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Dirk Pitt battles his deadliest, and most extraordinary, foe—with help from avery unexpected source.

Long hailed asthe grand master of adventurefiction, Clive Cusder has continued to astound with the
intricate plotting and astonishing set pieces of his novels. Now, with afew surprisng twigts, he givesus
his most audaciouswork yet.

Attheend of Valhalla Rising, Dirk Ritt discovered,to his shock, that he had two grown children he had
never known about, twenty-three-year-old fraternal twins born to awoman who he thought had died in
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the boy, himsalf named Dirk, a marine engineer. And now they are about to help their father in the
adventure of alifetime.
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underwater enclosure, trying to determineits origin, when two startling things happen: Summer discovers
an artifact, something strange and beautiful andancient; and the worst storm in years boils up out of the
sky, heading straight for them—and for aluxurious floating resort hotel squarein its path.

The peril for everybody concerned isincaculable, and Fitt, Al Giordino, and therest of the NUMA®
crew desperately rush to the rescue, but what they find in the sorm's wake makes the furies of nature
palein comparison. For thereis an dl-too-human evil a work in that part of theworld, and thetideis
only abyproduct of its plan. Soon, the work will be complete—and theworld will be avery different
place.

If Summer's discovery isto be believed, the world aswe know it isalready avery different place....
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gorytelling powers.

CLIVE CUSSLERIsthe author or coauthor of twenty-four previous books, most recently the Dirk Pitt
adventureValhalla Rising, the Kurt Austin novelsFire Ice andWhite Death, and the Juan Cabrillo novel
The Golden Buddha. Heisaso the author of the nonfictionThe Sea Hunters andTheSea Hunters
these describe the true adventures of the real NUMA, which, led by Cusder, searchesfor lost ships of
historic significance. With his crew of volunteers, Cusder has discovered more than sixty ships, including
the long-lost Confederate submarineHunley. He divides histime between Arizonaand Colorado.

Thisisawork of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's
imagination or are used fictitioudy, and any resemblance to actua persons, living or dead, business
establishments, events, or localesis entirely coincidentd.

G. P. Putnam'sSons PublishersSince 1838amember of Penguin Group (USA) Inc.

375 HudsonStreet New York, NY 10014

Copyright©2003 by Sandecker, RLLLP

All rights reserved. This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.
Published smultaneoudy in Canada

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Cusder, Clive. Trojan odyssey / Clive Cusder.p. cm.
ISBN 0-399-15080-3
1. Fitt, Dirk (Fictitious character)—Fiction. I. Title.
PS3553.U75T76 2003 2003058502
813.54—dc22
Printed in the United States of America

13579 10 8642



This book is printed on acid-free paper.

Book design by Lovedog Studio Illustrations by Carmelisa Castelli Henschen

Inloving memory of my wife, Barbara,

whowakswith theangdls

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

| am extremely grateful to Iman Wilkens and hisreveding book\WhereTroy Once Stood. He hastruly
shown the way toward amore practical solution to the mystery of Homer's Trojan War.

| would aso like to thank Mike Fetcher and Jeffrey Evan Bozanic for their expertise regarding
underwater rebreathers.

Night of Infamy



About 1190b.c.



A CITADEL ON A HILL NEAR THE SEA

It was a setup, created with amplicity and an acute ingght into human curiosty. And it fulfilled itsfunction
flawlesdy. The ugly monstrosity stood twenty feet high on four stout wooden legs propped on aflat
platform. The housing, mounted on the legs, sat triangularly with open ends. A rounded hump rose on the
front of the peaked housing, with two forward ditsfor eyes. The sides were covered with cowhides. A
platform supporting the legslay flat on the ground. It looked like nothing the people of the citadd of 1lium
had ever seen.

To somewith agood imagination, it vaguely resembled atiff-legged horse.

The Dardanians had awakened in the morning, expecting to see the Achaeans surrounding their fortress
city, and ready for battle as they had been for the past ten weeks. But, the plain below was empty. All
they could see was athick haze of smoke drifting over the ashes of what had been the enemy camp. The
Achaeans and their fleet had vanished. During the dead of night they had loaded their shipswith their
supplies, horses, arms and chariots, and sailed away, leaving only the mysterious wooden monster
behind. Dardanian scouts returned and reported that the Achaean camp was abandoned.

Overjoyed that the siege of 1lium had ended, the people threw aside the main gate of the citadel and
poured across the open plain where both armies had clashed and spilled their blood in ahundred battles.
At first they were mydtified. Severa of them suspected some kind of trick and argued in favor of burning
it. But they soon discovered it was Smply a harmless housing on four legs crudely constructed of wood.
A man climbed one of the wooden legs, entered the structure and found it empty.

"If thisisthe best the Achaeans can do for ahorse," heydled, "small wonder we won."

The crowd laughed and chanted with glee when King Priam of Ilium arrived in achariot. He stepped to
the ground, and acknowledged the cheers of the onlookers. Then he walked around the odd-looking
edifice, trying to make sense of it.

Satisfied it presented nothresat, he declared it a spoil of war and decreed that it be dragged oniitsrollers
acrossthe plain to the gate of the city, where it would stand as amonument to the glorious victory over
the raiding Achaeans.

The happy event was interrupted as two soldiers escorted an Achaean prisoner through the crowd who
had been |eft behind by his comrades. His name was Sinon, and he was known to be the cousin of the
mighty Odysseus, king of Ithaca, and one of the leaders of the greet raiding party that had besieged Ilium.
At the sght of King Priam, Sinon prostrated himsdlf at the ederly king's feet and pleaded for hislife.

"Why wereyou left behind?' the king demanded.

"My cousin listened to those who were my enemies and cast me out of the camp. If | had not escaped
into agrove of treeswhen they were launching the ships, | would have surely been dragged behind until |
drowned or was eaten by the fish."

Priam studied Sinon intently. "What is the story behind this aberration? What purpose doesit serve?’

"Because they could not take your fortress and because our mighty hero Achilleswaskilled in bettle,



they believed they had fallen from the favor of the gods. The edifice was built as an offering for asafe
journey home across the sees.”

"Why s0 large?"

"So you could not take it inside the city asaprize, whereit would be areminder of the grestest Achaean
falureof our time."

"Yes, | can understand their vision.” Wise old Priam smiled. "What they failed to predict wasthat it can
sarve the same purpose outside the city."

A hundred men cut and trimmed logsfor rollers. Then another hundred gatheredropes, formed two lines
and began dragging their prize across the plain between the city and the sea. For most of the day, they
sweated and hauled, more men taking their place on the ropes as they pulled the ungainly monstrosity up
the dope leading to the citadel. Late in the afternoon, the effort ended and the great effigy stood before
the city's main gate. The popul ace emerged en masse and for thefirst timein over two months passed

freely outside without fear of their enemy. The crowd stood and stared in awe at what was now called
the Dardanian horse.

Excited and jubilant that at last the seeming endless series of battles was over, the women and girls of the
city went outside the walls and picked flowersfor garlands to decorate the grotesque wooden cregture.

"Peace and victory areourd" they cried joyoudly.

But Priam's daughter, Cassandra, who was thought to be mentally unbalanced because of her dire
predictions and foresight into future events, cried, "Don't you see? It'satrick!"

The bearded priest, Laocodn, agreed. "Y ou are beguiled by rapture. Y ou are foolsto trust Achaeans
offering gifts”

Laocoon reded back and with amighty heave threw his spear into the belly of the horse. The spear
pierced the wood up to its shaft and quivered. The crowd laughed at the crazy display of skepticism.

"Cassandraand Laocoon are mad! The mongter is harmless. Nothing more than boards and logs tied
together."

"ldiotd" Cassandra. "Only afool would believe Sinon the Achaean.”

A warrior stared her in the eyes. "He says because it now belongsto Ilium, our city will never fal.”
"Héslying."

"Can you not accept a blessing from the gods?’

"Not if it came from the Achaeans," said Laocodn, pushing hisway through the milling throng and
griding angrily to the city.

There was no reasoning with the happy mob. Their enemy was gone. To them, the war was over. Now
wasthetimefor celebration.

The two skeptics were ignored in the euphoriathat swept the crowd. Before an hour passed, their



curiosity waned and the people launched a great feast to celebrate their triumph over their Achaean foe.
Music from flutes and pipes soared within the citadel walls. Song and dance swept every street. Wine
flowed through the houses like streams down amountain. Laughter rang asthey lifted and drained their
goblets.

In the temples, the priests and priestesses burned incense, chanted and made offerings to the gods and
goddessesin thanksgiving for ending the terrible conflict that had sent so many of their warriorsto the
underworld.

The joyous people toasted their king and the heroes of their army, the veterans, the wounded and the
revered dead who had fought the brave fight. "Hector, O Hector, our great champion. If only you had
lived to enjoy our glory."

"For nothing the Achaeans, the fools, attacked our magnificent city,” shouted one woman as she whirled
and danced wildly.

"Like chastened children they havefled," cried another.

So they babbled as the wine coursed through their blood, the roydty in their paace, therich in ther large
houses built on terraces and the poor in their smple hoves huddled against the interior city wallsfor
protection against wind and rain. They feasted throughout 1lium, drinking and eating the rest of their
precious food supplies hoarded during the siege and making merry asif time had siopped. By midnight
the drunken orgy subsided and old King Priam's subjects fell into a deep deep, their befogged minds at
pescefor the first time since the hated Achaeans had laid Sege to their city.

Many wanted to |eave the great gate open asasymbol of victory, but saner minds prevailed and the gate
was closed and bolted.

They haderupted out of the north and east, ten weeks before, sailing across the green sea in hundreds of
ships before landing in the bay surrounded by the greet [lium plain. Seeing much of the lowlandsfilled
with swamps, the Achaeans set up their camp on aheadland protruding into the seaand off-loaded their
fleet of ships.

Because their keels were tarred, the hulls were black bel ow the waterline but above sported a myriad of
colors preferred by the various kings of the flegt. They were propelled by rowers with long oarsand
Steered with large oars mounted astern. With bow and stern virtualy identical in symmetry they could be
rowed in either direction. Unableto sal into thewind, alarge square sail wasraised only when the breeze
blew from astern. Platforms rose fore and aft while carved birds, mostly hawks and falcons, sat above
the bow stem. The number of crewmen varied from one hundred and twenty warriorsin the troop ships
to twenty in the supply transports. Most were manned by a crew of fifty-two, including the commander
andapilot.

Leaders of smal kingdomsformed aloose dliance to pillage and raid coastal towns up and down the
coast, much like the Vikings two thousand years later. They came from Argos, Pylos, Arcadia, Ithaca
and adozen other regions. Though considered large men for their time, few stood over five feet four
inches. They fought ferocioudy, protected by cuirasses of beaten bronze, plates covering the front of the
body and connected by leather thongs. Bronze hel metsfit flush over their head, some with horns, some



with pointed topknots, most dl of them embossed with the owner's persond crest. Armor called greaves
was worn that covered the lower legsand arms.

They were magters of the spear, their preferred weapon, and only used their short swords when their
Spears were shattered or lost. Fighters of the Bronze Age seldom used the bow and arrow, considering it
acoward's wegpon. They fought from behind huge shields made from six to eight layers of cowhide sewn
with leather thongs to awicker frame with the outer edgesin bronze. Most were round, but many werein
the shape of afigure eight.

Strangely, unlike warriors of other kingdoms or cultures, the Achaeans did not use horses as cavalry, nor
did they charge with chariots. They employed chariots mostly for transportation, carrying men and
supplies back and forth from the battlefield. The Achaeans chose to fight on foot as did the Dardanians of
[lium. But thiswas not Smply awar to conquer and take over aterritory asrulers. Thiswas not merely a
war for plunder. It was an invasion to gain ownership of ametal most as precious as gold.

Before beaching their ships at Ilium, the Achaeans had raided a dozen towns and cities up and down the
coast, taking ahoard of treasure and many daves, mostly women and children. But they could only
imagine the vast wedlth that was guarded by the thick walls of Ilium and its determined defenders.

There was gpprehension in their ranks as the warriors stared at the city standing on the end of arocky
promontory and studied its massive stone walls and sturdy towers with the king's palace rising above the
center. Now astheir objective stood before them it became obvious that unlike the others towns and
citiesthey had sacked, this onewould not fall without along and lengthy campaign.

Thisfact came home when the Dardanians sdlied forth from their fortress city and attacked the
Achaeans asthey landed, nearly driving off the vanguard of the invading fleet before the rest of the ships
arrived and unloaded their main force. The Dardanians, soon outnumbered, retreated to the safety behind
the main gate of the city after dedling the Achaeans a bloody nose.

For the next ten weeks the battle raged back and forth across the plain. The Dardanians fought
tenacioudy. Bodies piled up and were strewn from the Achaean camp to thewalls of the llium citade as
the great heroes and champions of both sides fought and died. At the end of the day, huge pyreswere
laid by each side and the fallen were cremated. Mounds were later erected over the burned-out pyres as
monuments. Thousands died and the seemingly endless battles never diminished.

