Dragon By Clive Cuder

DENNINGS DEMONS

August 6, 1945

Shemyaldand, Alaska

The devil dutched abomb in hisleft hand, apitchfork in hisright, and smirked impishly. He might have
appeared menacing if it wasn't for the exaggerated eyebrows and the half-moon eyes. They gave him
more of adeepy gremlin look than the fiendish expression expected from the ruler of hell. Y et he wore
the customary red suit and sprouted regulation horns and long forked tail. Oddly, the clawlike toenails of
hisfeet were curled over agold bar that was labeled 24 K.

In black letters above and below the circled figure on the fuselage of the B-29 bomber were the
words Dennings Demons.

Theaircraft, named for its commander and crew, sat like aforlorn ghost under a sheet of rain driven



southward over the Aleutian Idands by awind from the Bering Sea. A battery of portable lights
illuminated the area beneath the open belly of the plane, casting wavering shadows from the ground crew
on the glistening a uminum body, FHashes of lightning added to the haunting scene, stabbing the darkness
of thearfidd with disturbing frequency.

Magor Charles Dennings leaned against one of the twin tires of the starboard landing gear, hands
shoved deep into the pockets of hisleather flight jacket, and observed the activity around hisaircraft. The
entire areawas patrolled by armed MP's and K-9 sentries. A small camera crew recorded the event. He
watched with uneasy trepidation as the obese bomb was ddlicately winched into the modified bomb bay
of the B-29. It wastoo large for the bomber's ground clearance and had to be hoisted out of a pit.

During histwo years as one of the top bomber pilotsin Europe, with over forty missonsto his credit,
he had never laid eyes on such amongtrosity. He saw it as agigantic overinflated football with
nonsensica boxed fins on one end. The round balistic casing was painted alight gray, and the clamps
that held it together around the middie looked like ahuge zipper.

Dennings felt menaced by the thing he wasto carry nearly three thousand miles. The Los Alamos
scientists who assembled the bomb at the airstrip had briefed Dennings and his crew the previous
afternoon. A mation picture of the Trinity test explosion was shown to the young men, who sat stunned in
disbelief asthey viewed the awesome detonation of asingle weapon with the power to crush an entire

dity.

He stood there another half hour until the bomb-bay doors were swung closed. The atom bomb was
armed and secure, the plane was fueled and ready for takeoff.

Denningsloved hisaircraft. In the air he and the big complex machine became as one. He wasthe
brain, it was the body, a unity he could never describe. On the ground it was another story. Exposed by
the shining lights and beaten by the rain that became deet-cold, he saw the beautiful ghostlike silver
bomber as his crypt.

He shook off the morbid thought and hurried through the rain to a Quonset but for his crew'sfina
briefing. He entered and sat down next to Captain Irv Stanton, the bombardier, ajolly round-faced man
with agreat walrus mustache.

On the other side of Stanton, hisfeet stretched out in front of him, douched Captain Mort Stromp,
Dennings co-pilot, a complacent southerner, who moved with the agility of athree-toed doth.
Immediately behind sat Lieutenant Joseph Arnold, the navigator, and Navy Commander Hank Byrnes,
the wespons engineer, who would monitor the bomb during the flight.

The briefing led off with an intelligence officer unveiling adisplay board showing aeria photographs of
thetargets. The industrial section of Osakawas the primary target. The backup, in case of heavy cloud
cover, wasthe higtoric city of Kyoto. Directiona bomb runs were advised as Stanton calmly made notes.

A meteorology officer displayed weather charts and predicted light headwinds with scattered clouds
over the targets. He aso warned Dennings to expect turbulence over northern Japan. Just to be on the
safe side, two B-29s had taken off an hour earlier to scout ahead and report visua assessments of
weather over the flight route and cloud cover above the targets.

Dennings took over as polarized welder's goggles were passed around. "'l won't giveyou a
locker-room pep talk," he said, noting the relieved grins on the faces of his crew. "We've had ayear of
training crammed into one short month, but | know we can pull thismission off. In my humble opinion



you're the best damned flight crew in the Air Force. If we dl do our jobs, we may well end thewar."
Then he nodded at the base chaplain, who offered a prayer for asafe and successful flight.

Asthe men filed out toward the waiting B-29, Dennings was agpproached by Genera Harold
Morrison, specia deputy to Genera Ledie Groves, head of the Manhattan bomb project.

Morrison studied Dennings for amoment. The pilot's eyes showed aweariness around the edges, but
they glowed with anticipation. The generd held out his hand. "Good luck, Mgor."

"Thank you, sir. WEll get the job done.”

"l don't doubt it for asecond,”" said Morrison, forcing aconfident expression. He waited for Dennings
to reply, but the pilot had gone silent.

After afew awkward moments, Dennings asked, "Why us

Gengrd?'

Morrison's smile was barely visible. "Y ou want to back out

"No, my crew and | will seeit through. But why us?" he repeated. "Excuse mefor saying, Sir, but |
can't blieve werethe only flight crew in the Air Force you'd trust to fly an atomic bomb acrossthe
Pacific, drop it in the middle of Japan, and then land at Okinawawith little more than fumesin the fuel
tanks."

"It's best you know only what you've been told.”

Dennings read foreboding in the older man's eyes and voice. " "Mother's Breath.' " He repeated the
words dowly, without tone, as one would repeat the name of some unspeakable terror. "What warped
soul came up with such a cockamamie code name for the bomb?”

Morrison made aresigned shrug. "I believe it wasthe President.”

Twenty-seven minutes later, Dennings gazed past the beating windscreen wipers. Therain had
increased, and he could only see two hundred yards through the wet gloom. Both feet pressed the brakes
as heran the engines up to 2,200 rpm'’s. Flight Engineer Sergeant Robert Mosely reported number-four
outboard engine turning over fifty revolutions dow. Dennings decided to ignore the report. The damp air
was no doubt responsible for the dight drop. He pulled the throttles back toidle,

In the co-pilot's seet to the right of Dennings, Mort Stromp acknowledged the control tower's
clearance for takeoff. He lowered the flgps. Two of the crew in the waist turrets confirmed the flap
Setting.

Dennings reached over and switched on the intercom. "Okay, guys, herewe go.”

He eased the throttles forward again, compensating for the tremendous torque by dightly advancing



the left engines over those on the right. Then he released the brake.

Fully loaded at 68 tons, Dennings Demons, her tanksfilled to their filler caps with over 7,000 gallons
of fudl, her forward bomb bay holding a six-ton bomb, and carrying acrew of twelve, begantoroll. She
was nearly 17,000 pounds overweight.

The four 3,350-cubic-inch Wright Cyclone engines strained at their mountings, their combined 8,800
horsepower whipping the 16.5-foot propellers through the wind-driven sheet of water. Blue flame
erupting from exhaust manifolds, wings enveloped in acloud of spray, the great bomber roared into the
blackness.

With agonizing downess she picked up speed. Thelong runway stretched out in front of her, carved
out of the bleak volcanic rock and ending at an abrupt drop eighty feet above the cold sea. A horizonta
bolt of lightning bathed the fire trucks and ambul ances spaced aong the runway in an eerie bluelight. At
eighty knots Denningstook full rudder control and advanced the right enginesto their stops. He gripped
the whed grimly, determined to get the Demonsin theair.

Forward of the pilots, in the exposed nose section, Stanton the bombardier apprehensively watched
the runway rapidly diminish. Even thelethargic Stromp straightened up in his segt, hiseyesvainly
attempting to penetrate the darkness ahead for the change in black where runway ended and the sea
began.

Three quarters of the runway passed, and she was till glued to the ground. Time seemed to dissolvein
ablur. They dl felt asthough they w reflying into avoid. Then suddenly the lights of the jegps parked
besde the end of the runway burst through the curtain of rain.

"God amighty!" Stromp blurted. "Pull her up!”

Dennings waited another three seconds, and then he gently eased the whee toward his chest. The
B-29'swhedls came free. She had barely clawed thirty feet out of the sky when the runway vanished and
she struggled over the forbidding weter.

Morrison stood outside the warmth of the radar but under the downpour, his four-man staff dutifully
standing behind him. He watched the takeoff of Dennings Demons more in hismind than hiseyes. He
saw little more than the lurch of the bomber as Dennings thrust the throttles forward and released the
brakes before it was lost in the dark.

He cupped his ears and listened to the engine's pitch diminish in the distance. The uneven sound was
faint. No one but a master flight mechanic or an aircraft engineer could have caught it, and Morrison had
served in both capacities during his early Army Air Corps career.

An enginewas dightly out of tune. One or more of its eighteen cylinderswas not firing continuoudy.

Fearfully, Morrison listened for some sign the bomber was not going to lift off. If Dennings Demons
crashed on takeoff, every living thing on theidand would be incinerated within seconds.

Then the radar man shouted through the open door, "They're airborne!”



Morrison exhaled atense sigh. Only then did he turn his back on the miserable weether and walk
ingde

There was nothing to do now but send a message to Generd Groves in Washington informing him that
Mother's Breath was on her way to Japan. Then wait and hope.

But down deep the general was troubled. He knew Dennings. The man was too stubborn to turn back
with abad engine. Dennings would get the Demonsto Osakaif he had to carry the plane on his back.

"God help them," Morrison muttered under his breath. He knew with dread findity his part of the
immense operation didn't stand a prayer.

"Gear up," ordered Dennings.

"Am | ever glad to hear those words," grunted Stromp as he moved the lever. The gear motors whined
and the three sets of whedlsroseinto their wells under the nose and wings. "Gear up and locked.”

Asthe airgpeed increased, Dennings dropped the throttle settings to save on fudl. He waited before
beginning adow and gentle climb for dtitude until the airspeed touched 200 knots. Unseen off the
starboard wing, the Aleutian 1dand chain dowly curled northeast. They would not sight land again for
2,500 miles.

"How's that number-four engine?' he asked Mosdly.

"Pulling her share, but shesrunning atad hot.”

"Soon as we hit five thousand feet, I'll drop her back afew rpm's.
"Wouldn't hurt, Mgor," Mosely replied.

Arnold gave Dennings the course heading they would maintain for the next ten and ahaf hours. At
4,900 feet Dennings turned control over to Stromp. He relaxed and stared into the black sky. No stars
werein sght. The plane was fedling the turbulence as Stromp threaded it through the ominous mass of
thunderclouds.

When they findly cleared the worst of the storm, Dennings unbuckled himsdlf and climbed out of his
sedt. Ashetwisted around, he could see through a port window below the tunnel leading to the waist and
tall section of the plane. He could just make out a piece of the bomb suspended in its rel ease mechanism.

The crawl tunnel had been narrowed to receive the immense weapon into the bomb bay and wasa
tight fit. Dennings wiggled through past the bomb bay and dropped down on the opposite end. Then he
swung open the small airtight door and dipped inside.

Pulling aflashlight from aleg pocket, he made hisway dong a confined catwalk running the length of
the two bomb bays that had been modified into one. The wegpon's huge size made for an incredibly snug
fit. Itsouter diameter measured |ess than two inches away from the longitudina bulkheads.



Hestantly, Dennings reached down and touched it. The sted Sdesfelt ice cold to hisfingertips. He
failed to visualize the hundred thousand people it could burn to cinders within a short second, or the
ghadtly tall from burns and radiation. The thermonuclear temperatures or the shock wave from the Trinity
test could not be sensed in a black-and-white movie film. He saw it only asameans of ending awar and
saving hundreds of thousands of his countrymen'slives.

Returning to the cockpit, he stopped and chatted with Byrnes, who was running through a schematic
of the bomb's detonation circuits. Every so often the ordnance expert glanced at a smal console mounted
abovehislap.

"Any chance of it going off before we get there?' asked Dennings.
"Lightning strike could do it," answered Byrnes.

Denningslooked a himin horror. "A little |late with awarning, aren't you? Weve been flying through
the middle of an dectrical orm since midnight.”

Byrneslooked up and grinned. "We could have gone up just as easily on the ground. What the hell,
we madeit, didn't we?'

Dennings couldn't believe Byrness matter-of-fact attitude. "Was Genera Morrison aware of the risk?”
"Better than anyone. He's been on the atomic bomb project from the beginning.”

Dennings shuddered and turned away. Insane, he thought, the operation wasinsane. I1t'd beamiracleif
any of them lived to tell about it.

Five hoursinto the flight and lighter by 2,000 galons of expended fud, Denningsleveled the B-29 off
at 10,000 feet. The crew became more upbest as the dawn's orange glow tinted the eastern sky. The
storm was far behind them, and they could see the rolling swells of the seaand afew scattered white
clouds.

Dennings Demonswas cruising to the southwest at aleisurely 220 knots. Thankfully, they had picked
up alight tail wind. Full daybreak showed them donein the vast emptiness of the North Pacific Ocean. A
solitary airplane going from nowhere to nowhere, Bombardier Stanton mused as he gazed absently out
the windows of the nose.

Three hundred miles from Japan's main idand of Honshu, Dennings started adow, gradua climb to
32,000 feet, the dtitude at which Stanton would release the bomb on Osaka. Navigator Arnold
announced they were twenty minutes ahead of schedule. At the current rate of speed, he figured they
should be landing at Okinawain a shade under five hours.

Denningslooked at the fuel gauges. He suddenly felt cheerful. Barring a hundred-knot headwind, they
should make it with four hundred gallonsto spare.

Not everyone was wallowing in good cheer. Seated at his engineer's panel, Mosaly studied the



temperature gauge of engine number four. He didn't like what he read. He routinely tapped the dia with
hisfinger.

The needle twitched and wavered into the red.

He crawled aft through the tunnel and stared through a port at the underside of the engine. The nacelle
was streaked with oil and smoke was trailing from the exhaust. Mosdly returned to the cockpit and knelt
in the narrow aid e between Dennings and Stromp.

"Bad news, Mgor. Were going to have to shut down number four.”

"Y ou can't prod her dong for afew more hours?* asked Dennings.

"No, s, she can swdlow avave and caich fire at any minute.”

Stromp looked over at Dennings, hisface somber. "1 vote we shut four down for awhile and let it cool
off."

Dennings knew Stromp wasright. They would have to maintain their present atitude and nursethe
other three engines to keep them from overheating. Then restart number four during the ascent to 32,000
feet and the bombing run.

He hailed Arnold, who was bent over his navigator's board tracing the flight path. "How long before
Japan?'

Arnold noted the dight drop in speed and made aswift cdculation. " One hour and twenty-one minutes
tothemainland.”

He nodded. "Okay, well shut number four until we need it."

Even as he spoke, Stromp closed the throttle, flicked off the ignition switch, and feathered the
propeller. Next he engaged the automatic pilot.

For the next haf hour everyone kept awary eye on number four engine while Mosdly cdled out the
temperature drop.

"We havealandfdl," announced Arnold. "A small idand coming up about twenty miles dead ahead.”
Stromp peered at it through binoculars. "L ooks like a hot dog sticking out of the water."

"Sheer rock walls," observed Arnold. "No sign of a beach anywhere.”

"What'sit caled?' asked Dennings.

"Doesn't even show on the map.”

"Any sgn of life? The Nips could be using it as an offshore warning station."”

"L ooks barren and deserted,” answered Stromp.

Denningsfelt safe for the moment. No enemy ships had been sighted, and they were too far from



shore to be intercepted by Japanese fighters. He settled down in his seat and stared unseeing at the sea.

The men relaxed and passed around coffee and slami sandwiches, immune to the droning enginesand
the tiny speck that appeared ten miles away and 7,000 feet above their port wingtip.

Unknown to the crew of Dennings Demons, they had only afew minutesto live.

Lieutenant Junior Grade Sato Okinaga saw the brief glint from the reflected sun below him. He banked
and went into ashalow dive for acloser inspection. It was an aircraft. No question. A planefrom
another patrol, most likely. He reached for the switch to hisradio, but hesitated. In afew seconds he'd
be able to make a pogitive identification.

A young and inexperienced pilot, Okinaga was one of the lucky ones. Out of his recently graduated
class of twenty-two, who were rushed through training during Japan's desperate days, he and three
others were ordered to perform coasta patrols. The rest went into kamikaze squadrons.

Okinagawas deeply disappointed. Hewould have gladly given hislife for the Emperor, but he
accepted boring patrol duty as atemporary assgnment, hoping to be called for amore glorious mission
when the Americansinvaded his homeand.

Astheloneaircraft grew larger, Okinaga didn't believe what he saw. He rubbed his eyes and squinted.
Soon he could dearly make out the ninety-foot polished auminum fusdage, the huge 141-foot wings, and
the three-story vertica stabilizer of an American B-29.

He stared dumfounded. The bomber was flying out of the northeast from an empty sea, 20,000 feet
below its combat ceiling. Unanswerable questions flooded his mind. Where had it come from? Why was
it flying toward centra Japan with one engine feathered? What was its misson?

Like ashark knifing toward a bleeding whae, Okinaga closed to withinamile. Still no evasive action.
The crew seemed adeep or bent on suicide.

Okinaga had no more time for guessing games. The great winged bomber was|ooming up before him.
He jammed the throttle of his Mitsubishi A6M Zero againgt its stop and made acircling dive. The Zero
handled like a swallow, the 1,130-horsepower Sakae engine hurtling him behind and beneath the deek,
gleaming B-29.

Too late thetail gunner sighted the fighter and belatedly opened fire. Okinaga squeezed the gun tit on
his control stick. His Zero shuddered as his two machine guns and two twenty-millimeter cannons
shredded metal and human flesh.

A light touch of the rudder and histracers ate their way into the wing and the B-29's number-three
engine. The cowling ripped and tore away, oil poured through holes, followed by flames. The bomber
seemed to hover momentarily, and then it flipped on its Side and spun toward the sea.

Only after the choked-off cry of the tail gunner and his short burst of fire did the Demons redize they
were under attack. They had no way of knowing from what direction the enemy fighter had come. They
barely had time to recover when the shellsfrom the Zero ate into the starboard wing.



A drangled cry came from Stromp. "Weregoing in!"

Dennings shouted into the intercom as he fought to level the plane. " Stanton, jettison the bomb!
Jettison the goddamn bomb! ™

The bombardier, wedged againg his bombsight by the centrifuga force, yelled back. "It won't fal free
unlessyou sraighten usout.”

The number-three engine was blazing now. The sudden loss of two engines, both on the same side,
had thrown the plane over until it was standing on one wing. Working in unison, Dennings and Stromp
struggled with the contrals, fighting the dying aircraft to an even kedl. Dennings pulled back on the
throttles, leveling out but sending the bomber into aflat, Sckening gdl.

Stanton pulled himsdf to an upright position and popped open the bomb-bay doors. "Hold it steady,"
he yelled futilely. He wasted no time adjusting the bombsight. He pushed the bomb release button.

Nothing happened. The violent twisting motion had jammed the atomic bomb againgt itstight quarters.

White-faced, Stanton struck the release with hisfit, but the bomb stubbornly remained in place. "It's
jammed" hecried. "It won't fal free”

Fighting for afew more moments of life, knowing that if they survived they must al take their own lives
by cyanide, Dennings struggled to ditch the mortally wounded aircraft in the sea.

He dmost madeit. He came within two hundred feet of settling the Demons on her belly inacam sea.
But the magnesium in the accessories and crankcase on number-three engine flared like an incendiary
bomb, burning through its mounts and wing spar. It dropped away, ripping away the wing control cables.

Lieutenant Okinaga dipped the Zero off one wing, spiraling around the stricken B-29. He watched the
black smoke and orange flame curl from the blue sky like a brush stroke. He watched the American
plane crush itsdlf into the sea, followed by the geyser of white water.

Hecircled, searching for survivors, but saw only afew bits of floating debris. Elated a what wasto be
hisfirst and only kill, Okinaga banked around the funera pyre of smoke onelast time before heading
back to Jgpan and hisairfield.

As Dennings shattered aircraft and its dead crew settled into the seabed a thousand feet beneath the
surface, another B-29 in alater time zone and six hundred milesto the southeast set up for its bomb run.
With Colond Paul Tibbets at the controls, the Enola Gay had arrived over the Japanese city of
Hiroshima

Neither flight commander was aware of the other. Each man thought only hisaircraft and crew was



carrying the first atomic bomb to be dropped in war.
Dennings Demons had failed to make its rendezvous with destiny. The stillness of the deep seabed

was as Slent asthe cloud that settled over the event. The heroic attempt by Dennings and his crew was
buried in bureaucratic secrecy and forgotten.

<1>BIG JOHN

October 3, 1993

Western Pacific Ocean

<<1>>

Theworst of the typhoon had passed. The mad thrashing seas had subsided, but the waves ill
climbed the bows and came green and leaden over the decks, leaving aweter of foam behind. The thick
black clouds broke apart and the wind died to agusty thirty knots. To the southwest, shafts of sunlight
broke through, painting blue circles on the tumbling swells.

Braving the winds and spray, Captain Arne Korvold stood on the open bridge of the Norwegian
Rindal Lines passenger-cargo liner Narvik and aimed hisbinoculars a a huge ship wallowing dead in the



whitecaps. She was big, a Japanese auto carrier by thelook of her. Her upper works stretched from
blunt bow to a perfectly squared stern, like arectangular box laid horizontal . Except for the bridge and
the crew's quarters on the upper deck, there were no ports or windows on her sides.

She seemed to have aten-degree permanent list but rolled to twenty as the swells smashed into her
exposed port broadside. The only sign of life was awisp of smoke from her stack. Korvold grimly noted
that her lifeboats had been launched, and a sweep of the restless seafailed to find any sign of them. He
refocused the binoculars and read the English name spelled out benesth the Japanese characters on the
bow.

Shewas cdled the Divine Star.

Korvold returned to the comfort of the central bridge and leaned into the communications room. " Still
no response?”

The radio operator shook his head. "Nothing. Not a peep wince we sighted her. Her radio must be
closed down. Impossible to believe they abandoned ship without adistresscall.”

Korvold stared silently through the bridge windows at the Japanese ship drifting less than akilometer
off hisstarboard rail. Norwegian by birth, he was a short, distinguished man who never made ahurried
gesture. Hisice-blue eyes seldom blinked, and hislips beneath the trimmed beard seemed constantly
frozenin adight smile. Twenty-six yearsat sea, mogily in cruise ships, he had awarm and friendly
disposition, respected by his crew and admired by the passengers.

Hetugged at his short graying beard and swore quietly to him self. The tropica storm had
unexpectedly siwung north onto his course and put him nearly two days behind schedule on his passage
from the port of Pusan, Korea, to San Francisco. Korvol had not |eft the bridge for forty-eight hours and
he was exhausted. Just as he was about to take awelcome rest, they sighted the seemingly derdlict
Divine Sar.

Now he found himsdf faced with an enigma and atime-consuming search for the Japanese car
carrier's boats. He was a so burdened with the responsibility of 130 passengers, most seasick to the gills,
who werein no mood for a benevolent rescue operation.

"Permission to take aboarding crew across, Captain?'

Korvold looked up into the sculpted Nordic face of Chief Officer Oscar Steep. The eyesthat stared
back were adarker blue than Korvold's. The chief officer stood lean and as straight as alight pole, skin
tanned and hair bleached blond from exposure to the sun.

Korvold didn't immediately answer but walked over to a bridge window and gazed down at the sea
separating the two ships. From wave crest to trough the waves were running three to meters. "1'm not of
amindtorisk lives, Mr. Steep. Better wait until seascam abit.”

"I've taken a boat through worse.”

"No hurry. She's adead ship, dead as abody in the morgue. And from the look of her, her cargo has
shifted and she's taking on water. Better we |leave her be and search for her boats.”

"There may beinjured men over there," Steen perssted.



Korvold shook his head. "No captain would have abandoned ship and left injured crewmen behind.”

"No captain in hisright senses maybe. But what kind of aman would desert a sound ship and lower
boatsin the midst of asixty-five knot gale typhoon without sending aMayday sgnd?"

"A mystery dl right,” Korvold agreed.

"And there's her cargo to consider,” Steen continued. "Her waterlineindicates afull load. She looks
capable of transporting over seven thousand automobiles.”

Korvold gave Steen ashrewd look. "Y ou thinking salvage, Mr. Steen”?”

"Yes, gr, | am. If she'stotally abandoned with afull cargo, and we can sail her into port, our salvage
claim should be equa to half her value or better. The company aswell asthe crew could sharein five or
six hundred million kroner."

Korvold consdered for afew moments, atantalizing thought of greed wrestling with a deep feding of
foreboding. Greed won out. "Pick your boarding crew, and include the assistant engineer. If there's
smoke from her funnel, her machinery must still bein working order.” He paused. "But | il prefer you
wait for the water to settle.”

"Notime," Steen announced flatly. "If her list increases another ten degrees, we may betoo late. I'd
better go quickly."

Captain Korvold sighed. He was going againgt his better judgment, but it also occurred to him that
once the Divine Star's Situation was known, every savage tug within athousand miles would comefull
gpeed toward their pogition like tow-truck operators flocking to ahighway accident.

Findly he shrugged. "When you're assured none of the Divine Star's crew is on board, and you can get
her under way, report back and I'll begin a search for her boats.”

Steen was gone aimost before Korvold finished speaking. He assembled his men and was lowered
down into the swirling water within ten minutes. The boarding party consisted of himsdlf and four
seamen-- the assstant chief engineer, Olaf Andersson, and the communications man, David Sakagawa,
the only crewman on board the Narvik who could speak Japanese. The seamen were to probe the vessel
while Andersson examined the engine room. Stem was to take formal possession of the auto carrier if it
was found abandoned.

With Steen a the helm, the double-ender launch plowed through the heavy seas, struggling over the
crests of the waves that threatened to swamp her before plunging down into the troughs. The big Volvo
marine engine growled without amiss as they bore down on the auto carrier with the wind and sea astern
of them.

A hundred meters from the Divine Star they discovered they weren't done. A school of sharkscircled
the listing ship as though some inner sense told them it was going to sSink and maybe leave behind some

tasty scraps.

The seaman at the whee! dipped the boat under the stubby bow on the lee sde. It seemed to them the
Divine Star was going to roll over on them with each wave that broke againgt her hull. When the great
ship rolled down, Steen heaved up alight nylon boarding ladder with an auminum grappling hook on one
end. On thethird try the hook caught on the top edge of the bulwark and gripped.



Stem scrambled up the rope ladder first and over the side. He was quickly followed by Andersson
and the rest. After assembling beside the huge anchor winches, Steen led them up afire escape-like
stairway that was attached to the windowless forward bulkhead. After climbing five decks, they entered
the largest bridge area Steen had ever seen during hisfifteen years at sea. After the small, efficient
wheelhouse on the Narvik, this one looked as vast as agymnasium, and yet the impressive array of
electronic equipment filled only asmal section inthe middle.

It was empty of life but littered with charts, sextants, and other navigation equipment that spilled from
open cabinets. Two briefcases lay open on acounter asif their owners had just Ieft the room for a short
time. The exodus appeared to be bathed in panic.

Stem studied the main console. "' She'sfully automated,” he said to Andersson.

The chief engineer nodded. "And then some. The controls are voice operated. No pushing levers or
giving hemsmen courseingructions here”

Steen turned to Sakagawa. "Can you turn thisthing on and talk to it?"

The Norwegian-born Asan leaned over the computerized console and silently studied it for severa
seconds. Then he pushed apair of buttonsin quick succession. The consol€slights blinked on and the
unit began to hum. Sakagawalooked at Steen with adight smile. "My Japaneseisrusty, but | think | can
communicatewithit."

"AsK it to report the ship's satus.”

Sakagawa rattled off Japanese into asmall receiver and waited expectantly. After afew momentsa
male voice answered in dow, digtinctive tones. When it stopped, Sekagawa stared at Steen blankly.

"It saysthe sea cocks are open and the flood leve in the engine room is approaching two meters.”
"Order it to close them!" snapped Steen.

After ashort exchange, Sakagawa shook his head. "The computer says the sea cocks are jammed
open. They can't be shut off by e ectronic command.”

"Lookslike I've got my work cut out,” said Andersson. "I'd better get down there and get them turned
off. And tell that damned robot to start the pumps.” While he spoke he motioned for two of the seamen
to follow him, and they disappeared down a companionway on adead run toward the engine room.

One of the remaining seamen came up to Steen, his eyeswidein shock and face aswhite as plaster.
"Sir. .. | found abody. | think it's the radioman.”

Steen hurried into the communications room. An amost shapeless corpse sat in achair hunched over
the radio transmitter panel. He might have been ahuman when he stepped on board the Divine Star, not
now. Therewas no hair, and but for the fully exposed teeth where the lips had been, Steen couldn't have
told whether he was looking at the front or back. The pathetic abhorrence looked as though his skin had
been blistered off and the flesh beneath burned and partialy melted.

Y et there wasn't the dightest indication of excessive heet or fire. His clothes were as clean and pressed
asthough he'd just put them on.



The man seemed to have burned from within.

<<2>>

The horrible stench and the shocking sight staggered Steen. It took him afull minute to recover. Then
he pushed the chair with its hideous owner off to one side and leaned over theradio.

Fortunately the digitd frequency did waslabeed in Arabic numeras. After afew minutesof trid and
error, he found the correct switches and hailed Captain Korvold on the Narvik.

Korvold answered immediady. "Comein, Mr. Steen," hereplied formdly. "What have you
discovered?'

"Something sinister has happened here, Captain. So far we've found a deserted ship with one body,
that of the radio operator, who was burned beyond recognition.”

"Istherefire on board?'

"No sgn. The computerized automated control system shows only green lightson itsfirewarning
sysems.”

"Any indication asto why the crew took to the boats?' asked Korvold.

"Nothing obvious. They seemed to have left in apanic after attempting to scuttle the ship.”
Korvold's mouth tightened, his knuckles turned ivory as he squeezed the phone. "Say again.”
"The sea cocks were turned and jammed open. Andersson isworking to close them now.”

"Why on earth would the crew scuttle a sound ship with thousands of new cars on board?' Korvold
asked vaguely.

"The Stuation must be viewed with suspicion, Sr. Something on board is abnormal. The body of the
radio operator is ghastly. He looks like he was roasted on a spit.”

"Do you wish the ship's doctor to come over?'



"Nothing the good doctor can do here except perform a postmortem.”

"Understood,” replied Korvold. "I'll remain on gtation for another thirty minutes before | leaveto
search for the missing boats.”

"Have you contacted the company, Sr?"

"I've held off until you're certain none of the origina crew isdiveto chalenge our sdlvage claim. Finish
your investigation. As soon as you're satisfied the ship is deserted I'll transmit a message to our company
director notifying him of our taking possesson of the Divine Star.”

"Engineer Andersson isaready at work closing the sea cocks and pumping her dry. We have power
and should be under way shortly."

"The sooner the better," said Korvold. "Y ou're drifting toward a British oceanographic survey vessd
that's holding a stationary position.”

"How far?'
"Approximatdy twelve kilometers™
"They're sefe enough.”

Korvold could think of little elseto say. At last he said smply, "Good luck, Oscar. Make port safely.”
And then he was gone.

Steen turned from the radio, his eyes avoiding the mutilated body in the chair. He felt a cold shudder
grip him. He half expected to see the spectra captain of the Flying Dutchman pacing the bridge. There
was nothing as morbid as a deserted ship, he thought grimly.

He ordered Sakagawato hunt up and trandate the ship'slog. The two remaining seamen he sent to
search the auto decks while he systematically went through the crew's quarters. He felt asthough he was
walking through a haunted house.

Except for afew bits of scattered clothing, it looked asif the crew might return at any minute. Unlike
the mess on the bridge, everything seemed lived in and ordinary. In the captain's quartersthere was atray
with two teacups that had miraculoudy failed to fall on the deck during the ssorm, auniform laid out on
the bed, and apair of highly polished shoes side by side on the carpeted deck. A framed picture of a
woman and three teenage sons had dropped flat on aneat and clean desk.

Steen was hesitant to pry into other men's secrets and their memories. Hefdt like an uninvited
intruder.

Hisfoot kicked something lying just under the desk. He leaned down and picked up the object. It was
anine-millimeter pistol. A double-action Audtrian Steyr GB. He pushed it into the waistband of his pants.

The chiming of awall-mounted chronometer startled him, and he swore hefelt hishair rise. Hefinished
his search and beat aquick path back to the bridge.

Sakagawawas Sitting in the chart room, hisfeet perched on asmall cabinet, studying the ship'slog.



"You foundit," sad Steen.

"In one of the open briefcases.” He turned back to the opening pages and began to read. " "Divine
Star, seven hundred feet, delivered March sixteenth, nineteen eighty-eight. Operated and owned by the
Sushimo Steamship Company, Limited. Home port, Kobe.' On this voyage she's carrying seven
thousand, two hundred and eighty-eight new Murmoto automobilesto Los Angeles.”

"Any clues asto why the crew abandoned her?' Steen asked.

Sakagawa gave a puzzled shake of hishead. "No mention of disaster, plague, or mutiny. No report of
the typhoon. Thelast entry isabit odd.”

"Read it.”

Sakagawa took afew momentsto be sure histrandation of Japanese charactersinto English was
reasonably correct. "Thebest | can get out of it is. "Wesather deteriorating. Seasincreasing. Crew
auffering from unknown illness. Everyone sick including Captain. Food poisoning suspected. Our
passenger, Mr. Y amada, amost important company director, demands we abandon and sink ship during
hysterical outburst. Captain thinks Mr. Y amada has suffered nervous breakdown and has ordered him
placed under restraint in his quarters.' "

Stem looked down at Sekagawa, hisface expressionless. "That'sdl?"
"Thefind entry,” said Sekagawa. "Thereisno more."

"What's the date?'

"October firgt."

"That'stwo days ago.”

Sakagawa nodded absently. "They must have fled the ship shortly after. Damned funny they didn't take
thelog with them.”

Sowly, unhurriedly, Steen walked into the communications room, his mind trying to make sense out of
thefind log entry. Suddenly he stopped and reached out to support himself in the doorway. The room
seemed to swim before his eyes and he felt nauseous. Bilerosein histhroat, but he forced it down. Then,
as quickly asthe attack came, it passed.

Hewalked unevenly over to theradio and hailed the Narvik. "Thisis First Officer Steen caling
Captain Korvold, over.”

"Yes, Oscar,” answered Korvold. "Go ahead.”
"Do not waste time on a search effort. The Divine Star'slog suggests the crew | eft the ship before they

were struck by the full force of the typhoon. They departed nearly two days ago. The windswould have
swept them two hundred kilometers away by now."



"Providing they survived."

"Anunlikely event."

"All right, Oscar. | agree, a search by the Narvik will be usdless. We've done dl that can be expected
of us. I've derted American searescue units at Midway and Hawaii and all vesselsin the genera area.
Soon as you regain steerageway well resume course for San Francisco.”

"Acknowledged," Steen replied. "I'm on my way to the engine room to check with Andersson now."

Jugt as Steen finished transmitting, the ship's phone buzzed. "Thisisthe bridge.”

"Mr. Stem," said awesk voice.

"Yes what isit?'

"Seaman Arne Midgaard, sir. Can you come down to C cargo deck right away? | think 1've found
something--"

Midgaard's voice stopped abruptly, and Steen could hear the sounds of retching.
"Midgaard, are you Sck?'

"Pleasehurry, ar.”

Then the line went dead.

Stem yelled at Sakagawa. "What button do | push for the engine room?”

Therewas no reply. Stem stepped back into the chart room. Sakagawawas sitting there pale as
death, breathing rapidly. He looked up and spoke, gasping the words with every breath.

"Thefourth button. . . rings the engine room."

"What's wrong with you?' Steen asked anxioudy.

"Dontknow. I. .. | fed...awful. .. vomited twice."

"Hang on," snapped Steen. "I'll gather up the others. We're getting off this death ship." He snatched the
phone and rang the engine room. There was no answer. Fear flooded his mind. Fear of an unknown that
was driking them down. Heimagined the smell of death pervading the whole ship.

Stem took a swift glance at a deck diagram that was mounted on a bulkhead, then leaped down the
companionway Six steps at atime. He tried to run toward the vast holds containing the autos, but a
nausea cramped his ssomach and he weaved through the passageway like a drunk through aback alley.

At last he ssumbled through the doorway onto C cargo deck. A great sea of multicolored automobiles

gretched ahundred metersfore and aft. Amazingly, despite the buffeting from the ssorm and the list of
the ship, they weredl firmly in place.



Stem shouted franticaly for Midgaard, his voice echoing from the sted bulkheads. Silence was hisonly
reply. Then he spotted it, the oddity that stood out like the only man in acrowd holding doft asign.

One of the cars had its hood up.

He staggered between the long rows, falling against doors and fenders, bruising hisknees on the
protruding bumpers. As he approached the car with the open hood, he shouted again. "Anyone here?"

Thistime he heard afaint moan. In ten paces he had reached the car and stared frozen at the sight of
Midgaard lying besde onetire.

The young seaman's face was festered with running sores. Froth mixed with blood streamed from his
mouth. His eyes stared unseeing. His arms were purple from bleeding beneath the skin. He seemed to be
decaying before Steen's eyes.

Steen sagged againgt the car, stricken with horror. He clutched his head between hishandsin
hel plessness and despair, not noticing the thicket of hair that came away when he dropped them to his
Sdes.

"Why in God's name are we dying?' he whispered, seeing his own gridy deeth mirrored by Midgaard.
"What iskilling us?'

<<3>>

The deep-sea submersible Old Gert hung suspended benegth alarge crane that sat on the stern of the
British oceanographic vessd Invincible. The seas had calmed enough to launch Old Gert for ascientific
probe of the seafloor 5,200 meters below, and her crew were following atight sequence of safety
checks.

There was nothing old about the submersible. Her design wasthe latest sate of the art. Shewas
constructed by a British aerospace company within the past year and was now poised for her maiden test
dive to survey the Mendocino fracture zone, agreat crack in the Pacific Ocean floor extending from the
coast of Northern California halfway to Japan.

Her exterior was a complete departure from other aerodynamic submersibles. Instead of one
cigar-shaped hull with a pregnant pod attached beneath, she had four transparent titanium and polymer



woven spheres connected by circular tunnelsthat gave her the appearance of ajack from achild's game.
One sphere contained acomplex array of camera equipment, while another wasfilled with air and balast
tanks and batteries. The third held the oxygen equipment and e ectric motors. The fourth sphere, the
largest, sat above the other three and housed the crew and controls.

Old Gert was built to withstand the immense pressures found at the deepest parts of the world's
seabeds. Her support systems could keep acrew divefor forty-eight hours, and she was powered to
travel through the black abyss at speeds up to eight knots.

Crag Plunkett, the chief engineer and pilot for Old Gert, signed the last of the check-off forms. He
was aman of forty-five or fifty, with graying hair combed forward to cover hisbadness. Hisface was
ruddy and his eyes amedium brown with a bloodhound droop. He had helped design Old Gert and now
treated her as his own private yacht.

He pulled on a heavy woolen sweater againgt the expected chill from the cold bottom water and
dipped hisfeet into apair of soft fur-lined moccasins. He descended the boarding tunnel and closed the
hatch behind him. Then he dropped into the control sphere and engaged the computerized life-support
sysems.

Dr. Raul Sdazar, the expedition's marine geologist from the University of Mexico, wasdready in his
Segt adjusting a bottom sonar penetrating unit.

"Ready when you are," said Sdlazar. He was a small dynamo with ahuge mass of black hair, his
movements quick, black eyes darting constantly, never staring at any one person or object for more than
two seconds. Plunkett liked him. Salazar was the kind of man who accumulated his datawith aminimum
of fuss, made the right decisionswithout clouding the facts, and was accustomed to engineering a
deep-sea probe from more of abusiness viewpoint than an academic project.

Plunkett glanced at the empty seat on the sphere. "1 thought Stacy was on board.”

"Sheis" answered Salazar without turning from his console. " She'sin the camera sphere making afind
check of her video systems.”

Plunkett bent over the tunnel leading to the camera sphere and found himself staring at apair of
swesat-socked feet. "We're ready to launch,” he said.

A feminine voice accompanied by ahollow tone came back, "Befinished inasec.”

Plunkett eased hisfeet under his control panel and was settling into hislow hdf-reclining seat when
Stacy Fox wiggled her way backwardsinto the control sphere. Her face was flushed from working
nearly upside down.

Stacy wasn't what you'd call disturbingly attractive, but shewas pretty. Her long, straight blond hair fell
around her face, and she often hurled it back with a brief shake of the head. Shewas dim and her
shoulders were broad for awoman. The crew could only speculate about her breasts. None had ever
seen them, of course, and she dways wore loose fitting swesaters. But occasionally, when she yawned
and gtretched, her chest gave an indication of firm substance.

She looked younger than her thirty-four years. Her eyebrows werethick, her eyeswide apart, irises
reflecting asoft pae green. Thelips above adetermined chin easly parted in abright, eventoothed smile,
which was amost congtant.



Stacy was once a Cdifornia beach golden girl, mgoring in the photographic arts at the Chouinard
Ingtitutein Los Angeles. After graduation she migrated around the world recording marine life that had
never been captured on film. Twice married, twice divorced, with one daughter living with her sister, her
presence on board Old Gert to photograph the deep ocean was actudly a cover for amore demanding
assgnmen.

As soon as she gained her seat on theright side of the sphere, Plunkett signaed an okay. The crane
operator nudged the submersible down adanted ramp through the ship's open stern and gently lowered it
into the sea.

The chop had died, but the swells till rolled past from one to two meters high. The crane man timed
the entry so Old Gert touched awave crest and continued into the trough, where she settled and rose in
perfect sequence with the swells. Thelift cables were dectronicaly released, and several divers madea
last minute check of the exterior.

Five minutes |ater the surface controller, ajolly Scot by the name of Jmmy Knox, reported to Plunkett
that the sub was cleared for descent. The ballast tanks were flooded, and Old Gert quickly passed under
the sparkling sea.and began her trip to the bottom.

Though Old Gert was the newest submersible off the drawing boards, she sill descended by the old
tried and true system of filling ballast tanks with seawater. For risng to the surface, variable-sized iron
weights were dropped to increase buoyancy, because current pump technology could not overcome the
opposing pressures at great depths.

To Stacy, thelong fdl through the vast liquid void came like a hypnotic trance. One by onethe
gpectral colors from the scattered light on the surface faded until they finally vanished into pure black.

Except for their separate control consoles mounted around the inner diameter of the sphere, they had
an unobstructed 180-degree view ahead. The transparent polymer with the thin threading of titanium
made vison equa to that of the resolution on alarge-screen television .

Sdazar paid no attention to the blackness or the occasional luminescent fish that swam outside, he was
more concerned about what they would find on the bottom. Plunkett monitored the depth and the
life-support instruments, watching carefully for any bugs as the pressure increased and the temperature

dropped with every passing moment.

The Invincible carried no backup submersible in case of an emergency. If disaster unexpectedly
occurred and they somehow became wedged in rocks or the equipment malfunctioned, preventing Old
Gert'sreturn to the surface, they could jettison the control sphere and alow it to sall to the surfacelikea
giant bubble. But it was acomplex system never tested under high-pressure conditions. A falure here
and they had no hope for rescue, only the certainty of death by suffocation and alost grave deep in the
eternd night of the abyss.

A smdll ed-likefish dithered past, itsluminous body giving off flashes of light asthough a stream of
traffic was passing around a series of curves. The teeth were incredibly long in proportion to its head and
fanged like a Chinese dragon's. Fascinated with the interior light of the submersible, it swam up to the
control sphere unafraid and cast aghostly eyeinside.

Stacy aimed her battery of <till and video cameras and caught it in seven lenses before it was gone.
"Can you imaginethat thing if it was twenty feet long?' she murmured in awe,



"Fortunately blackdragonslivein the depths," said Plunkett. " The pressure of deep water prevents
them from growing more than severa centimeters”

Stacy hit the exterior lights, and the blackness was suddenly transformed into agreen haze. The void
was empty. No lifewas to be seen. The blackdragon was gone. She turned off the lights to conserve the
batteries.

The humidity rose insde the sphere, and the increasing cold began to seep through the thick walls.
Stacy watched the goose bumps rise on her arms. Shelooked up, clutched her shoulders with her hands,
and made ashivering gesture. Plunkett caught the sgna and turned on asmall heating unit that bardly held
off thechill.

The two hoursit took to reach the bottom would have passed tedioudly if everyone hadn't been busy
at their own jobs. Plunkett found a comfortable position, and watched the sonar monitor and the echo
sounder. He also kept awary eye on the eectrica and oxygen-level gauges. Sdlazar kept busy plotting
their probe grid once they reached the bottom, while Stacy kept trying to catch the denizens of the deep
off guard with her cameras.

Plunkett preferred the strains of Johann Strauss for stereo background music, but Stacy insisted on
using her "new age" music in the cassette player. She clamed it was soothing and less sressful. Sdlazar
cdled it "waterfdl" music but went dong.

Jmmy Knox's voice from the Invincible sounded ghostly asit filtered down on the underwater acoustic
telephone.

"Bottom in ten minutes," he announced. "Y ou're closing abit fast.”

"Righto," replied Plunkett. "I have it on sonar."

Sdazar and Stacy turned from their work and stared at the sonar screen. The digital enhancement
showed the seabed in contoured three dimensions. Plunkett's gaze darted from the screen into the water
and back again. He trusted the sonar and compuiter, but not ahead of hisown vision.

"Beon your guard,” Knox aerted them. ™Y ou're dropping aongside the walls of acanyon.”

"I haveit,” returned Plunkett. "The cliffs plungeinto awide valey." He reached for aswitch and
dropped one of the ballast weightsto dow the descent. Thirty meters from the bottom he dropped one
more, giving the submersible dmost perfect neutra buoyancy. Next he engaged the three thrusters

mounted on the outer ends of the lower spheres.

The bottom dowly materiadized through the jade gloom into a broken uneven dope. Strange black
rock that was folded and twisted into grotesque shapes spread as far asthey could see.

"Weve come down besde alavaflow,” said Plunkett. "The edgeis about akilometer ahead. After
that it's another three hundred-meter drop to the valley floor."

"l copy," replied Knox.

"What are dl those wormy rocks?' asked Stacy.



"Fillow lava," answered Salazar. "Made when fiery lava strikes the cold sea. The outer shell codls,
forming atube through which the molten lavakeepsflowing."

Plunkett kicked in the dtitude-positioning system that automaticaly kept the submersible four meters
above the bottom dope. Asthey glided across the scarred features of the plateau, they spotted the trails
of deep crawlersin scattered pools of silt, perhaps from brittle stars, shrimp, or deep-dwelling sea
cucumbersthat lurked in the darkness beyond the lights.

"Get ready," said Plunkett. "We're about to head down."”

A few seconds after hiswarning, the bottom dropped away into blackness again and the sub nosed
over and fell degper, maintaining its distance of four meters from the steep drop of the canyon walls.

"l haveyou at five-three-six-zero meters,” echoed Knox's voice over the underwater phone.
"Righto, | read the same," replied Plunkett.
"When you reach the vdley floor," said Knox, "you'll be on the plain of the fracture zone."

"Stands to reason,” Plunkett muttered, his attention focused on his control panel, computer screen, and
avideo monitor now showing the terrain below Old Gert'slanding skids. "There's no bloody placel€eft to

go.

Twelve minutes passed, and then aflat bottom loomed up ahead and the sub leveled out again.
Underwater particles swirled by the sphere, driven by alight current like flakes of snow. Ripples of sand
gretched infront of the circular lit pattern from the lights. The sand was not empty. Thousands of black
objects, roundly shaped like old cannonballs, littered the seabed in athick layer.

"Manganese nodules,” explained Sdazar asthough tutoring. "No one knows exactly how they formed,
athough it's suspected sharks teeth or whale ear bones may form the nucleus.”

"They worth anything?' asked Stacy, activating her camerasystems.

"Besdes the manganese, they're vaued for smdler quantities of cobalt, copper, nickd, and zinc. I'd
guess this concentration could run for hundreds of miles across the fracture zone and be worth ashigh as
eght million dollarsasquare kilometer.”

"Providing you could scoop it up from the surface, five and ahdf kilometers away,” Plunkett added.

Sdazar ingtructed Plunkett on what direction to explore as Old Gert soared silently over the
nodule-carpeted sand. Then something gleamed off to their port side. Plunkett banked dightly toward the
object.

"What do you see?" asked Sadazar, |ooking up from hisinstruments.

Stacy peered downward. "A bal!" she exclaimed. "A huge meta ball with strange-looking cleats. I'd
guessit to measure three metersin diameter.”

Plunkett dismissed it. "Mugt havefalen off aship.”

"Not too long ago, judging from the lack of corrosion,” commented Salazar.



Suddenly they sghted awide strip of clear sand that was totally devoid of nodules. It was asthough a
giant vacuum cleaner had made a swath through the middle of thefield.

"A draight edgel" exclamed Sdazar. "There's no such thing as prolonged straight edges on the
seefloor.”

Stacy stared in astonishment. "Too perfect, too precise to be anything but manmade.”

Plunkett shook his head. "Impossible, not at this depth. No engineering company in theworld hasthe
capability to mine the abyss."

"And no geological disturbance | ever heard of could form a clean road across the seabed,” stated
Sdazar firmly.

"Those indentationsin the sand that run along the borders ook like they might match that huge ball we
found."

"Okay," muttered Plunkett skepticaly. "What kind of equipment can sweep the bottom this degp?”

"A giant hydraulic dredge that sucks up the nodules through pipes to a barge on the surface," theorized
Sdazar. "The idea has been tossed around for years.”

"So has amanned flight to Mars, but the rocketry to get there has yet to be built. Nor has amonster
dredge. | know alot of people in marine engineering, and | haven't heard even a vague rumor about such
aproject. No mining operation of this magnitude can be kept secret. 1t'd take a surface fleet of at least
five ships and thousands of men working for years. And thereis no way they could pull it off without
detection by passing ships or satellites.”

Stacy looked blankly at Salazar. "Any way of tdling when it happened?”

Sdazar shrugged. " Could have been yesterday, could have been years ago.”

"But who then?' Stacy asked in avague tone. "Who is responsible for such technology?"

No oneimmediately answered. Their discovery did not fit accepted beliefs. They stared at the empty
swath with slent disbelief, afear of the unknown trickling down their necks.

Finaly Plunkett gave an answer that seemed to come digtantly, from outside the submersible. "No one
on thisearth, no onewho is human.”

<<4>>



Steen was entering into a state of extreme emotiona shock. He stared numbly at the blisters forming
on hisarms. He trembled uncontrollably, half mad from the shock and a sudden abdomina pain. He
doubled over and retched, his breath coming in great heaves. Everything seemed to be striking him at
once. His heart began besting erraticaly and hisbody burned up with fever.

Hefelt too weak to makeit back to the communications compartment and warn Korvold. When the
captain of the Norwegian ship received no replies from his sgnasto Steen, he would send another
boarding party to see what was wrong. More men would die uselessly.

Steen was drenched in sweat now. He stared at the car with the raised hood and his eyes glazed with
astrange hatred. A stupor descended over him, and his crazed mind saw an indescribable evil in the
stedl, leather, and rubber.

Asif inafina act of defiance, Steen took vengeance againg the inanimate vehicle. He pulled the Steyr
automatic held found in the captain's quarters from under hiswaistband and raised the barrel. Then he
squeezed the trigger and pumped the bullets into the front end of the car.

Two kilometersto the east, Captain Korvold was staring through his binoculars at the Divine Star
when she blew hersdlf out of existence, vaporizing in thefind blink of hiseyes.

A mongtrousfireball erupted with ablue brilliance whose intensity was greeter than the sun. White hot
gassesingantly burst over an areafour kilometersin diameter. A hemispherical condensation cloud
formed and spread out like avast doughnut, itsinterior quickly burned out by the fireball.

The surface of the sea was beaten down in agreat bowl-like depression three hundred meters across.
Then animmense column consisting of millions of tons of water roseinto the sky, itswalls sprouting
thousands of horizonta geysers, each aslarge asthe Narvik.

The shock wave raced from the fireball like an expanding ring around Saturn, speeding outward with a
velocity approaching five kilometers asecond. It struck the Narvik, pulping the ship into aformless

shape.

Korvold, standing in the open on the bridge wing, did not see the holocaust. His eyes and brain had no
timeto record it. He was carbonized within amicrosecond by therma radiation from the explosion's
fireball. His entire ship rose out of the water and was tossed back asif struck down by agiant
dedgehammer. A molten rain of stedl fragments and dust from the Divine Star cascaded the Narvik's
shattered decks. Fire burst from her ruptured hull and engulfed the shattered vessel. And then explosions
deep in her bowels. The containers on her cargo deck were tossed away like leaves before agust from a
hurricane.

There was no time for hoarse, tortured screams. Anyone caught on deck flared like amatch, crackled,



and was gone. The entire ship became an instant funerd pyre to her 250 passengers and crew.

TheNarvik began to ligt, settling fast. Within five minutes of the explosion sherolled over. Soononly a
small portion of her bottom wasvisible, and then she did under the agitated waters and vanished in the

depths.

Almost as suddenly asthe Divine Star evaporated, it was over. The great cauliflower-shaped cloud
that had formed over thefireball dowly scattered and became indistinguishable from the overcast. The
shimmering fury of the water camed, and the surface smoothed but for therolling swells.

Twelve kilometers across the seathe Invincible still floated. The incredible pressure of the shock wave
had not yet begun to diminish when itsfull force smashed into the survey ship. Her superstructure was
gutted and stripped away, exposing interior bulkheads. Her funnd tore from its mountings and whirled
into the boiling water as the bridge disgppeared in aviolent shower of sted and flesh.

Her masts were bent and distorted, the big crane used to retrieve Old Gert was twisted and thrown on
one sde, the hull plates saucered inward between her frame and longitudinal beams. Like the Narvik, the
Invincible had been beaten into aformless shape that was dmost unrecognizable asa ship.

The paint on her sides had blistered and blackened under thefiery blast. A plume of black oily smoke
billowed from her smashed port side and lay like aboiling carpet over the water around her hull. The heat
bored right through anyone exposed in the open. Those below decks were badly injured by concusson
and flying debris.

Jmmy Knox had been thrown violently into an unyielding sted bulkhead, bouncing backward and
gasping for air asif he wasin avacuum. He wound up flat on his back, sporead-eagled, staring up stunned
through a gaping hole that appeared asif by magicin the celling.

Helay there waiting for the shock to pass, struggling to concentrate on his predicament, wondering in
afog what had happened to hisworld. Slowly he gazed around the compartment at the bent bulkheads,
seeing the heavily damaged e ectronic equipment that looked like arobot with its guts pulled out, smelling
the smoke from the fires, and he felt the hysteria of a child who had lost his parentsin acrowd.

Helooked through the dash above into the bridge housing and chart room. They had been gutted into
atortured skeleton of deformed beams. The wheelhouse was a smoldering shambles that was now a
crypt for burned and broken men, whose blood dripped into the compartments below.

Knox rolled to his side and groaned in sudden agony caused by three broken ribs, atwisted ankle,
and aseaof bruises. Very dowly he pushed himsdlf to asitting position. He reached up and adjusted his
glasses, surprised they had remained perched on his nose during the incomprehensible devastation.

Sowly the dark curtain of shock parted, and hisfirg thought was of Old Gert. Straight from a
nightmare he could see the submersible damaged and out of contact in the blackness of the deep.

He crawled across the deck in adaze on hands and knees, fighting back the pain, until he could reach
up and grasp the receiver to the underwater telephone.

"Gert?' heburst out fearfully. "Do you read?”’

Hewaited severa seconds, but there was no reply. He swore in alow monotone.



"Damn you, Plunkett! Talk to me, you bastard!"

Hisonly answer was silence. All communications between the Invincible and Old Gert were broken.
Hisworgt fears were redized. Whatever force had battered the survey ship must have traveled through
the water and mangled the submersible that was dready subjected to incredible pressures.

"Dead," he whispered. "Crushed to pulp.”

His mind suddenly turned to his shipmates, and he called out. He heard only the groan and screech of
meta from the dying ship. He moved his eyes to the open doorway and focused on five bodies sprawled
inuntidy, stiff attitudes like cast-off display mannequins.

He sat fixed in grief and incomprehension. Dimly he felt the ship shudder convulsvely, the stern
dipping around and diding benegth the waves as though caught in awhirlpool. Concussions reverberated
al around him. The Invincible was about to take her own journey to the abyss.

The urgeto live surged within him, and then Knox was scrambling up adanted deck, too dazed to fed
the pain from hisinjuries. Charging in panic through the door to the crane deck, he dodged around the
dead bodies and over the devastated steel equipment that sprawled everywhere. Fear took the place of
shock and built to atight, expanding ball insde him.

He reached the twisted remains of the railing. Without a backward glance, he climbed over and
stepped into the waiting sea. A splintered piece of awooden crate bobbed in the water afew meters
away. He swam awkwardly until he could clasp it under one arm and float. Only then did he turn and
look at the Invincible.

Shewas sinking by the stern, her bows lifting above the Pacific swell. She seemed to hang therefor a
minute, sailing toward the clouds as she dipped backward at an ever increasing speed and disappeared,
leaving afew bits of flotsam and a cauldron of churned water that soon subsided into afew bubbles
tinted in rainbow colors by the spilled ail.

Frantically Knox searched the sea for other members of the Invincibl€'s crew. There was an eerie hush
now that the groans of the sinking ship had passed. There were no lifeboats, no heads of men svimming
inthesea

Hefound himself the only survivor of atragedy that had no explanation.

<<5>>



Beneath the surface, the shock wave traveled through the incompressible water at roughly 6,500
kilometers per hour in an expanding circle, crushing adl sealifeinits path. Old Gert was saved from
ingtant destruction by the canyon walls. They towered above the submersible, shidding it from themain
force of the explosive pressure.

Y et the submersible was still whirled about violently. One moment it waslevd, the next it wastumbled
end over end like akicked football by the turbulence. The pod containing the main batteries and
propulsion systems struck the rocklike nodules, cracked and collapsed inward from the tremendous
pressure. Fortunatdly, the hatch covers on each end of the connecting tube held, or the water would have
burgt into the crew's sphere like a pile driver and mashed them into bloody paste.

The noise of the explosion came over the underwater telephone like athunderclap amost in unison
with the express-train rumble from the shock wave. With their passing, the deep returned to abeguiling
slence. Then the cam was broken again by the screech and groan of tortured metal astheravaged
surface shipsfell through the deep, buckling and compressing before plunging againgt the seefloor in great
mushroom clouds of Slt.

"What isit?" Stacy cried, clutching her chair to keep from being thrown abouit.

Whether from shock or radical devotion to hiswork, Salazar's eyes had never left hisconsole. "Thisis
no earthquake. It reads as a surface disturbance.”

With the thrusters gone, Plunkett lost al control of Old Gert. He could only sit therein helpless
detachment as the sub was tossed across the field of manganese nodules. Automeatically he shouted into
the underwater telephone, skipping al cal sgn formdities.

"Jmmy, were caught in unexplained turbulence! Have lost our thruster pod! Please respond.”

Jmmy Knox could not hear. He wasfighting to stay divein thewavesfar above.

Plunkett was il trying desperately to raise the Invincible when the submersible findly ended her
erratic flight and struck the bottom at aforty-degree angle, coming to rest on the sphere surrounding the
electrica and oxygen equipmen.

"Thisistheend," Salazar murmured, not reglly knowing what he meant, his mind mired in shock and
confusion.

"The hdl itid" snapped Plunkett. "We can il drop ballast weights and makeit to the top.”

He knew as he spoke that releasing dl the iron balast weights might not overcome the added weight
of the water within the shattered pod, plus the suction from the muck. He activated the switches, and
hundreds of pounds of dead weight dropped free from the submersible's underbelly.

For afew moments nothing happened, then centimeter by centimeter Old Gert pulled hersdf up from
the bottom, rising dowly asif pushed by the hushed breaths and pounding hearts of the three people
ingde her main sphere.

"Ten feet up," announced Plunkett after what seemed an hour but in redlity was only thirty seconds.



Old Gert leveled out and they dl dared to breathe again. Plunkett futilely kept trying to contact Jimmy
Knox. "Jmmy. . . thisis Plunkett. Tak to me."

Stacy stared so hard at the depth meter she thought the glass over the dial would crack. "Go. . . go,"
she pleaded.

Then their worst nightmare burst on them without warning. The sphere holding the eectrica and
oxygen equipment suddenly imploded. Weakened by itsimpact into the seefloor, it gave up itsintegrity
and was crushed like an egg by the merciless pressure.

"Bloody hell!" Plunkett gasped as the sub dropped back into the st with ajarring bump.

Asif to drive home the terrifying reverse, the lights blinked out and snapped the sphere into aworld of
pure ebony. The maignancy of the stygian blacknessisahorror only thetotaly blind experience. To
those with sight the sudden disorientation curses the mind into believing ungpeskable forces are
approaching from beyond in an ever tightening circle.

At last Sdazar's hoarse voice broke the sllence. "Mother of Jesus, we're finished for good.”

"Not yet," said Plunkett. "We can gill make it to the surface by jettisoning the control sphere.” His
hand groped over his console until hisfingers touched a particular switch. With an audible click the
auxiliary lights came on and refit the interior of the sphere.

Stacy sighed with relief and briefly rdlaxed. "Thank heaven. At least we can see.”

Plunkett programmed the computer for an emergency ascent. Then he set the release mechanism and
turned to Stacy and Salazar. "Hold tight. It may be arough trip topside.”

"Anything to get the hell out of here," grunted Sdazar.

"Whenever youreready," Stacy said gamely.

Plunkett removed the safety peg from the release handle, took afirm grip, and pulled.

Nothing happened.

Three times Plunkett feverishly ran through the routine. But the control sphere stubbornly refused to
detach from the main section of the sub. In desperation he turned to the computer to trouble-shoot the

cause of the mafunction. An answer came back in the blink of an eye.

The release mechanism had been twisted and jammed by the angled impact with the seabed, and there
was no way to repair it.

"I'm sorry,” Plunkett said in frustration. "But it looks like we stay until rescued.”

"Fat chance of that," snapped Sdazar, wiping the sweet that poured from hisface with the deeve of a
down ski jacket.

"How do we stand on oxygen?' asked Stacy.

"Our main supply was cut off when the pod imploded,” replied Plunkett. "But our emergency canisters



in thisunit and the lithium hydroxide scrubber to remove our exhaed carbon dioxide should keep us
sucking air for ten to twelve hours.”

Sdazar shook his head and gave a defeated shrug. "Every prayer in every church of the world won't
save usintime. It'l take aminimum of seventy-two hoursto get another submersible on site. And even
then it'sdoubtful they could lift usto the surface.”

Stacy looked into Plunkett's eyes for some small sign of encouragement, but she found none. He wore
aremote and distant look. She got the impression he was saddened more by the loss of his precious
submersible than he was at the prospect of dying. He came back on track as he became aware of her
dare.

"Raul isright,” he said tautly. "I hate to admit it, but well need amiracleto seethe sun again.”

"But the Invincible," said Stacy. "They'll move heaven and earth to reach us."

Plunkett shook his head. " Something tragic happened up there. The last sound we heard was a ship
breaking up on her way to the bottom."

"But there were two other shipsin sight when we left the surface, Stacy protested. "It might have been
ather oneof them."

"It makes no difference,”" Plunkett said wearily. "Thereisno way up. And time has become an enemy
we cannot defeat.”

A deep despair settled in the control sphere. Any hope of rescue was afantasy. The only certainty
was afuture salvage project to retrieve Old Gert and their bodieslong after they were dead.

<<6>>

Dde Nichols, specia assstant to the President, puffed on his pipe and peered over hisold-style
reading spectacles as Raymond Jordan entered his office.

Jordan managed a smile despite the sickly sweet tobacco fumesthat hung in the office like smog under
aninverson layer. "Good afternoon, Dae."

"Still raning?" asked Nichols.



"Modtly turned to drizzle”

Jordan noted that Nichols was under pressure. The "protector of the presidential rellm™ wasaclass
operator, but the thicket of coffee-brown hair looked like ahayfield in a crosswind, the eyes darted more
than usua, and there were tension linesin the face Jordan had never seen before.

"The Presdent and the Vice Presdent are waiting," said Nichols quickly. "They're most anxiousto
hear an update on the Pacific blast.”

"I havethe latest report,” Jordan said reassuringly.

Though he was one of the five most powerful men in official Washington, Jordan was not known to the
generd public. Nor was he familiar to most bureaucrats or politicians. As Director of Central Intelligence
Jordan headed the Nationa Security Service and reported directly to the President.

Helived in the spectral world of espionage and intelligence, and there were very few outsderswho
were aware of the disasters and tragedies that he and his agents had saved the American people from.

Jordan did not strike a stranger as a man with abrilliant intellect who possessed a photographic
memory and was conversant in seven languages. He seemed as ordinary-looking as his men and women
inthefidd. Medium height, latefifties, hedthy head of Slver-gray hair, solid frame with dight paunch,
kindly oakbrown eyes. A faithful husband to hiswife of thirty-seven years, they had twin daughtersin
college, both studying marine biology.

The President and Vice President were engaged in quiet conversation as Nichols ushered Jordan into
the Ova Office. They turned instantly and faced Jordan, who observed that they were as uptight asthe
President's specia assstant.

"Thank you for coming, Ray," said the Presdent without fanfare, nervoudy mationing to agreen couch
beneath a portrait of Andrew Jackson. "Please sit down and tell uswhat in hell isgoing on out in the
Pacific."

Jordan aways found himsdf amused by the painful uneasinessthat gripped politicians during an
impending crisis. No elected official had the seasoned toughness and experience of career men such as
the Director of Centrd Intelligence. And they could never bring themsalves to respect or accept the
immense power Jordan and his counterparts possessed to control and orchestrate internationa events.

Jordan nodded to the President, who towered a good head above him, and sat down. Camly, with
what seemed to the others agonizing downess, he set alarge leather accountant's style briefcase on the
floor and spread it open. Then he pulled out afile as areference.

"Do we have asituation?' the President asked impatiently, using the formal watchword for an imminent
threat to the civilian population, such as anuclear atack.

"Yes, Sr, unfortunately we do.”
"What are welooking at'?"

Jordan glanced at the report purely for effect. Hed aready memorized the entire thirty pages. "At
precisaly deven-fifty-four hours, an explosion of greet force took place in the North Pacific,



gpproximately nine hundred kilometers northeast of Midway Idand. One of our Pyramider spy satdllites
recorded the flash and atmospheric disturbance with cameras and recorded the shock wave from
clandestine hydrophonic buoys. The datawas transmitted directly to the Nationa Security Agency,
where it was andlyzed. Thiswas followed by readings from seismographic array sationslinked to
NORAD, who in turn relayed the information to CIA techniciansat Langley.”

"And the concluson?' the President pushed.

"They agreed the explosion was nuclear,” he said camly. "Nothing €lse could be that massive.”

Except for Jordan, who seemed asrelaxed asiif he was watching a soap operaon television, the
expressions of the other three men in the Oval Officelooked positively grim at the abhorrent thought that
wasfindly thrown out in the open.

"Arewe on DEFCOM Alert?' inquired the President, referring to the scale of nuclear readiness.

Jordan nodded. "I've taken the liberty of ordering NORAD to go immediately to a DEFCOM-Three
Alert with sandby and staging for DEFCOM-Two, depending on the reaction by the Soviets."

Nichols stared at Jordan. " Are we airborne?"

"A Casper SR-Ninety recon aircraft took off from Edwards Air Force Base twenty minutes ago to
verify and collect additiond data."

"Are we certain the shock wave was caused by anuclear explosion?' asked the Vice President, aman
in hisearly forties who had spent only six yearsin Congress before being tapped for the number-two job.
The consummeate palitician, he was out of his depth on intelligence gathering. "It might have been an
underwater earthquake or volcanic eruption.”

Jordan shook his head. "The saeismographic recordings showed a sharp pulse associated with nuclear
detonations. Thereflection from an earthquake goes back and forth for alonger length of time. Computer

enhancement confirmsthat fact. We should have agood idea of the energy in kilotons after the Casper
collects atmospheric radiation samples.”

"Any gueses?'
"Until dl thedataisin, the best guessis between ten and twenty kilotons.”
"Enoughto level Chicago,”" Nichols murmured.

The President was afraid to ask the next question, and he hesitated. "Could. . . could it have been one
of our own nuclear submarinesthat blew up?'

"The Chief of Nava Operations assures me none of our vessals were within five hundred kilometers of
the area”

"A Russian maybe?'
"No," Jordan replied. "I've notified my USSR counterpart, Nikolai Golanov. He swore al Soviet

nuclear surface ships and submarinesin the Pacific are accounted for, and quite naturally blamed usfor
the event. Though I'm one hundred percent sure he and his people know better, they won't admit they're



inthe dark asmuch aswe are."
"I'm not familiar with thename," said the Vice President. "Ishe KGB?'

"Golanov isthe Directorate of Foreign and State Security for the Politburo,” Jordan explained
petiently.

"He could belying," offered Nichals.

Jordan shot him ahard look. "Nikolai and | go back twenty-six years together. We may have danced
and shined, but we never lied to one another.”

"If we aren't responsible, and neither are the Soviets," mused the President, his voice gone strangely
soft, "thenwho is?'

"At least ten other nations have the bomb," said Nichals. "Any one of them could have run anuclear
bomb test."

"Not likely," answered Jordan. ™Y ou can't keep the preparations a secret from Global Bloc and
Western intelligence gathering. | suspect we're going to find it was an accident, anuclear device that was
never meant to go off."

The President looked thoughtful for amoment, and then he asked, " Do we know the nationadlity of the
shipsintheblast area?'

"All the detallsaren't in yet, but it appearsthat three vessalswereinvolved, or at least innocent
bystanders. A Norwegian passenger-cargo liner, a Japanese auto carrier, and a British oceanographic
ship that was conducting a deep-bottom survey.”

"There must have been casualties”

"Photos from our satdllite before and after the event show that al three ships vanished and were
presumed sunk during or immediately after the blast. Human survivability isvery doubtful. If the fireball
and shock wave didn't get them, the heavy radiation will in avery short time."

"| takeit arescue mission isplanned,” said the Vice President.

"Nava unitsfrom Guam and Midway have been ordered to the Site.”

The President stared at the carpet steadily, asif seeing something. "I can't believe the British were
secretly conducting abomb test without notifying us. The Prime Minister would have never gone behind

"Certainly not the Norwegians,”" said the Vice President firmly.

The President's face made amystified expression. "Nor the Japanese. There's no evidence they ever
built anuclear bomb."

"The device might have been stolen,” suggested Nichals, "and clandestingly transported by the
unsuspecting Norwegians or Japanese.”



Jordan shrugged offhandedly. "I don't think it was stolen. I'm willing to bet amonth's pay an
investigation will prove it was deliberately being carried to a scheduled destination.”

"Which was?'
"One of two Cdiforniaports.”
They al looked at Jordan in cold speculation, the enormity of the whole thing growing in their minds.

"The Divine Star was bound from Kobe to Los Angeleswith over seven thousand Murmoto
automobiles," Jordan continued. "The Narvik, carrying ahundred and thirty passengers and amixed
cargo of Korean shoes, computers, and kitchen appliances, sailed from Pusan for San Francisco.”

The President grinned mildly. "That should put asmall dent in the trade deficit.”

"Good God," muttered the Vice President, shaking hishead. "A frightening thought. A foreign ship
smuggling anuclear bomb into the United States.”

"What do you recommend, Ray?" demanded the President.

"We dispatch fidld teamsimmediately. Preferably Navy deegpsea savage vesselsto survey the sunken
ships and learn which ship was transporting the bomb."

The President and Nichols exchanged knowing glances. Then the President stared at Jordan. "1 think
Admira Sandecker and his ocean engineering people at NUMA are better suited for adeep-water
operation. I'll leaveit to you, Ray, to brief him."

"If I may respectfully disagree, Mr. President. We can keep atighter security lid on the event with the
Navy."

The President gave Jordan asmug look. "I understand your concern. But trust me. The National
Underwater and Marine Agency can do the job without a news leak."

Jordan rose from the couch, professionaly annoyed that the President knew something he didn't. He
made amentd noteto dig at hisfirst opportunity. "If Dalewill dert the admird, I'll leave for his office
immediady."

The President extended his hand. "Thank you, Ray. Y ou and your people have done asuperb job in
so short atime.”

Nichols accompanied Jordan as he | eft the Ova Office to head for the NUMA Building. As soon as
they werein the hallway Nichols asked in alow voice, "Just between you and me and the furniture, who
do you think is behind the bomb smuggling?"

Jordan thought for amoment and then replied in an even, disquieting tone. "Well know the answer to
that within the next twenty-four hours. The big question, the one that scares hell out of me, iswhy, and
for what purpose.
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The amosphere ins de the submersible had become rank and humid. Condensation was dripping from
the sides of the sphere, and the carbon dioxide wasrising into the letha range. No one tirred and they
seldom spoke, to conserve air. After eeven and ahalf hours, their life-preserving oxygen supply was
nearly gone, and what little electrica power was |eft in the emergency batteries could not operate the
CO, scrubbing unit much longer.

Fear and terror had dowly faded to resignation. Except for every fifteen minutes, when Plunkett
switched on the lightsto read the life-support systems, they sat quietly in the dark, aone with their
thoughts.

Plunkett concentrated on monitoring the instruments, fussing with his equipment, refusing to believe his
bel oved submersible could refuse to respond to his commands. Salazar sat like astatue, dumped in his
chair. He seemed withdrawn and barely conscious. Though he was only minutes avay from faling into a
final stupor, he could not see prolonging the inevitable. He wanted to die and get it over with.

Stacy conjured up fantasies of her childhood, pretending she was in another place, another time. Her
past flew by in fleeting images. Playing bassball in the street with her brothers, riding her new bicycle
Christmas Day, going to her first high school prom with aboy she didn't like but who wasthe only one
who asked her. She could dmost hear the strains of the music in the hotel ballroom. She forgot the name
of the group, but she remembered the songs. "We May Never Pass ThisWay Again" from Sedsand
Croftswas her favorite. She had closed her eyes and imagined she'd been dancing with Robert Redford.

She cocked her head asif listening. Something was out of place. The song she heard in her mind
wasn't from the mid-1970s. It sounded more like an old jazz tune than rock.

She came awake, opened her eyes, seeing only the blackness. "They're playing the wrong music,” she
mumbled.

Plunkett flicked on thelights. "What wasthat?'

Even Sdazar looked up uncomprehendingly and muttered, " She's halucinating.”

"They're supposed to be playing "We May Never Pass ThisWay Again,' but it's something ese.”
Plunkett looked at Stacy, his face soft with compassion and sorrow. "Yes, | hear it too."

"No, no," she objected. "Not the same. The song isdifferent.”



"Whatever you say," said Sdazar, panting. Hislungs ached from trying to wrest what oxygen he could
from the foul air. He grabbed Plunkett by the arm. "For God's sake, man. Close down the systems and
end it. Can't you see she's suffering? Were dl suffering.”

Plunkett's chest was hurting too. He well knew it was useless to prolong the torment, but he couldn't
brush aside the primitive urgeto cling on to life to the last breath. "Well seeit through,” he said heavily.
"Maybe another sub was airlifted to the Invincible."

Sdazar stared at him with glazed eyes and amind that was hanging on to athin thread of redity.
"You're crazy. Thereisn't another deep-water craft within seven thousand kilometers. And even if one
was brought in, and the Invincible was till afloat, they'd need another eight hoursto launch and
rendezvous.”

"I can't argue with you. None of us wantsto spend eternity in alost crypt in deep ocean. But | won't
give up hope."

"Crazy," Sdlazar repeated. He leaned forward in his seat and shook his head from sideto Sde asif
clearing the growing pain. He looked as though he was aging a year with each passng minute.

"Can't you hear it?" Stacy uttered in alow croaking voice. "They're coming closer.”
"She's crazy too," Sdazar rasped.
Plunkett held up hishand. "Quiet! | hear it too. Thereis something out there."

Therewas no reply from Salazar. He was too far goneto think or speak coherently. An agonizing
band was tightening around hislungs. The desirefor air overpowered dl his thoughts save one, he sat
there and wished death to come quickly.

Stacy and Plunkett both stared into the darkness beyond the sphere. A weird rat-tailed creature swam
into the dim light coming from inside Old Gert. It had no eyes, but it made a circuit of the sphere,
maintaining a distance of two centimeters before it went on about its businessin the depths.

Suddenly the water shimmered. Something was ftirring in the distance, something monstrous. Then a
strange bluish hao grew out of the blackness, accompanied by voices singing words too garbled by the
water to comprehend.

Stacy stared entranced, while Plunkett's skin crawled on the back of his neck. It had to be some
horror from the supernaturd, he thought. A monster created by his oxygen-starved brain. There was no
way the approaching thing could be redl. Theimage of an alien from another world crossed his mind
again. Tense and fearful, he waited until it came nearer, planning on using thefind charge of the
emergency battery to switch on the outsde lights. A terror from the deep or not, he redized it would be
the last thing held ever see on earth.

Stacy crawled to the side of the sphere until her nose was pressed againgt itsinterior. A chorus of
voicesechoed in her ears. "l told you," she said in astrained whisper. "l told you | heard singing. Listen.”

Punkett could just make out the words now, very faint and distant. He thought he must be going mad.
Hetried to tell himsdlf that the lack of breathable air was playing tricks on his eyes and ears. But the blue
light was becoming brighter and he recognized the song.



Oh, what atime | had

with Minniethe Mermaid

Down at the bottom of the sea.

| forgot my troubles

there among the bubbles.

Gee but she was awfully good to me.

He pushed the exterior light switch. Plunkett sat there motionless. He was used up and dog-weary,
desperately s0. His mind refused to accept the thing that materiaized out of the black gloom, and he
fainted dead away.

Stacy was so numbed with shock she couldn't tear her eyes from the apparition that crept toward the
sphere. A huge machine, moving on grest tractorlike treads and supporting an oblong structure with two
freakish manipulator arms on its underside, rolled to astop and sat poised under the lights of Old Cart.

A humanlike form with blurred features was sitting in the trangparent nose of the strange craft only two
meters avay from the sphere. Stacy closed her eyestightly and reopened them. Then the vague,
shadowy likeness of a man took shape. She could see him clearly now. He wore a turquoise-colored
jumpsuit that was partialy opened down the front. The matted black strands on his chest matched the
dark shaggy hair on his head. His face had a masculine westhered, craggy look, and the mirth wrinkles
that sretched from apair of incredibly green eyes were complemented by the dight grin on hislips.

He stared back at her with abemused interest. Then he reached down behind him, set aclipboard in
hislap, and wrote something on a pad. After afew seconds he tore off a piece of paper and held it up to
hisview window.

Stacy's eyes strained to focus on the wording. It read, "Welcome to Soggy Acres. Hang on whilewe
connect an oxygen line."



Isthiswhat it'slike to die? Stacy wondered. Sheld read of people going through tunnels before
emerging into light and seeing people and relatives who had died in the past. But this man was a perfect
sranger. Where did he come from?

Before she could match the puzzle pieces, the door closed and she floated into oblivion.

<<8>>

Dirk Pitt stood donein the center of alarge domed chamber, hands shoved into the pockets of his
NUMA jumpsuit, and studied Old Gert. His opdine eyes stared without expression at the submersible
that sat like abroken toy on the smooth black lavafloor. Then he dowly climbed through the hatch and
dropped into the pilot's reclining chair and studied the instruments embedded in the console.

Aitt wasatal man, firm muscled with broad shoulders and straight back, dightly on the lanky side, and
yet he moved with a catlike grace that seemed poised for action. There was arazor hardness about him
that even astranger could sense, yet he never lacked for friends and dliesin and out of government who
respected and admired him for hisloyaty and intelligence. He was buoyed by adry wit and an easygoing
persondity-- atrait a score of women had found most appealing-- and though he adored their company,
his most ardent love was reserved for the sea.

As Specid Projects Director of NUMA he spent almost as much time on and under water as he did
on land. His main exercise was diving-- he seldom crossed the threshold of agym. He had given up
smoking years before, casualy controlled his diet, and was alight drinker. He was constantly busy,
physicaly moving about, walking up to five milesaday in the course of hisjob. His greatest pleasure
outside hiswork was diving through the ghostly hulk of a sunken ship.

There was the echo of footsteps from outside the submersible, footsteps crossing the rock floor that
had been carved smooth under the curved walls of the vaulted roof. Fitt dewed around in the chair and
looked at hislongtime friend and NUMA associate, Al Giordino.

Giordino's black hair was as curly as Fitt's was wavy. His smooth face showed ruddy under the
overhead glow from the sodium vapor lights, and hislipswere locked in their usud dy Fagan-like amile.
Giordino was short, the top of his head came just up to Fitt's shoulder line. But his body was braced by
massive biceps and a chest that preceded the rest of him like awrecking ball, afeature that enhanced his
determined wak and gave theimpresson that if he didn't cometo ahdt he would smply walk through
whatever fence or wall happened to bein his path.



"Wadl, what do you make of it?' he asked Fitt.
"The British turned out anice piece of work," Fitt replied admiringly as he exited the hatch.

Giordino studied the crushed spheres and shook hishead. "They were lucky. Another five minutes and
we'd have found corpses.”

"How arethey doing?'

"A speedy recovery,” answered Giordino. "They'rein the galey devouring our food stores and
demanding to be returned to their ship on the surface.”

"Anyone brief them yet?" asked Aitt.

"Asyou ordered, they've been confined to the crew's quarters, and anyone who comes within spitting
distance actslike adeaf mute. A performance that's driven our guests up the walls. They'd givethelr left
kidney to know who we are, where we came from, and how we built alivable facility thisdeep in the

Pitt gazed again a Old Gert and then motioned a hand around the chamber. ™Y ears of secrecy flushed
downthedrain,” he muttered, suddenly angry.

"Not your fault."

"Better | |eft them to die out there than compromise our project.”

"Who you kidding?" Giordino laughed. "I've seen you pick up injured dogsin the street and drive them
to avet. You even paid the bill though it wasn't you who ran over them. Y ou're abig softy, my friend.
Secret operation be damned. Y ou'd have saved those peopleif they'd carried rabies, leprosy, and the
black plague.”

"I'm that obvious?'

Giordino'steasing look softened. "1'm the bully who gave you ablack eye in kindergarten, remember,
and you bloodied my nose with abasebal in return. | know you better than your own mother. Y ou may
be anasty bastard on the outside, but underneath you're an easy touch.”

Pitt looked down at Giordino. ™Y ou know, of course, that playing good samaritan has put usin asea
of troublewith Admiral Sandecker and the Defense Department.”

"That goes without saying. And spesking of the devil, Communications just received a coded message.
The admird ison hisway from Washington. His planeisduein two hours. Hardly what you'd call
advance notice. I've ordered a sub readied to head for the surface and pick him up.”

"He must be psychic,” mused Fitt.

"I'm betting that weird disturbance isbehind hissurprisevigt.”

Fitt nodded and smiled. " Then we have nothing to lose by raising the curtain for our guests.”



"Nothing," Giordino agreed. "Once the admira getsthe story, hell order them kept here under guard
until we wrap up the project anyway."

Pitt began walking toward a circular doorway with Giordino at hisside. Sixty yearsin the padt, the
domed chamber might have been an architect's vison of afuturistic aircraft hangar, but this structure
covered no aircraft from rain, snow, or summer sun. Its carbon and ceramic reinforced plastic walls
housed deep-water craft 5,400 meters beneath the sea. Besides Old Gert, the leveled floor held an
immense tractorlike vehicle with an upper body housing shaped smilar to acigar. Two smdler
submersibles sat Side-by-side, resembling stubby nuclear submarines whose bows and sterns had been
reattached after their center sections were removed. Severa men and one woman were busily servicing
thevehicles

Aitt led the way through anarrow circular tunnel that looked like an ordinary drain pipe and passed
through two compartments with domed ceilings. There were no right angles or sharp corners anywhere.
All interior surfaces were rounded to structurdly resist the massive outside water pressure.

They entered a confined and spartan dining compartment. The one long table and its surrounding
charswereformed from aluminum, and the galley wasn't much larger than the kitchen on an overnight
passenger train. Two NUMA crewmen stood on each side of the doorway keeping atight eye on their
unwelcome guests.

Plunkett, Sdazar, and Stacy were huddled at the opposite end of the table in muffled conversation
when Pitt and Giordino entered. Their voices stopped abruptly, and they looked up suspicioudy at the
two strangers.

S0 he could talk with them at their own levd, Fitt planted himself solidly in anearby chair and glanced
swiftly from face to face asif he was an inspector of police examining alineup.

Then he said palitely, "How do you do. My nameis Dirk Ritt. | head up the project you've ssumbled
upon.”

"Thank God!" Plunkett boomed. "At last, somebody who can speak.”

"And English at that," added Sdlazar.

Pitt gestured a Giordino. "Mr. Albert Giordino, chief mover and doer around here. Hell be glad to
conduct agrand tour, assign quarters, and help you with any needsin the way of clothing, toothbrushes,

and whatever."

Introductions and handshakes were traded across the table. Giordino ordered up around of coffee,
and the three visitorsfrom Old Gert finaly began to reax.

"| spesk for dl of us" said Plunkett sincerely, "when | say, thank you for saving our lives."
"Al and | are only too happy we reached you intime."

"Y our accent tellsmeyou're American,” said Stacy.

Pitt locked onto her eyes and gave her adevadtating stare. 'Y es, were al from the States.”

Stacy seemed to fear Fitt, as adeer fearsamountain lion, yet shewas oddly attracted to him. "You're



the man | saw in the strange submersible before | passed out.”

"A DSMV," Ritt corrected her. "Stands for Degp SeaMining Vehicle. Everyone callsit Big John. Its
purpose isto excavate geological samplesfrom the seabed.”

"Thisisan American mining venture?' asked Plunkeit increduloudy.

Aitt nodded. "A highly classified suboceanic test mining and survey project, financed by the United
States government. Eight yearsfrom theinitial design through construction to start-up.”

"Wheat do you cdll it?'

"There'safancy code word, but we affectionately refer to the place as "Soggy Acres.""

"How can it be kept asecret?' asked Salazar. "'Y ou must have a support fleet on the surface that can
be easly detected by passing vessals or satellites.”

"Our little habitat isfully sdf-sustaining. A high-tech life-support system that draws oxygen from the
seaand enables usto work under pressure equd to the air at sealevel, adesaination unit for fresh
drinking weter, heat from hydrotherma vents on the seefloor, some food from mussels, clams, shrimp,
and crabsthat survive around the vents, and we bathe under ultraviolet light and antiseptic showersto
prevent bacteria growth. What supplies or equipment replacement parts we can't provide on our own are
dropped into the seafrom the air and retrieved underwater. If it becomes necessary to transfer
personnel, one of our submersiblesrisesto the surface whereit ismet by ajet-powered flying boat.”

Plunkett smply nodded. He was aman living adream.

"Y ou must have aunique method of communicating with the outsde world,” said Sdazar.

"A surface relay buoy tethered by cable. We transmit and receive via satdllite. Nothing fancy but most
effident.”

"How long have you been down here?"
"We haven't seen the sunin alittle over four months.”

Plunkett stared into his coffee cup in wonder. "I had no idea your technology had devel oped to where
you can tackle aresearch station this deep.”

"Y ou might say we're apioneer expedition,” said Ritt proudly. "We have severa projects going a the
sametime. Besidestesting equipment, our engineers and scientists analyze the sealife, geology, and
mineras on the seabed and file computerized reports of their findings. Actua dredging and mining
operations comein future stages.”

"How many peoplein your crew?"

Pitt took aswallow of coffee before answering. "Not many. Twelve men and two women.”

"| see your women have traditional duties,”" Stacy said sourly, nodding at a pretty redheaded lady in



her late twentieswho was dicing vegetablesin the galley.

"Sarah volunteered. She aso oversees our computer records, working two jobs, as do most of us."

"| suppose the other woman doubles as your maid and equipment mechanic.”

"You'reclose" Pitt said, giving her acaugtic smile. "Jill really does help out as a marine equipment
engineer. She'saso our resdent biologist. And if | were you, | wouldn't lecture her on femae rightson
the bottom of the sea. She took first in aMiss Colorado bodybuilding competition and can bench press
two hundred pounds.”

Sdazar pushed his chair from the table and stretched out hisfeet. "I'll wager your military isinvolved
with the project.”

"Y ou won' find any uniformed rank down here," Pitt Sdestepped. "Were dl drictly scientific
bureaucrats."

"Onething I'd likeyou to explain,”" said Plunkett, "is how you knew we were in trouble and where to
findus"

"Al and | wereretracing our tracks from an earlier sample collection survey, searching for a
gol d-detection sensor that had somehow fallen off the Big John, when we came within range of your
underwater phone.”

"We picked up your distress calls, faint asthey were, and homed in to your position,” Giordino
finished.

"Once we found your submersible,” Fitt continued, "Al and | couldn't very well transport you from
your vessdl to our vehicle or you'd have been crushed into munchkins by the water pressure. Our only
hope was to use the Big John's manipulator armsto plug an oxygen lineto your exterior emergency
connector. Luckily, your adapter and ours mated perfectly.”

"Then we used both manipulator armsto lock onto your lift hooks" Giordino camein, using hishands
for effect, "and carried your sub back to our equipment chamber, entering through our pressure airlock.”

"Y ou saved Old Gert?" inquired Plunkett, quickly becoming cheerful.

"She's stting in the chamber,” said Giordino.

"How soon can we be returned to our support ship?' Salazar demanded rather than asked.
"Not for sometime, I'm afraid,” said Fitt.

"Weve got to let our support crew know weredive," Stacy protested. "Surely you can contact
them?'

Pitt exchanged ataut look with Giordino. "On our way to rescue you, we passed a badly damaged
ship that had recently fallen to the bottom."

"No, not the Invincible," Stacy murmured, unbelieving.



" She was badly broken up, as though she suffered from aheavy explosion,” replied Giordino. "1 doubt
there were any survivors.

"Two other ships were nearby when we started our dive," Plunkett pleaded. " She must have been one
of them."

"l can't say," Pitt admitted. " Something happened up there. Some kind of immense turbulence. Weve
had no time to investigate and don't have any hard answers.”

"Surely you fdt the same shock wave that damaged our submersible.”

"Thisfacility Stsin aprotected valey off the fracture zone, thirty kilometers awvay from wherewe
found you and the sunken ship. What was |eft of any shock wave passed over us. All we experienced
was amild rush of current and a sediment storm as the bottom was stirred into what is known on dry
land asablizzard condition.”

Stacy gave Pitt an angry look indeed. "Do you intend to keep us prisoners?

"Not exactly theword | had in mind. But sncethisisahighly classfied project | must ask you to
accept our hospitality a bit longer.”

"What do you call "abit longer'?' Sdazar asked warily.

Pitt gave the small Mexican asardonic stare. "We're not scheduled to return topside for another sixty

days:”

Therewas silence. Plunkett looked from Salazar to Stacy to Fitt. "Bloody hdll!" he snapped bitterly.
"Y ou can't hold us here two months.”

"My wife," groaned Sdlazar. "Shelll think 1'm dead.”

"l have adaughter,” said Stacy, quickly subdued.

"Bear with me," Fitt said quietly. "I redize | seem like aheartlesstyrant, but your presence has put me
inadifficult position. When we have abetter grip on what happened on the surface, and | talk with my
superiors, we might work something out.”

Pitt paused as he spotted Keith Harris, the project's seismologist, standing in the doorway nodding for
Pitt to talk outside the room.

Pitt excused himsdlf and approached Harris. Heimmediately saw the look of concernin Harris eyes.

"Problem?’ he asked tersdly.

Harris spoke through a great gray beard that matched his hair. "That disturbance hastriggered a
growing number of shocksin the seabed. So far, most dl are small and shallow. We can't actualy fed
them yet. But their intengity and strength are growing.”

"How do you read it?"

"Were gtting on afault that'sunstable as hell," Harriswent on. "It'saso volcanic. Crusta strain energy



isbeing released at arate I've never experienced. I'm afraid we could be looking at amagjor earthquake
of asx-point-five magnitude.”

"Wed never survive," Pitt said stonily. "One crack in one of our domes, and the water pressure will
flatten the entire base like leas under adedgehammer.”

| get thesamepicture,” said Harrisdismally.
"How long have we got?'

"No way to predict these things with any certainty. | redizeit's not much comfort, and I'm only
guessing, but judging from the rate of build I'd guess maybe twelve hours."

"Time enough to evacuae."

"I could bewrong," Harris came back hestantly. "If we actualy experienceinitia shock waves, the big
quake might he only minutes behind. On the other hand, the shocks could taper off and stop just as
eedly.”

He'd no sooner gotten the words out when they both felt adight tremor beneath their feet and the
coffee cups on the dining table began to clatter in their saucers.

Pitt stared at Harris, and hislips pulled into atense grin. "It seemsthat timeisnot on our side.”

<<O>>

The tremorsincreased with terrifying swiftness. A distant rumbling seemed to move closer. Then came
sharp thumping sounds as smal rocks tumbled down the canyon dopes and struck against the
suboceanic buildings. Everyone kept glancing up at the great arched roof of the equipment chamber,
fearful of an avalanche breaching thewalls. Onetiny opening, and the water would burst inside with the
shattering power of athousand cannons.

All was calm, no panic. Except for the clothes they wore, nothing was carried but the computer
records of the project. Eight minuteswas all it took for the crew to assemble and ready the deep-sea
vehidesfor boarding.

Pitt had known ingtantly that afew must die. The two manned submersibles were each designed to



carry amaximum of six people. Seven might be crammed on board for atotal of fourteen-- the exact
number of the project team-- but certainly no more. Now they were burdened with the unplanned
presence of the crewmen from Old Gert.

The shocks were coming stronger and closer together now. Pitt saw no chance of asub reaching the
surface, unloading survivors, and returning in time to rescue those | eft behind. The round trip took no less
than four hours. The suboceanic structures were dowly weakening under the increasing shocks, and it
was only aquestion of minutes before they would give way and be crushed by the ondaught of the sea

Giordino read the dire dgnsin the fixed expression on Ritt'sface. "Well have to make two trips. Better
| wait for the next--"

"Sorry, old pal," Fitt cut him off. "Y ou pilot the first sub. I'll follow in the second. Get to the surface,
unload your passengersinto inflatable rafts, and dive like hell for those who must stay behind.”

"Noway | can makeit back intime," Giordino said tautly.

"Think of abetter way?'

Giordino shook his head in defeat. "Who getsthe short end of the stick?”

"The British survey team.”

Giordino stiffened. "No cdl for volunteers? Not like you to leave awoman.”

"I haveto place our own peoplefirgt,” Pitt answered coldly.

Giordino shrugged, disgpproval in hisface. "We save them and then sign their desth warrants.”

A long, shuddering vibration shook the seabed, chased by a deep, menacing rumble. Ten seconds. Fitt
stared down at hiswristwatch. The shock lasted ten seconds. Then al was silent and still again, deathly
Slent.

Giordino stared blankly for an ingtant into the eyes of hisfriend. Not the dightest fear showed. Pitt
seemed incredibly indifferent. There was absolutely no doubt in hismind that Pitt waslying. There was

never any intention to pilot the second sub. Pitt was set on being the last man ouit.

It wastoo late now, too late for arguments, no time for drawnout goodbyes. Pitt grabbed Giordino by
the arm and hdf pushed, haf heaved the tough little Italian through the hatch of the first submersible,

"Y ou should bejust intimeto greet the admird,” he said. "Give him my best.”

Giordino didn't hear him. Fitt's voice was drowned out by faling rock that smashed against the dome
and reverberated dl around them. Then Fitt dammed the hatch shut and was gone.

The six big men stuffed insde seemed to fill every square centimeter of theinterior. They said nothing,
avoiding each other's stares. Then, asif dl eyeswere following athrown football in the last seconds of a
game, they watched expectantly as Giordino weaved like an ed through their packed bodiesinto the
pilot's sedt.



He swiftly switched on the e ectric motors that ran the submersible over rallsinto the air lock. He
rushed through the checklist and had just programmed the computer when the massive interior door
closed and water began surging through specia restriction vaves from the ice-cold seaoutside. The
ingtant the lock wasfilled and equaized with the immense water pressure, the computer automatically
opened the exterior door. Then Giordino took over manua control, engaged the thrusters to maximum
power, and drove the sub toward the waves far above.

While Giordino and his passengers werein the lock, Fitt quickly turned his attention to the boarding of
the second submersible. He ordered the NUMA team women to enter first. Then he silently nodded for
Stecy to follow.

She hesitated at the hatch opening, shot him a strained, questioning look. She was standing quite still as
though stunned by what was happening around her.

"Areyou going to die because | took your place?' she asked softly.

Aitt flashed amadcap smile. "Keep adate open for rum collins at sunset on the lanai of the Halekaani
Hotd in Honolulu.”

Shetried to form thewordsfor areply, but before they came out the next man in line pushed her none
too gently into the sub.

Pitt stepped over to Dave Lowden, chief vehicle engineer on the project. About as perturbed asa
clam, Lowden pulled up the zipper on hisleather bomber jacket with one hand while pushing hisrimless
glasses up the bridge of his nose with the other.

"Y ou want meto act as co-pilot?' Lowden asked in alow voice.

"No, you take her up done," said Fitt. "I'll wait for Giordino to come back.”

Lowden could not control the saddened expression that crossed hisface. "Better | should stay than
you."

"Y ou have a pretty wife and threekids. I'm single. Get your assin that sub, and be quick about it." Pitt
turned his back on Lowden and walked over to where Plunkett and Salazar were standing.

Plunkett also showed no shred of fear. The big ocean engineer looked as content as a sheepherder
casudly eyeing hisflock during aspring shower.

"Do you have afamily, Doc?' Fitt asked.
Punkett gave adight shake of hishead. "Me? Not bloody likely. I'm an old confirmed bachelor.”
"| thought as much.”

Sdazar was nervoudy rubbing his hands together, afrightened light in hiseyes. He was achingly aware
of his helplessness and a certainty that he was about to die.

"I believe you said you had awife?" Fitt asked, directing his question to Salazar.



"And ason," he muttered. "They'rein Veracruz."
"Therésroom for one more. Hurry and jump in.”
"I'll make eight,” Sdlazar said dumbly. "I thought your submersibles only held seven.”

"| put the biggest men in thefirgt sub and crammed the smallest and three ladiesin the second. There
should be enough space | eft over to squeezein alittle guy like you.”

Without a thank-you, Salazar scrambled into the submersible as Pitt swung the hatch cover closed
againg his heds. Then Lowden dogged it tight from theinsde.

Asthe submersiblerolled into the air lock and the door closed with asickening finality, Plunkett
dapped Fitt's back with agreat bear paw of a hand.

"You're abrave one, Mr. Fitt. No man could have played God better."

"Sorry | couldn't find an extra seet for you."

"No matter. | consider it an honor to diein good company.”

Aitt stared at Plunkett, mild surprisein hiseyes. "Who said anything about dying?'

"Come now, man. | know the sea. It doesn't take a seismographic genius to know your project is
about to collapse around our ears.”

"Doc," Pitt said conversationaly through a heavy tremor, "trust me.”
Plunkett gave Pitt avery skeptical look. "Y ou know something | don't?"
"Let'sjust say, were catching the last freight out of Soggy Acres.”

Twelve minutes later, the shock waves came in an endless procession. Tons of rock cascaded down
from the canyon walls, striking the rounded structures with shattering force.

Finaly the battered walls of the undersea habitat imploded and billions of liters of icy black water
boiled down and swept away man's cregtion as completely as though it had never been built.

<<10>>



Thefirst submersible burst through atrough between the swdlls, leaping like awha e before
belly-flopping into the bluegreen sea. The waters had calmed considerably, the sky was crysta clear, and
the waves wererolling at less than one meter.

Giordino quickly reached up to the hatch cover, gripped the quadrant of the handwhedl, and twisted.
After two turnsit began to spin more easily until it hit the stops and he could push the cover open. A thin
stream of water spilled ingde the sub, and the cramped passengers thankfully inhded the pure, clean air.
For someit wasther firgt trip to the surface in months.

Giordino climbed through the hatch and into the small oval shaped tower that protected the opening
from the waves. He'd expected to find an empty ocean, but as he scanned the horizons his mouth gaped
in horror and astonishment.

