leaned out. "ThisisMgor O'Hara of the Irish Republican
Army, on assgnment as an adviser. I'm Corporal Lopez, hisaide. Enough of this nonsense. Passus

through."
The guard kept hiseyes on Fitt. "If hesamgor, why isn't he showing hisrank?"

For thefirg timeit occurred to Figueroathat there was no inggniaon Pitt's uniform. He stared at PFitt,
adoubtful frown spreading across hisface.

Pitt sat there without taking part in the exchange. Then he dowly turned and gazed into the guard's
eyes and gave him afriendly smile. When he spoke his voice was soft, but it carried totd authority.

"Get thisman's name and rank. | wish to have him commended for his attention to duty. Genera Raul
Castro has often said Cuba needs men of this caiber.”

Jessie trand ated and watched with relief as the guard stood erect and smiled.

Then Pitt'stone turned glacid, and so did hiseyes. "Now tell him to stand clear or I'll arrange to have
him sent as avolunteer to Afghanistan.”

The young guard seemed to shrink perceptibly as Jessie repeated Pitt's words in Spanish. He stood
lost, undecided what to do as along black car pulled up and stopped behind the old cab. Fitt recognized
it asaZil, aseven-seater luxury limousine built in Russiafor high-ranking government and military
officds

The Zil'sdriver honked his horn impatiently, and the guard seemed frozen with indecision. He turned
and stared pleadingly at another guard, but his partner was occupied with traffic traveling in the other
direction. Thelimousine's driver honked again and shouted out his side window.

"Movethat car asde and let us passl”

Then Figueroa got into the act and began yelling at the Russans. " Stupid Russo, shut up and take a
bath! 1 can smell you from herel™

The Soviet driver pushed open his door, leaped from behind the whedl, and shoved the guard aside.
Hewas built like abowling pin, huge, beefy body and small head. Hisrank indicated that hewasa
sergeant. He stared at Figueroa through eyes burning with malice.

"ldiot," he snarled. "Move thiswreck."

Figueroashook hisfist in the Russan'sface. "I'll go when my countryman tellsmeto.”

"Pease, please," Jesse pleaded, shaking Figueroas shoulder "We don't want any trouble.”

"Discretion isn't a Cuban virtue," Pitt murmured. He cradled the assault riflein his arms with the muzzle
pointed at the Russian and eased the door open.

Jessie turned and peered cautioudy through the rear window at the limousine, justintimeto seea
Soviet officer, followed by two armed bodyguards, climb from the backseat and gaze with an amused



smile at the shouting match taking place besi de the taxicab. Jessi€'s mouth dropped open and she
gasped.

Genera Vdikov, looking tired and haggard, and wearing a badly fitted borrowed uniform, approached
from the rear of the Chevrolet as Fitt did out of his seat and stepped around the front end before Jessie
could warn him.

Velikov's attention was focused on his driver and Figueroa, and he paid scant notice to what appeared
to be another Cuban soldier emerging from the other side of the car. The argument was heating up as he
canedongsde.

"What isthe problem?" he asked in fluent Spanish.

Hisanswer did not come from hisdriver, but from atotally unexpected source.

"Nothing we can't settle like gentlemen,” Aitt said acidly in English.

Veikov stared at Pitt for along moment, the amused smile dying on hislips, hisface as expressonless
asever. Theonly sign of astonished recognition was a sudden hardness of theflat cold eyes.

"We are survivors, arewe not, Mr. Pitt?" hereplied.

"Lucky. I'd say we were lucky," Pitt answered in a steady voice.

"| congratulate you on your escape from theidand. How did you manageit?'

"A makeshift boat. And you?'

"A helicopter concealed near the ingtdlation. Fortunately, your friendsfailed to discover it."
"Anoversght.”

Velikov glanced out of the corner of his eye, noting with irritation the relaxed stance of his bodyguards.
"Why have you cometo Cuba?'

Pitt's hand tightened around the rifle's grip, muzzle pointing in the sky just above Velikov's head, finger
poised on thetrigger. "Why bother to ask when you've established the fact I'm ahabitud liar?!

"l dso know you only lieif thereisapurpose. Y ou didn't come to Cubato drink rum and liein the
un.”

"What now, Generd ?"

"Look around you, Mr. Ritt. Y ou're hardly in a position of strength. The Cubans do not take kindly to
spies. Y ou would bewiseto lay down your gun and place yoursdf under my protection.”

"No, thank you. I've been under your protection. His name was Foss Gly. Y ou remember him. He got
high by pounding hisfists on flesh. I'm happy to report he's no longer in the pain business. One of his
victims shot him whereit hurtsmos.”

"My men can kill you whereyou stand.”



"It's obvious they don't understand English and haven't got any idea of what's being said between us.
Don't try to dert them. Thisiswhat's known as aMexican standoff. Y ou so much as pick your nose and
I'll put abullet up the opposite nogtril.”

PFitt glanced around him. Both the Cuban checkpoint guard and the Soviet driver were listening dumbly
to the English conversation. Jessie was crouched down in the backseat of the Chevy, only the top of the
fatigue cap showing above the sdewindow. Velikov's guards stood lax, their eyes and minds turning to
the landscape, automatic pistols snapped securdly in their holsters.

"Getinthecar, Generd. Youll beriding with us™
Velikov stared coldly a Ritt. "And if | refuse?"

Pitt stared back with grim conviction. "Y ou diefirst. Then your bodyguards. After them, the Cuban
sentries. I'm prepared to kill. They're not. Now, if you plesse. . ."

The Soviet bodyguards stood rooted and |ooked on in rapt amazement as Velikov slently followed
Pitt's gesture and entered the front passenger's seet. He turned briefly and gazed curioudy at Jessie.

"Mrs LeBaron?'
"Yes, Gengd."

"Yourewith thismadman?' | am.'

"Butwhy?"

Figueroa opened his mouth to interrupt, but Pitt roughly shouldered the Soviet driver aside, firmly
gripped thefriendly Cuban'sarm, and pulled him from the car.

"Thisisasfar asyou go, amigo. Tell the authorities we abducted you and hijacked your taxi.” Then he
passed hisrifle to Jessie through the open window and angled hislong frame behind the whed. "If the
general so much astwitches, shoot him through the head.”

Jessie nodded and placed the gun barrel againgt the base of Velikov's skull.

Pitt shifted the Chevy into first gear and accelerated smoothly asif he was on a Sunday drive, watching
the figures at the checkpoint through the rearview mirror. He was gratified to see that they milled around
in confusion, not sure of what to do. Then Veikov's driver and bodyguards finaly woke up to what was
happening, ran to the black limousine, and took up the chase.

Pitt skidded to a stop and took the gun from Jessie. He fired several shotsat apair of telephone wires
where they ran through insulators at the top of apole. The car was burning rubber on the asphalt before
the parted ends of the wire dropped to the ground.

"That should buy ushaf an hour," he said.

"Thelimousineisonly ahundred yards behind and gaining." Jessi€'s voice was high-pitched and
goprehensive.



"You'l never shakethem” said Veikov camly. "My driver isan expert a high speeds, and thecar is
powered by a seven-liter 425-horsepower engine."

For dl of Ritt's offhandedness and casua speech there was an icy competence and an unmistakable air
about him of someone who knew exactly what he was doing.

He offered Vdikov areckless smile and said, " The Russians haven't built acar that can tekea

fifty-seven Chevy."

Asif to hammer home the point he mashed the gas peda to the floor and the tired old car seemed to
reach into the depths of her worn partsfor aburst of power she hadn't known in thirty years. The big
roaring lump of iron could till go. She gathered speed and ate up the highway, the steady roar of her
sguat V-8 meant business.

Pitt's entire mind was concentrated on his driving and on studying the road two, even three turns
ahead. The Zil clung tenacioudy to the smokescreen that poured from the Chevy'stailpipe. He threw the
car around aseries of hairpin turns asthey climbed through forested hills. He was skirting the fine edge of
disaster. The brakeswere awful and did little but smell and smoke when Fitt stood on them. Their lining
was gone and meta ground against metd inside the drums.

At ninety miles an hour afront-whee wobble set in with eyebd|-rattling proportions. The steering
whedl shuddered in Fitt's hands. The shock absorbers were long gone and the Chevy sponged around
the bends, leaning precarioudly, tires screeching like wild turkeys.

Veikov sat stiff aswood, his eyestrained straight ahead, one hand gripping the door handle with white
knuckles asif ready to gect before the inevitable crash.

Jessewas frankly terrified, closing her eyes asthe car drifted and swayed wildly dong theroad. She
braced her knees on the back of the front seet to keep from being thrown from side to side and steadied
therifleamed a Vdikov'slower hairline,

If Fitt was aware of the considerable anguish he was causing his passengers, he gave no sign of it. A
half-hour head start was the most he could hope for before the Cuban sentries made contact with their
superiors and reported the kidnapping of the Soviet generd. A hdlicopter would be thefirst sign the
Cuban military was closing in and preparing atrap. When and how far ahead they would set up a
roadblock was amatter of pure conjecture. A tank or asmall fleet of armored cars suddenly appearing
around a hidden curve and the ride would be over. Only Velikov's presence forestalled a massacre.

The driver of the Zil was no lightweight. He gained on Fitt in the turns, but dropped back in the
straights as the burning acceleration of the old Chevy took hold. Out of the corner of one eye Pitt caught
asmall sgn indicating they were gpproaching the port city of Cardenas. Houses and small roadside
businesses began to hug the highway and the traffic increased.

He glanced at the speedometer. The wavering needle hovered around 85. He backed off until it
dropped to 70, keeping the Zil a bay as he weaved in and out of the traffic, one hand heavy on the horn.
A policeman made afutile attempt to wave him to the curb as he careened around the Plaza Colon and a
high bronze statue of Columbus. Luckily the streets were broad and he had little trouble staying clear of
pedestrians and other vehicles.

Thecity lay just inland of ashdlow, circular bay, and aslong as he kept the seaon hisright hefigured
he was till heading toward Havana. Somehow he managed to stay on the main road, and less than ten



minutes later the car was flying from the mgjor portion of the city and entering the countryside again.

During the high-speed run through the sireets the Zil had closed to within fifty yards. One of the
bodyguards leaned out the window and fired his pistol.

"They're shooting & us," Jessie announced in the tone of someone who was emotionally washed out.
"He'snot aiming a us" Fitt replied. "They'retrying for our tires”

"You're asgood as caught,” said Velikov. Those were the first words he had uttered in fifty miles.
"Giveit up. You cant get avay."

"I'll quit when I'm dead." Ritt's cool composure was staggering.

It was not the answer Veikov was expecting. If al Americanswerelike Fitt, he thought, the Soviet
Unionwasin for aroughtime. Veikov prided himsdlf on hisskillsin manipulating men, but thiswas
clearly one man hewould never dent.

They soared over adip in the road and landed heavily on the other sde. The muffler wastorn away
and the sudden thunder of exhaust was startling, dmost shattering in its unexpected fury of sound. Their
eyes began to water from the fumes, and the interior of the car became a steam bath under the combined
ondaught of the heat from the engine and humid climate outside. The floorboards were amost hot enough
to melt the soles of Pitt's boots. Between the noise and the heat, he felt as though he were working
overtimein aboiler room.

The Chevy was becoming amechanica bedlam. The teeth on the transmission were ground down to
their nubs, and they howled in protest at the high revolutions. Strange knocking sounds began to emanate
from the engine's bowels. But she was till vicious, and with that old deep-throated Chevy sound, she
barrded dong amost asif she knew thiswould be her last ride.

Pitt had carefully dowed ever so dightly and alowed the Russian driver to pull up within three car
lengths. Aitt swung the Chevy back and forth across the road to throw off the bodyguard's aim. He eased
his, foot off the accelerator ahair until the Zil had come within twenty feet of the Chevy's rear bumper.

Then Fitt stood on the brakes.

The sergeant driving the Zil was good, but he wasn't that good. He snapped the steering whed! to the
left and amost swung clear. But there was no time and even less distance. The Zil crashed into the rear of
the Chevy with a scream of sted and an eruption of glass, crushing the radiator against the engine asthe
tall end whipped around in a corkscrew mation.

The Zil, madly out of control, and now nothing but three tons of meta bent on its own destruction,
sideswiped atree and caromed across the road to smash into an empty, broken-down bus at a speed of
eighty milesan hour. Orange flame burst from the car asit flipped crazily end over end for over a
hundred yards before coming to rest onitsroof, al four tires still spinning. The Russians were trapped
insde and had no hope of escape as the orange flames transformed into athick cloud of black smoke,

Thefaithful, battered Chevy was till running on little but mechanical guts. Steam and oil were
streaming from under the hood, second gear was gone a ong with the brakes, and the twisted rear
bumper was dragging on the road, throwing out a spray of sparks.



The plume of smoke would draw the searchers. The net was closing. The next mile, the next curvein
the highway, might reved aroadblock. Pitt was sure a hdlicopter would appear any minute over the
treetops bordering the road. Now was the time to ditch the car. It was senseless to play on hisluck any
longer. Like abandit running from a posse, the time had come to trade horses.

He dowed down to fifty as he gpproached the outskirts of the city of Matanzas. He spotted afertilizer
plant and turned into the parking lot. Stopping the dying Chevy under alarge tree, he looked around, and
not seeing anyone, killed the engine. The crackling of burning meta and hissing steam replaced the
ear-blasting drone of the exhaust.

"What's your next scheme?' asked Jessie. She was coming back on balance now. "Y ou do have
another scheme up your deeve, | hope.”

"The Artful Dodger has nothing on me" said Fitt with areassuring grin. "Sit tight. If our friend the
generd hiccups, kill him."

Hewalked through the parking lot. It was aweekday and it was filled with the workers cars. The
gtench from the plant had asickening smell about it that filled the air for miles. He sood near the main
gate asastream of trucksloaded with ammonium sulphate, potassium chloride, and anima manure
rumbled into the plant and trucks carrying the processed fertilizer in paper bags drove out. He had an
ideaand strolled casually down the dirt road that led to the highway. He waited for about fifteen minutes
until a Russian-built truck filled with raw manure turned in and headed for the plant. He stood in the
middle of the road and waved it to a stop.

The driver was done. He looked down from the cab questioningly. Pitt motioned him out and pointed
vigoroudy under the truck. Curious, the driver stepped to the ground and crouched down next to Fitt,
who was staring intently at the drive shaft. Seeing nothing wrong, the driver turned just as Pitt chopped
him on the back of the neck.

The driver went limp and Ritt caught him over a shoulder. He heaved the unconscious Cuban into the
truck's cab and quickly climbed in. The engine was running and he shifted it into gear and drove toward
the tree that shielded the Chevy from the air.

"Everyone climb aboard,”" he said, jumping down from the cab.
Jessie shrank back in disgust. "God, what'sin there?”

"The politeword is manure.”

"Y ou expect meto walow infilth?' demanded Vdikov.

"Not only walow," Fitt replied, "you're going to bury yoursdvesinit." Hetook the assault rifle from
Jessie and prodded the general none too gently in the kidneys. "Up you go, General. Y ou've probably
rubbed many aKGB victim in dime. Now it'syour turn.”

Vdikov shot Fitt amaignant ook, and then climbed into the back of the truck. Jesse rdluctantly
followed as Pitt began stripping off the driver's clothes. They were severd sizestoo small and he had to
leave the shirt unbuttoned and the pants fly unzipped to get into them. He quickly dipped his combat
fatigues on the Cuban and dragged him up into the back with the others. He handed the rifle back to
Jessie. She needed no ingtructions and placed the muzzle againgt Velikov's head. Hefound ashovel ina
rack beside the cab and began to cover them.



Jessie gagged and fought to keep from retching. "I don't think | can take this."
"Bethankful it came from horses and cattle and not the city sewer.”
"That's easy for you to say, you'redriving.”

When they were dl invisble but could still breathe, Pitt returned to the cab and drove the truck back
to the highway. He paused before turning as aflight of three military helicopters whirled overhead and a
transport convoy of armed troops sped in the direction of the wrecked Zil.

Pitt waited and then turned | eft onto the highway. He was about to enter the city limits of Matanzas
when he came to aroadblock manned by an armored car and nearly fifty soldiers, al looking very grim

and purposeful.

He stopped and held out the papers he had taken off the driver. His scheme worked even better than
he had imagined. The guards never came near the obnoxious-smelling truck. They waved him through,
glad to see him on hisway and happy to breathe fresh air again.

An hour and a hdf later the sun had falen in the west and the lights of Havanatwinkled to life. Pitt
arrived in the city and drove up the Via Blanca. Except for the truck's aroma, he felt safely anonymousin
the noisy, bustling, rush-hour traffic. He also felt more secure entering the city during the evening.

With no passport and no money his only option was to make contact with the American misson at the
Swiss Embassy. They could take Jessie off his hands and keep him hidden until his passport and entry
papers were sent by diplomatic courier from Washington. Once he became an officid tourist, he could
search for theriddle of the La Dorada treasure.

Velikov presented no problem. Alive, the generd was a dangerous menace. Hewould go on
murdering and torturing. Dead, he was only amemory. Fitt decided to kill him with one quick shotina
deserted dley. Anyone curious enough to investigate would smply chalk the blast up to abackfire from
the truck.

He turned into a narrow road between arow of deserted warehouses near the dock area and stopped
thetruck. He left the engine running and stepped to the rear of the truck. As he climbed over thetailgate,
he saw Jessi€'s head and arms protruding from the load of manure. Blood was seeping from asmal gash
in her temple and her right eye was swelling and turning purple. The only signs of Velikov and the Cuban
driver were hollowed-out indentations where Pitt had buried them.

They were gone.

He eased her out of the muck and brushed it away from her cheeks. Her eyesfluttered open and
focused on him, and after amoment she dowly shook her head from sideto side. "'I'm sorry, | messed

thingsup.”
"What happened?' he asked.