Brave Hector, son of King Priam and the greatest warrior of Ilium, fell, asdid his brother Paris. Mighty
Achillesand hisfriend Patroclus were among the many Achaean dead. With their greatest hero gone, the
leaders of the Achaeans, kings Agamemnon and Menelaus, were ready to give up the sege and sail for
home. The citadd walls had proven too formidable to penetrate. Food supplies ran low and they had to
scrounge the countryside, soon purging the land of al agriculturd growth, while the Dardanians were
supplied by their alies outsde the kingdom who had joined them in the war.

Depressed with certain defeeat, they began making plansto strike their camp and disembark, when wily
Odysseus, king of Ithaca, came up with acanny plan for alast-ditch effort.

While llium partied,the Achaean fleet returned under cover of darkness. Swiftly they rowed from the
nearby idand of Tenedos where they had hidden during the daylight hours. Guided by abeacon fire



ignited by the deceitful Sinon, they beached their keels again, donned their armor and marched quietly
acrossthe plain, carrying acolossal log in dings of braided rope.

Aided by apitch-dark night with no hint of amoon, they stopped within a scant hundred yards of the
gate without being discovered. Scouts led by Odysseus crept around the huge horselike structure and
approached the gate.

In the guard tower above, Sinon dew the two dumbering guards. Never intending to open the gate by
himsdf—it took eight strong men to lift the huge wooden bar securing the thirty-foot-high doors—he
quietly called down to Odysseus.

"The guards are dead and the city is either drunk or adeep. Thereis no better time to break down the
gates.”

Odysseus quickly ordered the men who were carrying the immense log to tilt up the forward end and
placeit on asmall ramp leading into the interior of the horse. While ateam pushed from the bottom,
another group of Achaeans climbed inside and pulled it up under the peaked roof. Onceinsde, it was
lifted onto dings until it was suspended in the air. What the Dardanians never redlized wasthat the horse,
as Odysseus had concelved it, was not a horse but a battering ram.

The men ingde the ram hauled the log back asfar asit would go and hurled it forward.

The pointed bronze beak that fitted over the end of thelog struck the wooden gate with adull thud that
shuddered the gatein its hinges but did not force it open. Again and again the ram was plunged against
the foot-thick beam-supported gate. With each strike it splintered but did not give. The Achaeans were
fearful that a Dardanian might hear the pounding, look over thewall, see the army below and dert the
warriors deeping off their premature jubilation. High on the top of thewall, Sinon also kept awary eye
on any townsman who might have heard the noise, but those till awake thought it was the sound of
distant thunder.

The exertion began to ook like an exercisein futility when suddenly the gate dropped off one hinge.
Odysseus urged his crew insde the ram for one more mighty effort, placing hisarms around the log and
lending his muscle to the thrust. The warriors hurled the beak into the stubborn door with every ounce of
strength they possessed.

At firgt the door seemed unconquerable, but then the Achaeans held their breath asit sagged on its
remaining hinge for afew moments before giving arueful tearing moan and fdling backward into the
citaddl, dropping flat on the stone pavement with a great rumbling thump.

Like famished wolves, the Achaean army surged into Ilium, howling like madmen. Like an unstoppable
tide they swept through the streets. The frustration flowing in their breasts from ten weeks of unending
battle that had accomplished nothing but the deeth of their comrades, spilled over in ablood lust of
ferocity. No one was safe from their swords and spears. They stormed into houses, daying left and right,
killing the men, looting val uables and abducting the women and children before burning everything in
gght.

The beautiful Cassandraran insgde the temple, believing she would be safe in the protection of the
guards. But thewarrior Ajax felt no such misgiving. He assaulted Cassandra benegth the statue of the
temples goddess. L ater, in afit of remorse, he threw himsalf on his sword and died.

Thewarriors of 1lium were no match for their avenging enemies. Stumbling from their beds, muddled and



confused because they were drunk with wine, they put up afeeble res stlance and were daughtered
where they stood. None could withstand the vicious ondaught. Nothing could hold back the wave of
destruction. The streets ran crimson with torrents of blood. The beleaguered Dardanians fought and fell,
dying wretchedly, gasping their final breaths as death shrouded them. Few died before seeing their homes
blazing and their families being led off by their conquerors, hearing the screams of their women, the cries
of their children dong with the howls of athousand city dogs.

King Priam, his attendants and guards were murdered mercilesdy.

Hiswife, Hecuba, was carried off into alife of davery. The paace waslooted of itstreasures, the gold
gripped from columns and ceilings, the beautiful wall hangings and gilded furniture were all seized before
flames gutted the once-magnificent interior.

No Achaean held a spear or sword that was not stained with blood. It was asif a pack of wolvesran
amok among aherd of sheep in apen. Old men and old women failed to escape the daughter. They
weredain asif they were rabbits, too frightened to move or too infirm to flee.

One by one the Dardanian hero warriors of the war fel dain until there was none left to wield a spear
againgt the blood-crazed Achaeans. In the burning homes of the city their bodies lay where they had gone
down fighting to protect their possessions and loved ones.

Allies of the Dardanians—the Thracians, Lycians, Ciconians and Mysians—fought bravely, but were
quickly overwhemed. The Amazons, proud fema e warriors who fought with llium'sarmy, gave aswell
asthey took, killing many of the hated invader before they too were overpowered and annihilated.

Every home and hove in the city was now ablaze with fire that gilded the sky as the Achaeans went
about their orgy of sdf-indulgence, plundering and killing. The horrible spectacle never seemed to end.

Findly the Achaeans, weary from the night's bloody debauchery, began departing the burning city,
carrying their loot and prodding their endaved human spoilstoward their ships. The captive women, sick
with grief for lost husbands and wailing pitifully asthey wereled away, shepherded their terrified children
toward the fleet, knowing they were facing a dreaded future of davery in foreign Achaean lands. It was
the way of the brutal age in which they lived and though it was abhorred they would eventualy cometo
accept their fate. Some were | ater taken aswives by ther captors, bearing their children and living long
and fruitful lives. Some died early, mistreated and abused. No record exists telling what happened to their
children.

Behind the retreating army the horror did not die with those killed by the sword. Many of those who had
been spared the daughter were dying in burning homes. Flaming roof beams collapsed, trapping many in
afiery death. The glow of the fire mounted above the misery and turmoil. Thered and orange glare
stained clouds that were drifting in from the seawith swirling sparks and ashes. It was an arocity that
would be repeated many times through the centuries.

Hundreds were fortunate to have escaped the death and destruction by fleeing inland into the nearby
forests, where they hid until the Achaean fleet had disappeared over the northeastern horizon whence
they had come. Slowly the survivors of [lium returned to their once-grest citadd city, only to find the
massive walls surrounding asmoldering pile of ruins, reeking with the sickening stench of burned flesh.

They could not bring themsalves to rebuild their homes, but migrated off to another land to raise anew
city. The years passed and the ashes of the burned-out rubble were blown by the sea breeze acrossthe
plain while the stone sireets and walls were dowly buried in dust.



Intimethe city rose again, but never to itsformer glory. Through earthquakes, drought and pestilence it
findly succumbed for the last time and lay deserted and desolate for two thousand years. Hut itsfame
burned brightly once more when, seven hundred yearslater, awriter known as Homer wrote vividly of
what became known as the Trojan War and the voyage of the Greek hero Odysseus.

Odysseus, though canny and shrewd and hardly adverse to murder and mayhem, was not as barbaric as
his brothersin arms when it came to endaving captive women. Though he alowed hismen the evil, he
took only the riches held seized during the destruction of the hated people who took the lives of so many
of hismen. Odysseus was the only one of the Achaeanswho did not carry away amember of thefair sex
asaconcubine. He missed hiswife, Penelope, and his son, whom he had not seen in many months, and
wanted to return to hiskingdom on theide of Ithaca as quickly asthe windswould take him.

L eaving the burned-out city in hiswake after making sacrificesto the gods, Odysseus set sall acrossthe
great green seaas friendly winds carried his small fleet of shipsto the southwest and home.

Severa monthslater after avicious storm at sea, Odysseus,more dead than dive, struggled through the
surf and crawled ashore on the idand of the Phaeacians. Exhausted, hefell adeep in apile of leaves near
the beach, where he was later discovered by a princess, the daughter of Alcinous, king of the
Phaeacians. Curious, she shook him to seeif hewas il dive.

He woke and stared up at her, fascinated by her beauty. "In Delos once | saw a gorgeous creature such
asyou."

Smitten, Nausicaaled the castaway to the palace of her father where Odysseus reveded himsdlf asking
of Ithacaand was royally received and respected. King Alcinous and hiswife, Queen Arete, gracioudy
offered Odysseus a ship to carry him home, but only after he promised to regae the king and his court
with anarration of the greet war and his adventures sinceleaving llium. A magnificent banquet was held
in Odysseus honor and he readily agreed to tell the tale of his exploits and tragedy.

Soon afterleaving llium," he began, "the winds turned contrary and my fleet was driven far out to sea.
After ten days of turbulent waters we finally madeit to shorein astrange land. There, my men and | were
treated with great warmth and friendliness by the natives who we called LotusEaters, because of the fruit
from an unknown tree they ate that kept them in a congtant state of euphoria.



Some of my men began to consume the lotus fruit and soon became |ethargic, no longer having adesire
to sall home. Seeing that the homeward voyage might end then and there, | ordered them dragged back
to the ships. We quickly raised our sails and rowed swiftly out to sea.

"Mistakenly believing | wasfar to the east, | sailed west, steering by the stars at night and the sun during
itsriseand fall. Thefleet cameto severad idands swept by warm and congtant rain that were thickly
wooded. The idands were inhabited by arace of people who called themselves the Cyclopses, lazy louts
who raised large herds of sheep and goats.

"| took aparty of men and searched for food supplies. On the side of amountain we came acrossa
cavethat acted asastdl with railings across the entrance to keep animalsinside. Taking advantage of a
gift from the gods, we began tying aherd of sheep and goats together for the journey to our ships.
Suddenly, we heard the sound of footsteps and soon a huge mountain of aman filled the entrance. He
entered and rolled alarge rock into the opening before tending to hisflock. We hid in the shadows, not
daring to breathe.

"In time he blew the smoldering embers of afire pit into flame and saw us cringing in the rear of the cave.
No man had aface uglier than the Cyclops who had only one round eye as dark asthe night."\Who are
you? he demanded. 'Why have you invaded my home?

" Weare not invaders,' | answered. "We came ashorein our boatsto fill our casks with water.'

" 'Y oucameto steal my sheep,' the giant thundered. 'l shal call my friends and neighbors. Soon hundreds
will come and we will boil and eat you dl.'

" Although we were Achaean warriors who had fought along and hard war, we knew we would soon be
vastly outnumbered. | found along narrow log penning in his sheep and sharpened the end into asharp
point with my sword. Then | held up the goatskin full of wine and said to him, 'Look here, Cyclops, here
isawineofferingtolet uslive'

" 'Whatis your name? he demanded.

" 'Mymother and father called meNoman.'

" 'Whatkind of astupid nameisthat? Without aword the ugly monstrosity drank the whole goatskin and
became very drunk within avery short time and fell into a drunken stupor.

"I quickly snatched up the long log and ran a the deeping giant, embedding the sharpened point into his
oneand only eye.

"Screaming in agony he staggered outside, pulled the point from his eye and shouted for help. His
neighboring Cyclopses heard him screaming and cameto investigate. They shouted, 'Are you being
attacked?

"Hecriedinreply, 'l am being attacked by Noman.'

"Thinking he was crazy, they went back to their homes. We ran from the cave and to our ships. |
shouted insults at the Sightless giant.

" Thankyou for the gift of your sheep, you stupid Cyclops. And when your friends ask you how you
injured your eye, tell them it was Odysseus, the king of Ithaca, who outsmarted you.' "



"Were you then shipwrecked before you landed here in Phaeacia?' asked the good king.

Odysseus shook his head. "Not for many long months.” He took adrink of wine before continuing.
"Carried far to the west by prevailing currents and winds, we found land and dropped anchor off the
idand cdled Aedlia. Here lived the good king Aeolus, son of Hippotas and dear to the gods. He had six
daughters and six lusty sons, so heinduced his sonsto marry hisdaughters. They al live together,
congtantly feasting and enjoying every concelvable luxury.

"Resupplied by the good king, we soon sailed on into rough seas. On the seventh day, after the seas had
camed, we reached the harbor of the city of the L aestrygonians. Navigating the narrow entrance
between two rocky headlands, my fleet dropped anchor. Thankful to be on firm ground again, we began
exploring the countryside and met afair maiden who wasfetching water.

"When asked who their king might be, she directed usto her father's house. But when we arrived there,
we found the wife to be ahuge gi antess the Size of a grest tree and we were dumbstruck at the ghastly
sght of her.

"She called her husband, Antiphates, who was even larger than she and twice the size of the Cyclops.
Horrified at such amonstrosity, we ran back to our ships. But Antiphates raised the darm and soon
thousands of sturdy L aestrygonians appeared like aforest and cast rocks at us from huge dings atop the
cliffs, not mere stones, but boulders dmost aslarge as our ships. My ship was the only one that escaped
the ondaught. All the othersin my fleet were sunk.