Lessthan fifty meters away ajunk, the classic Foochow Chinese sailing ship, was bearing down on the
floating submersible. Square projecting deck over the bow and high ova-like stern, it carried three masts
with square matting sails stretched by bamboo strips and a modern type jib. The painted eyebdls on the
bows seemed to rise up and peer down at Giordino.

For abrief ingtant, Giordino could not believe the incredulity of the encounter. Of dl the vast expanse
of the Pacific Ocean, he'd surfaced at precisdaly the right spot to be rammed by a ship. He leaned over
the sub's tower and shouted inside.

"Everybody out! Hurry!"

Two of the junk's crew spotted the turquoise submersible asit rose on aswell, and they began yelling
at their hddmsman to steer hard to starboard. But the gap was dmost closed. Pushed by a brisk breeze,
the gleaming tesk hull bore down on the people spilling out of the sub and legping into the water.

Nearer it came, the spray flying from the bows, the massive rudder swinging hard against the current.
The crew of the junk stood rooted at the railing, staring in amazement at the unexpected appearance of
the submergiblein their path, fearful of an impact that could shatter the junk's bow and send it to the
bottom.

The surprise, the reaction time of the spotters before they shouted awarning, the delay of the
helmsman before he understood and twisted amodern whed that replaced the traditiond tiller, all
worked toward an inevitable collison. Too late the ungainly vessel went into an agonizingly dow turn.

The shadow of the great projecting bow fell over Giordino as he grasped the outstretched hand from
thelast man insde. He wasin the act of heaving him out when the junk's bow raised on aswell and came
down on the stern of the submersible. There was no loud tearing noise of acrash, therewas hardly a
noise a dl, except asoft splash followed by gurgling as the sub rolled to port and the water poured in
through the open hatch.

Then came shouting on the decks of the junk as the crew pulled on the sails, dropping them like
venetian blinds. The ship's engine coughed to life and was thrown into full astern aslife rings were thrown
over theside.

Giordino was pitched away from the junk asit dipped past only an arm'slength away, yanking the last



passenger through the hatch, grating the skin from hisknees, and faling backward, forced underwater by
the body weight of the man he saved. He had the foresight to keep his mouth closed but took saltwater
up hisnose. He snorted clear and gazed around. Thankfully, he counted six heads bobbing on the swells,
somefloating easily, some swvimming for theliferings.

But the submersible had quickly filled and logt its buoyancy. Giordino watched in rage and frustration
as the deegp-sea craft did under aswell stern-first and headed for the bottom.

Helooked up at the passing junk and read the name on her ornately painted stern. She was caled
Shanghai Shelly. He swore astorm at the incredible display of dirty luck. How wasit possible, he cursed,
to berammed by the only ship within hundreds of kilometers? He felt guilty and devastated for failing his
friend Aitt.

He only knew that he must commandeer the second sub, dive to the bottom, and rescue Fitt no matter
how vain the attempt. They had been closer than brothers, he owed too much to the maverick adventurer
to let him go without afight. He could never forget the many times Pitt had come through for him, times
when he thought al hope had vanished. But firgt thingsfird.

Helooked about. "If you'reinjured, raise ahand,” he called out.

Only one hand went up-- from ayoung geologist. "1 think | have asprained ankle."

"If that'sal you've got,” grunted Giordino, "consder yourself blessed.”

The junk came about and dowed, coming to a stop ten metersto the windward of the sub's survivors.
An older man with snow-white hair in awindblown mass and along curling white mustache bent over the

railing. He cupped his hands to his mouth and shouted, "Is anyone hurt? Shal we lower aboat?"

"Drop your gangway," Giordino directed. "Well climb aboard.” Then he added, "Keep asharp watch.
Weve another sub about to surface.”

"l hear you."

Within five minutes of the exchange, dl of the NUMA crew were standing on the deck of the junk, all
except the geologist with the bad ankle who was being lifted by anet over the side. The man who had
hailed them walked up and spread out his hands apologetically.

"God, I'm sorry you lost your vessel. We didn't see you until it wastoo late.”

"Not your fault,”" said Giordino, stepping forward. "We came up dmost under your kedl. Y our
lookouts were more adert than we had any right to expect.”

"Wasanyonelost?'
"No, were all accounted for."

"Thank God for that. This has been one crazy day. We picked another man out of the water not
twenty kilometersto the west. He'sin abad way. Says his name is JImmy Knox. He one of your men?”

"No," Giordino sad. "Therest of my people are following in another submersble.”



"I've ordered my crew to keep their eyes pedled.”
"Y ou're most courteous,” Giordino said mechanically, hismind taking one step at atime.

The stranger who seemed to be in command glanced around the open sea, a puzzled ook on hisface.
"Whereareyou al coming from?"

"Explanations|ater. Can | borrow your radio?"
"Of course. By theway, my nameis Owen Murphy."
"Al Giordino."

"Right through there, Mr. Giordino," said Murphy, wisgly putting his curiosity on hold. He motioned
toward a doorway in the large cabin on the quarterdeck. "While you're occupied, I'll see your men get
into somedry clothes.”

"Much obliged," Giordino threw over his shoulder as he hurried &ft.

More than once, after the narrow escape from the submersible, the picture of Pitt and Plunkett
standing helpless as millions of tons of water thundered down on them flashed through Giordino's mind.
Hewas coldly aware that he was probably aready too late, the chances of their being dive were
somewhere between zero and nonexistent. But the thought of abandoning them, giving them up for dead,
was never remotely considered. If anything, he was more determined than ever to return to the seabed,
regardless of the nightmare he might find.

The NUMA submersible piloted by Dave Lowden surfaced haf akilometer off the junk's beam.
Thanksto the skilled ship handling of Murphy's hdmsman, Shangha Shelly cameto asmart stop less
than two meters from the sub's hatch tower. Thistime, al the submersible's crew, except Lowden,
stepped aboard dry.

Giordino rushed back on deck after alerting Admiral Sandecker of the situation and advising the pilot
of the flying boat to land dongside the junk. He stared straight down at Lowden, who was standing half
inand half out of the sub.

"Stand by," hailed Giordino. "1 want to take her back down."

Lowden waved negatively. "No can do. We devel oped aleak in the battery casing. Four of them
shorted. Not nearly enough power left for another dive."

Lowden'svoicetraled avay inicy slence. In the blank numbness of totd failure, Giordino struck his
figt againg theralling. The NUMA scientists and engineers, Stacy and Sdazar, even the crew of thejunk,
gtared mutely into the beaten expression that lined hisface.

"Not fair," he muttered in a sudden seething anger. "Not fair.”
He stood there along time, staring down into the unsympathetic seaasif penetrating its depths. He

was gtill standing there when Admiral Sandecker's aircraft appeared from the clouded sky and circled the
drifting junk.



Stacy and Salazar were shown to the cabin where Jmmy Knox lay barely conscious. A man with
balding gray hair and awarm twinklein his eyes rose from a chair by the bed and nodded.

"Hdlo, I'm Harry Deerfidd."

"Isitdl right to comein?' Stacy asked.

"Do you know Mr. Knox?'

"Werefriends from the same British survey ship,” answered Sdazar. "How ishe?!

"Regting comfortably," said Deerfield, but the expression in his face suggested anything but afast
recovery.

"Areyou adoctor?'

"Pediaricsactudly. | took asix-week hiatusto help Owen Murphy sail his boat from the builder to
San Diego." Heturned to Knox. "Y ou up to some vigtors, Jmmy?'

Knox, pdeand ill, lifted the fingers of one hand in the affirmative. His face was swollen and blistered,
but his eyeslooked strong, and they brightened noticeably when he recognized Stacy and Salazar. "Bless
the Lord you made it safely,” herasped. "I never thought I'd see the two of you again. Wher€'s that mad
Punkett?'

"Hell beaong soon,” said Stacy, giving Salazar akeep-quiet look. "What happened, Jmmy? What
happened to the Invincible?"

Knox weakly shook hishead. "I don't know. | think there was some kind of explosion. One minute
was talking to you over the underwater phone, the next the whole ship was ripped gpart and burning. |
remember trying to raise you, but there was no response. And then | was climbing over debris and dead
bodies as the ship sank under me."

"Gone?' Sdlazar muttered, refusing to accept what he heard. " The ship sunk and our crew gone?"

Knox gave an imperceptible nod. "I watched her go to the bottom. | shouted and kept a constant
lookout for the others who might have survived. The seawas empty. | don't know how long | floated or
how far before Mr. Murphy and his crew spotted me and picked me up. They searched theimmediate
area but found nothing. They said | must be the only survivor.”

"But what of the two ships that were nearby when we began our dive?' asked Stacy.

"l saw no sign of them. They had vanished too.

Knox's voice died to awhisper, and it was obvious he was losing a battle to keep from dipping into
unconsciousness. The will was there but the body was exhausted. His eyes closed and his head rolled
dightly tooneside.

Dr. Deerfield motioned Stacy and Salazar toward the door. "Y ou can talk again later, after he's



rested.”

"Hewill recover?' asked Stacy softly.

"l can't say," Deerfield hedged in good medical tradition.

"What exactly iswrong with him?"

"Two or more cracked ribs asfar as| can tell without an X ray. Swollen ankle, either asprain or a
fracture. Contusions, firs-degree burns. Those areinjuries| can cope with. The rest of his symptoms are
not what 1'd expect from aman who survived a shipwreck."

"What are you talking about?' Salazar asked.

"Fever, arteria hypotension, afancy namefor low blood pressure, severe erythema, ssomach cramps,
drange bligering.”

"And the cause?"

"Not exactly my fied," Deerfidd said heavily. "I've only read acouple of articlesin medica journds.
But | believe I'm safein saying Jmmy's most serious condition was caused by exposure to asupraethal
dose of rediation.”

Stacy was slent amoment, then, "Nuclear radiation?”
Deerfidd nodded. "'l wish | waswrong, but the facts bear me out.”
"Surely you can do something to save him?"

Deerfield gestured around the cabin. "Look around you,” he said sourly. "Doesthislook like a
hospita? | came on this cruise as adeckhand. My medicd kit contains only pills and bandages for
emergency trestment. He can't be airlifted by helicopter until we're closer to land. And even then | doubt
whether he can be saved with the thergpeutic treetments currently available.”

"Hang them!" Knox cried, startling everyone. His eyes blinked open suddenly, gazing through the
peoplein the cabin at some unknown image beyond the bulkhead. *Hang the murdering bastardd! ™

They stared at him in astonishment. Salazar stood shaken. Stacy and Deerfield rushed toward the bed
to cam Knox as hefeebly tried to lift himself to an upright postion.

"Hang the bastards!" Knox repeated with avengeance. It was as though he was uttering a curse.
"They'll murder again. Hang them!"

But before Dearfield could inject him with asedative, Knox gtiffened, his eyes glistened for an ingtant,
and then amisty film coated them and he fell back, gave agreat heaving sigh, and went limp.

Deerfidd swiftly applied cardiopulmonary resuscitation, fearful that Knox wastoo devastated by acute
radiation sickness to bring back. He continued until he was panting from fatigue and sweating streamsin
the humid atmosphere. Finally he acknowledged sadly that he had done everything within hislimited
power. No man or miracle could bring Immy Knox back.



"I'm sorry," he murmured between bregths.

Asif under ahypnotic spell, Stacy and Sdazar dowly walked from the cabin. Salazar remained quiet
while Stacy began to softly cry. After afew moments, she wiped away the tears with her hand and
sraightened.

"He saw something,” she murmured.
Sdazar looked at her. " Saw what?'

"He knew, in some incredible way he knew." She turned and looked through the open doorway to the
slent figure on the bunk. " Just before the end, Jmmy could see who was responsible for the horrible
mass desth and destruction.

<<11>>

Y ou could tell from hisbody, dim dmost to the state of emaciation, that he was afitness and nutrition
fanatic. Hewas short, chin and chest thrust out like a banty rooster, and nattily dressed in alight blue golf
shirt with matching pants and a Panama straw hat pulled tight over closaly cropped red hair to keep it
from blowing away. He had an exactingly trimmed red Vandyke beard that came to apoint so sharp
you'd swear he could stab flesh with it if he lunged suddenly.

He stormed up the gangway of the junk, ahuge cigar poked in his mouth throwing sparks from the
breeze, asregdly asif hewasholding court. If style awards were handed out for dramatic entrances,
Admira James Sandecker, Director of the Nationa Underwater and Marine Agency, would have won
hands down.

Hisfacelooked strained from the grievous news held received from Giordino whilein flight. As soon
ashisfeet hit Shanghai Shelly's deck, he raised his hand at the pilot of the flying boat, who gave an
acknowledging wave. The aircraft turned into the wind and bounced forward over the crests of the
waves until it was airborne and soaring in agraceful bank southeast toward the Hawaiian Idands.

Giordino and Murphy stepped forward. Sandecker focused his gaze on the junk’'s owner. ,

"Hello, Owen. | never expected to meet you out here.”

Murphy smiled and shook hands. "Likewise, Jm. Welcome aboard. It's good to see you." He paused



and pointed to the grimfaced NUMA team who were crowded around them on the open deck. "Now
maybe someone will tell mewhat that big light and thunder show was on the horizon yesterday, and why
all these people are popping up in the middle of the ocean.”

Sandecker did not reply directly. He looked about the deck and up at the draped sails. "What have
you got yoursdf here?"

"Had it custom built in Shanghai. My crew and | were sailing her to Honolulu and then onto San
Diego, where | plan to dock her.”

"Y ou know each other?' Giordino asked findly.

Sandecker nodded. "Thisold pirate and | went to Annapolis together. Only Owen was smarter. He
resigned from the Navy and launched an e ectronics company. Now he's got more money than the U.S.
Treasury."

Murphy smiled. "Don't | wish."

Sandecker suddenly turned serious. "What news of the base since you briefed me over theradio?' he
asked Giordino.

"Wereafradit'sgone,” Giordino replied quietly. "Underwater phone communications from our
remaining sub have gone unanswered. Keith Harris thinks the mgjor shock wave must have struck shortly
after we evacuated. As| reported, there wasn't enough space to evacuate everybody in two subs. Pitt
and a British marine scientist volunteered to stay below.”

"What's being done to save them?' Sandecker demanded.

Giordino looked visibly cast down, asthough al emotion had been drained away. "Weve run out of
options.”

Sandecker went cold in the face. ™Y ou fell down on the job, mister. Y ou led meto believe you were
returning in the backup submersible.”

"That was before Lowden surfaced with shorted batteries!” Giordino snapped back resentfully. "With
thefirst sub sunk and the second inoperable, we were sonewalled.”

Sandecker's expression softened, the coldness was gone, his eyes saddened. He realized Giordino
had been dogged by ill luck. To even suggest the little Italian had not tried his best was wrong, and he
regretted it. But he was shaken by Pitt's apparent |oss too.

To him, Pitt was the son he never had. Hed have ordered out an entire army of specialy trained men
and secret equipment the American public had no idea existed if fate granted him another thirty-six hours.
Admira Sandecker had that kind of power in the nation's capital. He didn't arrive where he was because
he'd answered a help wanted ad in the Washington Post.

He said, "Any chance the batteries can be repaired?”
Giordino nodded over the side at the submersible ralling in the swells twenty meters away, tethered on

agern lineto Shangha Shdly. "Lowden isworking like amadman trying for aquick fix, but he'snot
optimidic.”



"If anyoneisto blame, it'sme" Murphy said solemnly.
"Pitt could gtill bedive," said Giordino, ignoring Murphy. "He's not aman who dieseasily.”
"Yes" Sandecker paused, then went on aimost absently. "He's proven that many timesin the past.”

Giordino stared at the admiral, a spark glowing in hiseyes. "If we can get another submersible out
here. . ."

"The Degp Quest can dive to ten thousand meters,” Sandecker said, coming back on kedl. "She's
sitting on our dock in Los Angeles Harbor. | can have her loaded aboard an Air Force CFive and on her
way here by sundown."

"I didn't know a C-Five could land on water," Murphy interrupted.

"They cant,” Sandecker said definitely. "The Deep Quest, dl twelve metric tons of her, will be
air-dropped out the cargo doors." He glanced at hiswatch. "I'd guess about eight hours from now."

"Y ou're going to drop atwelve-ton submersible out of an airplane by parachute?’
"Why the hell not? It'd take aweek to get here by boat.”

Giordino stared at the deck thoughtfully. "We could iminate amass of problemsif we worked off a
support ship with launch and retrieva capacity.”

"The Sounder isthe closest ocean survey ship to our areathat fits the picture. She's sonar-mapping the
segfloor south of the Aleutians. I'll order her captain to cut his mission and head toward our position as
fast ashe can push her."

"How can | be of help?' asked Murphy. "After sinking your sub, theleast | can do is offer the services
of my ship and crew.”

Giordino smiled inwardly as Sandecker lifted his arms and gripped Murphy's shoulders. Laying on the
hands, Pitt used to cal it. Sandecker didn't just ask an unsuspecting subject for afavor, he made his
victimsfed asif they were being baptized.

"Owen," theadmira said in hismost reverent tone, "NUMA will bein your debt if we can use your
junk asafleet command ship.”

Owen Murphy was no douch when it came to recognizing acon job. "What fleet?' he asked with
feigned innocence.

"Why, hdf the United States Navy is converging on us," answered Sandecker, asif his secret briefing
by Raymond Jordan was common knowledge. "1 wouldn't be surprised if one of their nuclear submarines
was cruisng under our hull thisminute.”

It was, Murphy mused, the craziest tale héld ever heard in hislife. But no one on board Shanghai
Shelly, excepting the admiral himsdlf, had the dightest notion of how prophetic hiswords were. Nor were
they aware that the rescue attempt was the opening act for the main event.



Twenty kilometers away, the attack submarine Tucson was running at a depth of 400 metersand
closing on the junk’s position. Shewas early. Her skipper, Commander Beau Morton, had driven her
hard after receiving orders a Pearl Harbor to reach the explosion areaat full speed. On arrival, his
mission was to run tests on underwater radiological contamination and salvage any floating debristhat
could be safely brought aboard.

Morton casudly leaned against a bulkhead with an empty coffee cup dangling in one hand, watching
Lieutenant Commander Sam Hauser of the Nava Radiological Defense Laboratory. The Navy scientist
was indifferent to Morton's presence. He was intent on monitoring his radiochemica instruments and
computing beta and gammaintensities received from probestrailing behind the submarine.

"Arewe glowing in the dark yet?" asked Morton sarcastically.

"Radioactivity is pretty unevenly distributed,” replied Hauser. "But well below maximum permissble
exposure. Heaviest concentration is above.”

"A surface detonation?'
"A ship, yes, not asubmarine. Most of the contamination was airborne.”
"Any danger to that Chinese junk north of us?'

Hauser shook his head. "They should have been too far upwind to receive anything but atrace
dosage.”

"And now that they're drifting through the detonation area?* Morton persisted.

"Dueto the high winds and turbulent seas during and immediately after the explosion,” Hauser
explained patiently, "the worst of the radiation was carried into the atmosphere and far to the east. They
should be within safe limitswherethey are.”

The compartment phone gave off a soft hi-tech chime. Hauser picked, it up. "Y es?'

"Isthe captain there, Sr?’

"Hold on." He handed the receiver to Morton.

"Thisisthecgptain.”

"Sir, Sonarman Kaiser. | have acontact. | think you should listento it.”

"Beright there." Morton hung up the phone, wondering abstractedly why Kaiser didn't routinely call
over theintercom.

The commander found Sonarman First Class Richard Kaiser leaning over his console listening through
his earphones, a bewildered expression furrowing his brow. Morton's executive officer, Lieutenant
Commander Ken Fazio, was pressing a pare set of phones againsgt his ears. Helooked downright



dumbstruck.
"Y ou have a contact?' asked Morton.

Kaser didn't answer immediately but went on listening for afew more moments. At last he pulled up
the phone over hisleft ear and muttered, "Thisiscrazy.”

"Crazy?
"I'm getting asignd that shouldn't be."
Fazio shook hishead asif agreeing. "Beats me.”
"Careto let mein on your secret?' Morton asked impatiently.
"I'll put it on the speaker,” said Kaiser.
Morton and severd officers and men who had received the news of astrange contact by osmosis
gathered around the sonar enclosure, staring up at the speaker expectantly. The sounds were not perfect

but they were clear enough to be understood. No high-pitched squeak of whales, no whirring crick of
propeller cavitation, but rather voices Snging.

And every night

when the garfish came out.

I'd hug and kiss her so.

Oh, what atime | had

with Minniethe Mermaid

Down in her seamy bungalow.



Morton fixed Kaiser with acold stare. "What's the gag?'

"Nogag, ar."

"It must be coming from that Chinesejunk.”

"No, gir, not the junk or any other surface vessd."

"Another submarine?' Morton inquired skepticdly. "A Russan maybe?'

"Not unlessthey're building them ten times tougher than ours," said Fazio.

"What range and bearing?' Morton demanded.

Kaiser was hesitant. He had the look of alittle boy who wasin trouble and afraid to tell the truth.

"No horizontal compass bearing, Sr. The sSnging is coming from the bottom of the seg, five thousand
meters straight down.”

<<]12>>

Y ellowish 0oze, made up of microscopic skeletons from amarine plant caled the diatom, dowly
drifted away in serpentine clouds, shrouded by the total blackness of the abyssal deep.

The bottom of the gorge where the NUMA mining station once stood had been filled by silt and rock
didesinto abroken, irregular plain littered with haf-buried boulders and scattered wreckage. There
should have been adegthly silence after the fina rumblings of the earthquake died away, but awarped
chorus of "Minnie the Mermaid" rose from under the desolated wasteland and rippled out into the liquid
void.

If one could have walked over the debrisfield to the sound source, they'd have found a single antenna
shaft, bent and twisted, poking up through the mud. A grayish-pink ratfish briefly ingpected the antenna
but, finding it unsavory, flicked its pointed tail and lazily swam into the dark.

Almogt before the ratfish disgppeared, the st afew meters from the antenna began to stir, swirling in
an ever widening vortex that wasweirdly illuminated from below. Suddenly ashaft of light burst through



the ooze, joined by amechanica hand shaped like ascoop and articulated at the wrist. The steel
gpparition paused and straightened like a prairie dog standing on its haunches and sniffing the horizon for
acoyote.

Then the scoop arched downward, gouging through the seabed, excavating a deep trench that began
to ascend at one end like aramp. When it struck a boulder too largeto fit in the scoop, a grest metal
claw appeared magicdly aongside. The claw'staonlike pincers bit around the boulder, yanked it free
from the sediment, and dropped it clear of the trench in abillowing mud cloud. The claw then swung
clear, and the scoop continued digging.

"Nicework, Mr. Fitt," said Plunkett, grinning with relief. "Y ou'll have us out and driving through the
countryside by teatime.”

PFitt lay back in areclining seat, staring up at a TV monitor with the same attentive concern he usualy
reserved for afootbal game. "We're not on the road yet.”

"Boarding one of your Degp SeaMining Vehiclesand running it into the air pressure lock beforethe
magjor quake hit was astroke of genius."

"I wouldn't go thet far,”" Pitt muttered while programming the vehicle's computer to dightly dter the
angle of the scoop. "Cdll it theft of Mr. Spock'slogic.”

"Theair-lock wallsheld," Plunkett argued. "But for fickle providence, wed have been crushed like
bugs.”

"The chamber was built to withstand four times the pressure of the other project structures,” Fitt said
with aquiet unarguable assertion. "Fickle providence, asyou cal it, gave ustimeto pressurize the lock,
open the outer door, and move forward enough for the scoop and claw to operate before the avalanche
struck. Otherwise we'd be trapped for longer than | care to think about.”

"Oh, bloody hdll." Plunkett laughed. There waslittle that fazed him. "What does it matter so long aswe
chest the grave?'

"I wish you wouldn't use the word “grave.

"Sorry." Plunkett sat in aseat beside and dightly to the rear of Fitt. He stared around the interior of the
DSMV. "A damned fine machine. What'sits power source?'

"A smdl nuclear reactor.”

"Nuclear, heh? Y ou Y anks never cease to amaze me. I'll wager we can drive this monster right across
the bottom and onto Waikiki Beach."

"You'dwin your bet," said Pitt with afaint grin. "Big John's reactor and life-support systems could get
usthere. The only problem being aflat-out speed of five kilometers per hour. Wed die of starvation a
good week before we arrived.”

"You didn't pack alunch?' Plunkett asked humoroudly.



"Not even an apple.”

Plunkett gave Pittadry look. "Even deasth would be atrest if | didn't have to hear that blasted tune

again.

"You don't carefor 'Minnie?" Pitt asked in mock surprise.
"After hearing the chorusfor the twentieth time, no."

"With the telephone housing smashed, our only contact with the surface is the acoudtic radio
transmitter. Not nearly enough range for conversation, but it'sal weve got. | can offer you Strauss
waltzes or the big band sounds of the forties, but they wouldn't be appropriate.”

"l don't think much of your musica inventory,” Plunkett grunted. Then helooked at Fitt. "What's
wrong with Strauss?"

"Ingrumenta,” Pitt answered. "Digtorted violin music can sound like whales or severd other aquatic
mamma s through water. Minnieisavocd. If anyone on the surfaceislistening, they'll know someone
down hereis gtill sucking air. No matter how garbled, theré's no mistaking good old human babble."

"For al the good that will do,” said Plunkett. "'If arescue mission islaunched, there's no way we can
transfer from this vehicle to asubmersible without apressurelock. A commodity totally lacking on your
otherwise remarkable tractor. If | may speak redidticaly, | fail to see anything in the near future but our
inevitabledemise”

"I wish you wouldn't use the word “demise.

Plunkett reached into a pocket of his big woolen sweater and produced aflask. "Only about four
swigseft, but it ought to keep our spiritsup for awhile.”

Pitt took the offered flask as amuffled rumble shook the big tracked vehicle. The scoop had
screeched into amass of stone and attempted to lift it clear. Far beyond itsload safety leve, it struggled
and groaned to hoist the debris. Like an Olympic weight lifter straining for the gold, the scoop heaved its
massive burden above the seafloor and dumped it in agrowing mound aong the trench.

The outsde lights failed to penetrate the mud clouds, and the monitorsinside the control cabin showed
only congtantly merging colors of yellow and gray. But the computer monitor gave athree-dimensiona
sonar image that displayed the extent of the excavation.

Fully five hours had e gpsed since Fitt began the digging operation. At last he could see an enhanced
display showing anarrow but reasonably clear corridor danting toward the surface of the seabed.

"Well scrape some paint off the fenders, but | think we can squeeze through,” Pitt said confidently.
Plunkett'sface it up. "Kick her in the butt, Mr. Fitt. I'm sick to death of saring at thisfilthy muck.”
Pitt's head tilted dightly and he gave awink of one green eye. "Asyou wish, Mr. Plunkett." He took

over manua control from the computer and rubbed his hands like a pianist about to play. "' Cross your
fingersthe tracks get afirm grip on the sediment or well have to take up permanent residence.”



He gently eased the throttle control forward. The wide track crawlers on the sdes of Big John dowly
began to move, churning through the soft coze, turning faster as Fitt increased the power. Gradualy they
inched forward. Then onetrack caught and gripped on alayer of smal stones, stewing the giant mining
machine into the opposite Sde of the trench. Pitt fought to correct, but the wal gave way and the
mudflow spread over one side of the vehicle.

He rammed the throttle againgt its stop, then pulled back as he shifted into reverse, then full forward
again as he rocked Big John back and forth. The compact nuclear reactor had the power, but the tracks
could not find the traction. Rock and silt flew from the pivoted cleats asthey ripped through the dimy
gumbo.

Still the DSMV remained stuck inits narrow prison.

"Maybe we should call ahdt and scoop the mud off,” said Plunkett, dead serious. "Or better yet, Sit
back and review the Situation.”

Ritt spared afew momentsto give the big Britisher ahard, icy stare. Plunkett swore Fitt's eyes burned
out agoodly number of hisbrain cdls.

"A lot of my people and | worked hard and long to build the first deep-water community,” hesaidina
voice that bordered on satanic. "And someone, somewhere, is responsible for its destruction. They're
a o the cause behind the loss of your submersible, your support ship, and its crew. That's the Situation.
Now, spesking for mysdf, I'm going to bust through thiscrap if | have to tear the guts out of thisthing,
get to the surface in one piece, find the scum behind the disaster, and punch their teeth down their lungs.”

Then he turned and sent the tracks thrashing through the encasement of silt and rock. With an
awkward wobble, the great machine dug in and lurched a meter forward, then two meters.

Plunkett sat like atree, thoroughly intimidated yet quite convinced. By God, he thought, | think the
man might damnwell do it!

<<13>>

Eight thousand kilometers distant, deep in a shaft carved out of volcanic rock, acrew of diggers
stepped aside as two men moved forward and peered through an excavated break in aconcrete wall. A
g ckening stench drifted from the opening, filling the twenty-man mining crew with adread of the



unknown.

Thefloodlightsilluminating the narrow shaft cast eerie distorted shadowsin what appeared to be a
large tunnel beyond the one-meter-thick concrete. Inside, an old rusty truck could be distinguished,
surrounded by what |ooked to be avast bed of graybrown scrubwood.

Despite the cool damp air deep under the battle-scarred dopes of Corregidor Idand at the entrance to
ManilaBay, the two men who peered through the hole were swegting heavily. After years of research,
they knew they were on the brink of discovering part of the huge World War |1 cache of war loot known
as"Yamashitas Gold," named after Generd Y amashita Tomoyuki, commander of Japaneseforcesinthe
Philippines after October of 1944.

The immense hoard that was seized by the Japanese during the war-- from China, the Southeast Asan
countries, the Dutch East Indies, and the Philippines-- consisted of thousands of metric tons of exotic
gemsand jewdry, silver and gold bullion, and Buddhas and Catholic atarpieces encrusted with priceless
gemsand cast in solid gold.

Manilahad been the collection point for future transshipment to Japan, but because of heavy shipping
lossesin the later stages of the war from American submarines, less than twenty percent of the loot
actudly arrived in Tokyo. With nowhere to go and faced with certain invasion by the avenging
Americans, the Japanese guardians of the treasure were in adilemma. They weren't about to give it back
to the nations and people they had pillaged. Their only option wasto hide the immense hoard in over a
hundred different sites on and around the idand of Luzon, hoping to return after the war and smuggleit
home.

Consarvative estimates of the stolen treasure on the current money markets were put at between 450
and 500 billion dollars.

The digging in this particular location on Corregidor, afew hundred meterswest and agood kilometer
deeper than the latera tunnd that served as General Douglas MacArthur's headquarters before he was
evacuated to Augtrdia, had gone on for four months. Using copies of old OSS maps recently found
buriedin CIA archivesa Langley, American and Philippine intelligence agentsworked asateam
directing the excavation. It was exhausting and very dow going.

The map ingtructions were deciphered from an ancient Japanese didect unused for athousand years.
The shaft to the treasure location had to be approached from a side angle because the original access
tunnel was booby-trapped with several one and two-thousand-pound bombs and designed to collapse
from adirect entry. The penetration through the twenty-mile [abyrinth burrowed by the Japanese during
their occupation of Luzon had to be precisdy caculated or the miners might have wasted months by
excavating on thewrong level and missing the treasure tunnel by centimeters.

Thetaller of the two men, Frank Mancuso, gestured for alarge flashlight. One was passed, and he
thrugt it through the breach in thewall. Hisface turned pale in the yelow half-light. With numbed horror
he realized what the scrubwood redlly was.

Rico Acosta, amining engineer attached to the Philippine security forces, moved in closer to Mancuso.
"What do you see, Frank?"

"Bones," Mancuso said, hisvoice just above awhisper. " Skeletons. God, there must be hundreds of
them in there." He stepped back and nodded at Acosta.



The short little man motioned the diggers toward the opening. "Widen it up,” he ordered.

It took less than an hour for the crew of Philippine minersto smash ahole with dedgenammerslarge
enough for aman to pass through. The cement forming the tunndl wallswas of poor qudity, crusty and
crumbling, and easy to break away. It waslooked upon as a piece of luck, snce none of them wished to
run therisk of acave-in by usng explosves.

Mancuso sat off to one side and lit a stubby curved pipe while he waited. At forty-two, he still kept
the long-limbed, thin body of a basketbal player. Hislong brown hair draped around the nape of his
neck in oily strands badly in need of washing, and his soft, round Germanic face seemed better suited to
an accountant than a get-dirty engineer. His blue eyes had a dreamy quality that never seemed to focus,
and yet they took in everything in view and then some.

A graduate of the Colorado School of Mines, he'd spent his early years wandering the world
prospecting and working minesin search of precious gems. Opasin Australia, emeraldsin Colombia,
and rubiesin Tanzania, with varying degrees of success. Therewas aso afruitlessthree-year hunt on
Japan's northern idand of Hokkaido for the rarest of the rare, red painite.

Shortly before he reached thirty, he was courted and recruited by an obscure intelligence agency in
Washington and appointed aspecia agent under contract. Hisfirst assignment wasto search for
Y amashita's gold as part of a Philippine security force team.

The excavation was carried out in the strictest secrecy. None of the gold or gems were to be turned
over to their former owners. All treasure found was to be kept by the Philippine government to decrease
the debt burden and pump up the sagging economy devastated by the incal culable financia rape of the
Marcosreign.

His counterpart, Acosta, had aso served as a mining engineer before joining the security forces. He
wastall for aFilipino, and his eyesindicated more than atrace of Chinese ancestry.

"So the stories are true,”" said Acosta.
Mancuso looked up. " Sorry?!

"The Nipsforcing Allied prisonersto dig these tunnels, and then burying them aive so they could never
reved thelocation.”

"It looks that way. Well know better when we get inside.”

Acodalifted hishard hat and wiped one deeve across hisforehead. "My grandfather wasin the
Fifty-seventh Philippine Scouts. He was taken prisoner and thrown in the Spanish dungeon at Fort
Santiago. He never came out. Over two thousand POWSs died ether from suffocation or starvation. The
count was never known."

Mancuso nodded heavily. "Later generations can't imagine the ungodly barbarism that stained the
Pecific theater of the war." He drew from the pipe and exhaled a puff of blue smoke before continuing.
"Theterrible satigtic isthat fifty-seven percent of the Allied soldiersin Japanese prison camps died,
versus only one percent of those held by the Germans.”

"Strange the Japanese didn't come back and make an al-out effort to snatch the treasure,”" said
Acosta.



"Groups posing as congtruction companies did try to obtain contracts for postwar rebuilding so they
could covertly excavate for the gold, but once Ferdinand Marcos learned of the treasure, he dammed the
door and searched for it himsdlf.”

"And hefound some," added Acogta. "Maybe thirty billion U.S. dollars worth, which he smuggled out
of the country before he was thrown out of office."

"Pluswhat he stole from your own people.”

Acogta spit on the shaft floor disgustedly. "He and hiswife were sick with greed. It will takeusa
hundred yearsto recover from their rule.”

The foreman of the diggers waved a hand, beckoning them. ™Y ou should be able to squeeze through
now," hesaid.

"Go ahead." Acostanodded to Mancuso. "You first."

The odor was rotten and nausesting. Mancuso tied a bandanna around hislower face and wiggled
through the narrow breach in the tunndl wall. He heard a soft snap followed by a splashing sound as his
boots met asmdl puddle. Standing clear, he waited amoment, hearing water dripping from cracksin the
arched celling. Then he switched hisflashlight on, aming its naked beam downward.

He had stepped on and broken an outstretched bony arm that was attached to a skeleton dressed in

the moldering remains of auniform and covered with dime. A pair of encrusted dog tags lay off to one
sdeof the skull, thetiny chain still strung around the neck.

Mancuso knelt and held one of the tags under the light. He rubbed off the grime with oneindex finger
and thumb until he could make out aname, William A. Miller.

Therewas an Army serid number, but Mancuso et the tag drop. Once he notified his superior of what
he found, a graves registration team would be sent to Corregidor, and William A. Miller and his
long-dead comrades would be returned to their homes for honored burid fifty yearslate.

Mancuso turned and sivung the flashlight in afull circle. Asfar asthe beam could reach, the tunnd was
carpeted with skeletons, some scattered, some heaped in piles. Hed studied several more ID tags before
Acosta entered with asmdl floodlight on acord.

"Holy mother of Jesus," he gasped as he viewed the gridy remains. "An army of the dead.”

"AnAllied amy," said Mancuso. "American, Philippine, even afew British and Audtrdian. Lookslike
the Japs brought prisonersto Manilafrom other sectors of the war for dave labor.”

"Only God knowsthe hdll they suffered,” Acosta muttered, hisface reddening with anger, the bile
risngin histhroat. He fingered a cross hanging around his neck. "How were they murdered?'

"No sign of bullet injuries. They must have suffocated after being sedled in.”
"Those who gave the ordersfor this mass execution must pay.”

"They're probably deed, killed in the daughter around Manilaby MacArthur'sarmy. And if they're il



breathing, their trail is cold. The Alliesin the Pacific were too forgiving. No prolonged manhunt was
launched after those responsible for atrocities, like the Jews did with the Nazis. If they haven't been found
and hanged by now, they never will."

"They must il pay," Acostarepeated, his anger turned to frustrated hatred.
"Don't waste thoughts on revenge,”" said Mancuso. "Our job isto locate the gold.”

Hewalked toward the first truck in along column that stood parked amid the dead. Thetireswere
flattened and the canvas top over the bed had rotted under the constant drip of the water. He jerked
down the rusty tailgate and shone hislight inside. Except for alitter of wood from broken cratesit was

empty.

A foreboding began to squeeze Mancuso's somach. He rushed to the next truck, carefully stepping
around and over the dead, his boots splashing in the dime-covered water. His sweat from the dampness
had turned cold. He needed astrong effort of will to go on, agrowing fear now of what he might not find.

The second truck was empty, as were the next six. Two hundred metersinto the tunnel, he cameto a
blockage from a cave-in that his miner's eye recognized as caused by explosives. But the shocker was
the sght of asmall auto house trailer whose modern auminum congtruction did not fit in the time frame of

the 1940s. There were no signs on the sides, but Mancuso noted the manufacturer's markings on the
tires.

He climbed ametal stand of steps and stopped in the doorway, playing the beam of hisflashlight
around theinterior. It was furnished as an office, the kind often seen on construction Sites.

Acosta came up, followed by four of his men who unregled the cable to his floodlight. He stood back
and lit theentiretrailer in abright halo.

"Wherein hell did thiscomefrom?' Acostasaid in astonishment.

"Bring your lightingde" said Mancuso, hisworst fear realized.

With the added brightness they could seethetrailer was clean. The desks were uncluttered, the
wastebaskets emptied, and no ashtrays were to be seen anywhere. The only sign of previous occupancy
was a congtruction worker's hardhat perched on ahook and alarge blackboard hung on onewall.
Mancuso studied the lined columns. The numeradswerein Arabic, while the headingswerewrittenin
katakana symbols.

"A schedule?' asked Acosta

"An inventory of thetreasure.”

Acogtasank into achair in back of adesk. "Gone, dl of it smuggled away.”

"About twenty-five years ago, according to a date on the board.”

"Marcos?' asked Acogta "He must have gotten herefirst.”

"No, not Marcos," Mancuso answered as though held dways known the truth. " The Japanese. They
returned, took the gold, and left uswith the bones.”
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Curtis Meeker parked hiswife's Mercury Cougar and casually strode the three blocksto Ford's
Theater between E and F streets on Tenth. He buttoned his overcoat against the brisk fall air and fell in
step with agroup of senior citizenswho were on alate Saturday evening walking tour of the capitd city.

Their guide stopped them in front of the theater where John Wilkes Booth had shot Abraham Lincoln
and gave a brief lecture before taking them across the street to the Petersen House where the President
had died. Unobtrusively, Meeker dipped away, flipped hisfederal shield at the doorman, and passed into
the lobby of the theater. He conversed briefly with the manager and then sat down on asofa, where he
appeared to be camly reading a program.

To any latefirgt-nighters who quickly passed by Meeker to their seats, he looked like an indifferent
theatergoer who was bored with the restaging of alate-nineteenth-century play based on the
Spanish-American War and preferred to Sit it out in the lobby.

Meeker was definitely not atourist or athesatergoer. Histitle was Deputy Director of Advanced
Technica Operations, and he seldom went anywhere at night except to his office, where he studied
satdlite inteligence photos.

Hewas basically a shy man who rarely spoke more than one or two sentences a atime, but he was
highly respected by intelligence circles as the best satellite photo andy<t in the business. He was what
women refer to as anice-looking man, black hair specked with gray, kind face, easy smile, and eyesthat
reflected friendliness.

While his attention seemed |ocked on the program, one hand dipped into a pocket and pressed a
button on atransmitter.

Inside the theater Raymond Jordan was fighting to stay awake. Under hiswife's sdeways glare he
yawned as a defense againgt the hundred-year-old didogue. Mercifully, to the audience sitting in the
old-style hard segts, the plays and acts at Ford's Theatre were short. Jordan twisted to amore
comfortable position in the hard wooden seat and alowed his mind to drift from the play to afishing trip
held planned for the following day.

Suddenly hisrevery was broken by three soft beeps on adigital watch on hiswrist. It was what was
called a Deltawatch because of the code it received, and was labeled as a Raytech so it looked ordinary



and wouldn't stand out. He cupped one hand over the crystal display that lit up onthedid. The Delta
code derted him to the severity of the Situation and indicated someone would fetch or meet him.

He whispered an excuse to hiswife and made his way to the aide and then to the lobby. When Jordan
recognized Meeker, hisface clouded. Though he welcomed any interruption, he was not happy that it
concerned somekind of criss.

"What'sthe situation?" he asked without preamble.

"We know which ship carried the bomb," answered Meeker, rising to hisfeet.

"We can't tak here."

"I've arranged with the manager for the theater's executive suite. | can brief you privately in there.”

Jordan knew the room. He led off with Meeker trailing and entered an anteroom furnished in 1860s
decor. He closed the door and stared at Meeker. "Are you certain? There is no mistake?”

Meeker shook his head solemnly. "Photos from an earlier westher bird showed three shipsin the area.
We activated our old Sky King intelligence satellite asit passed over after the explosion and factored out
two of the ships.”

"How?'

"With computer enhancement of the radar-sonar system that enables usto see through water as though
it was transparent.”

"Have you briefed your people?!

"Yes

Jordan stared Meeker in the eye. "Are you satisfied with your conclusions?’

"I haven't adoubt,” Meeker replied squardly.

"The proof issolid?!

"Wes"

"Y ou know you'l sharethe responsibility if you've screwed up.”

"As soon as I've made my report, I'm going home and deep likeababy. . . Well dmost.”

Jordan relaxed and settled into a chair beside atable. Helooked up at Meeker expectantly. "Okay,
what have you got?'

Meeker pulled aleather-bound file folder from a deep pocket insgde his overcoat and laid it on the
table.

Jordan smiled. "Y ou don't believe in briefcases, | see”



"I likemy handsfree," Meeker said with a shrug. He opened the file and spread out five photographs.
Thefirgt three showed the ships on the surface with incredible detail. "Here you see the Norwegian
passenger-cargo liner circling the drifting Japanese auto carrier. Twelve kilometers away, the British
survey shipisintheact of lowering asubmersbleinto the sea”

"The before shot,” said Jordan.

Meeker nodded. "The next two are from the Sky King taken after the explosion, revealing two
shattered hulks on the bottom. The third has disintegrated. Except for afew scattered pieces of her
engines on the seabed, thereisvirtudly nothing left of her."

"Which onewas she?' Jordan asked dowly, asif anticipating the answer.

"We made positive I Ds on the two that sank intact.” Meeker paused to turn from the photographs and
look into Jordan's eyes asif to underscore his answer. "The ship that was transporting the bomb was the
Japanese auto carrier.”

Jordan sighed and leaned back in the chair. "It doesn't come as agreat shock that Japan hasthe
bomb. They've had the technology for years."

"The giveaway came when they built aliquid-metd fastbreeder reactor. Fissoning with fast neutrons,
the breeder creates more plutonium fue than it burns. The first stlep in producing nuclear wesponry.”

"Y ou've done your homework," said Jordan.
"l haveto know what to look for."
"Like an elusive, yet-to-be-discovered factory for nuclear weapons production,” Jordan said acidly.

Meeker looked at him unwaveringly, then smiled. ™Y our ground intelligence hasn't got aclue where
they're making them either.

"True," Jordan admitted. "The Japs have accomplished an incredible cover-up. I've a hunch their
government leaders arein the dark aswell."

"If their production facility was aboveground, our new satdllite detection array would have nailed it.”
"Odd there are no areas of unusud radioactivity.'

"Weve detected nothing outside their electrical power reactors and a nuclear waste dump near a
coastal town called Rokota."

"I've seen thereports,” said Jordan. "They sank afour-thousand-meter shaft to throw their waste.
Could it be we've overlooked something?*

Meseker gave anegative shake of his head. "We've yet to detect indications of extensve construction
or theright type of trafficin and out of the area.”

"Damn!" Jordan snapped. " Japan fredly sails the oceans with nuclear bombs destined for United States
portswhile we st on our thumbs without knowing the site where they're manufactured, their fina
destinations, or the plan behind the whole operation.”



"You did say "bombs, plural?' asked Meeker.

"The readings from the seismographic center in Colorado show there was a second detonation a
millisecond after thefirg."

"Too bad you couldn't have launched a mgjor operation to find the answers ten years ago."

"With what funding?' Jordan grunted. "The last administration gutted intelligence-gathering budgets. Al
that politicians are interested in are Russaand the Middle East. Thelast people the State Department will
allow usto probe are our good buddiesin Japan. Two retired agents we've had to keep under contract
aredl werealowed there. Isradl is another nation that's off limits. Y ou wouldn't believe the timeswe
were ordered to look the other way while the Mossad pulled off deceptions the Arabs took the blame
for."

"The President will have to give you full discretionary power when you show him the seriousness of the
Stuaion.”

"I'll know firgt thing in the morning after | brief him." Jordan’s smooth, polished mask was showing a
tiny crack, and hisvoice turned ice cold. "No matter how we attack thisthing, well be playing catch-up.
What scares me, redlly putsthe fear of God in me, isthat we're dready too late to cut off the plot in
midstream.”

The sounds of voices came through the door. The play was over and the audience was flowing into the

lobby.

Jordan cameto hisfeet. "I'll haveto bresk off and make an gppearance or my wifewill play iceberg
on theride home. Thanksfor derting meto your bird's discovery.”

"Thereisone morething,” said Meeker. He dipped another photograph out of thefile folder and held
ituptothelight.

Jordan peered at an object in the center of the photo. "L ooks like some kind of big farm tractor.
What'sthe sgnificance?'

"What you see is an unknown deep-sea vehicle driving over the sea bottom five thousand meters
bel ow the surface, not more than twenty kilometers from the explosion area. Y ou know who ownsit or
what it's doing there?'

"Yes..." Jordan said dowly. "I didn't, but | do now. Thank you, Curtis."

Jordan turned from atotaly mystified Meeker, opened the door, and melted into the throng leaving the
thester.
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Trueto hisword, Aitt drove the mauled DSMV free of its buried prison. The meta tracks shrieked as
they ground their way through the lavarock, a centimeter a atime. With tortured duggishness the greet
vehicle clawed its way to the surface of the sea bottom, shook off the stone and ocoze that trailed in a
huge cloudy river from itsrear end, and rolled onto the barren terrain.

"Weredear," Plunkett cried in ddight. "Jolly well done.”

"Jolly well done," Pitt mimicked. He switched on computer control and called up aseries of
geographicd displays on the monitor. "A miracle we broke out with no pressure leaks or mechanica

damege.”

"My dear fellow, my faith in you isasdeep asthe sea. . . ah, werre under. | didn't doubt your fortitude
foraminute."”

Pitt spared him acurious stare. "If youretakenin that easily, | haveabridgein New York I'd liketo
=l you.”

"What was that about a bridge'?"

"Doyou play?'

"Yes, I'm quite good. Won more than afew tournaments. And you?"'

"| deal amean hand of Old Maid."

The exchange was dightly lessthan bizarre considering their predicament, but they were men absorbed
intheir e ement and well aware of the danger of being trapped in the abyssa depths. If either Fitt or
Plunkett felt any fear, he didn't show it.

"Now that we've escaped the landdide, what's the plan?' asked Plunkett as camly asif hewas
requesting another cup of tea

"Theplanisto go up,”" Pitt answered, pointing toward the roof.

"Since this magnificent old crawler has no buoyancy and weve agood five kilometers of ocean above
us, how do you expect to accomplish the impossble?!

PAitt grinned.

"Just St back and enjoy the seascape. We're going to take alittle ride through the mountains.”



"Welcome aboard, Admira.” Commander Morton gave arazor-edge salute and extended his hand,
but the greeting was purely officia. He was not happy and made no attempt at hypocrisy. "A rare
occasion when we're ordered to surface at seaduring acruiseto take on visitors. | haveto tell youl
dont likeit."

Sandecker smothered a amile as he stepped from the Shanghai Shelly's launch onto the bridge of the
partidly surfaced sail tower of the Tucson. He shook Morton's hand with acasua unconcern and a
dominating posture that, if anything, made his presence seem like an everyday affair.

"l didn't pull stringsto have you deviate from operational procedure so | could drop in for cocktalls,
Commander. I'm here on presidential order. If it'san inconvenience, I'll be happy to return to the junk.”

A pained expression crossed Morton'sface. "No offense, Admira, but Soviet satellites—-"

"Will photograph usin vivid color for the entertainment of their intelligence analyds. Y es, yes, but we
don't redlly care what they see or think." Sandecker turned as Giordino climbed aboard. "My ass stant
project director, Al Giordino."

Unconscioudy dmost, Morton acknowledged Giordino with ahalf salute and showed them through a
hatch down to the control center of the sub. They followed the commander into asmall compartment
with atransparent plotting table with arecessed interior that provided a three-dimensiona sonar view of
the seabed.

Lieutenant David Del_uca, the Tucson's navigation officer, was leaning over the table. He straightened
as Morton made the introductions and smiled warmly. "Admira Sandecker, thisisan honor. | never
missed your lectures at the academy.”

Sandecker beamed. "1 hope | didn't put you to deep.

"Not at al. Y our accounts of NUMA projects were fascinating.

Morton flicked aglance a Del_ucaand nodded down at the table. "The admira ismost interested in
your discovery.”

"What can you show me, son?" Sandecker said, placing ahand on Del_uca's shoulder. "The message
was you've picked up unusual sounds on the seabed.”

Del_ucafatered for amoment. "Weve been receiving strange music--"

" 'Minniethe Mermaid? " Giordino blurted.
Del_ucanodded. "At first, but now it sounds like John Philip Sousamarches.”

Morton's eyes narrowed. "How could you possibly know?"



"Dirk," Giordino sad definitdy. "Hées dill dive.”

"Let'shope s0," Sandecker said with mounting joy. He stared at Del_uca. "Can you till hear the

"Yes, sir. Once we obtained afix, we were able to track the source.

"ltsmoving?'

"About five kilometers per hour across the bottom."

"He and Plunkett must have survived the earthquake and escaped in Big John,” Giordino concluded.
"Have you attempted contact?" asked Sandecker of Morton.

"Wevetried, but our systems are not designed to transmit in water deeper than athousand meters.”
"We can contact them with the underwater phonein the submersible” said Giordino.

"Unless. . ." Sandecker hesitated. He glanced at Morton. "Could you hear them if they were trying to
contact a surface vessel, Commander?'

"If we can hear their music, we could hear their voice transmissions. Might be garbled and distorted,
but I think our computers could piece together acoherent message.”

"Any such sounds received?"

"None," replied Morton.

"Their phone system must be damaged,” Sandecker specul ated.
"Then why arethey ableto transmit musc?'

"An emergency amplifying system locator in case the vehicle had abreskdown,” answered Giordino.
"A rescue vehicle could homein on the sound. But it wasn't built for voice transmission or reception.”

Morton stirred in dow anger. He did not like losing control of a situation on board his own command.
"May | ask who these people arein Big John, asyou cdll it, and how they cameto be traipsing over the
bottom of the Pecific Ocean?"

Sandecker gave anegligent wave of his hand. " Sorry, Commander, aclassified project.” He turned his
attention back to Del_uca. "Y ou say they're on the move."

"Yes, gr." Deluca pressed a series of buttons and the display recessed in the table reveadled a section
of the seabottom in athree-dimensional holograph. To the men crowded around the table, it felt as
though they were looking down into a submerged Grand Canyon from the top of an agquarium. The detall
was enhanced by advanced computer and sonar digital mapping that showed the images in muted color
heavy on blues and greens.

The Mendocino fracture zone dwarfed the famous tourist Sght of northern Arizona, its steep



escarpments averaging 3,000 meters high. The uneven rims aong the greet crack in the earth's submarine
surface were serrated with hundreds of ridges, giving it the gppearance of a huge gash through a series of
sand ripples.

"The latest underwater visual technology,” Morton offered proudly. "The Tucson wasthefirst sub to
haveitingdled."

"Code-named The Great Karnak," Sandecker said loftily. "Knows dl, seesal. Our NUMA engineers
helped develop it.”

Morton's face, now curioudy red and sullen, looked abjectly defeated in the game of one-upmanship.
But hetook control and made a brave comeback. "Lieutenant, show the admira histoy in action.”

Del_ucatook a short wandlike probe and traced alight beam across the floor of the display. ™Y our
underwater vehicle emerged at this point in asmdl canyon just off the main fracture zone and is now
traveling in azigzag pattern up the dopestoward the top of the fracture zone's edge.”

Giordino stared somberly at the flattened area where the mining project once stood. *Not much left of
Soggy Acres," he said sadlly.

"It wasn't built to last forever," Sandecker consoled him. "The results more than paid for the loss."

Without being asked, Del_uca enlarged the display until the fuzzy image of the DSMV could just be
seen struggling up the Side of asteep dope. "Thisisassharp as| can bring her in.”

"That'sjust fine," Sandecker complimented him.

Looking at thetiny speck againg the infinite desolation, it wasimpossible for any of them to believe
there were two living, breathing men insdeit. The moving projection seemed so red, they had to fight to
keep from reaching out and touching it.

Their thoughts varied to the extreme. Del_ucaimagined he was an astronaut peering down ét life on an
dien planet, while Morton was reminded of watching atruck on ahighway from an aircraft flying a thirty
thousand feet. Sandecker and Giordino both visudized their friend struggling against a hostile atmosphere
to day dive.

"Can't you rescue them with your submersible?' queried Morton.

Giordino clutched therail around the display table until his knuckles went ivory. "We can rendezvous,
but neither craft has an air lock to transfer them from one to the other under tons of water pressure. If
they attempted to leave Big John at that depth, they'd be squashed to athird their sze.”

"What about hoisting them to the surface with a cable?’

"l don't know of aship equipped to carry six kilometers of cable thick enough to support itsown
weight and that of the DSMV.."

"The Glomar Explorer could doit," said Sandecker. "But she'son an ail drilling job off Argentina.
Impossible for her to cut off operations, re-equip, and get here inside of four weeks."

Morton began to understand the urgency and the frustration. "'I'm sorry thereis nothing my crew and |



cando."
"Thank you, Commander.” Sandecker Sghed heavily. "l appreciate that."

They dl stood slent for the next full minute, their eyesfocused on theimage of the miniature vehicle as
it crept across the display like abug climbing the side of aculvert.

"l wonder where he's headed,” murmured Del_uca

"What was that?' asked Sandecker asif he had suddenly awakened.

"Since I've been tracking him, he's been traveling in aset direction. Hell go into a series of
switchbacks when the dope steepens, but after it flattens out again he always returnsto hisorigina

course.”

Sandecker, staring at Del_uca, suddenly knew. "Dirk's heading for high ground. Lord, | amost wrote
him off without consdering hisintentions.”

"Plot an approximate course destination,” Morton ordered Del_uca.

Del_uca programmed his navigationa computer with the data, then eyed the monitor, waiting for the
compass projection. The numbersflashed dmost ingtantly.

"Y our man, Admird, is on a course bearing three-three-four."
"Three-three-four," Morton repeated firmly. "Nothing ahead but dead ground.”
Giordino looked a Del_uca. "Please enlarge the sector ahead of the DSMV."

Del_ucanodded and broadened the display areain the direction Giordino requested. "L ooks pretty
much the same except for afew seamounts.”

"Dirk ismaking for Conrow Guyot," Giordino said flatly.
"Guyot?' asked Del_uca.

"A seamount with asmooth summit,” Sandecker explained. "'A submarine volcanic mountain whose
top was leveled by wave action asit dowly sank beneath the surface.”

"Wheat's the depth of the summit?' Giordino questioned Del_uca

The young navigation officer pulled a chart from a cabinet under the table and spread it acrossthe
transparent top. "Conrow Guyot," he read aoud. "Depth three hundred and ten meters.”

"How far from the DSMV?' Thisfrom Morton.

Del_uca checked the distance with a pair of dividers againgt ascale at the bottom of the chart.
"Approximately ninety-sx kilometers.”

"At eght kilometers per hour,” Giordino caculated, "then doubling the distance to dlow for uneven
terrain and detours around ravines, with luck they should reach the top of Conrow around thistime



tomorrow."

Morton's eyesturned skepticd. " Climbing the guyot may bring them closer to the surface, but they!ll
gtill be three hundred meters or nearly athousand feet short. How doesthis guy--?"

"Hisnameis Dirk Fitt," Giordino helped him.

"Okay, Pitt. How does he expect to make it topsde-- swim?"

"Not from that depth,” said Sandecker promptly. "Big John is pressurized to one atmosphere, the
same aswe're standing in at sealevel. The outside water pressure down thereisthirty-three times
heavier. Even if we could supply them with high-tech dive gear and a helium-oxygen gas mixture for
deep-water breathing, their chancesarenil."

"If the sudden increase in pressure asthey left Big John didn't kill them,” Giordino added,
"decompression sickness on the way to the surface would.”

"So what does Pitt have up his deeve?' Morton persisted.

Giordino's eyes seemed to peer at something beyond ther head. "I don't have the answer, but |
suspect wed better t of one damn quick.”

<<16>>

The dterile gray expanse gave way to aforest of oddly sculptured vents protruding from the seefloor.
They rose like distorted chimneys and spouted hot-365 Celsius-clouds of black steam that was quickly
smothered by the cold ocean.

"Black smokers," announced Plunkett, identifying them under the probing lights of Big John.

"They'll be surrounded by communities of seacreatures,” Pitt said without removing his eyesfrom the
navigationd display on his control monitor. "We charted over adozen of them during our mining surveys."

"Y ou'd better swing clear. I'd hate to see this brute run over them.”



Pitt smiled and took manual control, turning the DSMV to avoid the strange colony of exotic sealife
that thrived without sunlight. It waslike alush oasisin the desert, covering nearly asquare kilometer of
segfloor. The wide tracks of the intruding monster skirted the spewing vents and the entwining thickets of
giant tube worms that gently leaned with the current as though they were marsh reeds swaying under a
breeze.

Plunkett gazed in awe at the hollow stalks as the wormsinside poked their delicate pink and burgundy
plumesinto the black water. " Some of them must be agood three metersin length!™ he exclaimed.

Also scattered around the vents and the tube worms were huge white mussels and clams of varieties
Plunkett had never seen before. Lemon-colored creatures that looked like puff balls and were related to
jdlyfish mingled with spiny white crabs and bluish shrimp. None of them required photosynthesisto
survive. They were nourished by bacteriathat converted the hydrogen sulfide and oxygen overflow from
the ventsinto organic nutrients. If the sun was suddenly snuffed out, these cresturesin their pitch-black
environment would continue to exist while al other life forms above them became extinct.

Hetried to etch theimage of the different vent inhabitantsin hisbrain asthey disappeared into the Silt
cloud trailing behind, but he couldn't concentrate. Seded tight in the lonely cabin of the mining vehicle,
Plunkett experienced atremendous wave of emotion as he stared into the alien world. No siranger to the
abyssa deep, he suddenly felt asisolated as an astronaut lost beyond the galaxy.

Pitt took only afew glimpses of the incredible scene outside. He had no time for distractions. His eyes
and reflexes depended on his reaction to the dangers shown on the monitor. Twice heamost lost Big
John in gaping fissures, stopping &t the brink of one with lessthan ameter to spare. Therugged terrain
often proved as impassable as a Hawaiian lava bed, and he had to rapidly program the computer to chart
the least treacherous detour.

He had to be especidly careful of landdide zones and canyon rimsthat could not support the vehicle.
Once hewasforced to circleasmall but active volcano whose molten lava poured through along crack
and down the dope before turning solid under the frigid water. He steered around scarred pits and tall
cones and across wide craters, every type of texture and contour one would expect to find on Mars.

Driving by the sonar and radar probes of the computer instead of relying on hislimited vison under the
DSMV'slightsdid not makefor ajoy ride. The strain was beginning to arrive in aching muscles and sore
eyes, and he decided to turn temporary control over to Plunkett, who had quickly picked up the
intricacies of operating Big John.

"Weve just passed the two-thousand-meter mark,” Pitt reported.
"Looking good," replied Plunkett cheerfully. "We're better than halfway."

"Don't write the check just yet. The grade has steepened. If it increases another five degrees, our
tracks won't be able to keep their grip.”

Plunkett forced out dl thoughts of failure. He had complete confidence in Ritt, aparticular that irritated
the man from NUMA to no end. "The dope's surface has smoothed out. We should have adirect path to
the summit.”

"The lavarocks hereabouts may have lost their sharp edges and become rounded,” Fitt muttered
wearily, hiswords coming dow with the edge of an exhausted man, "but under no circumstance can they
be called smooth.”



"Not to worry. We're out of the abyssal zone and into midwater." Plunkett paused and pointed
through the viewing window at aflash of blue-green bioluminescence. " Porichthys myriaster, afish that
lights up for two minutes."

"Y ou haveto fed sorry for him,” Pitt said tongue-in-cheek.

"Why?' Plunkett challenged. "The porichthys has adapted very well. His luminescenceis used to

frighten predators, act as bait to attract food, as ameansto identify his own species and, of course,
atract the opposite sex in the total blackness."

"Swimming inacold black void dl their lives. I'd call that ared drag.”

Plunkett realized he was being had. "Very clever observation, Mr. Fitt. A pity we can't offer midwater
fish some sort of entertainment.”

"| think we can give them afew laughs.”
"Oh, redlly. What have you got in mind?"

"They can watch you drivefor awhile" He gestured to the control console. "She'sdl yours. Mind you
keep atight eye on the monitor's geologica display and not on jdlyfish with neon advertisng.”

Aitt douched in his seat, blinked his eyes closed, and looked to be adeep in amoment.

Pitt came awake two hourslater at the sound of aloud crack that came like agunshot. He immediately
sensed trouble. He came erect and scanned the console, spying aflashing red light.

"A mdfunction?'

bang.

"What does the computer say about damage and location?”

eve orung alesk," Plunkett informed him promptly. "The warning light came on in unison with the

"Sorry, you didn't teach me the code to activate the program.”

Ritt quickly punched the proper code on the keyboard. The readout instantly swept across the display
monitor.

"We'relucky," said Ritt. "Thelife-support and electronic equipment chambers aretight. Soisthe
shielded reactor compartment. Theleak is below, somewhere around the engine and generator
compartment.”

"You cdl that lucky?'

"Theresroom to move around in that section, and the walls are accessible for plugging the entry hole,



The battering this poor old bus has taken must have opened amicroscopic casting flaw in the lower hull
casng."

"Theforce of the outer water pressure through a hole the size of apin can fill theinterior volume of this
cabinintwo hours," Plunkett said uneadily. He stirred uncomfortably. The optimism had gone out of his
eyes as he stared bleakly at the monitor. "And if the hole widens and the hull collgpses. . ." Hisvoice

dropped off.

"Thesewdlswon't collgpse,” Pitt said emphatically. "They were built to resst Sx timesthe pressure of
thisdepth."

"That dtill leavesatiny shaft of water coming in with the power of alaser beam. Itsforce can dicean
electric cable or aman'sarm in thewink of an eye.”

"Then I'll haveto be careful, won't I?" Pitt said as he dipped out of his chair and crawled toward the
aft end of the control cabin. He had to maintain a constant handhold to keep from being thrown about by
the swaying and pitching of the vehicle asit lurched over the broken terrain. Just before reaching the exit
door, heleaned down and lifted a smdl trapdoor and switched on thelights, illuminating the small
confines of the engine compartment.

He could hear a sharp hiss above the hum of the steam turbine but couldn't see where it was coming
from. Already there was a quarter meter of water covering the steel walk matting. He paused and
listened, trying to locate the sound. It wouldn't do to rush blindly into the razor-dashing stream.

"Seeit?" Plunkett shouted at him.

"No!" Fitt snapped nervoudy.

"Should | stop?"

"Not for anything. Kegp moving toward the summit.”

He leaned through the floor opening. There was athreatening terror, aforeboding about the deadly
hissing noise, more menacing than the hostile world outside. Had the spurting leek dready damaged vitd
equipment? Wasit too strong to be stopped? There was no time to lose, no time to contemplate, no time
to weigh the odds. And he who hesitated was supposed to be lost. It made no difference now if hedied
by drowning, cut to ribbons, or crushed by the relentless pressure of the deep sea.

He dropped through the tragpdoor and crouched inside for afew moments, happy to still bein one
piece. The hissng was close, dmost within an arm'slength, and he could fed the sting from the spray as
its stream struck something ahead. But the resulting mist that filled the compartment prevented him from
spotting the entry hole.

Pitt edged closer through the mist. A thought struck him, and he pulled off ashoe. He held it up and
swung it from side to sde with the hedl out as ablind man would sweep a cane. Abruptly the shoe was
nearly torn from hishand. A section of the heel was negtly carved off. He saw it then, abrief sparkle
ahead and to hisright.

The needlelike stream was jetting against the mounted base of the compact steam turbine that drove
the DSMV's huge traction belts. The thick titanium mount withstood the concentrated power of the leak's
spurt, but its tough surface had aready been etched and pitted from the narrow ondaught.



Pitt had isolated the problem, but it was far from solved. No caulking, no sealant or tape could stop a
gpewing jet with power to cut through meta if given enough time. He stood and edged around the turbine
to atool and spare parts cabinet. He studied the interior for a brief instant and then pulled out alength of
high-pressure replacement pipe for the steam generator. Next he retrieved a heavy dedge-type hammer.

The water had risen to haf ameter by the time he was ready. His makeshift scheme just had to work.
If not, then all hope was gone and there was nothing he and Plunkett could do but wait to either drown or
be crushed by the incoming pressure.

Sowly, with infinite caution, he reached out with the pipe in one hand and the hammer in the other. He
lay poised in the rapidly rising water, inhaled a deep breath, held it amoment, and then exhaled.
Simultaneoudy he shoved one end of the pipe over the entry hole, careful to aim the opposite end avay
from him, and immediately jammed it against the angled dope of the thick bulkhead shield separating the
turbine and reactor compartments. Furioudy he hammered the lower end of the pipe up the angle until it
was wedged tight and only afine spray escaped from both top and bottom.

Hisjury-rigged stopgap may have been clever, but it wasn't perfect. The wedged pipe had dowed the
incoming flood to atiny spurt, enough to get them to the summit of the guyot, hopefully, but it was not a
permanent solution. 1t was only amatter of hours before the entry hole enlarged itself or the pipe split
under the laserlike force.

Pitt sat back, cold, wet, and too mentally drained to fedl the water doshing around his body. Funny, he
thought after along minute, how sitting inice water he could Htill swest.

Twenty-two grueling hours after Sruggling fromitsgrave, thefaithful DSMV had climbed within sght
of the seamount's summit. With Pitt back at the controls, the twin tracks dug, dipped, then dug their
cleatsinto the sllt-covered lavarock, struggling up the steep incline ameter a atime until findly the great
tractor clawed over the rim onto level ground.

Only then did Big John come to acomplete stop and become silent as the surrounding cloud of ocoze
dowly settled on the flattened top of Conrow Guyot.

"Wedidit, old man," laughed Plunkett excitedly as he pounded Fitt on the back. "Wejolly well did it."

"Yes" Pitt agreed tiredly, "but we've till one more obstacle to overcome.” He nodded at the digital
depth reading. "Three hundred and twenty-two metersto go.”

Plunkett'sjoy quickly vaporized. "Any sign of your people?' he asked serioudly.

Pitt punched up the sonar-radar probe. The display reveded the ten-kilometer-square summit as
empty and barren as a sheet of cardboard. The expected rescue vehicle had failed to arrive.

"Nobody home," he said quietly.

"Hard to believe no one on the surface heard our blasting music and homed in on our movement,” said
Plunkett, moreirritated than disappointed.



"They've had preciouslittle time to mount arescue operation.”
"Still, I'd have expected one of your submersiblesto return and keep us company.”

Pitt gave aweary shrug. "Equipment failure, adverse wegather, they might have encountered any
number of problems.”

"Wedidn't comedl thisway to expirein this helish place now." Plunkett looked up toward the
surface. The pitch-black had become atwilight indigo-blue. "Not thisclose.”

Aitt knew Giordino and Admira Sandecker would have moved heaven and earth to save him and
Plunkett. He refused to accept the possibility they hadn't smelled out his plan and acted accordingly.
Silently he rose, went aft, and raised the door to the engine compartment. The leak had enlarged and the
water level was above ameter. Another forty minutesto an hour and it would reach the turbine. When it
drowned, the generator would die aswell. Without functioning life-support systems, Pitt and Plunkett
would quickly follow.

"They'll come" Ritt said to himsalf with unwavering determination. "They'll come.”

<<17>>

Ten minutes passed, twenty, asthe dread of londlinessfell over them. The sense of being lost on the
sea bottom, the unending darkness, the bizarre sealife that hovered around them-- it was dll like aghasily
nightmare.

Pitt had parked Big John in the center of the seamount and then programmed the computer to monitor
theleak in the engine compartment. He peered warily at the display screen as the numbers showed the
water level cregping to within afew centimeters of the generator.

Though the climb to a shdlower depth sharply relieved the outside water pressure, the entry flaw had
enlarged, and Ritt's further efforts could not stem the growing flood. He evacuated air to offset the
increased atmospheric compression caused by therising flood.

Plunkett half turned and studied Pitt, whose strong craggy face was quite till, asfirmly set asthe
eyelidsthat never seemed to flicker. The eyes seemed to reflect anger, not a any one person or object,
but anger smply directed at a Stuation he could not control. He sat frighteningly remote from Plunkett,



amog asif the British oceanographer was a thousand kilometers away. Fitt's mind was armored against
al sensation or fear of death. Histhoughts sifted through myriad escape plans, caculating every detall
from every angle until one by onethey were dl discarded in the shredder insde hisbrain.

Only one possihility stood aremote chance of success, but it dl depended on Giordino. If hisfriend
didn't gppear within the next hour, it would be too late.

Plunkett reached over and thumped Ritt's shoulder with one big fist. "A magnificent try, Mr. Fitt. You
took usfrom the deep abyssto dmost within sght of the surface.”

"Not good enough,” Pitt murmured. "We came up adollar long and a penny short.”

"Mind telling me how you planned to do it without the convenience of a pressure lock to escape the
vehicle and apersonnd transfer capsule to carry usto the surface?’

"My origind ideawasto svim home.”
Plunkett raised an eyebrow. "l hope you didn't expect usto hold our bregth.”
No.

"Good," Plunkeit said, satisfied. " Spesking for mysdlf, I'd have expired before ascending thirty
meters.” He hesitated and stared at Pitt curioudly. "Swim, you can't be serious?’

"A ridiculous hope bred of desperation,” Fitt replied philosophically. "I know better than to believe our
bodies could survive the ondaught of extreme pressure and decompression.”

"Y ou say that wasyour origind idea. Do you have another-- like trying to float this monster off the
bottom?'

"Y ou're getting warm."
"Lifting afifteen-ton vehicle can only be accomplished in avivid imagination.”

"Actudly, it hingeson Al Giordino," Fitt answered with forbearance. "'If he'sread my mind, helll meet
usin asubmersible equipped with--"

"But he let you down,” said Plunkett, sweeping an arm over the empty seascape.
"There hasto be adamn good reason for it."

"You know and | know, Mr. Fitt, no onewill come. Not within hours, days, or ever. Y ou gambled on
amiracleand logt. If they do cometo search, itll be over the wreckage of your mining community, not
here"

Fitt did not reply but gazed into the water. The lights of the DSMV had drawn a school of hatchetfish.
Silver with deep bodies and flattened on the sides, dender tails wavered in the water as rows of light
organs flashed dong their lower ssomachs. The eyes were disproportionately large and protruded from
tubes that rose upward. He watched asthey swirled gracefully in lazy spirds around the great nose of Big



John.
Sowly he bent forward asif listening, then sank back again. "Thought | heard something.”

"A mystery we can still hear over that blaring music,” Plunkett grunted. "My eardrums have ceased to
function.”

"Remind meto send you a condolence card at alater date,” said Fitt. "Or would you rather we give
up, flood the cabin, and end it?"

Hefroze into immohility, eyesfocused on the hatchetfish. A grest shadow crept over them, and as one
they darted into the blackness and vanished.

"Something wrong?" asked Plunkett.

"We have company,” PFitt said with an I-told-you-so grin. He twisted in his segt, tilted his head, and
looked through the upper viewing window.

One of the NUMA Soggy Acres submersibles hung suspended in the void dightly above and to the
rear of the DSMV . Giordino wore a smile that was wide as ajack-0-lantern's. Next to him, Admira
Sandecker threw ajaunty wave through the large round port.

It was the moment Pitt had wished for, indeed silently prayed', for, and Plunkett's great bear hug
showed how gladly he shared the moment.

"Dirk," hesad solemnly, "I humbly gpologize for my negative company. This goes beyond ingtinct.
Y ou are one crafty bastard.”

"I dowhat | can,” Pitt admitted with humorous modesty.

Therewerefew timesin hislife Pitt had seen anything haf aswonderful as Giordino's amiling face from
insgde the submersible. Where did the admiral come from? he wondered. How could he have arrived on
the scene so quickly?

Giordino wasted little time. He motioned to asmall door that shielded an exterior eectrica receptacle.
Pitt nodded and pressed a button. The door dipped open into ahidden dot, and in less than a minute one
of the articulated robotic arms on the submersible connected acable.

"Am | coming through?' Giordino's voice burst clearly over the speskers.

"Y ou don't know how good it isto hear your voice, pa," answered Pitt.

"Sorry we're late. The other submersible svamped and sank on the surface. This one shorted its
batteries and welogt timein repairs.”

"All isforgiven. Good to see you, Admird. | didn't expect your honored presence down here.”
"Cut the gpple-polishing,” Sandecker boomed. "What's your status?”'

"We have aleak that will close down our power source within forty or fifty minutes. Beyond that were
in good shape.”



"Then weld better get busy."

With no more wasted conversation, Giordino maneuvered the submersible until its bow was on the
same level and facing the lower broadside of the DSMV. Then he engaged the manipulator arms
mounted on the front below the control sphere. They were much smaler than the arm system on Big John
and moreintricate.

The sub's modular arms were designed to accommodate severa types of hand mechanisms and
operate them hydraulicaly. Theleft hand was attached to the arm by arotating wrist, which in turn was
connected to three fingers with sensorsin their tipsthat could identify any materia from wood and sted!
to plagtic, cotton, and silk. Under the operator's delicate touch, enhanced by a computer sensory system,
the fingers could dexteroudy thread asmall needle and tat lace or, if the occasion demanded, crush rock.

Smoothly the robotic arm unraveled a hose running from asmall tank to alarge rod with a hole running
through its center core.

Theright aram'swrist was fitted with aseries of four circular meta-cutting discs. Each disc was
serrated with adifferent edge and could be interchanged depending on the hardness of the materid it was
didng.

Pitt peered at the left-hand assembly curioudly. "I knew the discs were stored on board the
submersible, but where did you find the oxygen cutting equipment?*

"I borrowed it from apassing submarine,” Giordino answered without e aboration.

"Logicd." Therewasatired acceptance in Fitt's voice, unsure whether his friend was stroking him.

"Beginning separation,” said Giordino.

"While you're cutting usfree I'll pump up our air volume by a couple of atmospheresto compensate
for the extraweight from the leskage flow."

"Sound idea," agreed Sandecker. "Y ou'll need al the buoyancy you can build. But mind your pressure
safety limitsor you'l run into decompression problems.”

"Decompression scheduleswill be monitored by our computer,” Pitt assured him. "Neither Dr.
Plunkett nor | look forward to a case of the bends

As Pitt began pumping compressed air into the control and engine compartments, Giordino jockeyed
the submersible so that both arm and hand mani pul ators could operate independently. The hand with the
three articulated fingers positioned the fat welding rod againgt abolt that ran through a mounting brace.
The rod held a positive charge while the DSMV was negative. A bright arc suddenly flared when contact
was made between the rod and bolt. Asthe meta glowed and melted, oxygen spurted through the holein
therod, disperang the buildup.

"Arc gouging,” Pitt explained to Plunkett. "They're going to sever dl mounts, drive shafts, and dectrica
connections until the control housing breaks free of the main frame and track mechanism.”

Plunkett nodded in understanding as Giordino extended the other arm until aspray of sparkssgnaed
the cutting discs were attacking their target. " So that's the ticket. We float to the surface as pretty asan



emptied bottle of Veuve Cliquot-Ponsardin Gold Label champagne.”
"Or adrained bottle of Coors beer."
"First pub we hit, Mr. Fitt, the drinks are on me
"Thank you, Dr. Plunkett. | accept, providing we have enough buoyancy to take us up.”

"Blow the guts out of her," Plunkett demanded recklesdy. "1'd rather risk the bends than certain
drowning."

Pitt did not agree. The excruciating agony divers had suffered over the centuries from the bends went
far beyond man-inflicted torture. Death was ardlief, and surviva often |eft adeformed body racked with
pain that never faded. He kept a steady eye on the digital reading as the red numbers crept up to three
atmospheres, the pressure at roughly twenty meters. At that depth their bodies could safely endure the
increased pressure squeeze, he estimated, in the short time remaining before nitrogen gas began forming
inther blood.

Twenty-five minutes later, he was about to rethink his estimate when agrowing cresking noise
reverberated inside the compartment. Then came a deep grinding that was magnified by the dengty of the
water.

"Only one mount and aframe braceto go," Giordino informed them. "Be prepared to tear |oose."

"I read you," replied Pitt. " Standing by to close down al power and dectrical systems.”

Sandecker found it insufferable that he could plainly see the faces of the men acrossthe thin gap
separating the two vehicles and know there was every likdlihood they might die. "How's your current air
supply?" he asked anxioudly.

Pitt checked the monitor. "Enough to get us homeif we don't stop for pizza."

There came a screech that set teeth on edge as the control compartment shuddered and tilted upward,
nose first. Something gave then, and suddenly the structure acted asif it wanted to break free. Fitt
quickly shut off the main generator power and switched over to the emergency batteries to keep the
computer and speaker phone operating. But al movement abruptly stopped, and they hung frozen above
the tractor's huge frame.

"Hold on," came Giordino's reassuring voice. "1 missed some hydraulic lines." Then he added, "I'll try
to stay closeif | can, but should we spread too far apart, the phone cable will snap and welll lose voice
contact."

"Makeit quick. Water isgushing in through some of the savered lines and connections.”

"Acknowledged."

"Seeto it you open your exit door and get the hell out fast when you hit the waves," Sandecker
ordered.

"Like geese with diarrheg," Fitt assured him.



Pitt and Plunkett relaxed for afew seconds, listening to the sound of the cutting discs chewing through
the tubing. Then came aheavy lurch followed by aripping noise, and they began dowly risng from the
top of the seamount, leaving the tractor chassiswith Big John's torn cables and melted debris dangling
behind them like mechanical entrails.

"On our way!" Plunkett roared.

Aitt's mouth tightened. "Too dow. The incoming water has lowered our positive buoyancy.”

"You'reinfor along haul," sad Giordino. "l judge your rate of ascent at only ten metersaminute.”

"We're lugging the engine, reactor, and aton of water with us. Our volume barely overcomesthe
excessweight."

"Y ou should rise alittle faster as you near the surface.”
"No good. Thewater intake will offset the decrease in pressure.”

"No worry over losing the communication cable,” Giordino said happily. "1 can easily match your
ascent rate.”

"Smadl consolation,” Pitt muttered under his bresth.

"Twenty metersup,” said Plunkett.

"Twenty meters,” Fitt echoed.

Both pairs of eyeslocked on the depth reading that flashed on the display screen. Neither man spoke
asthe minutes crawled past. The twilight world was | eft behind and the indigo-blue of deep water paled
dightly from the gpproaching filtered light from above. The color green madeitsfirst gppearance, and
then yellow. A smal school of tuna greeted them before flashing away. At 150 meters Pitt could begin to
make out the dia on hiswristwatch.

"You'redowing," Giordino warned them. "Y our rate of ascent has dropped to seven metersaminute.”

Pitt punched in the water leakage numbers. He didn't like what he read. " Our flood leve isredlined.”

"Can you increase your air volume?" asked Sandecker, concern obviousin hisvoice.

"Not without afatal dose of the bends."

"Youll makeit," Giordino said hopefully. "Y ou're past the eighty-meter mark."

"When our ascent drops to four meters, grab on with your hand assembly and tow us."

"Will do."

Giordino moved ahead and angled hisvessdl until the stern was pointing toward the surface and he
was looking down on Pitt and Plunkett. Then he set his autopilot to maintain areverse speed to maintain

the same ascent speed as Big John's housing. But before he could extend the robotic arm, he saw that the
DSMV wasfdling back and the gap was increasing. He quickly compensated and closed the distance.



"Two metersaminute,” Ritt sad withicy cam. "Y ou'd better link up.”
"In the process," Giordino anticipated him.

By the time the sub's articulated hand system had managed avisdike grip on a protruding edge of
wreckage, the compartment had come to a complete halt.

"Weve achieved neutra buoyancy,” Pitt reported.

Giordino jettisoned the sub's remaining iron ballast weights and programmed full reverse speed. The
thrugters bit into the water and the sub, with the DSMV housing in tow, began moving again with
tormented downess toward the beckoning surface.

Eighty meters, seventy, thefight to reach daylight seemed asif it would never end. Then at
twenty-saven meters, or about ninety feet, their progress stopped for thefind time. Therisng water in the
engine room was coming in through new openings from newly ruptured pipes and cracks with the force
of afirehose.

"I'mlosing you," Giordino said, shaken.
"Get out, evacuate!" cried Sandecker.

Aitt and Plunkett didn't need to betold. They had no wish for Big John to become their tomb. The
manned housing began to descend, pulling the submersiblewith it. Their only savation wastheinsdeair
pressure, it was nearly equalized with the outsde water. But what fate gave them, fate snatched back.
The flood couldn't have picked aworse time to short out the emergency battery system, cutting off the
hydraulic power for the exit hatch.

Plunkett franticaly undogged the hatch and fought to pushit out, but the dightly higher weater pressure
was unyielding. Then Pitt was beside him, and they put their combined strength intoit.

In the submersible, Giordino and Sandecker watched the struggle with mounting fear. Negetive
buoyancy was rapidly increasing and the compartment was beginning to drop into the depths at an
darmingrate.

The hatch gave asthough it was pushed through asea of glue. Asthe water surged around the frame
and into the compartment, Pitt shouted, "Hyperventilate, and don't forget to exhale on the way up.”

Plunkett gave a brief nod, took aquick series of deep breathsto eliminate the carbon dioxidein his
lungs, and held the last one. Then he ducked his head into the water gushing through the hatch and was

gone.

Pitt followed, overventilating his lungsto hold his breath longer. He flexed his knees on the threshold of
the hatch and launched himself upward as Giordino released the robotic hand's grip, and the final remains
of theDSMV fdll away into thevoid.

Fitt couldn't have known, but he made his exit at forty-two meters, or 138 feet, from the surface. The
sparkling surface seemed to be ten kilometers away. Hed have given ayear's pay for apair of swimfins.
He dso wished he was about fifteen years younger. More than once, when he wasin hislate teens and
twenties, héd free-dived to eighty feet while snorkdling the waters off Newport Beach in Cdifornia His



body was till in good physica shape, but time and hard living had taken their toll.

He swam upward, using strong, even strokes with hands and feet, exhding in tiny spurts so the
expanding gasesin hislungswould not rupture the capillaries and force bubbles directly into his
bloodstream, causing an air embolism.

The glare from the sun was dancing on the surface, sending shafts of light into the shallows. He
discovered he wasin the shadows of two vessals. Without aface mask, hisblurred vison through the
water could only discern vague outlines of their bottoms. One seemed like alarge boat, while the other
looked absolutely mammoth. He shifted his course so held surface between them and save a crack on the
head. Below him, Giordino and Sandecker followed in the submersible, like a crew cheering on a channel
swimmer.

He stroked aongside Plunkett, who was clearly in trouble. The older man looked as though all
strength had drained from his muscles. It was obvious to Pitt that Plunkett was on the verge of blacking
out. He grabbed him by the collar and pulled the Britisher behind him.

Pitt expelled thelagt of the air from hislungs. He thought the surface could never be breached. Blood
was throbbing in his ears. Then suddenly, just as he was gathering dl his physical resourcesfor the fina
effort, Plunkett went limp. The Britisher had made a brave try before falling unconscious, but he was not
astrong svimmer.

Darknesswas circling Pitt's vision, and fireworks began to burst behind his eyes. Lack of oxygen was
garving hisbrain, but the desire to reach the surface was overwhelming. The seawater was inging his
eyes and invading his nodtrils. He was within seconds of drowning and he damn well wasn't going to give
intoit.

He put hisrapidly fading strength into one last thrust for the clouds. Pulling Plunkett's dead weight, he
kicked furioudy and stroked with hisfree hand like amadman. He could see the mirrorlike reflection of
the swells. They looked tantalizingly near, and yet they seemed to keep moving away from him.

He heard a heavy thumping sound asif something was pounding the water. Then suddenly, four figures
in black materidized in the water on both sides of him. Two snatched Plunkett and carried him away.
One of the others pushed the mouthpiece of abreathing regulator into Fitt's mouth.

He sucked in one great gasping breeth of air, one after another until the diver gently removed the
mouthpiece for afew breaths of hisown. It was plain old air, the usua mixture of nitrogen, oxygen, and a
dozen other gases, but to Fitt it tasted like the sparkling dry air of the Colorado Rockies and aforest of
pine after aran.

Pitt's head broke water and he stared and stared at the sun asif held never seen it before. The sky
never looked bluer or the clouds whiter. The seawas cam, the swells no more than half ameter at their
crests.

Hisrescuerstried to support him, but he shrugged them off. Herolled over and floated on his back
and looked up at the huge sail tower of anuclear submarine that towered above him. Then he spotted the
junk. Where on earth did that come from? he wondered. The sub explained the Navy divers, but a
Chinesejunk?

Therewasacrowd of peoplelining therailings of the junk, most he recognized as his mining crew,
cheering and waving like crazy people. He spotted Stacy Fox and waved back.



His concern swiftly returned to Plunkett, but he need not have worried. The big Britisher was dready
lying on the hull deck of the submarine, surrounded by U.S. Navy crewmen. They quickly brought him
around, and he began gagging and retching over the side.

The NUMA submersible broke the surface dmost an arm's length away. Giordino popped from the
hatch through the sail tower, looking for al the world like aman who had just won the jackpot of a
lottery. He was so close he could talk to Pitt in a conversationa tone.

"See the havoc you've caused?' Helaughed. "Thisisgoing to cost us.”

Happy and glad as he was to be among the living, Ritt's face was suddenly filled with wrath. Too much
had been destroyed, and as yet unknown to him, too many had died. When hereplied, it wasin atense,
unnaturd voice.

"Not me, not you. But whoever is respong ble has run up against the wrong bill collector.”
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Thefina farewell that kamikaze pilots shouted to each other before scrambling to their aircraft was
"Seeyou at Yasukuni."

Though they never expected to meet again in the flesh, they did intend to be reunited in spirit &t
Y asukuni, the revered memorid in honor of those who died fighting for the Emperor's cause since the
revolutionary war of 1868. The compound of the shrine sts on arise known as Kudan Hill inthe middle
of Tokyo. Also known as Shokonsha, or " Spirit Invoking Shrine," the central ceremonia areawas
erected under the strict rules of Shinto architecture and is quite bare of furnishings.

A culturd rdligion based on ancient tradition, Shinto has evolved through the yearsinto numerousrites
of passage and sects cored around kami, or "the way of divine power through various gods." By World
War |l it had evolved into a state cult and ethic philosophy far removed from adrict rdigion. During the
American occupation al government support of Shinto shrines was discontinued, but they were later
designated as nationa treasures and honored culturd Sites.

Theinner sanctuary of dl Shinto shrinesis off limitsto everyone except for the chief priest. Inddethe
sanctuary, a sacred object representing the divine spirit's symbol is enshrined. At Y asukuni the sacred
symbol isamirror.

No foreigners are alowed to pass through the huge bronze gateway leading to the war heroes shrine.
Curioudy overlooked isthe fact that the spirits of two foreign captains of ships sunk while supplying
Japanese forces during the Russo-Japanese war of 1904 are deified among the nearly 2,500,000
Nipponese war heroes. A number of villainsare also enshrined at Y asukuni. Their spiritsinclude early
political assassins, underworld military figures, and thewar criminasled by Genera Hideki Tojo who
were responsible for atrocities that matched and often went beyond the savagery of Auschwitz and
Dachaul.

Since the Second World War, Y asukuni had become more than smply amilitary memorid. It wasthe
ralying symbol of the right-wing conservatives and militantswho still dreamt of an empire dominated by
the superiority of Japanese culture. The annud vidt by Prime Minister Ueda Junshiro and his party
leaders to worship on the anniversary of Japan's defeat in 1945 was reported in depth by the nation's
pressand TV networks. A storm of impassioned protest usudly followed from political opposition,
leftists and pacifists, non-Shinto religious factions, and nearby countries who had suffered under Japanese
wartime occupation.

To avoid open criticism and the spotlight of adverse opinion, the ultranationalists behind the
resurrected drive for empire and the glorification of the Japanese race were forced to clandestindy
worship a Y asukuni during the night. They came and went like phantoms, the incredibly wedthy, high
government dignitaries, and the sinister mani pulators who skirted the shadows, their talons firmly clutching
apower structure that was untouchable even by the leaders of government.

And the most secretive and powerful of al was Hideki Suma



A light drizzlefdll as Suma passed through the gate and walked the gravel path toward the Shokonsha
ghrine. It waswell after midnight, but he could see hisway by the lights of Tokyo that reflected from the
low clouds. He paused under alarge tree and looked around the grounds insde the high walls. The only
sgn of lifewasacolony of pigeons nestled under the disks that crowned the curved roof.

Sdtisfied that he would not be studied by an observer, Hideki Sumawent through theritual of washing
his hands in a stone basin and rinsing his mouth with asmall ladle of water. Then he entered the outer
ghrine hall and met the chief priest, who was awaiting his arrival. Sumamade an offering at the oratory
and removed a sheaf of papers wrapped in atissued scroll from the inside pocket of hisraincoat. He
gave them to the priest, who laid them on the dltar.

A smdll bell was rung to summon Suma's specific deity or kami, and then they clasped their handsin
prayer. After ashort purification ceremony, Suma spoke quietly with the priest for aminute, retrieved the
scroll, and |ft the shrine asincongpicuoudy as hed arrived.

The stress of the past three daysfdl from him like glistening water over agarden fall. Sumafdt
rejuvenated by the mystical power and guidance of hiskami. His sacred quest to purify Japanese culture
from the poison of Western influences while protecting the gains of financia empire was guided by divine

power.

Anyone catching aglimpse of Sumathrough the misty rain would have quickly ignored him. He looked
quite ordinary in workman's overalls and a chesp raincoat. He wore no hat, and his hair was a great
shock of brushed-back white. The black mane common to amost al Japanese men and women had
lightened at an early age, which gave Sumaalook much older than hisforty-nine years. By Western
standards he was short, by Japanese idedls he was dightly on thetal side, sanding at 170 centimeters.

It was only when you looked into his eyes that he seemed different from hisnative cousins. Theirises
were of amagnetic indigo blue, the legacy, possibly, of an early Dutch trader or English sailor. A frall
youth, he'd taken up weight lifting when he wasfifteen and |abored with cold determination until he had
transformed his body into amuscled sculpture. His greatest satisfaction was not in his strength but the
molding of flesh and Snewsinto his own cregtion.

His bodyguard-chauffeur bowed and locked the heavy bronze gate after him. Moro Kamatori, Sumas
oldest friend and his chief aide, and his secretary, Toshie Kudo, were Sitting patiently ina
backward-facing seet of ablack custom-built Murmoto limousine powered by atwelve-cylinder
600-horsepower engine.

Toshiewas much taler than her native ssters. Willowy, with long legs, jet-black hair falling to her
waig, flawless skin enhanced by magica coffee-brown eyes, she looked asif sheld stepped out of a
James Bond movie. But unlike the exotic beauties who hung on fiction's bon vivant master spy, Toshie
possessed a high order of intellectud ability. Her 1Q bordered on 165, and she operated at full capacity
on both sides of the brain.

She did not look up as Suma entered the car. Her mind was focused on a compact computer that sat
in her shapdy lap.

Kamatori was speaking over atelephone. Hisintellect may not have been on aleve with Toshie's, but
he was meticulous and devioudy clever a managing Sumal's secretive projects. He was especidly gifted
at behind-the-scenes finance, pulling the strings and fronting for Suma, who preferred to isolate himself
from public view.



Kamatori had astolid, resolute face flanked by oversized ears. Beneath heavy black brows, the dark
lifeless eyes peered through apair of thick-lensed rimless glasses. No amile ever crossed histight lips. He
was aman without emotions or convictions. Fanaticaly loyd to Suma, Kamatori's master talent was
hunting human game. If someone, no matter how wealthy or high in government bureaucracy, presented
an obstacle to Suma's plans, Kamatori would shrewdly dispatch them so it seemed an accident or the
blame could be fixed on an opposing party.

Kamatori kept aledger of hiskillings with notes detailing each event. Over the course of twenty-five
yearsthetaly cameto 237.

Herang off and set the recelver in an armrest cradle and looked at Suma. "Admira Itakuraat our
embassy in Washington. His sources have confirmed the White House is aware the explosion was
nuclear and originated with the Divine Star."

Sumagave a stoic shrug. "Has the President launched aformal protest with Prime Minister Junshiro?'

"The American government has remained strangely silent,” answered Kamatori. " The Norwegians and
British, however, are making noises about the loss of their ships.”

"But nothing from the Americans”
"Only sketchy reportsin their news media.”

Sumaleaned forward and tapped Toshie's nyloned knee with hisforefinger. "A photo, please, of the
exploson ste”

Toshie nodded respectfully and programmed the necessary code into the computer. In lessthan thirty
seconds a colored photo rolled out of afax machine built into the divider wall separating the driver from
the passenger compartment. She passed it to Suma, who turned up the interior car lights and took a
megnifying glassfrom Kametori.

"The enhanced infrared photo was taken an hour and ahaf ago during a pass by our Akagi spy
satellite” explained Toshie.

Suma peered through the glass without speaking for afew moments. Then he looked up questioningly.
"A nuclear hunter-killer submarine and an Asian junk? The Americans are not acting as | expected. Odd
they didn't send haf their Pecific flegt.”

"Severd nava ships are seaming toward the explosion point,” said Kamatori, "includingaNUMA
ocean survey vess."

"What about space survelllance?'

"American intelligence has dready gathered extensve datafrom their Pyramider spy satdllitesand
SR-Ninety aircraft."

Sumatapped asmdl object in the photo with afinger. " A submersible floating between the two
vessdls. Where did that come from?"

Kamatori peered over Sumasfinger at the photograph. "Certainly not the junk. It must have come
from the submarine.”



"They won't find any sunken remains of the Divine Star, " Sumamuittered. " She must have been blown
into atoms." He tossed the photo back to Toshie. "A readout, please, of auto carriers transporting our
products, their current status and destinations.”

Toshie looked up a him over her monitor asif sheld read hismind. "I have the datayou requested,
Mr. Suma"

IIYS?I

"The Divine Moon finished off-loading her auto cargo last night in Boston,” she reported, reading the
Japanese characters on the display screen. "The Divine Water. . . she docked eight hours ago in the Port
of Los Angeles and is off-loading now."

"Any others?'

"There aretwo shipsin trangport,” Toshie continued. "The Divine Sky is scheduled to dock in New
Orleanswithin eighteen hours, and the Divine Lakeisfive daysout of Los Angdles™

"Perhaps we should signal the ships at seato divert to ports outside the United States,” said Kamatori.
"American agents may be derted to search for sgns of radiation.”

"Who isour undercover agent in Los Angeles?' asked Suma.

"George Furukawa directs your secret affairsin the western states.”

Sumaleaned back, obvioudy relieved. "Furukawaisaman. Hewill be dert to any hardening
procedure." He turned to Kamatori, who was speaking into the phone. "Divert the Divine Sky to Jamaica
until we have more data, but alow the Divine Lake to proceed to Los Angeles.”

Kamatori bowed in acknowledgment and reached for phone.

"Aren't you running the danger of detection?' asked Toshie.

Sumatightened hislipsand shook his head. " American intelligence agents will search the ships, but
they'll bombs. Our technology will defeat them.”

"The exploson on board the Divine Star came at abad time," said Toshie. "I wonder if well ever
know what caused it."

"l am not interested nor do | care," Sumasaid coldly. The accident was unfortunate, but it won't delay
completion of our Kaiten Project." Suma paused, hisface etched in abrutal expression. "Enough pieces
are st in place to destroy any nation which threatens our new empire.
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Vice President George Furukawatook the phone call from hiswifein his plush office a the prestigious
Samud J. Vincent Laboratories. She reminded him of his dental appointment. He thanked her, said afew
words of endearment, and hung up.

The woman on the other end of the line was not hiswife but one of Sumas agentswho could imitate
Mrs. Furukawas voice. The denta appointment story was a code he'd received on five prior occasions.
It meant a ship transporting Murmoto automobiles had arrived in port and was preparing to unload.

After informing his secretary that he would be having his teeth worked on the rest of the afternoon,
Furukawa stepped into the devator and punched the button for underground parking. Walking afew
pacesto his private stal, he unlocked the door to his mid-engined Murmoto sports car and sat behind the
whed.

Furukawa reached under the seat. The envelope wasthere, placed in his car after he came to work by
one of Suma's people. He checked the contents for the proper documents to release three automobiles
from the unloading dock area. The papers were complete and correct as usud. Satisfied, he turned over
the potent 400-horsepower, 5.8-liter, 32-valve V-8. He drove up to the thick steel barrier that rose from
the cement drive and danted menacingly &t the front end of the Murmoto.

A smiling guard came out of the gatehouse and leaned down. "Y ou checking out early, Mr.
Furukawa?'

"l have adenta appointment.”

"Y our dentist must own ayacht that's been paid for by your teeth.”

"How about avillain France," Furukawa joked back.

The guard laughed and then asked the routine question. "Taking any classified work home tonight?"
"Nothing. | left my attaché casein the office."

The guard stepped on aswitch to lower the barrier and gestured down the double drive leading to the
dreet. "Swish ashot of gin around your mouth when you get home. That'll deaden the pain.”

"Not abad idea," said Furukawa, shifting the sx-gpeed transmisson into first. "Thank you."

Situated in atdl glass building hidden from the street by agrove of eucadyptustrees, Vincent Labswas
aresearch and design center owned by a consortium of space and aviation companies. The work was
highly classified and the results carefully guarded, since much of the funding came from government
contracts for military programs. Futuristic advances in aerospace technology were conceived and
studied, the projects with the highest potential going on to design and production, while the failureswere



put aside for future study.

Furukawawas what is known in intelligence circles as adeeper. His parents were two of the many
thousands of Japanese who immigrated to the United States shortly after the war. They quickly melted in
with the Japanese-Americans who were picking up the pieces of their interrupted lives upon release from
the internment camps. The Furukawas did not come across the Pacific because they'd logt their love of
Japan. Far from it. They hated Americaand its multicultures.