"Thedriver came to and attacked me. | didn't yell to you for help because | was afraid we might
arouse suspicion and be stopped by police. We wrestled for the gun and it was lost over the Side of the
truck. Then the genera grabbed my arms and the driver beat me until | passed out.” Something suddenly
occurred to her and shelooked around wildly. "Where are they?*



"Must have jumped from the truck," he answered. "Can you remember where or how long ago it took
place?'

The effort of concentration showed on her face. "1 think it was about the time we were coming into the
city. | recdl hearing the sound of heavy traffic."

"L essthan twenty minutes ago."

He helped her to the side of the truck bed and gently lowered her to the ground. "Best if we leave the
truck here and catch acab.”

"l can't go anywhere smdling likethis," shesaidin surprise. "And look at you. Y ou look ridiculous.
Y our whole front end is open.”

Aitt shrugged. "Oh, well, | won't be arrested for indecent exposure. | ill have my shortson.”
"We can't catch acab," she said in exasperation. "We don't have any Cuban pesos.”

"The American mission at the Swiss Embassy will take care of it. Do you know where they're
located?!

"It's called the Specid Interests Section. Cuba has the same setup in Washington. The building faces
the water on aboulevard called the Maecon.”

"Well hide out until it gets dark. Maybe we can find awater faucet and clean you up. Vdikov will
launch afull-scale search of the city for us. They'll probably watch the embassy, so welll haveto figurea
way to snesk in. Y ou fed strong enough to start walking?*

"Y ou know something,” she said with apained smile, "I'm getting awfully tired of you asking that
Quetion.”

<<65>>

IraHagen stepped off the aircraft and entered the terminal of Jose Marti Airport. He had prepared
himsdf for ahasde with theimmigration officids, but they smply glanced at his diplomatic passport and
passed him through with aminimum of formality. As hewalked to the baggage clam, amanina



seersucker suit hailed him.
"Mr. Hagen?'
"I'mHagen."

"Tom Clark, chief of the Specia Interests Section. | was derted to your arrival by Douglas Oates
himsdf*

Hagen measured Clark. The diplomat was an athletic thirty-five or so, with atan face, Errol Flynn
moustache, thinning red hair neatly combed forward to hide the spreading bare front, blue eyes, and a
nose that had been broken more than once. He pumped Hagen's hand heartily a good seven times.

"I don't suppose you greet many Americans down here" said Hagen.

"Very few since Presdent Reagan placed the idand off limitsto tourists and businessmen.”

"| assume you've been gpprised of the reason for my visit."

"Better we wait and discussit in the car,” said Clark, nodding toward an unobtrusive fat woman sitting
nearby with asmall suitcase on her lap.

Hagen didn't need a blueprint to recognize a stakeout with a disguised receiver that recorded their
every word.

After closeto an hour, Hagen's suitcase was findly cleared and they made for Clark's car, aLincoln
sedan with adriver. A light rain wasfaling, but Clark was prepared with an umbrella. The driver placed
the suitcase in the trunk and they set off toward the Swiss Embassy, wherethe U.S. Special Interests
Section was housed.

Hagen had honeymooned in Cuba severd years before the revolution and he found that Havana
looked much the same as he remembered it. The pastdl colors of the stucco buildings gracing the
palm-lined avenues seemed faded but little changed. It was anogtalgic trip. The streets were teeming with
1950s automobiles, makes that stirred old memories-- Kaisers, Studebakers, Packards, Hudsons, and
even one or two Edsels. They mingled with the newer Fiatsfrom Italy and Ladas from Russa

The city thrived, but not with the passions of the Batista years. The beggars, prostitutes, and dums
were gone, replaced with an austere shabbiness that was the halmark of Communist countries. Marxism
was awart on the rectum of mankind, Hagen decided.

Heturned to Clark. "How long have you been in the diplomatic service?!

"Never," Clark answvered. "I'm with the company.”

"CIA."

Clark nodded. "If you prefer.”

"That line about Douglas Oates?"

"For the benefit of the airport eavesdropper. | wasinformed of your mission by Martin Brogan.”



"Where do you stand on finding and disarming the device?'

Clark smiled darkly. "Y ou can call it abomb. No doubt alow-yield bomb, but having enough punch
to leve haf of Havanaand sart afirestorm that will incinerate every flimsy house and but in the suburbs.
And no, we haven't found it. Weve got an undercover team of twenty men probing the dock areas and
the three shipsin question. Nothing has turned up. They might aswell belooking for ashoein aswamp.
The celebration ceremonies and parade are less than eighteen hours away. 1t would take an army of two
thousand searchersto find the bomb in time. And to make matters worse, our tiny force is handicapped
by having to work around Cuban and Russian security measures. Asthingslook, I'd have to say the
detonation isinevitable.”

"I I can get through to Castro and give him the President'swarning--"

"Castro won't talk to anybody," said Clark. "Our most trusted officiasin the Cuban government-- we
own five who hold top-level positions-- can't make contact. | hate to say it, but your job ismore
hopelessthan mine.”

"Are you going to evacuate your people?’

There was alook of deep sadnessin Clark's eyes. "No. Were all going to stay on thisthing to the

Hagen was sllent asthe driver turned off the Maecon and through the entrance of what had once been
the United States Embassy but was now officially occupied by the Swiss. Two guardsin Swiss Army
uniforms swung open the high iron gate.

Suddenly, with no warning, ataxicab whipped directly behind the limousine and followed it through the
gate before the startled guards could react and push it closed. The cab was il rolling when awoman in
amilitiauniform and aman clad in ragsjumped out. The guards quickly recovered and came running over
asthe stranger confronted them, crouching in a part-boxing, part judo stance. They stopped, fumbling for
their holstered automatic pistols. The delay was enough for the woman to yank open arear door to the
Lincolnand dimbin.

"Areyou American or Swiss?' she demanded.

"American,” replied Clark, as stunned by the disgusting aromathat hung on her as by her abrupt
appearance. "What do you want?"

Her answer was entirely unexpected. She began to laugh hystericaly. "American or Swiss. My God, |
sound like I'm asking for cheese."

The chauffeur finaly woke up to the intrusion, legped from the car, and grabbed her around the waist.
"Wait!" ordered Hagen, seeing that the woman's face was badly bruised. "What's going on?"

"I'm an American,” she blurted after gaining ameasure of control. "My nameis Jesse LeBaron. Please
hdpme"



"Good lord," Hagen muttered. "Y ou're not Raymond LeBaron's wife?!

"Yes. Yes | am.” She motioned wildly at the struggle that was erupting in the driveway of the
embassy. " Stop them. He's Dirk Fitt, specid projects director for NUMA."

"Il handleit," said Clark. By the time he was able to intercede, Pitt had flattened one guard and was
wrestling with the other. The Cuban cab driver danced about wildly waving hisarms and shouting for his
fare. Severd plainclothes policemen aso added to the confusion by appearing from nowhere on the
street Sde of the closed gate and demanding that Pitt and Jessie be turned over to them. Clark ignored
the police, stopped the fight, and paid off the driver. Then heled Fitt over to the Lincoln.

"Wherein hdl did you come from?' Hagen asked. "The President thought you were either dead or
arrested=

"Not now!" Clark interrupted. "We'd better get out of sight before the police forget the sanctity of the
embassy and turn ugly.”

He quickly hustled everyone indgde and through a corridor to the American section of the building. Aitt
was shown to a spare room where he could take a shower and shave. One of the staff who was about
hissize lent him some casud clothes. Jessi€'s uniform was burned in the trash, and she thankfully bathed
off the stench of the manure. A Swiss Embassy doctor gave her athorough examination and treated her
cuts and bruises. He arranged for a hearty meal and ordered her to rest for afew hours before being
interviewed by Specid Interests Section officids.

Pitt was escorted to a small conference room. As he entered, Hagen and Clark rose and formally
introduced themsalves. They offered him achair and everyone got comfortable around a heavy-legged
table hand-carved from pine.

"We haven't timefor lengthy explanations,”" said Clark without preamble. "Two days ago, my superiors
at Langley briefed me about your planned covert raid on Cayo SantaMaria. They confidedinmeso|

would be prepared if it failed and there was falout herein Havana. | was not told of its success until Mr.
Hagen--"

"Ira" Hagen cutin.

"Until Irajust now showed me atop-secret document taken from theidand ingtdlation. Heaso hasa
directive from Martin Brogan and the President asking me to be on the lookout for you and Mrs.
LeBaron. | was ordered to notify them immediately in the event you were caught and arrested.”

"Or executed," Pitt added.

"That too," acknowledged Clark.

"Then you aso know why Jesseand | cut out and came to Cuba.”

"Y es. She carries an urgent message from the President to Castro.”

Aitt relaxed and douched in his chair. "Fine. My part in the affair isfinished. I'd gppreciateit if you
could arrange to fly me back to Washington after I've had afew daysto take care of some persona



Clark and Hagen exchanged stares, but neither could look PFitt squarein the eyes.

"Sorry to screw up your plans,” said Clark. "But we have acrisis on our hands, and your experience
with shipsmight prove helpful.”

"I'd be no good to you. I'm washed out.”
"Can wetake afew minutes and tel you what were dealing with here?"
"I'mwilling toligen.”

Clark nodded, satisfied. "Okay, Irahas come direct from the President. He's better qudified to explain
the Situation than | am." He turned to Hagen. "Y ou've got the floor."

Hagen took off his coat, removed a handkerchief from his hip pocket, and wiped his perspiring
forehead. "The stuation isthis, Dirk. Do you mind if | cal you Dirk?"

"Itsmy name."

Hagen was an expert judge of men, and he liked what he saw. Thisguy didn't seem the type who
could be conned. There was also alook about him that suggested trust. Hagen laid the cards on the table
and spelled out the Russian plot to murder the Castros and assume control of Cuba. He waded through
the detailsin concise terms, explaining how the nuclear explosive was smuggled into the harbor and the
projected time of its detonation.

When Hagen finished, Clark outlined the operation to find the bomb. Therewasnotimeto bringina
highly trained nuclear-device search team, nor would the Cubans alow them to step foot in the city. He
hed only twenty men with the most primitive radiation-detection equipment. He had the horrifying
respongbility of leading the search, and it didn't require much imagination for him to get acrossthe futility
of hissubstandard efforts. Findly he paused.

"Do you follow me, Dirk?"

"Yes..." Fitt said dowly. "l follow. Thank you."

"Any questions?’

"Severd, but oneisuppermost in my mind. What happensto dl of usif thisthing isn't found and
disarmed?’

"| think you know the answer," said Clark.

"Okay, but | want to hear it from you."

Clark'sface took on thelook of amourner at afunerd. "Weal die" hesaid smply.
"Will you help us?" asked Hagen.

Pitt looked at Clark. "How much timeisleft?'



"Roughly sixteen hours."

Pitt rose from his chair and began pacing the floor, hisingtincts beginning to sift through the maze of
information. After aminute of silence as Hagen and Clark watched him expectantly, he suddenly leaned
acrossthetable and said, "1 need a map of the dock area.”

Oneof Clark's staff quickly produced one.

Pitt smoothed it out on the table and peered at it. Y ou say you can't dert the Cubans?' he asked as
he studied the docking facilities of the bay.

"No," Hagen replied. "Their government is riddled with Soviet agents. If we were to warn them, they'd
ignore it and squelch our search operation.”

"What about Castro?'
Penetrating his security and warning himismy job," said Hagen.
"And the United States receives the blame."
"Soviet disnformation will seeto that.”
"May | have apencil, please?'
Clark obliged and sat back quietly while Pitt made a circle on the map.
"My guessisthe ship with the bomb isdocked in the Antares Inlet.”
Clark's eyebrows raised. "How could you know that?*

"The obvious place for an explosion to cause the most damage. Theinlet cuts amost into the heart of
thecity.”

"Good thinking," said Clark. "Two of the suspected ships are docked there. The other is acrossthe
bay "

"Give me arundown on the vessals?'

Clark examined the page of the document pertaining to the ship arrivals. " Two belong to the Soviet
Union merchant fleet. The third sails under Panamanian registry and is owned by a corporation run by
Cuban anti-Castro exiles."

"Thelast isaphony front set up by the KGB," said Hagen. "They'll claim the Cuban exilesarean arm
of the CIA, making usthevillains of the destruction. Therewon't be anation in the world who will believe
our noninvolvement.”

"A sound plan,”" said Clark. "They'd hardly use one of their own vessalsto carry the bomb."

"Y es, but why destroy two ships and their cargoes for no purpose?' asked Fitt.



"l admit it doesn't add up.”

"Ships names and cargoes?’

Clark extracted another page from the document and quoted from it. "The Ozero Zaysan, Soviet
cargo ship carrying military supplies and equipment. The Ozero Baykai, a 200,000-ton oil tanker. The
bogus Cuban-operated ship isthe Amy Bigaow, bulk carrier with acargo of 25,000 tons of ammonium
nitrate.”

Pitt stared at the ceiling asif mesmerized. "The oil tanker, is she the one moored across the bay?"

"Yes, atheal refinery.”

"Have any of the cargoes been unloaded?'

Clark shook his head. " There has been no activity around the two cargo carriers, and the tanker ill
gtslow inthe weter.”

Pitt sat down again and gave the other two men in the room acold, hard stare. " Gentlemen, you've
been had."

Clark looked at Pitt in dark speculation. "What are you talking about?"

"Y ou overestimated the Russians grandstand tactics and underestimated their cunning,” said Fitt.
"Thereis no nuclear bomb on any of those ships. For what they plan to do, they don't need one.”

<<66>>

Colonel Generd Viktor Kolchak, chief of the fifteen thousand Soviet military forces and advisers
based on Cuban soil, came from behind his desk and embraced Velikov warmly.

"Generd, you don't know how glad | anto seeyou dive."
"Thefedingismutud, Colond Generd," said Vdikov, returning Kolchak's bear hug.

"Sit down, st down, we have much to discuss. Whoever was behind the destruction of our idand
survelllance facility will pay. A communication from President Antonov assures me hewill not teke this



outrage sitting down."
"No one agrees more than me," said VVelikov. "But we have another urgent matter to discuss.”
"Carefor aglass of vodka?'

"I can do without," Velikov replied brusquely. *"Rum and Colatakes place tomorrow morning at
ten-thirty. Are your preparations complete?”

Kolchak poured asmdl shot of vodkafor himsdf. " Soviet officids and our Cuban friendsare
discreetly dipping out of the city in smal groups. Most of my military forces have dready left to begin

sham maneuversforty milesaway. By dawn, al personnd, equipment, and important documents will
have been quietly evacuated.”

"Leave somebehind," Velikov said casudly.

Kolchak peered over hisrimless glasses like agrandmother hearing afour-letter word from a child.
"L eave what behind, Generd?'

Veikov brushed off the derisive look. "Fifty Soviet civilian personnel, wives and families, and two
hundred of your military forces."

"Do you know what you're asking?"

"Precisely. We cannot lay blame on the CIA for ahundred thousand desths without suffering casudties
ourselves. Russians dying beside Cubans. Well reap propaganda rewards that will go far in smoothing
the path for our new government.”

"l can't bring mysdlf to throw away the lives of two hundred and fifty countrymen.”

"Conscience never bothered your father when he cleared German minefields by marching hismen
over them."

"That waswar."

"Only the enemy has changed,” Vdikov said coldly. "We have been at war with the United States
since 1945. The cost in livesis smal compared to increasing our hold in the Western Hemisphere. There
isno room for argument, Generd. Y ou will be expected to do your duty.”

"l don't need the KGB lecturing me on my duty to the motherland,” Kolchak said without rancor.

Velikov shrugged indifferently. "We all do our part. Getting back to Rum and Cola-- after the
explosion your troopswill return to the city and assist in medica and relief operations. My people will
oversee the orderly trangition of government. I'll dso arrange for international press coverage showing
benevolent Soviet soldiers caring for theinjured survivors.”

"Asasoldier | haveto say | find this entire operation abhorrent. | can't believe Comrade Antonov isa

party toit."

"Hisreasonsarevaid, and | for one do not question them.”



Kolchak leaned againgt the edge of his desk, his shoulders sagging. "I'll have alist made up of those
whowill gay."

"Thank you, Colone Generd.”
"l assume dl preparations are complete?"

Velikov nodded. "Y ou and | will accompany the Castro brothers to the parade reviewing stand. | will
be carrying a pocket transmitter that will detonate the explosivesin the primary ship. When Castro begins
his usua marathon speech, we will make an unobtrusive exit to awaiting staff car. Once we are safely out
of range-- allowing about thirty minutesto drive fifteen miles- I'll activate the Sgnal and the blast will
follow."

"How do we explain our miraculous escape?’ Kolchak asked sarcadtically.
"Firgt reportswill have us dead and missing. Later, well be discovered among the injured.”
"How badly injured?’

"Just enough to look convincing. Torn uniforms, alittle blood, and some artificia wounds covered by
bandages.”

"Liketwo hooligans who vandaized the dressing rooms of atheater.”
"Hardly the metaphor that comesto mind."
Kolchak turned and sadly looked out the window of his headquarters over the busy city of Havana.

"Impossibleto believe that tomorrow at thistime," he said in amorbid tone, "dl thiswill bea
smoldering, twisted seaof misery and desth.”

The President worked at his desk late. Nothing was cut-and-dried, black or white. The job of Chief
Executive was one compromise after another. Hiswins over Congress were diluted by tacked-on
amendments, hisforeign policies picked gpart by world leeders until little remained of the origind
proposals. Now he was trying to save the life of aman who had viewed the United States as his number
one enemy for thirty years. He wondered what difference any of it would make two hundred years from
NOW.

Dan Fawcett walked in with a pot of coffee and sandwiches. "The Ova Office never deeps,” hesaid
with forced cheerfulness. "Y our favorite, tunawith bacon." He offered the President a plate and then
poured the coffee. "Can | hdp you with anything?'

"No thanks, Dan. Just editing my speech for tomorrow's news conference.”
"l can't wait to see the faces of the press corps when you lay the existence of the moon colony on

them, and then introduce Steinmetz and his people. | previewed some of the videotapes they brought
back of their lunar experiments. They'reincredible.”