"My men were thrown into the harbor, where the L aestrygonians speared them like fish before dragging
their bodies ashore, robbing and then eating them. Within minutes my ship reached open water and
safety, but with great sadness. Not only were our friends and comrades gone, but so were the ships
carrying dl the treasure we had looted from Ilium. The vast amount that was our share of the Dardanian
gold lay on the bottom of the Laestrygonian harbor.

"Sick with grief, we sailed ever onward until we cameto the Aeaean idand of Circe, home of the
renowned and lovely queen revered as agoddess. Smitten by the charms of the beautiful and fair-tressed
Circe, | became friends with her, lingering in her company for three circuits of the moon. | found myself
wanting to stay longer but my men ingsted we resume our journey to our homesin Ithaca or they would
sl without me.

"Circetearfully agreed to my leave, but implored me to make one morejourney. 'Y ou mus sal to the
house of Hades and consult those who have passed on. They will guide you in understanding death. And
when you continue your voyage beware of the song of the Sirens, for they will surely lure you and your
men to death on their idands of rocks. Close your ears so you do not hear their lilting songs. Once free of
the Sirens temptation, you will sail past the rocky crags called the Wanderers. Nothing, not even abird,
can pass over them. Every ship except onethat tried to pass the Wanderers met its doom, leaving
nothing but wreckage and bodies of sailors!’

" 'Andthe vessdl that got through? | inquired.
" Thefamous Jason and his ship theArgonaut.'
" 'Andthen well sail cam seas?

"Circe shook her head. 'Then you will come to a second mountain of rocks that runsto the sky, whose



Sdes are as polished as aglazed urn and impossible to climb. There in the middle is a cavern, where
Scylla, adreadful monster, strikes terror on any who come near her. She has six snakelike necks,
extremdy long, with frightful heads containing jawswith three rows of teeth that can crush ahuman to
death in an ingtant. Beware that she throws out her heads and snatches members of your crew. Row fadt,
or dl of you will surely die. Then you must pass the waters where the Charybdis lurks, agreat whirlpool
that will suck your ship into the depths. Time your passagewhen it isadeep.’

"Bidding Circe atearful farewell, we took our placesin the ship and began besting the seawith our
oars”

"You truly sailed to the underworld?" murmured King Alcinous lovely queen, her face pae.

"Yes, | followed Circesingtructions and we sailed toward Hades and itsfrightful place of the dead. In
five days time wefound oursdlvesin athick mist aswe entered the waters of the river Oceanus that
flowed beside the end of the world. The sky had vanished and we were in a perpetuad darkness the rays
of the sun can never penetrate. We ran the ship ashore. | disembarked aone and waked through the
eerielight until | cameto avast cavern in the sde of amountain. Then | sat back and waited.

"Soon the spirits began assembling, uttering terrible moaning sounds. | was nearly stunned senseless
when my mother appeared. | did not know she had died, for she was ill divewhen | left for Ilium.

" 'Myson," she murmured in alow voice, ‘why do you come to the abode of darkness while you are ill
aive? Have you yet to reach your homein Ithaca?

"With tearsin my eyes, | related to her the nightmare voyages and the terrible loss of my warriors during
the voyage home from llium.

"'l died of abroken heart fearing | would never see my son again.’

"l wept at her words and tried to embrace her, but she was like awisp of nothing and my arms came
empty with only avapor.

"They came in bands, men and women | had once known and respected. They came, recognized me
and nodded silently before returning to the cavern. | was surprised to see my old comrade, King
Agamemnon, our commander &t 1lium. 'Did you die at sea? | asked.

" 'No, my wife and her lover attacked me with aband of traitors. | fought well, but succumbed from
overwhelming numbers. They murdered Cassandra, daughter of Priam, aswell.’

"Then came noble Achilleswith Patroclus and Ajax, who asked about their families, but | could tell them
nothing. We talked of old times, until they too returned to the underworld. The ghosts of other friends
and warriors stood beside me, each tellinghisown tde of melanchaly.

"I had seen so many of the dead my heart filled with overflowing sadness. Findly, | could see no more
and left that pitiful place and boarded my ship. Without looking back we sailed through the shroud of mist
until we were touched by the sun again and set acoursefor the Sirens.”

"Did you sail passthe Srrenswithout distress?" inquired theking.

"Wedid," he answered. "But before we attempted to run the gauntlet, | took alarge wad of wax and cut
it upin pieceswith my sword. Then | kneaded the pieces until they were soft and used them to plug the



earsof my crew. | ordered them to tie me to the mast and ignore my pleadings to change course or we
would surely run ashore onto the rocks.

"The Sirens began their enchanted singing as soon asthey saw our ship gart to passtheir idand of rocks.
'‘Cometo us and listen to the sweetness of our song, renowned Ulysses. Hear our melody and come into
our arms, for you will be charmed and wiser.'

"The music and the sound of their voiceswas so hypnotic | begged my men to change course for them,
but they only bound me tighter to the mast and quickened their stroke until the Sirens could be heard no
more. Only then did they remove the wax from their ears and untie me from the mast.

"Once past the rocky idand we encountered great waves and the loud roaring of the sea. | exhorted the
men to row harder as| steered the ship through the turbulence. | did not tell them of the terrible monster
Scyllaor they would have stopped rowing and huddled in fear together in the hold. We cameto the
rock-bound gtraits and entered the swirling waters of the Charybdisthat swept usinto avortex of misery.
Wefdt asif wewerein acyclone within a cauldron. While we were expecting each moment to be our
last, Scyllapounced down from above, her viperous heads snatching six of my finest warriors. | heard
their despairing cries as they were pulled into the sky, crushed by jawsfilled with sharp teeth, their ams
stretched out to mein morta agony asthey screamed in horror. It was the most horrendous sight |
witnessed throughout the avful voyage.

"Escaping out to sea, thunderbolts began shattering the sky. Lightning struck the ship, filling it with the
amel of sulfur. Theterrible force burst the ship into pieces, throwing the crew into the raging waters,
where they quickly drowned.

"I managed to find part of the mast with alarge leather thong wrapped around it that | used to tie my
waist to asection of the fractured kedl. Getting astride my makeshift raft, | was carried out to sea, drifting
where the wind and current chose to take me. Many days later, barely il aive, my raft became
stranded on the idand of Ogygia, home of Caypso, awoman of great seductive beauty and intelligence
and the sster of Circe. Four of her subjects found me on the beach and carried me to her palace where
shetook mein and nursed me back to full hedlth.

"For awhilel lived happily on Ogygia, lovingly cared for by Caypso, who dept by my side. We ddlied
in afabulous garden with four fountains that sent their waters praying in opposite directions. Lush forests
with flocks of colorful birds flying among the branches abounded on theidand. Clear pure springsran
through quiet meadows bordered by flourishing grapevines.”

"l low long did you spend with Calypso?" queried the king.

"Saven long months.”

"Why did you not smply find aboat and sail away?' asked Queen Arete.

Odysseus shrugged. "Because there was no boat to be found on theidand.”

"Then how did you findly leave?"

"Kind, gentle Calypso knew of my sorrow. She woke me one morning and spoke of her wish that |
return home. She offered up the tools, took meinto the forest and hel ped me cut the wood to make a

seaworthy raft. She sewed sails for me from cowhides and provisioned the raft with food and water.
After five days| was ready to depart. | was saddened by her emotiond cries of painin letting me go. She



was awoman among women, one dl men desire. If | hadn't loved Penelope more, | would have gladly
stayed.” Odysseus paused and atear cameto oneeye. | fear shedied of grief in thelondy daysthat
followed my leave”

"What happened to your raft?" wondered Nausicaa. "Y ou were cast away when | found you."

"Seventeen calm days at sea ended when the sea suddenly raged in wrath. A violent storm with driving
rain and sweeping gusts tore the sail away. This disaster wasfollowed by great waves that battered my
fragile craft until it barely hung together. | drifted for two days before | wasfinaly washed up on your
shore, where you, sweet and lovely Nausicag, found me." He paused. "And so ends my tae of hardship
and woe."

Everyonein the palace had sat enthralled by Odysseus incredible saga. Presently, King Alcinousrose
and addressed his guest. "We are honored to have such a distinguished guest in our midst and owe you a
great debt for entertaining usin so wondrous amanner. Therefore, in grateful appreciation, my fastest
ship and crew are yoursto carry you to your homein Ithaca."

Odysseus expressed his gratitude, and he felt humble for such generosity. But he was anxious to be on
hisway. "Farewell, good King Alcinous and gracious Queen Arete, and to your daughter Nausicaa, for
her kindness. Be happy in your house andmay you aways be graced by the gods.”

Then Odysseus crossed the threshold and was escorted to the ship. With afair wind and afriendly sea,
Odysseusfindly arrived in hiskingdom on theide of Ithaca, where he was reunited with son Telemachus.
There, too, he found his wife Penel ope besieged by suitors, and he dew them dll.

And so endsthe tory of theOdyssey, an epic that has lived on for centuries, inflaming the wonder and
imaginations of al who haveread it or listened to it. Except that it isn't quite true. Or at least, onlysome of
itistrue.

For Homer was not a Greek. Nor did thelliad and theOdyssey take place where the legends placed
them.

Thered story of Odysseus adventuresis something else entirely, and it would not be reveded until
much, much later...

PART ONE



Hell Hath

No WrathLike the Sea

Augus15, 2006Key West, Florida

Dr. Heidi Lishernesswas about to meet her husband for anight out on the town when she took one last
cursory glanceat the latest imagery collected by a Super Rapid Scan Operations satdllite. A full-figured
lady with slver-gray hair pulled back in abun, Heidi sat at her desk in green shorts and matching top asa
measureof comfort againgt the heat and humidity of Floridain August. She camewithin ahair of smply
shutting down her computer until the following morning. But there was an indiscernible something about
the last image that cameinto her computer from the satellite over the Atlantic Ocean southwest of the
Cape Verde Idands off the coastof Africa. She sat down and gazed more intently into the screen of her
monitor.

To the untrained eye the picture on the screen simply took on the appearance of afew innocent clouds
drifting over an azure blue sea. Heidi saw aview more menacing. She compared theimage with one



taken only two hours earlier. The mass of cumulus clouds had increased in bulk more rapidly than any
spawning storm she could remember in her eighteen years monitoring and forecasting tropica hurricanes
in the Atlantic Ocean with the Nationa Underwater and Marine Agency Hurricane Center. She began
enlarging the two images of the infant storm formetion.

Her husband, Harley, ajolly-looking man with awalrus mustache, bald head and wearing rimless
glasses, stepped into her office with an impatient look on hisface. Harley was dso ameteorologist. But
he worked for the Nationa Weather Service as an analyst on climatological datathat wasissued as
wegther advisoriesfor commercial and private aircraft, boats and ships at sea. "What's keeping you?' he
sad, pointing impatiently at hiswatch. "I have reservations at the Crab Pot.”

Without looking up, she motioned at the two side-by-side images on her computer. "These were taken
two hours gpart. Tell mewhat you see.”

Harley examined them for along moment. Then his brow furrowed and he repositioned his glasses
before leaning closer for amore in-depth look. Finally, he looked at hiswife and nodded. "One hell of a
fast buildup.”

"Toofad," said Heidi. "If it continues at the samerate, God only knows how huge astorm it will brew.”

"Y ou never know," said Harley thoughtfully. " She might comein likealion and go out like alamb. It's
happened.”

"True, but most storms take days, sometimes weeks, to build to this strength. This has mushroomed
within hours

"Too early to predict her direction or where shelll pesk and do the most damage.”

"l have adirefeding thisonewill be unpredictable.”

Harley smiled. "Y ouwill keep meinformed as she builds?"

"The Nationa Wesather Service will bethefirst to know," she said, lightly dapping him on thearm.
"Thought of anamefor your new friend yet?'

"If she becomesasnasty as| think shemight, I'll call herLizze, after the ax murderess Lizzie Borden."

"A bit early in the season for aname beginning withL but it soundsfitting." Harley handed hiswife her
purse. "Time enough tomorrow to see what develops. I'm starved. Let's go eat some crab.”

Heidi dutifully followed her husband from her office, switching off the light and closing the door. But the
growing apprehension did not diminish as she did into the seat of their car. Her mind wasn't on food. It
dwelled on what she feared was a hurricane in the making that might very well reach horrendous
proportions.

Ahurricane isahurricane by any other namein the Atlantic Ocean. But not in the Pacific, whereit is



cdled atyphoon, nor the Indian, whereit isknown asacyclone. A hurricane is the most horrendous
force of nature, often exceeding the havoc caused by vol canic eruptions and earthquakes, creating
destruction over afar larger territory.

Likethe birth of ahuman or animal, a hurricane requires an array of related circumstances. Firg, the
tropical waters off the west coast of Africaare heated, preferably with temperatures exceeding eighty
degrees Fahrenheit. Then, bake the water with the sun, causing vast amounts to evaporate into the
atmogphere. Thismoisture risesinto cooler ar and condensesinto masses of cumulus clouds while giving
birth to wide-ranging rain and thunderstorms. This combination provides the heet that fuels the growing
tempest and transformsit from infancy to puberty.