They came as solid, hardworking citizens for the express purpose of raising their only son to become a
leader of American business. No expense was spared to give their child the finest education the nation
could offer, the money arriving mysterioudy through Japanese banksinto family accounts. Incredible
patience and long years of maintaining the facade paid off when son George received aPh.D. in
aerodynamic physics and eventudly achieved aposition of power with Vincent Labs. Highly respected
among aviation designers, Furukawa was now able to amass enormous quantities of information on
Americas finest aerogpace technology, which he secretly passed to Suma Industries.

The classfied data Furukawa had stolen for acountry he had yet to visit saved Japan billions of dollars
in research and devel opment costs. Almost single-handedly, histraitorous activities had given Japan a
five-year shortcut to becoming aworld leader in the aerospace market.

Furukawa had aso been recruited for the Kaiten Project during a meeting with Hideki Sumain
Hawaii. He was honored to be chosen by one of the most influential leaders of Japan for asacred
mission. His orders were to discreetly arrange for specially colored carsto be collected at the dock and
transported to undisclosed destinations. Furukawa did not ask questions. Hisignorance of the operation
failed to bother him. He could not be deeply involved for fear of compromising his own mission of
geding U.S. technology.

The traffic had thinned between rush hours as he made hisway onto Santa MonicaBoulevard. Severa
kilometerslater he svung south on the San Diego Freeway. With abare touch of his shoe on the
accelerator, the Murmoto wove through the slower stream of cars. His detector beeped, and Furukawa
dowed to the speed limit three hundred meters before entering the range of a parked police radar unit.
He cracked arare smile as he speeded up again.

Furukawaworked into the right-hand lane and curled around the off-ramp down onto the Harbor
Freeway. Ten minuteslater he reached the shipping termina areaand cut into an dley, where he passed
ahuge truck and semitrailer parked behind an empty warehouse. The doors of the cab and the sides of
thetrailer were painted with the logo of awell-known moving and storage company. He hit hishorn
twice. The driver of the big rig tooted hisair horn three timesin reply and pulled behind Furukawal's
sportscar.

After dodging aheavy crowd of trucks backing in and out of the loading docks, Furukawafindly
stopped at one of the gatesto aholding yard for carsimported from foreign manufacturers. Other nearby
yards werefilled with Toyotas, Hondas, and Mazdas that had aready come off ships before being
loaded on twodeck auto transporters that would haul them to dealer showrooms.

While the guard checked the receiving documents from the envelope, Furukawa gazed at the sea of
cars dready driven off the Divine Water. Over one-third had been off-loaded and were sitting in the
Cdiforniasun. Heidly counted the flow, as an army of drivers drove them through severa gaping hatches
and down ramps into the yard, and came up with arate of eighteen aminute.



The guard handed him the envel ope. "Okay, Sir, three SP-Five Hundred sport sedans. Please give
your papersto the dispatcher down theroad. Helll fix you up.”

Furukawa thanked him and motioned for the truck to follow him.

The ruddy cigar-smoking dispatcher recognized Furukawa. "Back for more of those putrid brown
cars?' he asked cheerfully.

Furukawa shrugged. "I have a customer who buysthem for his sdesflet. Believeit or not, that'shis
company'scolor.”

"What does he I, Kyoto lizard crap'?

"No, imported coffee.”

"Don't tell methelabel. | don't want to know."

Furukawa dipped the dispatcher a hundred-dollar bill. "How soon before | can take delivery?”

The digpatcher grinned. ™Y our cars are easy to find in the cargo holds. I'll have them for you in twenty
minutes”

An hour had passed before the three brown automobiles were safdly tied down inside the enclosed
trailer and released from the holding yard. Not once did the driver and Furukawa exchange words. Even
eye contact was avoided.

Outside the gate, Furukawa pulled his car to the side of the road and lit acigarette. He watched in
stony curiosity asthe truck and semitrailer turned and headed for the Harbor Freeway. The license on the
traller was Cdifornia, but he knew it would be switched at some desert truck stop before crossing the
dateline.

Despite his practiced detachment, Furukawa unconscioudy found himsalf wondering what was so
special about the brown cars. And why wastheir final destination so secret?

<<20>>

"First well body surf under the sunrise at Makapuu Point," said Fitt, holding Stacy's hand. "L ater, it's



snorkeling around Hanauma Bay before you rub suntan oil al over my body, and we spend alazy
afternoon dozing on awarm white sand beach. Then well soak up the sunset while sipping rum collinson
thelana of the Haekalani Hotdl, and afterward it's of f to thisintimate little restaurant | know in the
ManoaVdley."

Stacy looked at him in amusement. "Have you ever thought of forming an escort service?!
"l don't have it in meto charge awoman,” said Fitt amicably. "That'swhy I'm aways broke."

He paused and looked out the window of the big twin-engine Air Force helicopter asit drummed
through the night. In the early evening of Fitt and Plunkett's rescue, the big bird had appeared and
plucked the entire Soggy Acres mining team and the crew of Old Gert off the deck of the Chinese junk.
But not before everyone profusdly thanked Owen Murphy and his crew for their hospitdity. Thefind act
was the removal of Jimmy Knox. Once his canvas-wrapped body was hoisted on board, the greet craft
rose above Shanghai Shelly and the Tucson and beat its way toward Hawaii.

The sea below shimmered under a bright three-quarter moon asthe pilot flew amost directly over a
cruise ship. Ahead to the southeast, Pitt caught sight of the lights on theidand of Oahu. He should have

been sound adeep like Sandecker, Giordino, and the others, but the exhilaration of escaping the bony
character with the scythe kept his blood stirred up. That and the fact Stacy stayed awake to keep him

company.
"See anything?' she asked between yawns.
"Oahu on the horizon. We should be passing over Honolulu in fifteen minutes.”
Shelooked at him teasingly. "Tel me more about tomorrow, especidly the after-dinner part.”
"| didn't cometo that."
"Wdl?'

"Okay, there are these two palm trees--"

"Pdm trees?'

"Of course," said Pitt, looking surprised that she asked. " And between them isthis carna hammock
built for two."

The helicopter, its ultramodern Ferrari-like body lacking the familiar tail rotor, hovered momentarily
above asmall grassfied on the outskirts of Hickam Field. Unseen in the darkness, the perimeter was
patrolled by an Army specia combat platoon. A lighted signal from the ground informed the pilot the area
was secure. Only then did he lightly drop the huge craft onto the soft grass.

A smal buswith KAWANUNAI TOURS painted on the sidesimmediately drove up and stopped



just outside the radius of the rotor blades. It was followed by ablack Ford sedan and an Army
ambulanceto carry Jmmy Knox's body to Tripler Army Hospitd for autopsy. Four menin civilian
clothes stepped from the car and stationed themselves at the helicopter's door.

Asthe weary NUMA people debarked, they were ushered into the bus. Pitt and Stacy were the last
to exit. A uniformed guard held out his arm, blocking their way, and directed them to the car where
Admira Sandecker and Giordino were dready standing.

Pitt pushed aside the guard's arm and walked over to the bus. "Goodbye," he said to Plunkett. "Keep
your feet dry."

Plunkett fairly mashed Pitt's hand. "Thank you for my life, Mr. Fitt. When next we megt, the drinks are
onme"

"I'll remember. Champagne for you, beer for me."
"God bless™"

When Pitt approached the black car, two men were holding up their gold shields to Sandecker'sface,
identifying themsel ves as agents of the federal government.

"| am operating under presidentia order, Admiral. I'm to backstop and transport you, Mr. Fitt, Mr.
Giordino, and Ms. Fox to Washington immediately."

"l don't understand,” said Sandecker irritably. "What's the rush?"
"l cant say, Sr."”

"What about my NUMA team? They've been working on an underwater project under extreme
conditionsfor four months. They deservetimeto rest and relax with their families.”

"The Presdent has ordered a news blackout. Y our NUMA people, dong with Dr. Plunkett and
Sdazar, will be escorted to a safe compound on the windward side of the idand until the blackout is
lifted. Then they're freeto go at government expense wherever you direct.”

"How long will they be cooped up?' Sandecker demanded.

"Three or four days," replied the agent.

"Shouldn't Ms. Fox be going with the others?"

"No, gr. My orders are she travelswith you."

Pitt stared at Stacy shrewdly. ™Y ou been holding out on us, lady?"

A drangelittle smile cameto her lips. "I'm going to miss our tomorrow in Hawaii."

"Somehow | doubt that."

Her eyeswidened dightly. "Well have another time, perhapsin Washington.”



"I don't think s0," he said, his voice suddenly turning cold. ™Y ou conned me, you conned me up and
down theline, beginning with your phony pleafor helpin Old Gert."

She looked up at him, a curious mixture of hurt and anger in her eyes. "Wed have dl died if you and
Al hadn't shown up when you did.”

"And the mysterious explosion. Did you arrange that?*
"I have no ideawho was responsible,” she said honestly. "I haven't been briefed.”

"Briefed,” he repeated dowly. "Hardly aterm used by afreelance photographer. Just who do you
work for?"

A sudden hardness cameinto her voice. ™Y oull find out soon enough.” And then she turned her back
on himand climbed inthe car.

Pitt only managed three hours deep on the flight to the nation's capital. He drifted off over the Rocky
Mountains and woke as the dawn was breaking over West Virginia He sat in the back of the Gulfstream
government jet away from the others, preferring his thoughts to conversation. His eyes|ooked down at
the USA Today paper on hislap without really seeing the words and pictures.

Aitt was mad, damned mad. He wasirritated with Sandecker for remaining close-mouthed and
S destepping the burning questions Fitt had put to him about the explosion that caused the earthquake. He
was angry with Stacy, certain now the British degp-water survey was a combined intelligence operation
to spy on Soggy Acres. The coincidence of Old Gert diving in the same location defied al but the most
astronomical odds. Stacy's job as a photographer was a cover. She was a covert operative, pure and
smple. Theonly enigmaleft to solve wastheinitials of the agency she worked for.

While hewaslost in histhoughts, Giordino walked to the rear of the aircraft and sat down next to him.
"Y ou look besat, my friend."

Pitt stretched. "I'll be glad to get home.”

Giordino could read Pitt's mood and adroitly steered the talk to hisfriend's antique and classic car
collection. "What are you working on?"

"Y ou mean which car?"'
Giordino nodded. "The Packard or the Marmon?"

"Neither," replied Fitt. "Before we left for the Pacific, | rebuilt the engine for the Stutz but didn't install
it

"That nineteen thirty-two green town car?"

"Thesame."



"We're coming home two months early. Just under the wire for you to enter the classic car races at
Richmond."

"Two daysaway,” Pitt said thoughtfully. "I don't think | can have the car ready intime."

"Let megiveyou ahand,” Giordino offered. "Together well put the old green bomb on the starting
line"

Pitt's expression turned skeptical. "We may not get the chance. Something's going down, Al. When the
admird clams up, the cow chips are about to strike the windmill."

Giordino'slipscurledin ataut smile. " tried to pump him too.”
llArml
"I've had more productive conversations with fence posts.”

"The only crumb he dropped,” said Pitt, "was that after we land we go directly to the Federd
Headquarters Building."

Giordino looked puzzled. "I've never heard of a Federa Headquarters Building in Washington.”

"Nether havel," said Fitt, his green eyes sharp and chdlenging. " Another reason why | think were
being hed."

<<21>>

If Aitt thought they were about to be danced around the maypole, he knew it after laying eyes on the
Federd Headquarters Building.

The unmarked van with no sde windows that picked them up at Andrews Air Force Base turned off
Condtitution Avenue, passed a secondhand dress store, went down agrimy alley, and stopped at the
steps of ashabby six-story brick building behind aparking lot. Fitt judged the foundation waslaid in the
1930s.

The entire structure appeared in disrepair. Severa windows were boarded shut behind broken glass,
the black paint around the wrought-iron bal conies was pedling away, the bricks were worn and deeply



scarred, and for afinishing touch an unwashed bum sprawled on the cracked concrete sepsbeside a
cardboard box full of indescribably mangy artifacts.

The two federa agents who escorted them from Hawaii led the way up the stepsinto the lobby. They
ignored the homedess derdlict, while Sandecker and Giordino merely gave him afleeting glance. Most
women would have looked upon the poor man with either compassion or disgust, but Stacy nodded and
offered him afaint amile,

Pitt, curious, stopped and said, "Nice day for atan.”
The derdlict, ablack manin hislate thirties, looked up. "Y ou blind, man?What'd | do with atan?’

Pitt recognized the sharp eyes of aprofessiona observer, who dissected every square centimeter of
Ritt's hands, clothes, body, and face, in that order. They were definitely not the vacant eyes of a
down-and-out street dweller.

"Oh, | don't know," Pitt answered in aneighborly tone. "It might come in handy when you take your
pension and move to Bermuda."

The bum smiled, flashing unblemished white teeth. "Have asafe stay, my man.”

"I'll try," Pitt said, amused at the odd reply. He stepped past the disguised first ring of protection sentry
and followed the othersinto the building's lobby.

Theinterior was as run down asthe exterior. There was the unpleasant smell of disinfectant. The green
tile floors were badly treadworn and the walls stark and smudged with years of overlaid handprints. The
only object in the dingy lobby that seemed well maintained was an antique mail drop. The solid brass
glinted under the dusty light fixtures hanging from the ceiling, and the American eagle above the words
"U.S. Mall" was as shiny asthe day it was buffed out of its casting. Fitt thought it a curious contrast.

An old elevator door did open soundlesdy. The men from NUMA were surprised to find agleaming
chromeinterior and aU.S. marinein dress blues who was the operator. Pitt noted that Stacy acted as
though she'd been through the drill before.

Fitt wasthelast onein, seeing histired red eyes and the grizzly beginnings of abeard reflected in the
polished chrome walls. The marine closed the doors, and the elevator moved with an eerie slence. Ritt
could not fed any movement at dl. No flashing lights over the door or on adisplay pand indicated the
passing floors. Only hisinner ear told him they were traveling very rapidly down a considerable distance.

At last the door opened onto afoyer and corridor that was so clean and orderly it would have done a
spit-and-polish ship captain proud. The federal agents guided them to the second doorway from the
elevator and stood aside. The group passed through a space between the outer and an inner door, which
Pitt and Giordino immediately recognized as an air lock to make the room soundproof. Asthe second
door was closed, air was pushed out with an audible pop.

Aitt found himsdf stlanding in a place with no secrets, an enormous conference room with alow ceiling,
s0 dead to outside sounds the recessed fluorescent light tubes buzzed like wasps, and awhisper could be
heard ten meters away. There were no shadows anywhere, and normal voice levels came amost like
shouts. The center of the room held amassive old library table once purchased by Eleanor Roosevelt for
the White House. It fairly reeked of furniture polish. A bowl of Jonathan apples made up the centerpiece.
Underneath the table lay afine old blood-red Persian carpet.



Stacy walked to the opposite side of the table. A man rose and kissed her lightly on the cheek,
greeting her in avoice laced with a Texas accent. He looked young, at least Six or seven years younger
than Pitt. Stacy made no effort to introduce him. She and Pitt had not spoken aword to each other since
boarding the Gulfstream jet in Hawaii. She made an awkward display of pretending he was not present
by keeping her back turned to him.

Two men with Asian features sat together next to Stacy'sfriend. They were conversing in low tones
and didn't bother to ook up as Pitt and Giordino stood surveying the room. A Harvard type, wearing a
suit with avest adorned with a Phi BetaKappakey on awatch chain, sat off by himself reading through a

file of papers.

Sandecker set acourseto achair beside the head of the table, sat down, and lit one of his
custom-rolled Havana cigars. He saw that Pitt seemed disturbed and restless, traits definitely out of
character.

A thin older man with shoulder-length hair and holding a pipe walked over. "Which one of you is Dirk
Aitt?'

"l am," Pitt acknowledged.
"Frank Mancuso,” the stranger said, extending his hand. "I'm told well be working together.”

"You'reoneup onme," Aitt said, returning afirm shake and introducing Giordino. "My friend here, Al
Giordino, and | arein the dark.”

"Weve been gathered to set up aMAIT."
"Awhat?'
"MAIT, an acronym for Multi-Agency Investigative Team."

"Oh, God," Pitt moaned. "I don't need this. | only want to go home, pour atequilaon the rocks, and
fdl into bed."

Before he could expand on his grievances, Raymond Jordan entered the conference room
accompanied by two men who wore faces with al the humor of patientsjust told by a doctor they had
Borneo jungle fungus of the liver. Jordan made straight for Sandecker and greeted him warmly.

"Good to seeyou, Jm. | deeply appreciate your cooperation in thismess. | know it was ablow to
lose your project.”

"NUMA will build another,” Sandecker stated in his usua cocksure way.

Jordan sat down at the head of the table. His deputies took chairs close by and laid out severd
document files on thetablein front of him.

Jordan did not relax once he was seated. He sat tiffly, his spine not touching the backrest of the chair.
His composed dark eyes moved swiftly from face to face asif trying to read everyone's thoughts. Then
he addressed himsdlf directly to Fitt, Giordino, and Mancuso, who were sill standing.



"Gentlemen, would you care to get comfortable?”

Therewas slence for afew moments as Jordan spread the files before him in order. The atmosphere
was reflective and heavy with the kind of tension and concern that brought about ulcers.

Pitt sat expressionless, his mind el sawhere. He was not mentally geared for heavy talk, and his body
was tired from the strain of the last two days. What he desperately wanted was a hot shower and eight
hours of deep, but he forced himsealf to go along for the ride out of respect for the admira, who was,
after dl, hisboss.

"I gpologize,”

Jordan began, "for any inconvenience that | may have caused, but I'm afraid we are dedling with a
critical emergency that can affect the security of our nation.” He paused to peer down at the personnel
fileson thedesk in front of him. "A few of you know me and some of you have worked with mein the
past. Mr. Pitt and Mr. Giordino, | have you at adisadvantage as| know something about you and you
know very little about me."

"Try zilch," Giordino chalenged him, avoiding Sandecker'sangry sare.

"I'm sorry," said Jordan gracioudy. "My nameis Ray Jordan, and | am empowered by direct
presidentia order to direct and manage all matters of nationa security, both foreign and domestic. The
operation we're about to launch covers both sides. To explain the Situation and your presence here, | will
turn this discussion over to my Deputy Director of Operations, Mr. Dondd Kern."

Kern was bony-thin, smdl, and lean. Hisintensely cool bluegreen eyes seemed to reach into
everyonesinner thoughts. All, that is, except Fitt's. It was asif two bullets had met in midair, neither
passing through the other, both stopped dead.

"Firg off," Kern opened in asurprisingly deep voice while il trying to read Fitt, "we are al about to
become part of anew federa organization consisting of investigators, specidists, support personnel, case
review anaysts, and field agents assembled for the purpose of defusing a serious threet to agreat number
of people here and around the world. In short, aMAIT team." He pressed one of severa buttonson a
desk console and turned to one wall that was back-lit and displayed an organizational chart. Therewasa
circle at the top and alarger one benesth. Four smaller circles extended from the bottom one like spider

legs.

"Thetop circle represents the Command Center herein Washington," he lectured. "The lower oneis
our Information Gathering and Collection Point on the Pacific idand of Koror in the Palau Republic chain.
The Resident, who will act as our Director of Field Operations, isMd Penner." He stopped and glanced
pointedly at Penner, who had entered the room with him and Jordan,

Penner nodded ared corduroy-wrinkled face and lazily raised ahand. He neither looked around the
table at the others nor amiled.

"Méd'scover isacting asa UCLA sociologist studying native culture,” Kern added.

"Md comes chegp." Jordan smiled. "His home and office furnishingsinclude adeeping cot, aphone, a
document shredder, and awork desk that a so serves as a dining table and a counter for his hotplate.”

Bully for Md, Ritt thought to himsdlf, fighting to stay awake while half wondering why they took so



long to state acase.

"Our teamswill carry code names,” Kern carried on. "The code will be different makes of
automobiles. For example, we at Central Command will be known as Team Lincoln. Md Penner is
"Team Chryder.'" He paused to tap the appropriate circles on the chart before carrying on. "Mr. Marvin
Showalter, who by the way is Assistant Director of Security for the U.S. Department of State, will work
out of our embassy in Tokyo and handle any diplomatic problems from the Japanese end. Histeam code
is'Cadillec.'"

Showalter stood, fingered his Phi Beta Kappakey, and bowed his head. "A pleasure to work with
youdl," hesad politely.

"Marv, youll inform your critica personnel that our MAIT operativeswill bein thefield should they
spot what may gppear to be unauthorized activity. | do not want our Situation compromised through
embassy cabletraffic.”

"I'll seetoit,” Showadter promised.

Kern turned to Stacy and the bearded man Sitting next to her. "Miss Stacy Fox and Dr. Timothy
Wesetherhill, for those of you who haven't been introduced, will head the domestic end of the
investigation. Their cover will be asjourndist and photographer for the Denver Tribune. They will be
“Team Buick.'" Next he motioned at the two men of Asian ancestry. " “Team Honda consists of Mr.
Roy Oritaand Mr. James Hanamura. They'rein charge of the most critical phase of the investigation--

Japan proper.

"Before Don continues the briefing,” said Jordan, "are there any questions?”

"How do we communicate?' asked Westherhill.

"Reach out and touch someone," answered Kern. "Telephone behavior is routine and does not arouse
suspicion.” He touched another button on the console, and a series of digits appeared on the screen.
"Memorize this number. Well give you asafe line that will be monitored twenty-four hoursaday by an
operator who isfully briefed and knows where to reach any of usat any given moment.”

"I might add,” said Jordan, "that you must check in every seventy-two hours. If you miss, somebody
will be dipaiched immediately to find you."

Aitt, who was balancing his chair on the rear legs, held up ahand. "I have aquestion.”
"Mr. Pit?'
"I'd be mogt grateful if someonewill pleasetell mejust what in hell isgoing on around here.”

There was amoment's frozen and incredulous silence. Predictably, everyone around the table with the
exception of Giordino stared at Pitt in narrow-eyed disapproval.

Jordan turned to Sandecker, who shook his head and said testily, "As you requested, Dirk and Al
were not informed of the Situation.



Jordan nodded. "'1've been remiss by not having you gentlemen briefed. The fault ismine. Forgive me,
gentlemen. Y ou have been treated most shabbily after dl you've been through.”

Pitt gave Jordan a penetrating gaze. "Were you behind the operation to spy on NUMA's mining
colony?"

Jordan hesitated, then said, "We don't spy, Mr. Pitt, we observe, and yes, | gave the order. A British
ocean survey team happened to be working in the Northern Pecific, and they cooperated by moving their
operation into your area.”

"And the surface explosion that blew away the British ship and crew and triggered the earthquake that
leveled eight years of intense research and effort, was that your ideatoo?"

"No, that was an unforeseen tragedy.”

"Maybe | missed something,” Pitt said harshly. "But | had this crazy ideathat we were on the same
sde”

"Weare, Mr. Aitt, | assureyou," Jordan answered quietly. He nodded at Admira Sandecker. Y our
facility, Soggy Acresas you caled it, was built under such tight secrecy that none of our intelligence
agencieswere avare that it was authorized.”

Pitt cut him short. " So when you got wind of the project, your nose was bent out of joint and you had
toinvestigate.”

Jordan was not used to being on the defensive, yet he did not meet Ritt's stare. "What's doneis done. |
regret the tragic loss of so many people, but we cannot entirely be blamed for putting our operativesin an
unfortunate position at the wrong time. We had no advance warning of a Japanese auto transport that
was smuggling nuclear bombs across the ocean, nor could we predict those bombs would accidentally
explode dmast on top of two innocent ships and your mining colony.”

For amoment Pitt was stunned by the revelation, then his surprise was gone as quickly asit came.
Pieces of the puzzle werefaling into place. He stared at Sandecker and sensed hurt as he spoke. "You
knew, Admira, you knew before you left Washington and said nothing. The Tucson wasn't on station to
rescue Plunkett and me. It was there to record radioactivity and search for debris.”

It was one of the few times Pitt and Giordino ever witnessed Sandecker redden with chagrin. "The
President asked that | be sworn to secrecy,” he said dowly. "I've never lied to you, Dirk, but | had no
choice but to remain mute."

Pitt felt sorry for the admira, he knew it must have been difficult to be evasive with two close friends,
but he made no effort to disguise his resentment of Jordan. "Why are we here?' he demanded.

"The President has persondly approved of the selection of each individua to the team,” replied Jordan.
"You all have abackground and expertise that isindispensable for the success of this operation. The
admiral and Mr. Giordino will put together a project to search the ocean floor and salvage any evidence
from the ship that blew up. For the record, their codeis "Mercedes." "

Pitt'stired eyes squinted at Jordan steedily. ™Y ou only half answered the question.”



Jordan obliged him by saying, "I'm coming to it. Y ou and Mr. Mancuso, who | believe you met, will
act asa support team.”

"Support for what?'

"For the phase of the operation that requires an underground or underwater search.”
"When and where?'

"Y et to be determined.”

"And our code name?"

Jordan stared at Kern, who shuffled through afile of papers and then shook his head. "They haven't
been assigned one yet."

"May the condemned create their own code?"' asked Fitt.

Jordan exchanged looks with Kern, and then shrugged. "1 don't see why not.”
Pitt smiled at Mancuso. "Y ou have a preference?’

Mancuso lowered the pipefrom hislips. "l leaveit to you," he said affably.
"Then well be Team Stutz.'

Jordan cocked his head. "' beg your pardon.”

"I never heard of it," growled Kern.

"Stutz," Aitt pronounced digtinctly. "One of Americasfinest classic automobiles, built from nineteen
eleven until nineteen thirty-fivein Indianapalis, Indiana."

"I likeit." Mancuso nodded agreesbly.

Kern squinted at Fitt, and his eyestook on aferrety look. Y ou don't strike me as taking this operation
srioudy.”

Jordan made an acquiescent shrug. "Whatever makes them happy.”

"Okay," Pitt said steadily, "now that vital item of the agendais settled, I'm going to get up and walk out
of here" He paused to read the orange dia on his old Doxadive watch. "I was dragged here against my
will. I've dept three hours out of the last forty-eight, and only eaten one medl in that time. | haveto goto
the bathroom. And | till don't know what's going down. Y our plainclothes security guards and your
detachment of marines can stop me, of course, but then | might get hurt and can't play on the team. Oh,
yes, thereis one other point that no one has thought toy bring up.”

"What point isthat?' asked Kern, hisanger rising.

"l don't recdl that Al and | were officidly requested to volunteer.”



Kern acted asif held swalowed ajalapeno pepper. "What are you talking about, volunteer?”

"Y ou know, one who offers himsdf for aservice of hisown freewill," Pitt defined stonily. Heturned to
Giordino. "Were you formaly invited to the party, Al?'

"Not unlessmy invitation waslost inthe mail."

Pitt stared defiantly into Jordan's eyes as he spoke. "That'sthe old ball game.” Then heturned to
Sandecker. " Sorry, Admira."

"Shdl we go?" said Giordino.
"Y%, Ialsll
"You can't walk out,” Kern said with deadly seriousness. "Y ou're under contract to the government.”

"I'm not under contract to play secret agent.” Fitt's voice was cam, quite unperturbed. "And unless
there's been arevolution since we've returned from the bottom of the sea, thisis till afree country.”

"One moment, please," said Jordan, wisely accepting Fitt's viewpoint.

Jordan held an incredible range of power, and he was used to holding the whip hand. But he was aso
very astute and knew when to drift with the current, even if it flowed upstream. He stared at Pitt with
curious interest. He saw no hatred, no arrogance, only aweary man who had been pushed too far. He
had studied the file on NUMA's Specid Projects Director. Pitt's background read like an adventure tale.
His accomplishments were celebrated and honored. Jordan was smart enough not to antagonize aman
he was damned lucky to have on the team.

"Mr. Bitt, if you will be patient afew more minutes| will tell you what you need to know. Some details
will remain classified. | don't think it wise you and certain people present at this table should have full
knowledge of the situation. | don't care adamn mysdlf, but it isfor your protection. Do you understand'?”

Aitt nodded. "I'm ligtening.”

"Jgpan has the bomb," the chief of the Nationa Security Service revealed. "How long they've had it or
how many they've built is unknown. Given their advanced nuclear technology, Japan has had the
capability to build warheadsfor over adecade. And despite their highly touted adherenceto the
nonproliferation treaty, Someone or some group within their power structure decided they needed a
deterrent force for its blackmail value. Whét little we know comes after the fact. A Japanese ship
carrying Murmoto automobiles and two or more nuclear devices detonated in the middle of the Pecific,
taking a Norwegian passenger-cargo liner and the British survey ship and their crewswith her. Why were
nuclear bombs on a Jap ship' ? They were smuggling them into American ports. For what purpose?
Probably nuclear extortion. Japan may have the bomb, but she doesn't have amissile force or the
long-range bombersto ddliver it. So what would we do in their shoes to protect afinancia power
structure that reachesinto every pocket of every country of the world? We smuggle nuclear weapons
into any nation or combination of nations such as Europe that pose athreet to our economic empire and
hide them in strategic locations. Then, if aparticular country, say the U.S,, gets mad after our Japanese
leaders attempit to dictate policy to the White House and Congress and the business community, the
Americansretaiate by refusing to pay back hundreds of billions of dollars|oaned to their Treasury by our
Japanese banks. They also threaten boycotts and trade barriers on al Japanese goods. Extreme



measures that Senator

Diaz and Congresswoman Loren Smith are proposing over at the Capitol aswe speak. And maybe,
just maybe, if the President gets riled up enough, he orders his superior military forcesto blockade the
Japaneseidands, cutting off dl our oil and vital raw materids, shutting down al our production. Follow
me so far?'

Aitt nodded. "I'm with you."

"This backlash scenario is not farfetched, especialy when the American people will someday redize
they work one month out of the year to pay off debts owed to foreign, for the most part Japanese,
creditors. Are the Japs worried? Not when they have the power to push buttons and blow up any city in
theworld in timefor the sx o'clock news. Why are we here? To stop them by finding where the bombs
are hidden. And stop them before they discover we're onto them. That's where Team Buick comesin.
Stacy isan operative with the Nationa Security Agency. Timothy isanuclear scientist who specidizesin
radioactivity detection, Team Honda, led by James and Roy, agents, will concentrate on discovering and
the command center that controls the detonations. Isthisfrightening nightmare? Absolutely. The lives of
five hundred million people in nations that compete with Japan depend on what we around thistable can
accomplish in the next few weeks. In awisdom bred more of ignorance, our State Department does not
alow us covert observation of friendly nations. Asthe front line of this nation's early warning system, we
areforced to run in the shadows and die in obscurity. The darm bells are about to be rung, and believe it
or not, Mr. Ritt, thisMAIT team isthe last resort before afull-scale disaster. Do you get the picture?’

"Yes..." Pitt said dowly. "Thank you, Mr. Jordan. | get the picture.”
"Now will you officidly join theteam?"

Pitt rose, and to the astonishment of everyone present except Giordino and Sandecker, he said, "Il
think it over."

And then heleft the room.
As hewalked down the stepsinto the aley beside the squalid old building, Fitt turned and gazed up a
the dingy walls and boarded windows. He shook his head in wonderment, then looked down at the

Security guard in the ragged clothes sprawled on the steps and muttered to himsalf, " So that's the eyes
and ears of the great republic.”

Jordan and Sandecker remained in the conference room after the others had filed ouit.
The crusty little admira looked at Jordan and smiled faintly. "Do you mind my cigar?"
Jordan made alook of distaste. "A little late in asking, aren't you, Im?"

"Nasty habit." Sandecker nodded. "But | don't mind blowing smoke on someone, especialy when they
hard-ass my people. And that's exactly what you were doing, Ray, hard-assing Pitt and Giordino.”

"Y ou know damn well werein astate of crisis,” said Jordan serioudy. "We don't have timeto cater to



primadonnas.”

Sandecker's face clouded. He pointed to Pitt's packet that was on the top of the stack before Jordan.
"You didn't do your homework, or you'd know that Dirk Pitt isabigger patriot than you and | put
together. Few men have accomplished more for their country. There arefew of hisbreed left. He il
whistles Y ankee Doodl€ in the shower and believes a handshake is a contract and man'sword ishis
bond. He can aso be devious as the devil if he thinks he's hel ping preserve the Stars and Stripes, the
American family, and basebdl.”

"If he knowsthe urgency of the situation,” said Jordan, puzzled, "why did he stdl and cut out?'

Sandecker looked at him, then looked at the organi zation chart on the backlit screen where Kern had
writtenin"TeaStutz."

"Y ou badly underestimated Dirk," he said dmost sadly. ™Y ou don't know, you couldn't know, he's
probably brewing up schemeto reinforce your operation this minute.”

<<22>>

Aitt did not go directly to the old aircraft hangar on the edge of Washington's Internationd Airport that
he called home. He gave Giordino aset of instructions and sent him off in a cab.

Hewaked up Congtitution Avenue until he came to a Japanese restaurant. He asked for aquiet booth
in the corner, sat down, and ordered. Between the clear clam soup and amedley of sashimi raw fish, he
|eft the table and walked to a pay phone outside the rest rooms.

Hetook asmall address book from hiswallet and flipped through the phone numbers until he found
the one he was looking for, Dr. Percival Nash (Payload Percy), Chevy Chase, Maryland. Nash was
Ritt's uncle on his mother's side. The family character, Nash often bragged how he used to spike Dirk's
baby formulawith sherry. Pitt inserted the change and dided the number under the name.

He waited patiently through six rings, hoping Nash wasin. Hewas, answering half a second before Pitt
was about to hang up.

"Dr. Nash here," came ayouthful resonant voice (he was crowding e ghty-two).

"Uncle Percy, thisisDirk."



"Oh, my goodness, Dirk. About time | heard your voice. Y ou haven't caled your old unclein five
months.”

"Four," Fitt corrected him. "I've been on an overseas project.”
"How's my beautiful Sster and that dirty old politician she married? They never cal meeither.”

"I haven't been over to the house yet, but judging from their |etters, Mom and the senator are as testy
aseve.

"What about you, nephew? Areyou in good hedth?"

"Fit and ready to race you around Marinda Park.”

"Y ou remember that, do you?Y ou couldn't have been much older than six at thetime.”
"How could | forget? Every timel'd try and pass, you'd throw mein the bushes."

Nash laughed like the jolly man that he was. "Never try to better your elders. We like to think we're
smarter than you kids."

"That'swhy | need your help, and was wondering if you could meet me at the NUMA Building. | need
to pick your brain."

"On what subject?'
"Nuclear reactors for race cars.”

Nash knew ingtantly Pitt was dodging the redl issue over the telephone. "When?' he asked without
hestation.

"As soon as convenient.”

"An hour okay?"

"An hour will befine" said Ait.

"Where are you now?"

"Eating Japanese sashimi.”

Nash groaned. " Ghastly stuff. God only knows what pollutants and chemicasfish swim through.”
"Tastes good, though.”

"I'm going to speek to your mother. She didn't raisey right."

"Seeyou in an hour, Percy.”

Pitt hung up and went back to histable. Hungry as hewas, he bardly touched the sashimi. Heidly



wondered if one of the smuggled bombs might be buried under the floor of the restaurant.

Ritt took acab to the ten-story NUMA Building. He paid the driver and gazed briefly up &t the
emerald-green solar glass that covered the walls and ended in acurving pyramidal spire a the top. No
lover of the classical ook of the capitd's government buildings, Admira Sandecker wanted a deek
contemporary look, and he got it. The lobby was an atrium surrounded by waterfalls and aguariumsfilled
with exotic sealife. A huge globe rose from off the center of the sea-green marble floor, contoured with
the geologicd furrows and ridges of every sea, large lake, and primary river on the earth.

Pitt entered an empty eevator and pressed the button marked 10. He skipped his fourth-floor office
and rode up to the communi cations and information network on the top level. Here was the brain center
of NUMA, agtorehouse of every scrap of information ever recorded on the oceans-- scientific,
historicd, fiction, or nonfiction. It wasin thisvast room of computers and memory cores where
Sandecker spent agoodly percentage of NUMA's budget, a constant source of criticism from asmall
company of hisenemiesin Congress. Y et thisgreat eectronic library had saved enormous sums of
money on hundreds of projects, led the way to numerous important discoveries, and helped avert severa
national disastersthat were never reported in the news media.

The man behind this formidable data supermarket was Hiram Y aeger.

"Brilliant”" was the compliment most often paid to Y aeger's mind, while"rumpled” distinguished his
appearance. With hisgraying blond hair tied in along ponytail, a braided beard, granny spectacles, and
frayed, patched Levi's, Y aeger exuded the aura of ahippie relic. Strangely, he had never been one. He
was a decorated, three-tour Vietnam veteran who served asaNavy SEAL. If he had remained in
computer design in Cdiforniaand launched his own company, he might have eventualy headed a
booming corporation and become avery wealthy man. But Y aeger cared nothing for being an
entrepreneur. He was a class-act paradox, and one of Pitt's favorite people.

When Admiral Sandecker offered him the job of command over NUMA's vast computer data
complex with nearly unlimited funding, Y aeger took it, moved hisfamily to asmall farm in Sharpsburg,
Maryland, and set up shop al within eight days. He put in long hours, running the data systems
twenty-four hours a clay, using three shifts of technicians to accumulate and disperse ocean data to and
from ongoing American and foreign expeditions around the earth.

Pitt found Y aeger at his desk, which sat on araised stage and revolved in the center of the vast room.
Y aeger had it specially congtructed so he could keep an al-seeing eye on his billion dollar domain. He
was edting a pizzaand drinking anona coholic beer when he spied Fitt and jerked to hisfeet with a
broad amile.

"Dirk, you're back."

Aitt climbed the stairsto Y aeger's dtar, as his staff called it behind his back, and they shook hands
warmly. "Hello, Hiram."

"Sorry to hear about Soggy Acres,” Y aeger said serioudy, what I'm real happy to see you're il
among theliving. God, you look like afelon just out of solitary. Sit down and rest yoursdlf.”

Pitt gazed longingly at the pizza. "Y ou couldn't spare adlice, could you?'

"You bet. Help yoursdlf. I'll send out for another. Like afake beer to wash it down? Sorry | can't give
you the red stuff, but you know the rules.”



Pitt sat and put away alarge pizza plustwo dicesfrom Y aeger's, and three beers without alcohol the
computer genius kept inasmall refrigerator built into his desk. Between bites, Fitt filled Y aeger in onthe
eventsleading up to hisrescue, sopping short of hisflight to Hawaii.

Y aeger listened with interest and then smiled like a skeptica judge on adivorcetrid. "Made aquick
trip home, | see”

"Something's come up.”

Y aeger laughed. "Herewe go. Y ou didn't rush back to est my pizza What's swirling in that evil mind
of yours?'

"I'm expecting arelative of mine, Dr. Percy Nash, to arrive in afew minutes. Percy was one of the
scientists on the Manhattan Project, which built the first atomic bomb. A former director on the Atomic

Energy Commission, now retired. Together with your supercomputer intelligence and Percy's knowledge
of nuclear wegponry, | want to create a scenario.”

"A conceptudization.”

"A rose, et cetera”

"Invalving what?'

"A smuggling operation.”

"What are we smuggling?”

"I'd rather spell it out after Percy gets here.”

"A tangible, asolid object, maybe like anuclear warhead?"' Y aeger asked smugly.
Pitt looked at him. "That's one possihility.”

Y aeger lazily roseto hisfeet and started down the stairs. "While were waiting for your uncle, I'll warm
up my CAD/CAM."

He was gone and away on the computer floor before Fitt thought to ask him what he was talking
about.

<<23>>



A great white beard flowed down Payload Percy's face and covered hdf his paidey necktie. He had a
knuckle for anose and the set brows and squinting eyes of awagon master intent on getting the settlers
through Indian country. He beamed at the world from aface that belonged ina TV beer commercial, and
seemed far younger than his eighty-two years.

He dressed natty for Washington. No regimented gray pinstripe or blue suit with red tiefor Percy. He
entered NUMA's computer complex in alavender sport coat with matching pocket kerchief and tie, gray
dacks, and lizard-skin cowboy boots. Sought and intimately entertained by haf the attractive widows
within a hundred miles, Percy had somehow managed to remain abachelor. A wit who wasin demand as
aparty guest and speaker, he was agourmand who owned awine cdlar that was the envy of every
society party thrower intown.

The serious side of his character was his tremendous knowledge of the deadly art of nuclear
wesponry. Percy wasin on the beginning at Los Alamos and stayed in harness at the Atomic Energy
Commission and its succeeding agency for amogt fifty years. Many athird-world leader would have
given hisentire treasury for Percy'staents. He was one of avery smal band of expertswho could
assemble aworking nuclear bomb in his garage for the price of apower lawn mower.

"Dirk my boy!" he boomed. "How good to see you."

"You look fit," Fitt said asthey hugged.

Percy shrugged sadly. "Damned Motor V ehicle Department took away my motorcycle license, but |
can ill drive my old Jaguar XK-One-twenty."

"| appreciate your taking thetimeto help me."
"Not at dl. Always primefor achdlenge.”

Pitt introduced Percy to Hiram Y aeger. The old man gave Y aeger a shoe to headband examination.
His expression was one of benign amusement.

"Can you buy faded and prewashed clothes like that off the rack?" he asked conversationdly.

"Actudly my wife soaksthem in asolution of camel urine, liverwort, and pinespplejuice,” Y aeger
came right back with agtraight face. " Softens and gives them that specid air of savoirfaire.”

Percy laughed. "Y es, the aromamade me wonder about the secret ingredients. A pleasure to mest
you, Hiram."

"Thesame." Hiram nodded. "I think."
"Shall we begin?' sad Aitt.

Y aeger pulled up two extra chairs beside a computer screen that was three times the size of most desk
models. Hewaited until Fitt and Percy were seated and then held out both hands asif beholding avision.



"The latest state-of-the-art," he instructed. " Goes by the name CAD/CAM, an acronym for
Computer-Aided Design/Computer-Aided Manufacturing. Basically acomputer graphics system, but

aso asupersophidticated visua machine that enables draftsmen and engineers to make beautifully
detailed drawings of every mechanica object imaginable. No dividers, compasses, or T-squares. You

can program the tolerances and then smply sketch arough outline with an electronic pen on the screen.

Then the computer will render them in precise and eaborate solid forms, or in three dimensions.”

"Quite astounding,” Percy murmured. "Can you separate different sections of your drawingsand

enlarge details?!

"Yes, and | can dso apply colors, dter shapes, smulate stress conditions, and edit the changes, then

store the resultsin its memory to be recalled like aword processor. The gpplications from design to
finished manufactured product are mind staggering.”

Pitt straddled his chair and rested his chin on the backrest. "Let's seeif it can lead usto the jackpot.”
Y aeger peered at him over hisgranny glasses. "Wein the trade refer to it as conceptualization.
"If itll make you happy.”

"So what are we looking for?" asked Percy.

"A nuclear bomb," Pitt answered.

"Where?'

"Inan automobile.

"Expecting one to be smuggled across the border?' inquired Percy intuitively.

"Something likethat."

"By land or by sea?'

"This have anything to do with the explosion in the Pacific couple of days ago?'

"| can't say."

"My boy, I'm unbegtable a Trivid Pursuit. | aso keep up on nuclear affairs. And you know, of
course, that, except for the President, I've carried the highest security clearance they've got.

"You'retrying to tel me something, uncle?'
"Would you believe | wasthefirst one Ray Jordan consulted after the Pacific detonation?”
Pitt smiled in defeat. " Then you know morethan | do."

"That Japan is hiding nuclear wegpons around the country in automobiles, yes, | know that much. But



Jordan didn't seefit to enlist an old man for his operation, so he merely picked my brains and sent me
packing."

"Congder yoursdlf hired. Y ou've just become a dues-paying member of Team Stutz. Y ou too, Hiram."
"You'l catch hell when Jordan finds out you've taken on reinforcements.”

"If were successful, helll get over it.”

"What's this about Japanese bombsin cars?' asked an incredulous Y aeger.

Percy put ahand on his shoulder. "What we're about to attempt here, Hiram, must be held in gtrict
Security.”

"Hiram carries aBeta-Q clearance," said Pitt.
"Then we're ready to begin the hunt.”
"I'd gppreciate alittle background,” said Y aeger, looking at Percy steadily.

The old atomic expert met hiseyes. "'In the nineteen-thirties, Japan went to war to build asdf-reliant
economic empire. Now, fifty yearslater, they'rewilling to fight again, only thistimeto protect it. With
utmost secrecy they built their nuclear wegpons arsend long before anyone thought of verifying its
existence. The wegpons-grade plutonium and uranium were spirited from civilian nuclear facilities. The
fact they had the bomb was a so overlooked because they didn't have addlivery system such as
long-range missiles, cruise systems, bombers, or missile-carrying submarines.”

"| thought the Japanese were committed to nuclear nonproliferation,” said Y aeger.

"True, the government and the mgority of the people aretotaly against atomic weapons. But forces
deep beneath the mainstream of their bureaucracy clandestinely constructed anuclear force. The arsend
was built more for defense against economic threat than asamilitary deterrent. Their concept wasthe
bombs could be used as extortion in the event of an all-out trade war and a ban on their export goods
into the United States and Europe. Or if worse came to worse, anava blockade on the homeidands.”

Y aeger was disturbed. Pitt could seeit.

"Y ou'reteling mewe may be gtting on anuclear bomb?!

"Probably within afew blocks of one," said Aitt.

"Itsunthinkable," Y aeger muttered angrily. "How many have they smuggled into the country?*

"Wedon't know yet," Pitt replied. "It could be as many as a hundred. Also, we're not the only country.
They're spread dl over the world.”

"It getsworse," said Percy. "If the bombs have indeed been smuggled into mgjor internationd cities,
the Japanese possess total assured destruction. It's an efficient setup. Once the bombs are in place, the
chance of accidenta or unauthorized launch of amissleisvoided. Thereisno defense against them, no
timeto react, no star wars system to stop incoming warheads, no dert, no second strike. When they
push the button, the strike isinstantaneous.”



"Good God, what can we do?'

"Find them," said Fitt. "Theideaisthe bombs are brought in by auto ship carriers. I'm guessing hidden
ingde the imported cars. With your computer smarts, were going to try and figure out how."

"If they're coming in by ship,”" Y aeger said decisively, "customs ingpectors searching for drugswould
pick them out."

Aitt shook hishead. "Thisis a sophisticated operation, run by high-tech professonas. They know their
business. They'll design the bomb to be an integral part of the car to throw off an elaborate search.
Customs inspectors are wary of tires, gas tanks, upholstery, anyplace where theré's an air space. So it
has to be secreted in such away that even the wiliest ingpector would missit.”

"Totdly fool proof to known discovery techniques,” Y aeger agreed.

Percy thoughtfully stared at the floor. "All right, now let'stalk about sze."

"That's your department.” Pitt smiled.

"Give me abreak, nephew. | at least have to know the modd of the car, and I'm not afollower of
Japanese mechinery.”

"If it'saMurmoto, it's probably a sport sedan.”

Thejovia look on Percy's face went dead serious. " To sum up, we're looking at acompact nuclear
device in the neighborhood of ten kilograms that's undetectabl e insde a medium-sized sedan.”

"That can be primed and detonated from a great distance," Pitt added.

"Unlessthe driver issuicidd, that goes without saying.”

"What size bomb are we thinking about?" asked Y aeger innocently.

"They can vary in shape and sizefrom an oil barrdl to abaseball,” answered Percy.

"A basebdl," Yaeger murmured increduloudy. "But can one that small cause substantia destruction?”

Percy stared up at the celling asif seeing the devastation. "If the warhead was high yield, say around
three kilotons, it could probably level the heart of Denver, Colorado, with huge conflagrationsignited by
the explosion spreading far out into the suburbs.”

"The ultimate in car bombings," said Y aeger. "Not a pretty thought.”

"A sickening possibility, but one that has to be faced as more third-world nations possess atomic
weapons.” Percy gestured toward the empty display screen. "What do we use asamodd to dissect?’

"My family's eighty-nine Ford Taurus," replied Y aeger. "As an experiment | inserted its entire parts
manud into the computer'sintelligence. | can give you blown-up images of specific partsor the
completed solid form.”



"A Tauruswill make agood match-up,” Fitt agreed.

Y aeger'sfingersflew over the keyboard for savera seconds, and then he sat back with hisarms
folded. Animage gppeared on the screen, athree-D rendering in vivid color. Another command by
Y aeger and ametdlic burgundy red Ford Taurus four-door sedan revolved on different anglesasif ona
turntable that went from horizonta to vertical.

"Canyou take usinsde?' asked Pitt.

"Entering,” Y aeger acknowledged. A touch of abutton and they seemed to flow through solid metal
into sectioned views of the interior chassis and body. Like ghosts floating through walls, they clearly
viewed every welded seam, every nut and bolt. Y aeger took them inside the differential and up the
driveshaft through the gears of the transmission into the heart of the engine.

"Agonishing," Percy muttered admiringly. "Like flying through agenerating plant. If only wed had this
contrivance back in forty-two. We could have ended both the European and Pecific theaters of war two
yearsealy."

"Lucky for the Germans you didn't have the bomb by nineteen forty-four,” Y aeger goaded Percy.

Percy gave him a stern stare for amoment and then turned his attention back to the image on the
screen.

"See anything interesting?"’ Ritt put to him.

Percy tugged at hisbeard. "The transmission casing would make agood container.”

"No good. Can't bein the engine or drivetrain. The car must be capable of being driven normaly.
"That eliminates a gutted battery or radiator,” said Y aeger. "Maybe the shock absorbers.”

Percy gave abrief shake of hishead. "Okay for aplastic explosive pipe bomb but too narrow a
diameter for anuclear device."

They studied the cutaway image silently for the next few minutes as Y aeger's keyboard skillstook
them on ajourney through an automobile few people ever experience. Axle and bearing assemblies,
brake system, starter motor, and aternator, al were probed and rejected.

"We're down to the optional accessories,” said Y aeger.

Pitt yawned and stretched. Despite his concentration, he could hardly keep his eyes open. "Any
chance of it being in the heating unit?’

"Configuraionisnt right,” replied Percy. "Thewindshield washer bottle?
Y aeger shook his head. "Too obvious.”
Suddenly Aitt stiffened. "Theair conditioner!" he burst out. "The compressor in the air conditioner.”

Y aeger quickly programmed the computer to illustrate an interior view. "The car can be driven, and no
customsinspector would waste two hours dismantling the compressor to see why it didn't put out cold



ar."
"Remove the guts and you've got anidedl casing to hold abomb,” Aitt said, examining the computer
image. "What do you think, Percy?’

"The condenser coils could be dtered to include areceiving unit to prime and detonate,” Percy
confirmed. "A neat package, avery neat package. More than enough volume to house a device capable
of blasting alarge area. Nice work, gentlemen, | think we've solved the mystery.”

Pitt walked over to an unoccupied desk and picked up the phone. He dided the safe-line number
given out by Kern at the MAIT team briefing. When avoice answered on the other end, hesaid, "Thisis
Mr. Stutz. Please tell Mr. Lincoln the problem liesin his car's air conditioner. Goodbye.”

Percy gave Pitt ahumorous look. ™Y ou redlly know how to stick it to people, don't you?'
"l dowhat | can."

Y aeger sat gazing at the interior of the compressor held enlarged on the display screen. "Therésafly
inthe soup,” he said quietly.

"What?" asked Percy. "What isthat?'

"So we piss Japan off and they punch out our lights. They can't diminate al of our defenses, especialy
our nuclear submarines. Our retdiation force would disintegrate their entireidand chain. If you want my
opinion, | think thisthing isunfeasible and suicidd. It's one big bluff.”

"There'sone smal problem with your theory," Percy said, smiling patiently at Y aeger. "' The Japanese
have outfoxed the best intelligence brainsin the business and caught the world powersin their Achilles
hedl. From their viewpoint the consequences are not al that catastrophic. We contracted with the
Japanese to help research the Strategic defense system for the destruction of incoming missile warheads.
While our leaderswroteit off astoo costly and unworkable, they went ahead with their usua hightech
proficiency and perfected aworking system.”

"Areyou saying they'reinvulnerable?' asked Y aeger in ashocked voice.

Percy shook his head. "Not yet. But give them another two years and they'll have aworking in-place
“Star Wars system, and wewon't."

<<24>>



Behind closed doors in the Capitol building a select subcommittee was meeting to investigate and
evauate Japanese cultural and economic impact upon the United States. The fancy wordswere anice
way of saying that certain members of Congress were mad as hornets over what they perceived asa
United States held hostage by the ever tightening screws of Japanese capitdl.

Ichiro Tsuboi, chief director of Kanoya Securities, the largest security company intheworld, sat at a
table below the long, curved counterlike desk in front of the congressona committee. He was flanked by
four of hischief advisers, who irritated the committee members with their jabbering consultations before
Tsuboi answered each question.

Tsuboi did not appear asafinancid giant who led a securities company that had enough capital to
swallow Paine Webber, Charles Schwab, Merrill Lynch, and the rest of Wall Street's honored brokerage
houses without so much asaburp. He had, infact, already purchased heavy interest in several of them.
His body was short and dender, and he had aface that some likened to that of ajolly proprietor of a
geishahouse.

Tsuboi's looks were deceiving. He could easily hold his own againgt a protectionist Congress with fire
intheir eyes. His competitorsin Japan and abroad hated and feared him with reasons bred from
experience. Tsuboi was as ruthless as he was shrewd. His canny financia manipulations had evated him
to theleve of acult figure whose contempt for Americaand the European nationswas hardly a
well-guarded secret. Wall Street's cleverest investment brokers and corporate raiders were pigeons next
to the guru of the Tokyo Stock Exchange. Almost single-handedly he possessed the power to knock the
props from under the American economy.

He sat and politely fielded the questions of the select committee, smiling with maddening courtesy
throughout the questioning, speaking as comfortably asif he was conversing with guests over adinner
table.

"For the esteerned members of Congressto pass legidation forcing Japanese companiesto sall our
majority rightsin our United States businesses to your companies a afraction of their valueis nothing
less than nationdi zation. American business credibility will be shattered around the world. There will be
chaos. Banking systlemswill collgpse dong with internationd currencies. Industrid nationswill be
bankrupted. And for what purpose? In my humble opinion, Japanese investors are the best thing that
ever happened to the American people.”

"Thereisno such legidation in theworks," snapped Senator Mike Diaz. "What | said was "Those of
your companies operating and showing a profit on American soil should be subject to the same
regulations and tax standards as ours." Y our capital markets remain closed to us. Americans are
restricted from buying red estate and ownership in your businesses, while Japanese interests are getting
away with financia murder in this country, Mr. Tsuboi, and you damn well know it."

The one man who was not intimidated by Tsuboi was New Mexico Democrat Michadl Diaz, chairman
of the committee, the driving force behind amovement to not only limit but roll back foreign investment in
American government, business, and red estate, and if he had hisway, raise trade embargoeson all
imported Japanese products.

A widower in hislate forties, Diaz was the only senator who lived full timein his office. He kept asmall
private bath and a side room with abed, refrigerator, stove, and sink. Over the twenty-five years he had



been called the hardest-working politician on the hill, hiswork patterns had remained unchanged. His
wife had died of diabetes shortly after he was elected to hisfirst term. They were childless, and since her
desth he never gave athought to remarrying.

Hishair was pure black and swept back in a high pompadour, the face round and brown with dark
umber eyes and amouth that easily flashed white perfect teeth. Asan Army helicopter pilot in Vietnam he
had been shot down and wounded in the knee. Captured and carried to Hanoi, he spent two yearsasa
POW. Hisjailers had never properly attended to hisleg, and he limped, walking with the aid of acane.

A hardHiner againgt foreign influence and involvement in American affars, Diaz had fought for trade
redrictions and high tariffs, and against what he saw as unfair trade and investment practices by the
Japanese government. He saw the fight with Japan as more than an economic battle but as afinancia
war, with the United States dready the loser.

"Mr. Chairman?'

Diaz nodded at an attractive femae member of the committee. Y es, Congresswoman Smith, go right
ahead."

"Mr. Tsuboi," she began, "you previoudy stated that the dollar should be replaced with the yen. Don't
you think that'sa bit extreme?"

"Not when you consider Japanese investors finance fifty-five percent of your budget deficit,” replied
Tsuboi with an airy wave of one hand. "Conversion of your currency to oursisonly amatter of time!'

Congresswoman Loren Smith of Colorado couldn't believes he was hearing such talk. Tal, gtriking,
with cinnamon hair cut long to frame her prominent cheekbones and violet eyes, she represented adigtrict
west of the continenta divide. Tight-packed with energy, she was as elegant asalynx and daring asa
tomboy. Respected for her palitical cunning, she carried agreet degree of clout in the house.

Many powerful men in Washington had tried to win her favors on and off the House floor, but she was
aprivate person and dated only men who had nothing to do with business and palitics. She carried on a
loose secret affair with aman she deeply admired, and was comfortable with the thought that they could
never live together asintimate friends or as husband and wife. They both went their separate ways,
meseting only when it was convenient.

"How can we become closer than we are now?" asked Loren. " The assets of Japanese branch banks
in the United States far outnumber the combined assets of American banks. Over amillion Americans
aready work for Japanese employersin this country. Y our lobbyists have for dl practica purposes
bought our government. Y ou own eighty billion dollars worth of prime U.S. red estate. What you mean,
Mr. Tsuboi, isthat our two nations become even closer so yours can dictate our economy and foreign
policy. Am | correct? Please answer."

Tsuboi was not used to being talked down to by awoman. The feminist movement isamost
nonexistent in Japan. WWomen are dedt out of the business reward system. No Japanese man will take
orders from awoman. His composure began to crack, and his advisers sat openmouthed.

"The President and Congress can begin with assurances that you will never close your markets to our
products or investments,” Tsuboi answered evasively. "Also, you should allow usto enter your country
without the inconvenience of avisa."



"And if we don't entertain such suggestions?”'

Tsuboi shrugged and smiled venomoudy. "We are a creditor nation. Y ou are adebtor, thelargest in
theworld. If threatened, we will have no option but to use our leverage in favor of our interests.”

"In other words, America has become subservient to Japan.”

"Sincethe United Statesisin agtate of decline and my nation isrising at an incredible rate, perhaps
you should consider accepting our methods over yours. Y our citizens should study our culture in depth.
They might learn something.”

"Isthat one reason why your vast operations outside of Japan are staffed by your own people and not
by workersin the guest country?'

"Wehireloca personnd,” Tsuboi replied asif hurt.

"But not for top positions. Y ou hire low-end managers, secretaries, and janitors. | dso might add, very
few women and minorities. And you've been very successful a excluding unions.”

Congresswoman Smith had to wait for an answer while Tsuboi conversed in Japanese with his people.
They were either unknowing or uncaring that their hushed voices were being recorded and trandated. A
constant stream of transcriptionswaslaid in front of Senator Diaz within minutes.

"Y ou must understand,” Tsuboi findly answered. "We are not pre udiced, we Smply do not consider it
good business practice to permit Westerners who are not versed in our methods, and who have no
loydty toward our native customs, to hold highlevel positionsin our foreign facilities”

"Not awise course, Mr. Tsuboi,” said Loren tersdly. "1 think | speak for most Americanswhen | say
we don't care to be treated with contempt by foreign nationalsin our own backyard.”

"That is unfortunate, Congresswoman Smith. Speaking for my people, | do not condone such
interference as you imply. We merely wish to turn a profit without stepping on toes."

"Yes, werewdl aware of Japanese businesss blatant sdlfinterest. The sdling of strategic military and
computer technology to the Soviet Bloc. To corporate executives like yourself, the Soviet Union, East
Germany, Cuba, Iran, and Libya are merely customers.”

"Internationa ideological and moral issues do not concern us. To put them ahead of practical matters
concerning economic trade makes little sense to our way of thinking."

"One more question,” said Loren. "Isit true you have proposed that your government buy the entire
State of Hawaii so they can baance United States trade deficits with Japan?”

Tsuboi did not consult with hisaides but fired right back. "Y es, | proposed that measure. Japanese
people make up the mgority of the population of Hawaii, and our businessinterests now own sixty-two
percent of thered edtate. I've dso suggested that California be turned into a combined economic
community shared by Japan and America. We have avast labor pool we can export, and our capital can
build hundreds of manufacturing facilities.”

"I find your concepts most distasteful,” said Loren, fighting back arisng anger. "Therape of Cdifornia
by the Japanese business community will never happen. Unfortunately, many of Hawali'sresidentia



neighborhoods are dready for Japanese only, and anumber of resort and golf clubs are off limitsto
American citizens." Loren paused to stare Tsubai in the eye, before continuing through tight lips. "I for
one am going to fight further encroachment with every means of my office.”

A murmur of gpprova ran through the room. A few hands clapped as Diaz smiled and lightly tapped
hisgave for quiet.

"Whoisto say what liesin thefuture." Tsuboi smiled patronizingly. "We do not have a secret plan to
take over your government. Y ou have lost the economic game by forfeit.”

"If we havelog, it isto corporate body snatchers backed by Kanoya Securities,” snapped Loren.
"Y ou Americans must learn to accept the facts. If we buy America, it's because you're sdling it.”

The few spectators alowed in the session and the numerous congressiona aides shuddered at the
velled thregt, hogtility growing in their eyes. Tsuboi's Strange mixture of arrogance and humility, politeness
and strength, gave a disturbing and frightening atmosphere to the room.

Diaz's eyeswere hard as he leaned over the desk counter toward Tsuboi. "At least there are two
benefitsfor our sidein this unhappy Stuation.”

For thefirst time Tsuboi's expression turned puzzled. "What benefits are you speaking of, Senator?*

"One, step too far and your investments, which are mostly words on paper and computer monitors,
will be erased. Two, the ugly Americanisno more," Diaz said, hisvoice cold asan Arctic wind. "He's
been replaced by the ugly Japanese.”

<<25>>

After heleft Pitt at the Federd Headquarters Building, Giordino took a cab to the Department of
Commerce on Congtitution Avenue. Leaning on afriend, who was Assistant Secretary of Domestic and
International Business, he borrowed afile on Murmoto auto import inventories. Then hetaxied to
Alexandria, Virginia. He stopped once to check an address in a phone book. The building he was
looking for housed the distributing network of the Murmoto Motor Corporation for afive-state district.
He called the number and asked the operator for directions.

It was |ate afternoon, and aready achilly breeze of early fall swept through the trees and began tearing



away the leaves. The cab stopped at the curb in front of amodern redbrick building with large bronze
glasswindows. A sign with copper |etters on the lawn identified it asthe Murmoto Motor Digtribution
Corp.

Giordino paid off the cabbie and stood for amoment studying the parking lot. It wasfilled entirely with
Murmoto cars. Not one American or European make wasin sight. He walked through the double front
doors and stopped before a very pretty Japanese receptionist.

"May | help you?' she asked sweetly.

"Albert Giordino, Commerce Department,” he answered. "I'd like to talk to someone regarding new
car shipments.”

She thought for amoment, and then checked abook of personndl. "That would be Mr. Dennis
Suhaka, our director of trangportation. I'll tell him you wish to see him, Mr. Giordano."

"Giordino, Albert Giordino."
"I'm sorry, thank you."

Lessthan aminute later atall, attractive secretary of Asan parentage but with asurgical job to remove
the eyefolds came out to the lobby and escorted Giordino to Suhaka's office. As he waked down a
long, richly carpeted hdlway, Giordino was amused at the titles on the doors. No manager, no
superintendents, no vice presidents, everyone was adirector of something or other.

Suhakawas round and jolly. He wore agrand smile as he came from behind his desk and shook
Giordino's hand. "Dennis Suhaka, Mr. Giordino. What can | do for the Commerce Department?'

To Giordino'srdief, Suhaka didn't question his unshaven gppearance or ask him for identification. "No
big deal. Typical bureaucratic paper shuffling for Satistica records. My supervisor asked me to stop by
on my way home and check the number of carsimported and shipped to your deders againgt the figures
given by your headquartersin Tokyo."

"For what period of time? We bring in an enormous number of cars.”

"The past ninety days."

"No problem," said Suhaka, going out of hisway to be accommodating. " Our shipment listsare dl
computerized, and | can have them for you in ten minutes. They should tally. Tokyo amost never makes
mistakes. Would you carefor acup of coffee while you wait?'

"Yes" sad aweary Giordino. "l could use one."

Suhaka ushered him into asmall empty office, the pretty secretary brought the coffee, and while he
was Spping it, she returned with anest stack of inventory sheets.

Giordino found what Pitt had sent him to find in less than half an hour. He sat back then and dozed,
killing timeto make it gppear he was smply adronein the grest bureaucracy doing hisjob.

Precisdly at five o'clock Suhaka entered the room. "The staff isgoing home, but I'll be working late. Is
there anything | can help you with?"



"No," Giordino replied, closing thefiles. "I'd like to get hometoo. I've put in my seven hours. Now I'm
on my time. Thank you for being so helpful. Y our import unit figureswill be programmed into that great
government computer in the sky. For what purpose? Only somelittle clerk in abasement office knows
for sure." He picked up thefile from the Commerce Department and was halfway through the door when
he turned asif something had occurred to him, in perfect Peter Falk-Columbo fashion. "Thereisone

thing."
"y e
"A amdl incongstency hardly worth mentioning.”
"y e

"I happened to run across Six carsthat are shown on your incoming inventory list as having been
off-loaded in Batimore from two different ships, but they're not accounted for on the export list from
your Tokyo headquarters.”

Suhaka genuinely looked to be at aloss. "It was never caled to my attention. May | compare it against
your figures?'

Giordino spread out the accounting sheets he'd borrowed from hisfriend at the Department of
Commerce and placed them next to the ones given him by Suhaka's secretary. He underlined the cars
itemized on hislist but missing on the one from Tokyo. All six were SP-500 sport sedans.

"Speaking officidly, were not concerned with the discrepancy,” said Giordino indifferently. "Aslong as
you accounted for them upon entry into the country, your company is clean with the government. I'm sure
it'sonly an error in your Tokyo accounting department that's since been cleared up.”

"An unforgivable oversight on my part,” Suhaka said, asthough he'd dropped the crown jewels down
asewer. "l put too much faith in the home office. Someone on my staff should have caught it."

"Just out of curiosity, what dedlers received those particular cars?”

"One moment.” Suhakaled Giordino to his office, where he sat down at his desk and poked at the
keys on his desk computer. Then he sat back and waited. Asthe data flashed across the screen, his smile
abruptly vanished and a paeness showed in hisface.

"All six carswere hauled to different deders. It would take severa hoursto track each down. If you'd
careto check with me tomorrow, I'll be glad to give you their names.”

Giordino turned up his pdmsin alukewarm gesture. "Forget it. We both have more pressing business
to worry about. Me, I've got to fight the rush hour traffic, get cleaned up, and take my wife out to dinner.
It'sour anniversary.”

"Congratulations,” said Suhaka, relief obviousin hiseyes.

"Thank you. And thanks aso for your cooperation.”

Suhaka's grand smile was back. "Always glad to help. Goodbye."



Giordino walked four blocksto a gas sation and dialed a pay phone. A male voice answered with a
amplehdlo.

"Thisisyour friendly Mercedes sdlesman. | haveamodé | think you'd be interested in."

"You'reout of your digtrict, Sir. Y ou should be selling closer to the waterfront or, better yet, out in the
Pecific Ocean.”

"Big dedl," grunted Giordino. "If you can't afford agood German car, try aMurmoto. | have alead on
six SP-Five Hundred sport sedansthat are specidly discounted.”

"One moment.”

A voice came over thelinethat Giordino immediately recognized as Dondd Kern's. "Despite the fact
you've stepped out of your territory, I'm awaysin the market to save money. Tell mewhere | can see
your specid discounts.”

"Y ou haveto get that information out of the Murmoto distributorship in Alexandria. Their computer
records show six carsthat came into the country but didn't leave the factory. | suggest you hurry before
word gets out and someone e se beats you to them. Half the cars were off-loaded at the customs dock in
Bdtimore on August fourth. The other three came in on September tenth.”

Kern quickly trandated Giordino's meaning. "Hold on,”" he ordered. He turned to his deputy, who was
listening on the spesker. "Get on it. Gain access to Murmoto's computer system and dig out their shipping
records for the whereabouts of those six cars before they get wise and erase the data.” He returned to
Giordino. "Nicework. All isforgiven. By the way, how did you happen to sumble onto the bargains?'

"Theideacame from Stutz. Have you heard from him?"

"Yes, hecaled hdf an hour ago,” replied Kern. "He discovered the source of the problem.”

"| sort of thought if anyone could troubleshoot ariddle, he could,” said Giordino, referring to Fitt's
canny talent for discovering an unknown. "It takes a devious mind to know one.

<<26>>

It was dark when Y aeger dropped Pitt off at the old hangar on the far corner of Washington's



International Airport. The structure was built in 1936 and once covered the planes of an old air carrier
long since purchased by American Airlines. Except for the headlights of Y aeger's Taurus, the only other
illumination came from the glow of the city across the Potomac River and asolitary road lamp fifty meters
to the north.

"For someone who hasn't been home for four months, you suretrave light." Y aeger laughed.
"My luggage lieswith thefishes" Fitt mumbled through halfclosed eyes.

"I'd loveto see your car collection again, but | haveto get home."

"It'sbed for me. Thanksfor thelift. And thank you for this afternoon. A fine job asaways."

"Lovedoing it. Finding the key to your brain twisters bests solving the mysteries of the universe any
day." Y aeger waved, rolled up hiswindow againg the cold night air, and drove off into the darkness.

Pitt took a spare transmitter from his pants pocket that he kept in hisNUMA office and punched ina
series of codesthat shut down the hangar's security system and turned on the interior lights.

He unlocked the old, badly weathered side door and entered. The polished concrete floor of the
hangar looked like a transportation museum. An old Ford trimotor airplane was parked in one corner
next to aturn-of-the-century railroad Pullman car. Over fifty automobiles covered the remaining 10,000
sguare meters. European exotica such as a Hispano-Suiza, aMercedes-Benz 540K, and a beautiful blue
Tabot-Lago were Stting across from magnificent American classicslike aCord L-29, a Pierce-Arrow,
and a stunning turquoise-green Stutz town car. The only piece that seemed oddly out of place was an old
cast-iron bathtub with an outboard motor attached to the backrest.

Hetiredly walked up acircular iron stairway to his apartment overlooking the collection. What had
once been an office, he had redecorated into a comfortable one-bedroom apartment with alarge
combination living room-study whose shelves werefilled with books and glass-encased modds of ships
Pitt had discovered and surveyed.

An gppetizing aroma drifted from the kitchen. He found a note hanging on abird of paradiserising
from avase on the dining table. A smile crossed hisface asheread it.

Heard you had sneaked back into town. Cleaned out the alien dime that invaded your refrigerator a
month after you were gone. Thought you might be hungry. A salad ison ice and the bouillabaiseis
warming in apot on the stove. Sorry | couldn't be there to greet you, but must attend adinner at the
White House.

Love



He stood for amoment trying to urge his deep-fogged mind to” come to adecision. Should he egt and
then take a shower? Or jump in the shower first? He decided a hot shower would knock him out and
he/d never make it back to the table. He undressed and dipped on ashort robe. He ate the sdlad, a
Waldorf, and amost the entire pot of bouillabai sse along with two glasses of Smothers Brothers 1983
Cabernet Sauvignon from abottle that came from a closet wine rack.

He finished and was ringng the dishesin the sink when the phone rang.

"Hdlo?'

"Mr. Att?'

"Yes, Mr. Jordan,” Pitt answered, recognizing the voice. "What can | do for you?"

"I hopel didn't interrupt your deep.”

"My heed istill ten minutes away from the pillow."

"I wanted to cdll and learn if you heard from AL"

"Y es, he caled right after he talked to you."

"Despite your unauthorized project, the information was quite useful.”

"I know | shouldn't have stepped out of bounds, but | wanted to play out ahunch.”

"Y ou're not much of ateam player, are you, Dirk?' said Jordan, using Fitt's given namefor thefirst
time. "Youd rather play your own game.

" "Wisdom denotes the pursuing of the best ends by the best means." "

"Y our words?'
"No, they belong to Francis Hutcheson, a Scot philosopher.”

"l giveyou credit for quoting in the exact form," said Jordan. "Most of officid Washington would have
plagiarized the origina and quoted “The endsjustifiesthe means.' "

"What do you want?" asked Pitt, desperately eyeing his bed.



"| thought you'd dso like to know that we found the bomb carriers.”
"All Six cars?' Pitt asked, astonished.

"Y es, they're hidden in a Japanese bank building in downtown Washington. Sedled in an underground
basement until the day they're dusted off and driven to their scheduled targets and detonated.”

"That wasfast work."

"Y ou have your methods, we have ours."

"Have you placed them under surveillance?!

"Y es, but we have to tread softly. We don't dare tip our hand yet, not before we terminate those
responsible for this horror and destroy their command center,” said Jordan. "Asit was, Giordino came
within ahair of blowing the operation this afternoon. Somebody a Murmoto Distributors was scared.

Wegot in and out of their accounting system only minutes before they erased their imported shipping
data."

"The dataled you to the cars?"

"We were able to track and penetrate a known Japanese owned freight company whose trucks
picked them up. They programmed no mention of destination in their records, of course, but we did
manage to "borrow' acopy of the driver'sdeivery log. It revedled the number of kilometersthe truck
traveled after leaving the dockyard. The rest involved solid investigation and fancy footwork.”

"Like bresking and entering.”

"We never break when we enter," said Jordan.

"Should it leak out that our good citizens are sitting on nuclear bombs belonging to aforeign power,
the country will betorn gpart by panic.”

"Not ahedthy situation, | agree. The public uproar and the demand for revenge might scare the Japs
into moving the carsto strategic positions and pressing the “fire' button before we can find and neutrdize
them.”

"An across-the-board search could take twenty yearsto find them all.”
"l don't think s0," said Jordan calmly. "We know how they do it, and thanks to you and Giordino, we
know what to look for. The Japanese are not haf the proswe arein theintelligence business. I'll bet well

find every Murmoto and its bomb within thirty days."

"| gpplaud optimism,” said Aitt. "But what about our alies and the Russians? The Japanese may have
hidden bombs under them too. Isthe President going to warn their leaders of the possibility?

"Not yet. The NATO nations can't be trusted not to leak a secret this critical. On the other hand, the
Presdent may fed that letting the Kremlinin on it might tighten relations. Think about it. We're both in the
same boat now, both threatened suddenly by another superpower.”

"Thereisone other frightening threst.



"There's o many, what have | missed?’

"Suppose Japan set off afew of the bombsin ether the U.S. or Russia? We'd each think one attacked
the other, go to war, and |leave the crumbs for the wily Japsto pick over."

"l don't want to go to bed with that in my head,” said Jordan uneasily. "Let'sjust take things asthey
come. If our operation is successful, thenit'sin the hands of the politicians again.”

"Y our last thought," said Aitt, feigning gpprehension, "would keep anyone awake nights.”

He was just dozing off when the security chime derted him to the presence of someonetrying to enter
the hangar. Forcing himsdlf from his comfortable bed, he walked into the sudy and turned onasmall TV
monitoring system.

Stacy Fox was standing at the side entrance door staring up and smiling into what Pitt thought was his
well-camouflaged hidden security camera

He pressed a switch, and the door opened. Then he walked out and stood on the stairway bal cony.

She stepped into the hangar looking sexy yet demure in ablue collarlessjacket, amatching dim skirt,
and ajewe-neck white blouse. She moved dowly amid the array of grand machinery in reverent
amazement. She stopped at a beautiful 1948 metdlic blue Ta bot-Lago Grand Sport coupe with specia
coachwork by a French body maker known as Saoutchik and lightly ran her fingers over one fender.

She was not thefirg. Almost every woman who ever visited Fitt's unusua living quarterswas drawn to
the Tabot. He saw it as amasterpiece of mechanicd art, but women felt asensud attraction when they
gazed upon it. Once they saw the deek, aimost feline, flow of the body, sensed the fierce power of the
engine, and smelled the elegant leether of the interior, the car became an erotic symbol.

"How did you find me?" he asked, his voice echoing around the vadt interior.

Shelooked up. "I studied your packet for two days before | flew out to the Pecific and boarded the
Invincible™

"Find anything interesting?' he asked, annoyed that hislife was laid bare for anyone with the authority
to break his privacy.

"You're quiteaguy,

"Hattery indeed.”

"Y our car collection is breathtaking.

"There are many larger collections with more expensve models and makes."

She turned back to the Tabot-Lago. "I lovethisone."



"| prefer the green town car next to it.”

Stacy turned and peered at the Stutz asif she was studying amanikin modeling adress at afashion
show. Then she shook her head. "Handsome but massive, too masculine for awoman'staste.”

Then she stared up at him again. "Can we tdk?'
"If | can stay awake. Come on up.”

She climbed the circular stairs, and he gave her abrief tour of the gpartment. "Can | get you adrink?'
Pitt asked.

"No thanks." She stared at him, and compassion cameto her eyes. "l shouldn't have come. Y ou look
like you're about to collapse.”

"I'll bounce back after agood night'sdeep,” he said ruefully. "What you need isagood back rub,” she
sad unexpectedly.

"| thought you cameto talk."
"I can tak while | rub. Swedish or shiatsu? What method of massage do you prefer?
"What the hell, do both.

Shelaughed. "All right." Shetook him by the hand and led him into the bedroom and pushed him
facedown on the bed. "Take off your robe."

"Can't | keep my modesty with a sheet?'

"Y ou have something | haven't seen before?' she said, pulling the deeves of the robe from hisarms.
Helaughed. "Don't ask meto turn over.

"l wanted to apologize before Tim and | leave for the West Coadt," she said serioudly.

"Tim?"

"Dr. Weatherhill."

"Y ou've worked together before, | assume.

"es"

"Will | seeyou again sometime?’ he asked.

"I don't know. Our missions may take usin different directions.” She hesitated amoment. "1 want you

to know | fedl badly about the trouble I've caused. Y ou saved my life, and because | took up extra space
inthelast submersible, you dmost lost yours.™



"A good massage and welll cdl it even,” Ritt said, flashing atired amile.

Shelooked down on his outstretched body. "For living underwater for four months, you have agood

"My gypsy blood," hedurred in adeepy voice.

Using finger pressure of the basic shiatsu technique, Stacy pressed her fingers and thumbsinto the
senditive areas of Pitt's bare feet.

"That feds great,” he murmured. "Did Jordan brief you on what we |learned about the warheads?'

"Y es, you threw him a curve. He thought you had walked out on him. Now that Tim and | know
exactly where to target our investigation, we should make good progress at pinpointing the bomb cars.”

"And you're going to probe the West Coast ports.”

" Sedttle, San Francisco, and Los Angeles are the ports where the Murmoto auto carriers dock.”

Pitt went silent as Stacy worked up hislegs, combining shiatsu with Swedish kneading methods. She
massaged hisarms, back, and neck. Then she lightly dapped him on the buttocks and ordered him to
turn over, but there was no response.

Pitt was dead adleep.

Sometime during the early morning hours he came awake, feding her body wildly entangled with his.
The movements, the sensations, the soft cries of Stacy's voice, came through the mist of exhaudtion likea

dream. He fdlt asthough he was soaring through athunder and lightning storm beforeit dl faded and he
plunged into the black void of deep deep again.

"Surprise, degpyhead,” said Congressivoman Loren Smith, trailing afinger down Fitt's back.

Pin's mind brushed away the cobwebs as he rolled onto his side and looked up at her. She was Sitting
cross-legged in barefeet on the empty side of the bed wearing aflowered cotton knit top with acrew
neckline and sage-green sailcloth pants with pleats. Her hair was tied back with alarge scarf.

Then suddenly he remembered and shot an apprehensive look at the opposite side of the bed. To his
ladting relief, it was empty.

"Aren't you supposed to be doing wondrous deedsin Congress?' he asked, secretly pleased Stacy
had |eft before Loren arrived.

"Werein recess." She held acup of coffee out of hisreach, tempting him.
"What do | haveto do for the coffee?’

"Cogt you akiss.



"That's pretty expensive, but I'm desperate.”

"And an explanation.”

Hereit comes, he thought, quickly focusing histhoughts. "Concerning what?*

"Not what but who. Y ou know, the woman you spent the night with."

"What woman wasthat?' he asked with practiced innocence.

"The onewho dept in thisbed last night.”

"Y ou see another woman around here?"

"l don't haveto see her," said Loren, taking great deight inteasing him. "1 can smell her.”
"Would you bdieve it was my masseuse

She leaned down and gave him along kiss. When shefindly pulled back, she handed him the coffee
and said, "Not bad. I'll giveyou an A for credtivity."

"l was conned," he said, hoping to change the flow of the conversation. "This cup isonly hdf full.”

"Y ou didn't want meto spill it all over your blankets, did you?' Shelaughed asif actualy enjoying
Ritt'sindiscretion. "Drag your great hairy bod out of bed and wash off that perfume. Not a bad odor, |
admit. Rather expensive. I'll sart breskfast.”

Loren was standing at the counter dicing the grapefruit as Pitt came out of the shower for the second
timein eight hours. He wrapped atowel around his hips, stepped up behind her, and circled hisarms
around her waist. He nuzzled her neck.

"Long time, no see. How did you ever get dong without me for so long?’

"I buried mysdlf inlegidation and forgot dl about you.”

"You didn't find timeto play?'

"I wasagood girl. Not that I'd have been bad if given haf the chance, especidly if | knew you weren't
wadting any time since coming home."

Loren bore up quite wdll, Aitt thought. There was only adight flush of jed ous anger. But she knew
better than to crowd the issue. Pitt was not the only man in her life. Neither dictated to the other or
displayed undue jedousy, stuationsthat made their affair al the more desirable.

As he nibbled her earlobe, she turned and put her arms around his neck. "Jim Sandecker told me
about the destruction of your project, and how you barely escaped.”

"That's supposed to be secret,” he said as they brushed noses.

"Congresswomen do have privileges.”



"Y ou can have privilegeswith me any time."
Her eyesturned dark. "Serioudy, I'm sorry the facility waslog.”

"Well build another." He smiled down at her. "Theresults of dl our tests were saved. That's what
counts.”

"Jm said you came within seconds of dying.”

Pitt grinned. "Water under the bridge, asthey say." He released her and sat down at the table. It
seemed just another Sunday morning domestic scene between a comfortably married man and hiswife,
yet neither Loren nor Dirk had ever been married.

He picked up a newspaper she'd bought along with the groceries and scanned the sories. His eyes
stopped at one article, and after scanning its contents he looked up.

"l see you madethe Post again,” he said, grinning. "Getting nasty with our friendsin the Orient, are
we?'

Loren expertly flipped an omelet onto adish. "Ownership of athird of our businesses has been
transferred to Tokyo. And with it went our prosperity and independence as anation. Americano longer
bel ongs to Americans. Weve become afinancid colony of Japan.”

"Thet bad?'

"The public has no idea how bad,” said L oren, setting the omelet and a plate of toast in front of Fitt.
"Our huge deficits have created an open door for our economy to flow out and Japanese money to rush
in

"We have only ourselvesto blame," he said, waving afork. "They underconsume, we overconsume,
burying ourselves deeper in debt. We gave away or sold out our lead in whatever technology that wasn't
stolen. And we stand in line with open pocketbooks and tongues hanging in greedy anticipation to sl
them our corporations and real estate to make afast buck. Face the facts, Loren, none of this could have
happened if the public, the business community, you peoplein Congress, and the economic cretinsin the
White House had redlized this country was engaged in ano-quarter financial war againgt an enemy who
looks upon us asinferior. Asit stands, we've thrown away any chance of winning.”

Loren sat down with a cup of coffee and passed Pitt aglass of orange juice. "That's the longest speech
I've ever heard you give. Y ou thought of running for the Senate?'

"I'd rather have my toenailstorn out. Besides, one Pitt on Capitol Hill isenough,” he said, referring to
hisfather, Senator George Fitt of Cdifornia

"Have you seen the senator?”
"Not yet," Pitt said, taking abite of egg. "I haven't had a chance.”
"What are your plans?' Loren asked, staring wigtfully into Pitt's opaline green eyes.

"I'm going to putter on the cars and take it easy for the next couple of days. Maybeiif | can tune up the



Stutz intime, I'll enter it in the classic car races.”
"l can think of something more fun than getting greasy,” she said, her voice throaty.

She came around the table, reached down and took asurprisingly strong grip of hisarm. He could fed
desire flowing from her like nectar, and suddenly he wanted her more than he ever had before. He only
hoped he was up to a second round. Then asif drawn by a magnet, he allowed himself to be pulled to
the couch.

"Not inthe bed," she said huskily. "Not until you change the shegts™"

<<27>>

Hideki Suma stepped out of his private Murmoto tilt-rotor executive jet followed by Moro Kamatori.
Theaircraft had landed at aheliport beside ahuge solar plastic dome that rose fifty metersinto the sky.
Centered in adensdly landscaped park, the dome covered avast atrium that comprised theinner core of
asubterranean project called "Edo" after the city renamed Tokyo during the Meiji Restoration in 1868.

Thefirst unit of Japan's new underground frontier, Edo, City was designed and built by Sumaasa
scientific research and thinktank community that supported 60,000 people. Shaped like agreat cylinder
around the atrium, the twenty-story circular complex contained living quartersfor the scientific
community, offices, public baths, convention hdls, restaurants, a shopping mal, library, and itsown
thousand-man security force.

Smaller underground cylinders connected by tunnelsto the main core held the communications
equipment, hesting and cooling systems, temperature and humidity controls, electrical power plants, and
waste processing machinery. The elaborate structures were constructed of ceramic concrete and reached
1500 meters deep in the volcanic rock.

Somafunded the project himsdf without any government involvement. Any laws or restrictionsthat
hindered construction were quickly resolved by the enormous power wielded by Somas corporate and
underworld tentacles.

He and Kamatori boarded a concealed e evator that took them to asuite of his corporate offices
covering the entire fourth floor of the outer cylinder. His secretary, Toshie Kudo, sood waiting asthe
doors opened to his heavily guarded private office and gpartment. The spacious three-tiered rooms were
decorated with delicately painted screens and murals and showcases of beautiful ceramicsand



sixteenth-century robes of ornately woven brocades, satins, and crepe. Paintings of land and seascapes
covered most of the walls, some depicting dragons, leopards, tigers, and hawks that represented the
martial prowess of thewarrior class,

"Mr. Ashikaga Enshu iswaiting,” announced Toshie.

"| don't recal the name.”

"Mr. Enshu isan investigator who specidizesin hunting down rare art and negotiating itssalefor his
clients" explained Toshie. "He cdled and said held discovered a painting that fits your collection. | took
the liberty of setting an gppointment for him to display it for your approva.”

"I havelittletime," sad Suma, glancing a hiswatch.

Kamatori shrugged. "Won't hurt to see what he's brought you, Hideki. Maybe he's found the painting
you've been looking for."

Henodded a Toshie. "All right, please send himin."

Soma bowed as the art dealer stepped into the room. ™Y ou have anew acquisition for my collection,
Mr. Enshu?’

"Yes, | hope so, onethat | believe you will be most happy | was ableto find for you." Ashikagasmiled
warmly benesth a perfect mane of silver hair, heavy eyebrows, and full mustache.

"Please st it onthe tand inthelight,” saild Suma, pointing at an easdl in front of alarge window.
"May | draw the blinds open alittle more?"
"Pleasedo s0."

Enshu pulled the draw linesto the datted blinds. Then he set the painting on the easdl but kept it
covered by asilk cloth. "From the sixteenth-century Kano school, aMasaki Shimzu.”

"The revered seascape artist,” said Kamatori, displaying arare hint of excitement. "One of your
favorites, Hideki."

"You know | amn adevotee of Shimzu?' Suma asked Enshu.

"A well-known fact in art circles that you collect hiswork, especially the paintings he made of our
surrounding idands.”

Sumaturned to Toshie. "How many of hispiecesdo | havein my collection?"

"Y ou presently own eleven out of the thirteen idand seascapes and four of hislandscape paintings of
the HidaMountains."

"And this new onewould maketweaveintheidand st."

"YS,"



"What Shimzu idand painting have you brought me?* Suma asked Enshu expectantly. "Ajima?"

"No, Kechi."

Sumalooked visibly disgppointed. "I had hoped it might be Ajima."

"I'm sorry." Enshu held out his handsin adefeatist gesture. "The Ajimawas sadly lost during the fall of
Germany. It waslast seen hanging in the office of the ambassador in our Berlin embassy in May of
nineteen forty-five."

"l will gladly pay you to keep up the search.”

"Thank you," said Enshu, bowing. "I dready have investigatorsin Europe and the United States trying
tolocateit.”

"Good, now let's have the unveiling of Kechi Idand.”

With apracticed flourish, Enshu undraped alavish painting of abird's-eyeview of anidandin
monochrome ink with an abundant use of brilliant colors and gold lesf.

"Bregthtaking,” murmured Toshiein awe.

Enshu nodded in agreement. "The finest example of Shimzu'swork I've ever seen.”

"What do you think, Hideki?" asked Kamatori.

"A masterwork," answered Suma, moved by the genius of the artist. "Incredible that he could paint an
overhead view with such vivid detall in the early sixteen-hundreds. It'samogt asif hedid it froma
tethered balloon.”

"Legend says he painted from akite," said Toshie.

"Sketched from akite is more probable,” corrected Enshu. "And painted the scene on the ground.”

"And why not?" Sumas eyes never left the painting. "Our people were building and flying kitesover a
thousand years ago.” He turned findly and faced Enshu. "Y ou have donewell, Mr. Enshu. Where did
you find it?'

"In abanker'shomein Hong Kong," Enshu replied. "He was sdlling his assets and moving his
operations to Maaysia before the Chinese take over. It took me nearly ayear, but | finally persuaded
him to sall over the telephone. | wasted no time and flew to Hong Kong to settle the transaction and
return here with the painting. | came directly to your office from the airport.”

"How much?'

"A hundred and forty-five million yen."

Sumarubbed his handsin satisfaction. "A very good price. Consider it sold.”

"Thank you, Mr. Suma. Y ou are most gracious. | shal keep looking for the Ajimapainting.”



They exchanged bows, and then Toshie escorted Enshu from the office.

Sumas eyes returned to the painting. The shores were littered with black rock, and there was asmall
village with fishing boats at one end. The perspective was as precise as an aerid photo.

"How strange," he said quietly. "The only painting of theidand collection | don't possessistheonel
desrethemog.”

"If it il exigts, Enshuwill find it," Kamatori consoled him. "He strikes me as being tenacious.”
"I'll pay him ten timesthe Kechi pricefor the Ajima”

Kamatori sat in achair and stretched out hislegs. "Little did Shimzu know when he painted Ajima
what the idand would come to represent.”

Toshiereturned and reminded Suma, ™Y ou have ameeting with Mr. Y oshishu in ten minutes.”

"The grand old thief and leader of the Gold Dragons." Kamatori smiled mockingly. "Cometo audit his
share of your financid empire.”

Suma pointed through the huge curved windows overl ooking the atrium. "None of thiswould have
been possible without the organization Korori Y oshishu and my father built during and after the war.”

"The Gold Dragons and the other secret societies have no place in the future Nippon," said Kamatori,
using the traditiona word, meaning "source of the sun.”

"They may seem quaint longside our modern technology,” Sumaadmitted, "but they still sharean
important nichein our culture. My association with them through the years has proven most vauableto
me"

"Y our power goes beyond the need for fanatical factions or persondity cults or underworld
gyndicates," Kamatori said earnestly. "Y ou have the power to pull the strings of agovernment run by
your persona puppets, and yet you are chained to corrupt underworld figures. If it ever leaked out that
you are the number two dragon it will cost you dearly.”

"l am not chained to anyone,” said Sumain a patient explaining tone. "Whet the laws cal crimind
activity has been atradition in my family for two centuries. I've honored the code by following in my
ancestors footsteps and building an organization on their foundation that's stronger than many nations of
the world. | am not ashamed of underworld friends.”

"I'd be happier if you showed respect for the Emperor and followed the old mora ways."

"I'm sorry, Moro. Though | pray at Y asukuni Shrine for the spirit of my father, | fed no urgeto
venerate the myth of a Godlike Emperor. Nor do | take part in tea ceremonies, meet with geishas, attend
Kabuki plays, watch sumo wrestling, or believe in the superiority of our native culture. Nor do |
subscribe to the new theory that we are superior in our customs, intelligence, emotions, language, and
particularly the design of our brainsto peoplein the West. | refuse to underestimate my competitors and
indulgein nationa conformity and group thinking. | am my own god, and my faith isin money and power.
Doesthat anger you?"

Kamatori looked down at his handsthat lay openin hislap. He sat silent, agrowing look of sadnessin



hiseyes. Findly he said, "No, it saddens me. | bow to the Emperor and our traditional culture. | believe
in hisdivine descent and that we and our idands are also of divine origin. And | believein the blood
purity and spiritua unity of our race. But | follow you too, Hideki, because we are old friends, and
despite your sinister operations you have greatly contributed to Nippon's new claim asthe most powerful
nation on earth.”

"Your loyalty isdeeply appreciated, Moro," said Sumahonestly. "I'd expect no lessfrom one who
takes pridein his samural ancestry and his prowess with the katana.

"The katana, more than a sword, but the living soul of the samural,”" Kamatori said with reverence. "To
be expertinitsuseisdivine. Towidd it in defense of the Emperor isto ensure my soul'srestin
Y asukuni.”

"Y et you've drawn your blade for me when I've asked you."
Kamatori stared at him. "I gladly kill in your name to honor the good you do for our people.”

Sumalooked into the lifdess eyes of hishired killer, aliving throwback to the times when samural
warriors murdered for whatever feuda lord offered them security and advancement. He was also aware
that a samurai's absol ute loyalty could be reversed overnight. When he spoke, his voice was pleasantly
firm.

"Some men hunt wild game with abow and arrow, most use afirearm. Y ou arethe only one | know,
Moro, who hunts human game with asword.”

"Y ou'relooking well, old friend," said Sumaas Korori Y ashishu was ushered into his office by Toshie.
Y oshishu was accompanied by Ichiro Tsuboi, who had just arrived from the United States after his
debate with the congressional salect subcommittee.

The old man, adevout redist, smiled a Suma. "Not well but older. A few more passings of the moon
and I'll deep with my esteemed ancestors.”

"Y ou'll see ahundred new moons.”

"The prospect of leaving al these age-inflicted aches and pains behind makes my exit an event | ook
forward to."

Toshie closed the door and left as Suma bowed to Tsuboi. "Good to see you, Ichiro. Welcome home
from Washington. I'm told you gave the American paliticians another Pearl Harbor."

"Nothing so dramatic,” said Tsuboi. "But | do believe | put afew cracksin their Capitol building.”

Unknown but to a select few, Tsuboi became a member of the Gold Dragons when he was only
fourteen. Y oshishu took an interest in the young boy and saw to his advancement in the secret society
and taught him the art of financia manipulation on agrand scale. Now as head of Kanoya Securities,
Tsuboi persondly guarded Y ashishu and Sumasfinancia empires and guided their secret transactions.



"Y ou both know my trusted friend and adviser, Moro Kamatori."
"A swordsman amost asgood asmein my youth,” said Y oshishu.
Kamatori bowed to hiswas. "I'm sure your katanais fill swifter than mine."

"I knew your father when he was fencing master at the university,” said Tsuboi. "I was hisworst pupil.
He suggested | buy a cannon and take up eephant shooting.”

Sumatook Y oshishu by the arm and led him to achair. Japan's once most feared man waked dow
and giffly, but hisface wore agranite smile and his eyes missed nothing.

He settled into astraightbacked chair and looked up at Suma and came directly to the point of his
vigt. "What isthe date of the Kaiten Project?’

"We have eighteen bomb vehicles on the high seas. They are thelast. Four are destined for the United
States. Fivefor the Soviet Union, and the rest divided up among Europe and the Pacific nations.”

"Thetime until they're concealed near targets?'

"No later than three weeks. By then our command center will come on-line with its defense-detection
and detonation systems.”

Y oshishu looked at Sumain surprise. "The untimely explosion on board the Divine Star did not set
back the project?’

"Fortunately | planned for a possible ship loss due to storm, collision, or other maritime accident. |
held six warheads in reserve. The three that werelost in the explosion | replaced. After ingtdlationin the

autos, they were shipped to Veracruz, Mexico. From there they will be driven across the Texas border
into the U.S. to their target aress.”

"The remainder are safely deposited, | hope.”

"On asurplus tanker anchored fifty miles off adesolate shore of Hokkaido."

"Do we know what caused the detonation on board the Divine Star?*

"We're at alossto explain the premature explosion,” answered Suma. "Every conceivable safeguard
wasin place. One of the autos must have become thrown about in rough seas and damaged the warhead
container. Radliation then leaked and spread throughout the cargo decks. The crew panicked and
abandoned ship. A Norwegian ship discovered the derdlict and sent over aboarding party. Shortly after,
the Divine Star mysterioudy blew up."

"And the escaped crew?"

"No trace. They vanished during the storm.

"What isthe total number of carsin the syslem?" asked Y oshishu.

Suma stepped to his desk and pushed a button on asmall handheld control box. The far wall roseinto
the ceiling, revealing alarge transparent screen. He pressed another command into the box and a



holographic image of the globa earth appeared in pulsating neonlike colors. Then he programmed the
detonation Stesthat burst into tiny points of gold light a strategic locations around nearly twenty
countries. Only then did Sumaanswer Y ashishu's question.

"One hundred and thirty in fifteen countries.

Y oshishu sat slent, staring at the little beams as they flashed around the room with the rotation of the
globe like reflections on amirrored ball above adancefloor.

The Soviet Union had more light clusters than any other nation, suggesting a greater threat to Japan
than her trade rivalsin Europe and the United States. Strangely, no military instalations or mgor cities
weretargeted. All of the lights appeared to emanate from barren or lightly populated areas, making the
Kaiten menace dl the more mysterious as an extortion tool.

"Y our father's spirit is proud of you," Y oshishu said in quiet awe. "Thanksto your genius we can take
our rightful place asaworld power of thefirst magnitude. The twenty-first century belongsto Nippon.
Americaand Russaarefinished.”

Sumawas pleased. "The Kaiten Project could not have been created and built without your support,
my dear old friend, and certainly not without the financia wizardry of Ichiro Tsuboi.”

"You aremost kind," said Tsuboi with abow. "The Machiavedlian intrigue of arranging secret funding
to build a clandestine nuclear weapons plant came as agreat challenge.”

"Soviet and Western intelligence know we have the capacity,” Kamatori said, bringing aredistic bent
into the conversation.

"If they didn't know before the explosion,” added Suma, "they do now."

"The Americans have suspected usfor severa years,” said Suma. "But they have been unableto
penetrate our security rings and confirm the exact location of our facility."

"Lucky for usthe fools keep searching horizonta instead of verticd." Y oshishu's voice wasironic. "But
we must face the very red possibility that sooner or later the CIA or KGB will track the Site.™

"Probably sooner,” said Kamatori. "One of our undercover agents hasinformed methat afew days
after the Divine Star explosion, the Americans launched an al-out covert operation to investigate our
involvement. They've dready been sniffing around one of Murmoto's automotive distributors.”

A worried crease gppeared on Y oshishu's face. "They are good, the American intelligence people. |
fear the Kaiten Project isin jeopardy.”

"WEell know before tomorrow just how much they've learned,” said Kamatori. "I meet with our agent,
who hasjust returned from Washington. He claimsto have updated information.”

Theworry in Y oshishu's mind degpened. "We cannot alow the project to be endangered before the
command center isfully operationd. The consequences could spell the end of our new empire.

"l agree," said Tsuboi grimly. "For the next three weeks we are vulnerable while the warheads sit
usdless. One leak and the Western nations would band together and strike us from al sdes, economically
aswdl asmilitarily."



"Not to worry," said Suma. "Their agents may stumble onto our nuclear wegpons manufacturing plant,
but they will never discover the whereabouts of the Kaiten Project's brain center. Not in ahundred years,
much lessthree weeks."

"And even if fortune smiled on them," said Kamatori, "they can never neutrdizeit intime. Thereisonly
oneway in, and that'sfortified by massive sted barriers and guarded by a heavily armed security force.
Theingallation can take adirect hit by anuclear bomb and till function.”