The President set the sandwich aside and thoughtfully spped the coffee. "Theworld is upside down.”
Fawcett paused in midbite. "Pardon?!

"Think of theterribleincongruity. I'll beinforming the world of man's grestest modern achievement at
the same time that Havanais being blown off the map."

"Any late word from Brogan since Pitt and Jessie LeBaron popped up at our Specid Interests
Section”?'

"Not in the past hour. HEs keeping avigil at his office too.”
"How in theworld did they ever manageit?'

"Two hundred milesthrough a hogtile nation. Beatsme."
Thedirect phonelineto Langley rang. "Yes."

"Martin Brogan, Mr. President. Havana reports that searchers have not yet detected a positive
radioactive reading in any of the ships.”

"Did they get on board?'

"Negative. Security istoo heavy. They can only drive by the two shipstied to the docks. The other
one, an ail tanker, ismoored in the bay. They circled it inasmall boat."

"What are you telling me, Martin? The bomb was unloaded and hidden in the city?*

"The ships have been under tight surveillance since arriving in the harbor. No cargo has come off."

"Maybe the radiation can't leak through the stedl hulls of the ships.”

"The experts a Los Alamos assure meit can. The problem is our people in Havana are not
professiond radiation experts. They're aso hamstrung having to use commercia Geiger counters that
aren't sengtive enough to measure alight reading.”

"Why didn't we get qualified expertswith the right equipment in there?" the President demanded.

"It's one thing to send in one man on adiplomatic misson with asmall suitcase like your friend Hagen.
It's something el se to smuggle ateam with five hundred pounds of e ectronic equipment. If we had more

time, something might have been arranged. Covert boat landings and parachute drops stand little chance
through Cuba's defense screen. Smuggling by ship isthe best method, but we're talking at least amonth's

preparation.”
"Y ou make it sound like we're aguy with an unknown disease and no known cure.”

"That about sumsit up, Mr. President,” said Brogan. "About al we can doisst and wait. . . and
watch it happen.”

"No, | won't have that. In the name of humanity we have to do something. We can't let dl those



peopledie” He paused, feding aknot growing in his somach. "God, | can't believe the Russans will
actudly set off anuclear bomb in acity. Doesn't Antonov redize he's plunging us deeper into amorass
there can be no backing out of 7"

"Beieve me, Mr. Presdent, our andysts have run every conceivable contingency through computers.
Thereisno easy answer. Asking the Cubans to evacuate the city through our radio networkswill
accomplish nothing. They'll Smply ignore any warnings coming fromus.

"Thereis ill hope IraHagen can get to Castro intime.”

"Do you redly think Fidel will take Hagen at face vaue? Not very likely. Hell think it'sonly aplot to
discredit him. I'm sorry, Mr. President, we have to stedl ourselves againgt the disaster, because there isn't
adamned thing we can do about it."

The President wasn't listening anymore. His face reflected grim despair. We put a colony on the moon,
he thought, and yet the world'sinhabitants still ingst on murdering each other for asinine reasons.

"I'm cdling a cabinet meeting tomorrow early, before the moon colony announcement,” hesaidina
defeated voice. "WEell have to create a plan to counter Soviet and Cuban accusations of guilt and pick up
the pieces as best we can.”

<<67/>>

Leaving the Swiss embassy was ridiculoudy easy. A tunndl had been dug twenty years before that
dropped over ahundred feet below the streets and sewer pipes, far beneath any shafts Cuban security
people might have sunk around the block. The walls were sealed to keep out water, but silent pumps
were kept busy draining away the seepage.

Clark led Pitt down along ladder to the bottom, and then through a passage that ran for nearly two
city blocks before ending at a shaft. They climbed up and emerged in afitting room of awomen's dress
shop.

The shop had closed six hours earlier and the window displays effectively blocked any view of the
interior. Sitting in the storeroom were three exhausted, haggard-looking men who gave barely asign of
recognition to Clark as he entered with Fitt.

"No need to know real names,” said Clark. "May | present Manny, Moe, and Jack."



Manny, ahuge black with a deeply trenched face, wearing an old faded green shirt and khaki trousers,
lit a cigarette and merdly glanced at Fitt with world-weary detachment. He looked like aman who had
experienced the wordt of life and had noillusions I ft.

Moe was peering through spectacles at a Russian phrase book. He wore the image of an academic--
lost expression, unruly hair, neatly sculptured beard. He silently nodded and gave an offhand smile.

Jack was the stereotype Latin out of a 1930s movie-- flashing eyes, compact build, fireworks teeth,
triangular moustache. All he was missing was abongo drum. He gave the only words of recognition.
"Hola, Thomas. Cometo pep-talk the troops?"

"Gentlemen, thisis. . . ah. . . Sam. He's come up with an angle that throws new light on the search.”

"It better be damned well worth it to drag us off the docks," grunted Manny. "Weve got littletimeto
waste on asshole theories.”

"Y ou're no closer now to finding the bomb than you were twenty-four hours ago,” Clark said patiently.
"| suggest you listen to what he hasto say”

"Screw you," Manny said. "Just when we found away to dip on board one of the freighters, you call
us back."

"Y ou could have searched every inch of those ships and never found aton-and-a-half nuclear device,"
sad Aitt.

Manny turned his attention to Fitt, eyestraveling from feet to hair, like alinebacker szing up an
opposing hafback. "Okay, smartass, where's our bomb?*

"Three bombs,” Pitt corrected, "and none of them nuclear.”
There was sllence in the room. Everyone but Clark appeared skeptical.

Aitt pulled the map from under his shirt and unfolded it. He borrowed some pins from amannikin and
stuck it on onewall. He was not put off by the indifferent attitude of the group of CIA agents. Hiseyes
showed him these men were dert, precise, and competent. He knew they possessed aremarkable
variety of skillsand the absol ute determination of men who did not take failure lightly.

"The Amy Bigaow isthefirg link in the holocaust chain. Her cargo of twenty-five thousand tons of
ammonium nitrate--"

"That'snothing but fertilizer,” said Manny.

"--isaso ahighly volatile chemical,” Fitt continued. "If that amount of ammonium nitrate wereto
explode, its force would be far greater than the bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. They were
ar drops and much of their destructive power was lost in the atmosphere. When the Amy Bigalow blows
at ground level, most of her power will sweep through Havanalike a hurricane of molten lava. The Ozero
Zaysan, whose manifest claims she's carrying military supplies, is probably crammed to the top of her
holdswith munitions. Shelll unleash her destructive horror in a sympathetic explosion with the Amy



Bigadow. Next, the Ozero Baykai and her oil will ignite, adding to the devastation. Fud storage tanks,
refineries, chemicd plants, any factory with volatile materids, will go up. The conflagration can
conceivably last for days.”

Outwardly, Manny, Moe, and Jack appeared uncomprehending, the expressions on their faces
inscrutable. Inwardly, they were stunned by the unthinkable horror of Fitt'svision of hell.

Moe looked at Clark. "He's on dead center, you know."

"I agree. Langley misread the Soviets intent. The same results can be achieved without resorting to
nuclear terror.”

Manny rose and clasped PRitt's shoul ders between two great clamshell hands. "Man, | gottahand it to
you. You redly know where the crap flows."

Jack spoke up for thefirst time. "Impossible to unload those ships before the celebration tomorrow.”
"But they can be moved," said Fitt.

Manny considered that for amoment. "The freighters might clear the harbor, but | wouldn't bet on
getting the tanker under way intime. We'd need atug just to shove her bows toward the channel.”

"Every mile we put between those ships and the harbor means a hundred thousand lives spared,” said
Fitt.

"Might give us extratimeto look for the detonators,” said Moe.
"If they can be found before we reach open sea, so much the better.”
"Andif not,"” Manny muttered grimly, "well dl be committin’ suicide.

"Save your wifethe cost of afunerd,” said Jack with adeath's-head smile. "There won't be anything
|eft to bury™

Moe looked doubtful. "Wereway short of hands.”
"How many ship's engineers can you scrape up?' asked Fitt.

Moe nodded across the room. "Manny there used to be a chief engineer. Who el se can you name,

Manny?"
"Enrico knows hisway around an engine room. So does Hector when he's sober.”
"That'sthree," said Ritt. "What about deckhands?'

"Fifteen, seventeen including Moe and Jack," answered Clark.
"That's twenty, and | make twenty-one," said Fitt. "What about harbor pilots?*

"Every one of them bastardsisin Castro's pocket,” snorted Manny. "Well have to steer the ships clear
oursalves”



"Wait just adamned minute," interjected Moe. "Even if we overpowered the security force guarding
the docks, wed 4till have the ships crewsto fight.”

Aitt turned to Clark. "If your people take care of the guards, I'll diminate the crews."

"I'll persondly lead acombat team,” replied Clark. "But I'm curious asto how you intend to
accomplish your end of the bargain.”

"Already done," Pitt said with awide grin. "The ships are abandoned. I'll guarantee that the crews have
been quietly evacuated to a safe place outside the destruction zone."

"The Soviets might spare the lives of their own people,” said Moe. "But they'd hardly give adamn
about the foreign crew on the Amy Bigalow."

"Sure, but on the other hand, they couldn't risk anosy crewman hanging around while the detonating
device was placed in pogtion.”

Jack thought a moment, then said, "Two and two make four. Thisguy is sharp.”

Manny gazed a Pitt with anewfound respect in hiseyes. "Y ou with the company ?'

"No, NUMA."

" Second-guessed by an amateur,” Manny sighed. "Time to take my pension.”

"How many men do you estimate are patrolling the ships?* Clark asked him.

Manny took out a soiled handkerchief and blew his nose like a honking goose before answering.
"About a dozen guarding the Bigaow. Same number around the Zaysan. A small patrol boat is moored
next to the il tanker. Probably no more than six or sevenin her crew."

Clark began to pace back and forth as he spoke. "So that'sit. Gather up your crews. My team will
take out the guards and protect the operation. Manny, you and your men will get the Amy Bigal ow under
way. Moe, take the Ozero Zaysan. The tugboat is your department, Jack. Just make sure thereisn't an
adarm when you pirateit. Weve got six hours of daylight Ieft. Let's make good use of every minute.” He
stopped and looked around. "Any questions?”

Moeraised ahand. "After we make open water, what happensto us?*

"Take your ship's motor launch and begt it asfast and asfar as you can before the explosions.”

No one made acomment. They al knew their chances bordered on hopeless.

I'd like to volunteer to go with Manny," said Aitt. "I'm pretty fair withahem.”

Manny cameto his feet and dapped ahand on Fitt's back that knocked the wind from him. "By God,
Sam, | think | might learn to like you."

Aitt gave him aheavy sare. "L et's hope we live long enough to find out.”



<<68>>

The Amy Bigdow lay moored alongside along modern wharf that had been built by Soviet engineers.
Beyond her, afew hundred yards across the dock channel, the cream-colored hull of the Ozero Zaysan
sat dark and deserted. The lights of the city sparkled across the black waters of the harbor. A few clouds
drifted down from the mountains, crossing the city and heading out to sea.

The Russian-built command car turned off the Boulevard Desemparados, followed by two heavy
military trucks. The convoy moved dowly through the dock areaand stopped at the boarding ramp of
the Amy Bigaow. A sentry stepped from insde aguard shack and cautioudy approached the car.

"Do you have permisson to bein thisarea?' he asked.

Clark, wearing the uniform of a Cuban colond, gave the sentry an arrogant stare. " Send for the officer
of theguard,” he ordered sharply. "And say Sir when you address an officer."

Recognizing Clark's rank under the yellowish, sodium vapor lightsthat illuminated the waterfront, the
sentry stiffened to attention and sdluted. "Right away, Sr. I'll call him."

The sentry ran back to the guard shack and picked up a portable transmitter. Clark shifted in his seat
unessily. Deception was vitdl, srong-arm tecticsfatd. If they had stormed the shipswith guns blazing,
aarmswould have sounded throughout the city's military garrisons. Once aerted, and with their backsto
thewadl, the Russans would have been forced to set off the explosions ahead of schedule.

A captain came through a door of anearby warehouse, paused a moment to study the parked column,
and then walked up to the passenger side of the command car and addressed Clark.

"Captain Roberto Herras," he said, sdluting. "How can | help you, sr?”
"Colond Ernesto Perez," replied Clark. "I've been ordered to relieve you and your men.”
Herras|ooked confused. "My orders were to guard the ships until noon tomorrow."

"They've been changed," Clark said curtly. "Have your men assemble for departure back to their
barracks."

"If you don't mind, Colond, | wish to confirm thiswith my commanding officer."



"And helll haveto cal Generd Mdena, and the generd isadegpin bed.” Clark stared a him with
narrowed, cold eyes. "A letter attesting to your insubordination won't ook good when your promotion to
magjor comes due.”

"Please, gr, I'm not refusing to obey a superior.”

"Then | suggest you accept my authority.”

"Yes, Colond. I-I'm not doubting you. . ." He caved in. "I'll assemble my men."

"You do that."

Ten minutes later Captain Herras had his twenty-four-man security force lined up and ready to move
out. The Cubanstook the change of guard willingly. They were al happy to be relieved and returned to
their barracks for anight's deep. Herras did not seem to notice that the colonel's men remained hidden
insde the darkness of the lead truck.

"Thisyour entire unit?' asked Clark.

"Yes, gr. They'redl accounted for."

"Even the men guarding the next ship?'

"Sorry, Colond. | left sentries at the boarding ramp to make sure no one boarded until your men were
dispersed. We can drive by and pick them up aswe leave."

"Very well, Captain. The rear truck isempty. Order them to board. Y ou can take my car. I'll have my
aidepick it up later at your heedquarters.”

"That's good of you, sir. Thank you."

Clark had hishand on atiny .25-caliber silenced automatic that was sitting loose in his pants pocket,
but he left it in place. The Cubans were dready climbing over the tailgate of the truck under the direction
of asergeant. Clark offered his seat to Herras and casudly strolled toward the silent truck containing Fitt
and the Cuban seamen.

The vehicles had turned around and were leaving the dock areawhen astaff car carrying aRussian
officer drove up and stopped. He leaned out the window of the rear seat and Stared, a suspicious frown
on hisface.

"What's going on here?'

Clark dowly approached the car and passed around the front end, assuring himself that the only
occupants were the Russian and hisdriver.

"Changing of theguard.”
"1 know of no such orders."

"They camefrom Generd Vdikov," said Clark, hating no more than two feet from the rear door. He



could now seethe Russian was aso acolond.

"I'vejust come from the generd’s headquarters to ingpect security. Nothing was said about changing
the guard." The colond opened the door asif to get out of the car. "There must be amistake.”

"No mistake," said Clark. He pressed the door shut with his knees and shot the colond between the
eyes. Then he coldly put two bulletsin the back of the driver's head.

Minutes later the car was set in gear and rolled into the dark waters between the wharves.

Manny led the way, followed by PFitt and four Cuban merchant seamen. They rushed up the boarding
ramp to the main deck of the Amy Bigalow and split up. Fitt climbed the ladder topside while the rest
dropped down a companionway to the engine room. The wheelhouse was dark, and Pitt |eft it that way.
He spent the next half hour checking the ship's € ectronic controls and speaker system with aflashlight
until he had every lever and switch firmly planted in hismind.

He picked up the ship's phone and rang the engine room. A full minute went by before Manny
answered.

"What in the hell do you want?"

"Just checkingin," said Aitt. "Ready when you are.”

"You got along wait, migter.”

Before Pitt could reply, Clark stepped into the wheelhouse. "'Y ou talking to Manny?" he asked.
"Yes"

"Get him up here, now."

Pitt passed on Clark's brusgue command, and received a barrage of four-letter words before ringing
off.

Lessthan aminute later, Manny burst through the door reeking of sweat and ail. "Makeiit quick,” he
snapped to Clark. "I got aproblem.”

"Moehasit even worse."

"| dready know. The engines have been shut down."
"Areyoursin running shape?'

"Why wouldn't they be?"

"The Soviet crew took dedgehammersto every valve on the Ozero Zaysan," said Clark heavily. "Moe
saysit would take two weeks to make repairs.”



"Jack will haveto tow him out to seawith thetug,” Pitt said flatly.

Manny spat through the wheelhouse door. "Hell never make it back in time to movethe ail tanker.
The Russansaint blind. They'll catch on to the game soon as the sun comes up.”

Clark nodded his head in dow understanding. "I fear helsright.”

"Where do you stand?’ Pitt asked Manny.

"If thistub had diesdls, | could start her up in two hours. But she's got steam turbines.”

"How much time do you need?'

Manny looked down at the deck, his mind running over the lengthy and complicated procedures.
"We're sarting with adead plant. First thing we did was get the emergency diesel generator going and
light off the burnersin the furnace to heeat the fud ail. Thelines haveto be drained of condensation, the
bailersfired up, and the auxiliaries put on line. Then wait for the steam pressure to rise enough to operate
the turbines. We'relooking at four hours-- providin' everything goesright.”

"Four hours?' Clark felt dazed.

"Then the Any Bigdow can't clear the harbor before daylight,” said Aitt.

"That wrapsit." Therewasatired certainty in Clark's voice.

"No, that doesn't wrap it,” said Fitt firmly. "If we get even one ship past the harbor entrance we cut the
desth toll by athird.”

"Andweal die" added Clark. "Ther€ll be no escape. Two hours ago I'd have given us afifty-fifty
chance of surviving. Not now, not when your old friend Velikov spots his monstrous plan steaming over
the horizon. And lest we forget the Soviet colonel sitting on the bottom of the bay, helll be missed before
long and aregiment will comelooking for him."

"And therésthat captain of the security guards,” said Manny. "Hell wise up damned quick when he
catches hdll for leaving his duty areawithout proper orders.”

The thump of heavy diesd engines dowly amplified outside and aship's bell gave off three muted rings.

Fitt peered through the bridge windows. " Jack's coming a ongside with the tug.”