Now dtir in spiraling air that whips around at speeds up to thirty-eight miles an hour, or thirty-three
knots. These growing winds cause the surface air pressure to drop. The lower the drop the moreintense
thewind circulaion asit whirlsaround in an ever-faster momentum until it formsavortex. Feeding onthe
ingredients, the system, asit is called by meteorologists, has created an explosive centrifuga forcethat
gpinsasolid wal of wind andrain around the eyethat is amazingly cam. Insde the eye, the sun shines, the
sealiesrdatively cam and the only sign of the horrendous energy are the surrounding white-frenzied
walls reaching fifty thousand feet into the sky.

Until now, the system has been called atropica depression, but once the winds hit 74 miles an hour it
becomes a full-fledged hurricane. Then, depending on the wind velocitiesit putsout, it isgiven ascale
number. Winds between 74 and 95 miles an hour isa Category 1 and considered minimal. Category 2 is
moderate with winds up to 110. Category 3 blows from 111 to 130 and islisted as extensive. Winds up
to 155 are extreme, as was Hurricane Hugo that eliminated most of the beach houses north of
Charleston, South Caroling, in 1989. And findly, the granddaddy of them dl, Category 5 with winds
155-plus. Thelast islabeled catastrophic, as was Hurricane Camille, which struck Louisanaand
Mississippi in 1969. Camille left 256 dead in her wake, adrop in the bucket as compared to the 8,000
who perished in the great hurricane of 1900 that laid complete waste to Galveston, Texas. In terms of
sheer numbers, the record is held by the 1970 tropica cyclone that stormed ashore in Bangladesh and
left nearly haf amillion dead.

In terms of damage, the great hurricane of 1926 that devastated Southeast Floridaand Alabamalleft a
bill totaling $83 hillion, dlowing for inflation. Amazingly, only two hundred and forty-three died in that
catastrophe.

What no one was counting on, including Heidi Lisherness, wasthat Hurricane Lizzie had adiabolic mind
of her own and her coming fury was about to put the previous recorded Atlantic hurricanesto shame. In
ashort time, after bulking up on muscle, she would begin her murderous journey toward the Caribbean
Seato wreak chaos and havoc on everything she touched.



Swift and powerful,agreat hammerhead shark fifteen feet long glided gracefully through the air-clear
water likeagray cloud drifting over ameadow. Itstwo bulging eyes gazed from the ends of aflat
stabilizer that spread acrossits snout. They caught a motion and swiveled, focusing on acreature
swimming through the cord forest below. The thing looked like no fish the hammerhead had ever seen. It
had two parallé fins protruding to the rear and was colored black with red stripesaong the sdes. The
huge shark saw nothing savory and continued its never-ending search for more appetizing prey, not
readlizing that the odd creature would have made a very tasty morsel indeed.

Summer Fitt had noticed the shark but ignored it, concentrating on her study of the cord reefsinsde
Navidad Bank seventy miles northeast of the Dominican Republic. The bank encompassed a dangerous
stretch of reefsthirty by thirty square mileswith depths varying from three feet to one hundred feet.
During the passage of four centuries, no less than two hundred ships had cometo grief on the unforgiving
coral that crowned a seamount soaring from the abyssa depths of the Atlantic Ocean.

The coral on this section of thebank was prigtine and beautiful, risng in some areas as much asfifty feet
off the sandy bottom. There were delicate seafans and huge brain cora, their vivid colors and scul ptured
contours spreading into the blue void like amgestic garden with amyriad of archways and grottos. It
seemed toSummer that she was swimming into alabyrinth of dleyways and tunndls, some becoming dead
ends while others opened into canyons and crevasses large enough to drive alarge truck through.

Though the water wasin excess of eighty degrees, Summer PFitt was fully encased from head to foot in a
Viking Pro Turbo 1000 heavy-duty vulcanized rubber dry suit. She wore the black-and-red suit instead
of alighter wet suit becauseit totally sealed every inch of her body, not so much as protection from the
mild water temperature but as a deterrent to the chemica and biologica contamination that she had
planned to encounter during her assessment and monitoring of the cordl.

She glanced at her compass and made adight turn to the left, kicking her fins while clasping her hands
behind and under her twin air tanks to reduce water resistance. Wearing the bulky suit and AGA Mark 11
full face mask made it seem easier to walk on the bottom than swim over it, but the often sharp and
uneven surface of the cora made that nearly impossible.

Her physical contours and facia features were shrouded by the baggy dry suit and full head mask. The
only cluesto her beauty were the exquisite gray eyes gazing through the face mask lens and awisp of red
hair that showed on her forehead.

Summer loved the seaand diving through itsvoid. Every dive was anew adventure through an unknown
world. She often imagined hersdf asamermaid with sat water in her veins. Urged by her mother, she
had studied ocean sciences. A top student, she graduated from the Scripps Ingtitute of Oceanography,
where she had received her master's degree in biological oceanography. At the sametime, her twin
brother, Dirk, had achieved his degree in ocean engineering a Horida Atlantic University.

Soon after they returned to their homein Hawaii, they were informed by their dying mother that the
father they never knew was the special projects director for the National Underwater and Marine
Agency in Washington, D.C. Their mother had never talked about him until shewaslying on her
desthbed. Only then did she describe their love and why she let him believe that she had died inan
underwater earthquake twenty-three years before. Badly injured and disfigured, she thought it best that
he live hislife unencumbered, without her. Severd monthslater she gave birth to twins. In memory of her
undying love she had namedSummer after hersalf, and Dirk after hisfather.

After her funera, Dirk andSummer flew to Washington to meet Pitt Sr. for the first time. Their sudden



appearance came as atota shock to him. Stunned at confronting a son and daughter who he had no idea
existed, Dirk Pitt became overjoyed, having believed for more than twenty years that the unforgettable
love of hislife had long since died. But then he was deeply saddened to learn she had lived dl these years
asaninvaid without telling him and had died only the month previoudy.

Embracing the family he never knew he had, heimmediately moved them into the old aircraft hangar
where he lived with his huge classic car collection. When he wastold that their mother had insisted they
follow in his path and become educated in the ocean sciences, he orchestrated their employment with
NUMA.

Now, after two years of working on ocean projects around the world, she and her brother had
embarked on aunique journey to investigate and gather data on the strange toxic contamination that was
killing the fragile sealife on Navidad Bank and other reefs throughout the Caribbean.

Most parts of the reef system till teemed with hedlthy fish and cord. Brightly hued snappers mingled
with huge parrot fish and groupers while little iridescent yellow-and-purple tropica fish darted around tiny
brown-and-red sea horses. Moray edlslooking fierce with their heads protruding out of holesin the
cord, opened and closed their jaws menacingly, waiting to sink their needle teeth into amed. Summer
knew they looked frightening only because that was their method of bresthing since they did not have a
st of gills on the back of their necks. They seldom attacked humans unless they were antagonized. To be
bitten by amoray edl, one dmost had to place ahand in its mouth.

A shadow crossed above a sandy gap in the coral and she looked up, half expecting to see the same
shark returning for acloser look, but it was aflight of five spotted eagle rays. One peeled off the
formation like an aircraft and cruised aroundSummer , staring curioudy before swooping upward and
rgoining the others.

After traveling another forty yards she dipped over aformation of horny gorgonian cora and came
within view of ashipwreck. A huge five-foot barracuda hovered over the debris, staring out of cold,
black beady eyesat dl that took placein itsdomain.

The geamshipVandalia was driven onto Navidad Bank in 1876 during afierce hurricane. Of her one
hundred and eighty passengers and thirty crewmen, none survived. Listed by Lloyd's of London aslost
without atrace, her fate remained a mystery until sport divers discovered her cord-encrusted remainsin
1982. Therewaslittleleft to distinguishVandalia as a shipwreck. A hundred and thirty years on, the
bank had covered her with anywhere from oneto three feet of sealife and coral. The only obvious signs
of what was once a proud ship were the boilers and enginesthat still protruded from the twisted carcass
and exposed ribs. Mot of the wood was gone, long rotted away by the salt water or eaten by critters of
the sea that consumed anything organic.

Built for the West Indies Packet Company in 1864, Vandalia was 320 feet from the tip of her bow to
the jack staff on her stern, with a42-foot beam and accommaodations for 250 passengers and three holds
for alarge amount of cargo. She sailed between Liverpool and Panama, where she unloaded her
passengers and cargo for therail trip to the Pacific Sde of the isthmus where they boarded steamers for
therest of thejourney to Cdifornia

Very few divers had salvaged artifacts fromVandalia. Shewas difficult to find in her camouflaged
position amid the cord. Little was | eft of the ship after being crushed that horrible night by the

mountai nous waves of the hurricane that caught her in the open sea before she could reach the safety of
the Dominican Republic or nearby Virgin Idands.



Summer roamed over the old wreck, carried by amild current, looking down and trying to picture the
people who had once trod her decks. She sensed a spiritua sensation. It was asif she wasflying over a
haunted graveyard whose inhabitants were speaking to her from the past.

She kept awary eye on the great barracuda that hung motionless in the water. Food was no problem for
the ferocious-looking fish. There was enough sealifeliving in and around the oldVandalia tofill an
encycopediaon marineichthyology.

Forcing her mind from visions of the tragedy, she swam warily around the barracuda that never took a
beady eye off her. A safe distance away, she paused to check the air left in her tanks on the pressure
gauge, mark her position on aGloba Postioning System satellite minicomputer, eye the compass needle
in relationship to the underwater habitat where she and her brother were living while studying the reef and
note the reading on her bottom timer. Shefelt dightly buoyant and neutraized by venting abit of air from
her back-mounted buoyancy compensator.

Swimming another hundred yards, she saw the bright colors fading and the cora turning colorless. The
farther she swam the more the sponges became glazed and diseased, until they died and ceased to exist.
Thevighility of the water aso dropped dragticaly, until she could see no farther than the extended tip of
her hand and fingers.

Shefdt asif she had entered a dense fog. It was a phenomenon, known as the mysterious "brown crud,”
that had appeared throughout the Caribbean. The water near the surface was an eerie brown mass that
fishermen described aslooking like sewage. Until now, no one knew exactly what caused the crud or
what triggered it. Ocean scientists thought it was associated with atype of algae, but had yet to proveit.

Strangely, the crud did not appear to kill thefish, like its notorious cousin, the red tide. They avoided
contact with theworst of the toxic effects, but soon began to starve after losing their feeding grounds and
shelter in the process. Summer noticed that the usudly brilliant sea anemone, with their arms extended to
feed in the current, a so seemed hard hit by the weird invader to their realm. Her immediate project was
smply to take afew preliminary samples. Recording the dead zone on Navidad Bank with cameras and
chemica analysisinstrumentsto detect and measure its composition would come later, in the hope of
eventualy finding countermeasuresto eradicateit.

Thefirst dive of the project was purdly one of exploration, to see firsthand the effects of the crud so she
and her fellow marine scientists on board the nearby research ship could evauate the full scale of the
problem and create a precise pattern for future study of the cause.

Thefirst brown crud invasion warning had been sounded by acommercid diver working off Jamaicain
2002. The baffling crud had left a path of underwater destruction unseen and mostly unreported from the
surface asit drifted out of the Gulf of Mexico and around the FloridaKeys. That outbreak was, Summer
was beginning to discover, much different than here. The crud on Navidad Bank wasfar moretoxic. She
began to find dead starfish, and shellfish such as shrimp and lobster. She dso noted that thefish
swimming through the strange discol ored water seemed |ethargic, most comatose.

She removed several small glass bottles from a pouch strapped to one thigh and began taking water
gpecimen samples. She aso col lected dead star- and shellfish and dropped them in a netted bag attached
to her weight belt. When the jars were sedled and securdly resting in the pouch, she checked her air
again. She had over twenty minutes of dive time left. She rechecked her compass readings and began
swimming in the direction from which she had come, soon reaching clean and clear water again.

Casudly observing the bottom that had turned to asmall river of sand, she sighted the opening to asmall



cavern in the coral, one she hadn't noticed before. At first glance it looked like any one of twenty others
sheld passed in the last forty-five minutes. But there was something different about this one. The entrance
had a square-cornered, carved look about it. Her imagination visualized a pair of cora-encased columns.

A ribbon of sand led ingde. Curious, and with an ample supply of ar in reserve, she swam over to the
entrance of the cavern and peered into the gloom.

A few feet ingde the chamber theindigo of the wallsflickered under the shimmering light from the sun's
rays above. Summer dowly swam aong the sandy bottom as the blue turned dark and became brown
after severd yards. She nervoudy turned and looked over her shoulder, reassuring hersdf at seeing
brightness surrounding the opening. Without adive light there was nothing to see and it didn't take great
imagination to picture danger in the inky interior. She nimbly turned and stroked toward the entrance.