A tight amile cut Sumaslips. "Everything isworking to our advantage. The dightest hint of an
attempted penetration or an attack by enemy specia forces, and we could threaten to detonate one or
more of the auto warheads."

Tsuboi wasn't convinced. "What good is an empty threat?'

"Hideki makesagood point,” said Kamatori. "No one outside thisroom or the engineersin the
command center knows our system is three weeks away from completion. Western leaders can easily be
bluffed into thinking the sysem isfully operationd.”

Y oshishu gave a satisfied nod of his head. " Then we have nothing to fear.”

"A guaranteed concluson,” Suma stated without hesitation. "We're making too much out of a
nightmare that will never happen.”

Silencethenin therichly decorated office, the four men sitting, each one with his own thoughts. After a
minute, Suma's desk interoffice phone buzzed. He picked up the recelver and listened a moment without
speaking. Then he st it down.

"My secretary informs me that my chef has dinner prepared in the private dining room. | would be
most hgppy if my honored guestswill dinewith me.”

Y oshishu came dowly to hisfeet. "I happily accept. Knowing the superb culinary qudities of your
chef, | was hoping you'd ask.”

"Before we break off," said Tsuboi, "there is one other problem.”

Suma nodded. "Y ou have thefloor, Ichiro."

"Obvioudy we can't go around exploding nuclear bombs every time an unfriendly government rattlesa
saber over trade restrictions or increased import tariffs. We must have dternatives that are not so
catastrophic.”

Sumaand Kamatori exchanged looks. "Weve given that very situation consderable thought,” said
Suma, "and we think the best solution is abduction of our enemies.”

"Terrorismisnot the way of our culture," objected Tsuboi.
"What do you call the Blood Sun Brotherhood, my son?" asked Y ashishu camly.

"Crazy fanaticd butchers. They cut down innocent women and children in the name of some vague
revolutionary dogmathat makes no senseto anyone.”



"Yes, but they're Japanese.”
"A few, but mogt are East Germans, trained by the KGB.."
"They can beused,” Sumasaid flatly.

Tsuboi was not sold. "'l do not advise the dightest association with them. Any suspected connection,
and outside probes will be launched into areas we dare not have opened.”

"Hideki is not advocating nation," el aborated Kamatori. "What he is suggesting is that abduction
of unharmed hostages be blamed on the Blood Red Brotherhood.”

"Now that makes more sense.” Y oshishu smiled. 1 think | understand. Y ou're advoceting the silken
prison.”

Tsuboi shook his heed. "I've never heard of it."

"From the old days," explained Y ashishu. "When a shogun did not want an enemy assassnated, he
had him abducted and placed secretly in aprison of luxury asasign of respect. Then he set the blame for
the disappearance on his prisoner's jealous rivals.”

"Exactly." Sumanodded. "I have built such afacility on asmall but modern estate."”

"lan't that abit risky?" inquired Tsuboi.

"The obviousis never suspected.”

Kamatori looked at Tsuboi. "If you have candidates for oblivion, you need only give metheir names.

Tsuboi's eyes turned down, unseeing. Then he looked up. "There are two people in the United States
who are causing us much grief. But you must be most careful. They are members of Congress, and their

abduction will certainly cause astorm of outrage.”

"A Blood Red Brotherhood kidnapping and ransom situation should make agood cover for their
sudden disappearance,” said Sumaasif he was describing the wesather.

"Who precisely do you havein mind?" asked Kamatori.
"Congressiwoman Loren Smith and Senator Michael Diaz."
Y ashishu nodded. "Ah, yes, the pair who are promoting atotd trade barrier against us."

"Despite our lobbying efforts, they're gathering enough votesto force their legidation through both
houses. Eliminate them and the drive would fal gpart.”

"Therewill be great outrage in their government,” Sumawarned. "It may backlash."
"Our lobby interests have acquired a powerful influence on Congress and will direct the outrage

toward aterrorist conspiracy.” Tsuboi's anger at histreatment by the select subcommittee had not
cooled. "We havelost enough face at the hands of American politicians. Let them learn their power no



longer protectsthem from harm.”
Y oshishu stared out the window unseeing for afew moments. Then he shook hishead. "A greet pity."
Sumalooked a him. "What isagrest pity, old friend?"

"The United States of America," Y oshishu spoke " She's like a beautiful woman who isdying of
cancer..”

<<28>>

Marvin Showadlter sat on atrain traveling through Tokyo's clean and efficient subway. He made no
attempt to act asif he was reading a newspaper or abook. He calmly stared at hisfellow passengers,
"making," asthey say in the trade, the two Japanese secret service agents who were keeping him under
surveillance from the next car.

Showadter had walked from the U.S. embassy shortly after a boring meeting with junketing
congressmen over Japan'srefusd to allow American construction equipment to be used on anew
building ready to go up for an American oil company. It was smply another case of throwing up
protectionist barriers, while the Japanese could fredly enter the United States and raise buildings with
their architects, foremen, materials, and equipment without mgjor problems over government restrictions.

"Fairisfar" did not apply to two-way trade with Japan.

He appeared to be on hisway to the small condominium hiswife and two young children called home
during his assgnment in Japan. The building was owned by the American government and housed most
of the embassy workers and their families. The construction cost of the entire ten-story building wasless
than athird the price of the land it stood on.

His shadows had fdlen into histravel routine, which never varied except when he put in an hour or two
overtime. He smiled to himself as his stop came up and the two agentsrose in anticipation of his getting
off. He stepped to the door with the rest of the crowd, waiting for it to open onto the platform. It wasthe
oldest trick in the world, one shown in the movie The French Connection.

Asthe door opened, Showalter flowed with the crowd to the platform and began counting. He
hesitated and casualy glanced at the two Japanese agents. They had stepped from the middie door inthe
next car and werewalking dowly in hisdirection, shielded by agroup of departing passengers.



When he hit twenty-five, he swiftly turned around and stepped back insgde the car. Two seconds later
the door closed and the train began moving. Too late, the Japanese secret service agentsredlized they'd
been duped. Frantically they attempted to pry the doors apart and reboard the train. But it was useless.
They leaped back on the platform asthe train picked up speed and disappeared into the tunnel.

Showalter wasn't overly pleased with the smple dodge. Next time histails would be wary and make
his evasive moves more intricate. He transferred to a connecting line at the next stop and rode to
Asakusa, an atmospheric area northeast of Tokyo in a section known as Shitamachi. Asakusawas part
of the old city of Tokyo that had preserved much of its past.

Showalter sat and studied the people around him as he had done so many times. Some of hisfellow
passengers studied him in return. They cdled anyone who did not share their thick black straight hair,
dark eyes, and skin coloring agaijin, literdly trandated as an "outside person.” He theorized that the
close smilarity intheir physical looks was perhaps the basisfor their unity and conformity. That and the
isolation of their idand home.

Thelr society evolved around the family and expanded to include everyone who worked around them.
Liveswerelived in acomplicated quilt of obligations, contentedness, duty, and accomplishment. They
accepted aregimented lifestyle asif al others were awaste to be pitied.

The uncohesive mdting pot of the United States could not be conceived, nor would it betolerated in
Japan, a country with the toughest immigration lawsto be found in theworld.

Thetrain stopped at the Tawaramachi subway station, and he stepped off and joined the crowd that
rose to the busy street of Kappabashi. He hailed a cab and rode past the restaurant wholesale supply
stores that sold the plastic food replicas seen in estery windows. He directed the driver to a
severa-square-block section crowded with craftsmen's shops, ancient temples, and old houses.

He got out and paid the driver at an intersection, and then walked down anarrow flower-lined lane
until he came to a Japanese inn known as aryokan.

Although rustic and worn on the outside, the ryokan was quite neat and attractive insde. Showalter
was met at the door by one of the staff, who bowed and said, "Welcometo the Ritz."

"| thought thiswas the Asakusa Dude Ranch,” Showalter replied.

Without another word, the muscular doorman with arms and legs like railroad ties showed him over
the smooth flattened river stones of the entry. They stepped onto the polished oak floor of the reception
area, where Showalter was politely asked to remove his shoes and put on apair of plastic dippers.

Unlike most dippersthat aretoo smdl for large Anglo feet, Showalter'sfit like they were
custom-ordered, which indeed they were, since the ryokan was secretly owned and operated by an
American intelligence agency that specidized in covert and safe retredts.

Showalter'sroom had adiding shoji paper door that opened onto asmall veranda overlooking a
formal garden with water trickling restfully onto rocks through bamboo tubes. The floor was covered by
the tradiitional tatami straw meatting. He had to take off the dippers and walk in his socks while on the
fragilemats.

There were no chairs or furniture, only cushions on the floor, and abed made up of many pillowsand



heavy cushions the Japanese called "futons.” A small fire pit sat in the center of the guest room with warm
glowing cods.

Showalter undressed and donned alight cotton yukutu, ashort robe. Then amaid in akimono led him
to theinn's communa bathing facilities. He left the yukata and hiswristwatch in awicker basket, and
shielded by only awashcloth-size towel, he entered the steamy bath area. He stepped around the low
stools and wooden pails and stood under asimple faucet. He lathered up and rinsed off. Only then was
he ready to sink dowly into the hot water of a huge wooden pool-like tub.

A shadowy figure was dready dtting chest deep in the water. Showalter greeted him.
"The Honda Team, | presume.”
"Only hdlf of it," answered Roy Orita. "Jm Hanamurashould be dong any time. Like asaki?"

"Againg ordersto drink during an operation,” said Showalter, easing into the steaming water. "But
what the hell. I'm colder than ice cream. Pour me adouble.”

Oritafilled asmall ceramic cup out of abottle Stting on the edge of the poal. "How'slife at the
embassy?'

"The usua dung one would expect from the State Department.” Showalter took along sip of the saki
and let it settleinto his tomach. "How goes the investigation? Any information on the leads we received
from Team Lincoln?'

"I checked out the company management of Murmoto. | can't uncover adirect link between the
corporate executive officers and the warheads. My own opinion isthey're clean. They haven't the
dightest ideaof what isgoing on beneath their noses.”

"Some of them must know."

Oritagrinned. "Only two assembly line workers haveto beinonit.”

"Why only two?"

"All that are required. The assembly line worker who overseestheingallation of the air conditioners.
He'sin aposition to select specific carsto get the warheads. And the ingpector who checks out the units
to make sure they work before the cars are shipped to the dedlers. He okays the phony units that don't
operate.”

"There hasto beathird man,” disagreed Showalter. "An agent in the factory's computerized shipping
department who erases dl trace of the bomb cars, except on the bill of lading which isrequired to satisfy
foregn cusomsofficids.”

"Have you followed the thread from factory to air conditioner supplier to nuke plant?’

"To the supplier, yes. Then thetrail vanishes. | hopeto pick up ascent and follow it to the sourcein
the next few days."

Orita's voice became slent as a man came from the dressing room and walked toward the heated
pool. He was short with slver hair and mustache and held the small wash towd in front of hisgroin.



"Who the hell are you?' demanded Showalter, darmed that astranger had broken the security of the
ryokan.

"My nameis Ashikaga Enshu.”
"Who?'

The man stood there without answering for several seconds. Showater began franticaly looking
around, wondering why no security sentries were present.

Then Oritabegan laughing. " Great disguise, Jm. Y ou fooled hdll out of both of us."

James Hanamuraremoved the silver-haired wig and pulled off the eyebrows and mustache. "Not bad
if | dosay so. | faked out Hideki Sumaand his secretary aswell."

Showalter exhaled agreat breath and sank in the water up to his chin. "Jesus, you gave me ascare.
For dl | knew you had penetrated the security rings and were about to dispatch Oritaand me."

"That saki looks good. Any |eft?"

Oritapoured him acup. "Therésawhole case of it in the kitchen." Then suddenly a surprised
expression swept hisface. "What wasthat you just said?"

"Beg your pardon?’

"Hideki Suma.”

"My hdf of the operation. | traced ownership of the Murmoto Automotive and Aircraft Corporation
and the Sushimo Steamship Company through astring of phony business frontsto Hideki Suma, the
recluse tycoon. Murmoto and Sushimo are only a drop in the bucket. This guy has more assets than the
entire State of Cdifornia, with Nevadaand Arizonathrownin."

"Didn't the ship that blew up, the Divine Star, belong to Sushimo Steamship?' asked Showalter.

"Yesindeed. A neat package, wouldn't you say? It looksto melike Hideki Sumaisupto hisearsin
thismess™"

"Sumaisavery powerful man,” said Showdter. "He prospersin strange and devious ways. They say
that if he commands Prime Minigter Junshiro and his cabinet ministersto flap their ams and fly, they'd
fight over who jumps out the window firg."

"You actudly got in to see Suma?' Orita asked in amazement.

"Nothing toit. Y ou should see his office and secretary. Both very choice.”

"Why the disguise?’

"Team Lincoln'sidea. Suma collects paintings by a sixteenth century Japanese artist named Masaki

Shimzu. Jordan hired an expert forger to paint what iscaled in art circles an undiscovered Shimzu, oneit
was known Sumadidn't have in his collection. Then, asthe reputable finder of lost art, Ashikaga Enshu, |



oldittohim."

Showalter nodded. "Clever, clever. Y ou must have studied your Japanese art.”

"A crash course." Hanamuralaughed. " Suma aborated on how Shimzu painted idandsfrom a
balloon. Hed have ordered me drawn and quartered if he knew he waslaying out a hundred and
forty-five million yen for afake painted from a satellite photo.”

"For what purpose?’ asked Orita, hisface oddly taut.

"To plant bugsin hisoffice, naturdly.”

"How comel wasn't in on this?'

"| thought it best you two didn't know what the other was doing,” Showalter answered Orita, "so you
couldn't reved anything of importanceif ether of you were compromised.”

"Where did you set the bugs?' Orita asked Hanamura.

"Two in the frame of the painting. Onein an easel he's standing in front of awindow, and another
ingdethe draw handlefor the blinds. The latter two arein perfect dignment with arelay tranamitter |
placed in atree outsde the atrium dome of the city."

"What if Suma has hidden sweep equipment?”

"l "borrowed' the dectrica blueprintsto hisfloor of the building. His detection equipment isfird rate,
but it won't pick up our bugs. And when | say bugs, I'mtalking in theliteral sense”

Oritamissed Hanamurasimplication. "You logt me."

"Our miniature receiving and sending units are not designed with the ook of tiny eectronic objects.
They're molded to look like ants. If discovered, they'll either be ignored or simply mashed without

suspicion.”
Showalter nodded. "That's pretty dick.”

"Even our Japanese brothers have to take a back seat to our home-grown eavesdropping technology.”
Hanamurasmiled widely. "Therelay tranamitter, which is about the size of agolf bal, sendsal
conversations, including telephone or intercom calls from the office bugs, to one of our satellites, and then
beams them down to Me Penner and his Team Chryder on Paau.”

Oritagtared into the water. "Do we know for certain if they're picking up Suma's conversations?”

"The system isfully operational,” Showalter assured him. "' contacted Penner before | |eft for our
meeting. He's receiving the sgnalsloud and clear. And so are we. A member of my team at the embassy
isasotunedin on Jm'slisening gear.”

"Youll dert us, | hope, if any information comes through that we can usein theinvestigation.”

"Absolutely." Showadter poured himsdlf another saki. "Asamatter of interest, therewas an intriguing
conversation going on between Sumaand Korori Y ashishu when | |eft the embassy. Too bad | only



caught the first couple of minutes of it.”
"Y oshishu," muttered Hanamura. "Good lord, isthat old crook still dive?!
"Ninety-one and rotten as ever,” answered Showalter.
Hanamura shook his head. " The master crimina of the age, persondly responsible for morethan a

million degaths. If Y oshishu is behind Sumaand aworldwide organization of hidden nuclear warheeds,
we're al in deep, deep trouble.”

An hour before dawn a Murmoto limousine pulled to a stop and afigure stepped from the shadows
and quickly ducked through the opened door. Then the car crawled dowly through the narrow back
Streets of Asakusa

"Mr. Sumas office is bugged,” said Orita. "One of our agents posing as an art dealer hid sophisticated
listening devicesin the frame of apainting, an easdl, and the draw pull of the window blinds."

"Areyou certain?' demanded astunned Kamatori. "The deder produced an originad Shimzu."
"A fake painted from a satdllite photo.”

Kamatori hissed. "Y ou should have informed me sooner.”

"l only learned of it afew hoursago.”

Kamatori said nothing but stared at Oritals face in the semi darkness of the limousine asif reinforcing
histrug.

Like George Furukawa, Roy Oritawas an intelligence deeper, born in the United States of Japanese
parents and groomed for employment in the CIA.

Finaly Kamatori said, "Much was said this afternoon that could prove damaging to Mr. Suma. There
can be no mistake about this?'

"Did the deder say his name was Ashikaga Enshu?’

Kamatori felt shock mingled with shame. His job wasto protect Sumas organi zation from penetration.
He had failled miserably and lost much face.

"Yes Enghu.”

"Hisred nameisJames Hanamura. The other half of my team whosejob isto investigate the source of
the nuclear car bombs.”

"Who fathomed the tie between the cars and the warheads?"

"An amateur by the name of Dirk Pitt. He was borrowed from the National Underwater and Marine



Agency."
"Is he dangerousto us?’

"He might cause trouble. | can't say for sure. He's not assigned to the investigative operations. But he
does have an awesome reputation for successfully carrying through impossible projects.”

Kamatori sat back and idly stared out the window &t the darkened buildings. At last he turned to
Crita.

"Canyou givemealist of names of the agents you're working with and provide updates on their
activities?'

Oritanodded. "Thelist of names, yes. The activities, no way. We dl work separately. Like amagical
act, no one knows what the other hand isdoing."

"Keep meinformed as best you can.”

"What do you intend to do about Pitt?’

Kamatori looked a Oritawith venom in hiscold eyes. "If a safe opportunity arises, kill him."

<<29>>

Guided by Loren Smith on one side and Al Giordino on the other, Pitt backed the Stutz town car
down the ramps of atrailer and parked it between ared 1926 Hispano-Suiza, abig cabriolet
manufactured in France, and a beautiful 1931 Marmon V-16 town car. He cocked an ear and listened to
the engineaminute, revving therpm's, satisfying himsdlf it wasturning over smoothly without amiss. Then
he switched off theignition.

It was an Indian summer day. The sky was clear and warm for early fall. Pitt wore corduroy dacks
and a suede sport coat, while Loren looked radiant in a dusty rose jumpsuit.

While Giordino moved the pickup truck and trailer to aparking lot, Loren stood on the running board
of the Stutz and gazed at thefield of over ahundred classic cars arranged around the infield of the
VirginlaMemoria racetrack. The concours d'elegance, ashow where the cars were judged on
appearance, was combined with one-lap races around the track between classic vehicles designed and



built asroad and tour cars.

"They'redl so gorgeous,” Loren said wonderingly. "1've never seen SO many exotic carsin one place.”

"Stiff competition,

Pitt said as he raised the hood and wiped down the engine. "I'll be lucky to take athird in my class.

"Whenisthejudging?'

"Any time"

"And the races?’

"After the concours, winners are announced and the awards passed out.”

"What car will you race againgt?"

"According to the program, the red Higpano next to us."

Loren eyed the attractive Paris-built drop-head cabriolet. "Think you can beet it?"

"I don't know. The Stutz is six years newer, but the Hispano has alarger engine and alighter body."

Giordino approached and announced, "I'm hungry. When do we eat?"

Loren laughed, gave Giordino alight kiss on the cheek, and produced a picnic basket from the back
seat of the Stutz. They sat on the grass and ate mortadella and brie with sourdough bread, accompanied
with a pate and fruit and washed down by abottle of Valley of the Moon zinfandd.

The judges came and began examining Fitt's car for the contours. Hewas entered in Class D,
American classic 1930 to 1941 closed top. After fifteen minutes of intense study, they shook his hand
and moved off to the next car in hisclass, a1933 Lincoln V12 Berline,

By thetime Fitt and hisfriends had polished off the zinfanddl, the winners were announced over the
public announcement system. The Stutz came in third behind a 1938 Packard sport coupe and a 1934
Lincolnlimousne

Pitt had lost one and a hdf points out of a perfect hundred because the Stutz cigarette lighter didn't
work and the exhaust system did not strictly adhere to the origina design.

"Better than | expected,” said Fitt proudly. "I didn't think wed place.”
"Congratulations,” said Frank Mancuso.

Aitt stared blankly at the mining engineer who had seemingly appeared out of nowhere. "Where did
you pop from?"

"I heard through the grapevine you'd be here," said Mancuso warmly, "so | thought I'd drop by, see
the cars, and tdlk alittle shop with you and Al."



"Timefor usto go to work?"
n Not ya."

Aitt turned and introduced Mancuso to Loren. Giordino smply nodded and passed the newcomer a
glass of wine from anewly opened bottle. Mancuso's eyes widened when he was introduced to Loren.

Helooked at Fitt with an gpproving expression, then nodded at Loren and the Stutz. "Two classic
beauties. Y ou have excellent taste.”

Aitt smiled dyly. "l dowhat | can.”
"That's quiteacar,” Mancuso said, eyeing the lines of the Stutz. "L eBaron coachwork, isn't it?"
"Very good. Y ou into old automobiles?!

"My brother isacar nut. | soaked up what little | know about them from him." He motioned up the
adesegparating theline of cars. "Would you careto give me aguided lecture on al thisfine machinery?'

They excused themselvesto Loren, who struck up a conversation with the wife of the owner of the
Higpano-Suiza. After they strolled past afew cars, Giordino grew impatient.

"What's going on?" he demanded.

Mancuso stared at him. ™Y ou'll probably hear about it from Admira Sandecker. But Team Mercedes
has been put on hold. Y our project to salvage any remains of the ship that carried the bomb cars has
been scrubbed.”

"Any particular reeson?'

"The President decided it would be best if we kept hands off for now. Too many problems. Soviet
propagandais aready trying to lay the blast on our doorstep. Congressis talking about launching
investigations, and the President isin no mind to explain an undercover salvage operation. He can't afford
discovery of your Soggy Acresventure. That went againg internationa laws governing mining of the
sedfloor.”

"We only took samples," said Fitt defensively. "It was purely an experimenta program.”

"Maybe s0, but you got the jump on the rest of the world. Third-world nations especidly would howl
their heads off at the UN if they thought they were being cut out of an undersea bonanza."

Pitt stopped and studied a huge open car. "1'd love to own thisone."
"A Cadillac touring?

"A Cadillac V-Sixteen phaeton,” Pitt corrected. "They're bringing closeto amillion dollars a the
auctions.

Giordino nodded. "Right up there with the Duesenbergs.”

Pitt turned and looked at Mancuso steedily. "How many cars with warheads have they found?’



"Only your six so far. Stacy and Weatherhill haven't sent word of their progress on the West Coast
yet"

"The Japanese must have afleet of those things scattered around the country,” said Pitt. " Jordan will
need an army to nail them down.”

"Theres no lack of manpower, but thetrick isto do it without pushing the Japsinto acorner. If they
think their nuclear bomb project is threatened, they might overreact and set one off man

"Niceif Team Honda can penetrate the source and snatch amap of the locations," Giordino said
quigtly.

"They'reworking onit,” Mancuso stated firmly.

Pitt leaned over and peered a aLaique crystal head of arooster that adorned the radiator of a
Pierce-Arrow roadgter. "In the meantime we dl st around with our fingersin our ears.”

"Dont fed left out. Y ou accomplished morein thefirst four hours than the entire team in forty-eight.
Well be cdled when we're needed.”

"l don't likewaiting in the dark for something to happen.”

Giordino switched his attention from the carsto agirl walking past in atight leather skirt and said
vaguely, "What could possibly happen at a concours?!

They seemed an unlikely group, but there they were, serioudy observant in their dark suits and attaché
cases amid the casually dressed classic car owners and spectators. The four Japanese men gazed
studioudy at the cars, scribbling in notebooks and acting as though they were advance men for aTokyo
consortium of collector car buyers.

It was agood front. People noticed them, were bemused by their antics, and turned away, never
suspecting they were ahighly trained team of undercover operatives and their attaché cases were
arsends of gas grenades and assault weapons.

The Japanese team had not come to admire the automobiles, they came to abduct Loren Smith.

They combed the area around the concours, noting the exits and placement of armed security guards.
Their leader, his dark face glistening in the midday sun, noted that Fitt's Stutz was parked in the center of
thefield of classic automobiles, making it next to impossible to spirit Loren away without causing an

outcry.

He ordered histhree men to return to their stretch limousine that was parked by the track while he
hung around keeping an eye on Loren's movements. He a so followed PFitt, Giordino, and Mancuso for a
short distance, examining their clothing for any telltale bulge of ahandgun. He saw nothing suspicious and
assumed al three were unarmed.



Then he wandered about patiently, knowing the right moment would eventudly arrive.

A race seward informed Pitt that he and the Stutz were due on the starting line. With hisfriends going
along for theride, he drove aong the grass aid e between the rows of cars and through a gate onto the
asphat one-mile oval track.

Giordino raised the hood and gave afind check of the engine while Mancuso observed. Loren gave
Pitt along good-luck kiss and then jogged to the side of the track, where she sat on alow wall.

When the Hispano-Suiza pulled dongside, Fitt walked over and introduced himsdlf asthe driver
stepped from behind the whedl to recheck his hood latches.

"I guesswell be competing againgt each other. My nameis Dirk Fitt.”

The driver of the Hispano, abig man with graying hair, awhite beard, and blue-green eyes, stuck out a
hand. "Clive Cusder."

Pitt looked a him strangely. "Do we know each other?”

"It'spossble,”" replied Cusder, smiling. "Y our nameisfamiliar, but | can't place your face.”

"Perhapswe met a aparty or acar club meet.”

"Good luck," FAitt wished him gracioudly.

Cusder beamed back. "The sameto you."

As he settled behind the big steering whed, Pitt's eyes scanned the instruments on the dashboard and
then locked on the officia starter, who was dowly unfurling the green flag. Hefailed to noticealong
white Lincoln limousine pull to astop in the pit areadong the concrete safety wall just in front of Loren.

Nor did he see aman exit the car, walk over to her, and say afew words.

Giordino's attention was focused on the Stutz. Only Mancuso, who was standing severa feet awvay,
saw her nod to the man, a Japanese, and accompany him to the limousine.

Giordino lowered the hood and shouted over the windshield, "No oil or water leaks. Don't push her
too hard. We may have rebuilt the engine, but she's over sixty years old. And you can't buy spare Stutz

parts at Pep Boys."

"I'll keep the rpm's below the red,” Pitt promised him. Only then did he miss Loren and glance around.
"What happened to Loren?"

Mancuso leaned over the door and pointed at the white stretch Lincoln. "A Japanese businessman
over therein the limo wanted to talk to her. Probably some lobbyist.”



"Not like her to misstherace.
"I'll keep an eye on her," said Mancuso.
Giordino reached in and gripped Fitt's shoulder. "Don't missa shift.”

Then he and Mancuso stepped away to the side of the track asthe starter positioned himsdlf between
the two cars and raised the green flag over his head.

Pitt eased down on the accel erator until the tachometer read 1,000 rpm's. His timing was on the edge
of perfect. He second-guessed the starter officia and popped the clutch the same instant the flag began
its descent. The turquoise Stutz got the jump and leaped a car length ahead of the red Hispano-Suiza.

The Stutz eight-cylinder engine featured twin overhead camshafts with four valves per cylinder. And
though the horsepower was comparable, the Hispano's six-cylinder displacement was eight liters against
fivefor the Stutz. In chassis and body weight, the big town car gave awvay a 200-kilogram handicap to
the cabriolet.

Both drivers had removed the cutout that alowed the exhaust to bypass their mufflers and thunder into
theair just behind the manifolds. The resulting roar from the elderly engines asthe cars accelerated from
the starting line excited the crowd in the stands, and they shouted and applauded, urging on the beautiful
but monstrous masterworks of mechanical art to higher speeds.

Aitt still led asthey surged into the first turn in ahaze of exhaust and afury of sound. He shifted through
the gears as smoothly asthe old transmission let him. First gear was worn and gave off abanshee howl,
with second coming much quieter. Given enough time and distance, both cars might have reached a
speed of 160 kilometers (100 mph), but their accelerating velocity did not exactly snap necks.

Aitt kept awary eye on the tach as he made hisfind shift with the Warner four-speed. Coming onto
the backstretch, the Stutz was pushing a hundred kilometers, with the Hispano pressing hard and gaining
intheturn.

Onto the straightaway, the Hispano moved up on the Stutz. Cusder was going dl out. He pushed the
big French car to the limit, the noisy vavetrain nearly drowning out the roar of the exhaust. Theflying
stork ornament that was mounted on the radiator crept even with the Stutz's rear door handle.

There was nothing Pitt could do but keep the front wheels aimed straight, the accel erator pedal
mashed to the floorboard, and hurtle down the track at full bore. The tach needle was quivering a
millimeter below the red line. He dared not push the engine beyond itslimits, not just yet. He backed off
dightly asthe Hispano drew alongside.

For afew momentsthey raced wheel to whedl. Then the superior torque of the Hispano began to tell,
and it edged ahead. The exhaust from the big eight-liter engine sounded like avulcan cannon in Aitt's
ears, and he could see thetrainlike taillight that waggled back and forth when the driver stepped on the
brakes. But Cusder wasn't about to brake. He was pushing the flying Hispano to the wall.

When they sped into thefind turn, Pitt dipped in behind the big red car, drafting for afew hundred
meters before veering high in the curve. Then, asthey came onto the homestretch, he used the few horses
the Stutz had | eft to give and dingshotted down to the inside of the track.

With the extra power and momentum, he burst into the lead and held off the charging Hispano just



long enough to cross the finish line with the Stutz sun-goddess radiator ornament lessthan half ameter in
front of the Hispano stork.

It was amasterful touch, the kind of finish that excited the crowd. He threw back his head and laughed
as hewaved to them. He was supposed to continue and take a victory lap, but Giordino and Mancuso
legped from the pit areawaving their hands for him to stop. He veered to the edge of the track and
dowed.

Mancuso was frantically gesturing toward the white limousine that was speeding toward an exit. "The
limousineg" heydled ontherun.

Pitt's reaction time was fast, dmost inhumanly so, and it only took him an ingtant to transfer hismind
from the race to what Mancuso wastrying to tell him.

"Loren?" he shouted back.

Giordino legped onto the running board of the still-moving car. 1 think those Japsin the limousine
snatched her," he blurted.

Mancuso rushed up then, breathing heavily. "They drove away before | redized shewas dlill inthe

"Youarmed?' Pitt asked him.
"A twenty-five Colt auto in an ankle holster.”

"Get in!" Fitt ordered. Then heturned to Giordino. "Al, grab aguard with aradio and dert the police.
Frank and I'll give chase."

Giordino nodded without areply and ran toward a security guard patrolling the pits as Fitt gunned the
Stutz and barreled past the gate leading from the track to the parking lot behind the crowd stands.

He knew the Stutz was hopel esdy outclassed by the big, newer limousine, but held dways held the
unshakable belief that insurmountable odds were surmountable.

He settled in the seat and gripped the whed, his prominent chin thrust forward, and took up the
pursuit.

<<30>>



Pitt got away fast. Therace officid at the gate saw him coming and hustled people out of the way. The
Stutz hit the parking lot at eighty kilometers an hour, twenty seconds behind the white Lincoln.

They tore between the aides of parked cars, Pitt holding the horn button down in the center of the
steering whedl. Thankfully, the lot was empty of people. All the spectators and concours entrantswerein
the stands watching the races, many of whom now turned and stared at the turquoise Stutz asit swept
toward the street, twin chrome horns blagting the air.

Pitt was inflamed with madness. The chances of stopping the limousine and rescuing Loren were next
to impossible. It was a chase bred of desperation. There wasllittle hope a sixty-year-old machine could
run down amodern limousine pulled by abig V-8 engine giving out dmost twice the horsepower. This
was more than acrimina kidnapping, he knew. He feared the abductors meant for Loren to die.

Pitt cramped the whed asthey hit the highway outside the racetrack, careening Sdewaysin a
protesting screech of rubber, fishtailing down the highway in chase of the Lincoln.

"They've got aheavy lead,” Mancuso said sharply.

"Wecan cut it," Fitt said in determination. He snapped the whedl to one side and then back again to
dodge acar entering the two-lane highway from aside road. "Until they're certain they're being chased,
they won't drive over the speed limit and risk being stopped by a cop. The best we can do is keep them
insight until the sate police can intercept.”

Ritt's theory was on the money. The charging Stutz began to gain on the limousine.

Mancuso nodded through the windshield. " They're turning onto Highway Five dong the James River."

Pitt drove with aloose and confident fury. The Stutz wasin its dement on astraight road with gradua
turns. Heloved the old car, its complex machinery, the magnificent styling, and fabulous engine.

Aitt pushed the old car hard, driving like ademon. The pace was too much for the Stutz, but Pitt
talked to it, ignoring the strange ook on Mancuso's face, urging and begging it to run beyond itslimits.

And the Stutz answered.

To Mancuso it wasincredible. It seemed to him that Pitt was physicaly lifting the car to higher speeds.
He stared at the speedometer and saw the needle touching ninety-eight mph. The dynamic old machine
had never been driven that fast when it was new. Mancuso held on to the door as Pitt shot around cars
and trucks, passing severd at onetime, so fast Mancuso was amazed they didn't spin off theroad on a
tight bend.

Mancuso heard another sound above the exhaust of the Stutz and looked up from the open chauffeur's
compartment into the sky. "We have a hdicopter riding herd,” he announced.

"Police?"

"No markings. It looks commercid."



"Too bad we don't havearadio.”

They had drawn up within two hundred meters of the limousine when the Stutz was discovered, and
the Lincoln carrying Loren immediately began to pick up speed and dip away.

Then to add to the growing setback, agood ole farm boy driving abig Dodge pickup truck with two
rifles dung across the rear window spotted the antique auto climbing up histruck bed and decided to do
alittle funnin' to keep the Stutz from passing.

Every time Pitt pulled over the center line to overtake the Dodge, the wiry oily-haired driver, who
grinned with half amouth of vacant teeth, just cackled and veered to the opposite side of the road,
cutting the Stutz off.

Mancuso pulled hislittle automatic from its ankle holster. "I'll put one through the clown'swindshield.”
"Give meachanceto bulldog him," said Aitt.

Bulldogging was an old-time race driver'strick. Pitt eased up on the right side of the Dodge, then
backed off and came at the other. He repeated the process, not trying to force hisway past, but taking
control of the Situation.

The skinny truck driver swerved side to side to block what he thought were PFitt's attempts to pass.
Holding the Stutz at bay after numerous assaults, his head began to swive to see wherethe old classic
car was coming from next.

And then he made the mistake Pitt was hoping for.

Helost his concentration on a curve and dipped onto the gravel shoulder. His next mistake wasto
oversteer. The Dodge whipped wildly back and forth and then hurtled off the road, rolling over ina
clump of low trees and bushes before coming to rest on itstop and crushing a hornet's nest.

Thefarm boy was only bruised in the crash, but the hornets amost killed him before he escaped the
upside-down truck and leaped into a nearby pond.

"Slick work," said Mancuso, staring back.
Aitt dlowed aquick grin. "It's called methodical recklessness.”

The grin vanished as he swerved around atruck and saw aflatbed trailer stopped on the blind side of
acurve. Thetruck had lost part of its cargo, three oil barrelsthat had fallen off the trailer. One had burst
and spread awide greasy dick on the pavement. The white limousine had missed striking the truck but
lost traction in the oil and made two complete 360-degree circles beforeits driver incredibly straightened
it out and darted ahead.

The Stutz went into asideways four-whed drift, tires smoking, the sun flashing on its polished whedl
covers. Mancuso braced himsdlf for the impact againgt the rear of the truck he was sure would come.

Pitt fought the skid for a horrifying hundred meters before the black tire marks were findly behind him.
Then hewasinto the oil. He didn't touch his brakes or fight the car but shoved in the clutch and let the
car roll free and straight over the dippery pool. Then he eased the car dong the grass shoulder beside the
road until thetireswererid of the oil, then resumed the chase only afew seconds now behind the



Lincaln.
After the near miss, Mancuso was amazed to see Fitt blithely carry on asif he was on a Sunday drive.
"The helicopter?' Pitt asked conversationdly.
Mancuso bent his head back. " Still with us. Flying above and to the right of the limo.”
"I have agut feding they're working together.”
"Does seem strange there are no markings on the bird,” agreed Mancuso.
"If they're armed, we could bein for abad time."

Mancuso nodded. "That's afact. My pea shooter won't do much againgt automatic assault weapons
fromthear."

"Still, they could have opened up and shut off our water miles back."

"Speaking of water," said Mancuso, pointing at the radiator.

The gtrain on the old car was beginning to tell. Steam was hissing from thefiller cap under the sun
goddess, and oil was stregking from the louvers of the hood. And as Pitt braked before atight turn, he
might just aswell haveraised asall. The brake lining was overheated and badly faded. The only event
that occurred when Pitt pushed the pedal was the flash of the taillights.

Pitt had visons of Loren tied and gagged in the plush rear seet of the limousine. Fear and anxiety
swept through him like agust of icy wind. Whoever abducted her might have aready murdered her. He
pushed the terrible thought from his mind and told himsdlf the kidnappers could not afford to lose her asa
hostage. But if they harmed her, they would die, he vowed ruthlesdy.

Driving asif possessed, he was consumed with determination to rescue Loren. Using every scrap of
his stubborn spirit, he pursued the Lincoln relentlesdy.

"We're holding on to them,” Mancuso observed.

"They'retoying with us" Ritt replied, eyeing the road between the sun goddess hood ornament and the
rear bumper of the white limousine racing only fifty meters ahead. " They should have enough power to
leave usin their fumes™

"Could be an engine problem.”

"l don't think s0. The driver isaprofessond. He's maintained an exact distance between ussincethe
ol il

Mancuso looked at hiswatch as the sun'srays flashed through the trees branching over the road.
"Wherein hell are the sate police?"

"Chasing dl over the countryside. Giordino has no way of knowing which direction we took."

"Y ou can't keep up this pace much longer.”



"Al will smell out our trall," Att said with complete confidence in hislongtime friend.

Mancuso tilted his head as his ears picked up anew sound. He rose up on his knees and looked back
and upward through the overhanging trees. He began waving madly.

"What isit?" Pitt asked, decderating around a sharp turn and over a short bridge that spanned a
narrow stream, hisfoot pushing the near usaless brake pedal to the floor.

"| think the cavalry has arrived,” Mancuso shouted excitedly.
"Another helicopter,” Pitt acknowledged. "' Can you see markings?'

The speeding cars raced out of the trees and into open farmland. The approaching helicopter banked
to one side, and Mancuso could read the wording on the cowling under the engine and rotor blades.

"Henrico County Sheriff's Department!" he yelled above the heavy thump of the rotor blades. Then he
recognized Giordino waving from an open doorway. Thelittle Italian had arrived, and not aminute too
soon. The Stutz was on itslast bregth.

The pilot in the strange copter flying above the limousine saw the new arriva too. He suddenly veered
off, dropped low, and headed northeast at full throttle, quickly disappearing behind arow of trees
bordering acornfield.

The Lincoln appeared to dowly drift to one side of the road. Pitt and Mancuso watched in helpless
horror as the long white limo angled onto the shoulder, soared over asmal ditch, and surged into the
cornfield asif chasing the fleeing helicopter.

Pitt took in the rapid change of scene in one swift, sweeping glance. Reacting ingtantly, he twisted the
whed, sending the Stutz after the Lincoln. Mancuso's mouth hung in shock asthe dry and brittle
corngtalks, left standing after husking, whipped the windshield. Ingtinctively he ducked down in the seet
with hisarms over his head.

The Stutz plunged after the limousine, bouncing wildly on its ancient springs and shock absorbers. The
dust clouds flew so thick Pitt could hardly see past the sun goddess, yet hisfoot remained jammed flat on
the accelerator.

They burst through awire fence. A piece of it clipped Mancuso on the sde of the head, and then they
were out of the cornfield ddmost on top of the limousine. It had shot into the open at an incredible rate of
gpeed in adirect line toward a concrete silo with the Stutz right behind.

"Oh, God," Mancuso murmured, seeing disaster.

Despite the shock of witnessing an approaching crash that he was hel pless to prevent, Fitt jerked the
steering whed violently to hisright, throwing the Stutz in aspin around the other side of the silo, and
missed piling into the Lincoln by an arm's length.

He heard rather than saw the convulsive crush of meta tearing apart followed by the crackled splash
of shattered glass against concrete. A great cloud of dust burst from the base of the silo and shrouded the
devadtated limousine.



Pitt was out of the Stutz before it stopped and running toward the crash site. Fear and dread spread
through his body as he came around the silo and viewed the shattered, twisted car. No one could have
lived after such aterrible impact. The engine had pushed through the firewa | and was shoved against the
front seat. The steering whed was thrust up against the roof. Fitt could not see any sign of the chauffeur
and assumed his body must have been thrown to the other side of the car.

The passenger compartment had accordioned, raising the roof in a strange peak and bending the
doorsinward, jamming them shut so tightly nothing lessthan an industrid metal saw could cut them away.
Pitt desperately kicked out the few glass shards remaining in a broken door window and thrust his head
insde

The crumpled interior was empty.

In numbed dow motion Fitt walked around the car, searching under it for signs of bodies. He found
nothing, not even atrace of blood or torn clothing. Then he looked at the caved-in dashboard and found
the reason for the vacant ghost car. He tore asmall instrument from its electrical connectors and studied
it, hisface reddening in anger.

Hewas still standing by the wreckage as the chopper landed and Giordino ran up, trailed by
Mancuso, who was holding a bloodied handkerchief to one ear.

"Loren?" Giordino asked with grim concern.

Pitt shook his head and tossed the strange instrument to Giordino. "We were hoodwinked. This car
was a decoy, operated by an eectronic robot unit and driven by someonein the helicopter.”

Mancuso stared wildly about thelimo. "I saw her getin," he said dazedly.
"Sodid1," Giordino backed him up.

"Not thiscar." Pitt spoke quietly.

"But it was never out of your sght.”

"But it was. Think about it. The twenty-second head start when it left the track and drove under the
gtandsto the parking lot. The switch must have been made then.”

Mancuso removed the handkerchief, reveding aneat dice just above hisear lobe. "It fits. Thisone
was never out of our Sght once we hit the highway."

Mancuso broke off suddenly and looked miserably at the demolished limo. No one moved or said
anything for severd moments.

"Welog her," Giordino said asif in pain, hisface pae. "God help us, we logt her.”

Pitt stared at the car unseeing, his big hands clenched in anger and despair. "WEell find Loren,” he said,
his voice empty and cold as Arctic stone. "And make those pay who took her."
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Bidefdd, West Germany
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Thefal morning was crigp with abiting wind from the north when August Clausen stepped out of his
half-timbered house and gazed across hisfields toward the dopes of the Teutoburg Forest near Bidefeld
in North RhineWestphdia Hisfarm lay in the valley, bordered by awinding siream that he had recently
dammed up. He buttoned up his heavy wool coat, took afew deep breaths, and then walked the path to
hisbarn.

A big hardy man just past seventy-four, Clausen still put in afull day'swork from sunup to sundown.
Thefarm had been in hisfamily for five generations. He and hiswife raised two daughters, who married
and |eft home, preferring city living in Bidefeld to farming. Except for hired hands during harvesting,
Clausen and hiswiferan thefarm aone.

Clausen pushed open the barn doors and mounted alarge tractor. The tough old gas engine turned
over and fired on the first revolution. He dipped the transmission into top gear and moved into the yard,
turning on adirt road and heading toward the fields that had been harvested and cultivated for the next

Soring planting.



Today he planned tofill in asmall depression that appeared in the southwest corner of alettucefidd. It
was one of the few outdoor chores he wanted to get out of the way before the winter months set in. The
evening before, he had set the tractor up with afront-end scoop to move dirt from amound near an old
concrete bunker |eft from the war.

One section of Clausen'sland was once an airfield for a L uftwatfe fighter squadron. When he returned
home after serving in a Panzer brigade that fought Patton's Third Army through France and half of
Germany, he found ajunkyard of burned and destroyed aircraft and motor vehicles piled and scattered
over most of hisfalow fields. He kept whét little was salvageable and sold the rest to scrap dedlers.

The tractor moved at a good speed over the road. There had been little rain the past two weeks and
the tracks were dry. The poplar and birch treeswore bright dabs of yellow againgt the fading green.
Clausen swung through an opening in the fence and stopped beside the depression. He climbed down
and studied the sinking ground close-up. Curioudly, it seemed wider and deeper than the day before. He
wondered at firgt if it might be caused by underground seepage from the stream he had dammed. And yet
the earth in the depression's center looked quite dry.

He remounted the tractor, drove to the dirt pile beside the old bunker that was now half hidden by
bushes and vines, and lowered the scoop. When he'd scraped up afull 1oad, he backed off and
approached the depression until his front wheels were on the edge. He raised the scoop dightly with the
intention of tilting it to drop the dirt load, but the front of the tractor began to tip. The front wheelswere
snking into the ground.

Clausen gaped in astonishment as the depression opened up and the tractor dove into a suddenly
expanding pit. He frozein horror as man and machine fell into the darkness below. He was mute with
terror, but heingtinctively braced hisfeet againgt the metd floor and clutched the steering whed in atight
grip. Thetractor hurtled agood twelve meters before it splashed into a deep underground stream. Huge
clods of soil struck the water, churning it into a mael strom that was soon blanketed by clouds of falling
dust. The noise echoed far into unseen reaches asthe tractor sank into water up to the top treads of its
high rear tires before coming to rest.

The impact drove the bregth from Clausen's body. An agonizing pain shot through his back, and he
knew it meant an injured vertebra. Two of hisribs, and perhaps more, cracked after his chest impacted
agang the seering whed. He went into shock, his heart pounding, his breath coming in painful gasps.
Bewildered, he hardly felt the water swirling around his chest.

Clausen blessed the tractor for landing right side up. If it had tumbled on one of itssides or top, in all
probability hed have been crushed to death or pinned and drowned. He sat there trying to comprehend
what had happened to him. He looked up at the blue sky to get agrasp of his predicament. Then he
peered around through the gloom and the drifting layers of dust.

Thetractor had falen into the pool of alimestone cave. One end was flooded but the other rose above
the pool and opened into avast cavern. He saw no signs of stalactites, stalagmites, or other natural
decorations. Both the smal entry cave and the larger chamber gppeared to have low six-meter-high flat
ceallingsthat were carved by excavation equipment.

Painfully hetwisted out of the tractor seet and half crawled, half swam up the ramplike floor leading
into the dry cavern. Knees diding, hands dipping on the dimy coating covering the cave'sfloor, he
struggled forward on dl fours until he felt dry ground. Weerily he hauled himsdf up into astting postion,
shifted around, and stared into dim recesses of the cavern.



It wasfilled with arcraft, literally dozens of them. All parked in even rows asif waiting for a squadron
of phantom pilots. Clausen recognized them asthe L uftwaffes first turbojet aircraft, Messerschmitt-262
Schwalbes (Swalows). They sat like ghostsin their mottled gray-green colors, and despite most fifty
years of neglect, they appeared in prime condition. Only mild corrosion on the auminum surfaces and
flattened tires suggested |ong abandonment. The hidden air base must have been evacuated and dl
entrances seded before the Allied armies arrived.

Hisinjuries were temporarily forgotten as Clausen reverently walked between the planes and into the
flight quarters and maintenance repair aress. As his eyes became adjusted to the darkness, he became
amazed a the neat orderliness. There was no sign of ahurried departure. He felt the pilots and their
mechanics were standing at ingpection in the field above and expected back at any time.

He entered astate of rapture when it struck him that al the wartime artifacts were on his property, or
under it, and belonged to him. The worth of the aircraft to collectors and museums must have ranged in
the millions of deutsche marks.

Clausen made his way back to the edge of the underground pool. The tractor looked a sorry sight with
only the steering whedl and upper tiresrising out of the water. Once more he gazed up at the holeto the
sky. There was no hope of climbing out on his own. The opening was too high and the walls too steep.

Hewasnt atiny bit worried. Eventudly hiswife would comelooking for him and summon neighbors
when shefound him standing happily in their newly discovered subterranean bonanza

There had to be a generator somewhere for eectrical power. He decided to search out its location.
Perhaps, he thought, he might be ableto fireit up and light the cavern. He squinted at his watch and
figured another four hours would pass before his wife became curious over his prolonged absence.

He hesitated, thoughtfully staring into the far end of the cave that doped into the forbidding pooal,
wondering if maybe another cavern waited in the darkness beyond the flooded depths.

<<32>>

"If the public only knew what goes on behind their backs, they'd burn Washington," said Sandecker as
the Virginia countryside flashed past the heavily tinted and armored windows of the customized mobile
command center disguised as anationaly known busline.

"We'rein awar right up to our damned teeth,” the MAIT team's Deputy Director, Donald Kern,



grumbled. "And nobody knows but us.”

"Y ou'reright about thewar," said Fitt, contemplating aglass of sodawater he held in one hand. "I
can't believe these people had the guts to abduct L oren and Senator Diaz on the same day.”

Kern shrugged. "The senator stepped from hisfishing lodge at six o'clock this morning, rowed out into
alake not much bigger than apond, and vanished."

"How do you know it wasn't an accidental drowning or suicide?!
"There was no body."
"Y ou dragged and searched the entire lake since thismorning?' Ritt asked skepticaly.

"Nothing so primitive. We diverted our newest spy satdllite over the area. There was no body floating
on or below the water."

"Y ou have the technology to see an object as smal as abody underwater from space?’

"Forget you heard it," Kern said with adight grin. "Just take my word for the fact that another
Japanese team of professiona operatives snatched Diaz in broad daylight along with hisboat and
outboard motor, and they managed it within sight of at |east five other fishermen who swear they
witnessed nothing.”

Pitt looked at Kern. "But Loren's abduction was witnessed.”

"By Al and Frank, who guessed what was going down, sure. But the spectatorsin the stands were
concentrating on the race. If any of them happened to glance in Loren's direction during the excitement,
al they saw was awoman entering the limo under her own free will."

"What screwed up the abductors well-laid plan,” said Sandecker, "was that you men knew she was
being seized and gave chase. Y our dert action aso confirmed the Japanese connection behind Senator
Diaz'skidnapping.”

"Whoever masterminded the separate plots was good,” Kern admitted. "Too good for the Blood Sun
Brotherhood.”

"Theterrorigt organization,” said Fitt. "They were behind it?'

"That's what they want usto think. The FBI received a phone call by someone who said hewasa
member and claiming responsbility. Strictly ared herring. We saw through the facadein lessthan a
minute."

"What about the helicopter that controlled the limousine?' Fitt asked. "Did you track it?

"Asfar as Hampton Roads. Thereit blew up in midair and fdll in thewater. A Navy salvageteam
should bediving on it now."

"A bottle of scotch they won't find bodies.”

Kern gave Fitt acanny look. "A bet you'd probably win."



"Any trace of thelimousinethat got awvay?'

Kern shook his head. "Not yet. It was probably hidden and abandoned after they transferred
Congresswoman Smith to another vehicle.”

"Who'sin charge of the hunt?

"The FBI. Their best fidld agents are dready forming investigative teams and assembling al known
data."

"You think thisistied to our search into the bomb cars?' asked Giordino, who aong with Fitt and
Mancuso had been picked up by Kern and Sandecker afew milesfrom the accident site.

"It's possible they could be warning usto lay off," answered Kern. "But our consensus is they wanted
to shut down the Senate investigating committee and €iminate the legidators who were ramrodding a bill
to cut off Japanese investment inthe U.S."

Sandecker lit one of hisexpengve cigars after clipping theend. "The Presdent isin ahell of abind. As
long asthere's a chance Smith and Diaz are dive, he can't alow the abductionsto leak to the news
media. God knowswhat hell would erupt if Congress and the public found out.”

"They have us over the proverbia barrd," Kern said grimly.

"If it isn't the Blood Sun Brotherhood, then who?* Giordino asked as helit acigar held stolen from
Admird Sandecker's supply in Washington.

"Only the Japanese government has the resources for an intricate abduction operation,” Pitt
Speculated.

"Asfar aswe can determine,” said Kern, "Prime Minister Junshiro and his cabinet are not directly
involved. Very possibly they have no idea of what's going on behind their backs. Not arare occurrence
in Japanese politics. We suspect a highly secretive organi zation made up of wedthy ultranationalist
industridists and underworld leaders, who are out to expand and protect Japan's growing economic
empire aswdl astheir own interests. Our best intelligence from Team Honda and other sources pointsto
an extremdly influentid bastard by the name of Hideki Suma. Showalter is certain Sumaisthekingpin
behind the bomb cars."

"A very nasty customer,” Sandecker added. " Shrewd, earthy, abrilliant operator, he's pulled the
strings behind Japanese politics for three decades.”

"And hisfather pulled them three decades before him," said Kern. He turned to Mancuso. "Frank here
isthe expert on the Sumas. He's compiled an extensive file on the family."

Mancuso was Sitting in alarge swivel chair drinking aroot beer, snce no acoholic beverageswere
alowed on the Nationa Security Agency's command bus. He looked up. "Suma, the father or the son?
What do you wish to know?"

"A brief history of their organization,” answered Kern.

Mancuso took afew sipsfrom hisglass and stared at the ceiling asif arranging histhoughts. Then he



began speaking asif reciting abook report to an English class.

"During the Japanese conquest of World War Two, their armies confiscated an immense hoard of 1oot
from religious orders, banks, business corporations, and the treasuries of falen governments. What began
as atrickle from Manchuriaand K orea soon became aflood as Chinaand dl of Southeast Asia, Maaya,
Singapore, the Dutch East Indies, and the Philippinesfdl before the ondaught from the empire of the
risng sun. Thetotd of the stolen gold, gems, and priceess artifacts can only be speculated, but estimates
have put it as high as two hundred billion, repest, billion, dollars at current values."

Sandecker shook hishead. "Inconceivable."
"The gold bullion donewasfigured at over seven thousand tons.
"It dl went to Japan?" asked Giordino.

"Up until nineteen forty-three. After that, American warships, and especidly our submarines,
interrupted the flow. Records indicate more than haf of the total hoard was sent to the Philippines for
inventory and forwarding to Tokyo. But toward the end of the war it was buried in secret locations
around the idands and became known as 'Y amashitas Gold." "

"Where do the Sumasfit in?' Ritt inquired.

"I'm coming to them," said Mancuso. " Japanese underworld societies quickly moved in after the
occupation troops and helped themsalves to the depositsin banks, nationd treasuries, and the wedth of
private citizens, dl in the name of the Emperor. Two minor agents of acrimina organization known asthe
Black Sky, which dominated Japan's underworld after the turn of the century, deserted and launched
their own society, naming it the "Gold Dragons.' One was Korori Y oshishu. The other was Koda Suma.”

"Koda being the father of Hideki," Sandecker concluded.

Mancuso nodded. "Y ashishu was the son of atemple carpenter in Kyoto. He was kicked out of the
house by hisfather when he wasten. He fdl in with the Black Sky and roseinitsranks. In nineteen
twenty-seven, at the age of eighteen, his bosses arranged for him to join the Army, where he craftily
advanced to therank of captain by the time the Imperid Army seized Manchuria. He set up aheroin
operation that brought the gang hundreds of millions of dollars that was divided with the Army."

"Hold on," said Giordino. "Y ou're saying the Japanese Army wasin the drug business?'

"They ran an operation that would be the envy of the drug kings of Colombia,” Mancuso replied. "In
concert with Japanese gang lords, the military ran the opium and heroin trades, forced the occupied
citizenry to participate in rigged lotteries and gambling houses, and controlled the sale of black market
goods."

The bus stopped at ared light, and Fitt looked into the face of atruck driver who wastrying invain to
see through the darkened windows of the bus. Pitt may have been staring out the window, but hismind
followed Mancuso's every word.

"Koda Suma was the same age as Y oshishu, the first son of an ordinary seaman in the Imperid Navy.
Hisfather forced him to enlist, but he deserted and was recruited by Black Sky mobsters. At about the



sametimethey put Y oshishu in the Army, the gang leaders smoothed over Suma's desertion record and
had him reingtated in the Navy, only thistime as an officer. Dispensing favors and money into theright
hands, he quickly rose to the rank of captain. Being agentsfor the same crimind ouitfit, it was only natural
that they work together. Y ashishu coordinated the heroin operations, while Suma systemized the looting
and arranged shipments on board Imperia nava vessdls."

"A monumentd ripoff to end dl ripoffs" Giordino observed moodily.
"The full scope of the network can never be documented.”

"More expensive even than the plunder of Europe by the Nazis?' Fitt asked, opening another bottle of
sodawater.

"By far,” Mancuso replied, smiling. "Then as now, the Japanese were more interested in the economic
side-- gold, precious gems, hard currency-- while the Nazis concentrated on masterworks of art,
sculpture, and rare artifacts.” His expression suddenly turned serious again. " Following the Japanese
forcesinto Chinaand then the rest of Southeast Asia, Y oshishu and Suma proved themsalvesto be
archcrimina plotters. Like characters out of Heller's book Catch-22, they worked beneficid dedswith
their enemies. They sold luxury goods and war materiasto Chiang Kai-shek, becoming quite chummy
with the generadlissmo, an arrangement that paid handsome dividends after the Communists svept over
Chinaand later when the Chinese government moved to Formaosa, which became Taiwan. They bought,
sold, pillaged, smuggled, extorted, and murdered on an unheard-of scale, bleeding every country dry that
came under their hedl. It goeswithout saying that Sumaand Y oshishu played a “onefor you, two for me
game when theloot was inventoried and divided with the Imperid forces.”

Aitt rose from hischair and stretched, easily touching the ceiling of the bus. "How much of the total
plunder actually reached Japan?’

"A smdl percentage made it into the Imperid War Treasury. The more easily transportable treasure
hoard, the precious gems and platinum, Sumaand Y oshishu safely smuggled into Tokyo on board
submarines and hid them on afarm in the country. The great mass of the bullion stayed behind on the
mainidand of Luzon. It was stored in hundreds of kilometers of tunnels dug by thousands of dlied
POWSs used as dave labor, who were either worked to desth or executed to secure the hidden locations
for recovery after thewar. | excavated one tunne on Corregidor that contained the bones of three
hundred prisoners who had been buried dive."

"Why isit thiswas never brought to the public attention?" asked Fitt.

Mancuso shrugged. "I can't say. Not until forty years later was there mention of the barbarismin afew
books. But by then, the Bataan death march and the armies of American, British and Philippine soldiers
who perished in POW camps were only dim memories.”

"The Germans are still haunted by the holocaust,” mused Fitt, "but the Japanese have remained mostly
ungtained by their atrocities.”

Giordino'sface was grim. "Did the Japs recover any of the treasure after the war?!

"'Some was dug up by Japanese construction companies, who claimed to be hel ping the Philippines
rise from the ravages of the conflict by developing variousindustria building projects. Naturaly, they
worked on top of the burid sites. Some was dug up by Ferdinand Marcos, who shipped severd hundred
tons of gold out of the country and discreetly converted it to currency on the world bullion markets. And



afar sharewas retrieved by Sumaand Y oshishu twenty yearslater. Maybe as much as seventy percent
of itisdtill hidden and may never be recovered.”

Pitt looked at Mancuso questioningly. "What happened to Sumaand Y oshishu after the war ended?”

"No fools, these guys. They read defest in their tealeaves as early as nineteen forty-three and began
laying plansto survive the end in grand style. Not about to die in battle during MacArthur's return to
Luzon, or commit ritua suicidein the humiliation of defeat, Suma ordered up asubmarine. Thenwitha
generous helping of the Emperor's share, they sailed off to Vdparaiso, Chile, wherethey lived for five
yearsin lavish comfort. When MacArthur became occupied with the Korean war, the master thieves
returned home and became master organizers. Sumadevoted his genius to economic and political
intrigue, while' Y oshishu consolidated his hold over the underworld and the new generation of Asan
whedler-dedlers. Within ten years they were the mgor power brokers of the Far East.”

"A red pair of sweethearts," Giordino said caudtically.

"Koda Sumadied of cancer in nineteen seventy-three," Mancuso continued. "Like a couple of
prohibition Chicago gangsters, Sumals son, Hideki, and Y ashishu agreed to divide up the massve
organization into different aress of activity. Y oshishu directed the crimina end, while Hideki built a power
base in government and industry. The old crook has pretty much retired, keeping hisfingersin various
pies, guiding the present crime leaders of the Gold Dragons, and occasiondly cutting ajoint venture with
Suma”

"According to Team Honda," Kern informed them, "Sumaand Y oshishu joined forces to underwrite
the weapons plant and the Kaiten Project.”

"The Kaiten Project?’ Pitt repested.

"Their code name for the bomb-car operation. Literally trandated into English it means “a change of
sky.' But to the Japanese it has a broader meaning: “anew day is coming, agreat shift in events.'"

"But Jgpan claimsto ban the introduction of nuclear weapons,” Fitt ventured. " Seems damned odd that
Sumaand Y oshishu could build a nuclear wegpons facility without some knowledge or backing from the
government.”

"The paliticians don't run Japan. The back-room movers and shakers behind the bureaucracy pull the
reins. It was no secret when Japan built aLiquid Metal Fast Breeder reactor. But it wasn't genera
knowledge that besides functioning as a power source it aso produced plutonium and converted lithium
into tritium, essentid ingredientsfor thermonuclear weapons. My guessis Prime Minigter Junshiro gave
his secret blessng to anuclear arsend, however reuctantly because of therisk of public outcry, but he
was purposely cut out of the Kaiten Project.”

"They certainly don't run a'government like we do," said Sandecker.
"Has Team Honda |l ocated the weapons plant?' Pitt asked Kern.
"They've narrowed it to asixty-square-kilometer grid around the subterranean city of Edo.”

"And they till can't find it?'



"Jm Hanamurathinks the city has deep tunndsthat connect to the facility. Aningenious cover. No
aboveground buildings or roads as agiveaway. Supplies entering for the thousands of people who live
and work in Edo, and their trash exiting. Most any nuclear equipment or material could be smuggled in
and out."

"Any leads to the detonation command?* asked Giordino.

"The Dragon Center?'

"Isthat whet they call it?"

"They have anamefor everything." Kern smiled. "Nothing solid. Hanamuraslast report said he was
onto alead that had something to do with apainting.”

"That makesahdl of alot of sense,”" Giordino carped.

The door opened to acramped communications compartment in the rear of the bus, and aman
stepped out and handed three sheets of paper to Kern.

Ashiseyesflicked over the wording, hisface became stricken. Finally, after coming to the end of the
third page, he rapped his knuckles againgt the arm of hischair in shock. "Oh, my God."

Sandecker leaned toward him. "What isit?"

"A status report from Mel Penner on Palau. He says Marvin Showalter was abducted on hisway to
the embassy. An American tourist couple reported seeing two Japanese men enter Showalter's car when
he stopped for a stalled truck a block from the embassy. The hushand and wife only happened to report
it to embassy officias because of the U.S. license tags and the surprise shown by the driver asthe
intruders legped into the car. They saw nothing more, as atourist bus pulled aongs de them and blocked
their view. By the time they could see the street again, Showalter's car had disappeared in traffic.”

"Goon."

"Jm Hanamurais|late reporting in. In hislast report to Penner, Jm said he had confirmed the location
of the weapons plant three hundred fifty meters underground. The main assembly areais connected to
Edo City, four kilometersto the north, by an eectric railway that aso runsthrough a series of tunnelsto
arsends, waste disposal caverns, and engineering offices.”

"Isthere more?" Sandecker gently persisted.

"Hanamurawent on to say he wasfollowing a strong lead to the Dragon Center. That'sdl."

"What word on Roy Orita?"' Pitt asked.

"Only abrief mention."

"He vanished too?"

"No, Penner doesn't say that. He only says Oritaingsts on Stting tight until we can sort things out.”



"I'd say the visitors have outscored the home team by threeto one,” said Fitt philosophically. "They've
snatched two of our legidators, cut Teams Honda and Cadillac off at the knees, and last but easily the
worgt, they know what we're after and where were coming from.”

"Sumaisholding adl the high cards," Kern conceded. "I'd better inform Mr. Jordan a once so he can
warn the President.”

Fitt leaned over the back of his chair and fixed Kern with adry stare. "Why bother?"
"What do you mean?"'
"l see no need to panic.”

"The President must be alerted. Were not only looking at the threat of nuclear blackmail but politica
ransom for Diaz and Smith. Suma can drop the axe any moment.

"No hewon't. Not yet anyway."
"How do you know?" Kern demanded.

"Something is holding Suma back. He's got afleet of those bomb cars hidden away. All he needsis
one driving the streets of Manhattan or Los Angelesto put the fear of God into the White House and the
American public. Hesliteraly got the government by the scrotum. But what does he do? He plays petty
kidnapper. No, I'm sorry. Something's not going down the right chute. Sumaisn't ready for primetime. |
say hesgdling.”

"| think Dirk hasacase," said Mancuso. "It's possible Suma's agents smuggled the bomb carsinto
position before they could bring the detonation command on line.”

"It fits," Sandecker concurred. "We might still havetimeto send in anew team to find and neutraize
it

"At the moment everything hinges on Hanamura" Kern hesitated gpprehensively. "We can only hope
he's unearthed the Dragon Center. But we aso have to consder the very red possibility he's either dead
or captured by Suma's security force.”

They went quiet asthe Virginia countryside rolled past the windows of the bus. The leaves on the trees
gleamed gold under thefal sun. Few people walking beside the road paid any attention to the passing
bus. If any had seen the charter sign above the driver'swindshield, they'd have smply thought it was a
group of vacationerstouring Civil War battlefields.

At last Sandecker spoke the thought that was on al their minds "I only we knew what thread Jm
Hanamurawas unraveing.”



<<33>>

At that moment, hafway acrossthe world, Jm Hanamurawould have given his new Corvette and his
Redondo Beach bachelor pad's state-of -the-art sound system to trade places with any man on that busin
Virginia

The cold night rain soaked his clothes and skin as helay covered by mud and rotting leavesin a
drainage ditch. The police and the uniformed security force that were hunting him had canvassed the area
and moved on ten minutes earlier, but helay therein the dimetrying to rest and formulate a plan of
action. He painfully rolled over on his good el bow and peered up and across the road. The only sign of
movement was aman in the garage of asmall house who was bent under the open hood of asmall
delivery truck.

He dropped back in the ditch and passed out for the third time since being shot during his escape from
Edo City. When Hanamura regained consciousness, he wondered how long he had been out. He held up
hisright wrigt, but the watch had stopped, broken when he wrecked his car. It couldn't have been very
long, however, because the driver of the ddivery truck was il tinkering with itsengine.

The three dugs from the security guards automatic rifles had caught him in the left arm and shoulder. It
was one of those flukes, athousand-to-one unforeseen incident that catches a professiona operative
fromablind sde.

His plans had been precise and exactingly executed. He'd forged the security clearance pass of one of
Sumas chief sructurd engineers by the name of Jiro Miyaza, who closdy resembled Hanamurain face

and body.

Entering Edo City and walking through the checkpoints leading to the design and congtruction
department had been a piece of cake. None of the guards saw anything suspicious about a man who
returned to his office after hours and worked on past midnight. All Japanese men put in long hours,
seldom working anorma eight-hour day.

Theingpection was loose, yet tighter than what it takesto walk into the Pentagon Building in
Washington. The guards nodded to Hanamura and watched as he dipped his pass card into the
electronic identity computer. The correct buzz sounded, avideo cameras light flashed green, and the
guards waved him through, satisfied that Hanamura was cleared to enter that section of the building. With
S0 many people passing in and out al hours of the day and night, they failed to recdl that the man
Hanamurawasimpersonating had only left for home afew minutes previoudy.

Hanamuratossed three offices in an hour and ahaf before he struck pay dirt. In the rear of adrawer
of adraftsman's table he found arolled cylinder of rough sketches of a secret ingtdlation. The sketches
should have been destroyed. He could only assume the draftsman had neglected to drop themin a
nearby shredder. He took histime, ran the drawings through a copy machine, inserted themin an
envelope, and put the originals back in the drawer exactly as he found them. The envelope he curled and
taped to the calf of oneleg.



Once he passed the guards on the way out, Hanamura thought he was home free. He walked out into
the vast atrium and waited histurn to take an elevator that opened on a pedestrian tunnel leading to the
parking level where hed left his Murmoto four-whed-drive pickup truck. There were twenty people
packed in the enclosure, and Hanamura had the misfortune of having to stand in the front row. When the
doors opened on his parking level, fate dedlt him abad hand.

Pushed ahead by the crowd behind him, Hanamura stepped right into Jiro Miyaza.

The engineer, whose identity Hanamura borrowed, had exited the adjacent eevator with hiswifeand
two children. They were headed for the same parking level for an evening drive aboveground.
Inexplicably, Miyazas eyes were drawn to the clearance pass clipped to Hanamura's pocket.

For amoment he smply stared, then his eyes widened and he looked into Hanamura's face with
dishdieving eyes.

"Wheat are you doing with my pass?' he demanded indignantly.

"Internal security,” Hanamuraanswered calmly with an air of authority. "We're examining security
areasto seeif the guards are dert and pick usout. | happened to be issued your name and 1D number.”

"My brother is assistant head of security. He never mentioned such an inspection to me.”
"We don't advertise," Hanamura said, glaring at Miyaza, who refused to back down.
Hanamuratried to edge hisway past Miyaza, but the engineer grabbed hisarm.

"Wait! | want to verify this"

Hanamura's lightning move was amost undetectable. He rammed his pam into Miyazas ches,
breaking the sternum. The engineer gasped for air, clutched his chest, and sank to hisknees. Hanamura
pushed him asde and camly walked toward his vehicle, which he had backed into its stall. He quickly
threw open the unlocked door of the Murmoto V-6 four-whedl-drive, dipped behind the whedl, and
turned the ignition key. The engine started on the second turn, and he shoved the shift lever into drive and
headed for the exit ramp and the gate only one level above.

He might have madeit if Miyaza's wife and children hadn't screamed their heads off and pointed
franticaly toward Hanamura. A nearby security guard rushed over and questioned them. He barely made
any sense of their hysterical jabbering, but he was smart enough to use his portableradio to dert the
guards manning the main entry gate.

Nothing went Hanamuras way. He was afraction of a second too late. A guard stepped from the
gatehouse and raised his hand for Hanamurato stop. Two of his comrades posted on opposite sides of
the exit tunnel lifted their wegpons at the ready position. And then there was the heavy sted barrier shaft
acrossthedrive.

Hanamuratook in the scene with one trained glance. There was no sopping in an atempt to bluff his
way past. He braced himself for the impact, dammed hisfoot against the gas pedal, and crouched down
inthe seat asfar as he could go. He struck the shaft partly on the raised bumper of the truck and partly
across the headlights, smashing them back into the fenders and pushing the grillwork against the radiator.



The shock was not as bad as Hanamura expected, just acrunch of metal and glass and atwisting
screech as the momentum of the truck snapped the sted barrier off where it hinged into a concrete piling.
Then the windows vanished in aspray of divers asthe guards opened up with their automatic rifles. It
wasthe only smal bit of luck that came hisway. The guards aimed high instead of blasting the engine
compartment and gastank or blowing out the tires.

The firing abruptly ceased as he broke clear of the tunnel and raced through a stream of cars entering
the underground city from the other, incoming road. Hanamura paid as much attention to the view in his
rearview mirror as he did to the road and traffic ahead. He didn't doubt for a second that Sumals security
people were derting the police to set up roadblocks. Throwing the Murmoto into four-whed-drive, he
cut off the pavement and shot down adirt road muddied by a pouring rainstorm. Only after bumping
through aforested areafor ten kilometers did he become aware of aburning pain in his shoulder and a
sticky flow of fluid down hisleft Sde. He pulled to astop under alarge pine tree and examined his|eft
shoulder and arm.

He'd been struck three times. One bullet through the biceps, one that cut agroove in his collarbone,
and another through the fleshy part of his shoulder. They were not killing injuries, but if not cared for they
could become extremely serious. It was the heavy loss of blood that worried Hanamura. Already hefelt
the early stages of light-headedness. He tore off his shirt and made a couple of crude bandages,
stermming the blood flow as best he could.

The shock and the pain were dowly replaced with numbness and the haze that was seeping into his
mind. The embassy was a hundred and sixty kilometers away in the heart of Tokyo. HEd never make it
through the multitude of busy streets without being stopped by a policeman, curious about the
bullet-riddled truck, or by Suma's network of armed forces, who would block every mgjor road leading
into the city. Briefly he considered making for the safety of the MAIT team'sinn, but Asakusawas on the
northeast of Tokyo, opposite Edo City on the west.

Helooked up through the shattered windshield at the rainy sky. The low clouds would hinder an air
hunt by helicopter. That was ahelp. Relying on the rugged Murmoto's four-whed! traction, Hanamura
decided to drive cross-country and travel the back roads before abandoning the pickup and hopefully
deding acar.

Hanamura drove on through the rain, detouring around streams and rice paddies, aways headed
toward the lights of the city, glowing dimly against the overcast sky. The closer he cameto the
metropolitan mainstream, the more densely populated it became. The open country ended amost
immediately, and the smadl back roads soon widened into busy highways and expressways.

The Murmoto was fatering too. The radiator was damaged from the collision with the barrier, and
steam hissed from under the hood in growing wisps of white. He glanced at the instrument panel. The
heat gauge needle was quivering into the red. It wastime to find another car.

Then he blacked out from the loss of blood and dumped across the whes!.

The Murmoto drifted off the road and sideswiped several parked cars before crashing through the thin
wooden wall of ahouse. The jolt brought him back to consciousness, and he stared dazedly around a
small courtyard the Murmoto had demolished. He was thankful the inhabitants of the house were away
and held missed any furnished rooms.

The one headlight still threw abeam, illuminating agate in back of the courtyard. Hanamura stumbled
through it into an aley behind the house as the shouting of startled neighbors erupted behind him. Ten



minutes later, after taggering acrossasmal park, he dropped in exhaustion and hid in amuddy ditch.
Helay there listening to the sirens screaming toward hiswrecked pickup truck. Once, after he felt
strong enough, he began to move deeper into one of Tokyo's secluded neighborhoods, but a security

vehicle drove dowly up and down the road beaming searchlightsinto the park and surrounding narrow
gdreets. It was then he lost consciousness again.

When the wet cold woke him, he fully realized he was too wesk to stedl acar and go on. Slowly,
giffly, and clenching histeeth againgt the pain that returned in agonizing waves, he swayed acrossthe
road and approached the man working on the engine of histruck.

"Can you please help me?' Hanamura begged feehly.

The man turned around and stared dumbly at the injured stranger weaving before him. "Y ou're hurt,”
hesad. "Yourebleeding.”

"l wasin an accident up the street and need help.”

The man put hisarm around Hanamuraswai <. "L et me get you in the house, my wife can aid you
whilel cal anambulance.”

Hanamurashook him off. "Never mind thet, I'll beal right.”

"Then you should go directly to ahospitd," the man said sincerdly. "I will driveyou."

"No, please," Hanamuraevaded. "But I'd be most grateful if you will ddliver apacket for meto the
American embassy. It's quite urgent. I'm a courier and was on my way from Edo City when my car
skidded and ran off the road.”

The owner of the delivery truck stood uncomprehending as Hanamura scribbled something in English
on the back flap of the envelope and handed it to him. ™Y ou want me to take thisto the American
embassy ingtead of taking you to the hospita ?"

"Yes, | must return to the scene of my accident. The police will seeto an ambulance.”

None of it made any sense to the ddlivery truck driver, but he accepted the request without argument.
"Who do | ask for at the embassy?"

"A Mr. Showdter." Hanamurareached in his pocket and pulled out hiswallet and handed the driver a
large wad of yen notes. "For any inconvenience. Do you know where to go?'

Thedriver'sfacelit up a his unexpected windfal. "Y es, the embassy is near the junction of number
three and four expressways.”

"How soon can you leave?"
"I have just finished rebuilding the truck's digtributor. | can leavein afew minutes.”
"Good." Hanamura bowed. "Thank you very much. Tell Mr. Showadter that heisto double what |

paid you upon receiving the envelope.” Then Hanamuraturned and walked shakily into the rain and the
black of the night.



He could have ridden with the truck driver to the embassy, but he dared not risk passing out or even
dying. In either event the driver might have panicked and driven to the nearest hospital or hailed a
policeman. Then the precious drawings would have probably been confiscated and returned to Suma's
headquarters. Better that hetrust in luck and the delivery truck driver's honor while heled the manhunt in
another direction.

Hanamura, on little more than guts and willpower, hiked nearly a kilometer before an armored vehicle
rolled out of the darknessinside the park, swung onto the street, and sped after him. Too exhausted to
run, he sank to his knees beside a parked car and groped in his coat for adigpatch pill. Hisfingers had
just closed around the poison capsule when the armored car with military markings and red lights flashing
stopped with its headlights painting Hanamura's shadow on the wal of awarehouse afew meters

beyond.

A silhouetted figure stepped from the car and approached. Incongruoudy, he was wearing an
odd-looking leather overcoat cut like akimono and carrying asamurai katana sword whose polished
blade glinted under lights. When he stepped around so his face was visible from the headlight beams, he
looked down at Hanamura and spoke in asmug voice.

"Well, well, the famous art deuth, Ashikaga Enshu. | hardly recognized you without your wig and fase
beard."

Hanamuralooked up into the rattlesnake face of Moro Kamatori. "Well, well, he echoed. "If it isn't
Hideki Sumaswaterboy."

"Water boy'?"
"Stooge, you know, ass kisser, brown nose."

Kamatori'sface went livid and his gleaming teeth bared in anger. "What did you find in Edo?' he
demanded.

Hanamura didn't give Kamatori the benefit of an answer. He was breathing quickly, hislipsin ahard
grin. Suddenly he popped the dispatch pill in his mouth and bit down on it with hismolarsto gect the
fluid. The poison was ingtantly absorbed in the gum line through the tissue. In thirty seconds his heart
would freeze and held be dead.

"Goodbye, sucker,” he muttered.

Kamatori had only amoment to act, but he raised the sword, gripping the long hilt with both hands,
and cut awide arc with every ounce of his strength. The shock of dishdlief flashed in Hanamura'seyesa
brief intant before it was replaced with the glaze of death.

Kamatori had the final satisfaction of seeing his sword win the race with the poison as the blade diced
Hanamuras head from his shoulders as cleanly asaguillotine.



<<34>>

The fertilizer-brown Murmotos were parked in aloose line behind the ramp leading up to the
cavernlike interior of the big semitrailer. George Furukawawas gregtly relieved these four cars were the
last shipment. The release documents held found as usua under the front sest of his sports car included a
short memo notifying him that his part of the project was finished.

He a so received new ingtructions to examine the cars for homing devices. No explanation was given,
but he concluded that Hideki Suma had become belatedly worried hislast shipment might be followed by
some unspecified group. The thought that they might be federa investigators made Furukawa extremely
uneasy. Hewalked quickly around each car while studying the digital readout of an eectronic unit that
detected transmitted radio signals.

Satisfied the sport sedanswith their ugly brown paint schemes were clean, he gestured to the truck
driver and his helper. They bowed dightly without an acknowledging word and took turns driving the
carsup therampsinto thetrailer.

Furukawa turned and walked toward his car, happy to berid of an assgnment he felt was beneath his
position as vice president of Samuel J. Vincent Laboratories. The handsome fee Sumahad aready paid
him for hiseffort and loyaty would be wisdly invested in Jgpanese corporations that were opening offices
inCdifornia

He drove to the gate and handed the guard copies of the release documents. Then he aimed the
doped nose of his Murmoto sports car into the busy truck traffic around the dock terminal and drove
toward his office. There was no curiogity thistime, no looking back. Hisinterest in the auto transport's
secret destination had died.

Stacy zipped up her windbreaker, snapping it tight across her throat. The side door of the helicopter
had been removed, and the cool air from the ocean whistled ingde the control cabin. Her long blond hair
whipped in front of her face, and shetied it back with a short leather band. A video camerasat in her lap,
and shelifted it and set the controls. Then she turned sideways as far as her seat belt would alow and
focused the telephoto lens on the tail of the Murmoto sports car exiting the dock area.

"Y ou get the license number?' asked the blond-haired pilot as he held the copter on aleve course.
"Y es, agood sharp shot. Thank you."

"l can comein alittlecloser if you like."



"Stay well clear,” ordered Stacy, speaking into her headset microphone while peering through the
eyepiece. She released the trigger and laid the compact camerain her lap again. "They must be derted to
the fact somebody's onto them, or they wouldn't have swept the cars for homing devices."

"Lucky for old Westherhill he wasn't tranamitting.”

Bill McCurry made Stacy cold just looking at him. He only wore cutoff denim shorts, a T-shirt
advertising aMexican beer, and sandals on his feet. When they were introduced earlier that same
morning, Stacy saw him more as alifeguard than as one of the Nationa Security Agency'stop
investigators.

Long sun-bleached hair, skin dark-tanned by the Southern Cdifornia sun, and hislight blue eyeswide
open behind red plastic rimmed sunglasses, McCurry's mind was half on tailing the auto trangport truck
and hdf on avolleybal game held promised to play later that evening on the beach a Marinadel Rey.

"The truck isturning onto the Harbor Freeway," said Stacy. "Drop back out of the driver's sight and
weéll follow on Timothy's beam.”

"We should have better backup,” McCurry said serioudy. "With no team following in vehicleson the
ground, and no copter to replace usin case we have engine problems, we could lose the chase and
endanger Westherhill."

Stacy shook her head. "Timothy knows the score. Y ou don't. Take my word for it, we can't risk using
ground vehicles or aflight of helicopters milling about. Those guysin the truck have been aerted and are
watching for asurveillance operation.”

Suddenly Westherhill's Texas drawl came through their earphones. "'Y ou up there, Buick Team?”

"Weread you, Tim," answered McCurry.

"Safeto trangmit?’

"The bad guys did abug sweep,” replied Stacy, "but you're okay to send.”

"Do you havevisud contact?'

"Temporarily, but we're dropping afew kilometers back so we won't be spotted from the driver's

"Understood.”

"Dont forget to keep transmitting on the fixed frequency.”

"Yes, mamma," said Wesetherhill jovidly. "I'm leaving this sweet box now and going to work."
"Kegpintouch."

"Will do. I wouldn't think of running out on you."



Removing the false pand from behind and below the rear seat and unraveling his body from its
contorted position, Weatherhill crawled into the enclosed luggage area of the third Murmoto loaded in
thetrailer. He sprung the lock from the inside and siwung the rear hatch up and open. Then he climbed
out, stood up, and stretched his aching joints.

Weatherhill had suffered in his cramped position for nearly four hours after aspecid team of customs
agents helped conceal him in the car before Furukawa and the truck arrived. The sun beating on the roof
and the lack of ventilation-- the windows could not even be cracked for fear of arousing suspicion by the
truck drivers-- soon had him drenched in swest. He never thought he would find himsdlf sick of anew
car smdll.

Theinterior of thetrailer was dark. He took aflashlight from a pouch he carried on the belt of a
nondescript auto mechanic's uniform and beamed it around the carstied down insde thetrailer. Two
were on ramps above the two on the floor below.

Sincethetruck wastraveling over alevel Cdiforniafreeway and theridein the trailer was smooth,
Weatherhill decided to examine the Murmotos on the upper ramp first. He climbed up and quietly
opened the hood of the one nearest the driver's cab. Then he removed a small radiation andyzer from the
pouch and studied the readout as he circled it around the auto's airconditioning compressor unit.

He wrote the readings on the back of hishand. Next he laid out aset of compact tools on the fender.
He paused and spokeinto the radio.

"Hello, Team Buick."

"Comein," Stacy answered.

"Beginning exploratory operation.”

"Dont dip and cut an artery.”

"Never fear."

"Standing by."

Within fifteen minutes, Weatherhill had disassembled the compressor case and examined the bomb.
Hewas mildly disappointed. The design was not as advanced as he predicted. Clever, yes, but he could

have devised and built amore efficient and destructive unit by himsdif.

He froze as he heard the sound of the air brakes and felt the truck dow. But it was only taking an
off-ramp to another freeway and soon speeded up again. He reassembled the compressor and signaed

Stecy.
"Still withme?' he asked briefly.
"Still here" answered Stacy.

"Wheream 1?7



"Passing through West Covina. Heading east toward San Bernardino.”

"I've withdrawn the account and have no more business at the bank," he radioed. "What stop should |
depart the bus?’

"One moment while | check the schedule,” Stacy acknowledged. After afew moments she came
back. "Therésaweight station thisside of Indio. It's mandatory. The driverswill have to stop for
ingpection. If for some reason they turn off, well plan on having them pulled over by a sheriff's car.
Otherwise you should arrive at the weight station in another forty-five or fifty minutes.”

"Seeyouthere," said Weatherhill.

"Enjoy your trip."

Like most undercover agents, whose adrenaline pumps during the critical stages of an operation, now
that the difficult part was behind him, Weetherhill quickly relaxed and became bored with nothing to do.
All that remained now wasfor him to climb through the fume ventilators on the roof and drop down
behind thetrailer out of view of the drivers sdemirrors.

He opened the glove box and pulled out the packet containing the car's warranty papers and owner's
manud. Switching on theinterior lights, Wegtherhill idly began thumbing through the manud. Though his
prime expertise was nuclear physics, he was dways fascinated by e ectronics. He turned to the page
displaying the Murmoto's eectrica diagram with the intention of tracing out the wiring.

But the page in the manua was no dectricd wiring diagram. It wasamap with ingructionsfor placing
the carsin their designated positionsfor detonation.

Sumas strategy became so boldly obviousto Weatherhill that he had to force himself to believeit. The
car bombswere not smply part of athreat to protect Japan's economic expansionist plans. The fear and
the horror werered.

They were meant to be used.

<<35>>

At least ten years had passed since Raymond Jordan forced an entry, certainly not since he worked up



through the ranks as afield agent. On awhim he decided to seeif he till had the touch.

Heinserted atiny computer probeinto the wires on the security alarm system of Fitt's hangar. He
pressed a button and backwashed the combination into the probe. The aarm box recognized the code
and gaveit to him on an LED display. Then with a deceptive ease and nonchaance, he punched the
appropriate combination that turned off the larm, picked the lock to the door, and stepped soundlesdy
insde.

He spied Fitt kneding in front of the turquoise Stutz, back toward him, at the far end of the hangar. Fitt
seemed intent on repairing a headlight.

Jordan stood unobserved and gazed over the collection. He was astonished it was so extensive. HEd
heard Sandecker spesk of it, but verbal description failed to do it justice. Softly he walked behind the
first row of cars, circled around, and approached Pitt from under the apartment side of the hangar. It was
atest. He was curious asto Pitt's reaction to an intruder who suddenly appeared within arm's reach.

Jordan paused before he closed the find three meters and studied Pitt and the car for amoment. The
Stutz was badly scratched in many areas and would require anew paint job. The windshield was
cracked and the left front headlight seemed to be dangling by awire.

Pitt was dressed casudly, wearing apair of corduroy pants and aknit swesater. His black hair was
wavy and cardlesdy brushed. There was adecisivelook about him, the green eyes were set under heavy
black eyebrows and had a piercing quaity that seemed to transfix whatever they were aimed a. He
looked to be screwing the headlight lensinto achromerim.

Jordan wasin midstep when Pitt suddenly spoke without turning. " Good evening, Mr. Jordan. Good
of youtodropin.”

Jordan froze, but Pitt went on with hiswork with theindifferent air of abus driver expecting the
correct change from afare.

"| should have knocked."
"No need. | knew you were on the premises.”

"Areyou hyperperceptive or do you have eyesin the back of your head?" asked Jordan, moving
dowly into Aitt's peripherd vison.

Pitt looked up and grinned. He lifted and tilted the old headlight's reflector that revedled Jordan's
image onitssiver surface. "'l observed your tour of the hangar. Y our entry was most professional. I'd
judgeit didn't take you more than twenty seconds.”

"Missed spotting a back-up video camera. | must be getting senile.”

"Across the road on top of the telephone pole. Most visitors spot the one hanging on the building.
Infrared. It activates an aert chime when abody moves near the door.”

"Y ou have an incredible collection,” Jordan complimented Aitt. "How long did it take you to build it?"

"I began with the maroon forty-seven Ford club coupe over there in the corner about twenty years
ago, and collecting became adisease. Some | acquired during projects with NUMA, some | bought from



private parties or at auctions. Antique and classic cars are investments you can flaunt. Far more fun than
apanting." Att finished screwing the headlight rim around its lens and rose to hisfeet. "Can | offer you a
drink?'

"A glassof milk for an overstressed ssomach sounds good.”

"Please come up.”" Pitt gestured toward the stairs leading to his apartment. "I'm honored the head man
cameto see meinstead of sending his deputy director.”

As Jordan reached the first step, he hesitated and said, "I thought | should be the oneto tell you.
Congressiwoman Smith and Senator Diaz have been smuggled out of the country.”

Therewas apause as Pitt dowly turned and glared at him through eyes suddenly filled with relief.
"Lorenisunharmed.” The words came more as ademand than aquestion.

"We're not dealing with brain-sick terrorists," Jordan answered. "The kidnap operation was too
sophisticated for injury or death. We have every reason to believe she and Diaz are being treated with

respect.”
"How did they dip through the cracks?'

"Our intelligence determined she and Diaz were flown out of the Newport News, Virginia, airportina
private jet belonging to one of Sumas American corporations. By the time we were able to sift through
every flight, scheduled or unscheduled, from airports within a thousand-square-kilometer ares, trace
every planesregigtration until we nailed one to Suma, and track its path by satellite, it was heading over
the Bering Seafor Japan.”

"Too late to force down on one of our military bases by amilitary aircraft?"

"Way too late. It was met and escorted by a squadron of FSX fighter jets from Japan's Air
Sdf-Defense Force. Aircraft that were built in partnership between Generd Dynamics and Mitsubishi, |
might add."

"And then?'

Jordan turned and gazed at the gleaming cars. "Welost them,” he said tonelesdly.

"After they landed?'

"Yes, a Tokyo International. Little need to go into details why they weren't intercepted or at least
followed, but for reasons known only to the idiot mentdity at the State Department, we have no
operativesin Japan who could have stopped them. That's al we have a the moment.”

"The best intelligence minds on the face of the earth, and that'sal you have." Fitt sounded very tired.
He went into hiskitchen, opened the refrigerator and poured some milk, then handed the glassto Jordan.
"What about al your big speciaty teamsin Japan? Where were they when the plane touched down?

"With Marvin Showater and Jm Hanamuramurdered--"



"Both men murdered?" Ritt interrupted.

"Tokyo police found Hanamuras body in aditch, decapitated. Showalter's head, minus the body, was
discovered afew hours ago, impaled on our embassy's fence. To add to the mess, we suspect Roy Orita
isadeeper. He sold us out from the beginning. God only knows how much information he's passed to
Suma We may never be able to assess the damage.”

Pitt's anger softened when he read the sadness aong with the frusiration in Jordan's face. " Sorry, Ray,
| had no ideathings had gone so badly.”

"I've never had aMAIT team take abattering like this."

"What put you onto Orita?'

"A couple of broad hints. Showalter wastoo clever to be snatched without inside help. He was
betrayed by someone who had his confidence and knew his exact movements. And there was Jm
Hanamura-- he expressed bad vibes on Orita but had nothing solid to go on. To add to the suspicion,
Orita has dropped out and gone undercover. He hasn't reported to Me Penner since Showalter
vanished. Kern thinks he's hiding under Suma's skirtsin Edo City."

"Wheat of his background?'

"Third-generation American. Hisfather won the Silver Star in the Itdian campaign. We can't figure
what bait Sumaused to recruit him.”

"Who handled the execution of Hanamuraand Showa ter?!

"The evidenceisntin yet. It gppearsaritud killing. A police pathologist thought their heads were taken
off by asamurai sword. Sumas chief assassin isknown to be alover of ancient martid arts, but we can't
provehedidit."

Pitt sank dowly into achair. "A waste, adamned waste."

"Jm Hanamuradidn't go out aloser,” Jordan said with sudden doggedness. "He gave us our one and
only lead to the detonation control center."

Pitt looked up expectantly. "Y ou have alocation?"

"Nothing to celebrate yet, but we're half astep closer.”

"What information did Hanamuraturn up?'

"Jm penetrated the offices of Suma's construction designers and found what looks to be rough
drawings of an electronic control center that fits the layout we're looking for. Indications suggest it'san
underground ingtallation reached by atunnd.”

"Anything on the whereabouts?"

"The brief message he wrote on the back of an envelope that was delivered to the embassy by the
driver of an auto parts ddivery truck istoo enigmatic to decipher with any accuracy.”



"The message?'

"Hewrote, "Look ontheidand of Ajima.""

Pitt made adight shrug. "So what's the problem?”

"Thereisno Ajimaldand,” Jordan answered defeatedly. He held up the glass and examined it. "Thisis
Kkimmilk."

"It's better for you than whole milk."

"Like drinking water," Jordan muttered as he studied a glass case of trophies. Most were awards for
outstanding automobiles at concours shows, afew were old high school and Air Force Academy footbdll
trophies, and two werefor fencing. "Y ou afencer?'

"Not exactly Olympic materid, but | still work out when | get thetime.”

"Epée, fail, or seher?"

"You struck me asadasher. I'minto foil mysdf."

"Y ou prefer adeft touch.”

"A pity we can't have amatch," said Jordan.

"We could compromise and use the epee.”

Jordan smiled. "I'd till have the advantage, since touches by the foil and epee are made with the
points, while the saber is scored by hits on the edges.”

"Hanamuramust have had a good reason for suggesting Ajima as the control center Ste," said Ritt,
returning to business.

"Hewas an art nut. His operation to plant bugs in Sumals office was designed around his knowledge
of early Japanese art. We knew Suma collected paintings, especidly works by a sixteenth-century
Japanese artist who produced a series on small idands surrounding the main ide of Honshu, so | had one
forged. Then Hanamura, posing as an art expert, sold it to Suma. The oneidand painting Suma does not
ownisAjima That'stheonly link | can think of."

"Then Ajimamug exig.”

"I'm sureit does, but the name can't be traced to any known idand. Nothing on ancient or modern
charts showsit. | can only assume it was a pet name given by the artist, Masaki Shimzu, and listed as
suchin art catalogs of hiswork."

"Did Hanamura's bugs record any interesting talk?"



"A most informative conversation between Suma, his butcher Kameatori, old Korori Y oshishu, and a
heavy hitter named Ichiro Tsuboi."

"Thefinancia genius behind Kanoya Securities. I've heard of him."

"Y es, hewasin aheated debate with the senator and congresswoman during the select subcommittee
hearing on Capitol Hill afew days before they were seized.”

"And you say he'stied to Suma?’

"Tighter than abanjo string," answered Jordan. "Thanks to Jm's bugsin Sumas office, we learned
Tsuboi juggled the funding for the construction of the nuclear arsena behind the backs of Japan's political
leaders, and most certainly their people. We also heard the code name Kaiten Project for the firgt time.”

Pitt poured a cup of old, cold coffee and stuck it in the microwave. He stared through the glass
window &t the cup asit revolved, his eyes narrowed in thought.

Jordan broke the spll. "1 know what you're thinking, but | haven't been given the manpower to rescue
Diaz and Smith and break up the Kaiten Project in one operation.”

"| can't believe the President isturning hisback on them.”
"He's not about to go public and threaten awar over the abductions when he's at adistinct
disadvantage. Our firgt priority isto dismantle the Kaiten Project. Once we've accomplished that matter,

only then will the President give us his blessing to use whatever forceit takesto free Smith and Diaz."

"So we're back to mystical Ajimaldand,” Fitt said harshly. "Y ou say it'sthe only painting of the series
Suma doesn't own?"

"Yes," Jordan replied. "Hanamura said he acted dmost desperate to get hishandson it.”

"Any clueto whereit might be?'

"The Ajima painting was last seen in the Japanese embassy in Berlin just before Germany fdl. Old
OSS records clam it was included with art the Nazis plundered from Italy, and transported by train to
northwestern Germany ahead of the advancing Russian Army in the last weeks of thewar. Then it
disgppeared from higtory.”

"No record at al of it having been recovered?

"None."

"And we have no idea asto the idand's general location or its gppearance?”’

"Not ascrap.”

"Unfortunate," Pitt commented. "Find the painting, match the shape of the shoreline portrayed by the
artist, and you have the location of Hideki Sumals extortion hideaway, or so it saysin a bedtime story."

Jordan's eyes narrowed. "It happens to be the best lead we've got going for us.”



Pitt wasn't convinced. "Y our spy planes and satellites should easly detect theingtalation.”

"The four main idands of Japan-- Honshu, Kyushu, Hokkaido, and Shikoku-- are surrounded by
nearly athousand smdler idands. Finding the right one can hardly be called easy.”

"Then why not isolate only those that can be connected by atunnd to any of the four main idands?’

"Give us some credit for brains," Jordan said irritably. "We've dready diminated any idand farther than
ten miles offshore and concentrated on the rest. First of al, no suspicious activities or structures appear
abovethear surfaces. Not unusua when we assume the entire ingtallation must be deep underground. And
lastly, dmost dl theidands geology is made up of volcanic rock our sensors can't penetrate. Have |
answered your question?”

Aitt dug in. "No one can excavate atunnd without hauling away dirt and rock.”

"Apparently the Japanese have. Analysis of our satdllite photos shows no signs of acoasta tunnel
excavation or roads leading into an entrance.”

Pitt shrugged his shoulders and waved the white flag. " So we're back to a painting somewherein the
great beyond."

Jordan suddenly leaned forward in his chair and stared hard at Fitt. "Thisiswhere you earn your pay.”

Pitt could seeit coming, but not quite. ™Y ou're going to send me to Japan to dive around idands, isthat
the pitch?"

"Wrong," said Jordan with a patronizing smile Aitt didn't like one bit. ™Y ou're going to Germany and
divein aLuftwaffe bunker.”

<<36>>

"They smply dovein and vanished.”

Pitt crouched on one knee and stared past the half-submerged tractor into the black ominous water.
Hewastired from jet lag, and he'd barely dept a couple of hours on the plane from Washington. How
rotten not to have timeto enjoy agood breakfast at alocal inn and deep past noon, hewalowed in

dif-pity.



"Their safety lineswere diced apart.”" The young officer who led the German navd diveteam heldup a
nylon line whose end appeared razor-severed. "By what? We can't begin to guess.”

"Communication linetoo?' Pitt dowly Spped at acup of coffee. He picked up asmall stonewith his
free hand and idly tossed it in the water, observing the ripplesthat spread from the splash.

"The phone line connected to the lead diver was also cut,” admitted the German. He stood tall and
well muscled. His English carried only adight trace of an accent. " Soon after the two man team dropped
into the pond, they discovered an underwater tunndl leading to the west. They swam adistance of ninety
meters before reporting the tunnel ended at asmall chamber with asted door. A few minuteslater the
phone and safety lines went dack. | sent another team in to investigate. They disappeared like the
others.

Pitt turned his head and looked at the men of the German Navy dive team who stood helpless and
saddened at theloss of their friends. They were clustered around the folding tables and chairs of a
portable command post manned by a group of police underwater rescue divers. A trio of menin civilian
clothes, who Pitt assumed were government officids, questioned the diversin low voices.

"When did thelast man go in?" Fitt asked.

"Four hours before you arrived,” said the young dive officer, who had introduced himsdlf as Lieutenant
Hemut Reinhardt. "I had adevil of atime keegping the rest of my men from following. But I'm not about
to risk another life until 1 know what's going on in there." He paused and tipped his head toward the
police divers, who were dtired in bright orange dry suits. "Those idiot police, however, think they're
invincible. They're planning to send one of their teamsingde.”

"Some people are born for suicide,” said Giordino with ayawn. "Take mefor example. | wouldn't go
in there without a nuclear submarine. No daredevil ventures by Mrs. Giordino'sboy. | intend to diein
bed entwined with an erotic beauty from the Far East.”

"Don't pay any atention to him, " said Aitt. "Put him in adark place and he halucinates.”