He turned and faced the lights of the city. They reminded him of avast jewery box. He began to think
of the multitude of children who went to bed looking forward to the holiday celebrations. He wondered
how many of them would never wake up.

"Theres till hope," he said at last. Quickly he outlined what he thought would be the best solution for
reducing the devastation and saving most of Havana. When he finished, he looked from Manny to Clark.
"Wedl, isit workable?'

"Workable?' Clark was numb. "Mysdf and three others holding off haf the Cuban Army for three
hours?It's downright homicidal ."



llMa,]ry?l
Manny stared at Fitt, trying to make something of the craggy face that was barely visble from thelights
on the wharf. Why would an American throw away hislife for people who would shoot him on sght?He

knew held never find the answer in the darkened whedlhouse of the Amy Bigalow, and he shrugged in
dow findlity.

"Werewadtin' time," he said as he turned and headed back to the ship's engine room.

<<69>>

Thelong black limousine eased to aquiet stop at the main gate of Casiro's hunting lodge in the hills
southeast of the city. One of the two flags mounted on the front bumper symbolized the Soviet Union and
the other marked the passenger as a high-ranking military officer.

The vigitors house outside the fenced estate was the headquarters for Castro's elite bodyguard force.
A manin atailored uniform but showing no insigniawaked dowly up to the car. Helooked at the

shadowed form of abig Soviet officer gtting in the darkness of the backseat and at the identification that
was held out the window.

"Colond Generd Kolchak. Y ou do not have to prove yourself to me.” He threw awavelike salute.
"Juan Fernandez, chief of Fidd's security.”

"Dont you ever deep?’

"I'm anight owl," said Fernandez. "What brings you here at this ungodly hour?"

"A sudden emergency.”

Fernandez waited for further elaboration, but none came. He began to feel uneasy. He knew that only
acritica gtuation could bring the Soviets highest-ranking military representative out a three-thirty in the
morning. He wasn't sure how to dedl with it.

"I'm very sorry, Sir, but Fidel |eft strict orders not to be disturbed by anyone.”

"| respect President Castro's wishes. However, it's Raul | must spesk with. Pleasetell him I'm here on



ameatter of extreme urgency that must be dealt with face to face."

Fernandez mulled over the request for amoment and then nodded. "I'll phone up to the lodge and tell
his aide you're on your way."

“Thenk you."

Fernandez waved to an unseen man in the visitors house and the eectronicaly operated gate svung
open. Thelimousine drove up acurving road that hugged the hillsfor about two miles. Findly, it pulled up
infront of alarge Spanish-tyle villathat overlooked a panorama of dark hills dotted by distant lights.

The driver's boot crunched on the gravel drive as he stepped around to the passenger's door. He did
not open it but stood there for nearly five minutes, casualy observing the guards that patrolled the
grounds. At last, Raul Cadtro's chief of staff came yawning through the front door.

"Colond Generd, what an unexpected pleasure,” he said without enthusiasm. "Please comein. Raul is
on hisway down."

Without replying, the Soviet officer heaved his bulk from the car and followed the aide over awide
patio and into the foyer of the lodge. He held a handkerchief over hisface and snorted into it. His driver
came aso, keeping afew steps behind. Castro's aide stood aside and gestured toward the trophy room.
"Please make yoursalves comfortable. I'll order some coffee.”

Left done, the two stood silently with their backs to the open doorway and stared at an army of boar
heads mounted on the walls and the dozens of stuffed birds perched around the room.

Raul Castro soon entered in pgjamas and silk paidey robe. He hated in midstride as his guests turned
and faced him. His brows knitted together in surprise and curiosity.

"Who the devil areyou?'

"My nameislraHagen, and | bear amost important message from the President of the United States.”
Hagen paused and nodded at his driver, who doffed her cap, allowing amass of hair to fal to her
shoulders. "May | present Mrs. Jessie LeBaron. She's endured great hardship to deliver apersond reply
from the President to your brother regarding his proposed U.S.-Cuban friendship pact.”

For amoment the sllence in the room was so tota that Hagen became conscious of theticking of an
elaborate grandfather clock standing against the far wall. Raul's dark eyes darted from Hagen to Jessie
and held.

"JesseLeBaronisdead,” he said in quiet astonishment.

"I survived the crash of the blimp and torture by Genera Peter Vdikov." Her voicewascam and
commanding. "We carry documented evidence that he intendsto nate you and Fidel tomorrow
morning during the Education Day celebration.”

The directness of the statement, the tone of authority behind it, made an impression on Raul.

He hesitated thoughtfully. Then he nodded. "I'll wake Fiddl and ask him to listen to what you haveto



Velikov watched as afile cabinet from his office was jostled onto a handcart and taken by eevator
down to the fireproof basement of the Soviet Embassy. His second-ranking KGB officer entered the
disarranged room, brushed some papers from a chair, and sat down.

"Seemsashameto burn al of this™ he said tiredly.

"A new and finer building will risefrom the ashes" said Veikov with acunning amile. "Gift of agrateful
Cuban government.”

The phone buzzed and Velikov quickly answered. "What isit?"

The voice of his secretary replied. "Mgor Borchev wishesto talk to you.”
"Put himon."

"Generd?'

"Y es, Borchev, what's your problem?”

"The captain in command of waterfront security hasleft his post along with his men and returned to
their base outsde the city.”

"They left the ships unguarded?”

"Wel. . . not exactly."

"Did they or did they not desert their post?”

"He claims he wasrelieved by aguard force under the command of a Colonel Ernesto Perez.”

" issued no such order.”

"I'm aware of that, Generd. Because if you had, it would have most certainly cometo my attention.”
"Who isthis Perez and what military unit ishe assgned to?"

"My gaff has checked Cuban military files. They find no record of him."

"| persondly sent Colond Mikoyan to inspect security measures around the ships. Make contact and
ask himwhat in hell is happening down there.”

"I'vetried to raise him for the past half hour,” said Borchev. "He doesn't respond.”
Another line buzzed, and Vdikov placed Borchev on hold.

"What isit?" he snapped.



"Juan Fernandez. Generd, | thought you should know that Colonel Genera Kolchak just arrived for a
meeting with Raul Castro."

"Not possible.”

"| checked him through the gate mysdlf"

This new development added fud to Velikov's confusion. A stunned look gripped hisface and he
expelled his breath in an audible hiss. He had only four hours deep in thelast thirty-six and hismind was
becoming woally.

"Y ou there, Generd?" asked Ferndandez anxioudly at the sllence.

"Yes, yes. Listen to me, Fernandez. Go to the lodge and find out what Castro and Kolchak are doing.
Ligtenin to their conversation and report back to mein two hours.”

Hedidn't wait for an acknowledgment, but punched into Borchev'sline. "Mgor Borchev, form a
detachment and go to the dock area. Lead it yourself. Check out this Perez and hisrelief force and
report back to me as soon as you find out anything.”

Then Vdikov buzzed his secretary. "Get me Colond Genera Kolchak's headquarters.”

His deputy straightened in the chair and stared at him curioudy. He had never seen Velikov in agtate
of nervousness before.

"'Something wrong?'
"I don't know yet," Vikov muttered.

Thefamiliar voice of Colondl General Kolchak suddenly burst from the other end of the phone line.
"Vdikov, how are things progressing with the GRU and KGB?*

Velikov stood stunned for several moments before recovering. "Where are you?”'

"Wheream |?" Kolchak repeated. "Trying to clear classified documents and equipment from my
headquarters, the same as you. Where did you think | was?'

"| just received areport you were meeting with Raul Castro &t the hunting lodge.”

"Sorry, | haven't mastered being in two places at the sametime," said Kolchak imperturbably. " Sounds
to meyour intelligence agents are starting to see ghods.”

"Most strange. Thereport came from ausudly rdliable source.”
"IsRum and Colain any danger?"

"No, it iscontinuing as planned.”

"Good. Then| takeit the operation is running smoothly.”

"Yes" Vdikov lied with afear tainted by uncertainty, "everything is under control.”



<<70>>

The tugboat was called the Pisto after a Spanish dish of stewed red peppers, zucchini, and tomatoes.
The name was appropriate, as her sides were streaked red with rust and her brass coated with verdigris.
Y et, despite the neglect to her outer structure, the big 3,000-horsepower diesal engine that throbbed in
her bowels was as bright and glossy as a polished bronze sculpture.

Hands gripping the big teskwood whedl, Jack stared through the moisture-streaked windows at the
gigantic mass looming up in the blackness. Shewas as cold and dark asthe other two carriers of death
tied to the docks. No navigation lights indicated her presence in the bay, only the patrol boat that circled
her 1,100-foot length and 160-foot beam served as awarning for other craft to Stay clear.

Jack eased the Pisto abreast of the Ozero Bayka and cautioudly edged toward the aft anchor chain.
The patrol boat quickly spotted them and came adongside. Three men rushed from the bridge and
manned a rapid-fire gun on the bow. Jack rang the engine room for All Stop, an act that was strictly for
show asthe tug's bow wave was dready dying away to aripple.

A young lieutenant with abeard leaned out of the wheelhouse of the patrol boat and raised a bullhorn.

"Thisisarestricted area. Y ou don't belong here. Move clear.”

Jack cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted, "I'velogt dl power to my generators and my diesdl
just died on me. Can you give me atow?"

The lieutenant shook his head in exasperation. "Thisisamilitary boat. We do not give tows."
"Can | come aboard and use your radio to cal my boss? Helll send another tug to tow us clear.”
"What's wrong with your emergency beattery power?"

"Worn out." Jack made a gesture of helplessness. "No partsfor repair. I'm on thewaiting list. You
know how itis."

The boats were so close now they were dmost touching. The lieutenant laid aside the bullhorn and
replied in arasping voice, "l cannot alow that."



"Then I'll have to anchor right here until morning,” Jack replied nadtily.
The lieutenant angrily threw up his handsin defegt. "Come aboard and make your cal.”

Jack dropped down aladder to the deck and jumped across the four-foot gap between the boats. He
looked around him with adow, sdty indifference, carefully noting the relaxed attitude of the three-man
gun crew, the mate standing by the helm casually lighting acigar, thetired look on the lieutenant's face.
The only man who was missing, he knew, was the engineer below.

The lieutenant came up to him. "Make it quick. Y ou'reinterfering with amilitary operation.”
"Forgiveme," said Jack davishly, "but it's not my doing.”

He reached forward asif wanting to shake hands and pumped two bullets from a silenced automatic
into the lieutenant's heart. Then he camly shot the hemsman.

Thetrio around the bow gun crumpled and died under aflight of three precisely aimed arrows, fired by
Jack's crew with crossbows. The engineer never felt the bullet that struck him in the temple. Hefell over
the boat's diesel engine, lifeless hands gripping arag and awrench.

Jack and his crewmen carried the bodies below and then swiftly opened al drain plugs and sea cocks.
They returned to the tug and paid no more attention to the sinking patrol boat asit drifted awvay on the
tide into the darkness.

There was no gangway down, so apair of grappling hooks were thrown over the tanker's deck railing.
Jack and two others clambered up the sides and then hauled up portable acetylene tanks and a cutting
torch.

Forty-five minutes later the anchor chains were cut away and thelittle Pisto, like an ant trying to move
an elephant, buried her heavy rope bow fender againgt the huge stern of the Ozero Baykai. Inch by inch,
amogt imperceptibly at firgt, and then yard by yard the tug began nudging the tanker away from the
refinery and toward the middle of the bay.

Pitt observed the dothful movement of the Ozero Baykai through apair of night glasses. Fortunately
the ebb tide was working in their favor, pulling the behemoth farther from the core of the city.

He had found a sdf-contained breathing unit and searched the holds for any sign of adetonating
device, but could find nothing. He came to the conclusion it must have been buried somewhere under the
ammonium nitrate in one of the middle cargo holds. After nearly two hours, he climbed to the main deck
and thankfully breathed in the cool breeze off the sea.

Pitt's watch read 4:30 when the Pisto came about and returned to the docks. She made straight for the
munitions ship. Jack backed her in until Moe's men hauled in the tow wire that was unreded from the
great winch on the stern of the tug and made fast to the Ozero Zaysan's aft bollards. The lineswere cast
off, but just asthe Pisto prepared to pull, amilitary convoy of four trucks came roaring onto the wharf.

Pitt dropped down the gangway and hit the dock at a dead run. He dodged around aloading crane



and stopped at the gtern line. He heaved the fat, oily rope off the bollard and let it fall in the water. There
was no time to cast off the bow line. Heavily armed men were dropping from the trucks and forming into
combat teams. He climbed the gangway and engaged the e ectric winch that lifted it level with the deck to
prevent any assault from the wharf.

He snatched up the bridge phone and rang the engine room. "Manny, they're here’ was dl he said.
"I've got vacuum and enough steam in one boiler to move her.”

"Nicework, my friend. Y ou shaved off an hour and ahdf."

"Then let'shaul ass”

Pitt walked over to the ship's telegraph and moved the pointers to Stand By. He threw the helm over
so0 the stern would swing away from the pier first. Then herang for Dead Slow Agtern.

Manny rang back from the engine room and Fitt could fed the engines begin to vibrate beneeth his
fedt.

Clark redized with sudden dismay that his small group of men were greetly outnumbered and any
escape route cut off. He also discovered that they were not up againgt ordinary Cuban soldiers but an
eliteforce of Soviet marines. At best he might gain afew minutes grace-- enough time for the shipsto
move clear of the docks.

He reached into a canvas bag hanging from his belt and took out agrenade. He stepped from the
shadows and lobbed the grenade into the rear truck. The explosion came like adull thump, followed by a
brilliant flash of flame asthefud tank burst. The truck seemed to blossom outward, and men were
thrown across the dock like fiery bowling pins.

He ran through the dazed and disorganized Russians, legping over the screaming injured who were
rolling around the dock desperately trying to douse their flaming clothing. The next detonations camein
rapid succession, echoing across the bay, as he heaved three more grenades under the remaining trucks.

Fresh flame and clouds of smoke billowed above the roofs of the warehouses. The marines frantically
abandoned their vehicles and scrambled for their lives out of the holocaust. A few were galvanized into
action and began firing into the darkness at anything that vaguely resembled a human form. Theragged
fusillade mingled with the sound of shattering glass as the windows of the warehouses were blown away.

Clark'ssmdl team of six fighters held their fire. Thefew shotsthat camein their direction went over
their heads. They waited as Clark mingled in the disorganized melee, unsuspected in his Cuban officer's
uniform, curaing in fluent Russian and ordering the marines to regroup and charge up the wharf.

"Form up! Form up!" he shouted excitedly. "They're running away. Move, damn you, beforethe
traitors escape!”

He broke off suddenly as he came face to face with Borchev. The Soviet mgjor's mouth fell openin
total incredulity and before he could closeit Clark grabbed him by the arm and hurled him over the dock



into the water. Fortunately, no one took notice amid the confusion.

"Follow me!l" Clark yelled, and began running up the dock where it passed between two warehouses.
Individudly, and in groups of four or five, the Soviet marines raced after him, crouching and zigzagging in
highly trained movements across the wharf, laying down a sheet of fire asthey advanced.

They seemed to have overcome the paralyzing shock of surprise and were determined to retaliate
againg their unseen enemy, never knowing they were escaping from one nightmare and entering another.
No one questioned Clark's orders. Without their commander to tell them otherwise, the noncoms
exhorted their men to follow the officer in the Cuban uniform who was leading the attack.

When the marines had dodged their way between the warehouses, Clark threw himsdlf flat as though
hit. It wasthe signd for his men to open up. The Sovietswere hit from al sides. Many were cut off their
feet. They made perfect targets, Silhouetted by the blazing pyre of the trucks. Those who survived the
scything sweep of death returned the fire. The staccato crash of sound was deafening as shells thudded
into wooden walls and human flesh or missed and richocheted, whining into the night.

Clark rolled violently toward the cover of a packing crate, but was struck in the thigh and again by a
bullet that passed through both wrists.

Badly battered, but till fighting, the Soviet marines began to pull back. They made afutile attempt to
break out of the dock areaand reach the safety of a concrete wall running along the main boulevard, but
two of Clark'smen laid down ahail of firethat stopped them in their tracks.

Clark lay there behind the crate, blood streaming from shattered veins, hislife draining away, and he
was helplessto stop it. His hands hung like broken tree limbs, and there was no fedling in hisfingers.
Blackness was aready closing in when he dragged himsdlf to the edge of the pier and stared out over the
harbor.

The last Sght his eyes were to ever see was the outline of the two cargo ships against the lights on the
opposite shore. They were swinging clear of the docks and turning toward the harbor entrance.

<<71>>

While the battle was raging on the wharf, the little Pisto took the tow and began pulling the Ozero
Zaysarv into the harbor gtern first. Struggling mightily, she buried her huge single propdler inthe oily
water and boiled it into a cauldron of foam.



The 20,000-ton vessdl began to move, her formless bulk animated by orange flames as she dipped
into open water. Once free of the docks Jack made a wide 180-degree sweep, pivoting the munitions
ship until her bow faced the harbor entrance. Then the tow wire was released and winched in.

In the whee house of the Amy Bigalow Pitt gripped the helm and hoped something would give. He
tensed, scarcely daring to breathe. The still-fastened bowline came taut and creaked from the
tremendous stress placed on it by the backing vessal and stoutly refused to snap. Likeadog straining at a
leash, the Amy Bigalow tucked her bow dightly, increasing the tenson. The rope held, but the bollard
wastorn from its dock mountingswith aloud crunch of splintered wood.

A tremor ran through the ship and she gradually began to back away into the harbor. Fitt put the wheel
over and dowly the bows came around until she had turned broadside to the receding dock. The
vibration from the engine smoothed out and soon they were quietly gliding astern with alight wisp of
smokerisng from thefunnd.