Suddenly one of her fins brushed against something haf buried in the sand. She was about to Smply
dismissit asalump of cora, but the cord-encrusted object had a seemingly man-made symmetrica
contour. She dug into the sand until the thing came free. Moving toward the light, Summer held it aoft and
lightly swirled it in the water, cleaning away the sand. It looked to be about the size of an old-fashioned
lady's hatbox except that it felt quite heavy, even underwater. Two handles protruded from the upper
area, while the bottom gave the impression under the encrustation of having a pedestal base. Asnear as
she could tell, the interior looked hollow, another sign that it wasn't creeted by nature.

Through the mask, Summer's gray eyes mirrored skeptical interest. She decided to carry it back to the
habitat, where she could carefully clean and determine what was to be seen under the accumul atedcora
Sea growth.

The extraweight of the mysterious object and thedead sea life she had collected on the bottom had
affected her buoyancy, so she compensated by adding air to her BC. Tightly gripping the object under
her arm, shelanguidly swam toward the habitat oblivious of her air bubblestrailing behind her.

The habitat that she and her brother would call home for the next ten days appeared through the
shimmering blue water a short distance ahead.

Pisceswas often called an "inner space station,” but she was an underwater laboratory designed and
dedicated to ocean research. She was a sixty-five-ton rectangular chamber rounded off on the ends,
thirty-eight feet long by ten feet wide by eight feet high. The habitat sat on legs attached to a heavy
weighted base plate that provided a stable platform on the seafloor fifty feet below the surface. The entry
air lock served as a storage unit and a place to don and remove diving equipment. The main lock that
maintained adifferential pressure between the two compartments contained asmall 1ab working area, a
gdley, aconfined dining area, four bunk beds, and a computer and communi cations console connected
to an outside antenna for contact with the world above the surface.

She removed her air tanks and connected them with a bottom tank filling station next to the habitat.
Holding her breath, she swam up and into the entry lock, where she carefully set the pouch and net
containing her specimen samplesin asmall container. The mysterious cora-encrusted object she set ona
folded towel. Summer was not about to risk the dangers of contamination. Suffering from the tropica
heat and the sweat emerging from her insulated pores for afew more minutes were asmal price to pay
to avoid apotentidly deadly illness.

After swimming in and through brown crud, one drop on her skin could prove fatal. She did not dare
remove her Viking dry suit with attached Turbo hood and boots, gloves sealed by locking rings and full
face mask, just yet. After unsnapping her weight belt and buoyancy compensator, she turned on two



vavesthat activated a strong sprinkling system, washing down her wet suit and gear with aspecia
decontamination solution to remove any brown crud residue. Certain she was properly sanitized, she
turned off the valves and rapped on the door to the main lock.

Although the masculine face that appeared on the other side of the view port belonged to her twin
brother, there was little ressmblance. Though they were born within minutes of each other, she and her
brother Dirk Jr. were about as nonidentical astwins could get. He towered over her at six feet four, and
was lean and hard and deeply tanned. Unlike her straight red hair and soft gray eyes, the thick mass of
hair on his head was wavy and black, the eyes a mesmeric opaline green that sparkled when the light hit
judt right.

When she stepped out of the chamber, he removed the yoke and collar seal between the neck of her suit
and head mask. By the look in his eyesthat were more piercing than usua and the grim expression on his
face, she knew shewasin big trouble.

Before he could open his mouth, she threw up her hands and said, "I know, | know, | shouldn't have
gone off donewithout adive partner.”

"Y ou know better," said her brother in exasperation. "If you hadn't sneaked off at the crack of dawn
before | was awake, | would have come after and dragged you back to the lab by your ear.”

"l gpologize" sadSummer , feigning remorse, "but | can accomplish moreif | don't haveto be
concerned with another diver.”

Dirk helped her undo the heavy, riveted waterproof zippers on her Viking dry suit. First removing the
gloves and pulling the inner hood down behind her head, he began pedling the suit from her torso, ams
and then legs and feet, until she could step out of it. Her hair fell in a cascade of copper red. Undernegth,
Summer wore a skintight polypropylene nylon body suit that nicely displayed her curvaceous body.

"Did you enter the crud?' asked Dirk with concernin histone.

She nodded. "I brought back samples.”

"Y ou certain there was no leskage insde your suit?"

Holding her arms over her head, she did a pirouette. " See for yourself. Not adrop of toxic dimeto be

Pitt put ahand on her shoulder. "Words to remember: 'Don't ever dive done again.' Certainly not
without meif I'm in the neighborhood.”

"Y es, brother," she said with acondescending smile.

"Let's get your samplesin aseded case. Captain Barnum can take them back to the ship'slab for
andyss”

"The captain is coming to the habitat?" she asked in mild surprise.

"Heinvited himsef for lunch,” Fitt answered. "He inssted on delivering our food supplieshimself. Said it
will give him abregk from playing ship's commander.”



"Tdl him he can't comeif he doesn't bring abottle of wine."

"L et us hope he got the message by osmosis,” Dirk said with agrin.

A cadaveroudy built man, Captain Paul T. Barnum might have been taken for a brother to the legendary
Jacques Cousteau, except that his head was almost desolate of hair. He wore ashorty wet suit and left it
on after entering the main lock. Dirk helped him lift ametal box containing two days of food onto the
gdley counter whereSummer began stowing the various suppliesin alittle cupboard and refrigerator.

"I brought you a present,” Barnum announced, holding up a bottle of Jamaican wine. "Not only thet, the
ship's cook made you lobster thermidor with creamed spinach for dinner.”

"That explains your presence,” Pitt said, dapping the captain on the back.

"Spiritson aNUMA project,” Summer murmured mockingly. "What would our esteemed |eader,
Admira Sandecker, have to say about breaking his golden rule of no booze during working hours?*

"Y our father was abad influence on me," said Barnum. "He never came aboard ship without a case of
vintage wine while hisbuddy Al Giordino aways showed up with ahumidor filled with the admira's
private stock of cigars.”

"It seems everybody but the admiral knowsthat Al secretly buysthe cigars from the same source," sad
Dirk, smiling.

"What'sfor agde dish?' asked Barnum.

"Fresh fish chowder and crab sdlad.”

"Who's doing the honors?*

"Me," muttered Dirk. "The only seafoodSummer can prepareis atunasandwich.”

"That's not so," she pouted. "I'm agood cook."

Dirk gazed at her cynically. "Then why does your coffee taste like battery acid?"

Panfried in butter, the lobster and creamed spinach were washed down with the bottle of Jamaican wine,
accompanied by tales of Barnum's seafaring adventures. Summer made a nasty face at her brother as she
presented them with alemon meringue pie she had baked in the microwave. Dirk wasthefirst to admit
she had performed a gourmet wonder, since baking and microwave ovens were not suited to one
another.

Barnum stood to take hisleave, whenSummer touched hisarm. "I have an enigmafor you."

Barnum's eyes narrowed. "What kind of enigma?"

She handed him the object she/d found in the cavern.



"Whet isit?'

"I think it's some kind of pot or urn. Wewon't know until we clean off the encrugtation. | was hoping
you'd takeit back to the ship and have someone in the lab give it agood scrubbing.”

"I'm sure someone will volunteer for the job." He hoigted it in both hands asif weighing it. "Fedlstoo
heavy for terra-cotta.”

Dirk pointed to the base of the object. "There's an open space free of growth where you can seethat it's
formed out of metdl.”

"Strange, there doesn't appear to be any rust.”
"Dont hold meto it, but my guessisit's bronze."

"The configuration istoo graceful for native manufacture,” addedSummer . "Though it's badly encrusted,
it gppearsto have figures molded around the middle."

Barnum peered at the urn. "'Y ou have more imagination than | do. Maybe an archaeologist can solvethe
riddle after we return to port, if they don't go into hysterics because you removed it from the Site”

"Y ou won't have to wait that long,” said Dirk. "Why not transmit photos of it to Hiram Y aeger in
NUMA's computer headquartersin Washington? He should be able to come up with adate and where it
was produced. Chances areit fell off apassing ship or came from a shipwreck.”

"TheVandalia lies nearby,” offered Summer .

"Theresyour probable source,” said Barnum.

"But how did it get insde acavern ahundred yards away?' Summer asked no onein particular.

Her brother smiled foxlike and murmured, "Magic, lovely lady, voodoo idand magic.”

Darkness had settledover the ssawhen Barnum findly bid good night.

As he dipped through the entry lock door, Pitt asked, "How does the weather 100k?"

"Pretty calm for the next couple of days," replied Barnum. "But a hurricaneis building up off the Azores.
The ship's meteorologist will keep asharp eyeonit. If it lookslikeit's heading thisway, I'll evacuate the
two of you and well make full speed out of its path.”

"Let'shopeit missesus," saidSummer .

Barnum placed the urn in anet bag and took the pouch of water samplesSummer had collected before

he dropped out of the entry lock into the night-blackened water. Dirk switched on the outside lights,
revedling schools of vivid green parrot fish svimming in circles, seemingly indifferent to the humansliving



inthar midst.

Without bothering to don air tanks, Barnum took a deep breath, beamed adive light ahead of him and
stroked to the surface in afree ascent fifty feet away, exhaing as herose. Hislittle auminum rigid-hull
inflatable boat bobbed on its anchor that he'd dropped earlier a safe distance from the habitat. He svam
over, climbed in and pulled up the anchor. Then he turned the ignition and started the two
one-hundred-and-fifty-horsepower Mercury outboard motors and skimmed across the water toward his
ship, whose superstructure was brightly illuminated with an array of floodlights embellished with red and
green navigation lamps.

Most oceangoing vessals were usualy painted white with red, black or bluetrim. A few cargo ships
sported an orange color scheme. Not theSea Sorite. Aswith al the other shipsin the Nationa
Underwater and Marine Agency fleet, she was painted a bright turquoise from stem to stern. It wasthe
hue the agency'sfeisty director, Admiral James Sandecker, had chosen to set his ships gpart from the
other vessdls that roamed the seas. There were few mariners who didn't recognize aNUMA vessdl when
they passed one at seaor in port.

Sea Spritewas large, as her type of vessel went. She measured 308 feet in length with a 65-foot beam.
State of the art in every detail, she had started life as an icebreaker tug and spent her first ten years
gtationed in and around the north polar seas, battling frigid storms while towing damaged ships out of ice
floes and around icebergs. She could bulldoze her way through six-foot-thick ice and tow an aircraft
carrier through rough seas and do it with motion stability.

Still in her prime when purchased by Sandecker for NUMA, he ordered her refitted into an
ultra-multipurpose ocean research and dive support vessdl. Nothing was spared in the mgjor
refurbishment. Her eectronics were designed by NUMA engineers aswere her automated computerized
systems and communications. She al so possessed high-quality |aboratories, adegquate work space and
low vibration. Her computer networks could monitor, collect and pass processed datato the NUMA
|aboratoriesin Washington for immediate investigation that turned the resultsinto vital ocean knowledge.

Sea Spritewas powered by the most advanced engines modern technology could create. Her two big
magnetohydrodynamic engines could move her through the water a nearly forty knots. And, if she could
tow an aircraft carrier through turbulent seas before, she could now pull two without breathing hard. No
research ship in any country in theworld could match her rugged sophistication.

Barnum was proud of his ship. She was one of only thirty research shipsin the NUMA fleet but easily
the most unique. Admira Sandecker had placed him in charge of her refit and Barnum was more than
happy to oblige, especialy when the admiral told him cost was no problem. No corner was cut and
Barnum never doubted that this command was the pinnacle of his marine career.

Deployed afull nine months ayear oversees, her scientists were rotated with every new project. The
other three months were spent in voyaging to and from study sites, dock maintenance and upgrading
equipment and instruments with newer technical advances.

As he approached, he gazed at the eight-story superstructure, the great crane on the stern that had
loweredPisces to the bottom and was used to lift and retrieve robotic vehicles and manned submersibles
from the water. He studied the huge hdlicopter platform mounted over the bow and the array of
communications and satdllite equipment growing like trees around alarge dome containing afull range of
radar systems.

Barnum turned his attention to steering alongside the hull. As he shut down the engines, asmdl crane



swung out from above and lowered a cable with a hook. He attached the hook to alift strap and relaxed
asthelittle boat was lifted aboard.

Once he stepped onto the deck, Barnum immediately carried the enigmatic object to the ship's spacious
laboratory. He handed it to two intern students from the Texas A& M School of Nautical Archaeology.

"Clean it up the best you can," said Barnum. "But be very careful. It just might be avery vauable
atifact."

"Lookslike an old pot covered with crud,” said ablond-haired girl, wearing atight TexasA&M T-shirt
and cutoff shorts. It was obvious that she didn't relish the job of cleaningiit.

"Not at dl," said Barnum with icy menace. ™Y ou never know what vile secrets are hidden in acord resf.
So beware of the evil genieinsde.”

Happy to have thelast word, Barnum turned and walked toward his cabin, leaving the students staring
suspicioudy at his back before turning and contemplating the urn.

By ten o'clock that evening, the urn was on a helicopter heading toward the airport at Santo Domingo in
the Dominican Republic, where it would be put on ajetliner whose destination was Washington, D.C.