"l see," murmured Reinhardt, but obvioudy he didn't.

Findly Pitt rose and nodded in Frank Mancuso's direction. "Booby-trapped,” he said smply.

Mancuso nodded. "I agree. The entrances to the treasure tunnelsin the Philippines were packed with
bombs rigged to go off if struck by digging equipment. The differenceisthe Japs planned to return and
retrieve the treasure, while the Nazis intended for their booby traps to destroy the loot aong with the

searchers.”

"Whatever trapped my menin there" said Reinhardt bitterly, unableto say theword "killed," "was not
bombs™

One of the officia-looking men walked over from the command post and addressed Fitt. "Who are
you, and whom do you represent?’ he demanded in German.

Pitt turned to Reinhardt, who trandated the question. Then he refaced hisinterrogator. "Tell him the
three of uswereinvited."



"You are American?’ the stranger blurted in broken English, hisface blank in astonishment. "Who gave
you authorization to be here?!

"Who'sthismook?" Giordino inquired in blissful ignorance.

Reinhardt couldn't suppressadight grin. "Herr Gert Haider, Minister of Historic Works. Sir, Herr
Dirk Pitt and his staff from the American Nationa Underwater and Marine Agency in Washington. They
are here at the persond invitation of Chancedllor Lange.”

Haider looked asif held been punched in the somach. He quickly recovered, straightened to hisfull
height, half ahead short of tdl, and attempted to intimidate Pitt with a superior Teutonic demeanor. ™Y our

purpose?

"Weve come for the same reason asyou,” replied Aitt, sudying hisfingernails. "If old interrogation
records of Nazi officidsin your Berlin archives and our Library of Congress are correct, eighteen
thousand works of art were hidden in excavated tunnels under a secret airfield. This could very well

proveto bethat secret airfield with its art depository chamber extending somewhere beyond the water
barrier."

Haider wisgly redlized he couldn't bluster the tough, purposeful-looking men dressed in loose
blue-green Viking dry suits. "Y ou know, of course, any art that isfound belongs to the German Republic
until it can be traced and returned to the original owners.™

"Werrefully aware of that," said Fitt. "We're only interested in one particular piece.”

"Which one?'

"Sorry, I'm not alowed to say."

Haider played hislast card. "I must insst the police dive team be the first to enter the chamber.”

"Fine by us." Giordino bowed and gestured toward the dark water. "Maybe if one of your deputiesis
lucky enough to makeit in and back, well find out what's eating people in that hell hole down there.”

"I'velogt four of my men." Reinhardt spoke solemnly. "They may be dead. Y ou cannot alow more
men to die through ignorance of the unknown."

"They are professond divers," Haider retorted.

"So arethemen | sent in there. The finest diversin the Navy, in superior condition and more
extensvely trained than the police rescue team.”

"May | suggest acompromise,” said Fitt.

Haider nodded. "I'm willing to ligten.”

"We put together a seven-man probe team. The three of us because Mancuso hereisamining
engineer, an expert on tunnel construction and excavetion, while Al and | are experienced in underwater

sdvage. Two of Lieutenant Reinhardt's Navy men, sincethey'retrained in defusing any demalitionswe
might encounter. And two of the police divers as rescue and medica backup.”



Haider stared into Pitt's eyes and saw only grim tenacity. It was a solid proposal fortified with logic.
Heforced agmile. "Who goesin firg?!

"l do," Pitt said without hesitation.

Histwo short words seemed to echo in the cavern for long seconds, and then the tension suddenly
evaporated and Haider stuck out his hand.

"Asyou wish." He shook Fitt's hand and puffed out his chest to regain an image of authoritative
dignity. "But | hold you responsible, Herr Fitt, if you trip any explosive devices and destroy the
artworks."

Fitt gave Haider a contemptuous grin. "In that case, Herr Haider, you may have my head-- literaly."

Fitt set the time on the microel ectronic computer attached by alineto hisair tank and made afina
check of hisregulator and buoyancy compensator. For thefiftieth time since dropping down the ladder
from farmer Clausen'sfield he stared into the beckoning black pool.

"Your gears are turning,” observed Giordino as he adjusted the straps to histank pack.

RAitt rubbed his chin thoughtfully without replying.

"What do you think isgoing on in there?" asked Mancuso.

"| think I've solved haf the puzzle," answered Fitt. "But the cutting of the lines? Now that's downright
puzzing.”

"How's your acoustic speaker?' asked Mancuso.

Aitt inserted the regulator's mouthpiece and spokeinto it. "Mary had alittlelamb. . ." The words came
out muffled but understandable.

"l guessit'stime, fearlessleader,” grunted Giordino.

Pitt nodded at Reinhardt, who was accompanied by one of his men. "Ready, gentlemen? Please try to
stay within two meters of the man in front of you. Vishility appearsto be four meters, so you should have
no trouble keeping the distance. My team will communicate with you through our acoustic speskers.”

Reinhardt acknowledged with awave and turned, relaying ingtructionsin German to the police divers
behind him. Then hethrew abrief military sduteto Fitt. "After you, Sir.”

Therewas no delaying it any longer. FAitt held out both hands at arm'slength, index fingers pointing
outward. "I'll take the center point. Frank, two meters behind and to my left. Al, you take the right. Keep
asharp watch on any unusua mechanisms sticking out of the wals.”

With nothing more to be said, Aitt switched on hisdivelight, gave atug on his safety line to make sure
it was clipped, and launched himself facedown into the water. He floated for amoment, and then very



dowly ducked his head and dove toward the bottom, hisdive light held ahead of him.

The water was cold. He glanced at the digital readout of the computer. The water temperature stood
at 14 degrees Celsius or 57 degrees Fahrenheit. The concrete bottom was covered with green dime and
athinlayer of slt. Hewas careful not to drag hisfinsor kick them into the sediment, raising clouds that
would block the vision of the men behind.

Aitt actualy enjoyed it. Once again he was aman totaly at homein his own eement. He amed the
divelight upward and stared at the celling of the bunker. It had doped downward, becoming fully
submerged and narrowing into atunnel as expected. The water aong the bottom was murky, and the
particles that floated past his mask dropped the visibility down to three meters. He stopped and advised
the men behind to close up abit. Then he continued, swimming easily and smoothly asthe ghostly outline
of the floor gradualy dropped until it leveled out and became swallowed by the dark.

After covering another twenty meters, he paused again and hung suspended for aminute while he
twisted around and looked for Giordino and Mancuso. They were only shadowy figures behind the dull
glow of their lights, but they faithfully held their instructed positions. He checked his computer. The
pressure readout indicated a depth of only six meters.

A short distance later the underwater tunnel seemed to narrow, and the bottom began to rise. Pitt
moved cautioudy, his eyes straining into the gloom. Helifted hisfree hand above hishead and felt it
breek the surface. Herolled over on his back and shined the light. The surface flashed and rolled like
unleashed mercury from his movements afew centimetersin front of hisface mask.

Like some unspeskable creature rising from the deep, his rubber-helmeted head with mask and
regulator, eerily illuminated by the divelight, broke the cold water into the musty damp air of asmall
chamber. He lightly kicked hisfins and softly bumped into ashort flight of concrete stairs. He crept up
and pulled himsdlf onto aleve floor.

The sight he feared did not materialize, at least not yet. Pitt found no bodies of the German Navy dive
team. He could see where they had scraped their fins across the dime of the concrete floor, but that was
the only sgn of them.

He carefully examined the walls of the chamber, finding no protrusion that appeared threatening. At the
far end, the divelight lit up alarge rust-coated meta door. He stepped awkwardly up the stepsin hisfins
and gpproached the door. He leaned againgt it with his shoulder. The hingesturned in their pinswith
incredible ease and silence, dmogt asiif they were oiled sometime in the past week. The door swung
inward, and then quickly returned as Pitt released the pressure, forced back by springs.

"Hello, what have we got here?' The words were audible, but Mancuso sounded asif he was gargling
through the acoustic speaker on his breathing regulator.

"Guess what's behind door number one, and you win ayear's supply of Brillo pads,” said Giordinoina
measterpiece of dry-rot humor.

Pitt pulled off hisfinsand knelt down and cracked the door afew more centimeters. He studied the
threshold for amoment and gestured at the bottom edge of the rust-encrusted door. "This explainsthe
severed phone and safety lines”

Giordino nodded. "Cut by the sharp bottom edge of the door after the divers entered and the spring
system dammed it closed.”



Mancuso looked at Fitt. "Y ou said you solved the other half of the puzzle."

"Yeah," muttered Giordino, "the choice part, like what killed the German Navy's finest."
"Gas," Pitt answered curtly. "Poison gas, triggered after they passed beyond this door.”
"A sound theory," agreed Mancuso.

Aitt flashed hislight on the water and saw the gpproaching air bubbles of Reinhardt and histeammate.
"Frank, you stay and keep the othersfrom entering. Al and | will go it done. And whatever happens,
make damn sure everyone breathes only the air from their tanks. Under no circumstance are they to
removether regulators.”

Mancuso held up an acknowledging hand and turned to greet the next team.

Giordino leaned againgt awall, crooked one leg, and removed afin. "No sensetraipsing in there like a
duck."

Pitt removed hisfinstoo. He scraped his rubber boots across the rough concrete floor to fed what
little grip they had acrossthe dick surface. Thefriction was nil. The dightest loss of balance and held go
down.

Onefina check of histank pressure on the computer. Enough bresthing time at atmospheric pressure
for another hour. Free of the cold water, the air temperature stood at a point where he was reasonably
comfortablein hisdry suit.

"Mind your step,” he said to Giordino. Then he pushed the door half open and stepped insde aslightly
asthough he was walking atightrope. The atmosphere went abruptly dry, and the humidity dropped off
to dmost zero percent. He paused and swept the light beam on the concrete floor, carefully searching for
trip-strings and cables leading to explosive detonators or poison gas containers. A thin broken fish line,
gray in color and nearly invisiblein the dim tight, lay snapped in two amost under histoes.

Thelight beam followed one end of the line to a canister marked PHOSGENE. Thank God, Fitt
thought, deeply rdlieved. Phosgeneisonly fatd if inhaled. The Germansinvented nerve gas during World
War 11, but for somereason lost in the dim pagt, they failed torig it here. A fortunate stroke for Pitt and
Giordino and the men who followed them. The nerve-type agent could kill on contact with flesh, and they
al had skin exposed on their hands and around their face masks.

"Y ou were right about the gas," said Giordino.

"Too late to help those poor seamen.”

He found four more poison gas booby traps, two of them activated. The phosgene had doneits deadly
work. Bodies of the Navy diverslay in contorted positions only afew meters gpart. All had removed
their air tanks and breathing regulators, unsuspecting of the gas until it wastoo late. Pitt did not bother
trying for apulse. Their blue facia color and unseeing eyes gave evidence they were stone dead.

He played the light into along gdlery and froze.

Nearly eyebdl to eyeball awoman stared back at him, her head tilted in a coquettish pose. She smiled



at him from an adorable face with high cheekbones and smooth pink skin.

Shewas not done. Severa other femal e figures stood beside and behind her, their unblinking eyes
seemingly locked on Fitt. They were naked, covered only by long tressesthat fell dmost to their knees.

"I've died and gone to Amazon heaven,” Giordino muttered in rapt awe.
"Don't get excited," Fitt warned him. "They're painted scul ptures.”
"l wigh. | could mold them like thet."

Pitt tepped around the life-size sculptures and held the dive light over hishead. Gold gleamed in an
ocean of gilded picture frames. Asfar asthe light could reach and beyond, way beyond, the long gdllery
wasfilled with tier upon tier of racks containing an immense cache of fine paintings, sculpture, religious
relics, tapestries, rare books, ancient furniture, and archeologica antiquities, al stored in orderly binsand
open crates.

"I think," Pitt murmured through his acoustic speaker, "weve just made alot of people very happy.”

<<37>>

The Germans were characterigticdly efficient. Within four hours, decontamination experts arrived and
Set up pumping equipment and laid hose into the treasure g lery. The poisoned atmosphere was quickly
and safely drawn into a chemica tank truck parked on the surface. While the cleanup processwasin
operation, Reinhardt and his men deactivated the phosgene rel ease mechanisms and turned the canisters
over to the decontamination crew. Only then did the Navy divers carry their dead to waiting ambulances.

Next, alarge duminum pipe was fed through the opening in the ground like a giant straw and attached
to ahuge suction pump that soon began draining the water from the subterranean tunnel into asmall
nearby stream. An excavating crew gppeared with their equipment and began digging into the origina
entry ramp leading down to the bunker that had been filled in at the end of thewar.

Mancuso paced the bunker impatiently, stopping every few minutes and peering at the instruments that
measured the decreasing levels of the poison gas. Then hed move to the edge of the ramp and stare at
the rapidly receding water. Back and forth, watching the progress, counting the minutes until he could
safely enter the gallery containing the Nazis plundered |oot.



Giordino, trueto form, dept the whole time. Hefound amusty old cot in aformer Luftwaffe
mechanic's quarters and promptly sacked out.

After Pitt made hisreport to Haider and Reinhardt, he killed time by accepting an invitationto a
home-cooked medl prepared by Frau Clausen in her warm and comfortable farmhouse. Later he roamed
the bunker examining the old aircraft. He stopped and circled one of the Messerschmitt 262s, admiring
the dim cigar shape of the fuselage, the triangular vertica stabilizer, and the ungainly jet podsthat hung
from the razor knifelike wings. Except for the black crosses outlined in white on the wings and fusel age,
and the swastika on thetail, the only other marking was alarge numera 9 painted just forward of the
cockpit.

Theworld'sfirst operationa jet fighter, it was produced too late to save Germany, though it scared hell
out of the British and American air forcesfor afew short months.

"It flew asthough the angels were pushing.”

Pitt turned at the voice and found Gert Haider standing behind him. The German's blue eyeswere
wigtfully gazing at the cockpit of the Messerschmitt.

"Y ou look too young to have flown her," said Ritt.
Haider shook his head. "The words of one of our leading aces during the war, Adolf Galland.”
"Shouldn't take much work to get them airworthy."

Hader gazed at the fleet of aircraft that sat in spectrd silencein the vast bunker. "The government
rarely provides funding for such aproject. I'll be lucky if | can keep five or six of them for museum

digolay."
"And the others?’
"They'll be sold or auctioned off to museums and collectors around the world."
"I wish | could afford to placeabid,” Aitt said yearningly.

Haider looked at him, the arrogance was gone. A canny smile curved hislips. "How many aircraft do
you count?"

Pitt stood back and mentally totaed the number of jet craft in the bunker. "I makeit forty even.”
"Wrong. It'sthirty-nine."

Pitt re-counted and again came up with forty. "I hate to disagree, but--"

Haider waved him off. "If one can be removed when the entry ramp is cleared and transported across
the border before | take the officid inventory. . ."

Haider didn't need to finish his sentence. Fitt heard, but he wasn't sure he interpreted the meaning. A
Me-262 had to be worth over amillion dollarsin good restorable condition.



"When do you expect to take inventory?' he asked, fegling hisway.

"After | catalog the contents of the plundered art.”

"That could take weeks."

"Possibly longer.”

"Why?' Fitt put to Haider.

"Cadll it penitence. | was most rudeto you earlier. And | fed obligated to reward your courageous
effort in reaching the treasure, saving perhapsfive lives and preventing me from making a blue-ribbon ass
of mysdf and quite probably losng my job."

"And you're offering to ook the other way while| sted one.”

"There are so many, onewon't be missed.”

"I'm grateful," Pitt said Sincerdly.

Haider looked at him. "I asked afriend in our intelligence service to run afile on you while you were
busy inthetunnd. | think aMesserschmitt two-six-two will make a nice addition to your collection and
complement your Ford trimotor."

"Y our friend was very thorough."

"Asacoallector of finemechanica relics, | think you will giveit the proper respect.”

"It will be restored to origina condition,” Fitt promised.

Haider lit acigarette and leaned casudly againgt ajet pod as he exhaed blue smoke. "I suggest you
see about renting a flatbed truck. By tonight the bunker entrance will have been widened enough to tow a
planeto the surface. I'm certain Lieutenant Reinhardt and his surviving team will be happy to assst you in
removing your latest acquisition.”

Before a stunned and thankful Pitt could say another word, Haider had turned and walked away.

Another eight hours passed before the massive pump suctioned off most of the water and the air in the
galery of wartime loot was safe to breethe. Haider siood on achair with abullhorn, briefing his staff of
art experts and historians and a gathering of German government officials and politicians who wanted to
bein on the discovery. Anarmy of TV and newspaper correspondents was building in Clausen's now
ravaged lettuce field, demanding to enter the bunker. But Haider was under orders from his superior in
Bonn. No entry by the news media until the hoard was surveyed.

Beginning at the stedl door, the gallery stretched agood half akilometer. The racks and binswere
filled to the far wall and rose four meters high. Despite the water in the tunnel, the entry door had been
sedled tightly and the concrete construction was of top quality, so no moisture had penetrated inside.
Even the more ddlicate objects had survived in excellent condition.

The Germansimmediately began setting up a photo and conservation laboratory, aworkshop, and a



records area. After the briefing, Haider moved into the art chamber and directed the activitiesfrom a
prefabricated office hurriedly assembled and furnished complete with telephones and fax machine.

Unconscioudy dmost, Pitt shook his head and walked through the now dry tunnel with Mancuso,
marveling that so much had been accomplished in less than twenty-four hours.

"Where's Al?" asked Mancuso.

"Off scrounging atruck.”

Mancuso stared a him with an arched eyebrow. "Not thinking of absconding with aload of
masterpieces, are we? If so, | don't recommend it. The Krauts will shoot you down before you've
cleared thefarm.”

"Not when you have friendsin high places Pitt smiled.

"l don't even want to know about it. Whatever your evil scheme, do it after | leave.”

They passed through the entry door into the gallery and stepped into Haider's closet office that was set
off to one side. Haider waved them in and motioned to apair of camp stools as he conversed in German

over one of four telephones. He hung up asthey sat down.

"| fully redlize you have permission from Chancellor Lange to search for whatever it isyou're after, but
before you begin digging through the bins and crates, I'd like to know what it is."

"We're only interested in art objects removed from the Japanese embassy in Berlin," Fitt answered.

"Y ou think they're here?'

"There was no time to transport them to Japan,” Mancuso explained. "The Russans were encircling
the city. The ambassador locked up the building and barely escaped with his staff into Switzerland.
Historica records show the antique art that decorated the interior of the embassy was entrusted to the
Nazisfor safekegping, and they hid it under an airfidd.”

"And you think it may be included with the cache discovered here.”

"Wedo, yes."

"Can | ask why the American government is so interested in lost works of Japanese art?”

"I'm sorry,” Pitt said honestly. "We can't give out that information. But | can assure you our search
poses no problems for the German government.”

"I'm thinking of the Japanese. They'll demand their property be returned.”
"Possession is not our intent,” Mancuso assured Haider. "We only wish to photograph afew pieces.”

"All right, gentlemen.” Haider Sghed. He gave Fitt ahard stare. | trust you, Herr Fitt. We have an
agreement. Do what you say, and I'll guarantee to look the other way."

Asthey left Haider's office, Mancuso whispered, "What was he talking about? What agreement?”



"Recruitmen.”
"Recruitment?’ Mancuso repested.

Aitt nodded. "He talked meinto joining the L uftwaffe.”

They found the rack containing the inventory from the Japanese embassy about fifty meters back of the
sculptured figures that once graced the museums of Europe. The Germans had aready ingtaled astring
of lampsthat ran off a portable generator, throwing light on the great hoard that seemed to stretch into
infinity.

The Japanese section was easy to identify, the packing boxes having been marked by kana characters
and handcrafted with far more finesse than the crude crates knocked together by the Nazi looters.

"Let's start with that one," said Mancuso, pointing to anarrow container. " That |ooks to be about the
rightsze"

"Y ou spent time prospecting in Japan. What does it read?"

" “Container number four,'" Mancuso trandated. " “Property of His Imperid Mgesty, the Emperor of

"That'sabig hdp." Pitt went to work and carefully lifted the lid with a hammer and pry bar. Insdewas
asmadl, ddicate folding screen depicting birds flying around severa mountain peaks. "Definitely not an
idand." He shrugged.

He opened two more, but the paintings he pulled into the dim light were of alater period than the
Sxteenth-century master Masaki Shimzu. Most of the smaler crates were carefully packed with
porcelain. There was only one more crate in the rear of the rack that might conceivably hold apainting.

Mancuso showed signs of stress. Sweat was glistening on his forehead and he nervoudly fidgeted with
hispipe. "This better beit,” he muttered. "Or we've wasted alot of time."

Pitt said nothing but went about hiswork. Thisbox seemed more heavily constructed than the others.
Hepried thelid and peered indde. "I seewater. | think we've got a seascape. Better yet, it'sanidand.”

"Thank God. Pull it out, man, let's seeit.”

"Hold on." Therewas no ornate outer frame, so Fitt gripped the painting under its rear support and
paingtakingly eased it out of the crate. Once free, he held it up under the light for ingpection.

Mancuso hurriedly pulled asmal cataog showing color plates of Masaki Shimzu art from his pocket
and flipped through the pages, comparing the photos with the painting. "1'm no expert, but that lookslike
Shimzusgyle”



Aitt turned the painting around and studied the other side. "There's some writing. Can you makeit
out?'

Mancuso squinted. " “Ajimaldand by Masaki Shimzu,' " he burst out triumphantly. "Weve got it, the
ste of Sumas command center. Now al we haveto do is match its shoreline with satellite photos.”

Mechanically, Pitt's eyestraveled over the picture Shimzu had painted four hundred and fifty years ago
of anidand then called Ajima. It would never make atourist paradise. Steep volcanic rock dliffstowering
above pounding surf, no sign of abeach, and almost total absence of vegetation. It looked barren and
forbidding, grim and impregnable. There was no way to approach and make alanding from seaor ar
without detection. A naturd fortress, Sumawould have it heavily defended againgt assault.

"Getting inddethat rock,” Ritt said thoughtfully, "is going to be damn near impossible. Whoever triesit
will surdly die

The triumphant expresson on Mancuso's face quickly vanished. "Don't say that,” he murmured. "Don't
eventhink it."

Pitt looked into the mining engineer's eyes. "Why? Gaining entrance is not our problem.”

"But yourewrong." He made aweary swipe & the swest from his forehead. "With teams Cadillac and
Honda down the dumper, Jordan has no choice but to send in you and me and Giordino. Think about it."

Pitt did, and Mancuso wasright. It was all too clear now. Wily Jordan had been saving the three of
them in reserve for a covert strike on Suma's nuclear bomb detonation center.

<<38>>

The President stared down at the open file on his desk. His face had a bleak expression as he looked
up. "They redly intend to set these things off? It's not a bluff?"

Jordan's face was impassive as he nodded. "They're not bluffing.”
"It'sunthinkable.”

Jordan did not answer, but |et the President gather his own thoughts. The man never seemed to



change. Helooked exactly as he did the first day Jordan was introduced to the newly elected senator
from Montana. The same lean build, bright blue eyes, the same warm, outgoing persondity. The
incredible power never fazed him. He was polite and cordid to the White House staff, and seldom
missed remembering abirthday.

"It'snot like weve ringed their idands with an invasion flegt, for God's sake.”

"They've become paranoid because globa opinion has suddenly come down on them," said Donad
Kern. "With Chinaand Russia embracing democracy, the Eastern Bloc countries going independent,
South Africaholding free eections, and the Middle East smmering on the back burner, world focus has
falen on the Japanese for going too far too fast.”

Kern nodded. "Their economic aggressiveness hasn't exactly been tempered with subtlety. The more
markets they conquer, the more hard-nosed they become.”

"But you can't blame them for creating an economic world the way they want it to be," said Jordan.
"Their business ethics are not the same as ours. They see nothing immord in exploiting commercia
opportunities and taking advantage of trade weaknesses, regardless of the flak. The only crimein their
eyesisany atempt to prevent their systematic progress. Frankly, we were no different in our overseas
trade practices after World War Two."

"I can't argue with you," conceded the President. "'Few of our past and present businessleaders will
ever qudify for sainthood."

"Congress and the European Market countries are on an antiJapanese business kick. If they vote for
trade embargoes and nationdization of Japanese corporations, Tokyo will attempt to negotiate, but Suma
and his cronies are dead set on retaiation.”

"But to threaten nuclear death and destruction. . ."

"They're playing for time," explained Jordan. " Their worldwide commercia thrust isonly part of a
broader plan. The Japanese live under terrible conditions of high dendity. A hundred and twenty-five
million people on aland massthe sze of California, with most of it too mountainousto live on. Ther
unadvertised long-range god isto export millions of their best-educated people into other countries and
form colonieswhile maintaining loyalty and strong tiesto Japan. Brazil isacasein point, and soisthe
United States when you consider their massimmigration into Hawaii and Cdifornia. The Japanese are
obsessed with survival, and unlike us, they plan decades into the future. Through economic trade they're
building avast economic global society with Japanese traditions and culture as the hub. What even they
don't redizeisthat Sumaintendsto set himsalf up as executive director.”

The President glanced a the open file again. "And he protects his crimina empire by Strategicaly
placing nuclear bombsin other nations."

"We can't blame the Japanese government or the great mass of their people,” Jordan quaified. "I'm
firmly convinced Prime Minister Junshiro was mided and duped by Hideki Sumaand his cartel of
indugtridigts, financiers, and underworld leaders who secretly built anuclear arsend and expanded it into
the Kaiten Project.”

The President opened his hands. "Perhaps | should set amesting with Junshiro and inform him of our
intelligencerevdaions”



Jordan shook hishead. "I don't recommend it just yet, Sir. Not until we have a chance at cutting off the
Kaiten Project at its head."

"When last we met, you didn't have the location of the command center.”
"New information has put usin the neighborhood.”

The President looked at Jordan with renewed respect. He understood his chief intelligence gatherer,
the dedication to his country, the many years of service beginning when he was still afew years shy of
high school and aready entered into training for the intelligence fidldwork. The President aso saw thetall
that years of incredible stress had taken. Jordan consumed a steady stream of Maalox tablets asif they
were popcorn.

"Do you know yet where the car bombs are to be placed for detonation?’

Kern answered. "Yes, Sir, one of our teams discovered the plan while tracking a shipment of the cars.
Suma's engineers have created a diabolic and well-contrived disaster.”

"l assumethey'll be parked in densaly populated areas to daughter the largest number of American
citizenspossible”
"Dead wrong, Mr. Presdent. They will be Srategicaly located for aminima loss of life”

"Youvelog me"

"Throughout the United States and the industridized world," Kern briefed, "the carswill be staged in
systematic gridsin deserted areas so their synchronized explosionswill set off an eectromagnetic pulse
on the ground that risesinto the atmosphere. Thiswill create an umbrelladike chain reaction that shuts
down uplinks to worldwide satellite communi cations systems.”

"All radio, television, and phone networks simply ceaseto exist,”" added Jordan. "Federd and local
governments, military commands, police and sheriff departments, fire departments, ambulances, and all
trangportation will roll to ahat because they can't operate desf."

"A world without communication,” murmured the Presdent. "It's unimagingble.”

"The picture getsworse," Kern continued ominoudy. "Much worse. Y ou know, of course, Mr.
President, what happens when you wave a magnet near acomputer disk or a cassette tape.”

"They're erased.”

Kern nodded dowly. "The dectromagnetic pulse from the nuclear explosionswould do the same thing.
For hundreds of miles around each explosion the memories of every computer would be totally erased.
Silicon chips and transistors, the backbone of our modern computerized world, are defenselessagaingt a
pulse running through electrical and telephone circuits and agrids. Anything made of meta would carry
the pulse from pipesto railsto microwave towers and sted supportsinside of buildings.”

The President stared at Kern with unbelieving eyes. "We'retaking total chaos.”

"Yes, dr, acomplete nationa breakdown with catastrophic results that are beyond recovery. Any and
every record ever programmed into acomputer by banks, insurance companies, giant corporations, small



businesses, hospitals, supermarkets, department stores-- the list is endless-- would vanish, along with al
stored scientific and engineering data.”

"Every disk, every tape?’
"In every home and office," said Jordan.

Kern kept his eyes on the President to reinforce his dire commentary. "Any computer e ectronics that
runs on memory, and that includesignition and carburetion on modern autos, operation of diesd train
engines, and controls on aircraft in flight, would stop functioning. The arcraft especidly could suffer
horrible consequences, since many would fal to the ground before their crews could take manual

"And there are aso the mundane everyday devices we take for granted,” said Jordan, "that would also
be affected, such as microwave ovens, video cassette recorders, and security systems. We've cometo
rely so heavily on computer chipsthat we've never considered how vulnerable they are.”

The President picked up apen and tapped it nervoudy on the desk. Hisface was drawn, his
expression distraught. "I cannot alow that curse to pardyze the American people well into the next
century,” he sated flatly. "1 have to serioudy consider astrike, nuclear if necessary, on their warhead
arsenal and detonation command center."

"| advise againgt it, Mr. President, said Jordan with quiet conviction, "except asalast resort.”

The President looked at him. "What's your angle, Ray?"

"Sumas ingtalation won't be on-line for another week. Let ustry to devise a penetration plan to
degtroy it from within. If successful, it will save you enormous fdlout from a hailstorm of internationa
condemnation for what will be looked upon as an unprovoked attack on afriendly nation.”

The President was silent, athoughtful ook on hisface. Then he said dowly, "Y ou'reright, I'd be
forced into making excuses no onewould believe.”

"Timeison our Sde aslong as no one but our MAIT team and the three of usknowswhat's going
down," Jordan continued.

"Good thing," Kern muttered. "If the Russans knew their landscape was littered with foreign
warheads, they wouldn't hesitate to threaten afull-scale invasion of Japan.”

"And we don't need that," the President said quietly.

"Nor do the innocent Japanese, who have no idea of Sumasinsanethreat,” said Jordan, hammeringin
another nail.

The Presdent came to hisfeet, ending the briefing. "Four days, gentlemen. Y ou have ninety-six hours."
Jordan and Kern exchanged tight smiles.

The assault on Suma had been planned before they walked into the Oval Office. All it took wasa
phone cdl to set it in motion.



<<39>>

At four o'clock in the morning the small landing strip on a government reservation near \WWoodmoor,
Maryland, looked to be deserted. There were no lights bordering the narrow band of asphalt. The only
guide to a pilot making anight landing was atriangle of blue mercury vapor streetlights arched over an
intersection of two dirt roads that pointed to the south end of the runway.

Then the early morning stillness was broken as the whine of throttled-back jet engines cut the till air.
A pair of headlights flashed on, their beamsfaling across the center of the landing strip. The Gulfstream
jet trangport with CIRCLEARTH AIRLINES painted across the top of the fusel age touched down and
taxied to astop beside a Jeep Grand Wagoneer station wagon.

Less than three minutes after the passenger door opened and two men and their luggage were on the
ground, the plane rolled toward the end of the runway and was airborne again. Asthe roar faded in the
black sky, Admiral Sandecker shook hands with PFitt and Giordino.

"Congratulations," he said warmly, "on avery successful operation.”

"We haven't heard the results” said Fitt. "Did the photos of the painting Mancuso transmitted match an
exiging idand?'

"Right on the money," replied Sandecker. "Turns out theidand was caled Ajimaby fishermen after
one of them became stranded on it in the seventeen-hundreds. But it remained on the charts as Soseki
Idand. And like many geographica sites connected with loca folklore, the name Ajimawas eventualy
logt."

"Wher€sthe location?" asked Giordino.

"About sixty kilometers off the coast due east of Edo City."

Aitt's face suddenly became etched with anxious concern. "What word of Loren?”

Sandecker shook hishead. "Only that she and Diaz are dlive and hidden in a secret location.”

"That'sit?" Pitt said, irritated. "No investigation, no operation to free them?"

"Until the bomb-car threat is diminated, the Presdent's hands aretied.”



"Bed," mumbled Giordino, cagily changing the subject to cool Fitt down. "Take meto my bed.”

Pitt dipped his head at thelittle Italian. "Get him. His eyes haven't been open since we left Germany.”
"Y ou made good time," said Sandecker. "Have a pleasant flight?"

"Slept most of it. And with the jet lag working in our favor flying west, I'm wide awake."

"Frank Mancuso remained with the art objects?" Sandecker inquired.

Pitt nodded. " Just before we took off, he received a message from Kern ordering him to pack up the
Japanese embassy art and fly it to Tokyo."

"A smoke screen to pacify the Germans.” Sandecker smiled. "The art is actualy going to avault in San
Francisco. When thetimeisripe, the President will present it to the Japanese people as agoodwill
gesture.” He gestured to the seats of the Jeep. " Get in. Since you're so bright and bushy-tailed, I'll let you
drive"

"Fineby me" Pitt said agreesbly.

After they threw their bagsin the luggage compartment, Pitt did behind the steering whedl asthe
admira and Giordino entered from the opposite side. Sandecker took the front passenger seat, Giordino
the back. Ritt shifted the running engine into drive and wheeled the Jeep down adark road to a
gatehouse that stood hidden in agrove of trees. A uniformed security guard stepped out, peered inside
the car amoment, then saluted Sandecker and waved them through to a back-country highway.

Three kilometers|ater, Fitt turned the Jeep onto the Capital Beltway and headed toward the lights of
Washington. Traffic at that time of morning was dmost nonexistent. He set the cruise control on 110
kilometers and sat back as the big four-whed-drive rolled effortlesdy over the pavement.

They drovein slencefor severa minutes. Sandecker stared absently through the windshield. Fitt didn't
need a strong imagination to know the admiral didn't leave awarm bed to meet them without agood
reason. The huge Havanawas strangely missing from his mouth, and his hands were clasped across his
chedt, suresgnsof inner tenson. Hiseyeswere likeice cubes. He definitely had something heavy on his
mind.

Pitt decided to give him an opening. "Where do we go from here?" he asked.

"Say again," Sandecker mumbled in mock distraction.

"What doesthe great eagle have in store for us next? A nice week's vacation, | hope."

"Do you redly want to know?"

"Probably not, but you're going to tdl me, right?”

Sandecker yawned to prolong the agony. "Well, I'm afraid you two are off on another airplaneride
agan.”

"Where?'



"The Pacific."
"Where exactly in the Pacific?'

"Pdau. Theteam, or what'sleft of it, isto assemble at the Information Gathering and Collection Point
for new ingructions from the Director of Field Operations.”

"Without the bureaucratic title crap, what you're saying iswere meeting with Mel Penner.”

Sandecker smiled, and his eyes softened considerably. ™Y ou have a deft manner of dicing to the gut of
the matter.”

Pitt was wary. He could see the axe was about to fall. "When?' he asked quickly.
"In precisdly one hour and fifty minutes. Y ou're taking acommercid arline out of Dulles.
"A pity wedidn't land there," Ritt said sourly, "and saved you the drive.”

"Security reasons. Kern thought it best if you arrive at the termina by car, pick up thetickets, and
board like any other tourigts flying to the South Sees.”

"We could use a change of clothes.”
"Kern sent aman to pack clean thingsin suitcases. They've dready been checked through.”

"Very thoughtful of him. | must remind mysdlf to change my security darmswhen | return--"

Pitt broke off and studied the reflection in hisrearview mirror. The same pair of headlights had been on
the Jeep'stail snce they swung onto the beltway. For the last several kilometers they had maintained an
exact distance. He punched off the cruise control and increased speed dightly. The lights dropped back
and moved forward again.

"Something wrong?' asked Sandecker.
"Weve picked up atail.”

Giordino turned and peered through the big rear window. "More than one. | make out threevansin a
convoy."

Aitt stared thoughtfully into the mirror. The beginning of agrin drew across hisface. "Whoever is after
usisnt taking any chances. They've sent afull platoon.”

Sandecker snatched a car phone and dided the MAIT team safeline. "Thisis Admira Sandecker!" he
snapped, ignoring any attempt at procedura codes. "'I'm on the Capital Beltway heading south near
Morningside. We are being followed--"



"Makethat pursued,” Fitt interrupted him. "They're closing fast.”

Suddenly aburst of gunfire tore through the roof of the Jeep just above their heads. "Correction,”
Giordino said in utter calm. " Change pursued to attacked.”

Sandecker douched down on the floor and spoke rapidly into the car phone's mouthpiece, giving
location and ingtructions. Pitt had aready dammed hisfoot down on the accelerator. The high torque of
the big 5.9-liter V-8 kicked in, and the Jeep swiftly legped down the beltway at 150 kph.

"The agent on duty is sending out acal for the highway patrol," announced Sandecker.

"Tel them to put on some speed,” Pitt urged, whipping the big Jeep back and forth across the three
lanes of highway to throw off their pursuers am.

"They're not playing fair," Giordino said contritely. He dropped down on the floor between the seats
as another burst sprayed the rear window's glass over him, passed through the car, and took out half the
windshield. "They've got guns, and we don't.”

"I think | can fix that." Fitt spared him aquick glance down and back.
"How?'

"By getting off this damn highway, where we make a perfect target, and taking every bend in the next
road | can find until we hit atown."

"The turnoff for Phelps Point iscoming up,” advised Sandecker, peeping over the dashboard.

Pitt stole aquick look in the rearview mirror. He could see now that the vans were painted in the color
scheme of ambulances. Even as he observed them, their red and blue flashing lights blinked. Their Srens
remained mute, however, asthe drivers pulled abreast of each other, covering the entire southbound
lanes of the beltway to increase their firepower.

Pitt could make out men clad in black aiming automeatic wegpons out the side windows. Whoever
planned the nation had covered every base. There must have been four men to avan. Twelve who
were armed to the teeth against three who probably had only one Swiss Army knife between them.

Aitt had an ideafor evening the odds a bit. The off-ramp to Phelps Point was till two hundred meters
ahead. No time. The next barrage of massed fire would blow them off the road. Without touching the
brakes and warning the pursuing killers of hisintention by flashing red taillights, he abruptly threw the
Jeep into a crabwise dide and shot across two lanes and down an embankment.

Thetiming was perfect. A hall of gunfire missed the big Grand Wagoneer asit swept over the
landscaped grass and surfed through a shallow ditch filled with haf ameter of water. Then dl tires
bounced free of the ground as it soared over the other edge of the ditch, landing with a screeching of
rubber on afrontage road that paraleed the beltway.

The pursuerslost time as they skidded to astop in confusion. Pitt gained dmost ten seconds before
they regrouped and roared down the off-ramp onto the frontage road and resumed the chase.

For the second time in nearly as many days, Pitt was driving asif he was competing in aGrand Prix
road race. Professond drivers, though, had an advantage. They wore hemetswith visors against the



wind resistance. The cold morning air washed over Ritt's face through the bullet-shattered windshield,
and he was forced to turn his head sdeways and squint againgt theicy gust.

They tore onto along avenue flanked by oak trees before bursting into aresidentia area. He threw the
Jeep into a series of sharp turns, left on one block of houses, |eft again, and then to theright. The drivers
of the vanswerewell versed in the routine. They split up and attempted to cut him off at the intersections,
but he always managed to get there ahead and dash past with scant seconds to spare.

Thekillersheld their fire amid the populated homes, relentlesdy closing the net and cutting off avenues
of escape. When Fitt was able to make aturn before they came in sight from the previous block, he
turned out hislights and sped through the darkness. Unfortunatdly, the streetlights gave him away. He
tried every trick he knew, gaining afew meters here, afew seconds there, but he could not entirely shake
the stubborn killers,

Pitt circled back and threw the Jeep onto the main avenue into the town. A gas station, athesater, and
severa small shopsflicked past. "Watch for ahardware store," he shouted above the scream of the
protesting tires.

"A what?" asked Sandecker increduloudly.

"A hardware store. Therés got to be onein town."

"Oscar Brown's Hardware Emporium,” announced Giordino. "l saw it on asign right after we sailed
off the beltway."

"Whatever you've got in mind," said the admira steadily, "you better manageit quick. Thered light on
the gas gauge just flashed on.”

Aitt glanced at the dash instruments. The needle was pegged on "empty." "They must have stitched the
fud tank."

"Oscar's Emporium is coming up on theright Side of the street,” said Giordino, motioning through the
openwindshied.

"Y ou have aflashlight?' Fitt snapped to Sandecker.
"Theré's onein the glove compartment.”
"Getitout."

Pitt took one find look in the mirror. Thefirst van was diding around a corner two blocks back. He
steered the Jeep into the gutter on the eft Sde of the street, and then cramped the whed to theright.

Sandecker stiffened in shock.

Giordino croaked, "Oh, no!"

The Jeep spun sideways for an instant, then the four drive whedls dug in and it raced over the curb,
acrossthe sdewalk, and crashed through a huge plate-glass window into the hardware store. The Jeep

bashed through the front counters, sending cash registers spinning into the darkness. An end display, a
cluster of garden rakes on sale, burst up like toothpicks. The car careened down an aide between



shelves hurling plumbing fixtures and nuts, bolts, and screwsin the air like grape and canister out of a
cannon.

Insanely, it seemed to Giordino and Sandecker, Pitt didn't stop. He kept his foot pressed on the
accderator, traveling up and down the aides as though he was searching for something, leaving total
destruction in hiswake. The tumult as the Jeep ran wild was enhanced by the sudden whoop of the
security darm.

At last Fitt shoved the front bumper into adisplay case, resulting in agreat spray of jagged glass. The
oneremaining headlight flickered dimly on twenty or thirty handguns scattered about the shattered case
and stacked rows of rifles and shotgunsin alarge cabinet against the wall.

"Y ou sneaky bastard,” Sandecker uttered in awe.

<<40>>

"Choose your weapons,” Pitt shouted over the banshee cry of the darm as he kicked open the door.

Sandecker needed no urging. He was out of the Jeep and ransacking the cabinet for ammunition while
clutching the flashlight under hisarm. "What's your pleasure, gentlemen?' heyelled out.

Pitt snatched apair of Colt Combat Commander automeatic pistols, one with bluefinish, the other in
dainless sted. He gected the dlips. "Forty-five automatic!”

Sandecker fumbled through the boxes in the cabinet for only afew seconds before he spotted the right
caiber. Hetossed two boxesto Fitt. "Winchester Siver Tips." Then he turned to Giordino. "What do
you need, Al?"

Giordino had pulled three Remington-1100 shotguns off the rack. "Twelve gauge, double-aught load.”

"Sorry," Sandecker snapped back. He handed Giordino severa boxes of shotgun casings.
"Number-four magnum buckshot isthe best | can do on short notice.” Then he crouched low and dashed
over to the paint department.

"Hurry and douse your light," Fitt warned him, smashing the remaining headlight with the butt of one
Colt.



The vans had dammed to astop up the block and out of sight of the men insde the store. The
assassnsflowed from the vehiclesin ther black ninja suits swiftly and smoothly. They did not rush
toward the hardware store, but paused, taking their time.

Their rehearsed tactical operation to riddle the Jeep and its occupants to shreds had been fouled by
Pitt's unexpected dive from the beltway into Phel ps Point. Now they were forced to formulate anew
tactical operation on the spot. Coally, they sized up the Situation.

Overconfidence clouded their judgment. Because they had experienced no return fire from the three
men in the fleeing four-whed-drive, and were certain their intended victims were unarmed, they were
overanxious to rush through the storefront and finish the job.

Their team leader was wise enough to gesture for caution. He stood in a doorway across the street
and peered into the darkness inside the wrecked hardware store. He could see nothing beyond the
debris as evidenced by the glow from a solitary streetlight. The Jeep was logt in the shadows. Nor could
he hear sounds from the interior over the annoying wail from the aarm.

Hisandyss of the Stuation was rushed aslights blinked on in apartments above severd of the stores.
He could not afford to attract acrowd of witnesses. Then there was the local law enforcement agency.
He could expect the sheriff and his deputies to charge on the scene within minutes.

Then he dlowed amigudgment to guide himinto afata error. He wrongly assumed the men in the
Jeep were badly injured in the crash or cowering in fear, and he failed to send ateam of his men around
to sedl off the rear of the store.

He dlowed three minutes to rush the Jeep, finish off his prey, and retreat in the vans. Thekill should be
quick and easy, he thought. As a precaution he shot out the streetlight, plunging the street into blackness
and preventing his men from being outlined when they made the assault. He hed awhigtleto hislipsand
gavethe sgnd to prepare wegpons and insure that the selector switches were off "safe’ on their
5.56-millimeter, 51-round Sawa automatic rifles. Then he blew three short chirps, and they began to
movein.

They glided swiftly through the gloom, like water moccasinsin a Georgia bayou, dipping through the
shattered display window in pairs and quickly fading into the shadows. The first Sx men to enter frozein
position, muzzles extended and sweeping back and forth, their eyes straining to pierce the blackness.

Then suddenly afive-galon can of paint thinner with aburning cloth wick inits spout salled between
them and fdll on the sdewalk, exploding in amaelstrom of blue and orange flame. In unison, Fitt and
Giordino opened up as Sandecker hurled another can of the volatile fluid.

Pitt worked the Coltsin both hands, pointing but not taking careful aim. Helaid down a barrage that
dropped the three men who were crouched to the right of the window almost before they redlized they'd
been hit. One of them had timeto let off ashort burst that smashed into arow of paint cans, leaving
colored spurts of ename gushing onto the shambles of merchandise broken and trashed on the floor.

Giordino blew thefirst man on the left back through the window and half into the street. The other two
were only shadowsin the darkness, but he blasted away at them until one Remington went empty. Then
he dropped it and picked up another held preloaded and fired again and again until al return fire had
ceased.

Pitt reloaded his cartridge clips by fed as he stared through the flame and smoke that swirled around



the front of the store. Thekillersin the black ninja outfits had vanished completely, frantically seeking
cover or lying in the gutter behind the thankful protection of ahigh curb. But they hadn't run away. They
were till out there, still as dangerous as ever. Pitt knew they were stunned but mad as hornets now.

They would regroup and come again, but more shrewdly, more cautioudy. And next time they could
see-- theinterior of the hardware store was brightly illuminated by the flamesthat had attacked the
wooden storefront. The entire building and the men in it were only minutes away from becoming ashes.

"Admird?" Fitt shouted.

"Over here" answered Sandecker. "In the paint department.”

"Weve overstayed our vist. Can you find aback door while Al and | hold the fort?

"Onmy way."

"Y ou okay, pd?'

Giordino waved a Remington. "No new holes."

"Timeto go. We gill have aplaneto catch.”

"l hear you."

Pitt took afina look at the huddled corpses of strangers he had killed. He reached down and pulled
off the hood from one of the dead. Under the light of the flames he could see aface with Asian features.
A rage began to seethe within him. The name Hideki Sumaflooded hismind. A man he'd never met, had
no ideaof what helooked like. But the thought that Suma represented dime and evil was enough to

prevent Fitt from fedling any remorse for the men held killed. There was a cd culated determination in him
that the man responsible for the death and chaos must also die.

"Through the lumber section,” Sandecker suddenly shouted. "There'sadoor leading to the loading
dock.”

Aitt grabbed Giordino by the arm and pushed hisfriend ahead of him. "You first. I'll cover.”

Clutching one of the Remingtons, Giordino dipped between the shelves and was gone. Ritt turned and
opened up one last time with the Colts, squeezing the triggers so hard and fast they fired off like machine
guns. And then the automatics were empty, dead in his hands. He quickly decided to keep them and pay
later. He stuffed them in hisbelt and ran for the door.

He admos madeit.

The team leader of the assassins, more cautious than ever after losing Six men, threw a pair of stun
grenadesin the now blazing store, followed by adeet of gunfire that sent lead splattering al around Fitt.

Then the grenades went off in a crushing detonation that tore the ravaged heart out of what was | eft of
Oscar Brown's Hardware Emporium. The shock waves brought down the roof in ashower of sparks as
the thunderous roar rattled every window in Phelps Point before rumbling out into the countryside. All
that remained was afiery cadronin the shdl Ieft by the still-standing brick walls.



The blast caught Pitt from behind and flung him through the rear door, over the loading dock, and into
an dley behind the store. He landed on his back, knocking the wind out of hislungs. He waslying there
gasping, trying to regain his bregth, when Giordino and Sandecker hoisted him to hisfeet and helped him
stagger through the backyard of an adjoining house into the temporary safety of apark bandstand across
the next street.

The security darm had gone dead when the ectrica wires burned, and now they could hear Sirens
gpproaching as the sheriff and the volunteer fire department raced toward the flames.

Giordino had ataent for getting in the last word, and he rose to the occasion as the three of them lay
there under the roof of the bandstand, exhausted, bruised, and just plain thankful to be dive.

"Do you suppose,”" he wondered dryly, staring absently at the fire lighting the dawn sky, "it was
something we said?'

<41>>

It was a Saturday night and the strip in Las Vegas was dive with cars crawling along the boulevard,
their paint gleaming under the brilliant lighting effects. Like eegant old hookers blossoming after dark
under expensive, sparkling jewdry, the aging hotels adong LasVegas Boulevard hid their dull exteriors
and brutally austere architecture behind an eectrica auroraboredis of blazing light that advertised more
flash for the cash.

Somewhere dong the line the style and sophistication had been logt. The exotic glitter and
brothel-copied decor inside the casinos seemed as dull and indifferent as the croupiers at the gambling
tables. Even the customers, women and men who once dressed fashionably to attend dinner-show
spectaculars, now arrived in shorts, shirt-deeves, and polyester pantsuits.

Stacy leaned her head back againgt the seat of the Avanti convertible and gazed up at the big
marquees that promoted the hotel shows. Her blond hair streamed in the breeze blowing off the desert,
and her eyes glinted benesth the ondaught of flashing lights. She wished she could have relaxed and
enjoyed the stay asatourist, but it was dtrictly business as she and Westherhill acted out their ingtructed
role of affluent honeymooners.

"How much do we have for gambling?' she asked.

"Two thousand dollars of the taxpayers money,” Westherhill replied as he dodged the heavy traffic.



Shelaughed. "That should kegp me going on the dot machinesfor afew hours.”
"Women and thedots" he mused. "It must have something to do with grabbing alever.”
"Then how do you explain men'sfascination with crgps?’

Stacy wondered how Fitt might have replied. Acidly and chauvinigticaly, she bet. But Wesatherhill had
no comeback. Wit was not one of his strong points. On the drive across the desert from Los Angeleshe
had bored her dmost comatose with unending lectures on the possibilities of nuclear space flight.

After Wesatherhill had escaped from the truck that hauled the bomb cars, he and Stacy were ordered
by Jordan to return to Los Angeles. Another team of surveillance experts had taken over and followed
the car transporter to Las Vegas and the Pacific Paradise Hotel, where they reported it had departed
empty after depositing the carsin asecure vault in an underground parking area.

Jordan and Kern then created an operation for Stacy and Weatherhill to steal an air-conditioning
compressor containing abomb for study, afeat that was deemed too risky during the break-in on the
road. They aso needed time to construct areplica replacement from the dimensions recorded by
Westherhill.

"Theresthe hotd," hefindly said, nodding up the boulevard to agiant Sign festooned with neon pam
trees and flashing dolphins that soared around the borders. The main attraction featured on the marquee
promoted the greatest water show on earth. Another sign stretched across the roof of the main building,
blinking in glowing pink, blue, and green letters and identifying the huge complex asthe Pecific Paradise.

The hotel was constructed of concrete painted light blue with round porthole windows on the rooms.
The architect should have been flogged with his T-square for designing such atacky edifice, Stacy

thought.

Weatherhill turned in the main entrance and drove past avast swvimming pool landscaped likea
tropical jungle with amultitude of dides and waterfdls that ran around the entire hotdl and parking lot.

Stacy gazed a the monstrosty of ahotel. "Isthere anything Hideki Sumadoesn't own?"
"The Pacific Paradiseis only one of ten resort hotels around the world he's got his handsin.”

"I wonder what the Nevada Gaming Commission would say if they knew there were four nuclear
bombs under the casino.”

"They'd probably careless," said Weatherhill. " So long as his deders aren't mechanics.”

"Mechanics?'

"Chestsfor the house."

He pulled the Avanti to a stop at the main entrance and tipped the doorman, who removed their
luggage from the trunk. An attendant parked the car, and they registered at the front desk, Stacy looking

garry-eyed and smiling demurely in an attempt to seem like anew bride, an event she had trouble
remembering in her own past.



In their room, Wesatherhill tipped the bellman and closed the door. Heimmediately opened a suitcase
and removed a set of blueprints of the hotel and spread them on the bed.

"They've seded the carsingde alarge vault in athird-level basement,” he said.

Stacy studied the sheet showing the plan of the entire lower basement and areport from one of the
surveillanceteam. " "Double reinforced concrete with astedl overlay,' " sheread aoud. " "Onelarge stedl
door that raisesinto the celling. Security cameras and three guards with two Dobermans. We won't be
breaking in from the front. Easy enough to best the eectronic systems, but the human factor and the dogs
make it tough for just thetwo of us."

Weatherhill tapped a section of the blueprint. "Well go in through the ventilator.”

"Lucky for usit hasone."

"A requirement in the congtruction code. Without ventilation to prevent expansion and contraction of
the concrete, cracks could form and affect the foundation of the hotel.”

"Where does the vent originate?'

"Theroof."

"Too far for our gear."

"We can make entry from a utility room on the second underground parking level."
"Want metogoin?'

Weatherhill shook hishead. "Y ou're smaller, but nuclear devicesfal in my department. I'll make the
entry whileyou handlethelines.”

She examined the dimensions on the ventilator duct. "It's going to be atight fit. | hope you're not
claustrophobic.”

Carrying tote bags and rackets and dressed in white tennis togs, Weatherhill and Stacy passed
unobtrusively as a couple going to play on the hotel courts. After waiting for an elevator free of people,
they rode it down to the second-level parking garage, where Wesatherhill dipped the lock on the door to
the utility room in lessthan five seconds.

The smal interior was laced with steam and water pipes and digita-diaed instruments that monitored
temperatures and humidity. A row of cabinets held push brooms, cleaning supplies, and jumper cables
for sdled carsin the parking area.

Stacy quickly unzipped their tote bags and laid out avariety of equipment as Wegatherhill donned a
nylon one-piece suit. He clipped on a Delta belt and body harness, attaching it around hiswais.

Stacy then assembled a spring-powered piston tube with awide-diameter barrel oddly called a



"beanbag gun." Then she attached it to a "hedgehog,” a strange object that was covered by round ball
bearing-like whed swith apulley inits center. Next she uncoiled three lengths of thin nylon lineand
connected them to the hedgehog and beanbag gun.

Wesetherhill consulted the blueprint showing the ventilating system for the find time. A large vertica
shaft falling from the roof joined smaller ducts that ran horizontaly between the cellings and floors of the
parking areas. The duct running to the vault that held the bomb cars ran between the floor beneath their
feet and the calling of the basement below.

Hetook asmall battery-operated dectric saw and began cutting alarge hole in the thin sheet-meta
wall. Three minutes later he set aside the cover, took out atiny flashlight, and beamed it inside the duct.

"It drops about a meter before branching out toward the vault,” he said.

"Then how far?" Stacy asked.

"According to the blueprint, about ten meters.”

"Can you get through the elbow where the duct curves from vertica to horizontal ?*

"Only if I hold my breeth,” he replied with adight grin.

"Radio check," she said, setting aminiature microphone and receiver over her head.

Heturned and whispered into atiny transmitter on hiswrigt. "Testing, testing. Am | coming through?”

"Clear ascrysd, and me?!

"Good."

Stacy gave him areassuring hug and then leaned into the ventilator and pulled the trigger onthe
beanbag gun. The springloaded piston shot the hedgehog into the darkness, where its momentum and
roller bearing whed stook it smoothly around the bend. They could hear it sailing through the duct for a
few seconds, dragging the three nylon lines behind it, before there was an audible clink, sgnading that it
had stopped on impact with thefilter screen set in the vault'swall. Then Stacy pulled another trigger, and
twin rods shot out of the hedgehog againgt the sides of the duct and jammed it solidly in place.

"I hope you've been working out a the gym,” said Wesatherhill as he dipped the rope through the clips
in his harness. "Because your little old muscles will be taxed tonight."

She smiled and pointed to apulley she'd aready attached to one line and awater pipe. "It'sal inthe
leverage" shesad dyly.

Weatherhill clamped the smdl but powerful flashlight around one wrist. He bent down and took what
looked like an exact replica of an air-conditioning compressor out of histote bag. He had constructed it
to replace the one he was about to stedl. Then he nodded. "Might aswell get going.”

He leaned into the vertical shaft and dowly dropped down headfirst, extending the dummy compressor
beyond his head as Stacy took up the strain on one line. There was plenty of room here, but when he
cameto the ebow into the horizonta duct, he had to contort his body like a snake and squeeze through.
He entered on hisback in order to bend his body around the narrow curve. And then he wasin.



"Okay, Stacy, pull away," he spoke into hiswrist radio.
"How'sthefit?'
"Let'sjust say | can hardly breathe.”

She pulled on apair of gloves and began to heave on one of the nylon ropes that wound around the
pulley on the hedgehog and attached to Wesatherhill's harness, pulling him through the narrow confines of
the ventilation duct.

He could do little to help her, except exhale when hefdlt her tug on the rope. He began to swest inside
the nylon suit. There was no air-conditioning running through the ventilator, and the outside atmosphere
that wafted down from the opening on the hotel roof was hot and stifling.

Stacy wasn't enjoying mild temperatures either. The steam pipesthat ran through the utility room kept
the heat and humidity closeto that of a steam bath.

"| can see the hedgehog and ventilator screen,” he reported after eight minutes.

Another five meters and he was there. The blueprints had not shown any TV camerasin the vaullt, but
he peered into the darkened interior for sgns of them. He aso removed asmall sensor from adeeve
pocket and checked for laser or heat-seeking scanners. His ingpection thankfully came up dry.

He smiled to himsdf. The daborate defense and dlarm measures were al on the outside of the vault, a
flaw that was common in many security systems.

Hetwisted off the screws, tied asmall string to the screen and lowered it to the floor quietly. He
dipped the lever that rel eased the hedgehog anchor prongs and lowered it into the vault long with the
bogus compressor. Then he dowly descended headfirst until hefindly rolled onto the concrete floor.

"I'mindde" hetold Stacy.
"l read you."

He shined the light around the vault. The bomb cars seemed doubly menacing, sitting ominoudy in
musty blackness and surrounded by thick concrete walls. The awesome destruction in such acloistered
areawasdifficult to imagine.

Westherhill cameto hisfeet and detached his harness. He moved around the nearest bomb car and
laid out a small packet of toolsthat had been tied around one leg and spread it on one fender. Thereplica
compressor he set on the floor. Then without bothering to glance insgde the car, he reached in and pulled
the hood lever.

He stared at the actua bomb unit for amoment, sizing it up. It was designed to explode from a coded
radio sgna. That much he knew. Activating the detonation mechanism by a sudden movement was
doubtful. Sumas nuclear scientists would have built abomb that could absorb the shock from an
automobile driven at high speeds over rough roads. But he wasn't about to take chances, especidly since
the cause behind the blast on the Divine Star was still unknown.

Westherhill brushed dl dire thoughts from his mind and set to work removing the pressure hoses from



the compressor. As he'd discovered earlier, the electrical leadsto the evaporator coilsthat acted asan
antennawere quite dementary. The eectronics were exactly as he would have designed them himself. He
delicately spliced off the leads and reconnected them to the fake compressor without breaking their
circuits. He could now take histime to remove the bolts on the compressor's mounting brackets.

"Bomb safely out of the car,” he reported. "Will now make the switch.”
Six more minutes and the fake compressor wasin place and connected.
"Coming out."

"Standing by to retrieve you," Stacy answered.

Weatherhill stepped back to the ventilator opening and snapped on his harness. Suddenly he noticed
something held missed in the darkness of the vaullt.

Something was Sitting in the front seet of the car.

He flashed the light around the vault. He could now seethat al four cars had some sort of mechanism
seated behind the steering whedls. The vault was cool, but Weatherhill felt asif he wasin a sweat-box.
He was soaked insde the nylon suit. Still holding the flashlight in one hand, he wiped hisfacewith a
deeve and crouched until his head was even with the window frame on the driver's side of the car.

It would beridiculousto cal the thing behind the whed amechanical man. It was Stretching thingsto
even consder it arobot, but that's what it was. The head was some sort of computerized visua system
perched on ameta spinewith abox full of eectronicsfor achest. Clawlike stedl hands with three fingers
gripped the steering whed. The arms and legs were articulated at the proper joints like a human's, but
any remote resemblance stopped there.

Westherhill took severa minutes and studied the robot driver, fixing the design in hismemory.

"Please report,” Stacy ordered, becoming anxious at hislate return.

"I found something interesting,” he replied. "A new accessory."

"Y ou better get amove on.”

He was happy to leave. Therobotsthat sat in dark silence waiting for acommand to drive the car to
their preprogrammed targets began to look to him like skeletons. He clipped the ropes to his harness and
lay on the cold floor, raising hisfeet above hishead, up thewall, back to thewall.

"Pull awvay."

Stacy braced aleg against a pipe and began tugging on the rope that circled the pulley on the
hedgehog. On the other end, Weatherhill's feet reached the ventilator and he went in as held come out,
on his back, except thistime he was holding the compressor containing anuclear bomb in outstretched

hands beyond his head.

As soon as he was completely in the shaft he spoke over his headset. "Okay, stop while | replace the
hedgehog and ventilator screen. Won't do to leave aclueto our vigt."



Hand over hand, working around the bomb compressor, he raised the hedgehog and sprung its rods
againg the ventilator walls. Then he pulled the screen up by the string and quickly screwed it back in
place. Now he allowed himself to relax and go limp. He could only lie there and be dragged up the shaft,
leaving al physica effort to Stacy, staring at the bomb and wondering about his life expectancy.

"l can seeyour fedt," Stacy said at last. Her arm muscleswerelosing all fedling, and her heart was
pounding from the exertion.

As he came out of the narrow horizontal shaft, he helped her as much as he could, pushing out and up.
There was room now to pass the bomb over his shoulder to where she could reach down and pull it
safely into the utility room. As soon as she wrapped a soft cloth around the cylinder and laid it in the tote
bag, she finished hauling Weetherhill through the opening in the ventilator shaft.

He quickly released the nylon lines and shrugged out of his harness as Stacy actuated a second trigger
releasing the jamming prongs on the hedgehog. Then shereded it up through the shaft, curled the nylon
linesaround it, and set it in atote bag. Next, while Westherhill changed back into histennis swester and
shorts, she used duct tape to resedl the panel over the forced opening.

"No interruptions?' Westherhill asked her.

She shook her head. "A few personswalked by after parking their cars, but the hotel employees
stayed clear.” She paused and pointed at the tote bag containing the compressor. "Almost impossibleto
believe we have anuclear bomb in there.”

He nodded. "One with enough power to vaporize the entire hote ."
"Any problems?’ Stacy asked.
"None, but | did find that our friend Suma has come up with anew twigt," he said, stuffing his suit and

harnessin abag. "The cars have robotic drivers. They don't require humansto drive the bombsto their
detonation points.”

"The bagtard." The tiredness and stress were gone, replaced with vehemence. "No human emotionsto
contend with, no second thoughts by a defector who refuses to deploy the bomb, no one to question or
betray the sourceif police should stop the car.”

"Sumadidn't get where heis by being stupid. Using robotsto do his dirty work is damned smart.
Japan leads the world in robotics, and an investigation will undoubtedly prove his scientists and
engineering facilities a Edo City are heavily into the design and manufacture.”

A shocked understanding came into Stacy's eyes. Her voice camein whispered foreboding. "The
detonation center, what if it's manned and guarded by robots?"

Weatherhill gave afind zip of histote bag. "That's Jordan's problem. But my guessiswe're going to
find it next to impossibleto penetrate.”

"Then we can't gop Sumafrom coming on-line and priming the bombs."

"There may be no stopping him," he said with grim apprehension in histone. "Our best resourcesfall
far short of his"
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Toshie, wearing avery brief ungeisha-cut kimono loosdly tied at the waist with an obi sash, discreetly
bowed her head and held up alarge soft towel for Suma as he stepped from atiled steam room. He
wrapped the towel about his body toga style and sat on alow pillowed stool. Toshie dropped to her
knees and began massaging hisfeet.

Toshie wasthe daughter of a poor fisherman, the fourth of eight children, when Sumafirst saw her.
She had been a skinny, unattractive child whom the boysignored until, that is, she began to develop a
body that was beautifully proportioned, with breasts far more ample than most Japanese girls. Bit by bit
her facid features became defined with prominent cheekbones that were enhanced by eyesthat were
large and dark.

Suma, walking aone at sunset, had spied her standing in the surf casting anet into the rolling breskers.
She stood serene and golden under the rays of the dying sun. A thin shift was al she wore, dampened
into trangparency by the waves, revedling al and hiding nothing.

He was captivated. Without speaking to her, he sought out her name, and by the time the stars began
to appear had struck a deal with her father and bought Toshie for asum that suddenly turned the
struggling fisherman into the wedlthiest man on the idand and the owner of anew fishing boat |oaded with
the latest in state-of -the-art eectronics.

At firgt Toshiewas hystericd with shock and sorrow at having to leave her family, but gradudly she
became awed by Suma's wealth and power and soon became attracted to him. In her own way she
enjoyed her subservient role as secretary and mistress. He had her tutored by the best teachers he could
hire, trained in languages, business, and finance, taught the ins and outs of high fashion, and coached in
the finer subtleties of lovemaking.

She knew he would never marry her. There were too many other women, and Hideki was incapable
of loving only one. But he was kind to her, and when the time came for her to be replaced, she knew he
would be generous.

Kamatori, wearing ayelow yukatalounging robe with indigo bird patterns, sat nearby a alow black
lacquered table directly opposite Roy Oritaand sipped tea. Out of respect to their superior, both men
patiently waited for Sumato spesk first.

Sumaignored them for severa minutes as he enjoyed the pleasure of Toshie's foot manipulations.



Kamatori avoided Suma's angry stare and kept his eyeslowered. He had lost face for the second time
that week and was extremely humiliated.

"So your team of idiotsfailed,” Sumasaid at last.

"Therewasamishap,” Kamatori replied, still looking down at the surface of the table.

"Mishap!" Suma snapped. "Disaster would be closer to the truth.”

"Fitt, Admira Sandecker, and the man cdled Giordino were very lucky.”

"Therewas no luck. Y our ns merely underestimated the Americans canny ability to survive."

"Professonal operdtives are predictable,” said Kamatori, making alame excuse. "Civilians do not
adhereto therules.”

Sumasignaded Toshieto stop. "How many men did you lose?"
"Seven, including the leeder.”
"None were captured, | trust.”

"All bodies were recovered and the survivors escaped before the loca authorities arrived. Nothing
was|eft behind to leave atrail "

"Raymond Jordan will know who was responsible,”" said Roy Orita.

"A matter of no concern.” Kamatori's face took on an expression of scorn. "He and his pathetic MAIT
team are no longer an effective force. The Japanese end of his operation has been terminated.”

Sumaignored the teaand took asmall cup of saki offered by Toshie. "Jordan can gill be dangerousif
his operatives root out the location of our command center."”

"Jordan and Kern were at a dead end when | broke off contact twenty-four hours ago,” Oritasaid
with assurance. "They had no clueto the site.”

"They're attempting to trace the bomb cars," Sumaargued. "That much we know."

Kamatori shrugged indifferently. " Jordan is chasing shadowsin asmoked mirror. The cars are securely
hidden and guarded. Until an hour ago, none had been found and confiscated. And even if his operatives
stumble on afew and neutralize their bombs, it will be acase of too littletoo late. Well still have more
than required to produce an dectromagnetic shied over haf the earth.”

"Any news from the KGB or the European community intelligence agencies?' asked Suma.

"They're completely in the dark,” answered Orita. "'For reasons unknown to us, Jordan hasn't revealed
hisinvestigation to them."

Kamatori spped at histeaand stared over the cup a Suma. ™Y ou have beaten him, Hideki. Our
robotic technicians have nearly completed the weapon system e ectronics. Soon, very soon, you will be
in aposition to dictate terms to the decadent Western world.”



Sumas face was astone mask carved in sdlf-satisfying evil. Like so many men who were stained by
money, Suma had advanced far beyond wedlth to the highest form of addictive corruption-- the
overwhelming thirst for absol ute power.

"l think it'stime," he said in atone edged with sadistic pleasure, "to begin enlightening our guests of the
purpose behind their presence here.”

"If I may suggest,” said Oritawith adight bow of the head.
Suma nodded without speaking.

"The gaijins are impressed with status and power. Their psychology is easlly measured by their
reverence of entertainers and wealthy celebrities. Y ou are the most important financia expertinthe
world. Allow the congresswoman and the senator to Smmer in suspense and confusion while you remain
aloof and out of reach. Send othersto torment their curiosity by feeding them small pieces of bait until
their minds are ripe for your honored appearance and divine orders.”

Suma consdered Oritas advice. It was a childish game that played on his ego, but one that was also
practica. Helooked at Kamatori. "Moro, | leaveit to you to begin our guests initiation.”

Loren waslost. She had never been so lost in her life. She had been drugged almost immediately after
being seized at the classic car race and had clawed her way back to full consciousness only two hours

ago.

When shefinaly cleared the drug-induced haze from her mind, shefound herself in abeautifully
furnished bedroom with alavish bathroom complete with sunken marble tub and bidet. It wasfurnished in
asort of South Pacific idand decor with bamboo furniture and asmall forest of potted tropical plants.

The floor was light polished cedar, and the walls seemed to be covered with woven palm fronds.

It reminded her of avillage resort where sheld once vacationed in Tahiti-- except for two unusual
features. There was no inside handle to the door and no windows.

She opened an armoire that stood against one wal and peered inside. Severd expensive silk kimonos
hung there. She tried one on and was pleasantly surprised to discover it was amost atailored fit. She
pulled open the lower drawers. They contained feminine underwear that was aso in her exact Size, as
were the matching sandas on the floor of the armoire.

It beats hell out of being chained in adungeon, Loren thought. Whoever captured her did not seem
intent on torture or execution. The question of why she was abducted was pushed to the back of her
mind. Making the most of an unwinnable situation, she relaxed in the tub and took a bubble bath. Then
shedried and set her hair with the necessary dryer and styling odds and ends that were thoughtfully laid
out on the bathroom counter along with a select array of expensive cosmetics and perfumes.

Shewasjust dipping into awhite and rose flowered kimono when there was a soft knock on the door
and Kamatori stepped quietly into the room.



He stood there in sllence amoment, his arms and hands buried in the deeves of hisyukata, a haughty
look of scorn on hisface. Hiseyesrose dowly from Loren's bare feet, lingered on her breasts, and then
lifted to her face.

Loren pulled the kimono tightly around her body and knotted the belt and turned her back to him. "Do
Japanese men dways enter alady’'s room without being invited?”

"My profound apologies,” said Kamatori with anoticesble hint of sarcasm. "1 did not mean to show
disrespect to arenowned American legidator.”

"What do you want?"

"I was sent by Mr. Hideki Sumato seethat you are comfortable. My name is Moro Kamatori. | am
Mr. Sumas friend, bodyguard, and confidant."

Shereplied decisvely, "I guessed he was respongible for my kidnapping.”
"Theinconvenienceis only temporary, | promiseyou.”

"Why am | held hostage? What does he expect to gain besides hatred and vengeance from the
American government?'

"He wishes your cooperation in delivering amessage to your President and Congress.”

"Tdl Mr. Sumato insert asharp stick up hisrectum and deliver the message himsdif.”

Brassiness born from vulnerability, Kamatori mused. He was pleased. He decided to pierce Loren's
firgt line of defense. "How coincidenta. Almost the exact words of Senator Diaz, except histerms were
much sdtier.”

"MikeDiaz?' Loren's brave front suffered awidening crack. "Y ou kidnapped him too'?"

"Y es, you were brought here together.

"Whereishere?'

"Anidand resort off the coast of Japan.”

"Sumaisinsane.”

"Hardly," Kamatori said patiently. "Heisavery wise and perceptive man. And in afew dayshewill
announce hisrulesfor the Western economiesto follow in the future.”

A tinge of red anger flushed Loren'sface. "He's even abigger lunatic than | gave him credit for."

" think not. No man in history has accumulated as much wealth. He did not accomplish this out of
ignorance. Soon you will cometo believe that he can aso widld absolute control over your government
and itseconomy." Kamatori paused, and his eyesturned down, gazing at the rounded flesh of Loren's
breasts that were pressing againg the upper folds of the kimono. "In view of the coming transition, you
might do well to congder anew turn of loyalty."



Loren could not believe she was hearing such gibberish. "'If anything happensto Senator Diaz or me,
you and Mr. Sumawill suffer. The President and Congress will not stand by and do nothing while we're
held hostage.”

"Modem terrorists have been taking American hostages for years and you do nothing." Kamatori's
eyes showed amusement. "Y our President was informed within an hour of your disappearance, and was
told who was responsible. Trust what | say. He has ordered that no rescue attempt be made and no

word be leaked to the news media. Y our aides, relatives, and fellow congressmen-- none are aware that
you were flown secretly to Japan.”

"You'relying. My friendswouldn't kegp quiet.”

"By friends, do you mean Dirk Ritt and Alfred Giordino?'

Loren'smind wasin aferment. She wasteetering off balance. "Y ou know of them?"

"Y es, they meddled in affairs that were not their concern and had an accident.”

"Werethey injured?’ she sammered.

"I don't know, but it's safe to say they did not escape unscathed.”

Loren'slipstrembled. She searched for something to say. "Why me? Why Senator Diaz?"

"Y ou and the senator are mere pawnsin a strategic game of economic power," Kamatori continued.
"So do not expect deliverance until Mr. Suma permitsit. An assault by your Specid Forceswould bea
wasted effort, because your intelligence agencies haven't the dightest clue to your whereabouts. And if
they did, thereisno way for an army to penetrate our defenses. In any case, you and the Senator will be
free and on aflight to Washington the day after tomorrow."

The bewilderment in Loren's eyeswas what Kamatori hoped for. He removed his hands from the
wide deeves of hisyukata, reached out suddenly, and pulled L oren's kimono down around her wast,

pinning her armsto her sides.

Kamatori smiled sadigticaly. "I'll do everything at my command to make your short stay enjoyable.
Perhaps| might even give you alesson on how women should defer to men.”

Then heturned and gave two heavy raps on the door. It opened from the outside by an unseen guard,

and Kamatori was gone, leaving little doubt in Loren's mind of what was in store for her before she
would be released.
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"Theresheis," said Me Penner as he yanked the cover off alarge table with the flourish of amagician,
reveding athree-dimensional mode of anidand surrounded by a blue plaster-of-paris seaand inlaid with
tiny trees and buildings. "Soseki 1dand, known in the past as Ajima,

"You did amarvelousjob,” Stacy complimented Penner. "It looks so redl.”

"I'm an old modd railroad buff," said the Director of Field Operations proudly. "My hobby isbuilding
dioramas.

Wesetherhill leaned over the table examining the steep redlitic cliffsrising from the sea. "What's its
gze?'

"Fourteen kilometerslong by five at itswidest point. About the same configuration as San Migud, one
of the channd idands off the coast of Cdifornia”

Penner pulled a blue bandanna from a hip pocket and dabbed at the swest rolling down histemples.
Theair conditioner kept a comfortable temperature insde the smal building, not much larger than ahut
actudly, that stood in the sand of abeach on Koror Idand in Paau, but the 98 percent humidity could
not be overcome.

Stacy, dressed in snug shorts and a hdter top, walked around the table staring at Penner's exacting
model. The rocky crags spanned by miniature Oriental bridges and the twisted pine trees gave theidand
amydticd qudity. "It must be. . . " She hesitated, groping for the right description. "Heavenly," she said
findly.

"Hardly the word that legpsto mind,” Fitt muttered while swilling aglass half filled with tequila, lime,
and ice from abottle hed carried from Washington. He wore svimming trunks and aNUMA T-shirt.
Hislong tan legs were propped on the back of the chair in front of him, hisfeet in leather sandals. "A
garden spot on the outside, maybe, but with amongter lurking inside.”

"You think Suma's nuclear arsena and detonation control center isunder theidand?' asked Frank
Mancuso, who wasthe last of the five team membersto arrive at the South Pacific Information Gathering
and Collection Point.

Penner nodded. "Were sure of it."

Stacy reached out and touched the sheer paisades climbing dmost verticaly from the sea. "Theresno
place to dock ships. They must have brought in construction equipment by air.”

"How wasit possible they built it without our spy satellites detecting the activity?' Wesatherhill
wondered aoud.

With a smug expression of pride on hisface, Penner lifted off asection of the seathat ran from the
idand to the thick edge of the table. He pointed a atiny tube running through the gray plaster. "A tunnel,"
he explained. " Suma's engineers constructed atunne that begins under the degpest subterranean leve of



Edo City and travelsten kilometers to the coast, and then another fifty beneath the seafloor to Soseki.”

"Score onefor Suma," said Aitt. "Our satdlites didn't spot any unusua movement because the earth
dug from the tunnel was removed along with that excavated during the building of the city.”

"A perfect cover,” said Giordino, bordering on apun. He straddled a chair and stared pensively at the
scaed modd. He sat coal in cutoff jeans and nothing else.

"The longest borein theworld,” said Penner, "exceeding the one the Japs built benesath the ocean from
Honshu to Hokkaido."

Weatherhill shook his head from side to Sdein amazement. "An incredible undertaking. A pity the
effort wasn't put to a more peaceful purpose.”

Asamining engineer, Mancuso could gppreciate the enormous problemsinvolved in such amassive
project. "Working only from one end, it must have taken agood seven years," he said, highly impressed.

Penner shook his head negatively. "Working around the clock with newly designed boring equipment,
Sumas engineersfinished thejob in four.”

"All the more fantastic knowing it was accomplished in total secrecy.” Stacy's eyes had never |eft the
modd sinceitsunveling.

Penner now lifted off asection of theidand, revedling aminiature labyrinth of passageways and rooms,
al spreading like spokes from one large spherica chamber.

"Here we havetheinterior layout of thefacility. The scale may be dightly off, but | did what | could
from the rough sketches Jm Hanamura got through to us."

"I think you did asensationa job," said Stacy, admiring Penner's handiwork. "The detail isso precise.”

"A lot is pure guesswork, but Kern put a design and engineering team to work and they drafted the
dimensions pretty close to what we expect from the origina." He paused to pass out a stack of foldersto
thefour MAIT team membersin the hut. "Here are the plans of the Edo City end of the tunndl and the
control center as expanded and detailed by Kern's people.”

Everyone unfolded the drawings and studied the layout of the facility that represented the worst threat

the free world had faced since the Cuban missile crisis. No one spoke as they traced the passagewayss,
memorized the labels describing the rooms, and examined the dimensions.

"The center must be agood three hundred meters below the idand's surface,” observed Mancuso.

"Therésnoargtrip or dock on theidand,” Stacy murmured in concentration. "The only entry isby
helicopter or from Edo City through the tunnd."

Pitt drank thelast of histequila. "No way in by seaunlessthe assaulting force were professiona
mountain climbers. And at that, they'd be picked off by Sumas defense systems like ants crawling up a
whitewdl."

"What are those buildings on the surface?" asked Wesatherhill.



"A luxury retreat for Suma's top management. They meet there for business conferences. It aso makes
an ided location for secret meetings with paliticians, government bureaucrats, and underworld leaders.”

"Shimzu's painting showed an idand barren of plant life," said Ritt. "Half the idand gppears covered by
trees”

"Planted by Sumas landscape people over the past twenty years," explained Penner.

Mancuso scratched his nose thoughtfully. "What about an elevator between the retreat and the control
center?'

Penner shook his head. "Nothing showed on the plans. We can't risk penetration down the shaft if we
don't have alocation.”

"An underground facility of this scope requires outside ventilation.”

"Our engineering team believes severd of the houses within the resort areaare dummy coversfor air
vents and exhaust ducts.”

"Wemight givethat atry." Weatherhill laughed. "I'm good at ducts.”

Penner shrugged. "Again, not enough information. It's possibleair is pumped in from Edo, and the foul
returned and vented aong with the city's outflow."

Pitt looked at Penner. "What are the chances Loren and Diaz are held prisoners on theidand?

Penner gave an unknowing shrug. "Fair to good. We haven't tracked them down yet. But resortlike
accommodeations on an impregnable idand would certainly make an ideal safe house to hide hostages.”

"Hostages, yes," said Stacy, "but under what terms? No word of Congresswoman Smith and Senator
Diaz has been heard since they were abducted.”

"No demands have been received,” explained Penner, "forcing the President into await-and-see game.
And until we can provide him with enough intelligence to make ajudgment call on arescue operation, he
won't give the order.”

Giordino gazed a Penner with asmdll air of contemplation. "There must be a plan to trash thejoint,
therésawaysaplan.”

"We have one," replied Penner, committing himsealf. "Don Kern has crested an intricate but viable
operation to penetrate and disable the center's e ectronic systems.”

"What kind of defenses are we talking about?' inquired Fitt. " Sumawouldn't snk heavy effort and
money into the eighth wonder of the modern world without protecting the hell out of it.

"We can't say with any accuracy.” Penner's eyes swept over theidand model with alook of concern.
"We do know what security and military technology is available to Suma, and must assume he'singalled
the best sensory gear his money can buy. Exotic radar equipment for land and sea detection, sonar
sensors for underwater gpproach, laser and heat detection ringing the perimeter of the shore. Not the
least of whichisan army of armed robots.”



"And lest weforget, an arsena of hidden surface-to-sea-and-air missiles.” Thisfrom Pitt.

"It won't be an easy nut to crack,” Wesatherhill said in aclassic understatement.

Giordino looked at Penner, amused, curious. "Looks to me like an assault by at least five Specia
Forces assault teams, preceded by an attack of naval carrier aircraft and abombardment by a strike fleet
to soften up the defenses, isthe only way anybody's going to get inside that rock.”

"Either that," Pitt tagged, "or adamn big nuclear bomb."

Penner smiled dryly. " Since neither of your suggestionsfitsinto the practical scheme of things, well
have to use other meansto do the job.”

"L et me guess.” Mancuso was acid. As he spoke he gestured to Stacy, Wesetherhill, and himsdlf. "The
three of usgo in through the tunndl.”

"All five of you aregoing in,”" Penner murmured quietly. “Though not dl by way of thetunnd.”

Stacy gasped in surprise. "Frank, Timothy and | are highly trained professonas at forced entry. Dirk
and Al are marine engineers. They have neither the skill nor the experience for atricky penetration
operation. Surely you don't intend to send them in too?"

"Yes| do," Penner indsted quietly. "They are not as helplessasyou imply."

"Do we get to wear black ninjasuits and flit through the tunnel like bats?' There was no mistaking the
cynicismin Ritt'svoice.

"Not at al,” Penner said camly. "Y ou and Al are going to drop in on the idand and create adiverson
to coincide with the entry of the othersfrom Edo City."

"Not by parachute,” Giordino groaned. "God, | hate parachutes.”

"So!" Aitt said thoughtfully. "The greet Pitt and Giordino the magnificent fly into Hideki Sumas private
resort fortress with bugles sounding, bellsringing, and drums beating. Then get executed samural style as
trespassing spies. Kind of taking usfor granted, aren't you, Penner?”

"Thereissomerisk, | admit," Penner said defensively. "But | have no intention of sending you to your
deeths."

Giordino looked at Fitt. "Do you get the feding were being used?'

"How about screwed?"

With his partisan eye Pitt knew the Director of Field Operations wasn't acting purely on hisown
authority. The plan had come from Kern with Jordan's gpproval and the President's blessing on top of
that. He turned and stared at Stacy. She had "Don't go” written al over her face.

"Once we get on theidand, what then?' he queried.

"Y ou avoid capture as long as possible to distract Suma's security forces, hiding out until we can
mount arescue mission to evacuate the entire team.”



"Agang state-of-the-art security, wewon't last ten minutes.”

"No one expects miracles.”

Pitt sad, "Wdl?'

"Well what?'

"Wefall from the sky and play hide-and-seek with Sumas robots while the three pros sneak in
through a sixty-kilometer tunne?" Any hint of irritation, incredulity, and despair was contained with great
force of will by Aitt. "That'sthe plan? That's dl thereis?"

"Yes," Penner said, sdlf-conscioudy avoiding Pitt's blazing stare.

"Y our pasin Washington must have drawn that brilliant piece of credtivity out of afortune cookie."

In hismind, Fitt never doubted his decision. If there was the dightest chance Loren was held prisoner
on theidand, hewould go.

"Why can't you smply cut off their power source on the mainland?"' asked Giordino.

"Because the control center isentirdly sdf-sustaining,” replied Penner. "It hasits own generating
dation."

Aitt looked at Giordino. "What do you say, big Al?'

"That resort have geishas?'

"Suma has areputation for hiring only beautiful women,” Penner ansvered with afaint amile.
Pitt asked, "How do we fly in without being blown out of the sky?

Penner smiled asmile that seemed to portend something good for a change. "Now that part of the plan
has an A-number-one gilt-edge rating for success.”

"It had better," said RAitt with icein his opaline eyes. "Or somebody's going to get hurt red bad.”

<<44>>



As Penner had suggested, being shot down in flameswas not alikely prospect. The ultraight power
glidersthat Pitt and Giordino wereto fly off the landing pad of the U.S. Navy detection and tracking ship
Ralph R. Bennett |ooked like pint-sized Stealth bombers. They were painted adark gray and sported the
same weird Buck Rogers shape that made them impossible to see on radar.

They sat like aien bugs under the shadow of the ship's giant box-shaped phased-array radar. The
six-story-high system was composed of 18,000 antenna elementsthat collected awide range of
intelligence data on Soviet missile testswith an incredible degree of accuracy. The Raph R. Bennett had
been pulled away from its mission near the Kamchatka Peninsula by presidentia order to launch the
power gliders and monitor activity in and around Soseki Idand.

Lieutenant Commander Raymond Simpson, aman on the young side of thirty with sun-bleached blond
hair, stood next to the men from NUMA on the open deck. There was an air of capable toughness about
him as he kept atight eye on his maintenance crew, who swarmed around the tiny aircraft fueling tanks
and examining instruments and controls.

"Think we can manage without a check flight?" Pitt asked.

"A piece of cakefor old Air Force pilotslike yourselves," answered Simpson lightly. "Once you get
the hang of flying while lying on your stomach, you'll wish you could take one home and keep it for your
persond use.”

Aitt had never laid eyes on one of the odd ultraight craft until he and Giordino landed on the ship by an
Osprey tilt-motor aircraft an hour before. Now after only forty minutes of classinstruction, they were
supposed to fly them over ahundred kilometers of open sea and make an injury-freelanding on the
dangeroudy rugged surface of Soseki Idand.

"How long have these birds been around?" Giordino queried.

"The Ibis X-Twenty," Simpson corrected him, "isfresh off the drawing boards.”

"Oh, God," groaned Giordino. "They're fill experimentd.”

"Quite so. They haven't completed their testing program. Sorry | couldn't have given you something
more proven, but your people in Washington werein an awful rush, indgsting we deliver them hafway
acrosstheworld in eighteen hoursand all."

Fitt said congderingly, "They dofly, naturdly?

"Oh, naturdly,"” Simpson said enthusiagticdly. "I've got ten hours flying timein them myself. Super
arcraft. Designed for one-man reconnai ssance flights. Powered by the very latest in compact turbine
enginesthat provide athree-hundred-kilometer-per-hour cruising speed with arange of ahundred twenty
kilometers. The lbisisthe most advanced power glider in theworld.”

"Maybe when you get discharged you can open up adedership,” Giordino said dryly.

"Don't | wish," said Simpson without feding the barb.



The skipper of the radar ship, Commander Wendel | Harper, stepped onto the landing pad with alarge
photo gripped in one hand. Tall and beefy with asolid paunch, Harper's bowlegged gait gave him the
appearance of aman who had just ridden across the Kansas plains for the Pony Express.

"Our meteorology officer promisesyou'll have afour-knot tail wind for theflight,” he said pleasantly.
"So fud won't be aproblem.”

Pitt nodded agreeting. "1 hope our reconnai ssance satdllite came up with a decent landing site.”

Harper spread an enlarged computer-enhanced satellite photo up against abulkhead. "Not exactly
O'Hare Airport in Chicago, the only flat spot on theidand isagrassy area measuring twenty by sixty
meters”

"Plenty of room for an upwind landing,” Simpson injected optimigticaly.

Pitt and Giordino moved in and stared at the amazingly detailed picture. The central featurewasa
landscaped garden clustered around a rectangular lawn that was only open from the east. The other three
sideswere thickly bordered by trees, shrubbery, and pagoda-roofed buildings with high curved bridges
leading down from open baconies to an Orienta pond at one end.

Like condemned men who'd just been told they had a choice of being hanged on the gallows or shot
against awall, Fitt and Giordino looked into each other's eyes and exchanged tired cynical amiles.

"Hide out until rescued,” Giordino muttered unhappily. "Why do | get the feding my balot box has
been stuffed?"

"Nothing like arriving at the front door with abrassband,” Fitt agreed.
"Something wrong?" asked Harper innocently.

"Victims of high-pressure sdesmanship,” Pitt replied. " Someone in Washington took advantage of our
gullible neture”

Harper looked uneasy. "Do you wish to scrub the operation?’
"No," Fitt sghed. "In for adime, infor adollar.”
"l don't mean to crowd you, but sunset isonly an hour away. Y ou'll need daylight to see your way in."

At that moment, Simpson's crew chief came over and informed him the power gliders were serviced
and ready for launch.

Pitt looked at the fragilelittle aircraft. Calling it aglider wasamisnomer. Without the strong thrust of its
turbine engine, it would drop like abrick. Unlike the high, wide wing of atrue ultrdight, with its maze of
wires and cables, the arfoils on the Ibis were short and stubby and internaly braced. It dso lacked the
ultrdight's canard wing that resisted stalls and spins. He was reminded of the adage about the bumblebee
as having dl the wrong featuresfor flight, and yet it flew aswdll as, if not better than, many other insects
that Mother Nature had aerodynamically designed.

After finishing their preflight check, the flight crew stood off to the Sde of the landing pad. In Aitt's
mind they al worethelook of spectatorsat an auto race anticipating a crash.



"Maybe we can land intimefor cocktails" he said, pulling on hishemet.

With routine cdm Giordino merely yawned. "If you get therefirgt, order me avodkamartini straight
up.”

Harper increduloudy redlized that glacia noncha ance was the highest sate of emotiond nervousness
these men were cgpable of displaying.

"Good luck," he said, offering both men afirm handshake. "Well monitor you al theway. Be sureto
activate your signa unit after landing. Wed liketo tell Washington you came down safely.”

Aitt gave himawry smile. "If I'm able”

"Never adoubt,” Simpson said, asif cheering the home team. "Mind you don't forget to set the
sef-degtruct timer. Can't make the Japs a gift of our ultralight technology.”

"Goodbye, and thanks to you and your crews for looking out for us."

Giordino touched Pitt on the shoulder, gave him an encouraging wink of one eye, and without another
word walked toward his craft.

Pitt approached his power glider and eased in from the bottom through a narrow hatch in the
fabric-covered fusdlage and onto his stomach until his bodly fit the contours of a body-length foam rubber
pad. His head and shoulders were elevated only dightly higher than hislegs, ebows swinging freea
centimeter above the floor. He adjusted his safety harness and belts that strapped across his shoulder
blades and buttocks. Then heinserted his outstretched feet into grips on the vertical stabilizer and brake
pedas, and then gripped the stubby contral stick in one hand while adjusting the throttle setting with the
other.

He waved through the minuscule windscreen at the crew who were standing by to release tie-down
cables, and he engaged the starter. The turbine, smaler than abeer keg, dowly increased itswhine until it
became a high-pitched shriek. Helooked over at Giordino, just making out a set of spirited brown eyes.
Aitt made athumbs-up gesture that was returned accompanied with agrin.,

Onelast sweep of the instruments to make sure the engine was functioning as stated in the flight
manual, which he bardly had timeto scan, and afind glimpse at the ensign flapping on the stern under a
gtiff breeze that beat in from the port side.

Unlike from an aircraft carrier, aforward takeoff was blocked by the great radar housing and the
superstructure, so Commander Harper had brought the Bennett around into a quartering wind.

Pitt held the brake on by pressing histoes outward. Then he ran up the throttle, feeling the Ibistry to
surge forward. Thelip of the landing pad looked uncomfortably close. Thelifting force of the Ibis
occurred at forty-five kph. The combined wind force and the speed of the Bennett gave hima
twenty-five kph running start, but that till Ieft twenty kph to achieve before the landing whedlsrolled into
ar.

The moment of decision. He signaled the flight crew to release the tie-down cables. Then Pitt eased
thethrottle to the "full" stop, and the Ibis shuddered under the force of the breeze and the thrust of the
turbine. His eyesfixed on the end of the landing pad, Fitt released the brakes and the 1bis |egped ahead.



Five meters, ten, and then gently but firmly he pulled the control stick back. The craft's little nose whedl
lifted and Pitt could see clouds. With only three metersto spare, he drilled the Ibisinto the sky and over
therestlesssea.

He banked and leveled off at forty meters and watched Giordino sweep into the air behind him. One
circlearound the ship, dipping hiswings a the waving crew of the Ralph R. Bennett, and he set a course
for Soseki 1dand toward the west. The waters of the Pacific rushed beneath the Ibis undercarriage, dyed
asparkling iridescent gold by the setting sun.

Aitt dipped the throttle back to a cruise setting. He wished he could put the little craft through its
paces, gain dtitude, and try some acrobatics. But it was not to be. Any wild maneuvers might show on a
Japanese radar screen. In straight and leve flight at awave-top dtitude the Ibiswasinvisible.

Pitt now began to wonder about areception committee. He saw little hope of escaping from the
retreat's compound. A nice setup, he thought grimly. Crash-land in Sumas front yard from out of
nowhere and create bedlam among the security forces as adistraction for the others.

The crew in the Bennett's Situation room had detected the incoming radar signals sent out by Sumas
security defenses, but Commander Harper decided not to jam the probes. He allowed the Bennett to be
monitored, rightly assuming the idand's defense command would relax once they saw thelone U.S. ship
was salling leisurely away toward the east asif on aroutine voyage.

Pitt concentrated on his navigation, keeping an eye on the compass. At their present air speed, he
caculated, they should set down on theidand in thirty-five minutes. A few degrees north or south,
however, and they might missit completely.

It was dl seat-of-the-pants flying and navigation. The Ibis could not afford the extraweight of an
on-board computer and an automatic pilot. He rechecked speed, wind direction and velocity, and his
estimated course heading four times to make certain no errors dipped in.

The thought of running out of fuel and ditching in arough seain the dead of night was a hardship he
could do without.

Pitt noted grimly that the radios had been removed. By Jordan's orders, no doubt, so neither he nor
Giordino would be tempted to launch into idle conversation and give their presence away.

After twenty-saven minutes had passed, and only asmall arc of the sun showed on the horizon line,
Pitt peered forward through the windscreen.

Thereit was, apurple-shadowed blemish between seaand sky, more imagined than real. Almost
imperceptibly it became ahard tangibleidand, itsjagged diffsrising verticaly from therolling swellsthat
crashed into their base.

Pitt turned and glanced out his sde window. Giordino hung just off histail and lessthan ten meters
behind and to hisright. Pitt waggled hiswings and pointed. Giordino pulled closer until Fitt could seehim
nod in reply and gesture with the edge of his hand toward the idand.

Onefina check of hisinstruments and then hetilted the Ibisinto agentle bank until he came at the
center of theidand from out of the darkening eastern sky. There would be no circling to study the layout
of the ground, no second approach if he cameintoo low or high. Surprise wastheir only friend. They
had one chance to set their little Ibises on the garden lawn before surface-to-air missilesburst in their



l3ps.

He could clearly see the pagoda roofs and the opening in the trees around the open garden. He
spotted a helicopter pad that wasn't on Penner's mock-up, but he dismissed it as a secondary landing site
because it was too small and ringed with trees.

An easy twist of thewrigt to thel€ft, right, and then hold. He lowered the throttle setting anotch at a
time. The seawas ablur, the towering cliff face rushing closer, swiftly filling the windscreen. He pulled the
stick back dightly. And then suddenly, asif arug was pulled out from under him, the sea was gone and
his whedswere hurtling only afew meters above the hard lavarock of theidand.

Straight in without asideways glance, agentle kick to the right rudder peda to compensate for a
crosswind. He soared over arow of bushes, thetires of hislanding gear grooving the tops. Throttle back
onidle, the Ibis settled beyond the point of recovery. A tender tug on the stick and the power glider
flared. He fet the landing whedls thump asthey lightly touched down on the lawn no more than five
meters from the edge of aflower bed.

Aitt flipped the kill switch and applied gentle but firm pressure on the brakes. Nothing happened.
Therewas no dowing force pulling his body forward. The grasswas wet and thetiresdid acrossthe
lawn as though coated with ail.

The urge to cram the throttle full forward and pull back on the stick was overpowering, especialy
since hisface was only afew centimeters from the nose of the Ibis. Impact with atree, abuilding, arock
wall? Directly ahead, arow of shrubs ablaze in autumn red and gold shielded any solid barrier beyond.

Aitt tensed, bent his head down, and hung on.

The craft was dill traveling at thirty kph when it tore through the shrubs, ripping the wings off and
plowing with agreat shuddering splash into asmall pond filled with huge carp.

For amoment there was a deathly silence, broken afew seconds later by splintering and tearing noise
as Giordino's Ibisripped through the bushes dongside Fitt's shattered craft and skidded to astopin a
sand garden, devastating intricate designs precisdly raked in an artful composition.

Pitt struggled to release his safety harness, but was pinned by the legs, and his arms had no freedom of
movement. His head was haf submerged in the pond, and he had to tilt hisface up to breathe. He could
plainly see aschool of giant white, black, and gold carp, their gaping mouths opening and closing, large
round eyes staring blankly at the intruder in their private domain.

Giordino'sfusdage was relatively undamaged, and he managed to extricate himsalf without a problem.
He rushed over, legped into the pond, and surged through the muck and lily pads like a maddened hippo.
With strength built from long years of bodybuilding, he tore gpart the crumpled structura braces that
pinned Aitt'slegs asif they were toothpicks. Then he unfastened the safety harness, pulled Fitt out of the
mangled craft, and dragged him to the bank.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Bruised shinsand abent thumb,” Aitt replied. "Thanksfor the deliverance.”

"I'll send you abill," said Giordino, distastefully eyeing his muck-covered boots.



Pitt removed his crash helmet and threw it in the pond, causing the gawking carp to burst for the safety
of thelily pads. He nodded at the wrecked power gliders. "They'll be coming for us. Y ou'd best switch
on the sgnd units and set the destruct timers.”

While Giordino went about the business of derting the Bennett of their arriva before setting the timers
on small packets of plastic explosives carried insde the aircraft, Fitt rose siffly to hisfeet and stared
around the garden.

It appeared deserted. The army of human and robotic guards did not materiaize. The porches and
windows of the buildings were empty of life. He found it impossble to believe no one had heard the cry
of the turbine engines and the sounds of the twin impacts from within the thin walls of the Japanese-style
congtructions. Someone had to live in the neighborhood. The gardeners must be about somewhere, the
grounds were immacul ate and displayed congtant care.

Giordino returned. "Weve less than two minutes to make tracks before they blow," he said quickly.

"I'm out of here," Pitt spoke as he began jogging toward the forested area behind the resort
compound.

And then he gtiffened suddenly as a strange eectronic voice caled out, "Remain where you stand!™

Pitt and Giordino both reacted by darting behind the cover of heavy brush and the safety of the trees,
crouching and swiftly moving from one to another, trying to distance themselves from the unknown
pursuer. They'd only covered fifty meters when they abruptly met ahigh fence that was bristling with
electrified wireand insulators.

"The shortest escapein history,” Pitt muttered dolefully. At that instant the explosivesin the [bises went
off within five seconds of each other. Fitt couldn't see, but heimagined the ugly indolent carp flying
through theair.