The whole waterfront seemed to be ablaze, the flames from the burning trucks casting an eerie,
flickering light indde the whed house. All hands except Manny came up from the engine room and stood
by on the bow. Now that he had room to maneuver, Pitt soun the whedl hard to starboard and rang Slow
Ahead on the telegraph. Manny answered and the Amy Bigalow lost sernway and began to creep dowly
forward.

The sarsin the east were beginning to lose their sparkle as the shadowy hull of the Ozero Zaysan
drew abeam. Pitt ordered All Stop as the tugboat came about under the bows. The Pisto's crew flung up
alight heaving rope that wastied to agraduated series of heavier lines. Fitt watched from the bridge as
they were hauled on board. Then the thick tow cable was taken up by aforward winch and made fast.

The same act was repeated on the ern, only thistime with the port anchor chain from the dead and
drifting Ozero Zaysan. After the chain was winched across, itslinks were tied to the after bits. The
two-way connection was made. The three vessals were now tethered together, with the Amy Bigaow in
themiddle.

Jack gave ablast on the Pisto's air horn, and the tug began to ease ahead, taking up the dack. Pitt
stood on the bridge wing and stared aft. When one of Manny's men signded that the tow chain on the
dern wastaut, Pitt gave adight pull on the steam whistle and sivung the telegraph to Full Ahead.

Thefind step in Aitt's plan had been completed. The oil tanker was | eft behind, floating nearer the il
storage tanks on the opposite shore of the harbor, but a good mile farther from the more popul ated
center of the city. The other two ships and their deadly cargoes were gathering way in their dash for the
open seg, the tugboat adding her power to that of the Amy Bigalow to raise the speed of the marine
caravan.

Behind them the grest column of smoke and flame spiraled up into the early blue of morning. Clark
had bought them enough time for afighting chance, but he had paid with hislife.

Aitt did not look back. His eyes were drawn like amagnet on the beacon from the lighthouse above
the gray walls of Morro Castle, that grim fortress guarding the entrance to Havana Harbor. It lay three
miles away, but it seemed thirty.

The diewas cast. Manny raised power to the other engine and the twin screws thrashed the water.
The Amy Bigalow began to pick up speed. Two knots became three. Three became four. She best



toward the channel below the lighthouse like a Clydesdae in a pulling contest.

They were forty minutes away from reaching home free. But the warning was out and the unthinkable
wasyet to come.

Magor Borchev dodged the burning embersthat fell and hissed in the water. FH oating there under the
pilings, he could hear the roar of automatic weaponsfire and see the flames legp into the sky. The dirty
water between the docks felt tepid and reeked of dead fish and diesdl oil. He gagged and vomited up the
foul backwash he had swallowed when the strange Cuban colondl shoved him over the side.

He swam for what seemed amile before he found aladder and climbed to the top of an abandoned
pier. He spat out the disgusting taste and jogged toward the burning convoy.

Blackened and smoldering bodies littered the dock. The gunfire had stopped after Clark's few
surviving men escaped in asmdl outboard boat. Borchev waked cautioudy through the carnage. Except
for two wounded men who had taken refuge behind aforklift, the rest were dead. His entire detachment
had been wiped out.

Half crazed with anger, Borchev staggered among the victims, searching, until he came upon the body
of Clark. Herolled the CIA agent over on his back and looked down into sightless eyes.

"Who areyou?' he demanded senselesdy. "Who do you work for?"
The answers had died with Clark.

Borchev took the limp body by the belt and dragged it to the edge of the pier. Then he kicked it into
the water.

"See how you likeit!" he shouted insanely.

Borchev wandered aimlessy amid the massacre for another ten minutes before heregained his
balance. Hefindly redized he had to report to Velikov. The only transmitter had melted insde the lead
truck, and he began to run around the waterfront, feverishly hunting for atelephone.

Hefound asign on abuilding identifying a dockworkers recreation room. He lunged at the door and
smashed it open with his shoulder. He fumbled along the wall, found the light switch, and turned it on.
The room was furnished with old stained sofas. There were checkerboards and dominoes and asmall
refrigerator. Posters of Castro, Che Guevara haughtily smoking acigar, and asomber Lenin stared down
fromonewadl|.

Borchev entered the office of a supervisor and snatched up the telephone on adesk. He dialed severd
timeswithout getting through. Finaly he raised the operator, cursing the retarded efficiency of the Cuban
phone system.

The clouds above the eastern hills were beginning to glow orange and the Srens of the city'sfire
sguads were converging on the waterfront when he wasfindly connected to the Soviet Embassy.



Captain Manuel Pinon stood on the bridge wing of the Russian-built Riga-class patrol frigate and
steadied hisbinoculars. He had been awakened by hisfirst officer soon after the fighting and
conflagration had broken out in the commerciad dock area. He could seelittle through the binoculars
because his vessel was moored to the nava dock around apoint just below the channd and hisvison
was blocked by buildings.

"Shouldn't we investigate?' asked hisfirst officer.

"The police and fire crews can handleit,” answered Pinon.

"Sounds like gunshots."

"Probably awarehouse blaze that's ignited military supplies. Better we stay clear of thefireboats.” He
handed the glassesto the firgt officer. "Keegp awatch onit. I'm going back to bed."

Pinon wasjust about to enter his stlateroom when hisfirst officer came running up the passageway.
"Sir, you'd better return to the bridge. Two ships are attempting to leave the harbor.”

"Without clearance?'

"Yes gar."

"Could be they're moving to anew mooring.”

Thefirg officer shook hishead. "Their heading istaking them into the main channd.”

Pinon groaned. "The gods are against me getting any deep.”

Thefirg officer grinned sardonicdly. "A good Communist does not believein gods.™

"Tdl that to my white-haired mother.”

On the bridge wing once again, Pinon yawned and peered through the early-morning haze. Two ships
under tow were about to enter the Entrada Channel for open sess.

"What in hell--" Pinon refocused the glasses. "Not aflag, not anavigation light showing, no lookouts
on the bridge=

"Nor do they respond to our radio signas requesting their intent. Almost looks like they're trying to
snesk out."

"Counterrevolutionary scum trying to reach the United States," Pinon growled. "Y es, that mugt beit.
Can't beanything dse”

"Shdl | givethe order to cast off and get under way?"



"Y es, immediately. WEIl come around across their bows and block their way."

Even as he spoke, thefirst officer's hand was reaching for the siren switch that whooped the crew to
action gations.

Ten minutes later the thirty-year-old ship, retired by the Russian Navy after it had been replaced by a
newer, modified class of frigate, drifted broadside across the channdl. Her four-inch gunsturned and
amed dmost point-blank at the rapidly approaching phantom vessals.

Pitt gazed at the blinking signal lamp on the frigate. He was tempted to turn on the radio, but it was
agreed upon from the beginning that the convoy would remain silent in case an dert port authority officia
or security post receiver happened to tunein on the same frequency. Ritt's international Morse code was
rusty, but he deciphered the message as " Stop immediately and identify."

He kept a sharp eye on the Pisto. He was aware that any sudden evasive move would haveto
originate with Jack. Fitt called down to the engine room and aerted Manny to the frigate blocking their
course, but the brass telegraph pointers remained locked on Full Ahead.

They were so close now he could see the Cuban nava ensign standing giffly in the offshore breeze.
The vaneson thesigna lamp flipped up and down again. " Stop immediately or we will openfire.”

Two men gppeared on the stern of the Pisto and franticaly began regling out more cable. At the same
time the tug lost way, made a sharp turn to starboard, and heaved to. Then Jack stepped out of the
whed house and hailed the frigate through a bullhorn.

"Give way, you sea cow's ass. Can't you see | have atow?”'

Finon ignored the insult. He expected no lessfrom aitug captain. ™Y our movement is unauthorized. |
am sending over aboarding party.”

"I'll bedamned if | let any candy-ass Navy boy step foot on my ship.”

"You'll be dead if you don't," Finon replied in good humor. He was uncertain now whether thiswasa
mass escape attempt by dissidents, but the strange actions of the tug and unlit shipsrequired an
invedtigation.

He leaned over the bridge railing and ordered the ship's motor cutter and boarding crew to lower
away. When he turned back to face the unidentified convoy, he froze in horror.

Too late. In the dusky light he had failed to see that the ship behind the tug was not a dead tow. It was
under way and boring down on the frigate at agood eight knots. He stared dazedly for several seconds
before hisreding mind took hold.

"Full ahead!" he shrieked. "Gunsfird"

His command was followed by adeafening blast as shells streaked across the narrowing gap, toreinto
the bow and superstructure of the Amy Bigaow, and exploded in aburst of flame and shattered sted!.



The port side of the wheelhouse seemed to melt away asif ripped open by ajunkyard mangling machine.
Glass and debrisfdt like pdlets out of a shotgun. Fitt ducked and kept his grip on thewhed with a
determination tied to blind stubbornness. He was lucky to emerge with only afew cuts and a bruised
thigh.

The second salvo blew away the chart room and diced the forward mast in two. Thetop half fell over
the side and was dragged for ahundred feet before the cables parted and it floated clear. The funnel was
shattered and turned to scrap, and ashell burst inside the starboard anchor locker, scattering a cloud of
sdt-rugted linkslike shrapndl.

Therewould be no third salvo.

Pinon stood absolutely till, handstightly clenched on the bridgerail. He stared up at the menacing
black bows of the Amy Bigdow asthey rose ponderoudy over the frigate, hisface white and his eyes
sick with acertainty that his ship was about to die.

The frigate's screws beat the water in afrenzy, but they could not push her out of the way soon
enough. Therewas no question of the Amy Bigadow missing and no doubt asto Fitt'sintentions. He was
compensating and cutting the angle toward the frigate's midsection. Those of the crew who were topside
and could see the gpproaching disaster gazed numb with horror before finaly reacting and throwing
themselves over the sdes.

The Amy Bigaow's sixty-foot-high stem dashed through the frigate just forward of her rear turret,
ghredding the plates and penetrating the hull for nearly twenty feet. Pinon's ship might have survived the
collison and made shore before settling in the water, but with aterrible screech of grinding stedl the bow
of the Amy Bigalow rose up from the gaping wound until her barnacled ked was exposed. She hung
there for an instant, and then dropped, crushing the frigate in two and pile-driving the stern section out of
sght beneeth the surface.

Instantly, the sea poured into the amputated stern, sweeping through the twisted bulkheads and
flooding the open compartments. Asthe cataract surged into the doomed frigate's hull she quickly began

to settle astern. Her dying agony did not last long. By the time the Ozero Zaysan was towed over the
collison ste, shewas gone, leaving apitiful few of her crew struggling in the water.

<<72>>

"You waked into atrap?' Vdikov's voice came flat and hard over the phone.



Borchev felt uncomfortable. He couldn't very well admit that he was one of the only three survivors out
of forty and lacked even a scratch. " An unknown force of at least two hundred Cubans opened fire with
heavy equipment before we could evacuate the trucks.”

"Y ou certain they were Cubans?'

"Who else could have planned and carried it out? Their commanding officer was wearing a Cuban
Army uniform.”

ll%.a?l
"Can't say. Well need time to make an identification.”
"Might have been ablunder by green troops who opened fire out of stupidity or panic.”

"They werefar from stupid. | can recognize highly trained combat troopswhen | see them. They knew
wewere coming and laid awd | prepared ambush.”

Velikov's face went completely blank and then quickly reddened. The assault on Cayo SantaMaria
passed before his eyes. He could scarcely contain hisrage. "What was their objective?”

"A ddaying action to take possession of the ships.”

Borchev's answer staggered Velikov. He fdt asif hisbody had turned to ice. The questions came
spilling out of hismouth. "The Rum and Cola operation ships were seized? Are they still moored to their
docks?'

"No, atugboat towed off the Ozero Zaysan. The Amy Bigalow steamed clear under her own power. |
lost sight of them after they rounded the point. A littlelater | heard what sounded like naval gunfire near
the entrance channd.”

Veikov had heard the rumble of heavy gunstoo. He Stared at a blank wall with unbelieving eyes,
trying to envision the circle of men dogging hisintricately planned operations. He refused to beieve that
intelligence unitsloya to Castro had the knowledge and expertise. Only the long arm of the Americans
and their Centrd Intelligence Agency could have destroyed Cayo Santa Mariaand wrecked his scheme
to terminate the Castro regime. Only oneindividua could have been responsible for the leak of
information.

Dirk Aitt.

A deep look of concentration tensed Velikov's face. The mud was clearing from the water. He knew
what he had to dointhelittletime left.

"Arethe ships till in the harbor?' he demanded of Borchev.
"If they weretrying to escape to the sea, I'd put them somewhere in the Entrada Channdl "

"Find Admira Chekoldin and tell him | want those ships stopped and headed back to the inner
harbor."



"| thought al Soviet nava ships have stood out to sea.”

"The admird and hisflagship aren't due to depart until eight o'clock. Don't use the telephone. Convey
my request in person and stress the urgency.”

Before Borchev could reply, Veikov threw down the receiver and rushed to the main entrance of the
embassy, ignoring the busy staff preparing for evacuation. He ran outside to the embassy limousine and
shoved aside the chauffeur, who was standing by to drive the Soviet ambassador to safety.

Heturned the ignition key and threw the transmission into drive the instant the enginefired. Therear
wheels spun and shrieked furioudy asthe car legped out of the embassy courtyard into the streets.

Two blocks later Velikov was stopped dead.

A military roadblock barred hisway. Two armored cars and a company of Cuban soldiers stretched
across the broad boulevard. An officer stepped up to the car and shone aflashlight in the window.

"May | see your identification papers, please?"

"I am Generd Peter Velikov, attached to the Soviet Military Misson. I'min agreat hurry to reach
Colond Generd Kolchak's headquarters. Stand aside and let me pass.”

The officer gudied Vdikov'sface for amoment asif satisfying himsdlf. He switched off the flashlight
and motioned for two of hismen to enter the backseat. Then he came around and climbed into the front

passenger's seat.

"Weve been waiting for you, Generd," he said in acold but courteous tone. "Please follow my
directions and turn left at the next cross street.”

Aitt stood, feet dightly apart, both hands on the helm, his craggy face thrust forward, as he watched
the lighthouse at the harbor entrance dip past with terrible downess. Hiswhole mind and body, every
nerve was concentrated on moving the ship asfar away from the populated city as possible before the
ammonium nitrate was detonated.

The water turned from gray-green to emerald and the ship started to roll dightly asit plowed into the
swells marching in from the sea. The Amy Bigalow was taking in water through her ripped bow plates,
but she still answered her helm and chased after the tailing wake of the tugboat.

Hiswhole body ached from exhaustion. He drove himsdlf on with sheer willpower. The blood from the
cuts he received from the blast of the frigate's guns had hardened into dark red stresks down hisface. He
was oblivious to the sweet and the clothes sticking to his body.

He closed his eyesfor amoment and wished he was back in his hangar apartment with aBombay gin
martini, Stting in asteaming shower. God, he wastired.

A sudden gust of wind blew in through the shattered bridge windows and he opened his eyes again.
He studied the shorelines both port and starboard. The hidden gun emplacements around the harbor



remained silent and there were till no Sgns of aircraft or patrol vessals. Despite the battle with the naval
frigate no darm had been given. The confusion and lack of intelligence among the Cuban military security
forces wereworking in their favor.

The gtill deeping city lingered behind asif tied to the trailing ship's stern. The sun was up now and the
convoy in naked view up and down the coast.

A few more minutes, afew more minutes, he said in his mind over and over.

Velikov was ordered to stop on aquiet corner near Cathedral Square in old Havana. Hewasled into
ashabby building with dusty and cracked windows, past glass cases displaying faded posters of 1940s
movie stars staring at the camerawhile seated at the bar inside.

A one-time watering hole patronized by wealthy American celebrities, Soppy Joeswas now only a
dingy holein the wall, long forgotten except by an elderly few. Four people were seated off to one sde
of the tarnished and neglected bar.

Theinterior was dark and smelled of disinfectant and decay. Velikov didn't recognize hishosts until he
was hafway across the unswept floor. Then he stopped short and stared unbelieving, a sudden nausea
growing within him.

Jessie LeBaron was sitting between astrange fat man and Raul Castro. The fourth party stared back
ominoudy.

"Good morning, Generd," said Fidel Cagtro. "I'm happy you could join us."

<<73>>

Pitt's ears picked up the drone of an aircraft. He released his hold on the whedl and stepped to the
door of the bridge wing.

A pair of helicopter gunships were beating dong the shore from the north. His gaze swung back to the
harbor entrance. A gray warship was charging through the channd at full speed, throwing up abig bow



wave. A Soviet destroyer thistime, pencil-thin, forward gunstrained on the creeping, defensel ess death
ships. The chase that nobody could win was on.

Jack stepped out onto the deck of the tugboat and looked up at the broken, twisted wreck of the
Amy Bigdow'sbridge. He marveled that anyone was ill dive and manning the hdm. He made agesture
to his ear and waited until a hand waved back in understanding. He watched as a crewman hurried to the
freighter's stern and gave the same signal to Moe on board the Ozero Zaysan. Then hereturned inside
and called out on theradio.

"ThisisPisto. Do you read? Over."

"Loud and clear,” replied Fitt.

"I've got you," Moe added.

"Thisisasgood atime as any to tie your helms and abandon ship,” said Jack.

"Good riddance," Moe snorted. "L et these hell buckets go up by themsalves.”

"WEll leave our enginesrunning &t full ahead," said Aitt. "What about the Pisto?"

"I'll man her afew more minutes to make sure the ships don't circle back to shore," replied Jack.

"Better not belate. Castro's boys are coming through the dot.”

"l seethem," said Jack. "Good luck. Out."

Pitt locked the hem in the Dead Ahead position and called up Manny. The tough chief engineer

needed no urging. He and his men were swinging the ship's motor launch out in its davits three minutes
later. They scrambled aboard and were beginning to lower it when Fitt jumped over therailing and

droppedin.
"Almogt left you behind," shouted Manny.
"| radioed the destroyer and told her to stand clear or we'd blow up the munitions ship.”