TheNUMA headquarters buildingrose thirty stories beside the east bank of the Potomac River
overlooking the Capitol. Its computer network on the tenth floor looked like a sound-stage from a
Hollywood science fiction movie. The remarkable setting was the domain of Hiram Y aeger, NUMA's
chief computer wizard. Sandecker had given Y aeger freerein to design and create the world'slargest
library on the sea, without interference or budget restraints. The amount of data Y aeger had accumulated,
assembled and catal oged was massive, covering every known scientific research study, investigation and
anaysis, dating from the earliest ancient records to the present. There was none like it anywherein the
world.

The spacious setting was open. Y aeger felt that, unlike most government and corporate computer
centers, cubicles were anemesisto efficient work habits. He orchestrated the vast complex from alarge
circular console set on araised platform at its center. Except for a conference room and the bathrooms,
the only enclosure was atransparent circular tube the size of acloset that stood off to one side of an
array of monitors spread around Y aeger's console.

Never quite making the trangition from hippie to pin-striped suit, Y aeger till dressed in Levi'swith
matching jacket and very old, worn lowboy boots. His graying hair was pulled back in a ponytail and he
peered at his adored monitors through granny glasses. Peculiarly, the NUMA computer wizard did not



lead the life he exhibited in his appearance.
Y aeger had alovely wife who was an acclamed artist. They lived on afarm in Sharpsburg, Maryland,
wherethey raised horses. Their two daughters attended private school and were making plans to attend

the college of their choice after graduation. Y aeger drove an expensve V-12 BMW to and from NUMA
headquarters while hiswife preferred aCadillac Esplanade to haul the girls and their friendsto school and

parties.

Intrigued by the urn that had been air-shipped from Captain Barnum onSeaSprite, helifted it out of its
box and st it in the tubular enclosure afew feet from hisleather swive chair. Then he punched in acode
on hiskeyboard. In afew moments the three-dimensional figure of an attractive woman wearing a
floral-patterned blouse with matching skirt materiaized in the chamber. A creation of Y agger's, the
ethered lady was animage of his own wife and was ataking and self-thinking computerized
manifestation that had a persondity dl itsown.

"Hello, Max," greeted Y aeger. "Ready to do alittle research?’

"I'm a your beck and cdll," Max replied in ahusky voice.

"Y ou seethe object | placed at your feet?"

"l do."

"I'd like you to identify it with an approximate date and culture.”

"We're doing archaeology now, are we?"

Y aeger nodded. " The object was found in acora cavern on Navidad Reef by aNUMA biologist.”

"They could have done a better job of dressing it up,” Max said dryly, looking down at the encrusted
urn.

"It wasarushjob."

"Thet's obvious."

"Circulate through university archaeologica data networks until you find aclose match.”
Shelooked a him dyly. "Y ou're coercing meinto acrimind act, you know."

"Hacking into other files of higtorica purposesisnot acrimind act.”

"l never fail to beimpressed with theway you legitimize your nefarious activities.”

"l doit out of sheer benevolence."

Max rolled her eyes. "Spare me."

Y aeger'sindex finger touched akey, and Max dowly disappeared as though she was in astate of
vaporization while the urn sank into a receptacl e beneath the floor of the tube.



In that instant the blue phone amid arow of colored receivers buzzed. Y aeger held the earpiece against
his ear as he continued typing on his keyboard. "Y es, Admira."

"Hiram," came the voice of Admira James Sandecker, "I need thefile on that floating mongtrogty that's
moored off Cabo San Rafadl in the Dominican Republic.”

“I'll bring it right up to your office."

James Sandecker, age Sixty-one, was doing push-ups when Y aeger was ushered into the office by the
admiral's secretary. A short man afew inches over five feet, he had athick carpet of red hair matched by
ared Vandyke beard. He glanced up at Y aeger through cool assertive blue eyes. A hedlth addict, he
jogged every morning, worked out in the NUMA gym every afternoon and ate vegetarian. Hisonly vice
was a penchant for huge custom cigars, rolled to his specid order. A longtime member of the Beltway
crowd, he had built NUMA into the most efficient bureaucracy in government. Though most presidents
he had served under during hislong term as director of NUMA did not find him ateam player, hisimp
ressive record of achievement and admiration by Congress assured him of alifetime job.

Heliterally jumped to hisfeet as he motioned Y aeger to a chair across from his desk that had once
belonged in the captain's cabin of the French luxury linerNormandie before it burned in New Y ork
Harbor in 1942.

They werejoined by Rudi Gunn, Sandecker's deputy director of the agency. Gunn was lessthan aninch
tdler than theadmird. A highly intdligent individua and aformer commander in the navy who had served
under Sandecker, Gunn stared at the world through thick-lensed horn-rim glasses. Gunn's main job was
to oversee NUMA's many scientific ocean projects operating around the world. He nodded at Hiram
and sat down in an adjacent chair.

Y aeger hdf stood and laid athick folder in front of the admird. "Hereis everything we have on the
Ocean Wanderer."

Sandecker opened the folder and stared at the plansfor the luxury hotdl that was designed and
constructed as a floating resort. Self-contained, it could be towed to any one of severd exotic locations
throughout the world, where it would be moored for amonth until it was hauled to its next picturesque
gte. After aminute of studying the specifications, helooked up at Y aeger, hisexpresson grim. "Thisthing
is a catastrophe waiting to happen.”

"l haveto agree” said Gunn. " Our engineering staff carefully scrutinized the interior structure and came
to the conclusion that the hotel was inadequatdly designed to survive aviolent storm.”

"What brought you to that concluson?' asked Y aeger innocently.

Gunn stood and leaned over the desk, unrolling plans of the anchor cables that were attached to pilings
driven into the seabed to anchor the hotel. He pointed with a pencil at the cables where they were
secured to huge fasteners beneath the lower floors of the hotel. " A strong hurricane could rip it off its
moorings”

"According to the specs, it's built to withstand one-hundred-and-fifty-mile-an-hour winds," pointed out



Y aeger.

"Not the winds were concerned about,” said Sandecker. "Because the hotel is moored out to sea
ingtead of firmly embedded on hard ground, it's at the mercy of high wavesthat could build up asthey
approach shalow water and beat the structure to pieces, dong with dl the guests and employeesinsde.”

"Wasn't any of thistaken into consideration by the architects?" asked Y aeger.

Sandecker scowled. "We pointed out the problem to them, but wereignored by the founder of the
resort corporation who ownsit."

"He was satisfied that an international team of marine engineers pronounced it safe,” added Gunn. "And
because the United States has no jurisdiction over aforeign enterprise, it was out of our handsto
interferewith its congtruction.”

Sandecker put the specifications back in the file and closed it. "L et us hope the hurricane building of f
West Africawill either bypassthe hotel or fail to build to a Category Five with winds exceeding a
hundred and fifty milesan hour."

"I've dready derted Captain Barnum," said Gunn, "who is supporting thePisces cord investigation not far
from theOcean Wanderer, to keep awary eye on any hurricane warnings that might put them in the path
of acoming sorm.”

"Our center in Key West iswatching the birth of one now," said Y aeger.

"Keep meinformed aswell," advised Sandecker. "Thelast thing we need isadouble disaster in the
meking."

When Y aegerreturned to his computer console, he found agreen light blinking on the panel. He sat
down and typed in the code that prompted Max to put in an appearance, along with the urn that rose
frominsdethefloor.

When shefully appeared, he asked, "Have you andyzed the urn fromPisces?"

"l have," Max answered without hesitation.

"What did you find out?'

"The people on boardSea Sprite did apoor job of scouring away the growth,” Max complained. "The
surface till had a calcareous scale adhering to it. They didn't even bother to clean theinterior. It was ill
filled with accretions. | had to apply every imagery system | could tap to get arelevant reading. Magnetic
resonance imaging, digital X rays, 3-D laser scanner and Pulse-Coupled Neura Networks, whatever it
took to obtain decent image segmentation.”

"Spare methe technica details" Y aeger Sghed patiently. "What are the results?

"To beginwith, it isnot an urn. It isan amphor because it has small handles on the neck. It was cast from



bronze during the Middle to Late Bronze Age.
"That'sold."

"Very old," Max sad confidently.

"Areyou certan?'

"Have | ever been wrong?'

"No," sad Yaeger. "l fredly admit,you've never let me down."

"Then trust me onthisone. | ran avery meticulous chemica anayss of the metd. Early hardening of
copper began about thirty-five hundred B.C., with the copper enriched with arsenic. The only problem
was that the old miners and coppersmiths died young from the arsenic vapors. Much later, probably
through an accident sometime after twenty-two hundred B.C., it was discovered that mixing ninety
percent copper with ten percent tin produced avery tough and durable metal. Thiswas the beginning of
the Bronze Age. Fortunatdly, copper was found throughout Europe and the Middle East in great supply.

But tin wasfairly rarein nature and more difficult to find."

"So tin was an expendve commodity.”
"It wasthen," said Max. "Tin traders roamed the ancient world buying ore from the minesand sdlling it to
the people who manned the forges. Bronze produced a very advanced economy and made many of the

early ancientsrich. Everything was forged, from weapons—bronze spearheads, knives and swords—to
small necklaces, bracelets, belts and pinsfor the ladies. Bronze axes and chisels greatly advanced the art

of woodworking. Artisans began casting pots, urnsand jars. Taken in proper perspective, the Bronze
Age greatly advanced civilization."

"So what's the amphor's story?"

"It was cast between twelve hundred and el even hundredb.c. And in case you'reinterested it was cast
using the lost-wax method to produce the mold.”

Yaeger sat upin hischair. "That putsit over three thousand yearsold.”

Max smiled sarcadticaly. "Y ou're very astute.”

"Wherewasit cast?'

"In Gaul by ancient Cdlts, specificaly in aregion known as Egypt."

"Egypt," Y aeger echoed skepticaly.

"Three thousand years ago the land of the pharaohs was not called Egypt, but rather L-Khem or Kemi.
Not until Alexander the Grest marched through the country did he name it Egypt, after the descriptionin
thelliad by Homer."

"l didn't know the Celtswent back that far,” said Y aeger.

"The Cdtswere aloose collection of tribes who were involved with trade and art asfar back astwo



thousandb.c.”

"But you say the amphor originated in Gaul. Where do the Celts come into the picture?’

"Invading Romans gave Cdtic lands the name Gaul," explained Max. "My analys's showed the copper
came from mines near Hallgtatt, Audtria, while the tin was mined in Cornwall, England, but the style of
artwork is suggestive of atribe of Cdtsin southwestern France. The figures cast on the outer diameter of
the amphor are amost an exact match to those found on a cauldron dug up by a French farmer in the
region in nineteen seventy-two."

"I suppose you can tell me the name of the scul ptor who cast it.”

Max gave Y aeger anicy stare. "Y ou didn't ask meto probe genedlogical records.”

Y aeger thoughtfully soaked in the data Max reported. "Any ideas how a Bronze Age relic from Gaull
cameto bein acord cavern on the Navidad Bank off the Dominican Republic?’

"I was not programmed to dedl in generdities," answered Max haughtily. "I haven't the foggiest notion
how it got there."

"Speculate, Max," asked Y aeger nicely. "Did it fal off aship or perhaps become scattered cargo from a
shipwreck?'

"Thelatter isapossbility, Snce ships had no reason to sail over the Navidad Bank unlessthey had a
death wish. It might have been part of acargo of ancient artifacts going to arich merchant or amuseumin
Latin America”

"That's probably as good aguess as any.”

"Not even close, actudly,” Max sad indifferently. " According to my andys s the encrustation around the
exterior istoo old for any shipwreck since Columbus sailed the ocean blue. | dated the organic
composition in excess of twenty-eight hundred years.”

"That's not possible. There were no shipwrecksin the Western Hemi sphere before fifteen hundred.”

Max threw up her hands. "Have you no faithin me?"

"Y ou have to admit that your time scale borders on theridiculous.”

"Takeor leaveit. | sand by my findings."

Y aeger leaned back in his chair, wondering where to take the project and Max's conclusions. "Print up
ten copies of your findings, Max. I'll takeit from here.”

"Before you send me back to Never-Never Land,” said Max, "thereis one more thing."
Y aeger looked a her guardedly. "Whichis?"

"When the glop is cleaned out from the interior of the amphor, you'l find agold figurine in the shape of a



"A what?'
"Bye-bye, Hiram."

Y aeger sat there, totdly lost, as Max vanished back into her circuits. His mind ran toward the abstract.
Hetried to picture an ancient crewman on athree-thousand-year-old ship throwing a bronze pot
overboard four thousand miles from Europe but the image would not unfold.

He reached over and picked up the amphor and peered inside, turning away at the awful stench of
decaying sealife. He put it back in its box and sat there for along time, unable to accept what Max had

discovered.

He decided to run acheck of Max's systemsfirgt thing in the morning before sharing the report with
Sandecker. He wasn't about to take a chance on Max somehow becoming misguided.

The average hurricanetakes an average of six daysto mature to itsfull magnitude. Hurricane Lizzie did it
infour.

Her winds spiraled at greater and greater speeds. She quickly passed the stage of " Tropica Depression”
with wind speeds of thirty-nine miles per hour. Soon asthey sustained seventy-four miles an hour, she
became afull-fledged, certified, Category 1 hurricane on the Saffir-Simpson scale. Not content to Smply
become alower-end tempest, Lizzie soon increased her winds to one hundred and thirty milesan hour,

quickly passing Category 2 and charging into a Category 3 system.