He and Giordino turned to face the music, and athough they'd been warned, they were not totally
prepared for the three mechanica gpparitions that emerged from the underbrush in ahdf circle, cutting
off al avenues of escape. Thetrio of robots did not ook like the semihuman figures out of televison and
motion pictures. These traveled on rubber tractor treads and showed no human qudities, except maybe

Speech.
The mobile automated vehicles were loaded with ajumbled assortment of articulated arms, video and

therma image cameras, speakers, computers, and aquad of automatic rifles pointed directly at Fitt and
Giordino'snavels.

"Please do not move or wewill kill you."
"They don't mince words, do they?' Giordino was frankly disbelieving.

Pitt studied the center robot and observed that it appeared to be operated under a sophisticated
telepresence system by a controller at a distant location.

"We are programmed to recognize different languages and respond accordingly,” said the middle robot
inahollow voice, sounding surprisingly articulate. ™Y ou cannot escape without dying. Our gunsare

guided by your body hest."



Therewas a brief uneasy silence as Pitt and Giordino briefly looked at each other with the looks of
men committed to ajob that was accomplished and they could do no more. Carefully, dowly, they raised
their hands above their heads, aware that the gun muzzles pointing at them in the horizonta position never
wavered.

"I do believe we've been cut off at the pass by amechanical posse,” Pitt muttered softly.
"At least they don't chew tobacco,” Giordino grunted.

Tweve gunsin thefront, an dectrified fence at their backs, there was no way out. Fitt could only hope
the robots controllers were wise enough to know he and Giordino presented no threst.

"Isthisagood timeto ask them to take usto their leader?' Giordino spoke through agrin that was
cold as stone.

"I wouldn't if | wereyou," Fitt answered mildly. "They'religble to shoot usfor using abad cliché.

<<45>>

No one gave Stacy, Mancuso, and Weatherhill a second look as they penetrated the depths of Edo
City with relative ease and precision. The Hollywood makeup expert Jordan flew to Tokyo did a
masterful job of gpplying fasefoldsto their eyes, reaigning and darkening the eyebrows, and designing
wigsof luxuriant thick black hair. Mancuso, because he spoke flawless Japanese, was dressed ina
business suit and acted as boss to Stacy and Wesetherhill, who wore the yellow jumpsuits of Sumas
engineering inspection teams.

Using data from Jm Hanamuras report on the security procedures, dong with identification cards and
pass codes provided by a British degp-cover operative working in cooperation with Jordan, they
smoothly passed through the checkpoints and findly reached the entrance to the tunnel. Thiswasthe
tricky part of the operation. The human security guards and identity detection machines had not proven
difficult to deceive, but according to Penner during their final briefing, the fina barrier would bethe
toughest test.

A robotic sensory security system met them asthey entered atotaly festureess, glaringly lit
white-painted room. The floor was empty of al furniture and the walls barren of signsor pictures. The
door they entered from seemed to be the only entrance and exit.



"State your business," the robot demanded in mechanica Japanese.

Mancuso hesitated. He wastold to expect robot sentry machines, but not something that looked like a
trash can on whedlsthat spouted orders. " Fiber optic communications section to modify and inspect
system,” he complied, trying to hide hisawkwardness a interacting with artificid intelligence.

"Y our job order and pass code.”

"Emergency order forty-six-R for communicationsingpection and test program.” Then he brought his
open hands together, touching the fingertips lightly, and repeated the word "sha' three times.

Mancuso could only hope the British operative had supplied them with the correct pass sign and code
word and had programmed their genetic codes into the robotic security memories.

"In sequence, press your right hands against my sensing screen,” ordered the roboguard.

All three dutifully took turns placing their hands on asmal blinking blue screen recessed in the
barrel-round chest. The robot stood mute for afew moments, processing the data from its computer and
comparing facia features and body size against the names and description initsmemory disks- a
remarkable advance, thought Weatherhill. HEd never seen acomputer that could put into memory the
datafed to it by atelevison cameraand processtheimagesin real time.

They stood composed and businesdike, knowing from their briefing the robot was programmed to
spot the dightest measure of nervousness. They aso kept their eyestrained on him. Wandering, avoiding
eyeswould have invited suspicion. Wesatherhill managed abored yawn while their genetic codes and
finger and hand prints were matched up.

"Clearance confirmed,” the roboguard said at last. Then the entirewall at the opposite end of the
barren room swung inward and herolled aside. "Y ou may enter. If you remain beyond twelve hours, you
must notify security force number six.”

The British operative had come through. They had passed the obstacle with flying colors. They walked
through the door into a carpeted passageway that led to the main tunnel. They exited onto aboarding
platform as a buzzer sounded and red and white strobe lights flashed. A work train loaded with
construction materidswas pulling away from an expansive underground rail yard with the tracks
converging a the main tunndl entrance that Mancuso judged was four metersin diameter.

After three eerie minutes of complete silence, an auminum car with a glass bubble top that could seat
ten people approached the platform on asinglerail. The interior was empty, the controls unmanned. A
door did open with adight hissand they entered.

"A Maglev," Wegatherhill said quietly.

"A what?' Stacy asked.

"Maglev, for ‘magnetic levitation.' It's the concept based on the repulsion and attraction between two
magnets. Theinteraction between powerful magnets mounted under the train with otherslining asinglerail
raised in the center movesthe cars on afield of eectromagnetism. That'swhy it'susudly referred to asa

floating train.”

"The Japs have devel oped the most advanced system in theworld,” Mancuso added. "Once they



meastered the cooling of the on-board € ectromagnetic superconductors, they had avehicle that literaly
fliesinchesaboveitstrack at aircraft speeds.”

The doors closed and the little car paused as its computerized sensors waited for the al-clear-ahead.
A green light blinked on above the track, and they glided into the main tube soundlessly, picking up
gpeed until the sodium vapor lamps embedded in the roof of the tunnel merged into an eye-dazzling
ydlow blur.

"How fast are we going?' Stacy wondered.

"A wild guesswould be three hundred and twenty kilometers an hour,” Wesatherhill replied.

Mancuso nodded. "At thisrate the trip should only take about five minutes.”

It seemed the floating train had no sooner reached its cruising speed than it began to dow. With the
smoothness of a skyscraper devator, it did to aquiet stop. They stepped out onto another deserted
platform. Once they were clear, the car came about on aturntable, digned itsalf on the oppositerail, and
accelerated back to Edo City.

"The end of theline," Mancuso said softly. He turned and led the way through the only door on the
platform. It opened into another carpeted passageway that stretched thirty meters before ending at an
eevaor.

Inside, Weatherhill nodded at the Arabic numerals on the control buttons. "Up or down?'

"How many floors and which one are we on?" inquired Stacy.

"Twelve. We're on two."

"Hanamuras sketches only indicated four,” said Mancuso.

"They must have been preliminary drawingsthat were altered later.”

Stacy Sared at the lighted panel pensively. "So much for the hub and spoke layout.”

"Without exact directionsto the computerized dectronics section,” said Weatherhill, "well haveto
scratch our original plan and go for the power generating Sation.”

"If we can find it before arousing suspicion,” complained Mancuso.

"It'sdl weve got going. Tracing dectrica wiring to the source will take lesstime than trying to sumble
onto the control center."

"Twelve floors of rooms and passageways,” murmured Stacy uneasily. "We could wander around lost
for hours™"

"We're here and we have no dternatives," said Mancuso, glancing at hiswatch. "If Fitt and Giordino
were successful in landing on the idand's surface and diverting Sumals security systems, we should have
time enough to plant the plastic and escape back through the tunnel to Edo City."

Weatherhill looked at Stacy and Mancuso, then looked at the elevator panel. He knew exactly how



they felt-- nervestense, minds dert, their bodies honed and ready to act. They had come thisfar and
now it al depended on their decisonsin the next few minutes. He punched the button marked 6.

"Might aswdll try the middlefloor," he said with practica logic.

Mancuso raised the briefcase that camouflaged two automatic wegpons and clutched it under hisarm.
Immobile, he and Stacy and Weatherhill stood quietly in uneasy apprehension. A few seconds later there
was an audible bong, the digital light for the sixth floor flashed, and the doors spread apart.

Mancuso went through with Stacy and Wesatherhill a his hedls. When he stopped dead after two
geps, he hardly felt the others bump into him. They al stood and stared like village idiots on a space
journey to Mars.

Everywhereinsde avast domed gallery there was abustling purposeful confusion one would expect
from an army of efficient assembly line workers, except there were no spoken orders or shouts or group
conversations. All of the specialigts, technicians, and engineers working on agreat semicircle of
computers and instrument consoles were robots in myriad different sizes and shapes.

They'd struck gold on thefirst try. Weatherhill had unwittingly pushed the floor button that took them
directly to the dectronic brains of Suma's nuclear command center. There were no human helpers
anywhere in the complex. The entire work force was tota ly automated and made up of sophisticated
high-tech machines that worked twenty-four hours aday without coffee breaks, lunch, or sick leave. An
operation inconceivable to an American union leader.

Most rolled on wheels, some on tractor treads. Some had as many as seven articulated arms sprouting
like octopus tentacles from whedled carts, afew could have passed as the familiar multipurpose units
found in adentist’'s office. But none walked on legs and feet, or remotely resembled C3P0 from Star
Wars or Robby from Forbidden Planet. The robots were immersed in their individua work programs
and went about their business without taking notice of the human intruders.

"Do you get the fedling we've become obsolete?' whispered Stacy.
"Not good,” said Mancuso. "Wed better get back insde the elevator.”

Westherhill shook his head. "Not a chance. Thisisthe complex we cameto destroy. These things
don't even know we're here. They're not programmed to interfere with humans. And there are no robotic
security guards around. Pitt and Giordino must have saved our ass by distracting them. | say we send this
automated anthill to the moon.”

"The elevator has moved on," said Stacy, pressing the "down" button. "For the next minute we've got
nowhere elseto go.

Mancuso wasted no more time in discussion. He set the briefcase on the floor and began tearing the
packets of C-8 plastic explosives attached by tape from around hislower legs. The rest did the same
from under their jumpsuit uniforms.

"Stacy, the computer section. Tim, the nuclear bomb prime systems. I'll tackle the communications

They had moved lessthan five stepstoward their given targets when a voice boomed and echoed
through the concrete walls of the chamber.



"Remain where you are! Do not move or you will surely diel” Perfect English, with bardly atrace of a
Japanese accent, and the voice cold, menacing.

The surprise was complete, but Mancuso bluffed it out, trying to find atarget for the automatic
weaponsinsde hishbriefcase.

"We are test engineers on an inspection and test program. Do you wish to see and hear our pass
code?"

"All human engineers and ingpectors along with their codes were discontinued when the fully
autonomous vehicles could perform their programs without intervention and human supervision,” the
disembodied voice rumbled.

"We were not aware of the change. We were instructed by our superior to inspect the fiber-optic
communications,” Mancuso persisted as his hand pressed a button disguised as a cleat on the bottom of
his briefcase,

And then the elevator door opened and Roy Orita stepped out onto the control center floor. He
paused for amoment, his eyes staring with a certain respect at hisformer MAIT team members.

"Spare the bravado,” he said with atriumphant smile. "Y ou'vefailed. Y our covert operation to stop the
Kaiten Project hasfailed, totaly and absolutely. And you'redl going to diefor it."

Jordan and Sandecker shared alight breakfast with the President at the executive retreat at Camp
David. They sat at atablein asmal cottagein front of acrackling hickory log fire. Jordan and the admira
found the room uncomfortably warm, but the President seemed to enjoy the heat, sipping a cup of
Southern chicory-flavored coffee while wearing an Irish wool knit swester.

The President's specid assstant, Dae Nichals, camein from the kitchen with aglass of milk. "Don
Kernisoutsde," he reported, addressing Jordan.

"I believe he has an update on Soseki Idand,” said Jordan.

The President gestured a Nichols. "By al means, send himin." And as an afterthought, "Get him acup
of coffee and seeif held like anything to est.”

Kern only accepted the coffee and took a seat on anearby sofa. The President stared expectantly at
him, but Jordan gazed empitily into thefire,

"They'rein," Kern announced.
"They'rein," echoed the President. "Every one of them?"
Kern nodded. "All three."

"Any problems?" asked Jordan.



"We don't know. Before our British contact's sgna was mysterioudy cut off, he said they'd made it
safely through thetunnd.”

The President reached out and shook Jordan's hand. " Congratulations, Ray."

"A bit premature, Mr. President,” said Jordan. "They ill have hurdlesto clear. Penetrating the Dragon
Center isonly thefirst gepinthe plan.”

"What about my men?' demanded Sandecker testily.

"They signaled asafe landing,” answered Kern. "We have no reason to believe they wereinjured or
harmed by Sumas security guards.”

"So where do we go from here?" inquired the President.

"After placing their explosives and putting the Dragon Center temporarily out of commission, our
people will attempt to effect arescue of Congressvoman Smith and Senator Diaz. If al goes according
to plan, well have breathing space to nail Hideki Sumato the nearest cross and send in our military for a
wholesae destruction operation.”

The President's face took on a concerned look. "Isit possible for two men and awoman to
accomplish dl that in the next thirty-six hours?"

Jordan smiled tiredly. "Trust me, Mr. President, my people can walk through wals."
"And Pitt and Giordino?" Sandecker pressured Kern.

"Once our people signd they're ready, a submarine will surface and launch a Delta Oneteam to
evacuate them from theidand. Fitt and Giordino will be brought out too.”

"Seemsto me you're taking an awful lot for granted,” said Sandecker.

Kern gave the admird aconfident smile. "Weve andyzed and fine-tuned every phase of the operation
until we're certain it has a ninety-six-point-seven-percent chance of success.”

Sandecker shot Kern awithering stare. "Better make that a ninety-nine-point-nine percentage factor.”

Everyonelooked at Sandecker questioningly. Then Kern said uncertainly, *1 don't follow you,
Admird."

"Y ou overlooked the capabilities of Pitt and Giordino,” Sandecker replied with asharp edgeto his
voice. "It wouldn't be thefirst time they bailed out afancy intelligence agency carnival.”

Kern looked at him strangely, then turned to Jordan for help, but it was the President who answered.
"I think what Admiral Sandecker isreferring to are the severd occasions Mr. Pitt has saved the
government's ass. Onein particular hits close to home." The President paused for effect. Y ou see, it was

Pitt who saved my life along with that of Congresswoman Smith four years ago in the Gulf."

"l remember." Jordan turned from thefire. "He used an old Mississippi River paddle steamer to do it.”



Kern refused to back down. He felt his reputation as the nation's best intelligence planner was on the
line. "Trust me, Mr. President. The escape and evacuation will go as planned without help from NUMA.
Weve taken into account every possible flaw, every contingency. Nothing but an unpredictable act of
God can prevent usfrom pulling it off."

<<46>>

It wasn't an act of God that prevented Mancuso, Wesatherhill, and Stacy from carrying through with
Kern's exacting plan. Nor were they lacking in skill and experience. They could and occasiondly did
open any bank vault in the world, escape from the tightest security prisons, and penetrate the KGB
headquartersin Moscow or Fidel Castro's private residence in Cuba. There wasn't alock built or a
Security system created that would take them more than ten minutes to circumvent. The unpredictability
of attack dogs could present a troublesome obstacle, but they were expert in avariety of methodsto
leave snarling hounds either dead or docile.

Unfortunately their bag of well-practiced tricks did not include escaping from prison cellswith no
windows or with doors that could only be opened from the floor when the stainless stedl ceiling and walls
were lifted by amechanica arm. And after being stripped of al weapons, their martid artstraining was
useless againgt sentry robots who felt no pain and whose computerized reaction time was faster than
humans.

Sumaand Kamatori consdered them extremely dangerous and confined them in separate cdlls that
held only a Japanese tatami mat, anarrow hole in the floor for atoilet, and a speaker in the calling. No
lightswere ingtdled, and they were forced to sit lone and totally enclosed in pitch darkness, void of all
emotion, their minds seeking a direction, no matter how smal or remote, toward escape.

Then came a hitter redization that the cells were escape-proof. Then numbed disbdief and chagrin that
despite their dmost superhuman skills there was no way out. They were absolutely and hopeesdy

trapped.

Positive identification of Fitt and Giordino was made by Roy Orita after sudying videotapes of their
capture. Heimmediately reported hisrevelation to Kamatori.



"Areyou certan?'

"Y es, thereis no doubt in my mind. | sat across atable from them in Washington. Y our security
intelligence staff will bear me out after agenetic code check.”

"What istheir purpose? They are not professiond agents.”

"They were sSmply diversionary decoysfor the team given the assgnment for destroying the control
center."

Kamatori couldn't believe hisluck in finding the man hed been ordered to nate appear out of
the blue into his own backyard.

He dismissed Oritaand went into solitary meditation, his mind meticuloudy planning a cat-and-mouse
game, asport that would test his hunting skills against aman like Fitt, whose courage and resourcefulness
were well known, and who would make aworthy competitor.

It was acontest Kamatori had played many times with men who had opposed Suma, and he had
never log.

Aitt and Giordino were heavily guarded around the clock by asmall crew of sentry robots. Giordino
even struck up afriendship of sorts with one of the robots who had captured them, calling it McGoon.

"My nameisnot McGoon," it spoke in reasonable English. "My nameis Murasaki. It means purple.”

"Purple,”" Giordino snorted. "Y ou're painted yellow. McGoon fits you better.”

"After | became fully operationd, | was consecrated by a Shinto priest with food offerings and flower
garlands and given the name Murasaki. | am not operated by telepresence. | have my own intelligence

and decision-making capability and can control appropriate operations.”

"So you're an independent free agent,” said Giordino, astounded at speaking to a mechanism that
could carry on aconversation.

"Not entirely. Therearelimitsto my artificia thought processes, of course.”

Giordino turned to Aitt. "Is he putting me on?"

"l have noidea." Fitt shrugged. "Why don't you ask him what hed do if we madearun for it."

"l would aert my security operator and shoot to kill as| have been programmed,” the robot answered.
"Areyou agood shot?" Fitt asked, intrigued with conversing with artificia intelligence.

" am not programmed to miss."



Giordino said succinctly, "Now we know where we stand.”

"Y ou cannot flee theidand and there is no place to hide. "Y ou would only die by drowning, esten by
sharks, or be executed by beheading. Any escape attempt would beillogical .

"He soundslike Mr. Spock."

There was aknock from the outside, and aman with a permanently scowling face pushed the fusuma
diding door with its shoji paper panesto one side and camein. He stood silent as his eyestraveled from
Giordino standing beside the robot to Pitt, who was comfortably reclining on atriple pile of tatami mats.

"l am Moro Kamatori, chief aideto Mr. Hideki Suma.”

"Al Giordino," greeted the stocky Itdian, smiling grandly and sticking out his hand like aused car
sdesman. "My friend in the horizontd position is Dirk Pitt. Were sorry to drop in uninvited but--"

"We are quite knowledgeabl e of your names and how you came to be on Soseki Idand,” Kamatori
interrupted Giordino. "Y ou can dispense with any attempt at denias, salf-defeating tales of misdirection,
or counterfeit excuses of innocence. | regret to inform you that your diversonary intruson wasafailure.
Y our three team members were apprehended shortly after they exited the tunnel from Edo City."

Therewas ahushed quiet. Giordino gave Kamatori adark ook, then turned to Pitt expectantly.

Aitt's face was quite composed. Y ou wouldn't happen to have anything to read around here?' He
gpoke boredly. "Maybe aguide to the local restaurants.”

Kamatori looked at Fitt with pure antagonism in his eyes. After algpse of nearly aminute he stepped
forward until he was dmost leaning over Ritt.

"Do you liketo hunt game, Mr. Aitt?" he asked abruptly.

"Not redlly. It'sno sport if the prey can't shoot back."

"Y ou abhor the sight of blood and degath then?”

"Don't most well-adjusted people?”

"Perhaps you prefer to identify with the hunted.”

"You know Americans,” Pitt said conversationdly. "We're suckers for the underdog.”

Kamatori stared at Pitt murderoudly. Then he shrugged. "Mr. Suma has honored you with an invitation
for dinner. Y ou will be escorted to the dining room at seven o'clock. Kimonos can be found in the closet.
Please dress gppropriately.” Then he spun about briskly and strode from the room.

Giordino stared after him curioudy. "What was dl that doubletalk about hunting?"

Aitt closed hiseyesin preparation to doze. "I do believe heintends to hunt us down like rabbits and
lop off our heads.”



It wasthe kind of dining room the most palatia castles of Europe still have to entertain roya and
celebrity guests. It was of vast proportions, with an open heavy-beamed ceiling twelve meters high. The
floor was covered by a bamboo carpet interwoven with red sk, and the wallswere paneled in highly
polished rosewood.

Authentic paintings by Japanese masters hung precisely spaced as though each wasin harmony with
the other. The room waslit entirely with candlesinsde paper lanterns.

Loren had never seen anything to match its beauty. She stood like a statue as she admired the sartling
effect. Mike Diaz walked around her. He also came to ahdt as he gazed about the richly adorned walls.

The only thing that seemed oddly out of place, that was not distinctly Japanese, was the long ceramic
dining table that curled halfway across the room in aseries of curves and appeared to have been fired in
one giant piece. The matching chairs and place settings were spaced so that guests were not
elbow-to-elbow but sitting partialy in front of or in back of one another.

Toshie, dressed in atraditional blue silk kimono, came forward and bowed. "Mr. Suma begs your
forgivenessfor being late, but he will join you shortly. While you wait, may | fix you adrink?*

"Y ou speak very good English,” Loren complimented her.

"l can dso conversein French, Spanish, German, and Russian,” Toshie said with eyeslowered asif
embarrassed to tout her knowledge.

Loren wore one of severa kimonos she found in the closet of her guarded cottage. It beautifully
draped her tal lithe body, and the silk was dyed a deep burgundy that complemented the light bronze of
her fading summer tan. She smiled warmly at Toshieand said, "I envy you. | can barely order amed in
French."

"So we're to meet the greeat yellow peril at last,” muttered Diaz. He was in no mood to be polite and
went out of hisway to be rude. Asasymbol of his defiance he had refused the offered Japanese-style
clothing and stood in the rumpled fishing togs he wore when abducted. "Now maybe well find out what
crazy schemeisgoing on around here.”

"Canyou mix aMaiden's Blush?' Loren asked Toshie,

"Yes," Toshie acknowledged. "Gin, curacao, grenadine, and lemon juice."” Sheturned to Diaz.
"Senator?'

"Nothing," hesad flatly. "I want to kegp my mind straight.”

Loren saw that the table was set for six. "Who will be joining us besides Mr. Suma?"' she asked
Toshie,

"Mr. Sumas right-hand man, Mr. Kamatori, and two Americans.



"Fellow hostages, no doubt,” muttered Diaz.

Toshiedid not answer but stepped lightly behind a polished ebony bar inlaid with gold tile and began
mixing Loren'sdrink.

Diaz moved over to onewall and studied alarge painting of anarrative scene drawn inink that
showed abird's-eye view onto severa housesin avillage, reveding the people and their daily livesinsde.
"l wonder what something likethisisworth?"

"Sx million Y ankeedollars.

It was aquiet Japanese voice in halting English with atrace of a British accent, courtesy of aBritish
tutor.

Loren and Diaz turned and looked at Hideki Sumawith no smdll feding of nervousness. They
identified him immediatdly from picturesin hundreds of magazine and newspaper articles.

Sumamoved dowly into the cavernous room, followed by Kamatori. He stared at them benignly for a
few momentswith adight inscrutable smile on hislips. " “"The Legend of Prince Genji,' painted by
Toyamain fourteen eighty-five. Y ou have excellent commercia taste, Senator Diaz. Y ou choseto admire
the most expensive piece of art in the room.”

Because of Suma's awesome reputation, Loren expected agiant of aman. Not, most certainly, aman
who was dightly shorter than she.

He approached, gave abrief bow to both of them, and shook hands. "Hideki Suma." His handswere
soft but the grip firm. "And | believe you've met my chief aide, Moro Kamatori.”

"Our jaler," Diaz replied acidly.
"A rather disgugting individud," said Loren.

"But most efficient,”" Suma came back with a sardonic inflection. He turned to Kamatori. "We seem to
be missing two of our guedts.”

Suma had no sooner spoken when he felt amovement behind him. He looked over his shoulder. Fitt
and Giordino were being hustled through the dining-room entrance by two security robots. They were
dill clad in their flying suits, both with huge garish neckties knotted around their necks that were obvioudy
cut from the sashes of kimonos they'd declined to wear.

"They do not show respect for you," Kamatori growled. He made amove toward them, but Suma
held out a hand and stopped him.

"Dirk!" Loren gasped. "Al!" Sherushed over and literdly legped into Fitt'sarms, kissing him madly
over hisface. "Oh, God, I've never been so happy to see anyone.” Then she hugged and kissed
Giordino. "Where did you come from? How did you get here?”

"Weflew infrom acruise ship,” Att said cheerfully, hugging Loren like the father of akidnapped child
who had been returned. "We heard this place was afour-star establishment and thought we'd drop in for
somegolf and tennis.”



Giordino grinned. "Isit true the aerobics ingtructors are built like goddesses?’
"You crazy nuts," she blurted happily.

"Wdl, Mr. Ritt, Mr. Giordino," said Suma. "I'm delighted to meet the men who have created an
internationa legend through their underwater exploits.”

"We're hardly the stuff legends are made of " Pitt said modestly.
"I am Hideki Suma. Welcometo Soseki Idand.”

"l can't say I'm thrilled to meet you, Mr. Suma. It's difficult not to admire your entrepreneuria talents,
but your methods of operation fal somewhere between Al Capone and Freddie from Elm Street.”

Sumawas not used to insults. He paused, staring at Pitt in puzzled suspicion.

"Nice place you've got here," said Giordino, boldly appraising Toshie as he edged toward the bar.
For thefirst time, Diaz smiled broadly as he shook Ritt's hand. ™Y ou've just made my day."
"Senator Diaz," Pitt said, greeting the legidator. "Niceto seeyou again.”

"I'd have preferred meeting you with a Deltateam at your back."

"They'rebeing held in reservefor thefinde."

Sumaignored the remark and lowered himsdlf into alow bamboo chair. "Drinks, gentlemen?’
"A tequilamartini,” ordered Fitt.

"Tequilaand dry vermouth,” answered Toshie. "With orange or lemon ped?"

"Lime, thank you."

"Andyou, Mr. Giordino?"

"A Barking Dog, if you know how to makeit."

"Onejigger each of gin, dry vermouth, sweet vermouth, and adash or two of bitters," Toshie
elaborated.

"A bright girl," said Loren. " She spesks severd languages.”

"And she can make aBarking Dog," Giordino murmured, his eyestaking on adazed quality as Toshie
gave him aprovocative smile.

"To hell with thissocid crap!" Diaz burst out impatiently. "Y ou're dl acting likewewereinvited to a
friendly cocktail party." He hesitated and then addressed himsdlf to Suma. "'l demand to know why
you've brazenly kidnapped members of Congress and are holding us hostages. And | damn well want to
know now."



"Please St down and relax, Senator,” Sumasaid in aquiet but iceberg tone. ™Y ou are an impatient man
who wrongly believes everything worth doing must be done immediately, on the ingant. Thereisarhythm
to life you peoplein the West have never touched. That iswhy our cultureis superior to yours.”

"Y ou're nothing but an insular race of narcisssts who think you're a super race," Diaz spat. "And you,
Suma, aretheworst of thelot.”

Sumawas aclassic, thought Fitt. There was no anger in the man'sface, no animosity, nothing but a
supreme indifference. Suma seemed to look upon Diaz as little more than an insolent toddler.

Kamatori, though, stood there, his hands clenched at his sides, face twisted in hatred of the
Americans, of dl foreigners. His eyeswere dmost closed, hislipstaut in agtraight line. Helooked like a
maddened jacka about to spring.

Pitt had earlier sized up Kamatori as adangerouskiller. He moved casudly to the bar, picked up his
drink, and then eased subtly between Kamatori and the senator with ayou've-got-to-get-past-me-first
look. The ploy worked. Kamatori turned his anger from Diaz and stared at Pitt through circumspect
eyes.

With timing near perfection, Toshie bowed with her hands between her knees, the silk of her kimono
rustling, and announced that dinner was ready to be served.

"We shall continue our discussion after dinner,” said Suma, cordidly herding everyoneto aplace a the
table.

Aitt and Kamatori were the last onesto St down. They paused and gazed a each other unblinkingly,
like two boxerstrying to stare each other down during the refereg'singtructions before a fight. Kamatori
flushed a the temples, his expression black and malevolent. Fitt poured oil on the fire by grinning
contemptuoudy.

Both men knew that soon, very soon, one would kill the other.
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The dinner was begun by an ancient form of culinary drama. A man Suma described as ashikibocho
master gppeared on his knees beside aplain board holding afish that Pitt correctly identified as abonito.
Wearing a costume of silk brocade and atall pointed cap, the shikibocho master displayed stedl



chopsticks and awooden-handled long straight knife.

With hands moving theimplementsin adazzling blur, he diced up the fish using a prescribed number of
dashes. At the conclusion of theritudistic performance, he bowed and withdrew.

"Ishethe chef?' asked Loren.

Sumashook hishead. "No, heis merdy amaster of the fishdicing ceremony. The chef who speciaizes
in the epicurean art of seafood preparation will now reassemble the fish, which will be served asan

opetizer.”
"Y ou employ more than one chef in your kitchen?"

"I havethree. One, as| mentioned, who is expert in fish dishes, one who isamaster at cooking meets
and vegetables, and one who concentrates his talents on soups only."

Before the fish was served, they were given a hot salty teawith sweet cookies. Then steaming oshibori
towels were passed out for everyoneto cleanse their hands. The fish was returned, the dices delicately
replaced in their exact position, and eaten raw as sashimi.

Suma seemed to enjoy watching Giordino and Diaz struggle with their chopsticks. Hewas dso mildly
surprised to see Pitt and Loren eat with the twin ivories as though they were born to them.

Each course was served ably and smoothly by apair of robots whose long arms picked up and set
dishes with incredible swiftness of movement. Not a particle of food was dropped nor the sound heard of
adish clatter asit met the hard tabletop. They only spoke when asking if the diners were through with a
particular course,

"Y ou seem to be obsessed with an automated society,” Pitt addressed Suma.

"Y es, wetake pride in our conversion to arobotic empire. My factory complex in Nagoyaisthe
largest in theworld. There, | have computerized robotic machines building twenty thousand fully
functioning robots every year."

"Anarmy producing an amy," said Aitt.

Sumas tone became enthusiastic. "Unwittingly, you've touched achord, Mr. Pitt. We have dready
begun Japan's new robotic military forces. My engineers are designing and constructing completely
automated warships without human crews, aircraft flown entirely by robots, robotic-operated tanks that
drive and fight by remote command, and armies composed of hundreds of thousands of armored
machines armed with powerful weaponry and long-range sensorsthat can legp over fifty metersand
travel at Sixty kilometers an hour. Their ease of repair and their high-level sensory capabilities make them
nearly invincible. In ten years, no superpower military force will be ableto stand against us. Unlike your
Pentagon generals and admiras, who rely on men and women to fight, bleed, and die in combet, well be
ableto fight large-scal e battles without a single human casudty.”

A solid minute passed as the Americans at the table attempted to imagine the magnitude of Sumas
revelation. The concept seemed so vadt, so futuristic that they all had trouble accepting the fact that
robotic armies were about to become a here and now proposition.

Only Giordino appeared indifferent to the immense scope of cyborg warfare. "Our mechanical



chaperon claims he was consecrated,” he said, casually picking at the fish.

"We combine our rdigion, Shintoism, with our culture,” answered Suma, "believing that inanimate, as
well as animate, objects are blessed with a soul, an advantage we have over you in the West. Our
machines, be they industria tools or asamurai's sword, are revered as humans. We even have machines
that teach many of our workersto behave as machines.”

Pitt shook his head. " Sounds sdlf-defesting. Y ou're taking jobs away from your own people.”

"Anarchaic myth, Mr. Ritt," replied Suma, tapping his chopsticks on the table. "'In Japan, men and
machines have devel oped a close relationship. Shortly after the turn of the century, well have amillion
robots doing the work of ten million people.”

"And what happensto the ten million peoplewho arelaid off?"

"We export them to other countries, just as we export our manufactured goods,” said Sumaquietly.
"They become good law-abiding citizens of their adopted nation, but their loyaty and economic
connectionswill till betied to Jgpan.”

"A kind of worldwide brotherhood,” said PFitt. "I've seen how it works. | recall watching a Japanese
bank being built in San Diego by Japanese architects, Japanese devel opers, Japanese construction
workers, al using Japanese equipment and Japanese building suppliesimported aboard Japanese ships.
Thelocal contractors and suppliers were cut out completely.”

Suma gave an uncaring shrug. "Economic conquest has no rules. Our ethics and morals comefrom a
different breeding ground than yours. In Japan, honor and discipline are knotted tightly to loydtiesto the
Emperor, family, and the corporation. We are not bred to venerate democrétic principles or charitable
generosity. The United Way, volunteer work, charity eventsto raise money for starving peoplein Africa,
and organizationsfor providing aid to foster children in third-world nations are virtualy unheard of in my
country. We concentrate our benevolent efforts on taking care of our own." He paused, and then
motioned to the robots as they re-entered the room balancing trays. "Ah, here comes the next course.”

The bonitawas followed by individua wooden trays that held unpegled ginkgo nuts threaded with pine
needles and a pyramid of diced abaone. Then came aflower soup, aclear broth with sngle orchids
floating in the bowls.

Loren closed her eyes as she savored it. "It tastes as wonderful asit looks," she said.

Suma nodded. " Japanese haute cuisineis created to ddlight the eye aswell asthe paate.”

"A successful attempt at visual and taste perfection,” Fitt observed.

"Areyou abon vivant, Mr. Pitt?" asked Suma.

"I enjoy the pleasure of agourmet med, yes."

"Areyour tastes varied?"

"If you mean, do | est most everything, the answer isaffirmative.”

"Good." Sumaclapped hishands. "Then you'rein for an exciting and harmonious treet."



Loren thought the dinner was haf over, but it had barely begun. A truly exceptiona display of tasty
dishes, their ingredients artistically arranged, arrived in asteady stream. Figsin sesame sauce, ricewith
basi|, another soup with egg yolk, neatly diced conger ed, radish, and mushrooms accompanied by roe
of seaurchin, severa kinds of fish, including turbot, snapper, pike, and squid wrapped in acollage with
varied types of seaweed, and lotus root mixed with intricately cut mussels, cucumber, and zucchini. A
third soup was served with pickled vegetables, rice, and sesame. At last, dessert was presented,
conssting of severa sweet fruits, and the feast concluded with the inevitable cup of tea

"A find med for the condemned?’ Diaz asked hardhly.

"Not at dl, Senator,” Sumareplied in acongenia voice. "Y ou and Congresswoman Smith will be
returning to Washington within twenty-four hours on board my private jet."

"Why not now?"

"Y ou mugt beingructed of my goasfirst. Tomorrow | will personally conduct you and
Congresswoman Smith on atour of my Dragon Center and demonstrate the source of Japan's new

might."
"A Dragon Center," repesated Diaz curioudy. "For what purpose?’

"Y ou don't know, Senator, about the nuclear bomb cars our host has spread around half the world?'
Pitt asked provokingly.

Diaz was uncomprehending. "Bomb cars?'

"Suma, here, wants to play hardball with the big boys, so he's dreamed up ablue-ribbon extortion
plot. As soon as his highly touted Dragon Center is completed, he can push abutton and cause the
detonation of anuclear bomb at any location his robots park a car with a built-in bomb."

Loren's eyes went wide with shock. "Is this true? Japan has secretly built anuclear arsend?"

Aitt nodded at Suma. "Why don't you ask him?"

Suma stared at Pitt like amongoose eyeing acobra. 'Y ou're avery astute man, Mr. Ritt. I'mtold it
was you who put Mr. Jordan and hisintelligence people onto our method of smuggling the warheadsinto
your country.”

"| freely admit that hiding them in automobile air-conditioning compressors was a cagey act of genius
on your part. Y ou amost got away with aclean operation, that is, until abomb accidentally exploded
aboard your auto transport ship.”

Frowning, baffled, Loren asked, "What do you hopeto gain?"

"Nothing deep and unfathomable,” answered Suma. "Using your dang, Japan has dways been on the
short end of the stick. Raw universa anti-Japanese prejudice is deeply ingrained in the white West. We
have been looked down on as an odd little Oriental race for three hundred years. The time has come to

grasp the dominance we deserve!”

An angered flush crept into Loren'sface. "So you'd launch awar that would daughter millions of



people for nothing but false pride and greed. Didn't you learn anything from the deeth and destruction you
caused in the nineteen-forties?’

"Our leaders went to war only after the Western nations strangled us to death with trade embargoes
and boycotts. What we lost then in lives and destruction, we've since surpassed in expansion of
economic power. Now we are being threatened again by internationa ostracism and world enmity merely
dueto our diligent efforts and dedication to efficient trade and industry. And because our great economy
is dependent on foreign oil and mineras, we can never again alow ourselvesto be dictated to by
Washington palitics, European interests, or Middle East religious conflict. With the Kaiten Project we
have the meansto protect oursalves and our hard won economic gains.”

"The Kaiten Project?’ Diaz repeated, never having heard of it before.
"His sordid plan to blackmail the universe" Fitt explained caudticdly.

"You'reflirting with fire," Loren said to Suma. "The United States, the Soviet Union, and Europe will
band together to destroy you."

"They will back off whenthey seewhat it will cost them," Sumasaid confidently. "They'll do little but
hold press conferences and declare they will solve the problem through diplomatic means.”

"Y ou don't give adamn about saving Japan!" snapped Diaz suddenly. ™Y our own government would
be horrified if they were aware of this monster you've created. Y ou'rein thisfor yourself, apersona
power grab. Y ou're a power-mad maniac.”

"You areright, Senator,” Sumasaid in quiet control. "In your eyes| must appear asamaniac intent on
supreme power. | won't hideit. And like all the other maniacs of history who were driven to protect their
nation and its sovereignty, | won't hesitate to use my power to guide expansion of our race around the
globe while protecting our culture from the corruptions of the West."

"Just what do you find so corrupting about the Western nations?' demanded Diaz.

A look of contempt came into Suma's eyes. "L ook to your own people, Senator. The United Statesis
aland of drug addicts, Mafia ganggters, rapists and murderers, homelessand illiterates. Y our citiesrun
rampant with racism because of your mixed cultures. Y ou are declining as did Greece and Rome and the
British Empire. Y ou've become a cesspool of deterioration, and the processis unstoppable.”

"So you think Americais undermined and finished as a superpower,” said Loren in an annoyed voice.

"Y ou do not find such decay in Japan,” Sumareplied smugly. "God but you're hypocritica." Fitt broke
out laughing, turning every head at the dining table. Y our quaint little cultureisrifewith corruption inthe
highest palitical levels. Reports of scandalsfill your newspapersand TV dtationson adaily bass. Y our
underworld is so powerful it runsthe government. Half your politicians and bureaucrats are on the take,
openly receiving money for palitica influence. Y ou sdl highly secret military technology to the Communist
Bloc for profit. Living costs are ridiculoudy out of sight for your own people, who pay twice what
Americans pay for goods manufactured by Japanese corporations. Y ou sted high-tech advancements
wherever you can find them. Y ou have racketeers who regularly disrupt company meetingsto extract
payoffs. Y ou accuse us of racism when your best-salling books promote anti-Semitism, your department
sores digplay and sell black Sambo manikins and dolls, and you sell magazines on street newsstands
depicting women in bondage. And you have the gall to sit there and claim you have a superior culture.
That's garbage.”



"Amen, my friend," said Diaz, rasing histeacup. "Amen."

"Dirk isone hundred percent right," Loren added proudly. "Our society isn't perfect, but peopleto
people, our overal qudity of lifeistill better than yours.™

Sumals face dtered into amask of wrath. The eyes were as hard as topaz on the satin-smooth face.
Histeeth were set. He spoke asif cracking awhip. "Fifty years ago, we were a defeated people, reviled
by the United States! Now, al of a sudden, we are the winners, and you have lost to us. The poisoning
of Japan by the United States and Europe has been stopped. Our culture will prevail. Wewill proveto
be the dominant nation in the twenty-first century.”

"Y ou sound like the warlords who prematurely counted us out after Pearl Harbor," Loren reminded
him curtly. "The United States treated Japan far better after the war than we'd have expected if you were
the victors. Y our armies would have raped, murdered, and pillaged Americajust asyou did China."

"Besdes us, you gtill have Europe to contend with,” warned Diaz. "Their trade policies are not nearly
astolerant and patronizing as ours toward Tokyo. And if anything, the new European Common Market
isgoing to dig in against your economic penetration. Threatened by nuclear blackmail or not, they'll close
their markets to Japanese exports.”

"Over the long term, we will merely use our billions of cash reservesto dowly buy up their industries
until we have abase that isimpregnable. Not an impossible operation when you consider that the twelve
largest banksin theworld are Japanese, congtituting almost three quarters of the total market vaue of dl
the rest of the foreign banks. That means we rule the world of big money."

"Y ou can't hold the world hostage forever,” said Fitt. "Y our own government and people will riseup
againgt you when they discover the world's warheads are aimed at the Japanese idandsinstead of the
United States and the Soviet Union. And the possibility of another nuclear attack becomes very red
should one of your car bombs accidentally detonate.”

Suma shook his head. "Our electronic safeguards are more advanced than yours and the Russians.
Therewill be no explosons unless| personaly program the correct code.”

"You cant redly start anuclear war," Loren gasped.

Sumalaughed. "Nothing as stupid and cold-blooded as what the White House and Kremlin might
attempt. Y ou forget, we Japanese know what it's like to suffer the horror of atomic warfare. No, the
Kaiten Project isfar more technically sophisticated than masses of missile warheads aimed at citiesand
military instalations. The bombs are designed to be set off in remote strategically unpopulated areasto
create amassve e ectromagnetic force with the potentia of destroying your entire economy. Any deaths
or injurieswould be minima."

"Youredly planto doit, don't you?' said Ritt, reading Sumasmind. "Y ou realy intend to set off the
bombs"

"And why nat, if circumstanceswarrant it. Thereisno fear of immediate retdiation, since the
eectromagnetic force will effectively close down dl American, NATO, and Soviet communications and
weapons systems.” The Japanese indudtridist stared at Fitt, the dark eyes cool and tyrannica. "Whether |
take that step or not, you, Mr. Ritt, won't be around to find out.”



A frightened look swept Loren'sface. "Aren't Dirk and Al flying back to Washington with Senator
Diaz and me?"

Sumaexhaed his breath in along silent sigh and shook his head very dowly. "No. . . | have made
them a gift to my good friend Moro Kamatori."

"| don't understand.”

"Moroisan expert hunter. His passion istracking human game. Y our friends and the three intelligence
operatives who were captured during their attempt to destroy the center will be offered achanceto
escape theidand. But only if they can ude Moro for twenty-four hours.”

Kamatori gave Pitt asubzero stare. "Mr. Pitt will have the honor of being the first to make the
atempt."

Aitt turned to Giordino, the trace of agrin on his saturnine face. "See, | told you s0."

<<48>>

"Escape," muttered Giordino, pacing the small cottage under the watchful eye of McGoon, "escape
where? The best long distance swimmer in theworld couldn't make it across sixty kilometers of cold
water swept by five-knot currents. And even then, Suma's hoods would be waiting to gut you the minute
you crawled onto amainland beach.”

"So what's the game plan?"' asked Pitt between pushups on the floor.

"Stay dive aslong as possible. What other options do we have?"

"Die like stouthearted men.”

Giordino raised an eyebrow and stared at Fitt suspicioudly. "Y eah, sure, bare your chest, refuse the
blindfold, and puff a cigarette as Kamatori raises his sword.”

"Why fight theineviteble

"Sincewhen do you give up in thefirgt inning?' Giordino said, beginning to wonder if hisold friend had
suffered abrain lesk.



"We can try to hide somewhere on theidand aslong as we can, but it's ahopeless cause. | suspect
Kamatori will cheat and use robotic sensorsto track us down.”

"What about Stacy? Y ou can't stand by and let that moonfaced scum murder her too."

Pitt rose from the floor. "Without weapons, what do you expect? Flesh can't win against mechanical
cyborgs and an expert with asword.”

"I expect you to show the guts you showed in a hundred other scrapes we've been through together.”

Pitt favored hisright leg as he limped past McGoon and stood with his back to the robot. "Easy for
you to say, pd. You'rein good physica shape. | wrenched my kneewhen | crash-landed into that
fishpond and | can barely walk. | sland no chance at dl of euding Kamatori."

Then Giordino saw thewily grin on Ritt's face, and adawning comprehension settled over him.
Suddenly hefelt acomplete fool. Besides McGoon's sensors, the room must have had a dozen listening

devices and video cameras hidden in and around it. He figured Pitt's drift and played aong.

"Kamatori istoo much asamurai to hunt an injured man. If therédsamorsel of sporting blood in him,
held give himsdlf ahandicap.”

Pitt shook hishead. "1'd settle for something to ease the pain.”

"McGoon," Giordino hailed the sentry robot, "is there adoctor in the house?

"That dataisnot programmed in my directive.”

"Then cdl up your remote boss and find out.”

"Please gand by."

The robot went silent asits communications system sent out arequest to its control center. Thereply
came back immediady. "Thereisasmal saff in aclinic onthefourth level. Does Mr. Aitt require
medical assstance?'

"Yes" Pitt answered. "I'll require an injection of apainkiller and atight bandage if I'm to provide Mr.
Kameatori with achallenging degree of competition.”

"Y ou did not appear to limp afew hours ago,” McGoon flagged Fitt.

"My kneewas numb," Fitt lied. "But the pain and stiffness have increased to where | find it difficult to
walk." Hetook afew halting steps and tensed his face as though experiencing amild case of agony.

Asamachine that was completely adequate for the job, Murasaki, dias McGoon, duly relayed his
visua observation of Pitt's pathetic display to his directorate controller somewhere deegp within the
Dragon Center and received permission to escort hisinjured prisoner to the medica clinic. Another
roboguard appeared to keep avideo eye on Giordino, who promptly named the newcomer McGurk.

Paying hisfake condition asthough an Academy Award wasin the offing, Aitt shuffled awkwardly
through alabyrinth of corridors before being hustled into an eevator by McGoon.



The robot pressed afloor button with ameta finger, and the eevator began to quietly descend,
athough not as slently asthe onein the Federal Headquarters Building.

Too bad the MAIT team didn't have intelligence on an elevator that dropped from the idand's surface
to the underground center, Pitt thought during the ride. Penetration from the resort might have been
carried off with a higher chance of success. A few moments later the doors spread and McGoon
prodded Ritt into a brightly lit passageway.

"Thefourth door on your left. Takeit and enter."

The door, like every piece of flat surfacein the underground facility, was painted white. A smdl red
crosswasthe only indication of amedical center. There was no knob, only abutton set in the frame. Fitt
pushed it and the door noiselesdy did open. Helimped insde. An attractive young lady in anurse's
uniform looked up from adesk through serious brown eyes as he entered. She spoke to him in Japanese,
and he shrugged dumbly.

"Sorry," hesad. "l only spesk English.”

Without another word she stood and walked across aroom with six empty beds and disappeared into
an office. A few seconds later ayoung smiling Japanese man wearing jeans and aturtleneck swesater
under the standard white coat with a stethoscope hanging from his neck approached with the nurse at his
heds

"Mr. Aitt, Mr. Dirk Ritt?" heinquired in West Coast American.

IIYS‘"

"l wasinformed you were coming. Josh Nogami. Thisisared honor. I've been afan of yourssince
you raised the Titanic. Asamatter of fact, | took up scubadiving because of you."

"My pleasure," Fitt said dmost bashfully. ™Y ou don't sound like aloca boy."
"Born and raised in San Francisco under the shadow of the Bay Bridge. Where are you from?”
"I grew up in Newport Beach, Cdifornia."

"No kidding. | served my internship at St. Paul's Hospital in Santa Ana. | used to surf at Newport
every chancel got."

"Y ou'realong way from your practice.”
"So areyou, Mr. Aitt."
"Did Sumamake an offer you couldn't refuse?"

The smilewent coal. "I'm aso an admirer of Mr. Suma. | joined his employ four years ago without
being bought.”

"You believein what hesdoing?"



"One hundred percent.”
"Pardon mefor suggesting that you're misguided.”

"Not misguided, Mr. Fitt. Japanese. I'm Japanese and believe in the advancement of our intellectua
and aesthetic culture over the contaminated society America has become.”

Fitt was in no mood for another debate on lifestyle philosophies. He pointed to hisknee. "I'm going to
be needing thistomorrow. | must have twisted it. Can you deaden the pain enough so | can useit?

"Pleaserall up your pant leg.”

Aitt did so and made the required grimaces and quick expulsions of breeth to smulate hurt asthe
doctor felt about the knee.

"Doesn't appear swollen or bruised. No indication of atorn ligament.”

"Hurtslike hdl, though. | can't bend it."

"Did you injure it when you crashed into Mr. Sumas retreat?"

"Newstravelsfagt here.”

"The robots have a grapevine that would make San Quentin prison inmates proud. After | heard of
your arriva, | went up and viewed the remains of your airplane. Mr. Sumawasn't happy that you killed
over four hundred thousand yen worth of his prized carp.”

"Then you know I'm the opening act for the massacre tomorrow," said Fitt.

The smileleft Nogami's face and his eyeswent dark. "1 want you to know, though | may follow Mr.
Suma's commands, | don't favor Kamatori's murderous hunting games.”

"Any advice for acondemned man?"

Nogami motioned around the room. "The walls have more eyes and ears than a theater audience. If |
dared cheer for your side, I'd be forced to join you out on the field. No thanks, Mr. Ritt. I'm greatly
saddened by your predicament, but you have nobody to blame but yourself for dipping your ocarsin
dangerous waters.”

"But you will see what you can do for my knee."

"Asadoctor I'll do my best to ease your pain. I'm aso under orders by Kamatori to seethat you'refit
for the chase tomorrow."

Nogami shot Fitt's knee with some unpronounceable drug that was supposed to deaden pain and
wrapped it with athletic tape. Then he gave Fitt asmal bottle of pills. "Take two of these every four
hours. Don't overdose, or you'll become groggy and make an easy mark for Kamatori."

Pitt had carefully watched as the nurse went back and forth into asmall supply room for the tape and
pills. "Do you mind if | borrow one of your empty beds and relax for awhile. Those Japanese deeping
mats aren't built for these bones"



"Okay by me. I'll notify your guard robot that I'm keeping you under observation for an hour or two."
Nogami looked at him steadily. "Don't even think of trying to escape. There are no windows or rear exits
in here, and the robots would be al over your ass before you took two steps toward the elevator.”

"Not toworry," Aitt said with afriendly smile. "I fully intend to save my strength for tomorrow's fun.”

Nogami nodded. "Take thefirst bed. It has the softest mattress. | useit mysdlf. The one Western vice
| refuseto give up. | can't stand those damn tatami mats either.”

"The bathroom?'
"Through the supply room to your left.”

Pitt shook the doctor's hand. "I'm grateful to you, Dr. Nogami. A pity we see things through a different
lens”

After Nogami returned to his office and the nurse sat back down at her desk with her back to him, Pitt
hobbled to the bathroom, only he didn't enter but merely opened and closed the door with the required
soundsto dlay any suspicions. The nurse was busy filling out papers at her desk and did not turn to
observe his actions through the door of the supply room.

Then he quietly searched the drawers and shelves of medical supplies until he found abox of plastic
bags attached to thin tubes with elghteen-gauge needles on their ends. The bags were marked CPDA-1
Red Blood Cdlswith anticoagulant solution. He removed one of the bags from the box and shoved it
ingde hisshirt. It didn't make even the dightest bulge.

A mobile X-ray unit sood in one corner of theroom. He stared at it briefly, an ideaforming in his
mind. Using hisfingernails, he worked free a plastic manufacturer's nameplate and used it to unscrew the
rear panel. He rapidly twisted off the connectorsto apair of six-volt dry-cell rechargeable batteries and
removed one, dipping it down the front of his pants. Then he ripped out as much of the dectrica wiring
as he could without an excess of suspicious sound and wrapped it around hiswai <.

Findly he stepped softly into the bathroom, used it, and flushed the toilet. The nurse didn't even look
up as he settled onto the bed. In his office, Nogami seemed absorbed, talking in hushed tones on the
phone.

Pitt stared at the blank ceiling, hismind at ease. It wasn't exactly what Jordan and Kern would call an
earth-shattering master plan, but it was al he had, and he intended to play it to the hilt.

<<49>>



Moro Kameatori didn't merely look evil, hewas evil. The pupils of hiseyes never changed from the
violent black poisonous stare, and when the tight lips parted in asmile, which was seldom, they reveded
aset of teeth laced with more gold than the Comstock Lode.

Even at that early hour-- at five o'clock the sky was still dark-- he had afastidious arrogance about
him. He wasimmaculately dressed in a hakama, baggy trousersthat were dmost adivided skirt, and an
Edo-period kataginu, abrocaded silk style of deeveless hunting jacket. He wore only sandals on hisfest.

Pitt, on the other hand, looked like arefugee from arag picker'sbin. Hewas clad only in aT-shirt and
apair of shorts cut off from the bottoms of hisflying suit. Hisfeet were clad in apair of white swesat
socks.

After being awakened and escorted to Kamatori's persond study, he stood shivering in the unheated
room, taking in every detail of the walsthat werefilled with antique weapons of every higtoric erafrom
around the world. Suits of armor, European and Japanese, stood like soldiers at attention in the middle of
theroom. PFitt felt awave of revulson in his ssomach at the trophies neatly spaced between hundreds of
swords, spears, bows, and guns.

He counted thirty mounted heads of Kamatori's hapless human victims staring sghtlesdy into space
from unblinking glass eyes. Most were Asian, but four had Caucasian features. Hisblood iced as he
recognized Jm Hanamura's head.

"Comein, Mr. Fitt, and have a cup of coffee," invited Kamatori, motioning Pitt to avacant cushion
beside alow table. "Well talk afew minutes before--"

"Where are the others?' Fitt interrupted.

Kamatori stared coldly. "They are seated in asmdl auditorium next door, where they will view the
hunt on avideo screen.”

"Like an audience watching a bad late-night movie."

"Perhapsthe last to run the hunt will profit by the mistakes of those who go before.”

"Or perhapsthey'll closethelr eyes and miss the show.”

Kamatori sat very dill, the barest hint of a smile touching the corner of histaut lips. "Thisisnot an
experiment. The procedure has been refined through experience. The prey wait their turn tied to chairs,
and if need be, with their eyes taped open. They have every opportunity to witnessyour demise.”

"I trust you'll send my residuasfrom the rerunsto my estate,” Pitt said, seemingly gazing at the heads
adorning the walls, fighting to ignore the horrifying display while concentrating on arack of swords.

"Y ou put up avery good facade of courage," Kamatori observed. "I'd have expected no lessfrom a



man of your reputetion.”
"Who goes next?' Fitt asked abruptly.

The butcher shrugged. ™Y our friend Mr. Giordino, or maybe the female operative. Yes, | think hunting
her down will raise the othersto afurious pitch, inciting them to become more dangerous as prey.”

Aitt turned. "And if you cannot catch one of us?'
"Theidand issmdl. No one has eluded me for more than eight hours."
"And you give no quarter.

"None," said Kamatori, the evil smilewidening. "Thisisnot achild's game of hide-and-seek with
winners and losers. Y our death will be quick and clean. That'sapromise.”

Pitt stared the samurai in the eye. "Not agame? Seemsto me I'm to play Sanger Rainsford to your
Generd Zaroff."

Kamatori's eyes squinted. "The names are not familiar to me."

"Y ou've never reed The Most Dangerous Game by Richard Connell? It'sa classic story of aman who
hunts hisfellow man for sport.”

"l do not taint my mind by reading Western literature.”

"Glad to hear it," Fitt said, mentaly adding adight edgeto his chances of staying dive.

Kamatori pointed toward the door. " The time has come.”

Pitt held hismark. "Y ou haven't explained the ground rules.”

"There are no ground rules, Mr. Fitt. | generoudy give you an hour's start. Then | begin to hunt you
armed only with my sword, an ancestral wegpon that has been in my family for severa generations and

has seen much enemy blood.”

"Y our samural ancestors must be red proud of a descendant who stainstheir honor by murdering
unarmed and defenseless

Kamatori knew Pitt was deliberately provoking him, but he could not contain his growing rage with the
American who showed no trace of fear. "Thereisthe door,” he hissed. "I begin the pursuit in one hour.”

The act of uncaring indifference was shaken off the minute Fitt cleared the gate through the dectrified
fence. Ungoverned fury swept him as he ran past the line of trees surrounding the resort and into the
shadows of the stark, barren rocks. He became aman outside himsdlf, cold and cunning, his perceptions
abnormally heightened, driven by one overpowering thought.



He had to save himsdf to save the others.

The gamble on running freein his stocking feet rather than the heavy boots held worn when flying off
the deck of the Raph R. Bennett was paying off. Thankfully the rocky ground was covered with severa
centimeters of damp soil eroded over the centuries from the lavarock.

He ran with deadly purpose, spurred on by anger and fear he might fail. His plan was smple enough,
ridiculoudy smple, though the chance of pulling the wool over Kamatori's eyes seemed dightly lessthan
impossible. But he was dead certain the ploy had not been tried by the other hunted men. The
unexpected was on hisside. The others had only tried to put as much distance between them and the
resort as possible before frantically finding a hiding place to sl off discovery. Desperation breeds
genius, but they had dl failed, and with gruesome findlity. Pitt was about to attempt anew wrinklein the
escape game that was just crazy enough to work.

He dso had another advantage over those who had gone before. Thanks to Penner's detailed model
of theidand, Pitt was familiar with the generd landscape. Herecalled in hismind the dimensions and
heights with exacting clarity, knowing precisaly where he had to go, and it was not toward the highest
point on theidand.

People who run in terror during a chase inexplicably head upward, up stairsin abuilding, up atreeto
hide, up to the rocks crowning the summit of ahill. All dead endswith no possibility of successful escape.

Pitt branched off and descended toward the eastern shordline, executing a meandering trail asif he
was undecided which way to turn, occasiondly doubling back to make his pursuer think he was
wandering logt in circles. The uneven moonlike ground and the dim light hindered any sharp sense of
direction, but the stars had yet to fade, and he could still read north from Polaris. He stopped for afew
minutes, resting to conserve his strength, and took stock.

Heredized that Kamatori, tracking hisvictimsin sandas, could never have brought them to bay in
only eight hours. An amateur woodsman, with asmall amount of luck, should have avoided capture for
one or two days, even if tracked by dogs. . . unlesshistrail wasfollowed by someone with the advantage
of electronic body sensors. There was no question in Pitt's mind that he was being hunted by arobot
festooned with sensors. He moved off again, ill cold but feding no strain or exhaugtion.

The end of the hour found Pitt skirting the cliffs above the sea. The scattered trees and underbrush
grew to the very edge of the palisades. He had dowed to an easy jog as he searched for abreak in the
surf-pounded rocks nearly twenty meters below. At last he cameto asmall clearing sheltered by large
rocks. A small pine with several of its roots exposed by erosion hung precarioudy over the restless water
far below.

His eyesintently searched the nearby areafor signs of avideo cameraor body heat sensors and came
up empty.

Reasonably certain he was unobserved, he tested the trunk of the tree with hisweight. It sagged, and
the pine-needled top leaned another five centimeters outward and down. He calculated that if he climbed
far enough into its branches, his added weight would pull the bare root system from the earth, sending
both Fitt and the tree hurtling down the side of the cliff and into the sea.

Then he studied the dark and swirling water as do the divers atop the cliffs at Acapulco. He judged the
depth of anarrow dot between the rocks at three metersin depth, four when abreaker roared in. No
oneintheir right mind would congder the thought churning in Fitt's brain as he examined the backwash



and the directional sweep of the current. Without either adry or awet suit, a swimmer wouldn't survive
twenty minutesin the cold water before hypothermiaset in, providing he survived thefal.

He sat down on arock and removed the plastic blood bag from under the waistband of his shortsand
laid it on the ground at hisfeet. He extended hisleft arm and squeezed hisfigt, probing with hisright hand
until he located the vein in the fiat opposite the elbow. He paused afew moments, fixing theveinin his
mind, picturing it as a hose. Then he took the needle that was attached to the blood bag's hose and
pushed it into the vein on an angle.

He missed and had to try again. It finaly dipped indde the vein on the third try. Now he sat there and
relaxed as his blood flowed into the bag.

A dog'sfaint howl in the distance caught his ear. What seemed an obvious truth at the moment struck
him with numbing force. He couldn't believe how held overestimated Kamatori. He didn't specul ate,
didn't guess held be tracked by aflesh and blood hound. He'd blindly accepted asfact his pursuer would
use dectronic or robotic meansto discover his prey. He could only imagine the leering face of the
cutthroat samurai as he found Pitt treed by a vicious dog.

With incredible patience, Pitt sat and waited for hisblood tofill the plastic bag as he listened to the
yelping draw closer. The dog was hard on histrail and less than two hundred meters awvay when the
blood volume reached 450 milliliters, and Fitt jerked the needle from hisarm. He quickly stuffed the
blood-filled bag under apile of rock, covering adl sight of it with loose dirt.

Most of the men decapitated by Kameatori, ravaged by terror and panic, had foolishly tried to outrun
the hound until dropping from exhaustion and being run to ground. Only the braver ones had stopped and
attempted to fight off the dog with whatever wegpon they could lay ahand on, in most cases aheavy
gtick. Still unaware of the surprise about to pounce on him, Pitt went one step further. He found along,
thick tree limb but also collected two heavy rocks. Asafinal defense, he threw his meager weapons on
top of alarge rock and then climbed up.

Hisfeet had only bardly left the ground when the baying hound dashed through the trees and onto the
dliff edge.

Aitt stared in dumb astonishment. The pursuit dog wasn't the furry kind at all. It had to be the weirdest
nightmare of arobot Pitt had laid eyes on.

The Japanese engineers at Hideki Sumals robotic laboratories had outdone themselves on this one.
Thetall, standing straight into the air, was an antenna, and the legs rotated like spokes of awhed with the
ends bent on a ninety-degree angle to grip the ground. The body was acomplex of el ectronics clustered
around an ultrasonic ranging sensor. It was the ultimate in tracking machines, able to detect human scent,
heat, and sweat, and able to navigate around or over obstacles at arate of speed matching a Doberman
pinscher.

The only smilarity between ared dog and the robomuitt, if Pitt stretched hisimagination and ignored
the recorded howls, was anasty jaw system with teeth that circulated instead of gnashed. Pitt shoved one
end of histreelimb at the metallic snout only to haveit torn out of his hands and shredded in a cloud of
splinters.

It was awonder any bodily members of Kamatori's victims were left to mount on awall after this
mongtrosity got through with them, Pitt thought. But the artificid dog made no effort to moveinfor the
kill. 1t partialy climbed the rock Fitt stood on and kept its distance, the miniature video camerarecording



Pitt's movements and location. Its purpose, Pitt recognized, was to corner and locate the quarry so
Kamatori could homein and perform the ritual murder.

Pitt lifted one of the rocks over his head and threw it. The robomutt wastoo agile, it easily leaped to
itsright as the rock missed and struck the ground severa centimeters away.

Pitt raised the other rock, the only weapon left to him, and made asif to hurl it, but he stopped in
midlaunch and observed the dog again jump to hisright. Then, asif he was abombardier, he made an
adjustment and let fly. The timing was good and hisaim true. The dog, apparently programmed only to
veer on astarboard tack during an assault, dodged directly benegth the falling rock.

There was no bark or whine, no sizzle of shorted eectronics or sparks. The mechanical canine just
sort of sagged duggishly onits spoke legswithout falling over, its computer and monitoring systems
smashed. Fitt dmost felt sorry for it asit dowly went inert like amobile toy whose batteries faded and
died-- but not too sorry. He came down off hisrock and kicked the thing in its electronic gut, knocking it
over onitssde. Pitt made certain the video camerawas nonfunctioning, and then he retrieved the blood
bag from under its cover of rotted wood and leaves.

He fervently hoped the blood held drained from hisvein had not weskened his system. Hewas going
to need every hit of his strength for the job ahead.

Kamatori became apprehensive when the image on histiny wrist TV monitor suddenly faded. Hislast
reading from the robot-tracking dog's sensor put Fitt gpproximately a hundred and seventy-five metersin
asoutheagterly direction toward the palisades adong the shore. He was amazed that Pitt had allowed
himsdlf to be cornered so early in the hunt. He hurried in that direction, initidly thinking the system had
suffered an eectronic malfunction. As he rushed toward thefina contact position, it began to seep into
his brain that possibly the quarry was the cause of the problem.

This had never happened with the earlier prey. None of them came close to defeating the robot or
inflicting any damage. If Pitt had managed to do what the others couldn't, Kamatori decided he must be
very cautiousin his approach. He dowed his pace, no longer concerned with speed. Timewasa
commodity he could eadily afford.

He usad nearly twenty minutesto close the gap and arrived at the smdll clearing abovethe cliffs. He
vaguely saw the outline of the robodog through the underbrush. He feared the worst as he redlized it was
lyingonitssde

Staying in the trees, he made awide sweep around the open pile of rocks. Cautioudy, Kamatori crept
toward the dog that lay <till and motionless. He drew his sword and lifted it high above his head, the hilt
clutched in both hands.

A practiced user of kiai, with the motive power to raise himsdf to afighting fury, and afiery resolve to
overwhelm his opponent, Kamatori deeply inhaed a breath, gave abanshedlike cry, and leaped, hoping
to fall upon hishated foe a the exact moment Fitt exhaled his breeth.

But there was no Pitt.



The small clearing looked like the aftermath of a massacre. Blood was splattered everywhere, on the
robodog, the rocks, and tiny splotches ran down the cliff face. He studied the ground. Ritt's footprints
were deep and scattered in convulsive disorder, yet no drenched trail of blood led away from the
clearing. He peered down at the sea and rocks below and saw atree pulled out by the receding water
only to be swept in again by an incoming wave and thrown onto the rocks. He also studied the ragged
hole and torn root system on the edge of the drop.

For several minutes he regarded the scene, examining the chewed tree limb, the rock lying next to the
tracking robot. The robodog was not designed to destroy, only to pursue and locate. Pitt must have
turned and fought, damaging his pursuer and somehow dtering its computer programming and turning it
into aviciouskiller.

The robodog had then gone on the attack and savagely dashed at Fitt's flesh. With nowhere to run and
no way to fight the horror, Pitt must have tried to escape by climbing out on the tree. But hisweight was
too much and together they fell onto the rocks below. There was no sign of Fitt's body, but no man could
have survived. He had either been swept away by an undertow or finished by sharks attracted to the

bleeding body.

Kamatori exploded in blind rage. He picked up the mechanica dog and flung it over the cliff. Fitt had
defeated him. The adventurer's head would not be mounted on the wallswith the other gridy trophies.
The samurai butcher felt shame at being cheated. No one had ever escaped his sword.

He would take his revenge on the other American hostages. He decided Stacy wasto be his next
prey, imagining with grest ddight the horrified faces of Giordino, Weatherhill, and Mancuso asthey
viewed him hacking her to piecesin vivid color.

He held hissword blade up in front of his eyes, experiencing afeding of euphoriaasthe new sun
glinted on the blade. Then heflourished it over hishead in acircle and dipped it into its scabbard in one
smooth instantaneous motion.

Still angered and disappointed at 1osing the one man he desperately hoped to kill, he headed back into
the craggy landscape toward the resort, his mind aready relishing the next chase.

<<50>>

The President stood on the green grass of the Congressiona Country Club engaged in alate afternoon
round of golf. "Y ou're sure about this? Thereisno mistake?'



Jordan nodded. He sat in agolf cart watching asthe President studied afairway from the fourteenth
tee. "The bad newsis confirmed by the fact the team isfour hours behind their scheduled contact time."

The President took an offered five iron from his caddie, who rude in another cart with a Secret Service
agent. "Could they have been killed?"

"The only word we have from the British agent inside the Dragon Center isthat they were captured
soon after exiting the underseatunnel into the command center ingdlation.”

"What went wrong?"

"We didn't take into consideration Suma's army of robotic security forces. Without the budget to place
intelligence operatives in Japan, we were ignorant of their advancement in robotics. Their technology in
developing mechanica systemswith human intelligence, vision, and superphysicad movement cameasa
urprise.”

The Presdent addressed the ball, swung, and stroked it to the edge of the green. Then he looked up at
Jordan. Hefound it difficult if not impossible to comprehend amechanical security force. "Actud robots
that walk and talk?"

"Yes, gr, fully automated and highly mobile and armed to the teeth.”

"Y ou said your people could walk through walls."

"There are none better at what they do. Until now there was no such thing as afool proof security
system. But Sumas vast technology created one. Our people met a computerized intelligence they

weren't trained to bypass, that no operative in the world istrained to overcome.”

The President dipped behind the whedl of the cart and pressed the accelerator pedal. "Any hope of a
rescue mission to save your people?’

There was amoment's silence as Jordan hesitated before continuing. "Doubtful. We have reason to
believe Sumaintends to execute them.”

The President felt awave of pity for Jordan. It had to be abitter pill for him to swallow, losng amost
anentire MAIT team. No operation in nationa security history had suffered from such incredibly rotten
luck.

"Therell be hell to pay when Jm Sandecker hearsthat Pitt and Giordino are going down.”

"l don't look forward to briefing him."

"Then we mugt blow that damn idand under the sea, and the Dragon Center with it."

"We both know, Mr. President, the American public and world opinion would come down on you like
aton of bricks despite your attempt to stop a nuclear disaster in the making."

"Then we send in our Delta Forces, and quick.”

"Delta Force teams are dready standing by their aircraft at Anderson Air Force Base on Guam. But |



advisswe wait. We gill have time for my people to accomplish their planned mission.”
"How, if they have no hope of escape?’
"They're dill the best, Mr. President. | don't think we should write them off just yet."

The President stopped his cart beside the ball that sat only afew centimeters from the green. The
caddie ran up with anineiron. The President looked at him and shook his head. "I can puit better than |
can chip. You better let me have a putter.”

Two puttslater the ball dropped in the cup. "I wish | had the patience for golf,” said Jordan asthe
President returned to the cart. "But | keep thinking there are more important things to devote my timeto.

"No man can go continuoudy without recharging his batteries,”" said the President. He glanced a
Jordan as he drove to the next tee. "What do you want from me, Ray?'

"Another eight hours, Mr. President, before you order in the Delta Forces.”
"Youredly think your people can il pull it off."

"| think they should be given the chance." Jordan paused. "And then there are two other
consderations.”

"The possibility Suma's robots might cut our Delta Forces team to pieces before they could reach the
command center."

The President grinned dryly. " A robot may not go down under the assault of amartia arts expert, but
they're hardly immune to heavy wegponsfire.”

"l giveyou that, Sir, but they can lose an arm and still come at you, and they don't bleed either.”
"And the other congderation?'

"We have been unable to uncover the whereabouts of Congressivoman Smith and Senator Diaz. We
suspect thereisa strong case to be made for them being held at Sumas retreat on Soseki Idand.”

"Y ou're stroking me, Ray. Brogan over at Langley is certain Smith and Diaz are under guard in Edo
City. They were seen and identified at Suma's guest quarters.” There was along pause. Y ou know
damned well | can't afford to give you eight hours. If your team hasn't resurfaced and completed their
operation in four, I'm sending in the Delta Forces."

"Sumasidand is bristling with defense missle systems. Any submarine attempting to land men within
twenty kilometers of the shore would be blown out of the water and any aircraft dropping parachutists
shot out of the sky. And should the Delta Forces somehow gain afoothold on Soseki, they'd be
daughtered before they could get insde the Dragon Center."

The President gazed out on the course as the sun was settling into the treetops. "If your team has
faled," he said pensvely, "then I'll haveto doom my palitical career and launch anuclear bomb. | seeno
other way to stop the Kaiten Project before Suma has a chance to use it against us.”



Inaroom deep in Building C of the Nationa Security Agency at Fort Meade, Clyde Ingram, the
Director of Science and Technica Data Interpretation, sat in acomfortable chair and studied agiant
televison screen. Theimagery detail from the latest advance in reconnai ssance satdlliteswas
unbdievable.

Thrown into pace on a secret shuttle misson, the Pyramider satellite was far more verstile than its
predecessor, the Sky King. Ingtead of providing only detailed photos and video of theland and sea
surface, itsthree systems a so reved ed subterranean and suboceanic detall.

By merely pushing buttons on a console, Ingram could maneuver the big bird into position above any
target on earth and aim its powerful cameras and sensorsto read anything from thefine print of a
newspaper lying on apark bench and the layout of an underground missile complex to what the crew of a
submarine lurking under an ice floe was having for dinner.

This evening he was anayzing the images showing the seaaround Soseki I1dand. After picking out the
missle systems hidden in the forested land around the retregt, he began to concentrate on finding and
positioning underwater sensors placed by Suma's security force to detect any submarine activity and
guard againg aclandestine landing.

After closeto an hour, his eyes spotted asmall object resting on the seafl oor thirty-six kilometersto
the northeast and three hundred and twenty meters deep. He sent a message to the computer mainframe

to enlarge the area around the object. The computer in turn gave the coordinates and instructed the
satdlite's sensorsto zero in.

After the sgnal was received and locked in the satellite sent an enlarged image to areceiver on a
Pacificidand that was relayed to Ingram's computer at Fort Meade, where it was then enhanced and
thrown on the screen.

Ingram rose and walked closer to the screen, peering through his reading glasses. Then hereturned to
his chair and pressed a number on atelephone and called his Deputy Director of Operations, who wasin
his car suck in the horrendous homeward traffic crush of Washington.

"Meeker," came aweary voice from acelular phone.

"ThisisIngram, boss."

"Don't you ever get tired of peeking at the world's darkest secrets al night? Why don't you go home
and makeloveto your wife?"

"I admit sex is best, but staring at these incredible picturesis aclose second.”

Curtis Meeker sighed with relief asthe traffic opened up and he made it through the last intersection
light Sgnd before turning down his street. ™Y ou see something?' he asked.

"I have an airplanein the sea off Soseki Idand.”



"What modd ?'

"LookslikeaWorld War Two B-Twenty-nine, or what's left of it. Appears heavily damaged but
otherwisein pretty good shape after Sitting on the seabed for fifty years."

"Any detals?

"A clear picture of numbers and |etters on the sde of the fusdlage and thetail. | can dso make out a
small figure on the bow benegath the cockpit.”

"Describeit.”

"Not a perfect image, mind you, when you consider that we're looking through four hundred meters of
water. But I'd say it looks like adevil with apitchfork.”

"Make out any wording?"

"Pretty vague," answered Ingram. "Thefirst word is covered by undersea growth." He paused and
gave the command to the computer for further enhancement. " The second word lookslike “Demons." "

"A little off the beaten path for the Twentieth Air Force during thewar," said Meeker.

"Think there's any importance atached to it?'

Meeker shook his head to himself as he turned into his driveway. "Probably just an aircraft that went
missing after it flew off course and crashed like the Lady Be Good in the Sahara Desert. Better have it
checked out, though, so any living relatives of the crew can be notified of their find resting place.”

Ingram set down the receiver and stared at the shattered picture of the old aircraft buried under the
seq, and found himsdlf wondering how it cameto bethere.
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There had been no need to tape their eyes open. Stacy, Mancuso, and Weatherhill had watched the
viewing screen in horrified fascination just before the picture went black during Fitt's fight with the



robodog. Then sadness and shock flooded their emotions as Kamatori fiendishly aimed another camera
at the blooddrenched ground.

The four of them sat chained to metd chairs grouped in asmdl semicircle around ahuge
high-resolution video screen st into the wall. The two robots Giordino called McGoon and McGurk
stood guard with the latest in Japanese automatic rifles aimed at the back of their prisoners heads.

The unexpected defeat of their plans and total helplessness had stunned them worse than the virtua
sentence of death. A hundred plansto salvage their predicament rushed through their minds. None had
the dightest hope of getting off the ground. They were conscious now of little but gpproaching degth.

Stacy turned and looked across at Giordino to see how he was taking the crushing blow of hisfriend's
loss. But hisface was completely composed and thoughtful, with no trace of sorrow or rage. Giordino sat
thereinicy cam, hiseyes curioudy staring &t the action on the screen asif it was an adventure serid at a
Saturday métinee.

A short time later, Kamatori entered the room, sat down crosslegged on amat, and poured a cup of
saki. "l trust you watched the results of the hunt,” he said between sips. "Mr. Ritt did not play by the
rules. He attacked the robot, altered its programming, and died through his own stupidity.”

"He would have died by your hand anyway!" spat Mancuso. "At least he cheated you of that piece of

Kamatori'slips curled downward briefly and then up in asinister smile. "1 assure you, there will be no
repest of your friend's performance. A new robodog is presently being reprogrammed so that any
unexpected damage to his system will not result in an attack on hisquarry.”

"That'sabreak," grunted Giordino.

"Y ou scumbag,” hissed Mancuso, red-faced and straining againgt hischains. "I've seen the brutalities
men like you did to Allied prisoners of war. Y ou ddlight in the torture of others, but can't stand the
thought of suffering yoursdlf.”

Kamatori observed Mancuso with the same expression of haughty distaste he might have displayed at
observing arat baring itsteeth from asewer. "Y ou shdl bethelast | run to ground, Mr. Mancuso. You
will suffer a watching the agony of the others until your turn.”

"I volunteer to be next,” said Weatherhill calmly. His mind skipped over escape schemes and began
concentrating on one act. He figured if he did nothing e se, killing Kamatori would be worth dying for.

Kamatori dowly shook hishead. "Miss Stacy Fox hasthat honor. A professiona female operative will
make an interesting chalenge. Far better than Dirk Pitt, | hope' He was a shocking disappointment.”

For the first time Wesatherhill felt atrace of nausea run through him. He had never been afraid of desath.
HAf hislife had been spent on the brink between living or being killed. But sitting helplesdy whilea
woman was brutally murdered, awoman he knew and respected, made him sick.

Stacy's face was pae as Kamatori rose to hisfeet and ordered the robotic guards to release her
chains, but she glared a him with icy contempt. The locks were opened by an eectronic sgnd, and she
was roughly pulled to her feet free of the chair.



Kamatori pointed toward the door that opened to the outside of the room. "Go," he commandedin a
sharp voice. "'l will begin the pursuit in one hour."

Stacy took what she thought was her last ook at the others. Mancuso seemed stricken, while

Weatherhill stared back at her with great sorrow in hiseyes. But it was Giordino who caused her todo a
double take. He gave her awink, anod, and asmile.

"Yourewaging time," Kamatori said coldly.

"No need to dash off," came a voice from behind the two robotic guards.

Stacy turned, certain her eyes were deceiving her.

Dirk Pitt stood on the threshold, leaning negligently against the doorframe, gazing past her at Kamatori.
Both his hands rested on the hilt of aong saber whose tip stabbed the polished floor. His degp green

eyeswere sgt, an anticipatory grin was on hisrugged face.

"Sorry I'm late, but | had to take a dog to obedience schoal.

<<52>>

Nobody moved, nobody spoke. The robots stood motionless, waiting for acommand from Kamatori,
their data processors not fully programmed to react a Pitt's sudden gppearance. But the samurai wasin
the opening moments of shock at seeing Fitt standing there without a scratch on his body. Hislips parted
and his eyes spread, and then dowly the beginning of aforced smile twisted the lines on his curious face.

"You did not die," he said as hismind pushed through the curtain of surprise and hisface becamea
dark cloud. "Y ou faked your death, and yet the blood--"

"I borrowed afew things from your hospital,” Pitt explained casudly, "and performed a bloodletting on
mysdf.”

"But you had nowhere to go but into the surf or onto the rocks below the cliff. And if you survived the
fall and dropped into the water, you would have been swept away by the vicious undercurrents. Y ou
could not have survived."



"I used the tree you saw floating in the surf to cushion my fal into thewater. Then | floated with the
current until it released me afew hundred meters from shore. After drifting ashort distance, | caught the
incoming tide and swam until | reached asmall cove and climbed the paisades below the resort.”

The surprise in Kamatori's eyes transformed to intense curiosity. " The security perimeter, how wasit
possible for you to dip through the robotic guards?”

" Speaking figuratively, | knocked them out.”

"No good." Kamatori shook his head. "Their detection systems are flawless. They are not
programmed to let an intruder pass.”

"Bet me." Fitt lifted the saber, rammed its point into the wooden floor, and released his grip, leaving it
quivering in the polished wood. He took the smdl object from under hisarm that could now be seenasa
sock with something wrapped insde it. He moved unobtrusively toward one of the robots from the rear.
Beforeit could turn, he pressed the thing inside the sock againgt the plastic wall surrounding the
computerized midsection. The roboguard immediately went rigid and immobile.

Redlizing too late what Pitt was doing, Kamatori shouted, " Shoot him!™

But Pitt had ducked under the muzzle of the second robot's automatic rifle and shoved the strange
object againgt its processor. Likethefirgt, it became inert.

"How did you do that?" Stacy gasped.

Aitt pulled the sock off asmall six-volt dry cdl from the portable X-ray machine and an iron pipe
wrapped with two meters of copper wire. He held the package up for all to see.

"A magnet. It erased the programs from the disksinside the robots computer processors and fouled
up their integrated circuits.”

"A temporary reprieve, nothing more," commented Kamatori. * * | badly miscalculated your ingenuity,
Mr. RFitt, but you have accomplished little but prolonging your life by afew more minutes.”

"At least werre armed now," said Wesatherhill, nodding at the stationary guns held by the robots.

Despite the turn of events, Kamatori could not concedl the expression of triumph on hisface. Hewas
back in total control. Pitt's near-miracul ous resurrection had been for nothing. "The guns aretightly
molded to the flexible arms of the robots. Y ou cannot remove them with anything less than acutting
grinder. You are as helpless as before.”

"Then we're in the same boat now that your bodyguards have been unplugged,” said Aitt, tossing the
magnet to Stecy.

"l have my katana." Kamatori's hand raised and touched the hilt of his native Japanese ancestral sword
that rested in the sheath that stuck out behind his back. The sixty-one-centimeter blade was forged from
an elagtic magnetic iron combined with ahard sted edge. "And | so carry awakizashi." He dipped a
knife about twenty-four centimetersin length from a scabbard inside his sash, displaying its blade before
resheathing it.



Pitt stepped back toward the doorway leading to Kamatori's antique arsenal and yanked the sword
from thefloor. "Not exactly Excdibur maybe, but it bests swvinging apillow.”

The sword that Pitt had taken from awall of Kamatori's sudy was a nineteenth-century Italian dueling
saber with ablade ninety centimeters from hilt to tip. It was heavier than the modern fencing saber Fitt
had used during his days at the Air Force Academy and not asflexible, but in the hand of a skilled fencer
it could be used with great effect.

Pitt had noillusions of what he was plunging into. He didn't doubt for an instant that Kamatori wasa
practicing expert at the Japanese sword sport of kenjutsu, while he hadn't swung ablade in apractice
match for over two years. But if he could just stay dive while Stacy somehow freed Mancuso and
Weatherhill, or distracted Kamatori so Pitt might gain an advantage, there was adim chance they could
dill escapetheidand.

"Y ou dare to chalenge me with that?' Kamatori sneered.

"Why not?' Fitt shrugged. "In truth samural warriors were little more than overblown toads. | figure
you were bred from the same dime pond.”

Kamatori brushed off the insult. "So you're to wear ahalo and play Sir Galahad against my black
knight."

"Actudly | had Errol Hynn againgt Basil Rathbone morein mind.”

Kamatori closed his eyes and in an unexpected movement sank to hiskneesand went into a
meditating trance. He became immersed in the art of kial, an inner force or power attributed with
accomplishing miracles, especially anong the samural class. Mentaly, long practice in uniting the soul and
conscious mind and bringing them into akind of divine realm supposedly raisesthe practitioner to a
subconsciouslevd that aids himin performing superhuman featsin the martid arts. Physicdly, it involved
the art of deep and prolonged breathing, the reasoning being the man who hasafull load of air inthe
lungs hasit al over the opponent who has exhaled.

Pitt sensed aquick attack and flexed hislegs and body in the on-guard position.

Nearly two full minutes passed, and then suddenly, with lightninglike speed, Kamatori legped to his
feet and pulled his katana from its scabbard with both hands in along sweeping motion. But instead of
losing amicrosecond by lifting the blade over his head for adownward stroke, he continued the motionin
an upward diagond cut in an attempt to dash Pitt open from the hip to the shoulder.

Pitt anticipated the move and narrowly parried the wicked dice, then made a quick thrust, penetrating
Kamatori's thigh before jumping backward to avoid his opponent's next savage attack.

Thetactics of kenjutsu and Olympic saber were wildly different. It was asif abasketball player was
pitted againgt afootbal halfback. Traditiond fencing had linear movements with thrusting strokes, while
kenjutsu had no limitations, the katanawielder wading in to cut down his opponent in adashing assault.
But they both relied on technique, speed, and the element of surprise.

Kamatori moved with catlike agility, knowing that one good cut againgt Fitt's flesh would quickly end
the contest. He moved rapidly from side to Side, uttering guttural shoutsto throw Fitt off balance. He
rushed fiercely, histwo-handed strokes begting aside Fitt's thrusts with relative ease. Thewound in his
thigh went seemingly unnoticed and caused no obstacle to hisnimble reactions.



Kamatori's two-handed katana strokes cut the air dightly faster and carried more power than the
saber in Fitt's single hand. But in the hands of a skilled fencer, the old dueling blade could reverse angle a
fraction more quickly. It was dso nearly thirty centimeters longer, abenefit Fitt used to keep Kamatori's
dashing attack out of range of amorta injury. The saber combined the point with the stroke, while the
katanawas dl dash and cut.

Kamatori also had the advantage of experience and constant practice with his blade. Aitt was rusty,
but he was ten years younger than the kenjutsu expert and, except for the loss of blood, wasin top
physica condition.

Stacy and the others were spellbound by the spectacular display of legping, thrusting, and running
attacks as the blades glinted like strobe lights and clattered as their edges struck. Occasionally Kamatori
broke off the attack and retreated, dtering his position to stay between Stacy, Mancuso, and Westherhill
to prevent her from freeing them, and to satisfy himsdlf that she wasn't attempting to attack him from the
rear or flank. Then he shouted a guttura curse and resumed the dashing ondaught againgt the hated
American.

Aitt was holding his own, lunging when an opening presented itsdlf, parrying the explosive power of
Kamatori's strokes, and evading the incredible ferocity of the attacks. He tried to work Stacy clear, but
his opponent was too shrewd and shut down every opportunity. Though Stacy was an expert at judo,
Kamatori would have cut her down before she came within two meters of him.

Aitt fought hard and slently, while Kamatori came on savagdly, ydling with every stroke, dowly
forcing Pitt to retreat across the room. The Japanese smiled faintly as afierce swipe grazed Fitt's
extended sword arm and drew athin line of blood.

The sheer force of Kamatori's assault kept Pitt on the defensive warding off the chopping blows.
Kamatori swept from sdeto Sde, attempting to fight inacircle.

Pitt easily saw through the ploy and steadily fdll back a step at atime, then suddenly lunged, relying on
his dexterous use of the point and controlled fencing style to keep dive and frustrate Kamatori's timing.

One thrust caught Kamatori in the forearm but didn't dow down the kenjutsu master for an ingtant.
Logt inthekial, striking when he thought Pitt exhaled his breath, he felt no pain, nor seemingly noticed
when Fitt's saber point pierced hisflesh. He hurtled back and came inexorably after Pitt, swishing his
kutanain ablur of whirling stedl with short brutal back-and-forth strokes amost faster than the eye.

Pitt wastiring, hisarm felt leaden, like a prizefighter's after the fourteenth round of atoe-to-toe
dugging match. His breath was coming faster now, and he could fed theincreased pounding of his heart.

The ancient saber was showing signs of wear too. Its edge was no match for the fine stedl of the
Japanese katana. The tarnished old blade was deeply nicked in fifty places, and Fitt knew that one solid
blow on theflat side could very well break it in two.

Kamatori amazingly showed no hint of weariness. His eyes seemed glazed with bloodlugt, and the
power behind his strokes was as strong now as at the beginning of the duel. It was only amatter of
another minute or two before he would wear Pitt down and cut away hislife with the proud sword of

Japan.

Pitt leaped backward for aquick breather to take stock as Kamatori paused to catch Stacy's



movements out of the corner of hiseye. She stood suspicioudy still with her hands behind her back. The
Japanese sensed something and moved toward her, but Fitt advanced again, stretching forward on one
knee with arapid thrust that caught the katana and did down the hilt, the saber'stip just fanning the
knuckles of Kamatori's forward hand.

Pitt suddenly changed tactics and pressed forward, seeing an opportunity that he had missed. Unlike
the shorter hilt of the old dudling saber, with its shell enclosing the hand, Kamatori's katana had only a
smadl round guard & the base of thelonger hilt. Fitt began aiming histhrusts, using awrist-sngpping
circular motion. Feinting toward his lant's midsection during alunge, Fitt flicked thetip of the blade
to the left and caught Kamatori's hand during a vicious upswing, dicing fingersto the bone.

Incredibly, Kamatori smply cursed in Japanese and came on again, blood spraying whenever he
whipped his sword. If hefelt the cold grip of defeat in his gut, he didn't show it. Immuneto pain and
injury by hisimmersioninto hiskiai, he resumed the attack like amadman.

Then his head snapped back and to one sde asasted object struck him in theright eye. With unerring
am, Stacy had thrown the lock that had fastened her chains. Fitt snatched the moment and lunged,
ramming the point of his saber into his opponent'srib cage and puncturing alung.

Kamatori fatered momentarily and insanely continued to fight. He moved againg Ritt, shouting with
each stroke as blood began to foam from his mouth. But his speed and power were diminished, and Fitt
had no problem fending off the weskened cuts.

Aitt's next thrust laid open Kamatori's right biceps. Only then did the highly burnished stedl of the
katanawaver and droop.

Pitt stepped in and swung the saber as hard as his strength would allow, knocking the katana free of
Kamatori's hand. The blade clattered to the floor, and Stacy snapped it up.

He kept the saber pointed at Kamatori and stared at him. "Y ou lose," Fitt said with controlled
courtesy.

It was not in Kamatori's samurai bones to acknowledge surrender so long as he il stood on hisfeet.
Hisface underwent a curious change. The mask of hatred and ferocity melted away and his eyes
assumed an inward |ook.

Hesad, "A samurai takes no honor in defeat. Y ou can cut out adragon'stooth, but he growsa
thousand more." Then he snatched the long knife from its shesth and |egped at Pitt.

PAitt, though weak and panting for breath, easily stepped aside and parried the dashing knife. He swung
thefaithful old saber for the last time and severed Kamatori's hand at the wrist.

Shock flooded Kamatori's face, the shock of disbelief, then pain, then the full redlization that for the
first timein hislife he had been subdued by an opponent and was going to die. He stood and glowered at
Aitt, hisdark eyesfilled with uncontrolled rage, the empty wrist hanging by hisside, blood streaming to
thefloor.

"I have dishonored my ancestors. Y ou will please dlow meto save face by committing seppuku.”

Pitt'seyes haf closed in curiosity. He looked at Mancuso.



" Seppuku?’

"The accepted and more stylish Japanese term for what we crudely cal harackiri, which actualy
trandates as belly cutting. He wants you to let him have a "happy dispatch." "

"l see," Pitt said, atired but maddened understanding in hisvoice. "l seeindeed, but it's not going to
happen. HE's not going to get hisway. Not with hisown hand. Not after al the people he's murdered in
cold blood."

"My dishonor at having been defeated by aforeigner must be expunged by offering up my life,”
Kamatori muttered through clenched teeth, the mesmeric force of kial quickly fading.

"Hisfriends and family will rgoice," explained Mancuso. "Honor to him is everything. He consders
dying by hisown hand beautiful and looks forward to it.”

"God, thisissckening," murmured Stacy disgustedly as she stared at Kamatori's hand on the floor.
"Tieand gag him. Let'sfinish our job and get out of here.”

"You're going to die, but not asyou hope," said Fitt, staring at the defiant face darkened in hate, the
lips drawn back like adog baring its teeth. But Pitt caught adight look of fear in the dark eyes, not afear
of dying, but afear of not joining his ancestorsin the prescribed manner of honored tradition.

Before anyone knew what Pitt was about to do, he grabbed Kamatori by the good arm and dragged
the samurai into the study containing the antique arms and the gruesome collection of mounted human
heads. Carefully, asif hewas digning a painting, he positioned Kamatori and rammed the saber blade
through the lower groin, pinning him upright to the wall beneath the heads of hisvictims.

Kamatori's eyes werefilled with unbdlief and the fear of amiserable and shameful end. The pain was
there too.

Pitt knew hewaslooking at anear corpse and got in the last word before the eyes went sightlessin
desth.

"No divine passing for akiller of the helpless. Join your prey and be damned.”

<<53>>



Pitt removed a Viking battle-axe from its brackets on awall and returned to the video monitor room.
Stacy had dready picked the locks on the chains confining Giordino and Mancuso and was working to
free Wesatherhill.

"What did you do with Kamatori?' Giordino asked, peering curioudy around Pitt's shoulder into the
trophy room.

"Mounted him with the rest of his collection.” He handed the axe to Giordino. "Break up the robots so
they can't be repaired anytime soon.”

"Break up McGoon?'
"And McGurk."

Giordino looked pained, but he took the ax and smashed it into McGoon. "I fed like Dorothy trashing
the Tin Manfrom Oz."

Mancuso shook Pitt's hand. "Y ou saved our asses. Thank you.”

"A nicebit of swordplay,” said Westherhill. "Whered you learn it?

"That will haveto wait," Fitt said impatiently. "What's Penner's grandiose scheme for our rescue?’

"Y ou don't know?"'

"Penner didn't deem usworthy of his confidence.”

Mancuso looked a him and shook his head. "Thereis no plan for arescue misson,” he said with an
embarrassed expression. "Originally we were to be evacuated by submarine, but Penner ruled that out as
too risky for the sub and its crew after reviewing a satdllite photo of Sumal's sea defenses. Stacy, Tim,
and | were to make our way back through the tunnel to Edo City and escape to our embassy in Tokyo."

Pitt nodded at Giordino. "And the two of us?'

"The State Department was derted to negotiate with Sumaand the Japanese government for your
release”

"The State Department?' Giordino moaned between chops. "I'd sooner be represented by Monty
Python's Hlying Circus.”

"Jordan and Kern didn't take into account Suma and Kameatori's nasty dispositions,” said Mancuso
cynicdly.

Pitt's mouth tightened in ahard bitter line. Y ou people are the experts. What's the next move?"

"Finish the job as planned and hot-foot it through the tunndl," answered Westherhill as Stacy opened
thelock and hischainsfell awvay.

"You still @m to destroy the Dragon Center?!



"Not completely, but we can put adent init."

"With what?" inquired Giordino. "A homemade magnet and an axe?'

"No swest," Westherhill replied airily, massaging hiswrigts. " Sumals security forces may have taken
our explosives kit during our capture and subsequent search, but we till have enough for aminor bang.”
He sat down and pulled off his shoes, prying off the soles and incredibly kneading them into aball.
"C-Eight pladtic,” he said proudly. "The very latest in explosives for the discriminating Spook.”

"And the detonators are in the heds" muttered Fitt.

"How'd you know?"

"Pogtivethinking.”

"Let'smove out,” said Mancuso. "The robot's controllers and Kamatori's human pas will wonder why
his private hunt has been shut down and come running to investigate."

Stacy stepped to the door leading outside Kamatori's personal quarters, opened it dightly, and peered
around the garden outside. "Our first hurdleisto find the building with the e evator to the underground
center. We were led up here from our cells blindfolded and didn't get afed for its exact location.”

"Il leed you toit," sad Fitt.

"Y ou know the location?"

"| should. | rodeit down to the hospita.”

"Y our magnet won't be of much help if we run into asquad of robots,” Mancuso said grimly.

"Then well have to expand our bag of tricks," said Fitt. He moved over beside Stacy and |ooked
through the cracked door. "There's agarden hose just under that bush to your left. Seeit?”

Stacy nodded. "Beside the terrace.”

He gestured at the katana she still held in her hand. " Sneak out and dice off afew feet."

She dared a him quizzicdly. "May | ask why?*

"Cut up the hose in short lengths, rub one against a piece of silk, and you strip out the negative
electrons" Pitt explained. "Then touch the end of the hose against arobot'sintegrated circuits, making the
electrons jump and destroy the delicate components.”

"An ectrogatic discharge,” murmured Wesatherhill thoughtfully. "Isthat it?'

Pitt nodded. "Y ou could do the same thing by rubbing a cat or dragging your feet across a carpet.”

"Y ou'd make agood high school physicsteacher.”

"What about the S1k?' asked Giordino.



"Kamatori's kimono," Wesetherhill said over his shoulder as he hurried into the trophy room.

Pitt turned to Mancuso. "Where do you intend to set off your firecrackers where they'll do the most
damage?'

"We don't have enough C-Eight to do a permanent job, but if we can placeit near apower supply, we
can set back their schedule for afew days, maybe weeks."

Stacy returned with athree-meter section of garden hose. "How do you want it diced?
"Divideit into four parts,”" Pitt answered. "One for each of you. I'll carry the magnet as a backup.”

Wesetherhill came back from the trophy room carrying torn shreds of Kamatori's silk kimono, some
showing bloodstains, and began passing them out. He smiled at Fitt. Y our placement of our samural
friend made him amost appropriate piece of wall decor.”

"Thereisno sculpture,” Pitt said pontificaly, "that can take the place of an origind."

"I don't want to be within athousand kilometers when Hideki Suma sees what you've done to his best
friend." Giordino laughed, throwing the broken remains of the two roboguardsinto apilein acorner of
the room.

"Yes" Ritt said indifferently, "but that's what he getsfor pissing off the dark side of the fence."

Loren, her face still and angered, observed in mounting shock the avesome technica and financial
power behind Suma's empire as he led her and Diaz on atour through acomplex that was far more vast
than she could ever imagine. There was much moreto it than acontrol center to send, prime, and
detonate signasto aworldwide array of nuclear bombs. The seemingly unending levels and corridors
as0 contained countless |aboratories, vast engineering and eectronic experimentd units, afuson research
facility, and anuclear reactor plant incorporating designs till on the drawing boards of the Western
industrialized countries.

Sumasaid proudly, "My primary structurd engineering and adminigiration offices and scientific think
tank are housed in Edo City. But here, safe and secure under Soseki Idand, isthe core of my research
and development.”

He ushered them into alab and pointed out alarge open vat of crude oil. ™Y ou can't see them, but
egting away a the oil are second-generation genetically engineered microbesthat actualy digest the
petroleum and multiply, launching a chain reaction and destroying the oil molecules. The residue can then
be dissolved by water."

"That could prove aboon for the cleanup of ail spills," commented Diaz.

"One useful purpose,” said Suma. "Another isto deplete a hostile country's oil reserves.”

Loren looked at him in disbdlief. "Why cause such chaos? For what gain?'



"Intime, Japan will be dmogt totaly independent of oil. Our total generating power will be nuclear.
Our new technology in fuel cellsand solar energy will soon beincorporated in our automobiles, replacing
the gasoline engine. Deplete the world's reserves with our oil-eating microbes, and eventudly al
internationa transportation-- automobiles, trucks, and aircraft-- grindsto a halt.”

"Unless replaced by Japanese products,” Diaz stated coldly.

"A lifetime" Loren said, becoming skepticd. "It would take alifetime to dry up the billion-gdlon ail
reserve stored in our underground salt mines.”

Sumasmiled patiently. "The microbes could totally deplete United States strategic oil reservesin less
than nine months™

Loren shook her head, unable to absorb the horrible consequences of al she'd been exposed to in the
past few hours. She could not conceive of one man causing such achaotic upheava. She aso could not
accept the awful possibility that Pitt might already be dead.

"Why are you showing usal this?' she asked in awhisper. "Why aren't you keeping it a secret?'