Before Manny could reply, there was an echoing thunderlike rumble. A few secondslater ashell
plunged into the seafifty yardsin front of the Pisto.

"They didn't buy your bill of goods,” Manny grunted. He started the boat's engine and engaged the
gearbox to equa the ship's headway when they hit the water. The falswere cast off and they were
thrown broadside into the wash, dmost swamping the launch. The Amy Bigaow swept past on her find
voyage, deserted and destined for obliteration.

Manny turned and saw that Moe and his crew were lowering the Ozero Zaysan's launch. It smashed
into aswell and was thrown against the stedl sides with such force that the seams on the starboard side
were sprung and the bottom haf awash, drowning the engine.

"Weve got to help them,” said Fitt.

"Right you are,”" Manny agreed.



Before they could come about, Jack had apprai sed the Situation and yelled through his bullhorn,
"Leavethem be. I'll pick them up after | cut loose. Look to yoursalves and head for shore.”

PFitt took the pilot's chair from a crewman who had smashed hisfingersin the davit ropes. He sheered
the launch toward the tal buildings lining the Maecon waterfront and crammed the throttle againgt its
stop.

Manny was looking back at the tug and the drifting launch that carried Mo€'s crew. Hisface went gray
asthe destroyer fired again and twin columns of water straddled the Pisto. The spray crashed down on
her upper works, but she shook off the deluge and plowed on.

Moe turned away with afedling of dread that he did not show. He knew he would never see his
friendsdiveagan.

Pitt was gauging the distance between the retreating ships and the shore. They were still close enough
for the explosivesto devastate amgjor share of Havana, he judged grimly, way too close.

"Did President Antonov agreeto your plan for my assassination?' Fidel Castro asked.

Velikov stood with arms crossed. He was not offered achair. He glared back at Castro with cold
contempt. "l am aranking military office of the Soviet Union. | demand to be treated accordingly.”

The black, angry eyes of Raul Castro flashed. "Thisis Cuba. Y ou don't demand anything here. Y ou're
nothing but KGB scum.”

"Enough, Raul, enough,” cautioned Fidel. Helooked at Veikov. "Don't toy with us, Generd. I've
studied your documents. Rum and Colais no longer a secret.”

Veikov played out hishand. "I'm fully aware of the operation. Another vicious CIA attempt to
undermine the friendship between Cuba and the Soviet Union.”

"If that is so, why didn't you warn me?"
"Therewasnotime."

"Y ou found time enough to clear out Russian nationds" Raul snapped. "Why were you running avay
a thistimeinthe morning?"

A look of arrogance crossed Velikov'sface. "I won't bother to answer your questions. Need | remind
you | have diplomatic immunity. Y ou have no right to interrogate me."

"How do you intend to set off the explosives?' asked Castro camly.

Veikov stood sllent. The corners of hislipsturned up dightly in asmile at the sound of the distant
rumble of heavy gunfire. Fidel and Raul exchanged glances, but nothing was said between them.



Jess e shuddered as the tension mounted in the small barroom. For amoment she wished shewasa
man so she could beet the truth out of the general. She suddenly felt sick and wanted to scream because
of the costly time that was drifting away.

"Please tdll them what they want to know," she begged. "Y ou can't stand there and alow thousands of
childrento diefor asensdless political cause.”

Veikov did not argue. He remained unmoved.
"I'll be happy to take him out back,” said Hagen.

"Y ou needn't soil your hands, Mr. Hagen," said Fidd. "I have expertsin painful interrogation waiting
outsde.”

"Y ou wouldn't dare," Vdikov snapped.

"Itismy duty to warn you that if you do not halt the detonation you'll be tortured. Not with smple
injectionslike politica prisonersa your mental hospitalsin Russia, but ungpeakable tortures that will
continue day and night. Our finest medical specidistswill keep you dive. No nightmare can do justice to
your suffering, General. Y ou will scream until you can scream no more. Then, when you arelittle more
than avegetable without sight, speech, or hearing, you will be transported and dumped inadum
somewherein North Africawhere you will survive or die, and where no one will rescue or pity acrippled
beggar living infilth. Y ou will become what you Russans cal a nonperson.”

Velikov's shell cracked, but very thinly. "Y ou waste your breath. Y ou are dead. | am dead. We are dl
dead."

"Y ou're mistaken. The ships carrying the munitions and ammonium nitrate have been removed from the
harbor by the very people you blame. At this minute agents of the CIA are sailing them out to seawhere
the explosve forcewill only kill thefish."

Veikov quickly pressed his dim advantage. "No, Senor Presidente, it isyou who are mistaken. The
sound of gunsyou heard afew moments ago came from a Soviet vessal stopping the ships and turning
them back inside the harbor. They may explode too early for your celebration speech, but they will ill
accomplish the end results.”

"You'relying," Fidd sad unesslly.

"Y our reign asthe great father of therevolutionisover,” said Velikov, hisvoice dy and baiting. "I'll
gladly diefor the Russian motherland. Will you sacrifice your life for Cuba? Maybe when you were
young and had nothing to lose, but you're soft now and too used to having others do your dirty work for
you. Y ou've got the good life and you're not about to let it dip away. But it's finished. Tomorrow youll
only be another photograph on awall and anew president will st in your place. One whose loydties
extend to the Kremlin."

Veikov stepped back afew paces and took out asmall case from his pocket.

Hagen recognized it immediately. "An dectronic transmitter. He can send asigna to detonate the
explosvesfrom here."

"Oh, God!" Jessie cried despairingly. "Oh, my God, hesgoing to doit, he'sredly goingto doit.”



"Don't bother to call your bodyguards,” said Velikov. "They'll never react intime."
Fidd stared at him with cold bleak eyes. "Remember what | said.”

Veikov stared back contemptuoudly. " Can you redly picture me screaming in agony in one of your
dirty prisons?'

"Give methetransmitter and you will be free to leave Cuba unharmed.”
"And return to Moscow acowardly figure? 1 think not.”

"It'son your head,” said Fidd, hisexpression a curious blend of anger and fear. "Y ou know your fate if
you detonate the explosives and live.”

"Little chance of that," Vdikov sneered. "This building sitsless than five hundred yards from the harbor
channd. There will be nothing left of us." He paused, hisface as hard as a chisded gargoyle. Then he
said, "Goodbye, Senor Presidente.”

"Y ou bagtard--" Hagen legped over thetablein an incredible digplay of agility for his huge bulk and
was only inches away from Velikov when the Russian pressed the transmitter's Activate switch.

<<74>>

The Amy Bigaow vaporized.

The Ozero Zaysan waited only afraction of asecond longer before blowing hersdlf out of existence.
The combined force of the volatile cargoes ingde the two ships threw up a mountainous column of fiery
debris and smoke that thrust five thousand feet into the tropical sky. A vast vortex opened inthe seaasa
gigantic geyser of maddened water and steam shot up into the smoke and then burst outward.

The brilliant red-white glare flashed across the water with the blinding intensity of ten suns, followed by
athunderous clap that lashed and flattened the wave tops.

The gght of the gdlant little Pisto asthe blast flung her two hundred feet into the air like adisintegrating
skyrocket was locked forever in Pitt's mind. He watched stunned as her shredded remains along with
Jack and his crew splattered into the magl strom like burning hail.



Moe and his crew in the drifting launch smply vanished off the face of the sea.

The explosive fury blew the two helicopter gunships out of the air. Seagulls within two mileswere
crushed by the concussion. The propeller from the Ozero Zaysan whirled across the sea and smashed
into the control castle of the Soviet destroyer, killing every man on the bridge. Twisted stedl plates, rivets,
chain links, and deck gear pelted the city, tearing through walls and roofs like cannon shells. Telephone
poles and streetlights were lashed and broken off at the tease.

Hundreds of people perished in their beds while ill adeep. Many were terribly gashed by flying glass
or crushed by pancaked ceilings. Early-morning workers and pedestrians were picked up off their feet
and crushed againg buildings.

The shock wave struck the city with twice the force of any recorded hurricane, flattening wooden
sructures near the shore as though they were paper toys, collapsing storefronts, shattering a hundred
thousand windows, and hurling parked automobilesinto buildings.

Inside the harbor the monstrous Ozero Bayka went up.

At firgt, flames shot from her hull like blowtorches. Then the whole oil tanker burst openinagiant
fireball. A surge of flaming oil svamped the surrounding waterfront structures and launched achain
reaction of explosions from combustible cargoes sitting on the docks. Fiery meta plunged into oil and gas
storage tanks on the east Side of the harbor. One after another they blew up like atime-sequence
fireworks display, spewing gigantic black smoke clouds over the city.

Anail refinery exploded, then achemica company blew, followed by blasts at a paint company and
fertilizer plant. Two nearby freighters, under way and heading for ses, collided, caught fire, and began to
blaze. A fiery hunk of stedl from the destroyed tanker plummeted into one of ten railroad tank cars
containing propane and sent them up like astring of firecrackers.

Another blast. . . then another. . . and another.

Four miles of waterfront were turned into a holocaust. Ashes and soot covered the city like ablack
snowfal. Few stevedores working the docks survived. Fortunately, the refineries and the chemica plant
were nearly abandoned. Loss of life would have been many times higher if it had not been anationa

holiday.

Theworst of the disaster inside the harbor was past, but the nightmare still facing the rest of the city
had yet to arrive.

Animmensefifty-foot tidal wave rose up out of the vortex and hurtled toward shore. Ritt and the
others stared in awe as the green and white mountain roared after them. They sat there waiting, no panic,
just staring and waiting for the frail little launch to become a shattered piece of wreckage and the water
their tomb.

The seawal dong the Maecon was only thirty yards avay when the horizontd ava anche engulfed the
launch. The crest curled and burst right over them. It tore Manny and three men from their seats, and Pitt



watched them sail through the crashing spray like roof shinglesin atornado. The seawall rushed closer
but the momentum of the wave lifted the launch over the top and dung it across the wide boulevard.

Pitt clutched the hem with such strength that it was torn away from its mounting and he was swept
clear. He thought thiswas the end, but with a conscious effort of will he took adeep bresth and held it as
he was pulled under. Asif in adream he could look down through the strangely clear and demoniac
water, seeing carstumbling in crazy gyrations asif thrown by agiant hand.

Buried deep in the bailing turmoail, he felt strangely detached. It struck him asludicrousthat he was
about to drown on acity street. Hisdesrefor life still clung tenacioudy, but he did not struggle
sensdlesdy and waste precious oxygen. He went lax and vainly tried to peer through the froth, hismind
somehow working with uncanny clarity. He knew that if the wave swept him againgt a concrete building
the rushing tons of water would mash him into the same consstency as awatermelon dropped from an
arplane,

Hisfear would have been heightened if he had seen the launch smash into the second story of an
gpartment building that housed Soviet technicians. The impact collapsed the hull asif the planking were
no stronger than an eggshell. The four-cylinder diesdl engine was tossed through a broken window by the
cascade and ended up in astairwell.

Mercifully, Pitt was siwept into anarrow side street like alog through achute. The flood carried
everything beforeit in agreat tumbling mass of wreckage. But even asit curled around the buildings
strong enough to withstand the ondaught, the wave was dready beginning to die. Within secondsthe
leading edge would reach its high mark and then recede, the retregting torrent sucking human bodies and
loose debris back to the sea.

Pitt began to see stars as hisbrain starved for oxygen. His senses began to shut down one by one. He
fet ajarring blow as his shoulder struck afixed object. He whipped an arm around it, trying to hang on,
but he was thrust forward by the force of the wave. He ran into another flat surface, and thistime he
reached out and clutched it in a degth grip, not recognizing it asasign over ajeweer's shop.

Thethinking, feding equipment of hisbody dowed and shut down asif itseectrical current had
switched off. His head was pounding and blackness was covering the stars bursting behind his eyes. He
existed only on ingtinct, and soon even that would desert him.

The wave had reached its outer limit and began to fdl in on itsdlf, rushing back to the sea. It wastoo
late for Pitt, he was dipping away from consciousness. His brain somehow managed to send out one last
message. An arm clumsly jammed itsway between the Sign and its support shaft that protruded from the
building, and wedged there.

Then his bursting lungs could take no more, and he began to drown.

The great rumble from the explosions echoed away into the hills and sea. There was no sunlight over
the city, no red sunlight. It was hidden by asmoke-blackened pal of incredible density. Thewhole
harbor seemed afire-- the docks, ships, storage tanks, and three square miles of oil-coated water were
bristling with orange and blue flame that streaked up into the dark canopy.



The dreadfully wounded city began to shake off the shock and stagger to itsfeet. Sirens began to
match the noisy intengity of the crackling fires. Thetida wave had flowed back into the Gulf of Mexico,
dragging agreat mass of splintered debris and bodiesin itswake.

Survivors began to ssumble dazed and injured into the streets, like bewildered sheep, shocked at the
enormous devadtation around them, wondering what had happened. Some wandered in shock, unfedling
of their wounds. Others stared dumbly at the huge piece of the Amy Bigalow's rudder that had crashed
through the bus station and mashed four of the vehicles and severa people who were waiting to board.

A piece of the Ozero Zaysan's forward mast was found embedded in the center of Havana Stadium's
soccer fidd. A one-ton winch landed in awing of University Hospital and squashed the only three beds
not occupied in aforty-bed ward. It wasto be widely talked about as only one of ahundred miracles
that happened that day. A great boon to the Catholic Church and asmall setback to Marxism.

Rescue parties began to form as firefighters and police converged on the waterfront. Army unitswere
cdled out dong with the militia There was panic amid the chaos at first. The military forcesturned their
backs on rescue work and manned idand defenses under the mistaken belief the United Stateswas
invading. Theinjured seemed to be everywhere, some screaming in pain, most hobbling or waking awvay
from the flaming harbor.

The earthshaking quake died with the shock waves. The ceiling of Soppy Joe's had falenin, but the
wadls il stood. The barroom was a shambles. Wooden beams, falen plaster, overturned furniture, and
broken bottles lay scattered under athick cloud of dust. The swinging door had been ripped from its
hinges and hung at a crazy angle over Castro's bodyguards, who lay groaning under asmal hill of bricks.

IraHagen hoisted himself painfully to hisfeet and shook hishead to clear it from theringing of the
concussion. He wiped his eyesto penetrate the dust cloud and clutched awall for support. He looked up
through the now open celling and saw pictures till hanging on the walls of the floor above.

Hisfirgt thought was of Jesse. She waslying partidly under the table that till stood in the center of the
room. Her body was crumpled in acurled position. Hagen knelt and gently turned her over.

She lay motionless, appearing lifeless under the coating of white plaster dust, but there was no blood
or seriouswounds. Her eyes were haf open and she groaned. Hagen smiled with relief and removed his
coat. Hefolded and placed it under her head.

She reached up and grasped hiswrist more tightly than he believed possible and stared up at him.

"Dirk isdead," she whispered.

"He might have survived," said Hagen softly, but there was no optimismin histone,

"Dirk isdead," she repeated.

"Don't move," hesaid. "Just lie easy while | check out the Castros.”

Then he rose unsteadily and began searching through the falen debris. The sound of coughing came



from hisleft and he climbed over the rubble until he bumped into the bar.

Raul Castro was hanging on to the raised edge of the bar with both hands, dazed and in shock,
hacking the dust from histhroat. Blood was trickling from his nose and anasty cut on hischin.

Hagen marveled at how close everyone had been sitting before the explosions and how scattered they
were now. He uprighted afallen chair and helped Raul to sit down.

"Areyou dl right, Sr?' Hagen asked, genuinely concerned.

Raul nodded weskly. "I'm dl right. Fide? WhereisFidd ?'

"Sttight. I'l find him."

Hagen moved off through the rubble until he found Fidel Castro. The Cuban leader was on his
stomach and twisted sideway's, shoulders propped up by one arm. Hagen stared in fascination at the
scene on thefloor.

Cadtro's eyes were trained on an upturned face only afoot away. Generd Velikov was spread-eagled
on hisback, alarge beam crushing hislegs. The expression on his face was amixture of defiance and
apprehension. He stared up at Castro through eyes bitter with the taste of defest.

There was not aflicker of emotion in Castro's expression. The plaster dust made him look asthough
he were sculpted in marble. Therigidity of the face, masklike, thetotal concentration, was almost
inhurman.

"Welive, Generd," he murmured triumphantly. "We both live."

"Not right," Vdikov uttered through clenched teeth. "We should dl be dead.”

"Dirk Pitt and the others somehow got the ships through your nava units and out to sea,”" explained
Hagen. "The destructive force of the exploson was only one-tenth of what it might have been if they
remained in the harbor.”

"You havefailed," sad Cagiro. "Cubaremains Cuba."

"So near and yet--" Vdikov shook his head resgnedly. "And now for the revenge you vowed to take
onme."

"You will diefor every one of my countrymen you murdered,” Castro promised, in avoice ascold as
an open grave. "If it takes a thousand deeths or a hundred thousand. Y ou will suffer them all.”

Vdikov grinned crookedly. He seemed to have no nerves at dl. " Another man, another time, and you
will surely bekilled, Fidel. I know. | helped create five dternative plansin case thisonefailed.”



<6>EUREKA! THE LA DORADA

November 8, 1989

Washington, D.C.

<<75>>

Martin Brogan walked into the early-morning cabinet meeting late. The President and the men seated
around the large kidney-shaped table looked up expectantly.

"The shipswere detonated four hours ahead of schedule,”" heinformed them while still stlanding.

His announcement was greeted with solemn silence. Every man at the table had been told of the
unbelievable plan by the Sovietsto remove Castro, and the news struck them more as an inevitable
tragedy than a shocking catastrophe.

"What are the latest reports on loss of |ife?" asked Douglas Oates.

"Too early totell,” replied Brogan. "Thewhole harbor areaiisin flames. The deaths could conceivably
total in the thousands. The devastation, however, isnot nearly as severe aswefirst projected. It appears
our agentsin Havana seized two of the ships and sailed them out of the harbor before they exploded.”