In NUMA's Hurricane Center, Heidi Lisherness studied the latest images transmitted down from the
geodtationary satellites orbiting the earth twenty-two thousand miles above the equator. The datawas
transmitted into acomputer, using one of several numerica modelsto forecast speed, path and the
growing strength of Lizzie. Satellite pictures were not the most accurate. She would have preferred to
study more detailed photos, but it wastoo early to send out astorm-tracking Air Force plane that far into
the ocean. She would have to wait before obtaining more detailed images.

Early reports were far from encouraging.

Thisstorm had al the characteristics of crossing the threshold of Category 5, with windsin excess of one
hundred and sixty miles an hour. Heidi could only hope and pray that Lizzie would not touch the
populated coast of the United States. Only two Category 5 hurricanes held that appalling distinction: the
Great Labor Day Hurricane of 1935 that had charged across the Florida Keys and Hurricane Camille
that struck Alabamaand Mississippi in 1969, taking down entire twenty-story condominiums.



Heidi took afew minutesto type afax to her husband, Harley, at the National Wesather Serviceto dert
him to the hurricane's latest numbers.

Harley, Hurricane Lizzieis moving due east and accelerating. Aswe suspected, she has dready
developed into a dangerous storm. Computer model predicts winds of 150 knots with 40 to 50-foot seas
within aradius 350 miles. She'smoving at an incredible 20 knots.

Will keep you informed. Heidi

Sheturned back to the images coming in from the satellites. Looking down on an enlarged image of the
hurricane, Heidi never ceased to be impressed with the evil beauty of the thick, spirding white clouds
caled the centra dense overcadt, the cirrus cloud shield that evolves from the thunderstormsin the
surrounding walls of the eye. There was nothing up nature's deeve that could match the horrendous
energy of afull-blown hurricane. The eye had formed early, looking like a crater on awhite planet.
Hurricane eyes could rangein size from five milesto over ahundred milesin diameter. Lizzieseyewas
fifty milesacross.

What gripped Heidi's concentration was the atmospheric pressure as measured in millibars. The lower
the reading, the worse the storm. Hurricane Hugo in 1989 and Andrew in 1992 registered 934 and 922,
respectively. Lizzie was dready at 945 and rapidly dropping, forming avacuum in her center that was
intensifying by the hour. Bit by bit, millibar by foreboding millibar, the atmospheric pressure fell down the
barometric scale.

Lizzie was dso moving at arecord pace westward across the ocean.

Hurricanes move dowly, usually no more than twelve miles an hour, about the average speed of
someone riding abicycle. But Lizzie was not following the ruleslaid down by those storms that went
before her. She was hurtling across the sea at a very respectable twenty miles an hour. And contrary to
earlier hurricanesthat zigged and zagged their way toward the Western Hemisphere, Lizziewastraveling
inagraight lineasif her mind was on a specific target.

Quite often, slorms spin around and head in atotaly different direction. Again, Lizzie wasn't going by the
book. If ever ahurricane had a one-track mind, thought Heidi, it was thisone.

Heidi never knew who on what idand coined the termhurricane. But it was a Caribbean word that
meant "Big Wind." Bursting with enough energy to match the largest nuclear bomb, Lizzie was running
wild with thunder, lightning and driving rain.

Already, shipsin that part of the ocean were fedling her wrath.

I Twas noon now, acrazy, wild, insane noon. The seas had built from ardatively flat surface to



thirty-foot wavesin what seemed to the captain of the containership, the Nicaraguan-registeredMona
Lisa, theblink of an eye. Hefet as though he'd thrown open a door to the desert and had a tankful of
water thrown at him. The seas had gone steep in amatter of minutes and the light breeze had turned into
afull-blown gale. Indl hisyears a sea, held never seen a storm come up so fast.

There was no nearby port to head toward for shelter, so he steeredMona Lisa directly into the teeth of
the galein the calculated gambl e that the faster he steamed through the heart of the storm, the better his
chances of coming through without damage to his cargo.

Thirty miles north, just over the horizon from theMona Lisa, the Egyptian super oil tanker Rameses 1|
found herself overtaken by the surging turbulence. Captain Warren Meade stood in horror asa
ninety-foot wave traveling a an incredible speed surged up over his ship's stern, tearing off therailings
and sending tons of water smashing through hatches and flooding the crew's quarters and storerooms.
The crew in the pil othouse watched dumbstruck as the wave passed around the superstructure and
swept over the huge seven-hundred-foot-long deck of the hull whose waterline was sixty feet below,
mangling fittings and pipes before it passed over the bow.

An eighty-foot yacht owned by the founder of acomputer software company, carrying ten passengers
and five crew on acruise to Dakar, smply vanished, overwhelmed by huge seas without timeto send a

Mayday.

Before night fell, adozen other shipswould suffer Lizzie's destructive violence.

Hedi andfellow meteorologists at the NUMA center began hovering in conferences and studying the
dataon the latest system sweeping in from the east. They saw no dackening of Lizzie as she swept past
longitude 40west in mid-Atlantic, il throwing al previous predictions out the window by running straight
with barely awobble.

At three o'clock, Heidi took acal from Harley. "How'sit looking?" he asked.

"Our ground data processing system is disseminating the data to your center now," she answered.
"Marine advisories began going out lagt night.”

"What does Lizzi€'s path look like?"

"Believeit or not, shesrunning straight asan arrow.”
Therewasapause. "That'sanew twist."

"She hasn't deviated as much asten milesin thelast twelve hours.”
Harley was dubious. "That's unheard-of."

"Y ou'll ssewhen you get our data," said Heidi firmly. "Lizzieisarecord breaker. Ships are dready
reporting ninety-foot waves.”

"Good lord! What about your computer forecasts?'



"We throw them in the trash as soon asthey're printed. Lizzie is not conforming to the modus operandi
of her predecessors. Our computers can't project her path and ultimate power with any degree of
accuracy.”

"So thisis the hundred-year event.”

"| fear thisismore like the one that comes every thousand.”

"Can you give me any indication, anything at al, on where she might strike, so my center canbegan
sending out advisories?' Harley's tone became serious.

" She can come ashore anywhere between Cuba and Puerto Rico. At the moment, I'm betting on the
Dominican Republic. But thereisno way of knowing for certain for another twenty-four hours.”

"Thenit'stimeto issue prdiminary aertsand warnings.”
"At the speed Lizzieistraveing it won't be too soon.”
"My wesather service coworkersand | will get right on it.”
"Harley."

"Yes, love"

"I won't makeit homefor dinner tonight."

Heidi's mind could picture Harley'sjovia smile over the phone as he replied, "Neither will [, love.
Neither willl ."

After shehung up, Heidi sat at her desk for afew moments, staring up at agiant chart of the North
Atlantic active hurricane region. As she scanned the Caribbean idands closest to the approaching
monster, something tugged at the back of her mind. She typed in aprogram on her computer that brought
up aligt depicting the name of the ships, a brief description and their position in aspecific area of the
North Atlantic. There were over twenty-two in position to suffer the full effects of the storm.
Apprehensive that there might be ahuge cruise ship with thousands of passengers and crew sailing inthe
path of the hurricane, she scanned the list. No cruise ships were shown near the worst of the tumult, but
one name caught her eye. At first she thought it was a ship,then the old fact dawned on her. It was not a
ship.

"Ohlord," she moaned.

Sam Moore, a bespectacled meteorologist working at anearby desk, looked up. "Areyou dl right?1s
anything wrong?'

Heidi sagged in her chair. "TheOcean Wanderer."

"Isthat acruise ship?'

Heidi shook her head. "No, it'safloating hotd that's moored directly in the path of the system. Thereis
no way she can be moved intime. Sheé'sasitting duck.”



"That ship that reported a ninety-foot wave," said Moore. "If onethat huge strikesthe hotd..." Hisvoice
trailed off.

"Weve got to warn their management to evacuate the hotd.”

Heidi jumped to her feet and ran toward the communications room, hoping againgt hope that the hotel
management would act without hesitation. If not, over athousand guests and employeeswere facing an
ungpeakabl e death.

Never had such elegance, such grandeur, risen from the sea. Nothing remotely gpproaching its unique
design and crestive distinction had ever been built. TheOcean Wanderer underwater resort hotel was an
adventure waiting to be experienced, an exciting opportunity for its guests to view the wonders benegath
the sea. She rose above the waves in wondrous splendor two miles off thetip of Cabo Cabron peninsula
that jutted from the southeastern shore of the Dominican Republic.

Acknowledged by the travel industry as the world's most extraordinary hotdl, it was built in Swveden to
exacting sandards never before achieved. The highest degree of craftsmanship, using the ultimate in
materias combined with adaring exploitation of lavish texturesthat illustrated lifein the sea. Wild
exuberant greens, blues and golds, all came together to create one lavish ensemble, magnificent outside,
breathtaking inside. Above the surface, the outer structure was configured to resemble the soft, graceful
lines of alow drifting cloud. Soaring over two hundred feet into the sky, the upper five stories housed the
quarters and offices of the four hundred management staff and crew, the expansive storerooms, kitchen
gdleys, and hearing and air-conditioning systems.

Ocean Wandereraso offered endless upscae gourmet dining options. Fiverestaurants, run by five
world-class chefs. Exotic seafood dishes only minutes fresh from the seain superb settings. And then
there was the sunset catamaran dinner cruise for intimate romance.

Threeleves hdd two lounges featuring cel ebrity artists and entertainers, an opulent ballroom featuring a
full orchestra, and unparalleed shopping with designer boutiques and variety shopsfilled with exciting and
exquisite merchandise rarely found in the guests mallsat home. And it was dl duty-free.

There was amovie theater featuring plush seeting and satdllite feeds of the latest motion pictures. The
casino, though smaler in scale, surpassed anything Las Vegas had to offer. Fish swam in contoured
aquariumsthat snaked in and around the gaming tables and dot machines. Theglassceilingsdso held a
variety of sealifethat glided lazily above the gambling action below.

Themiddle levels housed aworld-class spawith complimentary professond trainers. A full menu of



massages, facias and luxurious body trestments were available, as were saunas and steam rooms
decorated like tropical jungle gardensfilled with exotic plants and flowers. For the active st the roof
over the spafeatured tennis courts and amini golf course that wound around the deck, with adriving
range where guests could drive baIsfar out into the sea at floating targets spaced at fifty-yard intervals.

For the more adventurous, there were severa spectacular water dides with entries at different levels
reached by elevators. One wild ride began at the roof of the hotel and spiraled down into the water from
fifteen stories below. Other water ports were available that included windsurfing, jetskiing, waterskiing
and of course amyriad of free scuba-diving activities directed by certified instructors. Guests could aso
experience submarine toursin and around the reefs and into the upper reaches of the degper abyss, as
well asafish's-eyeview of the underwater levels of the hotel. Fish identification classes and educationa
lectures on the seawere given by university teachers of the ocean sciences.

But the magicguests truly experienced was aliquid adventure in the huge pod-shaped structure benegath
the surface. Like a man-madeiceberg, theOcean Wanderer didnot have rooms; it had suites, four
hundred and ten of them, al under the surface of the sea, with floor-to-celling viewing ports of thick
pressurized glasswith stunning views of life underwater. Artistic decor in hues of rich blues and greens
filled the suites, while selectable colored mood lighting enhanced the feding that guestsweretruly living
under the sea.

Visualy spectacular, guests could come face-to-face with the predators of the sea, the sharks and
barracudas, asthey moved through thefluid void. Colorful tropical angelfish, parrot fish and friendly
dolphins schooled around outside the suites. Giant groupers and manta rays swam through graceful
jdlyfish asthey frolicked amid the vividly colored cord. At night guests could lie in bed and watch the
ballet of fish under an array of colored lights.

Unlike the opulent fleet of cruise shipsthat sailed the seven seas,Ocean Wanderer hadno engines. It was
afloating idand moored into position by giant sted pinsthat were driven deep into the bottom sediment.
Stretching from the pins, four heavy cablesran to links that could be automatically coupled or uncoupled.

But it was not a permanent mooring. Mindful of how the wealthy traveler seldom repesets vacationsin the
same spot, the designers of Ocean Wanderer cleverly built mooring facilitiesin more than adozen scenic
locations around the world. Five timesayear, apair of one-hundred-and-twenty-foot tugboats would
rendezvous with the floating hotel. Giant buoyancy tanks were pumped dry, raising the hotel until only
two levelsremained underwater, the mooring cables were rel eased and the tugs, each mounting
three-thousand-horsepower Hunnewd | diesel engines, would tow the floating hotel to anew tropica
setting, where she would be remoored. Guests could depart for home or stay aboard for the voyage as
they chose.

Liferaft drillswere mandatory for guests and crew dike every four days. Specid eevators with their
own energy source, in the event all generator power was lost, could evacuate the entire hotel to the deck
running around the second level, where the latest state-of -the-art enclosed life rafts were mounted that
could maintain buoyancy in extreme sea conditions.