"So you can tell your President and fellow congressmen that the United States and Japan are no longer
on equal terms. We now have an unbesatable lead, and your government must accept our demands
accordingly." Suma paused and stared at her. "Asto generoudy giving away secrets, you and Senator
Diaz are not scientists or engineers. Y ou can only describe what you've seen in vague layman terms. |
have shown you no scientific databut merely an overdl view of my projects. Y ou will take home nothing
that can prove useful in copying our technica superiority.”

"When will you alow Congresswoman Smith and | to leave for Washington?' asked Diaz.

Sumalooked at hiswatch. "Very soon. Asamaiter of fact, you will be airlifted to my private airfield at
Edo City within the hour. From there, one of my executive jetswill fly you home."

"Once the President hears of your madness,” Diaz snapped, "hell order the military to blow this place
to dugt.”

Suma gave vent to a confident sigh and smiled. "He'stoo late. My engineers and robotic workers are
ahead of schedule. Y ou did not know, could not have known, the Kaiten Project was completed afew
minutes after we began the tour.”

"It's operationa?' Loren spoke in a shocked whisper.

Suma nodded. " Should your President be foolish enough to launch an attack on the Dragon Center,
my detection systlemswill alert mein ampletimeto signa the robots to deploy and detonate the bomb
cars." He hesitated only long enough to flash a hideous grin. "As Buson, a Japanese poet, once wrote,
“"With hishat blown off/the tiff-necked scarecrow/stands there quite discomfited.'

"The President is the scarecrow, and he stands stymied because histimeisgone.”



<<B4>>

Lively, but not hurriedly, Fitt led them into the building of the retreat that housed the evator. He
walked in the open while the others dodged from cover to cover behind him. He met no humans but was
halted by arobotic security guard at the elevator entrance.

This one was programmed to speak only in Japanese, but Fitt had no trouble in deciphering the
menacing tone and the weapon pointing at hisforehead. He raised hishandsin front of him with the pams
facing forward and dowly moved closer, shielding the others from its video receiver and detection
Sensors.

Weatherhill and Mancuso stedthily closed in from the flanks and jabbed their statically charged hoses
againg the box containing the integrated circuits. The armed robot froze asif in suspended animation.

"Mogt efficient,” Westherhill observed, recharging his length of hose by rubbing it vigoroudy againgt
thedlk.

"Think he tipped off his supervisory control?" Stacy wondered.

"Probably not," Pitt replied. "His sensory capability was dow in deciding whether | was athresat or
smply an unprogrammed member of the project.”

Once ingde the deserted elevator, Weatherhill opted for the fourth leve. " Six opens onto the main
floor of the control center," herecaled. "Better to take our chances and exit on alower levd."

"The hospitd and service unitsare on four," Fitt briefed him.
"What about security?"
"l saw no sign of guards or video monitors.”

"Sumal's outside defenses are so tight he doesn't have to concern himself with interior security,” said
Stacy.

Wesetherhill agreed. "A rogue robot isthe least of his problems.”

They tensed asthe elevator arrived and the doors did open. Fortunately it was empty. They entered,
but Fitt hung back, head tilted asif listening to adistant sound. Then he wasinsde, pressing the button
for thefourth level. A few seconds later they stepped out into avacant corridor.



They moved quickly, silently, following Pitt. He stopped outside the hospital and paused at the door.
"Why are you stopping here?' Weatherhill asked softly.

"WEéII never find our way around this complex without amap or aguide,” Fitt murmured. "Follow me
insde." He pushed the door button and kicked it back againgt its stops.

Startled, the nurse-receptionist looked up in surprise at seeing Pitt burst through the doorway. She
was not the same nurse who aided Dr. Nogami during Pitt's earlier visit. Thisone was as ugly and
ruggedly constructed as aroad grader. Even as she recovered, her arm snapped out toward an darm
button on an intercom communications unit. Her finger was a centimeter away when Ritt's flaitened pam
struck her violently on the chin, catapulting her in abackward somersault onto the floor unconscious.

Dr. Nogami heard the commotion and rushed from his office, stopping abruptly and staring at Fitt and
the MAIT team asthey flooded through the door before pushing it closed. Oddly, the expression on his
face was one of curious amusement rather than shock.

"Sorry for intruding, Doc, Fitt said, "but we need directions.”

Nogami gazed down at his nurse who was lying on the floor out cold. "Y ou certainly have away with
women."

" She was about to set off an darm,” Pitt said apologetically.

"Lucky you caught her by surprise. Nurse Oba knows karate like | know medicine.” Only then did
Nogami take afew secondsto sudy the motley group of people standing around the prostrate nurse. He
shook hishead dmost sadly. "So you're the finest MAIT team the U.S. canfield. Y ou sure don't 1ook it.
Wherein hdl did Ray Jordan dig you people up?"

Giordino wasthe only one who didn't stare back at the doctor in mute surprise. He looked up at PFitt.
"Do you know something we don't?"

"May | introduce Dr. Josh Nogami, the British degp cover operative who's been supplying thelion's
share of information on Sumaand his operation.”

"Youfigured it out," said Nogami.

Pitt made a modest hands-out gesture. ™Y our clues made it elementary. Thereisno St. Paul's Hospital
in Santa Ana, Cdifornia. But thereisa Saint Paul's Cathedra in London."

"Y ou don't sound British,” said Stacy.

"Though my father was raised as a British subject, my mother came from San Francisco, and |
attended medica school at UCLA. | can do areasonable American accent without too much effort.” He
hesitated and |ooked Ritt in. the eye, hissmile gone. "Y ou redize, | hope, that by coming back here
you've blown my cover.”

" regret throwing you in thelimelight,” Fitt said Sncerdly, "but we have amore immediate problem.”
He nodded toward the others. "Maybe only another ten or fifteen minutes before Kamatori and three of
his security robots are discovered. . . ah. . . incapacitated. Damned little time to set off an explosive
charge and get out of here."



"Wait aminute." Nogami raised ahand. "Are you saying you killed Kamatori and zapped three
roboguards?’

"They don't come any deader," Giordino answered cheerfully.

Mancuso was not interested in cordia conversation. "If you can please provide us with adiagram of
this complex, and quickly, well be on our way and out of your hair."

"I photographed the construction blueprints on microfilm, but had no way of smuggling them out to
your people after | lost my contact.”

"JIm Hanamura?"

"Yes. Ishe dead?' Nogami asked, certain of the answer.

Pitt nodded. "Cut down by Kamatori."

"Jm was agood man. | hope Kamatori died dowly."

"Hedidn't exactly enjoy thetrip."

"Can you please help us?' Mancuso asked urgently, insgtently. "We're running out of time."

Nogami didn't seem the least bit rushed. "Y ou hope to get out through the tunnel to Edo City, |
suppose.”

"We had thought we might take thetrain," said Wesetherhill, his eyes aimed through the door into the
corridor.

"Fat chance." Nogami shrugged. "Since you guys penetrated the complex, Suma ordered the tube
guarded by an army of robots on theidand side and a huge security force of specidly trained men at the
Edo City end. An ant couldn't get through.”

Stacy looked a him. "What do you suggest?"

"The sea. Y ou might get lucky and be picked up by apassing ship."

Stacy shook her head. "That's out. Any foreign ship that came within five kilometers would be blown
out of thewater."

"Y ou have enough on your minds,” Pitt said camly, hiseyes seemingly fixed on onewal asif seeing
something on the other side. " Concentrate on planting the explosives. Trust the escapeto Al and me.”

Stacy, Weatherhill, and Mancuso al looked at each other. Then Wesatherhill nodded in agreement.
"You'reon. Youve saved our lives and got usthisfar. Be downright rude not to trust you now."

Aitt turned to Nogami. "How about it, Doc, careto tag dong?' Nogami shrugged and gave ahalf
amile. "Might aswell. Thanksto you, my ussfulness hereisfinished. No sensein hanging around for
Sumato have my head lopped off."



"Any suggestionsfor aplace to set explosves?' asked Westherhill.

"I'll show you an access hole to the eectrica cables and fiber opticsthat feed the entire complex. Set
your charge there and you'l put this place out of business for amonth.”

"Whét level?'
Nogami tilted his head toward the ceiling. "The level above, thefifth.”
"Whenever you're ready," Wesetherhill said to Fitt.

"Ready now." Cautioudly, Pitt dipped into the corridor and dogtrotted back to the elevator. They all
followed and piled in and stood silent asit rose to thefifth level, tensed for any trouble they might face
when the doors opened. Suddenly the elevator dropped down instead of going up. Someone had best
themto it by pressing the button on the level below.

"Damn," Mancuso swore bitterly. "That's al we need.”

"Everybody!" Fitt ordered. "Push the doors together to keep them from opening. Al, lean on the “door
close button.”

The elevator stopped and they al pressed their hands on the doors and pushed. The doorstried to
spread gpart but could only jerk spasmodically without opening.

"All" Fitt said softly. "Now hit fivel”

Giordino had kept one finger pressed againgt the "door close” button so tightly the knuckle went white.
Hereleased it and pushed the button marked 5.

The devator shuddered for afew momentsasif torn in two directions, then it gave an upward jerk and

beganrisng.
"That was close, too close," Stacy sighed.

"Going up,” Giordino announced. "Housewares, kitchen utensils, dishes, and hardware--" Abruptly he
broke off. "Oh, oh, we haven't tagged home base yet. Someone else wants on. The light on five just
blinked."

Again derted, every eye unconscioudy rotated toward the pand and the small indicator light that was
flashing for thefifth level. Then, asif activated by the same set of gears, they turned and crouched, ready
to spring into action.

A white-coated engineer was standing there wearing a hard hat, intently studying notationson a
clipboard. He didn't even look up as he entered the elevator. Only when it began to seep through to him
that the elevator wasn't moving did he gaze around into the Occidenta faces. None that he observed
wereamiling.

He opened his mouth to shout, but Pitt clamped one hand over the engineer's mouth and squeezed the
carotid arteries with the other. Even before the eyesrolled back in the head and the body went limp and
sagged to the evator floor, Nogami was out and leading the othersinto a passageway .



Weatherhill was the last to go. He paused and looked at Fitt. "When and where do you want usto join
up?' he asked.

"Topsdeintweve minutes. WEII hold the cab.”

"Good luck,"” Mancuso muttered, hurrying after the others, wondering what the man from NUMA had
on hiscanny mind.

Giordino looked down at the unconscious engineer. "Where do we stash him?”

Pitt pointed up at the access door in the ceiling of the elevator. "Tear hislab coat into strips, thentie
and gag him. Well park him on the elevator roof."

AsGiordino pulled off the white lab coat and began ripping it apart, he gave Fitt a half-crooked grin.
"l heard it too."

Pitt grinned back. "Ah, yes, the sweet sound of freedom.”
"If we can snatchit.

"Optimism, optimism,” Pitt muttered chearfully as he launched the evator upward. "Now let's show
some speed. It'stwelve minutesto show time.”

<<h5>>

The MAIT team deep in the Dragon Center could not have been under heavier stress than the two
men Sweeting out the minutes in the communications room of the Federa Headquarters Building.
Raymond Jordan and Dondd Kern sat watching a huge clock and listening anxioudy for the team call
Sgn to be beamed from asatdllite in afixed synchronous position over Japan.

Asif triggered by the sudden buzz of atelephone sitting on the table between them, their eyes met,
their faces drawn. Jordan picked up the receiver asif it carried the plague.

"Yes, Mr. President," he answered without hesitation.

"Any word?'



"No, gr."

The Presdent went quiet for amoment, then said solemnly, "Forty-five minutes, Ray."

"Understood, gr. Forty-five minutes until the assault.”

"I've called off the Delta Forces. After a conference with my other security advisers and the Joint
Chiefs, I've cometo the decision that we cannot afford the time for amilitary operation. The Dragon
Center must be destroyed before it becomes operational.

Jordan felt as though hisworld was dipping away. He threw the dice one moretime. "I il believe that
Senator Diaz and Congresswoman Smith may be ontheidand.”

"Evenif youreright, their possible deaths would have no bearing on my decision.”
"Y ou won't change your mind and give them another hour?" Jordan pleaded.

"I wish | could find it in my heart to let you have moretime, but our nationa security isat high risk. We
cannot alow Sumathe opportunity to launch his campaign of internationd blackmail.”

"You'reright, of course.

"At least I'm not alone. Secretary of State Oates has briefed the leaders of the NATO nations and
Soviet Presdent Antonov, and they have each agreed that it'sin al our mutud interest to proceed.”

"Then we write off theteam,” said Jordan, hisfrustration showing in histone, "and perhaps Diaz and
Snith"

"I deeply regret compromising the lives of dedicated Americans, some of whom were good friends.
Sorry, Ray, I'm faced with the age-old quandary of sacrificing afew to save many.”

Jordan set thereceiver inits cradle. He seemed strangely hunched and shrunken. "The President,” he
sad vacantly.

"No reprieve?' asked Kern grimly.

Jordan shook his head. "He's scrubbed the assault and is sending in anuclear warhead.”

Kern went ashen. "Then it's down to the wire."

Jordan nodded heavily as he looked up at the clock and saw only forty-three minutes remaining. “Why
in God's name can't they break free? What happened to the British agent? Why doesn't he

communicae?"

Despite ther fears, Jordan and Kern were not remotely prepared for an even worse disaster in the
meaking.



Nogami guided the MAIT team through aseries of smal side passagewaysfilled with heating and
ventilating pipes, skirting heavily populated offices and workshops, keeping asfar out of the mainstream
of activity aspossible. When confronted by aroboguard, Nogami engaged it in conversation while one of
the others dowly angled in close and shut down its circuits with a charge of Satic eectricity.

They cameto a glass-enclosed room, alarge expansve areafilled with eectrical wiring and fiber-optic
bundles, dl branching out into narrow tunnels leading throughout the Dragon Center. There was arobot
gtanding in front of ahuge console of various didsand digitd instruments.

"An inspector robot," said Nogami softly. "He's programmed to monitor the systems and report any
shorts or disconnects.”

"After we queer hiscircuits, how long before his supervisor sends someone to check on him?" asked
Mancuso.

"From the main telepresence contral, five or Sx minutes.”
"Penty of timeto place the charge and be on our way," said Wesatherhill casualy.
"What do you figure for thetimer setting?" Stacy asked him.

"Twenty minutes. That should see us safdly to the surface and off theidand if Fitt and Giordino come
through.”

Nogami pushed open the door and stepped aside as Mancuso and Weatherhill entered the room and
approached the robot from opposite Sides. Stacy remained in the doorway, acting aslookout. The
mechanical inspector stiffened at his console like ametal sculpture as the satically charged hoses made
contact with hiscircuit housing.

Smooathly, skillfully, Weatherhill inserted the tiny detonator into the plastic explosve and set the digitdl
timer. "In amongst the cables and optical fibers, | think."

"Why not destroy the console?' said Nogami.

"They've probably got backup unitsin asupply warehouse somewhere," explained Mancuso.

Westherhill nodded in agreement as he moved up a passageway ashort distance and taped the charge
behind severd bundles of heavily insulated cable and optica fibers. "They can replace the console and
reconnect new terminal leads in twenty-four hours," he lectured, "but blow ameter out of the middle of a
thousand wires and they'll have to replace the whole system from both ends. It will take them five times
aslong.”

"Soundsfair,” Nogami acquiesced.

"Don't makeit obvious," said Mancuso.

Weatherhill looked at him reproachfully. "They won't be looking for something they don't know exigts."
He gave alove pat to the timer and exited the passageway.

"All clear,"” Stacy reported from the doorway.



One at atime they moved furtively into the corridor and hurried toward the elevator. They had
covered nearly two hundred meters when Nogami suddenly halted and held up his hand. The sound of
human voi ces echoed aong the concrete walls of a side passage followed by the soft whirr of an electric
motor. Nogami furioudy gestured for them to move ahead, and they darted across the opening and
rushed around a corner before the intruders came into sight of the main corridor.

"I migudged their efficiency,” Nogami whispered without turning. "They're early."
"Investigators?' Stacy asked him.

"No," he answered quickly. "Telepresence supervisors with areplacement for the robot you put out of
commission.”

"Y ou think they might be onto us?'

"We'd know if they were. A generd darm would be sounded and a horde of Suma's human security
forces dong with an army of roboguards would have svarmed through every corridor and blocked al
intersections”

"Lucky someone hasn't smelled arat from al the robots we've wasted,” grunted Mancuso as he
rushed aong the corridor in Nogami'strail.

"Without obvious signs of damage, the tel epresence supervisors will think they suffered from smple
ectronic mafunctions.”

They reached the elevator and lost afull two minutes asthey waited for it to rise from alower level.
After what seemed half alifetime, the doorsfinaly opened to an empty interior. Wegtherhill wasthefirst
in, and he pressed the button for the surface level.

Thedevator, with the three men and one woman standing grimly and silently, rose with excruciating
downess. Only Nogami had awatch, the others having lost theirs when they were captured. He peered
a thedid.

"Thirty secondsto spare," heinformed them.

"Out of thefire," murmured Mancuso. "Now let's hope there's no frying pan.

All that mattered now was their escape. What plan did Fitt have circulating insde his head? Had
anything happened to him and Giordino? Had Pitt misca culated and was he recaptured or dead? If he
was, then al hope had vanished and they were | eft with nothing, no direction for freedom, their only hope
of escape struck down.

They had lost track of the number of times they'd prepared for the worst, crouched ready to spring at
whatever or whoever stood outside the elevator. They stiffened asthe doors pulled apart.

Giordino stood there big aslife, abroad grin on hisface. When he spoke it was as though he was
standing at the gate of an airport. "May | see your boarding passes, please?"



Ubunal Okumaand Daisetz Kano were top-level robotic engineers, highly trained in the teleoperation
of computer vison and artificid inteligence, aswell as the maintenance and troubleshooting of sensory
malfunctions. In the telepresence control room they had received asigna that robot el ectrical ingpector
Taho, whose name meant "'big gun,” was nonfunctioning, and they immediately moved to replace him for

repair.

Sudden breakdown from myriad problems was not uncommon. Robotics was still anew science, and
bugs cropped up with maddening frequency. Robots often stalled abruptly for reasons that became
readily apparent only after they were returned to a reconditioning center and probed.

Kano circled Inspector Taiho, making aquick visua check. Seeing nothing obvious, he shrugged.
"Lookslikeafaulty circuit board."

Okumaglanced at achart on aclipboard that he carried. " This one has ahistory of problems. His
visonimaging has caused trouble on five different occasons.”

"Strange, thisisthe fourth unit to be reported asfalled in the past hour.”
"It dwaysrunsin streaks," muttered Okuma.

"His systems need updating and modifying,” agreed Kano. "No sensein giving him aquick fix. I'l
schedule him for acomplete rebuild.”" He turned to the replacement robot. " Ready to assume ingpection
duties, Otokodate?"

An array of lights flashed and Otokodate, aterm for asort of Robin Hood, spokein dow but crisp
words. "I am ready to monitor al sysems.”

"Then begin."

Asthe replacement robot took its place at the monitor, Okuma and Kano hoisted the mafunctioning
robot onto amotorized dolly with asmall crane. Then one of them programmed a code word into the
dolly's computer and it began to move automatically toward the conditioning areawithout human control.
The two engineers did not accompany the injured robot but made their way toward the workers comfort
room toindulgein abrief cup of tea

L eft done, Otokodate concentrated his vision system on the dids and blinking digitd readingsand
routinely began to process the dataiin his computer. His high-level sensing ability, incredibly advanced
over ahuman's, caught an infinitesma deviation of measurement.

The laser pulse rate through an optic fiber is measured in millions of begats per second. Otokodate's
sensors could read the instrument measurements far more accurately than ahuman, and he recognized a
minuscule drop in the pulse rate from the standard 44.7 million beats per second to 44.68 million. He
computed the refractive index profile and determined that the light transmitting its waves through two of
the strands inside aribbon containing thousands of optic fiberswas temporarily zigzagging at some point.

He signaled tel epresence command that he was leaving the console for an ingpection of the fiber
bundlesinside the passageways.



<<56>>

Sumawas growing more angry and impatient by the moment. Diaz and Smith never seemed to tire of
quarreling with him, giving vent to their hatred of his achievements, threstening him asif he was acommon
thief off the Street. He came to wel come the chance to wash his hands of them.

Abducting Senator Diaz, he fdlt, was amistake. He took him only because Ichiro Tsuboi was
confident that Diaz carried substantial influence in the Senate and held the President's ear. Suma saw the
man as petty and narrow-minded. After amedica discharge from the Army, Diaz had worked his way
through the University of New Mexico. He then used the traditiona road to power by becoming alawyer
and championing causes that brought headlines and support from the mgjority state party. Suma despised
him as an obsolete political hack who harped on the monotonous and tiresome harangue of taxing therich
for welfare programs to feed and house nonworking poor. Charity and compassion were traits Suma
refused to accept.

Congresswoman Smith, on the other hand, was a very astute woman. Suma had the uncomfortable
feeling she could read his mind and counter any statement he tossed at her. She knew her factsand
datistics and could quote them with ease. L oren came from good western stock, her family having
ranched the western dope of Colorado since the 1870s. Educated at the University of Colorado, sheran
for office and beat an incumbent who had served for thirty years. She could play hardball with any man.
Suma suspected that her only soft spot was Dirk Pitt, and he was closer to the truth than he knew.

Suma stared across the table from them, sipping saki and regrouping for another exchange of harsh
words. He was about to make another point when Toshie came into the room and whispered softly into
his ear. Suma set his saki cup on the table and stood.

"It'stimefor youto leave.

Loren degantly cameto her feet and locked eyes with Suma. "'I'm not moving from here until | know
Dirk and Al are dive and treated humanely."

Sumasgmiled indulgently. "They covertly came onto foreign soil, my soil, asintdligence agents of a
foreign country--"

"Japanese law isthe same as oursin regards to espionage,” sheinterrupted. "They're entitled to afair
trid."



Sumagloated with maicious satisfaction. "l seelittle reason to carry this discusson further. By now,
Mr. Ritt and Mr. Giordino, aong with the rest of their spy team, have been executed by my friend Moro
Kamatori. Make of it what you will."

Lorenfdt asif her heart had been crushed inice. There was a stunned silence, made even more
shocking a knowing it must be true. Her face went white and she swayed on her feet, her mind suddenly
void.

Toshie grabbed Loren'sarm and pulled her toward the door. "Come, the aircraft that will take you to
Edo City and Mr. Sumds private aircraft iswaiting.”

"No ride through your amazing tunnel beneath the sea?' asked Diaz without ahint of disappointment.
"There are somethings | don't wishyou to see” Sumasaid nadtily.

Asif walking through anightmare, Loren uncaringly alowed Toshieto drag her through afoyer that
opened onto a stone path that crossed over asmal pond. Suma bowed and motioned for Diaz to
accompany the women.

Diaz shrugged submissively and limped with his cane ahead of Sumawhile the two roboguards brought
up therear.

Beyond the pond, a deek tilt-turbine aircraft sat in the middle of alawn surrounded by a high, negtly
trimmed hedge. The jet engines were turning over with asoft whistling sound. Two crewmen in red nylon
flight suits and brimmed caps stood at attention on each Side of the steps|eading inside the main cabin.
Both were short, one dim, the other fairly bursting the stitched seams over his shoulders. They
respectfully bowed their heads as Suma's party approached.

Diaz stopped suddenly. "When | return to Washington, I'm going to hold a news conference and
expose you and your monstrous plans. Then I'll fight you with every means at my command in both
houses of Congress, until every asset you have in the United States is confiscated and nationdized. |
won't rest until you pay for your crimes.”

Sumamade an infuriating grin. "Our Washington |obbyists are more than strong enough to dilute your
pathetic efforts. We own too many of your fellow legidators, who have aweakness for hidden wealth,
for youto influence. Y our voice will ring hollow, Senator Diaz. Y our government, whether you likeit or
not, corrupt and mired in emotiona programsingtead of technology and science, has become awholly
owned Japanese subsidiary.”

Loren leaned toward Suma, her eyes narrowing in scorn. ™Y ou underestimated American gutsfifty
years ago, and once again you've awakened a deeping giant and filled him with terrible resolve."

"Admira Y amamoto's words after December the seventh do not apply now,"” Sumasaid
contemptuoudly. "Y our people have logt the fortitude to make sacrifices for the good of the nation. You
must face redity, Congresswoman Smith. Americas greatnessis gone. | have nothing more to say except
to urge you to warn your President of Japan'sintentions.”

"Don't you mean your intentions,”" said Loren bravely, the color coming back into her face. ™Y ou don't
represent the Japanese people.”

"A safe journey home, Congressvoman Smith. Y our visit has ended.”



Sumaturned and began to walk away, but he'd only taken one step when the two crewmen grabbed
hisarmsfrom each sde, lifted him off hisfeet and hurled him backwards through the open door into the
arcraft's cabin, where he seemingly vanished. It al happened so fast that Loren and Diaz stood in
blank-minded shock. Only Toshie reacted, lashing out with her foot at the heavier-built crewman.

"Isthisany way to begin an intimate relationship?' laughed Giordino, grabbing Toshiesfoot, swegping
her up in hisarms, and hoisting her through the door to Weatherhill and Mancuso's waiting hands as
eadly asif shewasfilled with air.

Loren gasped and started to mutter something to Giordino, but Stacy brusquely pushed her up the
short gairs. "No time to waste, Ms. Smith. Please step lively.” With Loren on her way, she pulled at
Diaz. "Get amove on, Senator. We've worn out our welcome.”

"Where. . . where did you al come from?' he sammered as Mancuso and Weatherhill hauled him
through the hatch.

"Just your friendly neighborhood hijackers," Wesatherhill answered conversationdly. "Actudly, it was
Aitt and Giordino who got the drop on the crew and tied them up in the cargo compartment.”

Giordino lifted Stacy into the cabin and scrambled up the stairs after her. He threw a smart sdlute at
the two roboguards that aimed their wegpons at him but stood in stationary bewilderment.

"Sayonararoboturkeys!"

He yanked the door shut and locked it. Then he turned and shouted one brief word in the direction of
the cockpit.

llm!ll

The soft whistle of the two turbine enginesincreased to an earsplitting shriek, and their thrust flattened
the grass under the stubby wings. The whed slifted from the damp ground and the aircraft rose straight
into the air, hung there for afew moments as the engines dowly twisted to a horizonta position, and then
it shot off in awide bank that took it over the seatoward the east.

Loren hugged Giordino. "Thank God you're dl right. Is Dirk with you?"

"Who do you think is driving the bus?' Giordino smiled broadly as he nodded toward the cockpit.

Without another word, Loren ran up the aisle and threw open the cockpit door. Fitt sat in the pilot's
seet, heavily concentrating on flying an aircraft that was new to him. Hedidn't blink or turn hishead as
she dipped her hands around his neck and down insde his borrowed Suma Corporation flight suit and
kissed him at |east adozen times.

"Youredive" shesadjoyfully. "Sumasaid you were dead.”

"It hasn't exactly been afun-filled day," Pitt managed between her kisses. "Doesthis mean you're glad
to seeme?’

Shelightly dragged her nails over his chest. "Can't you ever get serious?’



"Lady, right now I'm about as serious as | can get. I've got eight people depending on meto fly an
arcraft I've never touched before. And | better get the hang of it real quick or we're dl going body
aurfing.”

"Youcandoit," shesad confidently. "Dirk Fitt can do anything.”

"I wish people wouldn't say that," Pitt groaned. He gave aquick tic of hishead to hisright. "Takethe
co-pilot's seet and play with theradio. We've got to call in the cavalry before the samurai air force takes
up the chase. No way we can outrun jet fighters.”

"Sumadoesn't own the Japanese military.”

"He owns everything ese around here. I'm not taking any chances. Switch ontheradio, I'll giveyou
the frequency.”

"Where arewe going?'
"The Raph R. Bennett."
"A boa?'

"A ship," PFitt corrected her. "A U.S. Navy detection and tracking ship. If we get to her before were
intercepted, we're home free."

"They wouldn't dare shoot us down with Hideki Suma on board.”

Ritt's eyesflickered from the instrument panel to the water rushing by below. "Oh, how | hopeyou're
right.”

Behind them, Giordino wastrying but failing to soothe Toshie, who was hissing and striking out likea
hysterica rat. She pat a him but narrowly missed his cheek, catching him on the ear. Findly he grabbed
her from the rear and held her in atight vise grip.

"I redize | don't make agood first impresson,” he said happily, "but to know meisto love me."

"You Yankeepig!" shecried.

"Not so, my Italian ancestors would never admit to being Y ankees.™

Stacy ignored Giordino and the struggling Toshie and tightly bound Sumato one of severd plush
leather chairsin the luxurious executive main cabin. Disbelief waswritten dl over hisface.

"Well, well, well," said ahappy Mancuso. " Surprise, surprise, the big man himself came dong for the
ride"

"You'redead. You'reall supposed to be dead,” he muttered increduloudly.
"Y our buddy Kamatori isthe onewho's dead,” Mancuso sadigtically informed him.

"How?'



"Aitt stuck him onthewdl."

Pitt's name seamed to act as a stimulant. Suma came back on ked and he said, "Y ou have made a
disastrous mistake. Y ou will unleash terrible forces by taking me hostage.”

"Fairisfair. Now it's our turn to act mean and nasty."

The human voice can't exactly imitate the hiss of aviper, but Suma came pretty closetoit. "You are
too stupid to understand. My people will launch the Kaiten Project when they have learned what you've
done."

"Let them try," Weatherhill fairly purred. "In about another three minutes your Dragon Center isgoing
to haveitslights put out."

The robotic eectrical inspector Otokodate soon found the explosive charge taped to the ribbon of
fiber optics. He deftly removed it and rolled back to his console. He studied the package for severa
moments, recognizing the timer for what it was, but his memory had not been programmed to analyze
plastic explosives, and he had no concept of its purpose. He transmitted asignd to his superior in robotic
control.

"Thisis Otokodate a power center five."

"Yes, what isit?" answered arobot monitor.

"l wish to communicate with my supervisor, Mr. Okuma."

"Heisnot back from teayet. Why are you transmitting?"

"I have found a strange object attached to the primary fiberoptic bundle.”

"What sort of object?’

"A pliable substance with adigitd timing device."

"Could be an ingtrument | eft behind by a cable engineer during ingtdlation.”

"My memory does not contain the necessary datafor a postive identification. Do you wish meto bring
it to control for examination?'

"No, remain at your station. I'll send a courier down to collect
"1 will comply.”
A few minuteslater acourier robot named Nakgimathat was programmed to navigate every

passageway and corridor and pass through the doorsto dl office and work areasin the complex entered
the power center. As ordered, Otokodate unwittingly turned over the explosive to Nakgima.



Nakaimawas a sxth-generation mechanica rover that could receive voice commands but not give
them. It slently extended its articulated gripper, took the package, deposited it in acontainer, and then
began the trip to robotic control for inspection.

Fifty metersfrom the power center door, at apoint well removed from humans and critical equipment,
the C-8 plastic detonated with athundering roar that rumbled throughout the concrete passageway's of
levd five

The Dragon Center was designed and built to withstand the most severe earthquakes, and any
gructurd damage was minimal. The Kaiten Project remained intact and operationd. The only result of
Westherhill's explosive charge was the amost tota disintegration of courier rover Nakgima

<<57>>

The roboguards derted their security command to the stray dramain the garden before Pitt had lifted
thetilt-turbine clegt the hedged confine. At first the robots warning was discounted as a malfunction of
visua perception, but when an immediate search failed to turn up Suma, the security command offices
became a scene of frenzied confusion.

Because of hismonumenta ego and fetish for secrecy, Hideki Suma had failed to groom atop-level
executive team to act in an emergency if he was beyond reach. In panic, his security directorsturned to
Kamatori but quickly discovered dl private phones and pages went unanswered, nor were Sgnasto his
personal roboguards acknowledged.

A specia defense team, backed by four armed robots, rushed to Kamatori's quarters. The officer in
charge knocked loudly, but receiving no reply, he stepped aside and ordered one of the robots to break
in the locked door. The thick etched glass partition was quickly smashed into fragments.

The officer cautioudy stepped through the empty video viewing room and advanced dowly into the
trophy room, hisjaw dropping in stunned disbelief. Moro Kamatori hung, shoulders hunched over, inan
upright position, his eyes wide open and blood streaming from his mouth. His face was contorted in pain
and rage. The officer stared vacuoudy at the hilt of a saber protruding from Kameatori's groin, the blade
running through hisbody and pinning him to thewadll.

Likeaman in adaze, the officer could not believe he was dead and gently shook Kamatori and talked
to him. After aminuteit findly broke through that the born-too-late samurai warrior wasn't going to
speak again, ever. And then, for thefirst time, the officer redlized the prisoners were gone and



Kamatori's roboguards were frozen where they stood.

The confusion was magnified by the news of Kamatori's killing and the amost smultaneous explosion
on leve five. The ground-to-air missilesingalled around the idand rose from their hidden bunkers, poised
and ready for launch but put on hold due to the uncertainty of Sumals presence on the plane.

But soon the action became purposeful and controlled. The remote video recordings of the
roboguards were replayed, and it was clearly seen that Sumawas forced aboard the aircraft.

The aging leader of the Gold Dragons, Korori Y oshishu, and hisfinancia power force, Ichiro Tsuboi,
were in Tsuboi's officesin Tokyo when the call came from Suma's security director. The two partners of
Sumaimmediately assumed full command of the Stuation.

Within eight minutes after the explosion, Tsuboi used his consderable influence with the Japanese
military to scramble aflight of jet fightersto chase the fleging tilt-turbine. His orders were to intercept and
attempit to force the plane back to Soseki Idand. Failing in this, they were to destroy the craft and
everyone on board. Tsuboi and Y oshishu agreed that, despite their long friendship with Suma, it was
better for the Kaiten Project and their new empire that he should die than become atool for foreign
policy blackmail. Or worse, scandalized asacrimina under the American justice system. And then there
was the frightening certainty that Sumawould be forced to reved details of Japan's secret technology and
plansfor economic and military supremacy to U.S. intelligence interrogation experts.

Pitt took acompass heading on the position where the ship was cruising when held taken off for
Soseki Idand. He pushed the engines dangeroudy past their limit as Loren tried desperately to make
contact with the Bennett.

"| can't seem to raisethem,” she said in frustration.

"Y ou on the right frequency?"

"Sixteen VF?'

"Wrong band. Switch to sixteen OF and use my name asour cal sgn.”

Loren sdected the ultra high frequency band and dided the frequency. Then she spokeinto the
microphone attached to her headset.

"Fitt calling USS Bennett,” she said. "PAitt calling the Bennett. Do you hear me? Do you hear me?
Pease answer.”

"Thisisthe Bennett." The voicereplied so loud and clear it nearly blasted out Loren's eardrums
through the headset. "Is that redlly you, Mr. Fitt? Y ou sound asif you had asex change since we last saw
you."



The aircraft had been scanned by the Bennett's supersengtive detection systems from the moment it
left the ground. Once it was perceived as heading over the seato the east, it was tracked by atactical
electronic warfare and surveillance receiver system. Within minutes of being aerted, Commander Harper
was pacing the deck in the situation room. He stopped every few seconds and peered over the shoulders
of the console operators who stared into the radar screens and the computer monitor that analyzed and
measured the signal's and enhanced the gpproaching target into arecognizable classfication.

"Canyou digtinguish--?"

"Either atilt-rotor or anew tilt-turbine," the operator anticipated Harper. "It lifted like a helicopter, but
it'scoming on too fast for rotor blades.”

"Heading?'

"One-two-zero. Looksto be on a course toward the position where we launched the two I bises.”

Harper swung to a phone and picked it up. "Communications.”

"Communications, Sr," avoice answered instantly.

"Any radio Sgnals?'

"None, dr. Thearwaves are quiet.

"Cal methe second you receive anything." Harper dammed down the phone. "Any course change?'

"Target ill flying on aone-two-zero heading dightly south of east, Captain.”

It had to be, but it couldn't be Pitt, Harper thought. But who else would fly toward that particular
position? A coincidence? he wondered. Not oneto run onidle, he barked an order to his executive

officer, who was sanding a hissde.

"Turn on a course toward the position where we launched the I bises. Full speed until | tell you
different.”

The officer knew Harper preferred efficiency to traditional protocol, so he turned without
acknowledging and speedily relayed the ordersto the bridge.

"Communications for you, Captain,”" announced a seaman.

Harper snatched the phone. "Thisisthe captain.”

"l have asigna from awoman claiming to be Congresswoman Loren Smith. Sheadso clamsMr. Aittis
at the controls of an aircraft hijacked from Soseki Idand, carrying eight passengers including Senator
Michad Diaz and Mr. Hideki Suma."

Too far down the chain of command to beinformed of the abductions of Loren and Diaz, Harper
could not be blamed for alack of credence. "They hijacked an airplane and snatched Suma? And where



inhel did Fitt dig up apair of politicians on Soseki Idand?* He paused to shake his head in wonderment,
then gave an order over the phone. "Tell whoever you're in contact with that | require more concrete
identification.”

The communication specidist came back within haf aminute. " The woman swears she's
Congresswoman Loren Smith of Colorado, and if we don't guide them in and provide protection in the
event they're pursued, she's going to lunch with Roy Monroe and demand you're put in command of a
tugboat in the Arctic. I'm not one to offer advice to the captain, r, but if she'sfriendly with the Secretary
of the Navy, she must be who she says sheis.”

"All right, I'll buy her story for now." Harper rdluctantly caved in. "Give indructionsto turn twenty
degrees south and continue on awesterly heading until we meet up--"

"I have two aircraft risng from Senzu Air Base," the console operator monitoring the tectical receiver
system brokein. " Configuration and speed indicate Mitsubishi Raven interceptors of the Japanese Air
Sdf-Defense Force. They've turned onto the same heading as the tilt-turbine and are probing with radar.”

"Damnit!" Harper burst. "Now weve got the Jap military to ded with." Heturned to his exec again.
"Apprise Pacific Command of our situation. Inform them | am going on combat mode. | intend to fireon
the pursuersif they show any indication of ahostile act. I'm taking on the responsibility of protecting
those people in thetilt-turbine aircraft in the belief they're American nationds.”

His executive officer heditated. "Aren't you going out on alimb, Sr?"

"Not too far out." Harper smiled shrewdly. "Do you serioudy think I'll be court-martialed for shooting
down hodtile aircraft to save the lives of two members of Congress?”

Harper'slogic was unarguable. The executive officer smiled back. "No, g, | don't guess you would.”

Pitt took the aircraft up to four thousand meters and held it there. The time for hugging the surface of
the seawas past. He was out of range of the idand's missile systems and now had astraight shot at the
Raph R. Bennett. He relaxed and donned the radio headset and microphone that was hanging on the arm
of hisseat.

"Eighty kilometersto go," he said quietly. " She should be coming into Sght dead ahead.”

Giordino had relieved Loren in the co-pilot's seat and was studying the fuel gauges with abemused
eye. "Sumas ground crew was pretty stingy with the gas. WEll be on fumesin another ten minutes.”

"They only needed to partidly fill the tanks for the short hop from Soseki and back from Edo City,"
said Pitt. "I've pushed her hard and used up fud at an extravagant rate.”

"Y ou better take it easy and conserve."

Therewasaclick in their earphones and a deep voice came through. "Thisis Commander Harper."



"Niceto hear from you, Commander. Thisis Dirk Fitt. Go ahead.”

"| hate to be the bearer of grim tidings, but you've got apair of Japanese mosquitoes chasing your tail.”
"What next?" muttered Fitt in exasperation. "How soon before they intercept?!

"Our computers say they'll be gitting in your l1ap twelve to fifteen kilometers before we rendezvous.”
"We're dead mest if they atack,” Giordino said, tapping the fud gauges.

"Y ou're not as bad off asyou think," Harper said dowly. "Our eectronic countermeasures are already
jamming their radar missile guidance systems. They'll have to be dmost on top of you to go on visud.”

"Got anything you can throw at them to spoil their am?”
"Our only wegpon isathirty-millimeter SeaVVulcan.”
"Not much better than a peashooter,” Giordino complained.

"I'll have you know that peashooter, asyou cal it, can spit forty-two hundred rounds aminute asfar as
eight kilometers," Harper shot back.

"A good five kilometers too short, too late," said Fitt. "Got any other ideas?’

"Hang on." Two full minutes passed before Harper spoke. ™Y ou might make it under our fire cover if
you put your craft into adive and pull out on the deck. The increased speed during your descent will give
you an extrafour minutes of lead time."

"No advantage | can see," said Giordino. "Our pursuerswill divetoo.”

"Negative," Fitt replied to Harper. "Well belike ahdpless duck gliding over the waves. Better to
remain at an dtitude where | gill have air space to maneuver.”

"They're pretty smart fellas," retorted Harper. "They've planned ahead. We track them closing at an
dtitude of twelve hundred meters, twenty-eight hundred meters below you. Looksto melikethey figure
to cut you off &t the pass.”

"Keeptaking."

"If you use the tactics created by our computers, you increase your odds of making it under our
umbrellaof fire. Also, and thisisavitd issue, once they come within range of our VVulcan well have an
open field of fire above you."

"I'm persuaded,” said Ritt. "Will begin descent in forty seconds.” He turned to L oren, who was Sitting
in the seat directly behind the cockpit door. " See that everyone strgpsin good and tight. We're going to
rock and rall for alittlewhile.

Loren quickly made the rounds of the cabin, checking on Sumaand Toshie, derting the others. Any
joy shared among the survivors of the MAIT team quickly faded as adark mood settled over the cabin.
Only the Japanese indudtridist looked suddenly happy. Sumasmiled the smile of a carved Buddha



In the cockpit, Fitt briefly went through a stretching routine to relieve muscle tensgon and loosen his
joints. He took a series of deep breaths and then he massaged his hands and fingers asif hewasa
concert pianist about to attack Liszt's Second Hungarian Rhapsody.

"Eighteen kilometers and closing fast,” came Harper's voice.

PFitt gripped the whedl on the control column and nodded at Giordino. "Al, read out the airgpeed and
dtitude readings”

"My pleasure" Giordino said without the dightest note of excitement. Hisfaithin Aitt wastota.

Pitt pressed the transmit button on hisradio. "Commencing dive," he said in the tone of a pathologist
announcing an incision on acorpse. Then hetook afirm grip on the whed and eased the control column
forward, wondering what he would say when he met the devil. The aircraft nosed over and down, it's jet
engines screaming asit hurtled toward the vast blue seathat filled the entire expanse of the cockpit's
windshield.

<<58>>

Tsuboi put down the phone and stared dolefully across his desk at Korori Y oshishu. "Our fighter
arcraft have reported Hideki's plane has taken evasive action. They have no time for an attempt to force
it back to Soseki Idand beforeit reaches the American nava ship. Their flight commander requests
confirmation of our order to shoot it down."

Y oshishu replied thoughtfully. Already he had mentally accepted Sumals death. He inhaled acigarette
and nodded. "I there is no other way, Hideki must die to save what we have al struggled so long to
build."

Tsuboi looked into the old dragon's eyes but saw only aflinty hardness. Then he spoke into the phone.
"Order to destroy confirmed.”

AsTsuboi set down the phone, Y ashishu shrugged. "Hideki is only one of dong line who sacrificed
ther livesfor the new empire.”

"That is 0, but the American government won't be happy over sacrificing two of their legidatorsin the
sameincident.”



"The President will be pressured by our lobbyists and friendsin his government to say little and do
nothing,” Y oshishu said with shrewd certainty. " The uproar will swirl around Hideki. Wewill remaininthe
shadows, free of the storm.”

"And very quietly assume control of Hideki's corporations.”
Y oshishu nodded dowly. "That isalaw of our brotherhood.”

Tsuboi looked at the older man with renewed respect. He understood how Y oshishu had survived
when countless other underworld leaders and Gold Dragons had fallen by the wayside. He knew
Y oshishu was amaster a manipulating others, and no matter who crossed him, no matter how strong his
enemies, he was never defeated. He was, Tsubol had come to redlize, the most powerful man in the
world who did not hold public office,

"Theworld news media," Y ashishu continued, "islike avoracious dragon that devours ascanda. But
quickly tiring of the taste, it moves on to another. Americans forget quickly. The death of two of their
countless paliticians will soon fade."

"Hideki wasafool!" Tsuboi lashed out sharply. "He began to think he was agod. Aswith most men,
when they become too powerful and salf-worshipping, he made grave mistakes. Kidnapping American
congressiona membersfrom their own soil wasidiotic.”

Y oshishu did not immediately reply but looked across Tsuboi's desk. Then he said quickly, "You are
like agrandson to me, Ichiro, and Hideki was the son | never had. | must bear the blame. If | had kept a
tighter rein on him, this disaster would not have happened.”

"Nothing has changed.” Tsuboi shrugged. " The attempt by American intelligence agentsto sabotage
the Kaiten Project was checked. We are as powerful as before.”

"Still, Hideki will be sordly missed. We owe him much."”
"I would have expected no lessif our positions were reversed.”

"I'm sure you wouldn't hesitate to throw yoursdf on the sword if necessary,” Y oshishu said with a
condescending smile.

Tsuboi wastoo sure of hisabilitiesto even consider failing. He was of the new breed and would never
have the dightest intention of stepping aside by sticking aknifein hisgut. "Our financid and indudtria
empirewill continue to expand without Hideki," he said without remorse. "We must harden our hearts
and push forward.”

Y oshishu saw the look of ambition in Tsuboi's eyes. The young financid wizard was too anxiousto
step into Sumas shoes. "'l leaveit to you, Ichiro, to arrange afitting ceremony for our friend when we
endhrine hisspirit at Y asukuni," said Y oshishu, referring to Sumaasif he had been dead for days.

Tsuboi dismissed thiswith awave of one hand. He rose to hisfeet and leaned across the desk. "Now,
Korori, with the Kaiten Project operational, we must seize the moment to undermine European and
American economic independence.”

Y oshishu nodded, hiswhite hair falling forward over hisbrow. "I agree, we cannot alow Hideki's



death to delay our timetable. Y ou must return to Washington immediately and dictate our demandsto the
Presdent for the extension of our financid venturesin America”

"And if he doesn't accept our demands?’
"I've studied the man for years. Hes aredist. He will seethat we are throwing aropeto hisdying

country. He knows of our Kaiten Project and what it can do. Have no fear, the President of the United
States will dedl, and so will Congress. What choice do they have?'

"Twenty-two hundred,” Giordino droned as he read doud the dtitude in metersand the airspeed in
knots. " Speed five-twenty."

The ocean wasrising rapidly, the scattered whitecaps growing larger. They darted through awisp of
cloud. There was dmost no sensation of speed except for the screaming enginesthat Fitt held on full
power. It was next to impossible to judge 'height above water. Fitt put hisfaith in Giordino, whoin turn
relied on the ingruments to warn him whento pull level.

"Where arethey?' he asked into his microphone.

"Thisis Ray Smpson, Dirk," came the voice of the commander who had briefed them on the Ibis. "I'll
tak youin."

"Where arethey?' Fitt repeated.

"Thirty kilometersand closng fast."

"I'm not surprised,” said Aitt. "They can't be more than athousand knots faster than this bus.”
"Fifteen hundred,” read Giordino. " Speed five-ninety."

"l wish I'd read the flight manuad," Fitt muttered under his bresth.

"Twelve hundred meters. Speed six-fifty. Looking good.”

"How do you know?"

"It seemed the thing to say." Giordino shrugged.

At that ingtant, an darm gong began sounding in the cockpit. They had taken the aircraft beyond its
safety limitsinto the redlm of the unknown.

"One thousand meters. Speed seven-forty. Wings, don't fail us now."
Now within visible range, the lead Japanese aircraft's pilot centered the red dot that appeared in his

targeting system's TV monitor on the diving tilt-turbine. The optical computer took over thefiring
sequence and launched the missle.



"Air-to-air missle ontheway," Smpson warned them in an ominous voice.

"Alert mewhenit's closed to within one kilometer,” ordered Fitt quickly.

"Six hundred meters," Giordino warned Pitt. " Speed eight hundred. Now isthetime.”

Pitt did not waste his breath on areply but pulled back on the control column. Thetilt-rotor responded
asif it wasaglider gripped by agiant hand. Smoothly, in aperfectly curved arc, it swooped into level
flight periloudy low, lessthan seventy meters above the water.

"Misslecdosing, three kilometers™ Simpson said, hisvoiceflat and empty.

"Al, begin maximum tilt to engines” Fitt hestated.

Almogt ingtantly, it ssemed, Smpson caled out, "One kilometer.”

N

Giordino shoved the leversthat tilted the engines from horizontd to full verticd.

The arcraft seemed to shoot from leve flight into anear ninety-degree angle upward. Thetilt-turbine
shuddered as everyone was thrown forward under the sudden change in momentum and the skyward pull

of theengines dill turning on full power.

The missile streaked benesth, missing the aircraft's belly by lessthan two meters. And then it was
gone, flashing away and eventudly fdling into the sea.

"Nicework," complimented Simpson. "Y ou're coming within range of our Vulcan. Try to stay low so
we have an open field of fire above you."

"It'll take timeto swing this bus back to level flight on the deck," Pitt told Simpson, frustration
displayed on the furrowed lines of hisface. "I'velost my airspeed.”

Giordino returned the jet turbinesto horizonta as Pitt nosed the aircraft over. It leveled and screamed
ascant twenty meters over the water toward the looming outline of the ship. From Ritt'sview, hurtling
acrossthe wave tops, it looked like a stationary paper ship on aplastic sea.

"Aircraft closng but no indication of amisslelaunch,” came Smpson'sanxiousvoice. "They're
delaying until the last second to compensate for your next maneuver. Y ou'd better hit the deck and
damned fast."

"I'm surfing the waves now," Pitt snapped back.

"So are they. One above the other so you can't pull your flying saucer stunt again.”

"They must be reading our minds," said Giordino camly.

"Since you don't have a scrambler to encrypt voice transmissions, they listen to your every move,"
Simpson warned them.

"Now hetdlsus"



Aitt stared through the windshield at the Raph R. Bennett. Hefdt asif he could reach out and touch its
giant radar array. "The next play action isyours, Bennett. Weve run out of surprises.”

"The gateto thefort isopen,” came the voice of Harper suddenly. "Swing five degreesto port and
don't forget to duck when the mail goesout.”

"Missleaway,” Smpson called.
"I read,” said Aitt, "but have nowhereto go."

Pitt and Giordino ingtinctively crouched in anticipation of the impact and explosion. They poised as
hel pless as homing pigeons under attack by afalcon. Suddenly their salvation erupted in amaelstrom of
firethat flashed in front of the tilt-turbine's bow and roared overhead and to the rear.

The Bennett's thirty-millimeter Sea'Vulcan had cut loose. The modern Gatling gun's seven barrels
rotated and spat 4,200 rounds a minute in aswath of fire so thick the shells could be followed by the
naked eye. The stream cut across the sky until it met the incoming missile, blasting it into a mushroom of
flame less than two hundred meters behind the fleeing tilt-turbine aircraft.

Then it walked toward the lead aircraft, caught up with it, and chewed away onewing like teeth
through a potato chip. The Mitsubishi Raven jet fighter flipped into aseries of contorted rolloversand
smacked the water with agreat splash. The second jet went into a steep bank, barely staying ahead of
theriver of shellsthat raced relentlessy toward its exhaust, and whirled around on a course back to
Japan. Only then did the SeaVulcan fal silent asthelast of its rounds swept the blue and fell, spraying
the crests of the swellsinto white foam.

"Bring her onin, Mr. RFitt." Harper'svast rdlief could be clearly distinguished in hisvoice. "Wind is off
the starboard beam at eight knots."

"Thank you, Commander.” said Pitt. "And thank your crew. That was nice shooting.”
"It'sal in knowing how to make loveto your eectronics.”

"Beginning find approach.”

"Sorry we don't have a brass band and a proper reception committee.”

"The Stars and Stripes flapping in the breeze will do nicely.”

Four minutes later, Pitt set the tilt-turbine on the Bennett's helicopter pad. Only then did hetake a
deep breath, sag in his seat, and relax as Giordino shut down the engines.

For thefirgt timein weeks he felt safe and secure. There was no more risk or danger in hisimmediate
future. His part of the MAIT team operation was finished. He thought only of returning home, and then
perhaps going on adive trip to the warm waters and tropica sunshine of Puerto Rico or Haiti, hopefully
with Loren at hisside.

Pitt would have laughed in absolute disbelief if anyone had walked into the cockpit and predicted that
within afew short weeks Admiral Sandecker would be ddivering aeulogy a hismemorid service.



<4>MOTHER'SBREATH

October 20, 1993

Washington, D.C.

<<59>>

"They're out!" Jordan announced exuberantly as he dammed down atelephonein the Nationa
Security Council's Situation Room deep under the White House. "We've just received asignd that our
MAIT team has escaped Soseki Idand.”

Dae Nichols gtared at Jordan suspicioudy. "Isthat confirmed?”

Jordan nodded in tight confidence. " Solid information. They were attacked by Japanese Sdlf-Defense
fighters, but evaded and broke clear.”

The President came forward in his chair. "Where are they now?"

"Safely landed on board the Ralph R. Bennett, anava surveillance ship stationed ahundred kilometers
off theidand.”

"Any casudties?"



"None."
"Thank God for that."

"Theres more, much more," Jordan said, wound like aclock spring. "They brought Congresswoman
Smith, Senator Diaz, and Hideki Suma out with them."”

The President and the rest stared at him in wordless astonishment. Findly Nichols murmured, "How
wasit possible?’

"The details are ill sketchy, but Commander Harper, skipper of the Bennett, said Dirk Fitt and Al
Giordino hijacked the aircraft that was to carry Smith and Diaz to Edo City. Somehow they aso
managed to snatch Sumaand his secretary and take off during the confusion.”

"Suma," muttered CIA Director Martin Brogan in awe. "Now there's agift out of the blue."

The surprise and ddight in the Presdent's eyes turned to thoughtfulness. " This puts awhole new face
on thegtuation.”

"Under the circumstances, Mr. Presdent,” said Defense Secretary Jesse Smmons, "'l advise we cancel
the nuclear strike againgt the Dragon Center.”

The President glanced at the big countdown clock on onewall of the situation room. It read nine
minutesto launch. "Good lord yes, cdl it off."

Simmons smply nodded a Genera Clayton Metcalf, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, who immediately
picked up aphone and began issuing orders. After abrief half minute, Metcalf nodded.

"They're standing down at the launch ste™

Secretary of State Douglas Oates wore an expression of triumph. "A near thing, Mr. President. | was
againg anuclear grike from the beginning.”

"The Dragon Center and the Kaiten Project haven't gone away," the President reminded Oates. "They
gl pose adangerousthreet. The crisis has merely moved from criticd to temporary hold.”

"True," Oates argued, "but with Sumain our hands, were holding the snake by the head, so to speak.”

"l can't wait to hear what an expert interrogation team digs out of him," muttered Brogan blissfully.

Oates shook his head in strong disagreement. " Sumais not some smal fish in the pond. He's one of the
richest and most powerful menin theworld. Y ou can't expect to use strong-arm tactics on him without
grave consequences.”

"Farisfair." Jordan's voice wasfilled with satisfaction. "I see no reason to show mercy with aman
who kidnapped two members of Congress and was planning to detonate nuclear bombs on American

il."

"I'mwith you, Ray," said Brogan, giving Oates an acid stare. "Thisguy is asrotten asthey come. I'll
bet dinner for everyone in the room, the Japanese government will remain silent and issue no protest.”



Oateswas adamant. "It is not in our national interest to act barbaric.”

"Nice guysfinishlagt," said Jesse Smmons. "If wed played hardbdl like the Russans, we wouldn't
have hostages in Lebanon.

"Jesseisright,” Nichols agreed. "We'd beidiotsto set him freeto return to Japan and resume his
private war againgt us."

Brogan said, "Prime Minister Junshiro and his cabinet won't dare create afuss, or the whole sordid
messwould lesk to the international news mediaand come down on them like aton of bricks. No, you're
wrong, Doug, the next step in removing thisterrible threat againgt our peopleisto twist Suma's arm until
he reveal s the exact |ocations of the bomb cars."

The President looked around the table with an expression of weary patience. "Mr. Sumaisno friend
of thisnation. He'sal yours, Martin. Make him sing like a canary. We've got to get to those bombs and
neutralize them damned quick.”

"How soon can the Navy airlift Suma off the Bennett?' Brogan turned and asked Smmons.

"With no aircraft carrier in that part of the ocean,” answered the Defense Secretary, "well have to wait
until the ship iswithin helicopter range of Wake Idand, the nearest pickup point.”

"The sooner we get Suma to Washington, the sooner we can extract datafrom him," said Brogan.

The President nodded. "I'd be interested in hearing what Congressvoman Smith and Senator Diaz
observed aswell."

Don Kern entered the room and spoke softly to Jordan, who nodded as he listened, and then looked
up at the President. "It appears our friends from NUMA have solved another problem for us.
Commander Harper has signded that thetilt-turbine aircraft Pitt and Giordino hijacked for their flight
from theidand has been refueed on board the Bennett. They'rein the air and flying toward Wake Idand

aswe speak.”

The President turned his attention to Metcalf. "Generd, | leave it to you to arrange military
trangportation for Sumaand our legidatorsto the capitd as quickly as humanly possible.”

"I'll dert Genera Duke Mackay, commander of Anderson Air Force Base on Guam, to send his
persond jet to Wake. It should be on the ground and waiting when Pitt sets down."”

The President then focused on Jordan. "What's the status of the Dragon Center?”

"Sorry, gr," replied Jordan. "Commander Harper's signals were brief. There was no word from our
MAIT team on whether their operation was a success.”

"Then wewon't know anything until they reach Wake."
"No, ar."

Oatesthrust ahard stare at Jordan. "If your peoplefailed in their mission to halt the Dragon Center
from becoming operational, we could be facing aterrible calamity.”



Jordan stared back. "If they escaped in one piece, they accomplished what they set out to."

"We don't know that for certain.”

"Even S0, we surely bought some breathing space, with the architect and builder of the Kaiten Project
inhand,” said Simmons. " Sumals co-conspirators will be demoraized. They won't attempt any major

aggresson without their leader a thehem.”

"I'm afraid your theory won't hold water," Jordan said dowly. "Weve overlooked Harper's message
from the Bennett."

"What about it?" asked the President.
"The part about the aircraft surviving an attack by Japanese fighters,” Brogan pointed out.

Jordan nodded. "They must have known Sumawas on board. And yet they tried to shoot the plane
down."

Simmons doodled on a notepad as he spoke. "Then we must assumethey. . . whoever they are--"

"Theold kingpin of the Japanese underworld, Korori Y oshishu, and hisfinancia crony, Ichiro Tsuboi,"
explained Jordan, interrupting. "They're crimind partnersin Sumasindustria empire.”

"Then we must assume,” Simmons repeated, "that Hideki Sumais expendable.”
"It comesdown to that," said Kern, speaking fur thefirst time.

"Which means Y oshishu and Tsuboi can step in and activate the detonation systems,” the President
theorized.

Brogan's expression of optimism was dowly collgpsing. "With Sumain our hands, there's no predicting
how they'll react.”

"Perhaps | should reorder the nuclear strike," said the President halfheartedly.

Jordan shook his head negatively. "Not just yet, Mr. President. There's another way we can buy time
to reassess the Situation.”

"What's on your mind, Ray?"

"We let the Japanese tune in to Commander Harper's signals reporting that the plane carrying Diaz,
Smith, and Suma crashed into the seawith theloss of al on board.”

Brogan |ooked doubtful. ™Y ou redly think Y oshishu and Tsuboi would buy that?"

"Probably not," said Jordan with acanny look, "but I'll bet they'll think about it until we can put the
Kaiten Project out of businessfor good.”



<<60>>

Trueto hisword, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs had General Mackay's persond Air Force C-20
passenger jet Sitting beside the runway that stretched across Wake Idand as Pitt dropped the tilt-turbine
onamarked pad in front of the smal termind building.

Mel Penner had flown up from Palau and was waiting, cupping his ears againgt the scream of the
turbines as the wheel s touched the concrete. The areawas surrounded and cordoned off by nearly
twenty air police. Penner moved toward the aircraft and stood expectantly at the doorway. It swung
open and Weetherhill wasthefirst out.

Penner stepped forward and they shook hands. "Glad to see youre il in the land of theliving.”

"That makestwo of us," said Weatherhill with ahuge smile. He glanced around at the Air Force
Security ring. "We didn't expect awelcoming committee.”

"Y ou're the hottest topic of discussion at the White House. Isit true you madeit out with Suma?”
Westherhill nodded. "And Diaz and Smith."
"Y ou made quite ahaul .

Stacy stepped down and was a so surprised to see Penner and the guards. "Somehow | get the fedling
we're not going to refud and continue to Hawaii,” she said, hugging Penner.

"Sorry, no. Therésan Air Forcejet waiting to fly Sumaand the legidators to Washington. They'll be
accompanied and guarded by amilitary intelligence team. Therest of us have been ordered to remain
here on Wake for ameeting with agroup of high-level hotshots sent by Jordan and the President.”

"I'm sorry we couldn't have sent you more data,” explained Weatherhill, "but we thought it best if we
stayed off the airwaves and made out areport in person.”

"Jordan agrees. Y ou made theright decison.”
Weetherhill handed Penner afilefolder filled with negtly typed sheets. "A full report.”

Penner stared at the report with ablank 1ook. "How?"



Weatherhill gestured back ingdethe arcraft. "Sumahad it, fully equipped to conduct business. We
wrote it up during the flight on aword processor."

Mancuso popped his head out the door. "Hi, Mél. Did you bring the party hats and champagne?
"Good to see you, Frank. When can | meet your passengers?’

"Sending them out now. Y ou'll have to wait aminute for our guests from Japan to disembark until |
freethem.”

"Y ou had them under restraint?"

"They got alittle testy at times.”

Loren and Diaz stepped squinting into the bright sun and were introduced to Penner, who related the
flight procedure. Then Sumaand Toshie were ushered out by Mancuso, his handstightly gripping each

by anarm.

Penner made adight bow. "Welcome to United States territory, Mr. Suma, but | don't think you're
going to enjoy your stay."

Suma gave Penner the offhand glance he reserved for underlings and acted asiif the intelligence
operativewasinvishble.

Taoshielooked at Penner with uncontrolled hatred. ™Y ou will treat Mr. Sumawith proper respect. He
demands he be freed immediately and returned to Japan.”

"Oh, hewill," Penner said mockingly. "After he's enjoyed an dl-expense paid vacation in our nation's
capita, courtesy of the American taxpayer.”

"You areviolating internationa law," Sumasaid nastily. "And if you do not release us, vengeance shdl
be swift and many of your countrymen will die.”

Penner turned to Wesatherhill. "Can he back up the threet?"

Weatherhill looked at Suma. "Sorry, you can forget about the Dragon Center. Itsjuice has been cut
off."

ou were successful?' asked Penner. "Ray Jordan and Don Kern are clawing thewalls, waiting to

"A temporary fix. We only had enough explosive to blow out afiber-optic bundle. They should be
back in businessin severa days.”

Dr. Josh Nogami exited the plane and was greeted by Penner. "A real pleasure to meset you, Doc.
We're grateful for your effortsin getting information out to us. Y our help wasinvauable.

Nogami shrugged modestly. "I'm sorry | couldn't have saved Jm Hanamura."

"Y ou might have given yourself away and been murdered too."



"Mr. Fitt did his best to prevent that." Nogami glanced around, but saw no familiar faces. "It looks as
though I'm an agent without an assgnment.”

"When our Deputy Director of Operations, Don Kern, learned you were on board, he requested that
you be temporarily assigned to us. Y our superior agreed. If you don't mind working with abunch of
colonidsfor afew days, your knowledge of the Dragon Center'slayout would be very helpful .

Nogami nodded. "The wegther here beats rainy London any day."

Before Penner could reply, Giordino legped from the tilt-turbine and ran toward a squad of air police
that were herding

Sumaand Taoshie to thewaiting C-20. He rushed over to the officer in charge and asked him to hold
up the procession for amoment.

Giordino was only half a centimeter taller than Toshie. He looked Straight into her eyes. "Dear heart,
wait for me"

She stared a him in angered surprise. "What are you talking about?"

"Courtship, amorous pursuit, nestling, endearment, proposal. Assoon as| can catch up to you, I'm
going to make you the happiest woman dive."

"Youremad!"

"Only one of my many charms" said Giordino engagingly. "Y ou'll discover lots of othersinthe yearsto
come."

Amazingly, Toshie wavered. For a strange reason she couldn't comprehend, she began to find
Giordino's very un-Japanese gpproach appealing. She had to struggle to suppress any friendliness shefelt
toward him.

Giordino recognized her uncertainty and grasped her dender shouldersin his beefy hands, kissed her
briefly on the lips, and smiled. "I'll catch up to you assoon as| can.”

Shewas dtill staring at him wordlessly over her shoulder as Penner took her by the elbow and
brusquely led her away.

Pitt escorted Loren to the C-20 jet after Suma, Toshie, and Diaz were seated aboard. They walked in
dlence, feding the warmth from the sun and the humidity stroke their skin.

Loren stopped several meters from the aircraft and stared into Pitt's eyes. "It ssems one of usis
aways coming and going.”

He nodded. "Welead busy, separate lives. Our schedules never mesh.”



"Maybe someday. . ." Her voice died softly.

"Someday," he said in understanding.

"Y ou're not going back?' she asked hesitantly.

He shrugged. "I don't know. Al and | have been ordered to remain behind.”
"They can't send you back to that idand. Not now."

"I'm amarine engineer, remember? I'm the last man they'd ask to assault the Dragon Center with
sx-shootersblazing.”

"I'll talk to the President and request you and Al be sent home."

"Don't put yoursdf out,” he said easily. "WEell probably be on the next flight east.”

She stood on her toes and kissed him gently on the mouth. " Thank you for everything."

Pitt smiled. "Anything to please apretty lady.”

Tearsbegan forming in her eyes. Loren had afedling of dread in her somach. Somehow she knew he
wouldn't be following her anytime soon. Suddenly she turned and hurried up the boarding sairsinto the

arcraft.

Pitt stood there looking after her. Then he waved as her face appeared in awindow, but when Loren
looked for him again as the plane taxied to the runway he was gone.

<<61>>

Tsuboi could not believeit. After leaving Y oshishu and rushing from Tokyo to Edo City and then to
the Dragon Center to take persona command, he stood in the control room tense with growing rage.

"What do you mean you cannot detonate any of the bomb cars?' he demanded.

Takeda Kurojima, the Dragon Center's chief director, was stricken. He looked around helplesdly at
hissmall army of engineers and scientists for mora support, but they al stared at the floor asif hoping to



be swallowed by it.

"Only Mr. Sumaknows the codes,” Kurojima answered with a patronizing hands-out shrug. "He
personally programmed the code system for the prime and detonate Sgnals.”

"How long will it take you to reprogram the codes?"

Kurgjimagtared at his staff again. They began muttering rapidly between themselves. Then, seemingly
agreeing on something, one stepped forward and murmured so softly Tsuboi didn't hear.

"What. . . what wasit you said?"

Kurgjimafindly stared into Tsuboi's eyes. "Three days, it will take three days minimum to erase Mr.
Suma's command codes and reprogram the systems.”

"Thet long?'
"It isnot aquick and ssmple procedure.”
"What isthe status of the robotic drivers?'

"The robot program isaccessible,” replied Kurgjima. "Mr. Sumadid not insert the codesto set in
motion their drive and detination systems.”

"Two days, forty-eight hours. That'sal you have to make the Kaiten Project fully operationd.” Tsuboi
tightened his mouth and clenched his jaws. He began to pace the control room of the Dragon Center. He
cursed the serpentine mastermind who had outfoxed them al. Suma had trusted no one, not even his
oldest and closest friend, Y oshishu.

A phone buzzed and one of the technicians picked it up. He went rigid and held out the receiver to
Tsuboi. "Mr. Yoshishu in Tokyo for you."

"Yes, Korori, Ichiro here

"Qur intelligence people have intercepted areport from the American ship. They claim Hideki's plane
was shot down. Did our pilots actudly see Hideki's aircraft go into the sea?’

"Only onereturned. | wasinformed the surviving pilot reported that he was too busy evading return
fire from the ship to witness hismissile strike the target.”

"It could be abluff by the Americans.”

"Wewon't know if that's the case until one of our observer satellites can be programmed to pass over
theship."

"And if it showsthe planeis on board?'
Y oshishu hesitated. " Then we know we are too late. Hideki islost to us."

"And under tight security by American intelligenceforces," Tsuboi finished.



"Weé're faced with avery grave stuation. In the hands of American intelligence, Hideki can become an
acute embarrassment to Japan.”

"Under drugged interrogation he will most certainly divulge the locations of the bomb cars.”
"Then we must act quickly to preserve the Kaiten Project.”

"Thereisanother problem," said Tsuboi grimly. "Only Hideki knew the operationa codesto activate
the prime and detonate Sgnas.”

There was a pause on the other end of theline. Then Y oshishu said dowly, "We dways knew he had
acunning mind.”

"Only too well," agreed Tsuboi.

"Then | leaveit to you to discover new directions.”

"I won't fal your trugt."

Tsuboi set down the receiver and gazed out the observation window. A silence came over the control
room as everyone waited on hisword. There had to be another solution for delaying any retribution by
the United States and other Western nations. Tsubol was asmart man, and it only took him afew

seconds to come up with aternate plans.

"How complicated isit to set off one of the bombs manudly?" he asked the assembled engineers and
scientigtsin the control room.

Kurojimas eyebrows raised up questioningly. "To detonate without acoded signa?"

"YS’ yalII

Thetechnica brain who headed the Kaiten Project from start to finish bowed his head and answered.
"There are two methods by which amass of fissonable materid can be made subcritical and forced to
explode. Oneisto surround the mass by aring of high explosives whose detonation will in turn set off the
fissonable materia. The other isto shoot together two masses by a cannon-type device."

"How do we explode abomb car?' Tsuboi demanded impatiently.

"Vdocity," Kurgjimaanswered briefly. "The impact from a high-vel ocity bullet through the compressor
shdll and into the mass should doit."

Tsuboi glared inquiringly. "Are you saying the bombs can be set off by nothing more than ashot from a
rifle?’

Kurojimabowed his head. "At closerange, yes."

The effect on Tsuboi was jugt within the limits of credibility. " Then why don't you smply program a
robot to fire ahigh powered rifle into the air-conditioner shell?"

"Thereisthe problem of time again." replied Kurgjima. "The robots that are programmed to drive the
carsto their detonation Sites are not constructed or programmed for anything else.”



"One of the roboguards, could it be modified?"

"The reverse. Security robots are designed for mobility and weaponsfire. They are not designed to
driveacar."

"How long to make one that can do the job?"

"Weeks, no lessthan amonth. Y ou must reglize we have to create a very complicated piece of
machinery. We do not have one in production that can drive acar, climb out on articulated legs, open a
hood, and shoot agun. A robot with these built-in movements would have to be built from the ground up,
and that takestime."

Tsuboi stared at him. "We must detonate one within the next five hours to make the Americans think
the system is operationd..”

Kurojimas confidence had returned. He wasin control and hisfear of Tsuboi had faded. He gave the
financier along steady look. "Wdl then, youll just have to find ahuman to do the job."

It was about five in the evening, and the sky to the east was turning dark blue as the C-20 winged over
the Pacific toward California. They were only two hours out of arefuding stop at Hickam Field in
Hawaii. Loren looked down, straining her eyesto pick out the tiny shape and white wake of aship, but
she could see only the flat expanse of the sea and afew whitecaps.

She swiveled the executive chair she was Sitting in and faced Suma. He sat arrogantly composed,
spping aglass of sodawater. The shock of the hijacking and the distress at knowing Y ashishu had
ordered his death had long since melted and he was now rel axed, supremely confident that he would
regain the upper hand once he reached Washington.

He gtared at her and smiled thinly. " So you intend to promote legidation to close dl your marketsto
Japanese goods.”

"Inlight of what I've seen and experienced in the past few days,” said Loren, "do you blame me?’

"We Jgpanese have planned far into the future for just such a possibility. Our economy will survive
because we have dready invested heavily in the European and Asian markets. Soon we will no longer
need the United States consumer. The closing of your market ismerely another unfair tactic of you
Americans”

Loren laughed. "What do you know about fair trade practices?' Then she got down to serious
business. "No foreigners can come into Japan to sall their products without being hasded to death by
your trade barriers, sconewalled by your graft-ridden distribution system, and undermined by your home
competition. All thewhileinsisting that no outsider understands your culture.”

"Y our behavior, Congressivoman Smith, is obvioudy motivated by racist anti-Japanese sentiments.
Wefed no guilt over expanding our international market shares. We started with nothing after the war.
And what we have built, you want to take away."



"Take what away? Y our self-proclaimed right to rule the economic world?' Loren could just detect a
hint of growing frustration in Sumas eyes. "Instead of picking you up from the ashes and helping you
build an enormoudy successful economy, perhaps we should have treated you the way you treated
Manchuria, Korea, and China during your years of occupation.”

"Many of the postwar economic successes of those countries were due to Japanese guidance.”

Loren shook her head in wonderment at his refusal to acknowledge historicd facts. "At least the
Germans have demonstrated regret for the atrocities of the Nazis, but you people act as though your
butchery of millions of people throughout Asaand the Pecific never happened.”

"We have freed our minds of those years,” said Suma. "The negative events were unfortunate, but we
wereat war."

"Y es, but you made the war. No one attacked Japan.”

"It liesin the past. Wethink only of the future. Timewill prove who hasthe superior culture," he said
with contempt. "Like dl the other Western nations since ancient Greece, you will fall by decay from
within."

"Perhgps," said Loren with asoft smile, "but then eventualy, sowill you.”

<<62>>

Penner rose from a chair, turned, and faced the surviving members of the MAIT team who were
seated in an office ingde one of the commercia aircraft hangars. He tapped ashesfrom hispipeina
bucket of sand beside adesk and nodded at two men, one sitting, the other standing dong the rear wall.

"I'm going to turn the briefing over to Clyde Ingram, the gentleman in the loud Hawaiian shirt. Clydeis
blessed with the fancy title of Director of Science and Technica Data Interpretation. HEll explain his
discovery. Then Curtis Meeker, an old friend from my Secret Service days and Deputy Director of
Advanced Technica Operations, will explain what'scirculating in hiswarped mind."

Ingram walked over to an easdl with ablanket thrown over it. He stared from blue eyes through
expensve designer glasses attached to cord that dangled around the nape of his neck. His hair wasa
negtly combed brown, and he lived inside a medium-sized body whose upper workswas covered by a



black aoha shirt that looked asif it had been worn in aFerrari driven around Honolulu by Tom Sdlleck
as Thomas Magnum.

He threw the blanket off the easdl and gestured a casual thumb toward alarge photograph of what
appeared to be an old aircraft. "What you see hereisaWorld War Two B-Twenty-nine Superfortress
resting thirty-six milesfrom Soseki 1dand on the seabed, three hundred and twenty meters, or for those
of you who have trouble converting to metrics, alittle over athousand feet bel ow the surface.”

"The pictureisso clear,” said Stacy. "Wasit taken from a submersible?’

"Theaircraft was originaly picked up by our Pyramider Eleven reconnaissance satdllite during an orbit
over Soseki Idand.”

"Y ou can get apicture that sharp on the bottom of the seafrom an orbiting satellite?’ she asked in
disbdlief.

"Wecan."

Giordino was gtting in the rear of the room, hisfeet propped on the chair in front of him. "How does
the thing work?"

"I won't offer you an in-depth description, because it would take hours, but let'sjust say it works by
using pulsating sound waves that interact with very low frequency radar to create a geophysica image of
underwater objects and landscapes.”

Aitt stretched to relieve tense muscles. "What happens after theimage isreceived?’

"The Pyramider feeds the image, little more than asmudge, to atracking datarelay satdllite that relays
it to White Sands, New Mexico, for computer amplification and enhancement. Theimageisthen passed
on to the Nationa Security Agency, whereit isandyzed by both humans and computers. In this
particular case, our interest was aroused, and we called for an SR-Ninety Casper to obtain amore
detailed picture.”

Stacy raised ahand. "Does Casper use the same imagery system asthe Pyramider?”

Ingram shrugged in regret. "Sorry, al | can revea without getting into trouble isthat Casper obtains
redl-time imaging recorded on analog tape. Y ou might say that comparing the Pyramider and Casper
systemsislike comparing aflashlight beam to alaser. One covers alarge spread, while the other
pinpointsasmall spot.”

Mancuso tilted his head and stared at the blown-up photograph curioudly. " So what's the significance
of the old sunken bomber? What possible connection can it have with the Kaiten Project?’

Ingram flicked a glance a& Mancuso and then tapped a pencil on the photo. "Thisaircraft, what's |eft of
it, isgoing to destroy Soseki Idand and the Dragon Center.”

Nobody bdieved him, not for an ingant. They al stared at him as though hewas acon man sdlling a
cure-al dixir to abunch of rubesat acarniva.

Giordino broke the slence. "A meretrifle to raise the plane and repair it for abombing run.”



Dr. Nogami forced asmile. "It'd take considerably more than afifty-year-old bomb to make adent in
the Dragon Center."

Ingram smiled back at Nogami. "Believe me, the bomb inside this B-Twenty-nine has the punch to do
thejob."

"The plot thickens." Pitt nodded glumly. "I smell asnow job coming on.

Ingram did aneat Sdestep. "That part of the briefing will come from my partner in crime, Curtis
Meeker."

Pitt's sardonic stare went from Ingram to Meeker. ™Y ou two and Ray Jordan and Don Kern mugt all
play in the same sandbox."”

"We have occasion to mix it up now and then," Meeker replied without smiling.

Ingram turned again to the easdl, removed the photograph, and propped it on achair, revealing a
close-up photo of alittle devil painted on the sde of the aircraft's bow.

"Dennings Demons," he said, tapping a pencil on the faded | etters beneeth the little devil.
"Commanded by Mg or Charles Dennings. Please note the little demon is standing on agold brick
marked twenty-four karat. The crew enjoyed referring to themselves as goldbrickers after they were
reprimanded for tearing gpart abeer hal during training in Cdifornia."

"Obvioudy my kind of guys" said Giordino.

"Unknown, forgotten, and buried deep in Langley files, until afew days ago when Curtisand | dug out
the facts, was the story of avery courageous group of men who set out on a very secret mission to drop
an atom bomb on Japan--"

"They what!" Weatherhill was incredulous, but no more so than the others.

Ingram ignored the interruption and went on. "At about the same time as Colond Tibbetstook off in
the Enola Gay from Tinian Idand in the Pacific with the bomb known as "Little Boy, Mg or Dennings
lifted off Shemyaldand far to the north in the Aleutians with his bomb, which was code-named “"Mother's
Breath.' What was | eft of the report on the mission was heavily censored, but we believe Dennings flight
plan caled for him to follow aone-way course, dropping his bomb on the target, probably Osaka or
Kyoto, and then continuing to Okinawato refudl before pushing on to Tinian. Aswe dl know from the
history books, Tibbets successfully dropped his bomb on Hiroshima. Dennings, unfortunately, vanished,
and the entire event was covered over by presdentia order.”

"Hold on aminute," said Mancuso. "Areyou telling us that we built more than three bombsin nineteen
forty-five?'

Stacy cleared her throat. "Except for Little Boy, the firgt Trinity bomb at Los Alamos, and Fat Man,
which was dropped on Nagasaki, no other bombs are recorded.”

"We till don't have the exact count, but it appears there were at least Sx. Most were of theimplosion
type like Fat Man."



Aitt said, "Dennings bomb makes four. That still leavestwo.”

"A bomb with the code name of Mother's Pearl was|oaded aboard a superfort called Lovin' Lil on
Guam, not too long after theidand was liberated from the Japanese. Lovin' Lil wasintheair flying
toward Japan when Bock's Car, piloted by Major Charles Sweeney, dropped Fat Man on Nagasaki.
After word was received that the drop went off as planned, Lovin' Lil and her crew were recalled back
to Guam, where the bomb was dismantled and shipped back to Los Alamos.”

"Thét leavesone."

"Ocean Mother was on Midway Idand, but was never airborne.”
"Who came up with those awful names?' murmured Stacy.
Ingram shrugged. "We have no idea."

Pitt looked at Ingram. "Were Dennings and the crews on Guam and Midway part of Colond Tibbets
Five-o-ninth Bomber Squadron?”’

"Again, we don't know. Eighty percent of the records have been destroyed. We can only guess that
General Groves, the director of the Manhattan bomb project, and his staff came up with a complicated
backup plan at the last moment because there was great fear the firing mechanisms on the bombs might
not work. Therewas aso the possibility, although unlikely, that the Enola Gay or Bock's Car might crash
on takeoff, detonating their bombs and wiping out the entire Five-o-ninth and leaving no trained
personnel or equipment to deliver additiona bombs. And on top of al that, there were ahost of other
dangers staring Groves and Tibbetsin the face-- the threat of Japanese bombing attacks on Tinian,
mechanica failures during flight, forcing the crew to jettison their bombsin the seq, or being shot down by
enemy fighters or antiaircraft fire during the mission. Only & the last minute did Groves see the dark
clouds gathering around the bomb-ddlivery operation. In lessthan amonth'stime, Mgor Denningsand
the Demons, along with the crews on Guam and Midway, were given rush training and sent on their

way."

"Why was dl this kept from public knowledge after the war?' asked Ritt. "What harm could the story
of Dennings Demons cause nearly fifty yearslater?”

"What can | say?' Ingram made a baffled gesture. "After thirty years passed and it came up under the
Freedom of Information Act, apair of political hack appointees decided on their own that the American
public, who paid their salaries by the way, was too naive to be entrusted with such an earth-shaking
revelation. They reclassified the event astop secret and filed it away inthe CIA vaultsat Langley.”

"Tibbets got the glory and Dennings got deep-sixed," Wesetherhill said, waxing philosophica.

"So what does Dennings Demons have to do with us?* Fitt put to Ingram.

"Better you should ask Curtis." Ingram nodded to Meeker and sat down.

Meeker stepped up to a blackboard on aside wall and took a piece of chalk in one hand. He drew a
rough sketch of the B-29 and along, uneven contour line representing the seafloor that stretched across

the board's surface and ended with a sudden rise that was Soseki 1dand. Thankfully to al in the room, he
didn't squesk the chak. Findly, after adding in afew geological details on the sea bottom, he turned and



flashed awarm amile.

"Clyde has only given you a brief peek at our satellite surveillance and detection systems,” he began.
"There are others that have the capability of penetrating through an impressve distance of solid materia
and measuring avast array of different energy sources. | won't bother to get into them-- Clyde and |
aren't hereto teach aclass-- but will amply reved that the explosive device you placed inside the
electrical network of the Dragon Center did not do the job."

"I've never laid an explosive that failed to detonate,” Wesatherhill growled on the defensive.
"Y our charge went off dl right,” said Meeker, "but not where you st it. If Dr. Nogami was till in deep
cover insde the command complex, he could tell you the explosion occurred agood fifty metersfrom the

eectricd junction center.”

"Noway," Stacy protested. "I watched Timothy set the charge behind abundle of opticd fibersin an
access passage.”

"It was moved," Dr. Nogami said thoughtfully.

"How?'

"The ingpector robot probably observed adight drop in the power pulse, searched, and found the
charge. He would have removed it and notified his robotic control. Thetimer must have set off the charge
whileit was being carried through the corridors to robotic control for investigation.”

"Then the Dragon Center isfully operationd,” Mancuso said with grave foreboding.

"And the Kaiten Project can be primed and detonated,” added Stacy, her face displaying lines of
disgppointment.

Meeker nodded. "We're afraid that's the case.
"Then our operation to knock out the center was abust,” Westherhill said disgustedly.

"Not redly," Meeker explained patiently. "Y ou captured Suma, and without him the cars can't be
detonated.”

Stacy looked confused. "What's to stop his fellow conspirators from setting off the bombs?!

Pitt threw Nogami abemused look. "I suspect the good doctor has the answer."

"A smdl bit of information | picked up after becoming chummy with the computer technicians,”
Nogami said with awide smile. "They alowed meto wander fredly in their data center. On one occasion
| stood behind a programmer and looked over his shoulder when he punched in data concerning the
Kaiten Project. | memorized the entry code, and at my first opportunity | entered the system. It gave the
bomb car locations, which you had already obtained, but | became stymied when | attempted to insert a
virusin the detonation system. | discovered only Sumahad access to the detonation codes.”

"So no one but Hideki Suma can launch the Kaiten Project,” Stacy said in relieved surprise.

"A gtuation his henchmen are working like hell to correct,” answered Meeker. He glanced around at



the MAIT team. "But congratulaions are ill in order, you pulled off awinner. Y our efforts effectively
shut down the Dragon Center, causing the Japanese to reprogram their prime and detonate systems, and
giving us enough time to put together aplan to destroy it once and for al.”

"Which, if I'm not Sdetracking your lecture,” said Pitt quietly, "brings us back to Dennings Demons.”

"You'requiteright," acknowledged Meeker. He hesitated while he sat on adesk. Then he began
cutting toward the heart of the briefing. " The President waswilling to lay his palitica life on thelineand
sanction anuclear strike againgt the Dragon Center. But he cdled it off when word came of your escape.
Y our operation bought him some time, not much, but enough to accomplish what we've planned in the
few hoursweve got left.”

"Y ou figure on setting off the bomb inside the B-Twenty-nine," Fitt said, hiseyeshdf closedin
wesriness,

"Not exactly." Meeker sighed. "It will have to be removed and placed a short distance away."

"Damned if | can seewhat damageit will causeto anidand dmost forty kilometersaway," Giordino
muttered.

"A group of the finest oceanographers and geophysicistsin the businessthink that an underwater
atomic blast can take out the Dragon Center.”

"I'd like to know how," Stacy said as she swatted at amosquito that had found one of her bare knees.

Meeker refaced the blackboard. "Mgor Dennings could not have known, of course, that his aircraft
crashed into the seaand fell to the seafl oor close to a perfect location to remove a serious threet to his
country forty-eight yearslater." He paused and drew another jagged line that traveled under the sea
bottom from the plane to Soseki Idand and then curved southward. " A section of amajor Pacific seismic
fault system. It travels dmogt directly beneath the Dragon Center.”

Nogami shook his head doubtfully. "The center was constructed to withstand amajor earthquake and
anuclear srike. Exploding an old atomic bomb, providing it can still detonate after five decades under
sdtwater, to cause ashift in the fault would prove awasted effort.”

"Dr. Nogami has asound argument,” said Fitt. "Theidand isamost solid rock. It won't sway and shift
during aheavy shock wave."

Meeker said nothing for amoment, only smiled. Then he swung the axe. "No, it won't sway and shift,”
he repeated with afiendish smile, "but it will Snk.”
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About fifty kilometers northeast of Sheridan, Wyoming, asthe crow flies, just south of the Montana
border, Dan Keegan sat on abuckskin quarter horse searching for sgns of trespassing hunters. While
washing up for supper he had heard the distant rumble of two gunshots and immediately told hiswifeto
put hisfried chicken in the oven to warm. Then he gathered up an old Mauser bolt-action rifle and
saddled up hisfavoriteriding horse.

Hunters who ignored his fences and no-trespassing warning signs were a constant source of irritation
to Keegan. Less than two months back a stray shot had dropped one of his herd's calves. The hunter
had fired at asix-point buck and missed, hisbullet carrying over adight rise and striking the calf dmost
two kilometers distant. Since then, Keegan wanted no part of hunters. They could just damn well shoot

on somebody else's property.

Keegan followed atrail that ran dong Hanging Woman Creek. He never knew where the name came
from. The only woman he recaled being hanged in Wyoming was EllaWatson, known as"Cattle Kate."
Prominent ranchers under the guise of vigilantes had strung her up for rustling in 1889. But that event
occurred along the Sweetwater River, three hundred kilometers to the southwest.

Theraysof the setting sun wereintensfied by the biting cold air, painting the surrounding hillsin
glowing yellow-orange tones. He came out onto aflat plain and began studying the ground. Keegan
quickly picked up thetire tracks, following them from a spent shell casing to arash of booted footprints
and apool of blood soaking the sandy soil. The hunters and their fallen game were gone.

Hewastoo late and mad ashell. To drive acar on hisrange, the trespassers must have elther cut his
fence or shot off thelock on the gate across his private road leading to the highway. 1t would be dark
soon. He decided to wait until morning to send one of his ranch hands to ride fence and check the gate.
He mounted up and turned the horse for home.

After riding ashort distance, hereined up.

Thewind carried the faint sound of an automobile engine. He cupped one ear and listened. Instead of
retreating as he thought the hunters had done, the sound grew louder. Someone was approaching. He
urged the horse up the dope of a small mesaand scanned theflatland below. A vehicle was speeding up
the road, trailing acloud of dust.

He expected to see a pickup truck or afour-whee-drive emerge from the brush bordering the road.
When it findly came close enough to recognize, Keegan was surprised to seeit was an ordinary car, a
brown four-door sedan, a Japanese make.

The driver soon braked and stopped at an open spot in the road. The car sat there for afew moments
asthe dust drifted over the roof and settled onto the range grass. The driver dipped from behind the
whedl and opened the hood and leaned under for afew moments. Next he walked around to the rear of
the car, raised the trunk lid, and lifted out a surveyor'strangit. Keegan watched in curiosity asthe intruder
st the trangt on atripod and aimed the lens at severa prominent landmarks, jotting down the distance
readings on aclipboard and comparing them on a geologica map that he spread on the ground.



K eegan was experienced with atrangt himsdlf, and held never seen asurvey conducted likethis. The
sranger seemed moreinterested in merely confirming hislocation than in establishing abasdine. He
watched as the man casually tossed the clipboard into the underbrush and stepped to the front of the car
and stared at the engine again asif hypnotized by it. Only when he seemed to shake himsdf from his
thoughts did he reach inside the car and pull out arifle.

K eegan had seen enough to know the trespasser was acting too strange for a county surveyor who
was out to shoot alittle game on the Side, and certainly not while dressed in a business suit and knotted
tie. Herode his horse closer, coming up quietly behind the stranger, who was intent on trying to insert a
shdl into therifle, an act that seemed foreign to him. He didn't hear Keegan approach from hisrear. Any
sound from the hooves of the horse was muffled by the soft earth and dry grass. Keegan reined in when
he was only eight meters away and eased the Mauser from aleather casetied to his saddle.

"Y ou know you're trespassin’, mister?' he said, resting the gun in the crook of one arm.

The driver of the brown car jumped and wheeled around, dropping a shell and banging the gun barrel
on the door. Only then did Keegan recognize him asan Asian.

"What do you want?" the startled man demanded.
"Y ou're on my property. How did you get in here?’
"The gate was open.”

It was as Keegan thought. The hunters hed missed had forced the gate. "What are you doin' with a
surveyor's trangt? Who do you work for? 'Y ou with the government?’

"No. .. I'm an engineer with Miyata Communications.”" The English was heavily Japanese-accented.
"We're scouting aSte to set up arelay sation.”

"Don't you fellas ever get permission before you run around private property? How in hell do you
know I'll let you build one?’

"My superiors should have contacted you."

"Damnright,” Keegan muttered. He was anxious to return home for supper before daylight faded.
"Now you better move aong, mister. And the next time you want to drive on my land, you ask first."

"| deeply regret any inconvenience.”

K eegan was a pretty good judge of character and could tell by the man's voice he wasn't the least bit
sorry. Hiseyes warily kept focusing on Keegan's Mauser, and he seemed edgy.

"Y ou plan on doing any shootin?' Keegan nodded at the highpowered rifle the man sill avkwardly
gripped in one hand, muzzle wavering toward the darkening sky,

"Target shoating only."

"Wl | can't dllow that. | have cattle roamin’ this section. I'd appreciateit if you'd pack up your gear
and leave by theway you camein.”



Theintruder acted agreeable. He quickly broke down the surveyor's trangit and tripod, placing themin
the trunk of the car. Therifle he placed in the back seat. Then he came around to the front of the car and
peered under the open hood.

"Theengineisnot running properly.”
"Will it start?" Keegan asked.

"l believe s0." The Japanese surveyor leaned in the window and turned theignition key. The engine
fired and idled smooathly. "1 go," he announced.

K eegan failed to notice the hood was lowered but not latched. "Do me afavor and close and wrap the
chain around the gate behind you."

"I will gladly do s0."

Keegan threw him awave, dipped the Mauser back in its case, and began riding off toward hisranch
house, agood four kilometers away.

Suburo Miwa gunned the engine, turned the car around, and headed down the road. Meeting up with
the rancher in such desolate country was unforeseen, but in no way jeopardized hismisson. As soon as
he put two hundred meters between the car and Keegan, Miwa suddenly sammed on the brakes, |egped
out, snatched the gun from the back seat and raised the hood.

Keegan heard the engine revol utions die and he turned and stared over his shoulder, wondering why
the car had abruptly halted.

Miwa held the gun tightly in sweating palms and aimed the muzzle until it was only afew centimeters
from the compressor of the air conditioner. He had volunteered for this suicidd mission without
reservation when asked because hefelt it was an honor to give hislifefor the new empire. Other
consderations were hisloyadty to the Gold Dragons, the promise made by Korori Y ashishu himsdlf that
hiswifewould bewell taken care of financidly for the rest of her life, and the guarantee his three sons
would be accepted and funded through the finest university of their choice. The ingpiring words of
Y ashishu as Miwa departed for the United States ran through hismind one last time.

"Y ou are sacrificing for the future of ahundred million of your country’s men and women. Y our family
will honor you for untold generations. Y our successisthar success.”

Miwa pulled the trigger.

<<64>>



Inamillisecond, Miwa, Keegan, the car, and the horse were vaporized. An enormous brilliance of
ydlow light flashed and then became white asit burst across the rolling ranch land. The shock wave
followed likeavast invisible tidal wave. Thefirebal expanded and seemed to grow and lift from the
ground like the sun rising over the horizon.

Oncethefirebal broke free of the ground and surged into the sky, it became fused with the clouds and
turned purple from glowing radiation. It sucked behind agreat swirling stem of radioactive soil and debris
that soon formed into amushroom cloud that soared to thirteen kilometers, only to eventualy fall
wherever the winds carried the pulverized dust.

The only loss of human life was Keegan and Miwa. Scores of rabbits, prairie dogs, snakes, and
twenty of Keegan's cattle were killed, most of them by the shock wave. Four kilometers away, Mrs.
K eegan and three hired hands suffered only cutsfrom flying glass. The hills shielded the buildings from the
worgt of the blast, and except for afew shattered windows, there was little damage.

Thefiery explosion left behind ahuge crater a hundred meters wide and thirty meters deep. Thedry
brush and range grass ignited and began to spread in agreet circle, adding black smoke to the brown
dust cloud.

The dying shock wave echoed through the hills and canyons. It shook houses and swayed treesin the
smdl surrounding cattle and farm towns before rumbling over the Custer battlefield at the Little Bighorn,
112 kilometersto the north.

In atruck stop outside Sheridan an Asian man stood beside arentd car, ignoring the people talking
excitedly and wildly gesturing toward the rising mushroom cloud in the distance. He peered intently
through binoculars trained on the cloud that had risen out of the evening gloom and was now high enough
to beilluminated by the glow of the sun fallen below the horizon.

Sowly he lowered the glasses and walked to a nearby telephone booth. He inserted acoin, didled a
number, and waited. He spoke afew soft words in Japanese and hung up. Then, without even aglance at
the cloud bailing through the upper atmosphere, he got in his car and drove off.

The blast was recorded at seismograph stations located around the world. The closest to the epicenter
wasthe Nationa Earthquake Center on the campus of the Colorado School of Minesin Golden. The
selsmographic tracings abruptly bounded back and forth across the graph recorders, aerting geophysicist
Clayton Morse to an earth movement as he was about to knock off for the day and drive home.

He frowned and then ran the data through a computer. While his eyes remained locked on the
computer monitor, he dialed Roger Stevenson, the director of the center, who had called in Sick that day.

"Hdlo."



"Rogar?"

"Y es, speaking.”

"God, you sound terrible. | didn't recognize your voice."

"Theflu hasredly knocked meout.”

"Sorry to bug you, but we just received astrike.”

"Cdifornia?'

"No, the epicenter is somewhere around the Wyoming-M ontana border."

There was abrief sllence. "Odd, that areais hardly classed as an active quake zone."

"Thisoneisartificid."

"Exploson?'

"A big one. Fromwhat | can tell on theintengity scade, thisonereadslikeit's nuclear.”

"God," Stevenson muttered weakly, "are you sure?

"Who can be sure about these things," said Morse.

"The Pentagon never held testsin that part of the country.”

"They haven't derted usto any underground testing either.”

"Not like them to conduct testing without aerting us.

"What do you think? Should we check it out with the Nuclear Regulatory Commission?’

Stevenson may have been laid low with the flu, but his mind was perfectly hedthy. "L eagpfrog the
system and go to the top. Call Hank Sauer, our mutua friend at the National Security Agency, and find
out what in hdll isgoing on."

"And if Sauer won't tell?" asked Morse.

"Who cares? The main thing is weve dumped the mystery in hislap, and now we can go on watching
for the next big oneduein Cdifornia"

Sauer didn't tdll what he didn't know. But he recognized a national emergency when he heard one. He
asked Morse for additiona dataand immediately passed on the information to the Director of Central

Intelligence.



The President was aboard Air Force Oneflying to apalitica fund-raising dinner in San Francisco
when hereceived the call from Jordan.

"Whet's the Stuation?'

"We have reports of anuclear exploson in Wyoming," answered Jordan.

"Damn!" the President cursed under his breath. "Ours or theirs?'

"Certainly not ours. It has to be one of the bomb cars.”

"Any word of casudties?'

"Negligible. The blast took placein alightly populated part of the state, mostly ranch land.”

The Presdent was fearful of posing the next question. "Are there indications of additional explosons?’

"No, gr. At the moment, the Wyoming blast isthe only one."

"| thought the Kaiten Project was on hold for forty-eight hours.”

"Itis" Jordan sad firmly. "There hasn't been enough time for them to reprogram the codes.”

"How do you seeit, Ray?"

"I've talked to Percy Nash. He thinks the bomb was detonated on site with a high-powered rifle.”

"By arobot?'

"No, ahuman."

"So the kamikaze phenomenon is not dead.”

"It would seem s0."

"Why thissuicida tactic now?" asked the President.

"Probably awarning. They're reasonably certain that we have Suma, and they're hedging their bets by
trying to fake us out of anuclear strike while they desperately struggle to reprogram the detonation codes
for the entire system.”

"They're doing adarn good job of it."

"We're sitting in the driver's seat, Mr. President. We now have every excusein theworld to retaiate
with anuclear strike."

"All too true, but what solid proof do you have that the Kaiten Project isn't operationa ? The Japs
might have pulled off aminor miracle and replaced the codes. Suppose they're not bluffing?”

"We have no hard evidence," Jordan admitted.



"If we launch awarhead missile on Soseki Idand and the Dragon Center controllers detect its
approach, their fina act will beto sgna the bomb cars to be detonated before the robots can drive them
to isolated degtinations around the country.”

"A horrible thought, Mr. President. Made even more so by the known locations of the bomb cars.
Most of them are hidden in and around metropolitan cities.”

"Those cars must be found and their bombs neutralized as quickly and quietly as possible. We cant
afford to have this horror leak to the public, not now."

"The FBI has sent an army of agentsout in the field to make a sweep.”

"Do they know how to dismantle the bombs?

"Each team has anuclear physicist to handlethat job."

Jordan could not see the worry lines on the President's face

"Thiswill be our last chance, Ray. Y our new planisthelast roll of thedice”

"I'm fully aware of that, Mr. President. By thistime tomorrow morning well know if we're an endaved
nation.”

At dmogt the same moment, Special Agent Bill Frick of the FBI and histeam were converging on the
vault that held the bomb carsin the underground parking area of the Pecific Paradise hotdl in Las Vegas.

There were no guards and the steel doors were unlocked. A bad omen, thought Frick. His
apprehension increased when his e ectronics men found the security systems turned off.

Cautioudy heled histeam through doorsinto what looked to be an outer supply room. On thefar sde
was alarge meta door that wasrolled into the celling. It yawned wide and high enough to pass a highway
semitraller.