Asthey liglened in contemplative quiet, Brogan read from theinitia reports sent from the Specia
I nterests Section in Havana. He recounted the details of the plan to move the ships and the sketchy
details of the actua operation. Before he had finished, one of his aides entered and dipped him an
updated report. He scanned it sllently and then read thefirst line.

"Fidel and Raul Castro are dive." He paused to gaze at the President. ™Y our man, IraHagen, says he



isin direct contact with the Castros and they have requested any ass stance we can offer in the way of
disaster rdief, including medica personnd and supplies, firefighting equipment, food and clothing, and
aso morgue and embaming experts.”

The President looked at Genera Clayton Metcaf, chairman of thejoint Chiefs of Staff. "Generd ?"

"After your cal last night, | derted Air Trangport Command. We can begin the airlift as soon asthe
people and supplies arrive at the airfields and are loaded on board.”

"Any approach by American military aircraft had better be coordinated or the Cubanswill cut loose
with their surface-to-air missiles," pointed out Secretary of Defense Smmons.

"I'll seeto it aline of communication is opened with their Foreign Ministry,” said Secretary of State
Oates.

"Better makeit clear to Castro that any relief we send is organized under the umbrella of the Red
Cross," added Dan Fawcett. "We don't want to scare him into damming the door."

"An angle we can't overlook," said the President.

"Almost acrime to take advantage of aterrible disaster,” mused Oates. "Still, we can't deny it'sa
heaven-sent opportunity to cement relations with Cuba and defuse revol utionary fever throughout the
Americas"

"I wonder if Castro has ever studied Simon Bolivar?' the President asked no onein particular.

"The Grest Liberator of South Americaisone of Castro'sidols,” replied Brogan. "Why do you ask?"

"Then perhaps he'sfindly heeded one of Bolivar's quotations.

"Which quotation isthat, Mr. President?'

The President looked from face to face around the table before answering. " " "Hewho servesa
revolution plowsthesea." "

<<76>>



The chaos dowly subsided and the rescue work began as the popul ation of Havanarecovered from
the shock. Hurricane emergency procedures were put into operation. Army and militiaunitsaong with
paramedics sfted through the rubble, lifting the bodies of the living into ambulances and the dead into
trucks.

The Santa Clara convent, dating from 1643, was taken over as atemporary hospital and quickly filled.
The wards and corridors of University Hospital soon overflowed. The e egant old Presidentia Palace,
now the museum of the revolution, was turned into a morgue.

Injured people walked the streets bleeding, staring vacantly or searching desperately for loved ones. A
clock on top of abuilding in Cathedral Square of old Havana sat frozen at 6:21. Some residents who had
fled their homes during the havoc began to drift back. Others who had no homesto return to walked
through the streets, picking their way around the bodies, carrying smal bundles containing sdvaged

possessions.

Every fire unit for ahundred miles streamed into the city and vainly fought the fires spreading
throughout the waterfront. A tank of chlorine gas exploded, adding its poison to the ravages of the blaze.
Twicethe hundreds of firefighters had to run for cover when a change of wind whipped the blistering heeat
inther faces.

Even while the rescue operations were being organized, Fiddl Castro launched apurge of didoya
government officials and military officers. Raul personaly directed the roundup. Most had abandoned the
city, having been forewarned of Rum and Cola by Véikov and the KGB. One by onethey were
arrested, each one stunned by the news the Castro brothers were till dive. By the hundreds they were
transported under heavy guard to a secret prison compound deep in the mountains, never to be seen

agan.

At two o'clock in the afternoon thefirst U.S. Air Force heavy cargo plane landed at Havanas
internationa airport. Soon aconstant stream of aircraft were arriving. Fidel Castro was on hand to greet
the volunteer doctors and nurses. He personally saw to it that Cuban relief committees stood by to
receive the supplies and cooperate with the incoming Americans.

By early evening, Coast Guard and firefighting vessals from the port of Miami began to stream over
the smoke-filled horizon. Bulldozers, heavy equipment, and oil-fire experts from Texas moved into the
fiery wreckage along the harbor and wasted no time in attacking the flames.

Despite past palitical differences the imagination of the United States and Cuba seemed to legp to the
occasion and everyone worked together closely on the specific emergenciesto be met.

Admird Sandecker and Al Giordino stepped off aNUMA jet late in the afternoon. They hitched a
ride on atruck, loaded with bed linen and military cots, asfar as a distribution depot, where Giordino
hot-wired and borrowed an abandoned Fiat.

The fase sunset from the flamestinted their faces red through the windshield as they gazed
increduloudy &t the gigantic smoke cloud and great sea of fire.

After nearly an hour of winding their way through the city and being directed by police through



complicated detours to avoid streets choked with debris and rescue vehicles, they finally reached the
Swiss Embassy.

"We have our job cut out,” said Sandecker, staring at the ruined buildings and the wreckage littering
the wide boulevard of the Malecon.

Giordino nodded sadly. "He may never befound.”
"Still, weoweittohimtotry."
"Yes," Giordino sad heavily. "We owe Dirk that."

They turned and waked through the battered entrance of the embassy and were directed to the
communications room of the Specid Interests Section.

The room was jammed with news correspondents, waiting their turn to transmit reports of the disaster.
Sandecker shouldered hisway through the throng and found a heavyset man dictating to aradio
operator. When the man finished, Sandecker tapped him on thearm.

"You IraHagen?'
"Yes, I'm Hagen." The hoarse voice matched thetired linesin the face.
"Thought s0," said Sandecker. "The President described you in some detail.”

Hagen patted his rotund stomach and forced asmile. "'I'm not hard to pick out in acrowd." Then he
paused and looked at Sandecker strangely. "Y ou say the President--"

"I met with him four hours ago in the White House. My name is James Sandecker and thisis Al
Giordino. Werewith NUMA."

"Yes, Admird, | know the name. What can | do for you?"
"We're friends of Dirk Fitt and Jesse LeBaron.”

Hagen closed his eyesfor asecond and then gazed at Sandecker steadily. "Mrs. LeBaron isone hell
of awoman. Except for afew smadl cuts and bruises, she came out of the explosion in good shape. She's
helping out a an emergency hospita for childreninthe old cathedrd. But if you'relooking for Aitt, I'm
afraid you're wasting your time. He was at the helm of the Amy Bigal ow when she blew up.”

Giordino suddenly felt Sick at heart. "There's no chance he might have escaped?”

"Of the men who fought off the Russians on the docks while the ships dipped out to sea, only two
survived. Every one of the crew on board the ships and tugboat is missing. Thereslittle hope any of them
madeit clear intime. And if the explosionsdidn't kill them, they surely must have drowned in thetidal
wave."

Giordino clenched hisfistsin frustration. He turned and faced away so the others couldn't see the tears
rimming hiseyes



Sandecker shook his head in sorrow. "Wed like to make a search of the hospitals.”

"| hate to sound heartless, Admira, but you'd do better to look in the morgues.”
"WEeIl do bath."

"I'll ask the Swissto arrange a diplomatic pass so you can move fredly about the city.”
"Thank you."

Hagen looked at both men, his eyesfilled with compassion. "If it's any consolation, your friend Pitt was
respongible for saving ahundred thousand lives."

Sandecker stared back, a sudden proud look on hisface. "And if you knew Dirk Fitt, Mr. Hagen,
you'd have expected no less."
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With not much optimism, Sandecker and Giordino began looking for Fitt in the hospitas. They
stepped over countless wounded who lay in rows on the floors as nurses administered what aid they
could and teams of exhausted doctors labored in the operating rooms. Numerous times they stopped and
helped move stretcher cases before continuing the hunt.

They could not find Aitt among theliving.

Next they searched through the makeshift morgues, some with trucks waiting in front containing bodies
stacked four and five deep. A smdl army of embamers worked feverishly to prevent the spread of
disease. The dead lay everywhere like cordwood, their faces bare, staring vacantly at the callings. Many
were too burned and mutilated to identify and were later buried in amass ceremony in the Colon
cemetery.

One harried morgue attendant showed them the remains of aman reported to have been washed in
from the sea. It was not Ritt, and they failed to identify Manny because they did not know him.

The early-morning sun rose over the ravaged city. Moreinjured were found and carried to the
hospitals, more dead to the morgues. Troops with fixed bayonets walked the streets to prevent looting.



Fames gill raged in the dock area, but the firefighters were making headway. The vast cloud il
bloomed black in the sky, and airline pilots reported that easterly winds had carried it asfar asMexico

City.

Sickened by the sights they witnessed that night, Sandecker and Giordino were glad to see daylight
again. They drove to within three blocks of Cathedral Plaza and were stopped by wreckage blocking the
sreets. They walked the rest of the way to the temporary children's hospitd to find Jessie.

She was soothing asmall girl who was whimpering as a doctor encased adim brown leg in acast.
Jessielooked up at the admird and Giordino asthey approached. Unconscioudy her eyes wandered
over their faces, but her weary mind did not recognize them.

"Jesse" sad Sandecker softly. "It's Im Sandecker and Al Giordino."

She looked at them for afew seconds and then it began to register. "Admiral. Al. Oh, thank God
you've come." She whispered something in the girl's ear, and then stood and embraced them both, crying
uncontrollably.

The doctor nodded at Sandecker. " She's been working like ademon for twenty hours straight. Why
don't you seeto it shetakes abreather.”

Each man took an arm and eased her outside. They gently lowered her to asitting position on the
cathedral steps.

Giordino sat down in front of Jessie and looked at her. She was il dressed in combat fatigues. The
camouflage pattern was now blotched with bloodstains. Her hair was damp with perspiration and
tangled, her eyesred from the pervasive smoke.

"I'm so glad you found me," she said findly. "Did you just arrive?”

"Last night,” replied Giordino. "Weve been looking for Dirk."

She gazed blankly at the great smoke cloud. "He'sgone," she said asif in atrance.

"The bad penny awaysturns up,” Giordino muttered absently.

"They'redl gone-- my husband, Dirk, so many others." Her voice died.

"Isthere coffee anywhere?' said Sandecker, changing the tack of the conversation. "I think we could
al useacup.”

Jessie nodded weakly toward the entrance to the cathedrd. " A poor woman whose children are badly
injured has been making some for the volunteers.”

"I'll getit," said Giordino. He rose and disappeared insde.

Jessie and the admiral sat there for severa moments, listening to the sirens and watching the flames
leap inthe distance.

"When we return to Washington,” Sandecker said a lagt, "if | can helpinany way. . ."



"Y ou're most kind, Admira, but | can manage." She hesitated. "Thereis one thing. Do you think that
Raymond's body might be found and shipped homefor buria ?*

"I'm sure after al you've done, Castro will cut through any red tape.”

"Strange how we became drawn into al this because of the treasure.”

"TheLaDorada?"

Jesseseyes stared at agroup of figures walking toward them in the distance, but she gave no sign of
seeing them. "Men have been beguiled by her for nearly five hundred years, and most have died because
of their lust to own her. Stupid. . . stupid to waste lives over astatue.”

"Sheistill consdered the greatest treasure of them al.”

Jessie closed her eyestiredly. "Thank heavensit's hidden. Who knows how many men would kill for
it
"Dirk would never climb over someone's bonesfor money,” Sandecker said. "I know him too well. He

wasin it for the adventure and the challenge of solving amystery, not for profit.”

Jessiedid not reply. She opened her eyes and finally took notice of the approaching party. She could
not see them clearly. One of them seemed seven feet tdl through the yellow haze from the smoke. The
otherswere quite smdl. They were Singing, but she couldn't make out the tune.

Giordino returned with asmall board holding three cups. He stopped and stared for along moment at
the group threading their way through the rubblein the plaza

Thefigurein the middle wasn't seven feet tdl, but aman with asmall boy perched on his shoulders.
The boy |ooked frightened and tightly laced his hands around the man's forehead, obscuring the upper
part of hisface. A young girl was cradled in one muscled arm, while the opposite hand was clutched by a
girl no morethanfive. A string of ten or eleven other children followed close behind. They sounded asif
they were snging in hating English. Three dogs trotted aongside and yapped in accompaniment.

Sandecker looked at Giordino curiously. The barrel-chested Itaian blinked away the eye-watering
smoke and gazed with an intense wondering expression &t the strange and pathetic sight.

The man looked like an gpparition, exhausted, desperately so. His clothes were in tatters and he
walked with alimp. The eyes were sunken and the gaunt face was streaked with dried blood. Y et hisjaw
was determined, and he led the children in song with abooming voice.

"I must go back towork," said Jessie, struggling to her feet. "Those children will need care.”

They were close enough now so that Giordino could make out the song they were singing.

I'm a'Y ankee Doodle Dandy. A Y ankee Doodledo or die. . .

Giordino's jaw dropped and his eyeswidened in disbelief. He pointed in uncomprehending awe. Then
he threw the coffee cups over his shoulder and bounded down the steps of the cathedral like a madman.

"It'shim!" he shouted.



A red live nephew of my Uncle Sam. Born on the fourth of July.
"What wasthat?' Sandecker shouted after him. "What did you say?"

Jessiejumped to her feet, suddenly obliviousto the wrenching fatigue, and ran after Giordino. "He's
come back!" she cried.

Then Sandecker took off.

The children stopped in midchorus and huddled around the man, frightened at the sudden appearance
of three people shouting and running toward them. They clung to him aslifeitsdf. The dogs closed ranks
around hislegs and began barking louder than ever.

Giordino hated and stood there only two feet away, not sure of what to say that was meaningful. He
gmiled and smiled inimmense ddight and relief. At last he found histongue.

"Welcome back, Lazarus."

Pitt grinned impishly. "Hello, pa. Y ou wouldn't happen to have adry martini in your pocket?"
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Six hours|later Pitt was deegping like astonein an empty acove of the cathedral. He had refused to go
down until the children were cared for and the dogs fed. Then he inssted that Jessie get some rest too.

They lay afew feet gpart on double blankets that served as pads against the hard tile floor. Faithful
Giordino sat in awicker chair a the entrance of the alcove, guarding againgt invasion of their deep,
shushing an occasiona band of children who played too close and too loud.

He diffened at the sight of Sandecker approaching with agroup of uniformed Cubans at hishedls. Ira
Hagen was among them, looking older and far moretired than when Giordino had last seen him, hardly
twenty hours previoudy. The man next to Hagen and directly behind the admira, Giordino recognized
immediately. He rose to his feet as Sandecker nodded toward the deeping figures.

"Wakethem up,” hesad quietly.



Jessie struggled up from the depths and moaned. Giordino had to shake her by the shoulder severd
timesto keep her from dipping back again. Still bone-tired and drugged from deep, she sat up and
shook her head to clear the blurriness.

Fitt came awake amogt ingtantly, his mind triggered like an darm clock. He twisted around and
elbowed himsdf to agtting position, eyes dert and sweeping the men standing around him in ahaf circle,

"Dirk," said Sandecker. "Thisis Presdent Fiddl Castro. He was making an ingpection tour of the
hospitals and was told you and Jessie were here. Hed like to talk to you.”

Before Pitt could make aremark, Castro stepped forward, took his hand, and pulled him to his feet
with surprising strength. The magnetic brown eyes met with piercing opaine green. Castro wore nest,
darched olive fatigues with acommander in chief's shoulder insgnia, in contrast to Aitt, who till had on
the same ragged and dirty clothes as when he arrived at the cathedral.

"So thisisthe man who madeidiots out of my security police and saved the city,” said Castroin

Spanish.

Jessetrandated, and Pitt made anegative gesture. "'l was only one of the luckier men who survived.
At least two dozen others died trying to prevent the tragedy.”

"If the ships had exploded while il tied to the docks, most of Havanawould now be aleveled
wagtdand. A tomb for myself aswell as hdf amillion people. Cubais grateful and wishesto makeyou a
Hero of the Revolution.”

"There goes my standing in the neighborhood,” muttered Fitt.

Jessiethrew him adistasteful look and didn't trandate.

"What did he say?" asked Castro.

Jessie cleared her throat. "Ah. . . he said he is honored to accept.”

Castro then asked Pitt to describe the seizing of the ships. "Tdl mewhat you saw," he said politely.
"Everything you know that happened. From the beginning.”

"Starting with the time we left the Swiss Embassy?* Fitt asked, his eyes narrowed in furtive but shrewd
reflection.

"If you wish," answered Castro, comprehending the look.

AsPitt narrated the desperate fight on the docks and the struggle to move the Amy Bigalow and the
Ozero Zuysun from the harbor, Castro interrupted with abarrage of questions. The Cuban leader's
curiogity wasinsatiable. The report took amost aslong asthe actua event.

Aitt related the facts as straight and unemotiondly as he could, knowing he could never do justice to
the incredible courage of men who sdflesdy gavether livesfor people of another country. Hetold of



Clark's magnificent holding action against overwhelming odds-- how Manny and Moe and their crews
struggled in the dark bowels of the shipsto get them under way, knowing they could be blown into atoms
at any moment. He told how Jack and his crew stayed with the tugboat, towing the death ships out to sea
until it wastoo late to escape. He wished they could al be there to tell their own stories, and he
wondered what they might have said. He smiled to himsdlf, knowing how Manny would have turned the
ar bluewith pungent language.

At last Aitt told of being swept into the city by the tidal wave and blacking out, and how he regained
consciousness hanging upside down from an overhead jewel ry-shop sign. He related how staggering
through the debris he heard alittle girl crying, and pulled her and abrother from under the wreckage of a
collapsed gpartment building. After that he seemed to attract lost children like a magnet. Rescue workers
added to his collection during the night. When no more could be found dive, a policeman directed Fitt to
the children's hospital and relief center, where he was discovered by hisfriends.

Suddenly Ritt's voicetrailed off and he dropped hishands limply to hissides. "That'sal thereisto tell."

Cadtro looked at Pitt steadily, hisfacefilled with emotion. He stepped forward and embraced him.
"Thank you," he murmured in abroken voice. Then he kissed Jessie on both cheeks and shook Hagen's
hand. "Cubathanksyou al. Wewill not forget."

Pitt looked a Castro dyly. "'l wonder if | might ask afavor?’

"Y ou have but to nameit," Castro quickly answered.

Pitt hesitated, then he said, "Thereisthistaxi driver named Herberto Figueroa. If | wereto find him a
restored 'fifty-seven Chevrolet in the States and have it shipped, do you suppose you could arrange for
him to take delivery. Herberto and | would both be very grateful .”

"But of course. I'll persondly seeto it he receivesyour gift."

"Thereisone morefavor,” said Fitt.

"Don't push your luck," whispered Sandecker.

"What isit?' Castro asked courteoudy.

"] wonder if | could borrow a boat with acrane?
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The bodies of Manny and three of his crew were identified. Clark wasfished out of the channd by a
fishing boat. Their remains were flown back to Washington for buria. Nothing of Jack, Moe, and the rest
ever turned up.

Thefirewasfindly under control four days after the death ships were blown out of existence. The
fina, stubborn blaze would not be extinguished until aweek later. Another six weeks would pass before
thelast of the dead were found. Many were never found at al.

The Cubans were meticulousin their accounting. They eventually compiled acompletelist of
causdlities. The known dead cameto 732. Theinjured totaled 3,769. The missing were calculated at
197.

At the President's urging, Congress passed an emergency aid bill of $45 million to help the Cubans
rebuild Havana. The President aso, as agesture of goodwill, lifted the thirty-five-year-old trade
embargo. At last Americans could legdly smoke good Havanacigars again.

After the Russians were expdlled, their only representation in Cubawas a Specid Interests Sectionin
the Polish Embassy. The Cuban people shed no tears at their departure.

Cadtro gill remained aMarxist revolutionary at heart, but he was mellowing. After agreeing in principle
to the U.S.-Cuban friendship pact, he unhesitantly accepted an invitation to visit with the President at the
White House and make an address before Congress, athough he did grumble when asked to keep his
gpeech to twenty minutes.

At dawn on the third day after the explosions an old pedling, weather-worn vessal dropped anchor
amost in the exact center of the harbor. Fireboats and salvage craft swept past her asthough shewerea
disabled car in the center of ahighway. She was a squat workboat, broad and beamy, about sixty feet in
length with asmall derrick on the stern whose boom extended over the water. Her crew seemed
obliviousto thefrenzy of activity going on around them.

Most of the flamesin the dock area had been extinguished, but firemen were still pouring thousands of
gdlons of water on the smoldering debrisingde the heat-twisted framework of the warehouses. Severa
blackened oil storage tanks across the harbor sputtered with stubborn flame, and the acrid pall of smoke
reeked of burned oil and rubber.

Pitt stood on the bleached deck of the workboat and squinted through the smoky yellow haze at the
wreck of the ail tanker. All that remained of the Ozero Bayka was the scorched superstructure on the
stern that rose grotesque and distorted above the oily water. He turned his attention to a small compass
he held in one hand.

"Isthisthe spot?' asked Admira. Sandecker.

"Cross bearings on the landmarks check out,” Pitt answered.



Giordino stuck his head out the wheelhouse window. "The magnetometer isgoing crazy. Wereright
over aheavy massof iron."

Jessie was ditting on a hatch. She wore gray shorts and a pale blue blouse and |ooked like her old
luscious Hf.

Sheflashed acuriouslook at Fitt. ™Y ou gtill haven't told me why you think Raymond hid the La
Dorada on the bottom of the harbor and how you know exactly where to look."

"I was stupid not catch on immediately,” explained Aitt. " The words sound the same, and |
misinterpreted them. | thought hislast words were "Look on the m-&i-n s-i-g-h-t." What he was redly
trying to say was "Look on the M-a-i-n-a s-i-t-e."

Jesselooked confused. "Maine Ste?"

"Remember Pearl Harbor, the Alamo, and the Maine. On or about this spot in 1898 the battleship
Maine blew up and launched the Spanish-American War."

An edge of excitement began to form inside her. "Raymond threw the statue on top of an old
shipwreck?'

"Shipwreck site,” Fitt corrected her. "The hulk of the Maine was raised and towed out to sea, where
shewas sunk with flag flyingin 1912."

"But why would Raymond deliberately throw the treasure away?'

"It al goes back to when he and his marine salvage partner, Hans Kronberg, discovered the Cyclops
and savaged the La Dorada. It should have been atriumph for two friends who fought the odds together
and stole the most sought-after treasure in history from a possessive sea. And it should have had a happy
ending. But the tale turned sour. Raymond LeBaron wasin love with Kronberg'swife."

Jessésface tensed in understanding. "Hilda"

"Y es. Hilda. He had two motives for wanting to get rid of Hans. The treasure and awoman. Somehow
he must have talked Hans into making another dive after the La Doradawas raised. Then he cut the
lifdine, leaving hisfriend to die ahorrible death. Can you imagine what it must have been like, strangling
in agony deep ingde asted crypt like the Cyclops?”

Jesse averted her eyes. "1 can't bring mysdlf to believe you.”

"Y ou saw Kronberg's body with your own eyes. Hildawas the real key. She outlined most of the
sordid story. | only had tofill inafew details."

"Raymond could never commit murder.”

"He could and he did. With Hans out of the picture he went one step further. He dodged the Internal
Revenue Service-- who can blame him when you remember the federal government collected over eighty
percent of income above $150,000 in the late fifties and sidestepped atime-consuming lawsuit from
Brazil, which would have rightly claimed the Satue as a stolen nationd treasure. He kept quiet and set a
coursefor Cuba. A shifty man, your lover.



"The problem he now faced was how to dispose of it. Who could afford to pay even afraction of
twenty to fifty million dollarsfor an art object? He was dso afraid that once the word was out the current
Cuban dictator, Fulgencio Batista, aracketeer of the first magnitude, would have it seized. And if Batista
didn't grab it for himself, the army of Mafiahoods he invited into Cuba after the Second World War
would. So Raymond decided to carve up the LaDoradaand sdll it bit by bit.

"Unfortunately for him, histiming was bad. He sailed his savage boat into Havana on the same day
that Castro and hisrebels swarmed into town after toppling Batistals corrupt government. The
revolutionary forcesimmediately closed down the harbors and airports to stop Batista's cronies from
fleeing the country with uncountable wedth."

"LeBaron got nothing?' asked Sandecker. "Helogt it al?!

"Not entirely. He redlized he was trapped and it was only aquestion of time before the revolutionaries
searched his salvage boat and found the La Dorada. His only option was to hack out whatever he could
carry and catch the next plane back to the States. Under cover of night he must have dipped his salvage
boat into the harbor, hoisted the statue overboard, and dumped it on top of the Site where the battleship
Maine had blown up seventy years before. Naturaly he planned to come back and retrieve it after the
chaos died down, but Castro didn't play according to LeBaron's rules. Cubas honeymoon with the
United States soon fell gpart and he could never return and raise three tons of priceless treasure under
the eyes of Castro's security.”

"What piece of the statue did he remove?" Jessie asked.

"According to Hilda, he pried out the ruby heart. Then, after he smuggled it home, he discreetly had it
cut, faceted, and sold through brokers. Now he had enough leverage to reach the pinnacle of high finance
with Hildaat hissde. Raymond LeBaron had arrived in fat city.”

For along moment they were quiet, each with his own thoughts, envisioning adesperate LeBaron
throwing the golden woman over the side of his boat thirty years ago.

"The LaDorada," said Sandecker, breaking the silence. "Her weight would have pushed her deep
beneath the soft it of the harbor bottom.”

"The admira hasapoint,” said Giordino. "LeBaron failed to consder that finding her again would bea
major operation.”

"| admit that bothered metoo,” said Fitt. "He must have known that after the Army Corps of Engineers
stripped and removed the main hull section of the Maine hundreds of tons of wreckage were left
embedded in the mud, making her dmost impossible to find. The most sophisticated metal detector that
money can buy won't pick out one particular object in ajunkyard.”

"So the statue will lie down there forever," said Sandecker. "Unless someday, someone comes along
and dredges up half the harbor until he Strikesit."

"Maybe not," Fitt said thoughtfully, his mind seeing something only he could see. "Raymond LeBaron
was a canny character. Hewas also a professona salvage man. | believe he knew exactly what he was
doing."

"What areyou aiming at?" asked Sandecker.



"He put the statue over the side, dl right. But I'm betting he very dowly lowered her feet first so she
came down on the bottom standing up.”

Giordino stared down at the deck. "Might be," he said dowly. "Might be. How tall is she?
"About eight feet, including the base.”

"Thirty yearsfor threetonsto settlein themud. . ." mused Sandecker. "It's possible a couple of feet of
her may il be protruding from the harbor floor."

Aitt smiled distantly. "Well know as soon as Al and | dive down and run asearch pattern.”

Asif on cuethey al became quiet and gazed over the Sdeinto the water, oil-dicked and ash-coated,
dark and secretive. Somewhere in the sinister green depths La Dorada beckoned.
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Aitt sood in full dive gear and watched the bubbles rising from the deep and bursting on the surface.
He glanced at hiswatch, marking the time. Giordino had been down nearly fifty minutes at adepth of
forty feet. He went on watching the bubbles and saw them gradudly travel in acircle. He knew that
Giordino had enough air left for one more 360-degree sweep around the descent line tied to a buoy
about thirty yards from the boat.

The small crew of Cubans Sandecker had recruited were very quiet. Pitt looked along the deck and
saw them lined up & therall beside the admira, staring as though hypnotized at the glitter from the
bubbles.

Aitt turned to Jessie, who was standing beside him. She hadn't said aword or moved inthe last five
minutes, her face tense with deep concentration, her eyes shining with excitement. She was swept up in
the anticipation of seeing alegend. Then suddenly she called out. "L ook!

A dark form rose from the depths amid a cloud of bubbles, and Giordino's head broke the water near
the buoy. Herolled over on hisback and paddled easily with hisfinsuntil he reached the ladder. He
handed up hisweight belt and twin air cylinder before climbing to the deck. He pulled off hisface mask
and spit over theside.

"How did it go?" asked Fitt.



"Okay," Giordino answered. "Here'sthe Situation. | made elght sweeps around the base point where
the buoy's descent line is anchored. Vishility islessthan three feet. We may have alittleluck. The
bottom isamixture of sand and mud, so it's not real soft. The statue may not have sunk over her head.”

"Current?"'
"About aknot. You can livewithit."
"Any obstructions?'

"A few bitsand pieces of rusted wreckage protrude from the bottom, so be careful not to snag your
diganceline"

Sandecker came up behind Pitt and made afina check of his gear. Pitt stepped through an openingin
therall and set the air regulator's mouthpiece between his teeth.

Jessie gave his arm a gentle squeeze through the protective dry suit. "Luck," she sad.

Hewinked at her through the face mask and then took along step forward. The bright sunlight was
diffused by a sudden burst of bubbles as he was engulfed by the green void. He siwam out to the buoy
and started down the descent line. The yellow nylon braid faded and vanished afew feet below in the
opague murk.

Pitt followed the line cautioudly, taking histime. He paused onceto clear hisears. Lessthan aminute
later the bottom abruptly seemed to lift up toward him and meet his outstretched hand. He again paused
to adjust his buoyancy compensator vest and check his watch for the time, compass for direction, and air
pressure gauge. Then he took the distance line Giordino had attached to the descent line by aclip and
moved out dong theradius.

After swvimming about twenty-four feet his hand came in contact with aknot in the line Giordino had
tied to measure the outer perimeter of hislast sweep. After ashort distance, Pitt spied an orange stake
standing in the muck that marked the starting point for his circular search pattern. Then he moved out
another six-foot increment, held the line taut, and began his sweep, his eyestaking in the three-foot
vighility on both Sdes.

The water was desolate and lifelessand smelled of chemicals. He passed over colonies of dead sea
life, crushed by the concussion from the burgting il tanker, their bodies rolling across the bottom with the
tide like leaves under agentle breeze. He had sweated insde his dry suit under the sun on the boat, and
he was swegting ingdeit now forty feet below the surface. He could hear the sounds of the rescue boats
racing back and forth across the harbor, the roar of their exhaust and cavitation of their propellers
magnified by the dengity of the water.

Y ard by yard he scanned the barren harbor until he completed afull circle. He moved the marker out
and started another sweep in the opposite direction.

Divers often experience great |oneliness when swimming over an underwater desert with nothing to see
beyond ahand's reach. The real world with people, lessthan fifty feet away on the surface, ceasesto
exis. They experience a carel ess abandon and an indifference toward the unknown. Their perception
becomes distorted and they began to fantasize.



Pitt felt none of those things, except maybe atouch of afantasy. He was drunk with the hunt and so
absorbed in seeing the treasured statue in his mind, gleaming gold and brilliant green, that he dmost
missed avague form looming up through the mist on hisright.

Rapidly kicking hisfins, he swam toward it. The object was round and indistinct and partly buried. The
two feet that protruded from the silt were coated with dime and strands of sea growth that waved with
the current.

A hundred times Pitt had wondered how he'd fed, how he would react when he confronted the golden
woman. What heredlly felt wasfear, fear that it was only afalse darm and the search might never end.

Sowly, apprehensively, he wiped away the dimy growth with his gloved hands. Tiny particles of
vegetation and siit billowed in abrown swirl, obscuring the thing. He waited under an eerie sllence until
the cloud melted into the watery gloom.

He moved closer, floating just above the bottom, until hisface was only afew inches away from the
mysterious object. He stared through his face mask, his mouth suddenly going dry, his heart pounding like
acaypso drum.

With alook of timeless melancholy, apair of emerad-green eyes stared back at him.

Pitt had found La Dorada.

January 4, 1990

Washington, D.C.

<<81>>

The President's announcement of the Jersey Colony and the exploits of Eli Steinmetz and his moon
team electrified the nation and caused a worldwide sensation.



Every evening for aweek televison viewers were treated to pectacular scenes of the lunar landscape
never viewed during the brief Apollo landings. The struggle of the men to survive while congtructing a
livable habitat was aso shown in dramétic detail.

Steinmetz and the others became the heroes of the hour. They were feted across the country,
interviewed on countless television talk shows, and given the traditiond ticker tape paradein New Y ork.

The cheersfor the moon colonists triumph had the ring of old-fashioned patriotism, but the impact
went deeper, broader. Now there was something tangible beyond the short, showy flights above the
earth'samosphere, a permanencein space, solid proof that man could live alifefar from hishome
planet.

The President looked buoyant at a private dinner party he hosted in honor of the "inner core" and the
colonigts. Hismood was far different from thefirst time he had confronted the men who conceived and
launched the moon base. He held out aglass of champagne to Hudson, who was staring absently through
the roomful of people asthough it were silent and empty.

"Your mind lost in space, Leo?'

Hudson's eyes fixed on the President for amoment, and then he nodded. "My apologies. A nasty habit
of mine, tuning out & parties.”

"I'll bet you're hatching plansfor anew settlement on the moon.”
Hudson smiled wryly. "Actudly, | wasthinking of Mars™

"So the Jersey Colony isnot theend.”

"Therewill never be an end, only the beginning of ancther beginning.”

"Congresswill ride with the mood of the country and vote funding to expand the colony. But an
outpost on Mars-- you're talking heavy money.”

"If we don't do it now, the next generation will."
"Got aname for the project?’
Hudson shook his head. "Haven't given it much thought.”

"I've often wondered," the President said, "where you came up with “Jersey Colony.

"You didn't guess?'
"Theresthe state of New Jersey, theide of Jersey off the French coast, Jersey swedters. . "
"It'salso abreed of cow.”

"Awhat?'



"The nursery rhyme, "Hey diddle diddle,/The cat and thefiddle,/ The cow jumped over the moon.

The President looked blank for amoment, and then he broke out laughing. When he recovered he
said, "My God, there'sirony for you. Man's greatest achievement was named after aMother Goose

"She'struly exquisite,” said Jessie.
"Yes, gorgeous,” agreed Pitt. ™Y ou never tire of looking &t her."

They gazed in rapt fascination at the La Dorada, which now stood in the East Building central court of
Washington's Nationa Gallery. The burnished golden body and the polished emerald head gleamed
under the sun'sraysthat shone through the great skylight. The dramatic effect was avesome. Her
unknown Indian sculptor had portrayed her with compelling beauty and grace. She stood in arelaxed
posture, one leg in front of the other, arms dightly bent at the elbows with hands extended outward from
thesides.

Her rose quartz pedestal sat atop afive-foot-high solid block of Brazilian rosewood. The missing heart
had been replaced by one crafted out of crimson glass that almost matched the splendor of the original

ruby.

Throngs of people stared in wonder at the dazzling Sight. A line stretched outside the gallery by the
mall for nearly aquarter of amile. La Dorada even surpassed the attendance record for the King Tut
atifacts.

Every dignitary in the capita appeared to pay homage. The President and hiswife escorted Hilda
Kronberg-LeBaron to the preopening viewing. She sat in her whedlchair, acontent old lady with
sparkling eyes who smiled and smiled as the President honored the two men in her past with a short
dedication speech. When he lifted her out of her chair so she could touch the statue, there wasn't adry
eyeinthe house.

"Strange," Jesse murmured, "when you think about how it al began with the shipwreck of the Cyclops
and ended on the shipwreck of the Maine."

"Only for us" Fitt said distantly. "For her it began four hundred years ago in aBrazilian jungle.”
"Hard to imagine such athing of beauty has caused so many degths.”
Hewasnt listening and didn't reply.

Sheflashed acuriouslook at him. Hewas staring intently at the statue, hismind lost in another time,
another place.

"Rich the treasure, sweet the pleasure,” she quoted.

He dowly turned and looked &t her, his eyes refocusing on the present. The spell was broken. "I'm



sorry," hesaid.
Jesse couldn't hep smiling. "When areyou going to giveit atry?"
Try?
"Rush off to search for LaDoradas logt city?"

"No need to rush,” Ritt replied, suddenly laughing. "It's not going anywhere.”