They entered ahuge vaultlike space and found it completely empty, not even ascrap of trash or a
cobweb was evident. It had been scrubbed clean.

"Maybewerein thewrong area,” said one of Frick's agents hopefully.

Frick stared around the concrete walls, focused on the ventilator Weetherhill had wormed through,
then looked down at the barely discernible tire marks on the epoxy-coated floor. Finally he shook his
head. "Thisisthe place, dl right. It matches the description from Centra Intelligence.”

A short nuclear physicist with afull beard pushed hisway past Frick and stared at the emptiness.
"How am | supposed to disarm the bombsif they're not here?' he said angrily, asif the disappearance of

the cars was Frick's fault.

Without answering, Frick walked swiftly through the underground parking areato a command truck.



He entered, poured himself a cup of coffee, and then opened a frequency on the radio.
"Black Horse, thisisRed Horse," he said in atired voice.
"Go ahead, Red Horse," answered the Director of the FBI's field operations.
"Weve gtruck out. The rustlers got herefirgt.”

"Join the club, Red Horse. Mot of the herd has come up dry too. Only Blue Horsein New Jersey
and Gray Horsein Minnesotafound steersin the corrd.”

"Shal we continue the operation?’

"Affirmative. Y ou've got twelve hours. Repest, twelve hoursto track your herd to anew location.
Additiona datais being faxed to you, and dl police, sheriff, and highway patrol units have been derted to
stop any trucks and semitrailers matching descriptions provided by Central Intelligence.”

"I'll need ahelicopter.”

"You can sign for an entirefleet if that'swhat it takesto find those bomb cars.”

Frick switched off hisradio and stared at his coffee. "Too bad they don't fax instructions on how to
find aneedlein amillion square kilometers of desert in twelve hours," he mumbled to himsdlf.

AsY oshishu emerged from the Maglev train a the end of the tunnel from Edo City, Tsuboi was
waiting on the platform to greet him.

"Thank you for coming, old friend," said Tsuboi.

"I want to be here at your sde when we are ready to play our hand," said the old man, his step more
sprightly than Tsuboi had seen in months,

"The blast went off in amidwest state as planned.

"Good, good, that should send a shiver of fear through the American government. Any signal of
reaction a the White House?'

Tsuboi's face had a concerned expression. "Nothing. It's asif they're trying to cover it up.”

Y oshishu listened impassvely. Then his eyes brightened. "If the President hasn't ordered anuclear
warhead againgt us, then he has a grest fear of what he seesin hisfuture.”

"Then we have won the gamble.”
"Perhaps, yet we cannot celebrate the enormity of our triumph until the Kaiten Project is ready.

"Takeda Kurojima promises to have the program on-line sometime tomorrow evening.”



Y ashishu placed his hand on Tsuboi's shoulder. "I think it'stime we opened adirect line of
communication to the President and informed him of our termsfor the new Japan.”

"And anew America," Tsuboi said pompoudy.

"Yes, indeed.” Y oshishu looked proudly at the man who had become his chief disciple. "A new
Japanese America”

<<65>>

The Lockheed C-5 Galaxy, the largest cargo plane in the world, settled with all the awkward grace of
apregnant abatross onto the Wake Idand airstrip and rolled to astop. A car approached and braked
under the shadow of one enormous wing. Pitt and Giordino left the car and entered the aircraft through a
smdl hatch just &ft of the aircraft whed wells.

Admira Sandecker was waiting insde. He shook hands and led them through the cavernous cargo
bay that could fit six highway buses and seat a hundred passengers. They walked past aNUMA Deep
SeaMining Vehiclethat wastied down on apair of wide stainless sted tracks. Fitt paused in his stride
and ran hishand over one of the grest tractor treads and stared for amoment at the huge machine,
recalling his narrow escapein Big John. ThisDSMV was alater mode and was given the nickname of
Big Ben.

The two big articulated arms with the excavation scoop and claw that were normaly installed on the
deep-sea vehicles had been removed and replaced with extensions fitted with avariety of remote
manipulators for grasping and cutting through metdl.

The other modification, Fitt noticed, was an immense nylon pack that rested on top of the upper body
and control cabin. Heavy linesran from the pack and were attached at numerous points around the
vehide

Giordino shook his head sadly. "I've got that old feeling we're about to be used again.”

"They amtoredly stick it to usthistime," Fitt said, wondering how the aircraft could lift off the ground
with such amassveweight initsbely.

"Wed better get forward,” said Sandecker. "They're ready for takeoff."



Aitt and Giordino followed the admirad into an officelike compartment with adesk and chairs bolted to
the floor. They were connecting the buckles on their seet belts when the pilot pushed the throttles
forward and sent the greet aircraft and the twenty-eight whedls of itslanding gear rolling down the
runway. Affectionately called the Gentle Giant, the huge C-5 Gdaxy lifted into the tropica air witha
thundering roar and dowly climbed in an easy bank toward the north.

Giordino glanced at hiswatch. "Three minutes, that was a quick turnaround.”

"We haven't timeto throw away," Sandecker said serioudly.

Pitt relaxed and stretched out hislegs. "1 take it you have aplan.”

"The best brainsin the business have put in alot of last-minute homework on thisone.”

"That's obvious by thisaircraft and Big Ben arriving here with less than twenty-four hours notice.”

"How much did Ingram and Meeker tdll you?' Sandecker asked.

"They enlightened us on the secret history of the B-Twenty-nine resting on the seabed,” Pitt answered,
"and gave a brief lecture on the geology and seismic fault system around Soseki. Meeker also clamed
that by detonating the atomic bomb gtill insde the aircraft, the shock waves could cause theidand to sink
beneath the sea.”

Giordino pulled out acigar hed dready stolen from Admira Sandecker by deight-of-hand and lit it
up. "A cockamamieideaif | ever heard one."

Pitt nodded in agreement. "Then M Penner ordered Al and me to enjoy aholiday on the sandy
beaches of Wake Idand while he and the rest of the team flew off into the blue for the States. When |
demanded to know why we were being left behind, he clammed up, reveding only that you were on your
way and would explain everything."

"Penner didn't fill in the cracks,” said Sandecker, "because he didn't know them. Nor were Ingram and
Meeker briefed on al the updated details of "Arizona." "

"Arizona?" Fitt asked curioudy.
"The code name of our operation.”
"Our operation?' Giordino questioned guardedly.

"It wouldn't, of course," Fitt said sarcagticdly, "have anything to do with Big Ben, or the fact that
Arizonaisthe name of agtate, or more precisaly the name of a battleship at Pearl Harbor."

"It'sas good as any. Code names never make any sense anyway."
Sandecker stared at hisfriends closdly. A day'srest had helped, but they looked dead tired and worn

out. Hefdt agnawing sense of guilt. It was hisfault they had aready endured so much. And now once
more he had recommended their services to Jordan and the President, knowing full well that no other two



men alive could match their skills and talents in a deep-ocean environment. How terribly unfair to throw
them into another deadly maelstrom so quickly. But there was no one else on God's earth he could turn
to. Sandecker could taste the remorse in his mouth. And he felt guilt at knowing Pitt and Giordino would
never refuse to attempt what he asked of them.

"All right, | won't hand you alot of crap or sing "Americathe Beautiful.' I'll be as straightforward as|
can." He broke off and laid ageological chart on the desk that showed the seafloor for fifty kilometers
around Soseki Idand. ™Y ou two are the best qualified to make alast-ditch effort to finish off the Dragon
Center. No one e se has as much hands-on experience with a Deep SeaMining Vehicle"

"It'sniceto fed needed,” Giordino said wezrily.

"What did you say?'

"Al was wondering what exactly it iswe're supposed to do." Pitt leaned over the chart and stared
down at the cross marking the location of Dennings Demons. "Our assgnment isto usethe DMSV to

blow up the bomb, | assume.’

"Y ou assume correctly,” said Sandecker. "When we reach the target Site, you and Big Ben will exit the
plane and drop into the water by parachute.”

"| hate that word,” Giordino said, holding his head in his hands. " The mere thought of it givesmea
rash.”

Sandecker gave him acurt look and continued. "After landing in the sea, you'll settle to the bottom, il
using the chutesto dow your descent. Once you are mobile, you drive to the B-Twenty-nine, remove the
atomic bomb from inside itsfuselage, carry it to adesignated area, and detonateit.”

Giordino went asrigid asaman seeing aghost. "Oh, God, it'sfar worse than | thought.”

Pitt gave Sandecker aglacid stare. "Don't you think you're asking abit much?!

"Over fifty scientists and engineersin universities, government, and high-tech industries joined together
on acrash program to develop Arizona, and take my word for it, they've created a perfect diagram for

success."

"How can they be so sure?' said Giordino. "No one has ever dumped athirty-five-ton deep-sea
vehicle out of an aircraft and into the ocean before.”

"Every factor was caculated and evaluated until al probability of failure wasworked out,” said
Sandecker, eyeing hisexpengve cigar in Giordino's mouth. ™Y ou should hit the weater aslightly asafdling
lesf onadeeping cat.”

"I'd fee more comfortable jumping from adiving board into adish rag,” grumbled Giordino.

Sandecker gazed at him with forbearance. "I am aware of the dangers, and | sympathize with your
misgivings, but we can do without your Cassandran attitude.”

Giordino looked at Pitt questioningly. "What atitude?"

"Someone who predicts misfortune,” explained Aitt.



Giordino shrugged moodily. "'l was only trying to express honest fedings.”

"Too bad we can't ease Big Ben down aramp off aship and let it drift to the bottom with varigble
pressure tanks, as we did with Big John over Soggy Acres.”

Sandecker said indulgently, "We can't afford the two weeks it took to get your DSMV here by sea.”

"May | ask just who the hell isgoing to ingtruct us how to remove an atomic bomb from tangled
wreckage and detonate it?' demanded Pitt.

Sandecker handed them both folders holding forty pages of photos, diagrams, and ingtructions. "It'sdl
in here. Youll have plenty of timeto study and practice procedures between now and when we reach the
drop zone."

"The bomb has been under water insde amangled aircraft for fifty years. How can anyone be certain
itsdtill in any condition to be detonated?"

"The photos from the Pyramider imaging system show the fusdage of the B-Twenty-nine to be intact,
indicating the bomb was undamaged during the crash. Mother's Breath was designed to bejettisoned in
water and recovered. The armored components of its ballistic casing were precision cast with machine
finishing and fit together with tolerances that were guaranteed to keep the interior waterproof. The men
gtill living who built it swear it could remain on the bottom of the sea and be detonated five hundred years
fromnow."

Giordino wore avery sour look. "The explosion will be set with atimer, | hope.”

"You'll have an hour before detonation,” Sandecker answered. "Big Ben's top speed has been
increased over Big John's. Y ou should be well awvay from any effects of the blast.”

"What'swell away?' Ritt pursued.
"Twevekilometers™
"What isthe end result?" Fitt put to Sandecker.

"The concept isto induce a submarine earthquake with the old atomic bomb and cause a set of
circumstances smilar to the one that destroyed Soggy Acres.”

"A totaly different Stuation. The explosion on the surface may have caused a sub-bottom quake, but
our habitat was wiped out by aresulting avalanche combined with thousands of kilograms of water
pressure. Those forces don't apply on ground above the surface.”

"The water pressure, no. The avalanche, yes." Sandecker tapped hisfinger on the chart. " Soseki
Idand was formed millions of years ago by along extinct volcano that erupted just off the coast of Japan
and spewed ariver of lavafar out into the sea. At one time thisimmense lava bed was an arm of the
Japanese mainland, rising above the water to aheight of two hundred meters. It rested, however, on soft
layers of ancient sediment. Gradually, gravity forced it down into the softer silt until it fell beneath the
water surface with only its lighter and less massive tip remaining above sealeve .

"Soseki 7'



"YS,"

Pitt studied the chart and said dowly, "If | get thisright, the bomb's shock waves and resulting
submarine quake will shift and weaken the underlying sediment until the weight of theidand pushesit
under the sea”

"Similar to ganding in the surfline while the wave action dowly buries your feet in the sand.”
"It dl soundstoo smple.”

Sandecker shook his head. "That's only the half of it. The shock waves done aren't enough to do the
job. That'swhy the bomb must be moved ten kilometers from the plane beforeit's detonated.”

"Towhere?"

"The dope of adeep trench that travels parale to the idand. Besides producing a subocean shock, the
magnitude of the atomic explosion is expected to tear |oose a section of the trench wall. The tremendous
energy, as millions of tons of sediment ava anche down the sde of the trench in unison with the shock
waves from the bomb, will create one of the most destructive forces of nature.”

"A tsunami,” Aitt anticipated the admird. "A seismic seawave.

"Astheidand beginsto sink from the seismic shocks," Sandecker continued, "it will be dedlt a
knockout blow by the wave, which will have achieved aheight of ten meters and a speed between three
and four hundred kilometers an hour. Whatever isleft of Soseki 1dand above the surface will be
completely forced under, inundating the Dragon Center.”

"We are going to unleash thismonster?' Giordino asked suspicioudy. "The two of us?'

"And Big Ben. It was arush job, no way around it, but the vehicle has been modified to do whatever
isdemanded.”

"The Jgpanese mainland," Aitt said. "A heavy quake followed by atsunami smashing into the shore
could kill thousands of people.”

Sandecker shook his head. "No such tragedy will occur. Soft sediments out to seawill absorb most of
the shock waves. Nearby ports and cities dong the coast will feel no more than afew tremors. The
saigmic wave will be smadl on the scale of most tsunamis.”

"How can you be sure of the ten-meter crest? Tsunamis have been known to go ashighasa
twdve-gory building.”

"Computer projections put the wave crest that strikes the idand at less than ten meters. And because
Soseki is so close to the epicenter, its masswill act as abarrier and blunt the effects of the wave's
momentum. By the time the first mass of water reachesthe coast, at low tide | might add, its crest will
have diminished to only one and ahdf meters, hardly enough for serious damage.”

Pitt mentally measured the distance from the bomber to the spot marked on the dope of the
underwater trench for the detonation. He judged it to be about twenty-eight kilometers. Anincredible
distance to drag an unstabl e forty-eight-year-old atomic bomb across rugged and unknown terrain.



"After the party,” wondered Fitt, "what happensto us?'

"Y ou drive Big Ben onto the nearest shore, where a Specia Forces team will be waiting to evacuate
you."

Pitt sghed heavily.
"Do you have a problem with any part of the plan?' Sandecker asked him.

Pitt's eyes reflected an undercurrent of doubt. "This hasto be the craziest scheme I've ever heard in
my life. Infact itsworse than that. It'sdamn right suicida.”

<<66>>

Running at its maximum cruising speed of 460 knots per hour, the C-5 Gaaxy ate up the kilometers as
darknessfdl over the North Pacific. In the cargo bay, Giordino ran through a checklist of Big Ben's
electronic and power systems. Sandecker worked in the office compartment, providing updates on
information and responding to questions raised by the President and his Nationa Security Council, who
were swesting out the operation in the Situation Room. The admira was aso in congtant communication
with geophysicists who supplied new data on seafloor geology, along with Payload Percy, who answered
Pitt'sinquiries on the bomb remova from the aircraft and its detonation.

To anyone observing Aitt during thefina hour of the flight, his behavior would have seemed most
peculiar. Instead of afind attempt to cram athousand and one detailsinto his head or ingpecting the
DSMV with Giordino, he collected al the box lunches he could beg and buy from the crew. Hedso
borrowed every drop of available drinking water, thirty liters, and the entire production of the aircraft's
coffee maker, four liters, and stashed it dl in Big Ben.

He huddled with the Air Force flight engineer, who knew the C-5 better than anyone on board.
Together they rigged up a cable used for tying down cargo and asmall dectric winch above the smal
compartment that held the crew's toilet. Pleased with his unscrupul ous handiwork, he entered the DSMV
and sat in the operator's chair and silently contemplated the almost hopel ess mission ahead of him.

Cuitting the bomb free of the B-29 and detonating it was bad enough, but attempting to drive twelve
kilometers over unknown terrain to escape the blast was avery iffy proposition indeed.



Lessthan aminute after the Air Force transport landed at Langley Field, Loren and Mike Diaz were
quickly swept away by alimousine with an armed escort and driven to the White House, while Sumaand
Toshie were hustled into a bland-colored sedan and driven to a secret detination in Maryland.

Upon arriva, Loren and Diaz were ushered down to the Situation Room. The President rose from his
end of the table and came forward.

"Y ou don't know how glad | amto seeyou," he said, beaming. He gave Loren alight hug and akiss
on the cheek, then embraced Diaz asif the senator was a close relative.

The tense atmosphere lightened as everyone greeted the recently escaped hostages. Jordan moved in
and softly asked them to step into an adjoining office. The President accompanied them and closed the
door.

"| gpologize for rushing you likethis" he said, "and | redlize you must need agood rest, but it's
extremely vita for Ray Jordan to debrief you while an operation is underway to eiminate the threet of the
Kaiten Project.”

"We undergtand,” Diaz said, happy to be back amid the tumult of politica action. "I'm sure | speak for
Congresswoman Smith when | say we're only too glad to help.”

The President courteoudy turned to Loren. "Do you mind?"

Loren felt in desperate need of a good soaking bath. She wore no makeup, her hair was touded, and
shewas dressed in pants and dacks asize too small that she had borrowed from an aircraft maintenance
man'swife on Wake Idand. Despite that and the exhaustion, she still looked remarkably beautiful.

"Please, Mr. President, what would you like to know?'

"If we can skip the details of your abductions, your treatment by Hideki Suma, and your incredible
escape until later,” said Jordan with quiet firmness, "wed like to hear what you can tell us about Sumas
operations and the Dragon Center."

Loren and Diaz slently exchanged tense glances that conveyed more fearfully than words the spectrum
of menacing horrorsthat were being created in Edo City and under Soseki Idand. She nodded in
deference to Diaz, who spokefirg.

"From what we saw and heard, I'm afraid that the threat from Sumals bomb-car programisonly the
tip of theiceberg.”

"Fifteen minutesto drop, gentlemen,” the pilot's voice came over the cargo bay speakers.

"Timeto mount up,” said Sandecker, hisface taut.



Aitt put hishand on Giordino's shoulder. "Let's hit the john before we go.”
Giordino looked a him. "Why now? There's awaste system on Big Ben.”

"A safety procedure. No telling how hard we're going to strike the water. Formula One and
Indianapolis Five Hundred drivers dways drain their bladders before araceto prevent interna injury in
casethey'rein an accident.”

Giordino shrugged. "If youingst." He waked over to the closetlike toilet for the crew that was
stationed behind the cockpit and opened the door.

He had no sooner entered when Fitt made agesture to the flight engineer. A brief nod in reply and
severd strands of cable dropped and encircled the toilet and were then winched tight, sealing the door.

Giordino sensed immediately what had happened. "Dirk, no! God, don't do this!"

Sandecker a0 redized what was happening. Y ou can't make it done," he said, grasping Pitt'sarm.
"The procedures cal for two men."

"One man can operate Big Ben. Stupid to risk two lives." Pitt winced as Giordino's efforts to escape
the privy became more frenzied. Thelittle Italian could have easily kicked out the luminum, but the
wrapped stedl cable bound it tight. "Tell Al I'm sorry and that someday I'll makeit up to him."

"| can order the crew to release him."
Pitt smiled tightly. ™Y ou can, but they'd haveto fight meto doit.

"Y ou redlize you're jeopardizing the operation. What if you were injured during impact? Without Al,
you have no backup.”

For along moment Fitt stared at Sandecker. Then findly he said, "I don't want the fear of losing a
friend onmy mind."

Sandecker knew there was no moving his Specia Projects Director. Sowly he took Fitt'shand in
both of his. "What would you like waiting for you when you get back?"

Pitt gave the admira awarm smile. "A crab louis salad and atequilaon therocks." Then he turned and
climbed through the DSMV's hatch and sedled it.

The C-5 had been specialy modified for agrid drops. In the cockpit the co-pilot pulled ared handle
on hisside of the instrument pandl, activating the e ectric motors that swung open alarge section of the
cargo deck.

Sandecker and two crew members stood in front of the DSMV, their bodies harnessed to safety
strapsthat clipped to tie-down rings. They leaned forward against the wind that swept through the
massive opening, their eyes drawn to Pitt seated in Big Ben's control cabin.



"Sixty secondsto drop zone," the pilot's voice came over the headsets clamped on their heads.
"Surface wind holding at five knots. Skies clear with athree-quarter moon. Seamaintaining adight chop
with four-foot swells. No surface ships showing on radar.”

"Conditions acceptable,”" Sandecker confirmed.

From hispostion in front of the DSMV, al Sandecker could see was ayawning black holein the
cargo deck. A thousand meters below, the seawas sprinkled in silver from the moon. He would have
preferred adaylight drop with no wind and aflat sea, but he felt lucky there was no typhoon.

"Twenty seconds and counting.” The pilot began the countdown.

Pitt gave a brief wave through the transparent bow of the great vehicle. If he was concerned, no trace
of it showed on hisface. Giordino till beat on the door of thetoilet in arage of frustration, but the sounds
were drowned by the wind howling through the cargo bay.

"Five, four, three, two, one, drop!"

The forward ends of the big rails were raised suddenly by hydraulic pumps, and Big Ben did
backward and through the opening into the darkness in amovement lasting only three seconds.
Sandecker and the crewmen were temporarily stunned at seeing the thirty-ton behemoth disappear so
smoothly out of sight. They cautioudy moved to the edge of the deck and gazed behind and below.

The great mass of the DSMV could just be seen in the moonlight, hurtling toward the sea like a meteor
from space.

<<67>>

The multiple chute system automatically derigged, the night air tugging fiercely asthree huge canopies
streamed into the dark sky. Then they filled and burst open, and the monster vehicle dowed its
express-train descent and began drifting at greatly reduced speed toward the waves.

Pitt looked up at the reassuring spectacle and began to breathe more easily. First hurdle behind, he
thought. Now al the DSMV had to do was strike the sea on an even kedl and fal through 320 meters of
water without mishap before landing on the seafloor in one piece, right Side up. This part of the operation,
he reflected, was entirely beyond his control. He could do nothing but it back and enjoy theridewith a



small degree of trepidation.

Helooked upward and easly distinguished the C-5 Gaaxy under the light from the moon asit dowly
circled the DSMV. Hewondered if Sandecker had released Giordino from the toilet. He could well
imagine hisfriend turning the air blue with choice expletives.

God, how long ago was it when he and the N U MA team set up housekeeping in Soggy Acres?
Three months, four? It seemed an eternity. And yet the disaster that destroyed the deep-sea station
seemed like yesterday.

He stared up at the parachutes again and wondered if they would provide the necessary drag through
water asthey didinair.

The engineers who dreamed up thisinsane mission must have thought so. But they were thousands of
miles from where Pitt was Sitting, and dl they rdlied on werealot of formulas and physical laws governing
thefal of heavy objects. There were no experiments with models or afull-scale test drop. It waswinin
onequick gamble or lose at Pitt's expenseif they miscaculated.

Judging distance above water is extremdy difficult by day and dmost impossible at night, but Pitt
caught the moonlit sparkle of spray tossed from the wave crests by the light breeze. Impact was less than
fifteen seconds away, he judged. He reclined his seet and settled into the extra padding some thoughtful
soul had provided. He gave afinal wave a the circling aircraft, supidly he redized. They weretoo far
away to make him out in the darkness. The pilot was maintaining a safe distance to keep PFitt's canopies
free of turbulence from the plane.

The sudden jarring impact was followed by a great splash asthe DSMV struck in the trough between
two swells. The vehicle carved a sizable crater in the sea, throwing up acircular wall of water in ablazing
display of phosphorescence. Then it sank out of view and the sea closed over Big Ben asif hedling a

giant pockmark.

The blow was not as bad as Pitt had expected. He and Big Ben had survived the parachute drop
without a bruise or afracture. He returned his seat to the upright position and immediately began a check
of al hispower systems, considerably happy to see green lights sweep across the instrument console
while the computer monitor reported no malfunctions. Next he switched on the exterior lights and
swiveled them upward. Two of the parachutes had remained flared, but the third was twisted and tangled
initsown shroud lines.

Pitt quickly turned his attention to the computer screen as he punched the appropriate keys to monitor
his descent. The numbers traveled across the screen and flashed awarning. The DSMV was dropping
into the black void at sixty-one meters per minute. The maximum descent speed had been calculated at
forty-two. Big Ben wasfdling nineteen meters aminute too fadt.

"Too busy to talk?" Sandecker's voice came durred through PFitt's earphones.

"l have asmdl problem,” Fitt replied.

"The parachutes?' Sandecker asked, fearful of the answer.

"One of the chutestangled and I'velost drag.”

"Wheat's your descent speed?’



"Sxty-one."
"Not good."
"Tdl meabout it."

"The event was considered. Y our landing Site was selected because the terrain isflat and layered with
soft sediment. Despite your excessive rate of descent, impact will be less than what you encountered on
the water surface.”

"I'm not worried about impact,” Pitt said, warily eyebaling the TV monitor whose camera was aimed
below the rapidly snking DSMV. "But | am worried about athirty-ton machine burying itsdlf in ten
meters of ooze. Without ascoop Big Ben can't dig itsway out of the muck like Big John.”

"Well get you out,” Sandecker promised.
"And what of the operation?"'

Sandecker's voice dropped off so low that Fitt could hardly hear him. "We close the play--"

"Hold on!" Pitt sngpped abruptly. "The bottom has come into viewing range.”

The ugly brown of the seabed rose up out of the blackness. He watched gpprenensively asthe
desolate terrain burst toward the camera. The DSMV struck and sank into the silt like afist into a sponge
cake. A huge cloud billowed into the cold black water and curtained off dl visihility.

On board the aircraft, asif triggered by amutud fear, the eyes of Giordino and Sandecker lifted and
met across the top of the communications equipment. Their faces were taut and grim asthey waited for
Aitt's next voice contact.

All anger had vanished from Giordino after he was released from hislatrine prison. Now there was
only intense concern as he waited for news of hisfriend'sfate in the depths of the sea

Far below, Ritt could not immediately tell if the DSMV had buried itself under the seabed. Hisonly
sensation was of being pressed into his chair by afirm weight. All vison was gone. The camerasand
exterior lights only recorded brownish ooze. He had no way of knowing whether the control cabin was
covered by athin coating of st or entombed by five meters of quicksandlike muck.

Fortunately the parachute canopies were caught in athree-knot current and drifted off to the side of
the DSMV . RAitt pulled a switch releasing the hooks attached to the chutes thick lines.

He engaged the nuclear power systems and shifted Big Ben into "forward." He could fed the vibration
asthe great tractor belts dug their cleatsinto the silt and began to turn. For closeto afull minute nothing
happened. The belts seemed to spin on their gear whedlswith no indication of forward traction.

Then Big Ben lurched to starboard. Pitt adjusted the controls and turned the DSMV back to port. He
could fed it edge ahead dightly. He repeated the process, careening the greeat vehicle back and forth until
centimeter-by-centimeter it began to gain headway, picking up momentum and increasing itsforward



movement.

Suddenly it broke the suction and lunged up and ahead, traveling over fifty meters before breaking out
of thedlt cloud into clear vishility.

L ong seconds passed and avague feeling of triumph began to seep into Fitt's body. He sat there
quietly relaxed, alowing the DSMYV to travel across the seafloor under its own control. He switched on
the automatic drive and set a computerized navigationa course to the west, then waited afew moments
to be certain the DSMV was operating smoothly. Thankfully, Big Ben soon reached its maximum speed
and wasrolling over the barren underwater plain as effortlesdy asif it was plowing under acornfiddin
lowa

Only then did Pitt contact Sandecker and Giordino and report that he was on his way toward
Dennings Demons.

<<68>>

It was midmorning in Washington when Jordan took the message from Sandecker, ten time zonesto
the west. The President had returned to his bedroom in the upstairs White House for ashower and a
change of clothes. Hewas standing in front of amirror knotting histie when the cal came from the
Situation Room.

"Sorry to interrupt you, Mr. President,” said Jordan respectfully, "but | thought you'd like to know the
drop was successful. Pitt and the Deep SeaMining Vehiclearein motion.”

"Niceto start the day with some good news for a change. How soon before they reach the bomber?’
"An hour, lessif the seafloor isflat and doesn't hold any geologica surprises.”
"And detonation?"

"Two hoursto remove the bomb and another three to reach the explosion site, set the detonators, and
givethe DSMV enough timeto get safely out of the area.”

"There were no problems?’ asked the President.

"Admiral Sandecker reported thefal through water was a bit hairy for awhile, but the DSMV



survived theimpact in good shape. The only other hitch, if you want to cdl it that, is Pitt somehow
arranged to leave Giordino behind and is conducting the operation on hisown."

The President was secretly pleased. "That doesn't surprise me. He's the kind of man who would
sacrifice himsalf before endangering afriend. Any late developments on the bomb cars?’

"The task force engaged in the search have turned up twenty-seven.”

"Y oshishu and Tsuboi must know were breathing down their necks. If they had the code to explode
the bombs, we'd have heard from them."

"Well know shortly if we've won the race or not,” Jordan said soberly.

The President's specia assistant, Dale Nichols, rushed up to the President as he stepped out of the
elevator. The President immediately recognized alook of urgency on Nichols face.

"Y ou look like you're standing barefoot on an anthill, Dale. What's going down?"

"Y ou'd better step into the communications lounge, Mr. President. Ichiro Tsuboi has somehow entered
our safe system and opened up communications on the video entry.”

"Ishe on view now?'

"Not yet. HE's on hold, demanding hetalk only to you."

"Alert the Situation Room so they can tunein the conversation.”

The Presdent entered aroom down the hal from the Oval Office and sat in alesather chair on one end
of asmall stage backed by agiant rectangular opening in the far wall. He pressed a button on a console
inthe armrest and waited. Suddenly time and space melted into one place, one moment, asalife-szed
three-dimensiona image of Ichiro Tsuboi materiaized on the other Sde of the stage.

Thanks to the magic technology of photonics-- fiber-optic transmission-- and computer wizardry, the
two men could St and converse as though they were in the same room. The detail was so amazing that
Tsuboi'simage appeared sharply defined and solid without the faintest indication of fuzzy trangparency.

Tsuboi was knedling siffly on his knees on abamboo mat, his hands loosdaly clenched and resting on
his thighs. He was dressed in an expensive business suit but wore no shoes. He bowed dightly asthe
President'simage gppeared on hisend of the transmission.

"Y ou wish to establish didlogue, Mr. Tsuboi?' said the President for openers.

"That is correct,” replied Tsuboi, rudely refusing to address the President by title.

The President decided to shoot from the hip. "Well, you certainly got my attention with that nuclear
blast in Wyoming. Was that supposed to congtitute a message?”



Theimpact of the President's words was heightened by his seeming indifference. The consummeate
politician, the President was ashrewd judge of human character. He quickly detected a perceptible
tensenessin Tsuboi's eyes and deduced the Japanese was not dedling from a solid power base.

Theinternationd financid wizard and heir apparent to Suma's underworld and industrid empiretried to
gppear cdm and in control, but the President’s prior silence on the explosion had produced an unsettling
effect. Heand Y oshishu could not understand why the chief executive had virtualy ignored it.

"We can save many words, Mr. President,” said Tsuboi. ™Y ou know of our technical advances and
superiority in defensive technology, and by now Senator Diaz, Congressivoman Smith, and your
intelligence people have provided you with information on our facility on Soseki Idand.”

"I'm quite aware of your Dragon Center and the Kaiten Project,” the President countered, mindful that
Tsuboi failed to mention Hideki Suma. "And if you believe | won't order massive retdiation should you
insanely detonate any more of your bomb cars, you're sadly mistaken."

"Our origind intent was not to kill millions of people,” Tsuboi ingsted.

"I know what you intended, Mr. Tsuboi. Try it and Armageddon isyours.”

"If you wish to go down in history asthe greatest monster snce Adolf Hitler for atotdly irrationd act,
then thereislittle moreto say.”

"Y ou must have wanted to say something, or why else did you contact me?"

Tsuboi paused, then pressed on. "I have certain proposasto throw on the table.”

"I'mwilling to hear them.”

"Youwill cal off your search of the cars. If any more are seized, the signaswill be sent to detonate.
And since you once dropped such aweapon on my people, | assure you | will not hesitate to explode the

remaining bombsin populated cities.

The President fought hard to suppress hisgrowing anger. "A standoff then. Y ou kill afew million of us,
we decimate your entire population.”

"No, you won't do that. The people of the great White Christian American nation will not condone
such butchery."

"Werenot dl whiteor Christian.”

"The minorities that undermine your culture will never back your stand.”

"They'redill Americans”

"Nevertheless, my people are committed and prepared to die for the new empire.”

"That'sadamned lie," the President shot back. "Until now, you and Sumaand the rest of your
gangland mob have operated in secret. The Japanese people have no ideayou've placed their lives on the

line for world economic dominance. They won't risk the devastation of their nation for a cause based on
greed by afew criminds. Y ou don't spesk for them or your government.”



The barest trace of asmile crossed Tsuboi's face, and the President knew he had been sucked in.
"Y ou can avoid this horrible holocaust on both our countries by smply accepting my proposas.”

"Y ou mean demands.”
"Asyouwish."

"State your case," said the President, his voice beginning to sound strained. Held lost his edge and was
angry with himsdf.

"Therewill be no nationdization or takeover of Japanese owned companies, nor judicia interference
with any of our projected corporate or real estate buy-outs."

"That's no big dedl. Nationdization has never been in the interests of the United States. No legidation
has ever been considered on such an unconstitutiona premisein our two hundred years. Asto the latter,
no Japanese firm that | know of has been barred by law from purchasing abusiness or land in the United
States™

" Jgpanese citizens will not be required to present visas when entering the United States.”

"You'll have to battle Congress on that one.”

Tsuboi coldly continued. "No trade barriers or increased tariffs on Japanese products.”

"What about your end?'

"Not negotiable," said Tsuboi, obvioudy prepared for the question. "There are sound reasons why
many of your products are not welcome in Japan.”

"Go on," ordered the President.

"The State of Hawaii becomes aterritory of Japan.”

The President had been forewarned of that unreasonable demand. "The good people of theidand are
aready madder than hell over what you've doneto their real estate prices. | doubt if they'd bewilling to
exchange the Stars and Stripes for the risng sun.”

"Also the State of Cdifornia"

"Impossible and outrageous are words that come to mind,” the President said cynically. "Why stop
now?What ese do you want?"'

"Since our money keepsyour treasury afl oat, we expect representation in your government, which
includes a seat on your cabinet and our people highly placed in your State, Treasury, and Commerce
departments.”

"Who makes the sdlection of your people, you and Y ashishu or the leaders of your government?”

"Mr. Y oshishu and mysdf."



The President was aghast. It was like inviting organized crimeto participate in government at the
highest levels. "What you ask, Mr. Tsuboi, is absolutely unthinkable. The American people will never
alow themsalves to become economic davesto foreign nationds.”

"They'll pay aheavy priceif you ignore my terms. On the other hand, if we have asay in the operation
of the American government and business community, your whole economy will turn around dragticaly
and provide ahigher standard of living for your citizens."

The President's teeth clenched. "With amonopoly, prices and profits on Japanese products would
skyrocket."

"Y ou'd adso havelower unemployment, and the nationa debt would diminish,” Tsuboi went on asif the
President was impotent.

"l don't haveitin my power to make promisesthat Congress won't keep," said the President, hisanger
dtilled, hismind jockeying for an upper hand. He lowered his eyesto appear perplexed. ™Y ou know your
way around Washington, Mr. Tsuboi. Y ou have an understanding of how our government works."

"l am quite aware of your executive limits. But there is much you can do without congressiond
goprova.”

"Y ou must excuse me for afew momentswhile| digest the enormity of your demands.” The President
paused to gather histhoughts. He could not lie and pretend to cave in to dl of Tsuboi'sridiculous
demands. That would indicate an obvious ploy, agtal for time. He had to put up a brusque front and
appear agitated. He looked up and stared directly at Tsuboi. "1 cannot in good conscience accept what
has to be unconditiona terms of surrender.

"They are better termsthan you offered usin nineteen forty-five."

"Our occupation was far more generous and benevolent than your people had any right to expect,” the
Presdent said, hisnailsdigging into the armrests of hischair.

"l am not here to discuss historic differences,” Tsuboi stated bluntly. "Y ou've heard the terms and
know the consequences. Indecision or procrastination on your part will not delay tragedy.”

Therewasno sign of abluff in Tsuboi's eyes. The President well redized the threat was made more
horrible by the cars hidden in heavily populated cities and the suicidal maniacs waiting for the Sgnd to set
off the bombs.

"Y our extortion demands don't leave much room for negotiation.”
"None whatsoever," Tsuboi replied in atone that defied debate.

"l can't just snap my fingers and produce amiracle of cooperation with the palitical opposition,” said
the President, feigning exasperation. "Y ou damned well know | can't dictate to Congress. Senator Diaz
and Congressivoman Smith carry heavy weight in both houses, and they're dready inflaming their fellow
legidators againgt you."

Tsuboi shrugged indifferently. "I fully redize the wheds of your government grind in aswamp of
emotions, Mr. Presdent. And your el ected representatives vote along party lines, irrespective of the
nationa good. But they will be persuaded to accept the inevitable once you inform them that two of the



bomb cars are being driven around Washington aswetalk."

Not good. The ball was back on the President's side of the court. He made amonumental effort to
remain impassive and show grainsof anger. "I'll need time.”

"Y ou have until three o'clock this afternoon, your time, to appear on nationa television with your
advisers and the leaders of Congress standing behind you in a show of support as you announce the new
cooperation agreements between Japan and the United States.”

"Y ou're asking too much."

"That istheway it must be," said Tsuboi. "And one morething, Mr. President. Any indication of an
attack on Soseki Idand will be answered with the bomb cars. Do | make mysdlf clear?”

"Ascrysd."

"Then, good morning. | shdl look forward to watching you on television this afternoon.”

Tsuboi'simage swiftly dissolved and vanished.

The President looked up at aclock on onewall. Nine o'clock. Only six hours remained. The same
time sequence Jordan projected for Fitt to set off the old atomic bomb and launch the submarine quake

and tsunami.

"Oh, God," he whispered to the empty room. "What if it all goeswrong?*

<<69>>

Big Ben moved across the vast seascape at fifteen kilometers an hour, almost lightning speed for an
immense vehicle traveling underwater through the abyssal mud. A great cloud of finesilt swirled inits
wake, blossoming into the yawning blackness before dissipating and dowly settling back to the bottom.

Pitt studied aviewing screen connected to alaser-sonar unit that probed the seafloor ahead and
enhanced it into three dimensions. The submarine desert held few surprises, and except for a detour
around anarrow but deep rift, he was able to make good time.

Precisgly forty-seven minutes after he detached the parachutes and set Big Ben in motion, the hard



outline of the B-29 gppeared and grew until it filled the monitor. The coordinates from the Pyramider
satdllite that were programmed into the DSMV's navigation computer had put him right on the target.

Pitt was close enough now to see wreckage creegping under the far edges of the exterior lights. He
dowed Big Ben and circled the bleak and broken aircraft. It looked like a cast-off toy on the bottom of a
backyard pond. Pitt stared at it with the rapture experienced by diversthefirst timethey approach a
manmade object in the sea. To be the first to see or touch a sunken automobile, amissing plane, or alogt
shipwreck isafearful yet melancholy experience, only shared by those who daringly walk through a
haunted house after midnight.

Dennings Demons had sunk alittle over ameter in the slt. One engine was missing and the starboard
wing was twisted backward and up like a grotesque arm reaching for the surface. The blades of the
remaining three propellers had folded back from the impact with the water like drooping petalson a

dying flower.

Thethree-story-high tail section showed the effects of shell fire. It had broken away and lay severd
meters behind the main fuselage and dightly off to one side. Thetail gunner's section was shattered and
riddled, the rusting barrels of the 20-millimeter cannons dipped into the mud.

The duminum surfaces of the 30-meter-long tubular fuselage were covered with dime and
encrugtations, but the framed glass windows encircling the bow were till clear. And thelittle demon
painted under the pilot's side window was surprisingly clean and free of scale and growth. Fitt could have
sworn the beady little eyes stared back at him and the lips pulled back in a satanic grin.

Heknew better than to let hisimagination run wild and envison skeletons of the crew il at their
gations, skullswith jaws dropped in deathly silence, eye sockets empty and unseeing. Pitt had spent
enough time under the sea swimming through sunken vessals to know the soft organic substances of the
human body were the first to go, quickly consumed by bottom-dwelling sea creatures. Then the bones,
eventudly dissolving intheicy cold of sdtwater. Strange asit seems, clothing would bethelast to
disntegrate, especialy leather flight jackets and boots. In time, even those would disappesar, aswell as
the entire aircreft.

"I have visud onthetarget,” he announced to Sandecker in the C-5, flying overhead in the night.
"What isthe condition?' Sandecker's disembodied voice came back quickly.
"Onewing is heavily damaged. Thetall isbroken off, but the main fusdageisintact.”

"The bombisin the forward bomb bay. Y ou'll have to position Big Ben at an angle where the leading
edge of thewing joinsthe fuselage. Then make your cut across the aircraft's roof."

"Luck was alady tonight," said Pitt. "The starboard wing istorn back, offering easy access. | can
move into perfect position to dice through the bulkheads from the sde.”

Pitt maneuvered the DSMV until its manipulator arms reached over the forward bomb bay of the
arcraft. Heinserted hishand into aglovelike actuator that eectronicaly controlled the mechanica arms
and selected amultidirectional metd-cutting whed from one of three tools coupled to the wrist of the left
manipulator. Operating the system asif it was an extenson of hishand and arm, he laid out and measured
the cut on amonitor that projected interior cutaway views of the aircraft's structural components. He
could perform the difficult operation by observing it on video from severd close-up anglesinstead of
relying on direct sight through the trangparent bow. He positioned the whed against the duminum skin of



the plane and programmed the dimensions and the depth of the cut into the computer. Then he switched
on the tool and watched it attack the body of Dennings Demons as precisaly as a surgeon's scapel.

Thefineteeth of the whirling disk diced through the aged duminum of the airframe with the ease of a
razor blade through a bal sa-wood modd glider. There were no sparks, no heated glow from friction. The
meta was too soft and the water too icy. Support struts and bundled wiring cables were dso efficiently
severed. When the cut was finaly completed fifty minuteslater, Pitt extended the opposite manipulator.
Thewrigt on this one was fitted with alarge gripper assembly sprouting pincerlike fingers.

The gripper bit through the aluminum skin and into astructura bulkhead, the pincers closed, and the
arm dowly raised up and back, ripping avay agreat piece of the aircraft's Sde and roof. Fitt carefully
swung the manipulator on a ninety-degree angle and very dowly lowered the torn wreckage into the silt
without raising ablinding cloud of slt.

Now he had an opening measuring three by four meters. The Fat Man-type bomb, code-named
Mother's Breath, was clearly visble from the Sde, hanging securely and eerily from alarge shackle and
adjustable sway braces.

PFitt still had to carve hisway through sections of the crawl tunnel that travel ed above the bomb bay,
connecting the cockpit with the wai st-gunner compartment. Part of it had aready been partially removed,
aswere the bomb-bay catwalks, so the immense bomb could be squeezed insde the bowels of the
plane. He dso had to cut away the guide railsthat were ingtalled to insure the bomb'sfins didn't snag
during the drop.

Again the operation went smoothly. The remaining barriers were soon dropped in apile on top of the
wreckage adready diced awvay. The next part of the bomb's remova wasthe trickiest.

Mother's Breath seemed festered with death and destruction. Ninefeet in length and fivefeet in
diameter, the dimensions given when it was built, it looked like abig fat ugly egg dyed in rust with boxed
finson one end and a zipper around its middle.

"Okay, I'm going for the bomb," Fitt reported to Sandecker.

"Y ou'll have to use both manipulators to remove and trangport it," said Sandecker. " Sheweighed close
to five tons by the old weight measurement.”

"I need one arm to cut away the shackle and sway braces.”
"The stressistoo great for one manipulator. It can't support the bomb without damage.”

"I'm aware of that, but | have to wait until after | sever the shackle cable before | can replace the
cutting disk with agripper. Only then do | dare attempt the lift."

"Hold on," Sandecker ordered. "I'll check, and be right back to you."

While he waited, Fitt put the cutting tool in place and clamped the gripper on the lifting eye benesth the
shackle.

"Dirk?'

"Comein, Admird."



"L et the bomb drop.”

"Say agAn’

"Cut through the shackle cables and let the bomb fall free. Mother's Bresth is an implosion-type bomb
and could survive ahard shock.”

All Pitt saw as he stared at the horrific monstrosity dangling only afew meters away was the erupting
firebd| repeated congtantly in documentary films.

"Areyou there?' Sandecker inquired, the nervousness detectablein hisvoice.

"Isthat afact or arumor?' Pitt came back

"Higoricd fact."

"If you hear abig underwater boom, you'll know you spoiled my day."

Pitt took along breath, exhaled, unconscioudy closed his eyes, and directed the cutting disk to dash
the shackle cables. Half rusted through after nearly fifty years beneath the seg, the strands quickly parted
under the ondaught of the disk'steeth, and the grest bomb fell onto the closed bomb-bay doors, the only
explosion coming from the silt that had seeped in and accumulated.

For an eerie, londy minute Aitt sat there numb, dmost feding the silence as he waited for the sediment
to fade and the bomb to reappear.

"| didn't hear aboom," Sandecker notified him with infuriating calm.

"Youwill, Admird," Ritt sad, catching up and corrdling rationd thought, "you will."

<<70>>

Hope was hanging in and rising. Sightly lessthan two hoursto go, and Big Ben was barrding over the
seabed with Mother's Breath securely gripped in the pincers of its manipulators. Like the fina minutes of
abal game when the outcome and score are il in doubt, the tenson insde the C-5 Gadaxy and inthe
White House was becoming heavier asthe operation approached its pesk.



"He's eighteen minutes ahead of schedule," said Giordino softly, "and looking good.”

" "Like onethat on alonesome road doth walk in fear and dread,’ " Sandecker quoted absently.
Giordino looked up quizzicdly. "What wasthat, Admira ?'

"Coleridge." Sandecker smiled apologeticdly. " "The Ancient Mariner.' | wasthinking of Fitt down

there, donein the deep with millions of livesriding on his shoulders, centimeters away from instant
cremation--"

"I should have been with him," Giordino said bitterly.
"Weadl know you'd havelocked him up if only you'd thought of it first."

"True." Giordino shrugged. "But | didn't. And now he's saring a deeth while | st herelikea
gore-window dummy."

Sandecker gazed at the chart and the red line showing Pitt's course across the seafloor to the B-29,

and from there to the detonation site. "Hell do it and come out dive," he murmured. Dirk is not the kind
of mantodieeasly.”

Masuji Koyama, Sumas expert technician in defense detection, stood behind the operator of a
surveillance radar display and pointed out atarget to Y oshishu, Tsuboi, and Takeda Kurojima, who were
grouped around him.

"A very large American Air Force transport,” he explained. " Computer enhancement showsit asa
C-Five Galaxy, capable of carrying an extremely heavy payload for great distances."

"You say itisacting most strangdy?’ said Y oshishul.

Koyamanodded. "It gpproached from the southeast aong a course toward the American Air Force
Base at Shimodate, an air traffic corridor used by their military aircraft that passes within seventy to a
hundred kilometers of our idand. While tracking it, we observed an object detach itself and fdl into the

"It dropped from the aircraft?

"Yes"

"Could you identify it?" asked Tsuboi.

Koyamashook hishead. "All | cantell you isit appeared to fal dowly, asif attached to a parachute.”

"An underwater sensing device perhaps?' mused Kurojima, the Dragon Center's chief director.



"A possibility, dthough it looked too large for a sonic sensor.”

"Most odd," mused Y oshishu.

"Since then," Koyama continued, "the aircraft has remained over the areaiin acircular holding pattern.”
Tsuboi looked a him. "How long?'

"Almost four hours."

"Have you intercepted voice tranamissons?'

"A few brief sgnds, but they were dectronicaly garbled.”

" Spotter plane!™ Koyama snapped asif seeing arevelation.

"What," inquired Y ashishu, "is a ootter plane?’

"An aircraft with sophisticated detection and communications equipment,” Koyamaexplained. "They're
used as flying command centersto coordinate military assaults.”

"The President isaviciousliar!" Tsuboi hissed suddenly. "Helaid asmoke screen and falsified his
position to stall for time. It is clear now, he intends to launch a manned attack on theidand.”

"But why be so obvious?' Y ashishu said quietly. "The American intelligence knows well our capacity
to detect and observe targets of interest at that range.”

Koyama stared at the reflection of the plane on the radar display. "Could be amission to eectronically
probe our defenses.”

Tsuboi'sface was hard in anger. "'l will open communications with the President and demand he
remove it from our waters.”

"No, | have abetter plan." Y oshishu's lips parted in a bleak, wintry smile. "A message the Presdent
will undergtand.”

"Your plan, Korori?' Tsuboi inquired respectfully.

"Quitesmple," answered Y oshishu with emotionless candor. "We destroy it."

Within sx minutes, two Toshibainfrared surface-to-air missles spewed from their launchers and
homed in on the unsuspecting crew of the C-5. The defensdless, frighteningly vulnerable aircraft did not
carry attack warning systems. It went about its business of monitoring Big Ben's progress, circling the sea
in blissful ignorance of the destructive terror streaking toward its great bulk.

Sandecker had stepped into the communi cations compartment to send a status report to the White



House while Giordino remained in their office. Giordino stood hunched over the desk studying the marine
geologist's report on the underseatrench Pitt had to cross to reach the safety of the Japanese coast. He
was plotting the distance for perhaps thefifth time when the first missile struck the aircraft and burst with
agresat roar. The shock and pressure wave knocked Giordino to the deck. Stunned, he had barely
hoisted himsdlf to his elbows when the second missile smashed into the lower cargo hold and tore ahuge
gaping holeinthe bely of thefusdage.

The end should have been swift, spectacular, but thefirst missile did not explode on immediate
contact. It passed through the upper waist of the aircraft between bulkheads and shot across the cargo
bay, bursting asit penetrated the airframe ribs on the opposite wall. The mgor force of the explosion was
thrust into the night air outside, saving the aircraft from tearing apart.

Even as hefought off the shock, Giordino thought, She must go down now. She can't stay inthe air.
But he was wrong on both counts. The big Galaxy was not about to die. She was miraculoudy free from
flames, and only one of her flight control systems was damaged. Despite her gaping wounds, she
remaned olidly inthearr.

The pilot had put the crippled aircraft into ashdlow dive before leveing out less than thirty meters
above the sea on a southern course away from Soseki Idand. The engines were running normal, and
except for the vibration and restraining drag from the holesin the fusdlage, the pilot's primary concern
wastheloss of the eevator control.

Sandecker came aft, accompanied by the flight engineer to assess the damage. They found Giordino
picking hisway gingerly on his hands and knees across the cargo bay. Clutching a bulkhead support for
dear life, he cast ajaundiced eye out the gaping opening at the seathat swept past like quicksilver.

"I'll bedamned if I'll jump,” he shouted over the roar of the chaotic wind that pounded through the
arcraft.

"l don't fancy it either,” Sandecker shouted back.
Theflight engineer stared in frightened awe at the damage. "What in hell happened?’
"Wetook apair of hitsfrom ground-to-air missiles," Giordino yelled a him.

Giordino motioned to Sandecker and pointed forward to get out of thewind blast. They made their
way to the cockpit while the flight engineer began a damage inspection of the shattered lower belly. They
found the pilots camly struggling with the controls, quietly conversing as though they were conducting a
textbook emergency in aflight smulator.

Giordino sank wesrily to thefloor, thankful to sill bedive. "I can't believethisbig bird istill flying,” he
mumbled gladly. "Remind meto kissthe desgners.”

Sandecker leaned over the consol e between the pilots and gave a brief accounting of the damage.
Then he asked, "What's our chances?"'

"Weve dill got eectrica and some hydraulic power and enough control to maneuver,” answered the
chief pilot, Mgor Marcus Turner, abig ruddy-festured Texan, usualy cheerful and humorous but now
tense and grim. "Buit the blast must have cut the lines running from the main fud tank. The needles on the
gauges have made adrastic drop in only two minutes.”



"Can you stay on station beyond the range of the missles?’

"Negdtive"

"I can make that an order from the chief executive,” said Sandecker gruffly.

Turner did not ook happy, nor did he cavein. "No disrespect, Admird, but this aircraft may come
gpart at the seams any second. If you have a death wish, that's your business. My duty isto save my
crew and my aircraft. Asaprofessona Navy man, you know what I'm talking about.”

"l sympathize, but my order stands.”

"If shelll stick together and we nursethefud," said Turner unperturbed, "we might make it to Naha
Airfield on Okinawa. That's the nearest long runway that isn't in Japan proper.”

"Okinawas out," Sandecker announced curtly. "We get clear of theidand's defense systems and we
stay within communication range with my man on the bottom. This operation istoo vitd to nationa
security to abandon. Keep usin the air aslong as you can. If worse comesto worgt, ditch her inthe sea”

Turner'sface was red, and perspiration was beginning to drip from it, but he managed ataut smile. "All
right, Admira, but you'd better plan on along swim to the nearest land.”

Then, asif to add insult to injury, Sandecker felt ahand on his shoulder. He turned quickly. It wasthe
communications operator. He looked at Sandecker and shook his head in a hel pless gesture that signaled
bad news.

"I'm sorry, Admiral, but the radio's knocked out. We can't transmit or receive.”

"Thet tearsit,” said Turner. "We can't accomplish anything by flying around with adead radio.”

Sandecker gazed at Giordino, sorrow and anguish showing clearly in every deeply etched linein the
admiral'sface. "Dirk won't know. Hell think he's been abandoned.”

Giordino looked impassively through the windscreen to a point somewhere between black seaand
black sky. Hefdt sick at heart. Thiswasthe second timein the past few weeks hefdt he had failed his
closest friend. At last he looked up, and strangely he was amiling.

"Dirk doesn't need us. If anyone can damn well explode that bomb and park Big Ben on the shore, he
will."

"My money ison him too," Sandecker said with total conviction.
"Okinawa?" Turner asked, his hand tightly gripping the controls.

Very dowly, with much difficulty, asif he were fighting the devil for his soul, Sandecker looked a
Turner and nodded. "Okinawa."

Thebig arcraft banked on anew course and limped into the darkness. A few minutes later the sound
of itsenginesfaded, leaving behind asilent sea, empty but for one man.



<<71>>

With the bomb hanging grotesquely from its manipulators, Big Ben sat poised on the edge of the greet
submarine trench that yawned ten kilometers wide and two deep. Insde, Fitt stared grimly down the
dopethat trailed off into the gloom.

The geophysicists had selected a point about twelve hundred meters below the rim of the trench wall
asthe optimum location for the blast to set off alanddide that would in turn launch the seismic seawave.
But the grade was a good five percent steeper than the satellite photos had suggested. And worse, much
worse, the upper layer of sediment that formed the sides of the trench was the consistency of aily clay.

Pitt had activated atelescoping probeinto the slt and was far from overjoyed at the geological test
resultsthat read across the computer screen. He redlized the danger of his postion. It would be abattle
to prevent the heavy vehicle from dithering through the dick muck al the way to the bottom of the trench.

And once he was committed and plunged Big Ben over the edge, there was no turning back. The
cleats on the drive tracks could never gain agrip solid enough to pull the DSMV back up the dope and
over theridge to safety before the explosion. After priming the bomb, he decided to continue on a
diagonal course downward along the side of the dope, much like askier traversing a snow-packed hill.
Hisonly chance, and adightly Iessthan nonexistent one, wasto use gravity to increase his speed and
push Big Ben beyond the clutches of the avalanche before they were both caught up in itsforce, swept
away, and buried for the next ten million years.

Pitt appreciated how narrow the fine dividing line was between surviva and death. He thought wryly
that Murphy's Law never took a holiday. He missed having Giordino at his side and wondered why all
communications had ceased from the C-S Galaxy. There had to be a good reason. Giordino and
Sandecker would never desert him without cause. It wastoo late now for explanations and too early for
find farewdls

It was eerie and londly with no human voice to prop up hismorale. Hefdt the fatigue sweeping over
him in great woolly waves. He dumped in his seet, any optimism drained away. He examined the
coordinates for the detonation Site and peered at hiswatch for the last time.

Then hetook manua control of Big Ben, engaged the forward drive, and plunged the huge tractor
vehicle down the steep dope.

The momentum rapidly increased after the first hundred meters, and Fitt began to doubt he could stop
DSMYV beforeit barreled to the bottom of the trench. He quickly discovered that braking the treads



failed to check his speed. Friction did not exist between the cleats and the dick mud. The great
mechanica beast began to dide over the dick surface like arunaway truck and semitrailer hurtling down
asteep road grade.

The rotund bomb sivung wildly in the grip of the manipulators. Becauseit hung directly in front of his
forward view, Pitt could not avoid glancing at the evil thing without conceding it in hismind's eye asthe
ingrument of hisown impending desth.

Suddenly another terrifying thought mushroomed in hismind. If it broke free and rolled down the
dope, he might never be ableto retrieve it. He stiffened in desperate fear, not of death, but that he might
falter in the home sretch.

Pitt moved quickly now, uncaring that he had taken arisk no sane man would ever have contemplated.
He dipped the drive into reverse and applied extra power. The cleatswildly thrashed through the dippery
ooze backward, and Big Ben duggishly dowed to acrawl.

A wall of st engulfed the vehicle as he brought it to afull stop. He waited patiently for vigbility to
return before easing forward for fifty meters, then engaging reverse and drawing the DSMV to ahdt
again. He continued this series of maneuvers until he regained firm control and had afed for the
interaction between the drive track and the mire,

His movements at the controls became hurried now. Each passing minute increased his desperation. At
lagt, after nearly thirty minutes of intense effort to move the big DSMV where he directed it, the
navigational computer signaded that he had reached his destination. Thankfully, hefound asmal level shelf
protruding from the dope. He disengaged the power systems and parked.

"I have arrived at the detonation site and will begin to arm the bomb," he announced through his
communications phonein theforlorn hope Sandecker and Giordino might gill be listening in somewhere
above.

Pitt logt little time in lowering the manipulator arms and setting the bomb in the soft sediment. He
released the grippers and interchanged the pincers for working tools. Once more he inserted his hand into
the manipulator control and very carefully used a sheetmeta shear to cut away the panel on the tapered
tall assembly that covered the main fusing compartment.

The housing inside contained four radar units and a barometric pressure switch. If the bomb had been
dropped as planned, the radar units would have bounced their signals off the approaching ground target.
Then, at apredetermined dtitude, an agreed reading by two units would send the firing signa to the fusing
system mounted on the front of the implosion sphere. The second arming system was the barometric
switch that was also set to close thefiring circuit at a preset dtitude.

Thefiring sgna circuits, however, could not be closed while the plane wasin flight. They had to be
triggered by clock-operated switches that were not bypassed until the bomb had dropped well clear of
the bomb bay. Otherwise Dennings Demons would have gone up in a pre-detonated fireball.

After the pandl was removed, Fitt swiveled a miniaturized video cameraon the end of the left
manipulator. He quickly found the barometric arming switch and focused on it. Constructed of brass,
stedl, and copper, it showed signs of corrosion but was sill intact.

Next, Pitt coupled a dender three-pincer hand to one manipulator. The arm was flexed back toward
thefront of the DSMV, where the pincers opened the heavy mesh lid of atool crib and removed a



strange ceramic object that looked like asmall deflated soccer ball. A copper plate was imbedded in the
concave bottom, surrounded by a pliable bonding materid. The appearance was deceiving. The object
was actually avery sophisticated pressurized container filled with an inert puttylike compound composed
of plagtic and acid. The ceramic cover surrounding the caustic substance had been contoured to fit snugly
over the barometric firing switch and form awatertight sedl.

Pitt worked the manipulator hand and positioned the container around the switch. Onceit wasfirmly in
place, he ddicately pulled atiny plug that alowed the seato seep very dowly into the container. When
the inert compound inside came in contact with saltwater, it chemicaly turned active and became highly
caustic and corrosive. After eating through the copper plate-- the thickness governed a delayed sequence
of one hour-- the acidic compound would then attack the copper in the barometric switch, eventually
creeting an eectrica charge that would set off thefiring Signal and detonate the bomb.

As Pitt retracted the manipulators and gently backed Big Ben away from the hideous mongtrosity lying
likeafat, dimy bulgein the mud, he stole aquick glance at the digital clock on hisinstrument console.

He had run atight race. Mother's Breath would explode forty-eight years late but within anew
deadlinein another time,

"Any word?" asked the President anxioudy from the Oval Office.
"We have an unexplained communications breakdown," Jordan reported from the Situation Room.
"You'velost Admira Sandecker?'

"I'm afraid so, Mr. President. Wevetried every means at our disposal but have been unableto
re-establish contact with hisaircraft.”

The Presdent felt anumbing fear spread through him. "What went wrong?'

"We can only guess. Thelast pass of the Pyramider showed the aircraft had broken off with the Deep
Sea Mining Vehicle and was headed on a course toward the idand of Okinawa."

"That doesn't make any sense. Why would Sandecker abort the mission after Fitt had successfully
removed the bomb from Dennings Demons?"

"He wouldn't, unless Pitt had a serious accident and was unable to compl ete the detonation.”
"Thenit'sover," the Presdent said heavily.

When Jordan replied, there was the hollow ring of defeat in hisvoice. "Wewon't know the full story
until the admiral makes contact again.”

"What isthe latest on the search for the bomb cars?

"The FBI task force has uncovered and neutralized another three, al in mgor cities™



"And the human drivers?'

"Every one adiehard follower of Sumaand the Gold Dragons, ready and willing to sacrifice their lives.
Y et they put up no resistance or made any attempt to detonate the bombs when FBI agents arrested
them.”

"Why 0 docile and accommodating?’

"Their orders were to explode the bombsin their respective vehicles only when they received a coded
sgna from the Dragon Center."

"How many are dtill out there hidden in our cities?"
There was atense pause, and then Jordan answered dowly, "As many asten.”
"Good God!" The wave of shock was followed by an intolerable fear and disbelief.

"I haven't logt my faith in Fitt," said Jordan quietly. "There is no evidence that he failed to primethe
firing sysemsin the bomb."

A smdl measure of hope returned to the President's eyes. "How soon before we know?"

"If Pitt was able to adhere to the timetable, the detonation should occur sometime within the next
twdveminutes"

The President stared at his desktop with an empty expression. When he spoke, it was so softly Jordan
could barely make out the words.

"Keep your fingers crossed, Ray, and wish. That'sal that's|eft for us.”

<<72>>

Asthe acid compound reacted on contact with the satwater, it dowly ate through the timing plate and
attacked the barometric pressure switch. The action of the acid on the copper switch soon created an
electrica charge that shorted across the contacts and closed the firing circuit.

After waiting nearly five decades, the detonators at thirty-two different points around the core of the



bomb then fired and ignited the incredibly complicated detonation phenomenon that resulted in neutrons
penetrating surrounding plutonium to launch the chain reaction. Thiswasfollowed by fisson burgtingin
millions upon millions of degrees and kilograms of pressure. The underwater gaseous firebal bloomed
and shot upward, breaking the surface of the seaand spearheading a great plume of water that was
gprayed into the night air by the shock wave.

Because water isincompressible, it forms an dmost perfect medium for transmitting shock waves.
Traveling a almost two kilometers a second, the shock front caught and overtook Big Ben asthe vehicle
forged across the trench dope only eight kilometers distant, agood four kilometers short due to the
vehicle's agonizingly dow passage through the mud. The pressure wave pounded the huge DSMV likea
dedgehammer againgt asted drum, but it took the blow with the unyielding toughness of an offensve
lineman for the Los Angeles Rams blocking atackler.

Even then, asthe energy shock and raging wal of swirling silt washed over the DSMV, shuitering al
vighility, Aitt fet only jubilation. Any fear of failure was swept aside with the exploson. Relying blindly on
the sonar probes, he drove through the maelsirom of sediment on ajuggernauting courseinto the
unknown. He was running on along ledge that ran midway down the long dope, but his progress was
only afew kilometersfaster than it had been on the steeper grades. Adhesion between the tractor belts
and the mud was only marginally improved. Any attempt to drive the grest mechanica monster ina
graight line becameimpossible. It skidded al over the dope like atruck on anicy road.

Aitt fully redized hislife hung by an unraveling thread, and that he wasin alosing race to escape the
path of the coming landdide. The chance of his being overtaken was a bet no self-respecting bookmaker
would turn down. All fear was detached, there was only his stubborn determination to survive.

On the surface, unseen in the darkness, the plume of spray rose to 200 meters and fell back. But deep
in the fault zone below the bottom of the trench, the shock wavesforced avertical dippage of the earth's
crust. Shock followed shock as the crustal fracture rose and fell and widened, creating a high-magnitude
earthquake.

The many layers of sediment laid down for millions of years shifted back and forth, pulling the heavy
lavaof Soseki Idand downward as though it was arock in quicksand. Cushioned by the soft, yielding
sediment, the great mass of the idand seemed to beimmuneto theinitial shock waves during thefirgt
minutes of the quake. But then it began to sink into the sea, the water rising up the paisade walls.

Soseki Idand continued to fal until the underlying layers of silt compressed, and the floating rock mass
dowed its descent and gradualy settled on anew level. Now the waves no longer crashed against the
base of the cliffs, but broke over the jagged edges and |apped into the trees beyond.

Seconds after the explosion and the ensuing seismic blows, an enormous section of the eastern trench
wall shuddered and bulged menacingly. Then with agreat thundering roar, hundreds of millions of tons of
mud did away and plunged to the bottom of the trench. An incredible pressure wave of energy was
generated that rushed toward the surface, forming amountainous wall of water below the surface.

Theindestructible tsunami was born.

Only ameter in height on the open surface of the seg, it quickly accelerated to a speed of 500
kilometers an hour and rolled westward. Irresistible, terrifying in its destructive power-- thereis no more
destructive force on earth. And only twenty kilometers away, the sinking Soseki 1dand stood directly in

its path.



The stage was st for disagter.

The desth of the Dragon Center was imminent.

Tsuboi, Y oshishu, and their people were till in the defense control room tracking the southerly course
of the crippled C-5 Galaxy.

"Two missle drikes, and it'sill flying,” Y oshishu said in wonder.

"It may crash yet--" Tsuboi suddenly broke off as he sensed rather than heard the distant rumble as
Mother's Breath exploded. "Do you hear that?' he asked.

"Yes, very fantly, like the faraway sound of thunder," said Koyama without turning from the radar
display. "Probably from alightning storm echoing down the ventilators.

"Youfed it too?"
"l fed adight vibration," replied Y oshishu.

Kurgjimashrugged indifferently. The Japanese are no strangers to earth movement. Every year more
than athousand seismic quakes are recorded on the main idands, and aweek never passes when Japan's
citizens do not notice the ground tremble. " An earth tremor. We St near asaismic fault. We get them al
the time. Nothing to worry about. Theidand is solid rock, and the Dragon Center was engineered to be
earthquake resstant.”

The loose objectsin the room rattled faintly as the bomb's dying energy passed through the center.
Then the shock wave from the shift in the suboceanic fault dammed into the idand like a gigantic battering
ram. The entire Dragon Center seemed to shake and sway in al directions. Everyone'sface registered
surprise, then the surprise gave way to anxiety, then the anxiety to fear.

"Thisisabad one,” Tsuboi sad nervoudy.

"Weve never felt one thisintense,” Kurojima uttered in shock as he pushed his back and outstretched
amsagainst awall for support.

Y oshishu was standing quite still asif angered by what was happening. ™Y ou must get me out of here,"
he demanded.

"We are safer here than in the tunnd,” Koyama shouted above the growing tumult.

Those who were not holding on to something were thrown to the floor as the shock wave tore benegth
the lavarock, undulating the deep sediment below. The control center was jolted more savagely now as
theidand shifted back and forth during its descent into the mud. Equipment that wasn't bolted down
began to topple over.

Tsuboi pushed himsdlf into acorner and stared numbly at Kurgjima. "It fedslike werefdling.”



"Theidand must be sttling,” Kurgjimacried in fright.

What the horrified men in the Dragon Center did not know, could not have known, was that the titanic
bulk of the tsunami was only two minutes behind the shock waves.

With Fitt on manua drive, Big Ben dugged tortuoudy through the mud, diding ever closer toward the
floor of the trench. The tractor belts constantly lost their hold, sending the DSMV sideways down the
grade until their leading edges piled up the silt, dug in, and regained their grip.

it felt like ablind man driving the tractor in ablind world, with only afew dialsand gaugesand a
screen with little colored words to guide him. He weighed his chances, sizing up the outsde Situation asit
was revealed by the sonar-laser scanner, and came to the conclusion that so long as he was still mired in
sediment his only escape was by amiracle. According to the calculations by the geophysicists, he had not
traveled nearly far enough to escape the predicted reaches of the landdide.

Everything depended on finding firm ground or rock structure that was stable and would resist tearing
away from thewall of the trench. Even then, histoughest hurdle was the trench itsdlf. He was on the
wrong side. To reach the safety of the Japanese shore, he would have to drive the great vehicle down
into the bottom and up the opposite dope.

Hedid not see, his scanner could not tell him, that there was no hard ground or shallow dopesfor the
DSMV to claw itsway up to flat terrain. If anything, the greet fracturein the seabed deepened and
curved southeast, offering no chance of escape for over eight hundred kilometers. And too late, his
scanner reved ed the mighty seismic landdide flaring out across the eastern bank of the trench, much as
sand spreads when faling through an hourglass, and closing on him at an incredible rate of speed.

Big Ben was dtill battling through the soft ooze when the avalanche caught up to it. Fitt felt the ground
dipping away under the vehicle and knew held logt the race. The sound of it camelike the roar of a
cataract in atiled room. He saw desth's finger reaching out to touch him. He just had time to tense his
body before agreat wall of mud engulfed the DSMV and swept it end over end into the black void far
below, concedling it under aburial shroud of featureless coze.

The sealooked asif it had goneinsane as the mighty bulk of the tsunami towered into the night,
forming araging frenzy of destruction. It sped out of the darkness, risng ever higher asit camein contact
with theidand's shods, the sheer magnitude of its power beyond human belief.

Asitsfront dowed from friction a meeting the rising bottom, the water in itsrear piled up, lifting with
fantastic goeed to the height of an eight-story building. Blacker than the night itself, its crest burdting like
fireworks with the fire of phosphorescence, itsroar dashing across the sealike a sonic boom, the
mammoth nightmare reared up like amountain summit and flung itself againgt the defensdessidand's
aready sunken palisades.

The stupendous wall of death and devastation crushed and swept away every tree, every stick of



organic growth, and the resort buildings above the idand like toothpicks in atornado. Nothing made by
man or nature res sted the catastrophic force longer than an eye blink intime. Trillions of liters of water
obliterated everything in their path. The idand was pushed under even further asif by agiant hand.

Much of the tsunami's astronomica power was sapped from the ondaught againgt the land mass. A
counter surge was created in akind of backlash that sent the mgjor force of the wave back into the
vastness of the ocean. What energy was left of the westward thrust passed on and struck Japan's main
idand of Honshu, the wave having dropped to a one-meter coastal surge that caused some damage to
severd fishing ports but no degths.

Initswake the tsunami born of Mother's Breath left Soseki Idand and its Dragon Center drowned
under aturbulent sea, never to rise above the surface again.

From deep under the idand the aftershocks went on. They sounded like the rumblings of heavy
gunfire. At the sametime, countless tons of black water gushed through the air vents and elevator shaft,
pressured by the enormous weight from above. Rivers spurted from fractures opened in the concrete
roof and by widening fissuresin the overhead lavarock from the stress forces brought on by the sinking
idand.

The entire Dragon Center was suddenly filled with the noise of water cascading from above. And
behind that noise was the heavier, deeper thunder of water exploding into the rooms and corridors of the
upper leves. Impelled by fantastic pressure, the flood plunged into the heart of the complex, shoving a
great blast of air ahead of it.

All was confuson and panic now. The full redlization by the hundreds of workersthat they dl faced
certain death came with sickening suddenness. Nothing could save them, there was no placeto runto
escape the inundation. The tunnel had been split apart as the idand shifted downward, sending the sea
pouring through the tube toward Edo City at the other end.

Tsuboi's earsrang from the air pressure. A great roaring sound came from outside and he recognized it
asawall of water ramming itsway toward the defense control room. He had no timeto react. In that
ingtant, a sudden torrent of water burst into the room. There was no time to run, to even shout. In hisfina
moments he saw his mentor, the evil old archcrimind 'Y oshishu, shot away from the column he was
clinging to like afly from the spurt of agarden hose. With afaint cry he disappeared in arush of water.

Rage dominated dl of Tsuboi's other emotions. He felt no fear of pain or death, only arage directed
againg the dementsfor denying him the leadership of the new empire. With Sumaand Y oshishu gone, it
would have dl belonged to him. But it was only the fleeting halucination of adying man.

Tsuboi felt himsdlf being sucked out and swept into the flow of water rushing through the corridor. His
ears stabbed with agony from the pressure. His lungs were squeezed to the bursting point. And then he
wasthrust against awall, hisbody crushed.

Only eight minutes had e apsed since Mother's Bresth had exploded, no more. The destruction of the
Dragon Center was terrifyingly complete. The Kaiten Project no longer existed, and theidand the
ancients knew as Ajimawas now only amound beneath the sea.
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For the President and the vastly relieved advisers on his National Security Council, the news of the
total elimination of the Dragon Center was greeted with tired smiles and aquiet round of applause. They
were dl too exhausted for any display of unrestirained celebration. Martin Brogan, the CIA chief,
compared it to waiting al night a the hospita for hiswifesfirst baby.

The President came down to the Situation Room to persondly congratul ate Ray Jordan and Don
Kern. Hewasin ajubilant mood, and fairly beamed like an airport beacon.

"Y our people did one hel of ajob," said the President, pumping Jordan's hand. "The nationisin your
debt."

"The MAIT team deservesthe honors,” said Kern. "They truly pulled off theimpossble.”

"But not without sacrifice,” Jordan murmured softly. "Jm Hanamura, Marv Showalter, and Dirk Fitt--
it was a codtly operation.”

"No word on Pitt?" asked the President.

Kern shook his head. "There seemsto be little doubt that he and his Degp Sea Mining Vehicle were
swept away by the seismic landdide and buried.”

"Any 9gn of him from the Pyramider?'

"During the satellite's first pass after the explosion and upheava, there was so much turbulence the
cameras couldn't detect any image of the vehicle.”

"Maybe you can spot him on the next pass,” the President said hopefully. "'If thereis even the dightest
chance he may 4till bedive, | want afull-scale rescue mission mounted to save him. We owe Pitt our
butts, and I'm not about to walk away from him."

"Well seetoit," Jordan promised. But aready his mind was turning to other projects.

"What news of Admira Sandecker?'

"Hissurvelllance aircraft was struck by missileslaunched from the Dragon Center. The pilot managed



to make asafe whedls-up landing at Naha Air Field on Okinawa. From initid reports, the plane was shot
up pretty badly and logt al communications.”

"Ceaudties?'

"None," answered Kern. "It was awonder they survived with little more to show than afew cuts and
bruises”

The President nodded thoughtfully. "At least we know now why they broke off contact.”

Secretary of State Douglas Oates stepped forward. "More good news, Mr. President,” he said,
smiling. "The combined Soviet and European search teams have uncovered dmost al of the bomb cars
hidden in ther territories”

"We have MAIT team to thank for stedling the locations,”" explained Kern.

"Unfortunadly, it didn't help much on our end," said Jordan.

Kern nodded. "The United States was the main thresat to the Kaiten Project, not the European aliance
or the Eagtern Bloc countries.”

The President looked at Jordan. "Have any more been found within our borders?’

"Six." The Centra Intelligence Director grinned dightly. "Now that we have some bresthing space, we
should track down the rest without further risk to nationa security.”

"Tsuboi and Y oshishu?'

"Believed drowned."

The President looked pleased, and he felt it. He turned and faced everyone in the room. " Gentlemen,”
he announced, "on behdf of agrateful American people, who will never know how narrowly you saved
them from disagter, | thank you."

The crisswas over, but aready another had erupted. Later that afternoon, fighting broke out aong the
border of Iran and Turkey, and thefirst reports came in of a Cuban military Mig-25 shooting down a
United States commercid arrliner filled with tourigts returning from Jamaica

The search for one man quickly became logt in the shuffle. The imaging technology on board the
Pyramider satellite was shifted toward world events of more importance. Nearly four weeks would pass
before the satdllite's eyes were turned back to the sea off Japan.

But no trace of Big Ben wasfound.
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It was announced today that Dirk Pitt, Special Projects Director for the National Underwater and
Marine Agency, ismissing and presumed dead after an accident in the sea off Japan.

Acclaimed for hisexploits on land and under the sea that include his discoveries of the pre-Columbian
Byzantine shipwreck Sergpis off Greenland, the incredible cache from the Library of Alexandria, and the
LaDoradatreasurein Cuba, among others, Fitt aso directed the raising of the Titanic.

The son of Senator George Pitt of Californiaand hiswife, Susan, Pitt was born and raised in Newport
Beach, Cdifornia. He attended the Air Force Academy, where he played quarterback on the Falcon
footbal team, and graduated twelfth in his class. Becoming a pilot, Fitt remained in active service for ten
years, risng to the rank of mgjor. He then became permanently attached to NUMA &t the request of
Admira James Sandecker.

The admird said briefly yesterday that Dirk Pitt was an extremely resourceful and audacious man.
During the course of his career, he had saved many lives, including those of Sandecker himself and the
President during an incident in the Gulf of Mexico. Pitt never lacked for ingenuity or creativity. No
project wastoo difficult for him to accomplish.

He was not aman you can forget.



Sandecker sat on the running board of the Stutz in Aitt's hangar and stared sadly at the obituary inthe
newspaper. "He did so much, it seems an injustice to condense hislife to so few words."

Giordino, hisface expressionless, waked around the M esserschmitt Me-262A-la L uftwaffe jet fighter.
Trueto hisword, Gert Hader had looked the other way when Pitt and Giordino had smuggled the
aircraft out of the bunker, hauled it on atruck under canvas, and arranged for it to be hoisted on board a
Danish cargo ship bound for the States. Only two days earlier the ship had arrived in Baltimore, where
Giordino had waited to transport the aircraft to Fitt's hangar in Washington. Now it sat onitstricycle
landing gear amid the other classic machinery of Fitt's collection.

"Dirk should have been hereto seethis,” Giordino said heavily. He ran his hand across the nose of the
mottled green fusdage with itslight gray underbelly and stared at the muzzles of the four thirty-millimeter
cannon that poked from the forward cowl. "He'd have loved to get hishandsoniit.”

It was amoment neither of them had foreseen, could never imagine. Sandecker felt asthough he'd lost
ason, Giordino abrother.

Giordino stopped and stared up at the apartment above the classic autos and aircraft. "l should have
beeninthe DSMV with him."

Sandecker looked up. "Then you would be missing and maybe dead too."
"I'll dwaysregret not being with him," Giordino said vaguely.
"Dirk died in the sea. It'sthe way held have wanted it."

"He might be standing here now if one of Big Ben's manipulators had been fitted with a scoop instead
of cutting tools," Giordino perssted.

Sandecker gave aweary shake of his head. "Allowing your imagination to run riot won't bring him
back."

Giordino'seyeslifted to Ritt'sliving quarters. "'l keep thinking dl | haveto doisyell for him, and hell
come down."

"The same thought has crossed my mind," Sandecker admitted.
Suddenly the door of the apartment opened, and they momentarily stiffened, then relaxed as Toshie
emerged carrying atray with cups and ategpot. With incredible supple grace, she ddlicately wound

down theiron circular stairway and glided toward Sandecker and Giordino.

Sandecker wrinkled his browsin puzzlement. "A mystery to me how you sweset-taked Jordan into
having her committed into your custody.”

"No mystery." Giordino grinned. "A trade-off. He made her a present to mein return for kegping my
mouth shut about the Kaiten Project.”

"Y ou'relucky he didn't encase your feet in cement and throw you in the Potomeac.”

"l was bluffing."



"Ray Jordan is no dummy,” Sandecker said dryly. "He knew that."

"Okay, so shewas agift for services rendered.”

Taoshie st the tray on the running board of the Stutz next to the admird. "Tea, gentlemen?”
"Y es, thank you," Sandecker said, rising to hisfedt.

Toshie smoothly settled to her knees and performed abrief tea ceremony before passing the steaming
cups. Then sherose and admiringly stared at the Messerschmitt.

"What abeautiful airplane,” she murmured, overlooking the grime, the flattened tires, and the faded
paint.

"I'm going to restoreit to itsorigind state," said Giordino quietly, mentaly picturing the dingy aircraft as
it looked when new. "Asafavor to Dirk."

"You tak like he's going to be resurrected,” Sandecker said tightly.
"He'snot dead,” Giordino muttered flatly. Tough though he was, his eyes grew moist.
"May | help?' asked Toshie.

Giordino self-conscioudy wiped his eyes and looked at her curioudly. "I'm sorry, pretty lady, help me
what?'

"Repair thearplane.”
Giordino and Sandecker exchanged blank glances. "'Y ou're amechanic?' asked Giordino.

"I helped my father build and maintain hisfishing boat. He was very proud when | mended hisailing
engine.

Giordino'sfacelit up. "A match made in heaven." He paused and stared at the drab dress Toshie was
given when she was rel eased from Jordan's custody. "Before you and | start to tear this baby apart, I'm
going to take you to the best boutiques in Washington and buy you anew wardrobe.”

Toshieseyeswidened. ™Y ou have much, much money like Mr. Suma?’

"No," Giordino moaned sorrowfully, "only lots of credit cards.”

Loren smiled and waved over the lunch crowd as the maitre d' of Washington's chic restaurant
Twenty-One Federa led Stacy through the blond wood and marble dining room to her table. Stacy had
her hair tied back in alarge scarf and was moreinformally dressed in an oatmeal cashmere turtleneck
swesater under agray wool shawl with matching pants.

Loren wore aplaid wool checked jacket over akhaki blouse with ataupe wool faille skirt. Unlike



maost women, who would have remained seated, she rose and offered her hand to Stacy. "I'm glad you
could come."

Stacy smiled warmly and took Loren's hand. "1've always wanted to eat here. I'm grateful for the
opportunity.”

"Will you join meinadrink?'

"That cold wind outsde stings. | think I'd like amanhattan straight up to take the chill off.”
"I'm afraid | couldn't wait. | aready went through amartini.”

"Then you'd better have another to fight the cold when weleave." Stacy laughed pleasantly.
Their waiter took the order and went off toward the elegant bar.

Loren replaced her ngpkinin her lap. "'l didn't have a proper chance to thank you on Wake Idand, we
were al so rushed about.”

"Dirk istheonewedl owe."

Loren turned away. She thought she had cried hersdlf out after hearing the news of Fitt's degath, but she
gill ft the tears behind her eyes.

Stacy's smile faded, and she looked at L oren with sympathy. "I'm very sorry about Dirk. | know you
two werevery close."

"We had our ups and downs over the years, but we never strayed very far from each other.”
"Was marriage ever considered?’ asked Stacy.

Loren gave abrief shake of her head. "The subject never came up. Dirk wasn't the kind of man who
could be possessed. His mistress was the sea, and | had my career in Congress.”

"Y ou were lucky. His smile was devadtating, and those green eyes-- God, they'd make any woman
mdt."

Suddenly Loren was nervous. "Y ou'll haveto forgive me. | don't know what's come over me, but |
haveto know." She hesitated asif afraid to continue and fidgeted with a spoon.

Stacy met Loren'seyesevenly. "The answer isno,” shelied. "l cameto his place late one night, but it
was on orders from Ray Jordan to give Dirk ingtructions. Nothing happened. | |eft twenty minutes later.
From that moment until we parted on Wake Idand it was gtrictly business.”

"I know thismust sound silly. Dirk and | often went our own wayswhen it came to seeing other men
and women, but | wanted to be sure | wasthe only one near the end.”

"Y ou were more deeply inlove with him than you thought, weren't you?"

Lorengavealittlenod. "Yes, | redized it too late."



"Therewill be others" Stacy said in an attempt to be cheerful.

"But noneto take hisplace.”

The waliter returned with their drinks. Stacy held up her glass. "To Dirk PFitt, adamned good man.”
They touched glasses.

"A damned good man,” Loren repested, asthetearsfell. "Yes. . . hewasthat.”

<<75>>

In the dining room of a safe house somewhere in the Maryland countryside, Jordan sat at atable
having lunch with Hideki Suma. "Isthere anything | can do to make your stay more comfortable?" asked
Jordan.

Suma paused, savoring the délicate flavor of anoodle soup with duck and scallions accented by radish
and gold caviar. He spoke without looking up. "Thereisone favor.”

"YS?I

Suma nodded at the security agent standing guard by the door and at his partner who served the medl.
"Your friendswill not dlow meto meet the chef. Heisvery good. | wish to offer him my compliments.”

" She apprenticed at one of New Y ork's finest Japanese restaurants. Her nameis Natalie, and she now
works with the government on specid assgnments. And no, I'm sorry but you cannot be introduced.”

Jordan examined Sumas face. Therewas no hodtility init, no frustration at being isolated in heavily
guarded confinement-- nothing but a supreme complacency. For aman who had been subtly drugged
and then forced to endure long hours of interrogation over four weeks, he showed amost no sign of it.
The eyeswere dtill as hard as onyx under the shock of graying hair. But that was asit should have been.
Through post-hypnotic suggestion from Jordan's expert interrogators, Sumadid not recall, nor did he
redlize he had provided ateam of curious engineers and scientists awedlth of technica data. Hismind
was probed and scrutinized as negtly as by professiona thieves, who after searching ahouse lft
everything asthey found it.

It hed to be, Jordan mused, one of the few times American intelligence actually obtained foreign



industrial secretsthat could prove profitable.
"A sadness” Sumashrugged. "1 would have liked to hire her when | leave.”
"That won't be possible," Jordan said frankly.

Suma finished the soup and pushed the bowl aside. Y ou cannot continue holding me like acommon
crimind. | am not some peasant you arrested out of the guitter. | think you would be wise to release me
without further delay.”

No hard demand, merely aveiled threat from aman who was not informed that hisincredible power
had vanished with his announced death throughout Japan. Ceremonies had been performed, and dready
his pirit was enshrined at Y asukuni. Sumahad no ideathat asfar asthe outsde world was concerned,
he no longer existed. Nor was hetold of the desths of Tsuboi and Y ashishu, and the destruction of the
Dragon Center. For al he knew, the Kaiten Project's bomb cars were till safely hidden.

"After what you attempted,” said Jordan coldly, "you're lucky you're not up before an internationa
tribuna for crimes againg humanity.”

"l have adivineright to protect Japan." The quiet, authoritative voice cameto Jordan asif it was
coming from apulpit.

I rritation flushed Jordan's temples. "Besides being the most insular society on earth, Japan's problem
with the rest of theworld isthat your businessleaders have no ethics, no principles of fair play inthe
Western sense. Y ou and your fellow corporate executive officers believe in doing unto other nations as
you would not alow othersto do unto you."

Suma picked up ateacup and drained it. " Japan is a highly honorable society. Our loyatiesrun very
deep.”

"Sure, to yourselves, at the expense of outsiders, such asforeign nationas.”

"We see no difference between an economic war and amilitary war,” Sumareplied pleasantly. "We
look upon theindustria nations merely as competitors on avast battlefield where there are no rules of
conduct, no trade tresties that can be trusted.”

The lunacy, combined with the cold redity of the Situation, suddenly seemed ridiculousto Jordan. He
saw it was usdless trying to make adent in Suma. Perhaps the madman was right. America ultimately
would become divided into separate nations governed by race. He brushed the uncomfortable thought
from hismind and rose from the table.

"I must go," he announced curtly.

Sumagtared a him. "When can | return to Edo City?"

Jordan regarded him thoughtfully for amoment. "Tomorrow.”

"l would like that," said Suma. "Please see that one of my private planeswill bewaiting a Dulles
FHdd."

The guy had gdl, Jordan thought. "I'll make arrangements through your embassy.”



"Good day, Mr. Jordan."

"Good day, Mr. Suma. | trust you will forgive mefor any inconvenience you've suffered.”

Sumas lips compressed in athin menacing line and he squinted at Jordan through half-closed eyes.
"No, Mr. Jordan, | do not forgive you. Please rest assured you will pay a tiff pricefor my captivity.”
Then Suma seemingly dismissed Jordan and poured another cup of tea

Kern was waiting as Jordan stepped past the armored doors separating the entry hal from the living
room. "Have anice lunch?

"The food was good but the company was lousy. And you?"

" listened in while egting in the kitchen. Natalie made me ahamburger.”

"Lucky you."

"What about our friend?"

"I told him he would be released tomorrow."

"I heard. Will he remember to pack?’

Jordan amiled. "The thought will be erased during tonight's interrogation sesson.”
Kern nodded dowly. "How long do you think we can keep him going?”

"Until we know everything he knows, unlock every secret, every memory in hisgray matter.”
"That could take a year or two." So.

"And after we've sucked him dry?!

"What do you mean?"

"We can't keep him hidden from the world forever. And we'd be cutting our own throats if we set him
free and alowed him to return to Japan.”

Jordan stared at Kern without aflicker of changein hisexpresson. "When Sumahas no moreleft to
give, Nadiewill dip alittle something extrainto his noodle soup.”

"I'm sorry, Mr. President, but in your Western idiom, my hands aretied.”

The President looked across the cabinet room conference table at the smiling little man with the
short-trimmed white hair and defiant brown eyes. He seemed more amilitary commander of atough
infantry battalion than the political |eader of Japan.



Prime Minister Junshiro, who had come to Washington on an officid gate visit, sat flanked by two of
his ministers and five saff aides. The President sat opposite with only hisinterpreter by hisside.

"I'm sorry too, Prime Minister, but if you think you're Smply going to sweep the tragedies of the past
weeks under the rug, you've got another think coming.”

"My government was not respongible for the aleged actions of Hideki Suma, Ichiro Tsuboi, and
Korori Y oshishu. If, as you accuse, they were indeed behind the nuclear bombs that exploded in your
State of Wyoming and on the high sea, they acted for their own endsin secret.”

This meeting between the heads of state was not going to be pleasant. Junshiro and his cabinet had
sonewadled any investigation and had indignantly reacted asif the Western intelligence services had
fabricated the entire tragedy.

The President's hard stare sweypt the other side of the table. The Japanese could never negotiate
without acommittee. "If you would be so kind asto ask your ministers and staff, with the exception of

your interpreter, to leave the room, | would be grateful. Considering the delicate nature of our talk, |
believeit will prove more beneficid if wehold it in private.”

Junshiro's face darkened asthe request was trandated. He clearly did not like what he heard. The
President was smiling, but there was no humor in hiseyes. "I must ask you to reconsider. I'm certain we
can accomplish more with my advisers present.”

"Asyou can see," the President replied, gesturing around the kidney-shaped mahogany table, "I have
no advisers.”

The Prime Minister was confused, as the President expected. He conversed in rapid-fire Japanese
with the men who huddled around him voicing their objections.

The President'sinterpreter smiled ever so dightly. "They don't likeit," he murmured. "It's not their way
of doing business. They think you're being unreasonable and very undiplomatic.”

"How about barbaric?'
"Only intheir tone, Mr. President, only in their tone."
At last Junshiro turned back to the President. "I must protest this unusua protocol, Mr. President.”

When he heard the trand ation, the President replied, hisvoice cold, "I'm through playing games, Prime
Minister. Either your peopleleaveor | do."

After amoment of thought, Junshiro made adeep nod of hishead. "Asyou wish." Then he motioned
his advisersto the door.

After the door closed, the President looked at hisinterpreter and said, "Trandate exactly as | spesk,
no niceties, no syrup over the harsh words.”

"Understood, sr."

The President fixed ahard stare on Junshiro. "Now then, Prime Minister, the facts are that you and



members of your cabinet were fully aware and informaly approved of Suma Industries manufacture of a
nuclear arsena. A project funded in part by an underworld organization known as the Gold Dragons.
Thisprogram in turn led to the Kaiten Project, a hideous international blackmail plan, conceived in
secrecy and now veiled by liesand phony denids. Y ou knew of it from the beginning, and yet you
condoned it by your silence and nonintervention.”

Once he heard the trand ation, Junshiro pounded the table with angered indignation. "Thisis not true,
none of it. Thereis absolutely no foundation for these absurd charges.”

"Information from avariety of intelligence sources leaveslittle doubt of your involvement. Y ou secretly
applauded while known underworld criminaswere building what they caled the 'new empire.’ An
empire based on economic and nuclear blackmail.”

Junshiro's face paled, but he said nothing. He saw the handwriting on the wall, and it spelled out
politica disaster and gresat loss of face.

The President kept his eyeslocked on him. "What we don't need hereisalot of self-righteous crap.
There will dways be abasic conflict between American and Japanese interests, but we can't exist without
each other.”

Junshiro recognized that the President had thrown him arope, and he snatched at it. "What do you
propose?’

"To save your nation and your people the shock and shame of scanda, you resign. The trust between
your government and mineis shattered. The damageisirreparable. Only anew prime minister and a
cabinet of honest, decent people with no connections to your underworld will bring about arenewed
dtate of mutual cooperation between our two countries. Hopefully, we can then work in close partnership
to resolve our cultura and economic differences.”

"Theevent will remain secret?'
"l promise al dataon the Dragon Center and the Kaiten Project will remain classified from thisend.”
"Andif | do not resgn?’

The President leaned back and spread his hands. "Then I'd have to predict that Japanese businessmen
should prepare for arecession.”

Junshiro cameto hisfeet. "Am | to understand, Mr. President, that you are threatening to close the
United States market to al Japanese goods?”'

"I don't haveto," the President answered. Hisface took on acurious change. The blue eyeslost their
glint of anger and assumed a pensive look. "Because if word leaks out that a Japanese nuclear bomb was
smuggled into the United States and exploded where the deer and the antelope roam. . ." He paused for
effect. "I doubt serioudy the American consumer will look kindly on buying your products ever again.”
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Marcus Idand
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Far off the beaten tourist track, 1,125 kilometers southeast of Japan, Marcus Idand liesin pristine
isolation. A cord atoll tucked away without idand neighbors, its shores are formed in an dmost perfect
triangle, each measuring gpproximately one and ahdf kilometersin length.

Except for brief notoriety while being bombed by American nava forces during World Wer 11, few
people had ever heard of Marcus Idand until a Japanese developer just happened to sstumble upon its
desolate beaches. He visudized its potentia as a select destination for winter-weary Japanese and
promptly congtructed aluxury resort.

Designed in acontemporary Polynesian style, the villagelike atmosphere included a championship golf
course, acasino, three restaurants with cocktail lounges and dance floors, atheater, avast |otus-shaped
swimming pool, and six tennis courts. The sprawling complex, aong with the golf course and the airfidd,
covered the entireidand.

When the resort was completed and fully staffed, the developer flew in an army of travel writers, who
soaked up the free material comforts and returned home to report. The resort immediately proved
popular with adventurous tourists who collect exotic and faraway locations. But instead of an influx of
Japanese, the reservations flowed in from other areas of the Pacific rim, and soon the idand's satiny
milk-white sands were littered with Austrdians, New Zedanders, Tailwanese, and Koreans.

The resort idand also quickly became a playground for romance and a mecca for honeymooners, who
indulged in the many sporting activities or smply lolled around and made love in their village bungalows
scattered among the palm trees.

Brian Foster from Brishane came out of the ice-blue water inside the outer reef and walked acrossthe
beach toward his bride, Shelly, who was dozing in alounge chair. The fine sand felt hot againgt his naked
feet, and the late afternoon sun glistened on the water drops streaming from his body. As hetoweed
away the dampness, he glanced back over the water.



A Korean couple, Kim and Li Sang, who stayed in the next bungaow, were taking windsurfing
lessons from one of the resort's attentive guest hosts. Beyond them, Edward Cain from Wellington
snorkeled on the reef while hisnew bride, Moira, floated on amat in hiswake.

Fogter gave hiswife alight kiss and patted her tummy. Helay in the sand beside her, put on apair of
sunglasses, and idly watched the people in the water.

The Sangs were having adifficult time mastering the technique and coordination it took to pilot a
sallboard. They seemed to be spending an inordinate amount of time regaining the board and pulling up
the sall after losing their balance and spilling in the water.

Foster turned his attention to the Cains, admiring Moira, who had rolled over on her back without
faling off the mat. She was wearing aone-piece gold bathing suit that did very little to hide her lush
contours.

Suddenly something caught Foster's eyein the entrance of the channd that cut through the cora reef
and |ed to the open ocean. Something was happening under the water. He was sure some thing or some
Sea cregture was making a disturbance benesth the surface. He couldn't see what it was, only that it
appeared to be moving through the reef toward the lagoon.

"Theré's something out therel" he snapped to hiswife as he jumped to hisfeet. Heran to the water and
began shouting and pointing toward the channel. His shouts and wild gesturing quickly drew others, and
soon a crowd from the nearby pool and restaurants gathered on the beach.

The Sangs windsurfing ingtructor heard Foster, and his eyesfollowed the Austrdian's pointing finger.
He saw the approaching commotion in the water and swiftly herded the Sangs toward shore. Then he
legped on asailboard and flew across the lagoon to warn the Cains, who were leisurely drifting into the
path of the unknown gpparition that was seemingly intent on invading the lagoon.

Edward Cain, with hiswife floating close to him, swam blissfully unaware of any danger, viewing the
sculptured garden of cord through his dive mask, enthraled by the vivid colors and the svarming schools
of luminousfigh.

He heard a humming sound in the distance but thought it was probably one of the guests bobbing over
the water on a Jet Ski. Then, asif in apracticed precision movement, the surrounding fish abruptly darted
away and vanished. Cain felt the breath of fear on his skin. Thefirst thought that ran through hismind was
that ashark had entered the lagoon.

Cainrasad his head above the surface, searching for atdltaefin dicing the water. Thankfully, none
wasin sght. All he saw was asailboard gliding in his direction and hiswife dozing on the floating pad. He
heard the shouting from the beach, turned, and spied the crowd of resort guests and employees franticaly
motioning toward the channd!.

A rumbling vibration seemed to agitate the water, and he ducked his head back under the surface.
What in God's name was it? he wondered. Through the turquoise void, no more than fifty metersaway, a
great shapd essthing covered with green and brown dime crawled into view.

He grabbed acorner of hiswife'sfloat and began madly paddling toward arisein the cord whereiit
broke through the surface of the water. She had no idea of what he was doing and hung on, thinking he
was smply in aplayful mood and wanted to roll her into the water.



The awesome thing ignored them and rolled past the reef into the lagoon and headed directly for the
beach. Like some unspeakable monster out of adeep-sea horror movie, it dowly rose from the lagoon.
The dumfounded crowd of resort guests parted as the immense thing, water pouring down its Sides, the
sand trembling beneath its weight, pulled up between two palm trees and stopped dead.

Intotal silencethey al stood rooted and stared. They could see now that it was a huge mechanica
vehicle that traveled on wide tracks, with alarge, cigar-shaped housing on top. Two mechanical arms
roseinto the air like mutated antennae on agiant insect. Colonies of crustaceans clung to crevices of the
exterior that was coated with hardened brown ooze and dime, shrouding any view through the normally
trangparent bow.

There was asoft clunk sound as a hatch on the roof was unsealed and thrown back.
A head with ashag of black hair and abeard dowly roseinto view. The face was gaunt and thin, but
the eyesthat were sunken in dark hollows sparkled with green intensity. They gazed around the stunned

audience and picked out ayoung man who was gripping around tray in both hands.

Then the lips spread in agrest flashing smile and the voice rasped hoarsdly. "Am | right in thinking
youreawaiter?'

"Yes. ..gr."

"Good thing too. After adiet of moldy bologna sandwiches and coffee for the past month, I'm ready to
kill for acrab louis salad and atequilaon the rocks."

Four hourslater, his ssomach supremely sated, Pitt was deeping the most enjoyable and satisfying
deep he had ever known.