Because of her unique experience and larger-than-life ambience, theOcean Wanderer was booked solid
two yearsin advance.

Today, however, was 'aspecia occasion. The man who was the driving force behind the creetion of the
Ocean Wanderer wasariving for afour-day stay for thefirst time since the floating hotd's lavish opening
the month before. A man as mysterious asthe sealitsdf. A man who was photographed only from a
distance, and who never revedled lips and chin below the nose while the eyes remained hidden under



dark glasses. His nationdity was unknown. He was a man with no name, as enigmatic as a specter,
Specter being the name given him by the news media. Reporters from newspapers and televison news
bureaus and stations had failed to penetrate even one layer of hisanonymity. His age and history had yet
to bereveded. All that was known about him for certain was that he headed and directed Odyssey, a
giant scientific research and congtruction empire with tentaclesin thirty countriesthat made him one of the
richest and most powerful meninthecivilized world.

There were no stockholders of Odyssey. There were no annual reports or profit-and-loss statements to
be examined. The Odysseyempire and the man in control stood aonein cryptic secrecy.

ATfour in the afternoon the silence of the aguamarine seaand azure sky was shattered by the shriek of
an overhead jet aircraft. A large passenger plane painted in the trademark lavender color of Odyssey
appeared from the west. Curious hotel guests gazed up at the unusua aircraft asits pilot gently banked
thejet around theOcean Wanderer to give his passengers abird's-eye view of the floating spectacle.

The plane was unlike any of them had seen before. The Russian-built Beriev Be-200 was originally
designed as an amphibiousfire-lighting aircraft. But this one was built to carry eighteen passengersand a
crew of four in rega luxury. It was powered by two BMW-Rolls-Royce turbofan engines mounted on
the overhead wing. Capable of speeds of over four hundred miles an hour, the rugged craft could easily
handle water takeoffs and landingsin four-foot seas.

The pilot banked the high-performance amphibian and made his approach in front of the hotdl. The big
hull kissed the waves in unison with the outer pontoons and settled into the water like an overweight
swan. Then it taxied up to afloating dock that extended from the main entrance of the hotel. Mooring
lines were thrown and the aircraft was tied dongside the dock by itscrew.

A welcoming party led by a bespectacled bal d-headed man wearing a crisp blue blazer sood on the
dock that was edged with golden velvet cords. Hobson Morton was the executive director of theOcean
Wanderer. A fastidious man totally dedicated to hisjob and employer, Morton stood six feet Six inches
tall and weighed only one hundred and seventy-five pounds. Morton had been persondly lured away by
Specter, whose philosophy was to surroundhimsdf with men who were smarter than hewas. Behind
Morton's back, his associates referred to the tall man as"the stick.” Distinguished, with graying temples
below athick mass of negtly brushed blond hair, he stood straight as alight post while a Sx-man team of
attendants exited the aircraft's main hatch, followed by four security men in blue jumpsuits who stationed
themselves at dtrategic locations aong the dock.

Severa minutes passed before Specter stepped off the plane. In contrast to Morton he might have
reached aheight of fivefeet fiveinchesif he had stood up straight, but settled ingde agrosdy overweight
body, standing rigid wasan impossibility . As he walked—actually, more of awaddle—he looked like a
pregnant bullfrog in search of aswamp. His enormous belly stretched atrademark white tailored suit far
beyond its double-threaded limits. His head was swathed in awhite silk turban whose lower sash
covered his chin and mouth. There was no way to read the face, even the eyes were covered by the
impenetrable lenses of heavily coated dark sunglasses. The men and women who were closdaly associated
with Specter could never fathom how he was able to see through them, never knowing that the lenses
were like aone-way mirror. The wearer could see perfectly from hissde while his eyes remained
impenetrable.



Morton stepped forward and formally bowed. "Welcome to theOcean Wanderer, Sr."

Therewas no shaking of hands. Specter tilted his head back and stared up &t the magnificent structure.
Though he had taken a persond interest in its design from conception to construction, he had yet to seeit
fully completed and moored in the sea.

"The appearance exceeds my most optimistic expectations,” Specter said in a soft mel odious voice with
the barest hint of an American southern accent that did not fit his appearance. When Morton first met
Specter he expected him to speak in high-pitched, scratchy sounds.

"I'm sure you will be more than pleased with theinterior aswell," said Morton in a patronizing tone. "If
you will please follow me, 1 will give you the grand tour before escorting you to the roya penthouse
te"

Specter merely nodded in reply, and began trundling across the deck to the hotel with hisretinue
bringing up the rear.

In thecommuni cations room across awide hallway from the executive offices, an operator was
monitoring and relaying the satdllite calls that were coming in from Specter's main heedquarters at his
company-built city in Laguna, Brazil, and offices around the world. A light blinked on his console and he
answered the call.

"Ocean Wanderer,how may | direct your call?"

"ThisisHeidi Lishernessfrom the NUMA Hurricane Center in Key West. May | speak to the director
of your resort?"

"I'm sorry, but heis busy escorting the owner and founder of Ocean Wanderer on a private tour of the
hotd."

"Thisisextremely urgent. Let metalk to hisassistant.”
"Everyonein the executive officeis on the tour also.”

"Thenwill you please," Heidi pleaded, " please, inform them that a Category Five hurricaneis headed in
the direction of theOcean Wanderer. It istraveling at incredible speed and could strike the hotel as soon
as dawn tomorrow. You mugt, | repeat, youmust beginevacuating your hotel. 1 will give you frequent
updates and will stand by at this number for any questions your director may have."

The operator dutifully jotted down the Hurricane Center's number and then answered severd other calls
that camein while hewastalking with Heidi. Not taking the warning serioudy, he waited until hewas
relieved two hours later before he tracked down Morton and relayed the message.

Morton stared at the message typed out by the operator's voice printer and reread it thoughtfully before
handing it to Specter. "A weather warning from Key West. They report that ahurricaneis heading in our
direction and suggest we evacuate everyonein the hotel."



Specter scanned the warning message and lumbered to alarge view window and gazed toward the east
across the sea. The sky wasfree of clouds and the water surface looked quite cam, the wave crests
reaching no more than afoot or two in height. "Well make no hasty decisons. If the slorm followsthe
usua hurricanetrack, it should veer north and miss us by hundreds of miles.

Morton was not so sure. A cautious and conscientious man, he preferred to be safe rather than sorry. "l
do not believe, gir, it would be in our best interest to risk the lives of our guests or employees. |
respectfully suggest that we ingtruct everyone to begin evacuation procedures and arrange transportation
to asafe haven in the Dominican Republic as soon as possible. We should also dert the tugboats to
launch an operation to tow us from the worst of the storm.”

Specter stared out the window again at the serene wesether asif reassuring himsdf. "Well wait another
three hours. | do not wish to harm the image of Ocean Wanderer withstories of amassflight the news
mediawill blow out of proportion and compare to the abandonment of asinking ship. Besides" he said,
throwing up hisarms asif embracing the magnificent floating edifice like abaloon with long thin ears, "my
hotel was built to resist any violence the sea can throw at her."

Morton briefly consgdered mentioning theTitanic, but thought better of it. He left Specter in the

penthouse suite and returned to his office to begin preparations for the evacuation he was sure would
come.

Hfty milesnorth of Ocean Wanderer, Captain Barnum studied the meteorologica reports coming in from
Heidi Lisherness and unconscioudy stared toward the east the way Specter had. Unlike landsmen,
Barnum was wily to the ways of the sea. He was aware of the dowly increasing breeze and therising
waves. He had weathered many storms during hislong career at seaand knew how they could creep up
on an unsuspecting ship and crew and engulf them in lessthan an hour.

He picked up the phone and hailedPisces. Anindistinct, garbled voice answered from under the water.
"Summe?'

"No, thisisthe brother,” Dirk replied humoroudy as he adjusted the frequency. "What can | do for you,
Captain?'

"1s Summer ingdePi sces with you?"

"No, she's outside, checking the hydrolab oxygen tanks."

"We have astorm warning from Key West. A Category Five hurricane is coming down our throats."
"Category Five? That'sabruta one.”

"Asferocious asthey come. | saw a Category Four in the Pacific twenty years ago. | can't imagine
anythingworse."

"l low much time do we have beforeit'son us?' asked Dirk.

"The center predicted six in the morning. But updates show it's coming on much faster. We haveto get



you andSummer out of Pisces .and ontoSea Sorite as soon as possible.”

"l don't haveto tell you about saturation dives, Captain. My sister and | have been down here four days.
It will take us at least fifteen hours of decompression before we can be recompressed to ambient water
pressure and come to the surface. Well never make it before the hurricaneison us.”

Barnum was we| aware of the threatening Stuation. "We may have to terminate our topside support and
runforit."

"At this depth, we should be able to weether the storm comfortably,” Dirk said confidently.
"l dont likeleaving you," Barnum spoke grimly.

"We may haveto go on adiet, but we have generating power and enough oxygen to last usfour days.
By then the worst of the storm should have passed.”

"l wishit was more."

There was a pause fromPisces. Then, "Do we have an option?"

"No," Barnum sighed heavily. "I guessnot." Helooked up at the big digital clock above the pilothouse's
automated ship's console. His greatest fear was that if Sea Sprite was driven far off its pogition by the
storm, he might not get back in time to save Dirk andSummer . He feared he was faced with ano-win
gtuation. If helost Dirk Pitt's children to the sea, there was no telling the wrath that would explode from
NUMA's specid projects director. "Take every precaution to extend your air supply.”

"Not to worry, Captain. Summer and | will be snug asbugsin arug in our little shack down in cord
gulch."

Barnum felt uneasy. The odds were aso long that Pisces could survive intact if the reef was pounded by
hundred-foot waves generated by a Category 5 hurricane. He stared through the bridge windows to the
eadt. Already the sky wasfilling with threstening clouds and the seas had risen to five feet.

With much regret and a degpening sense of foreboding, he gave orders for Sea Sorite to pull up the
anchor and lay a course away from the predicted path of the storm.

When Summerreentered the main lock, Dirk gave her arundown on the nasty weather coming their way
over the horizon. He ran through instructions for conserving food and air. "We should dso batten down
any loose objectsin case high seas knock us around down here.”

"How soon before the worst of the storm reaches us?" askedSummer .

"According to the captain, sometime before morning.”

"Then you havetime for afina dive with me before were cooped up in here until the westher clears.”

Dirk looked at hissster. A lesser man, captivated by her beauty, would have falen under her spell, but



as her twin brother he wasimmune to her Machiavellian wiles. "What's on your mind?" he asked casudly.
"l want to take a closer ook inside the cavern where | found the urn.”
"Canyoufindit againinthe dark?'

"Likeafox toitslair," she said, cocksure. "Besides, you dways enjoy seeing different species of fish on
anight divethat you can't see during the day."

Dirk was hooked. "Then let's makeit quick. We have alot of work to do before the storm hits."
Summer put her arm through his. Y ou won't regret it!"
"Why do you say that?"

She stared up at her brother from those soft gray eyes. "Because the more | think about it, | believe
there isagreater mystery than the urn waiting to be found inside the cave.”

With Summer in the lead,they dropped out of the entry lock, checked each other's equipment and then
moved into the seathat was as black as deep space. Together, they switched on their dive lightsand
dartled the nearby night fishwho had emerged after dark to feed in their cora domain. Above, therewas
no moon to sweep the surface with shimmering slver. The stars were cloaked by ominous clouds, the
precursors of the vicious storm soon to come,

Dirk stroked hisfins behind hissster, following her into the dark void. He knew she enjoyed the
underwater world by her graceful, languid movements. Her bubblesrosein clusters of balloonsindicating
the comfortable breathing of an expert diver. Shelooked back at him through her mask and smiled. Then
she pointed to her right and kicked off over the cord illuminated by her divelight in amaze of muted
colors.

There was nothing sinister about the silent sea benesth the surface at night. Curious fish were attracted
by the dive lights and came out of their cord hiding placesto study the unfamiliar and awvkward swimming
cregturesintruding in their midst who were carrying sealed housings that beamed like the sun. A huge
parrot fish swvam at Dirk's side, staring at him like acurious cat. Six four-foot barracudas materiaized out
of the gloom, their lower jaws protruding beyond their noses and displaying rows of needle-sharp teeth.
They ignored the divers and glided past without the dightest Sgn of interest.

Summer finned through the cord canyonsasif she wasfollowing aroad map. A little blowfish, Sartled
by the glare of thelight, puffed its body into around ball with spikes protruding from itssdeslikea



cactus, making it impossible or extremely unlikely abig predator would be dumb enough to attempt to
swallow such athroat-ripping morsdl.

Their lightsthrew eerig, flickering shadows againgt the distorted cord whose surface varied from jagged
sharpness to round and globular. To Dirk, the complex hues and shapes took on the look of a continuous
abgtract painting. He glanced at his depth gauge. It read forty-five feet. He glanced ahead asSummer
suddenly dropped down into anarrow cord canyon with steep sides. He descended in her wake,
noticing anumber of openingsin the cord leading to shallow caves and wondering which one had
attracted her the day before.

Findly, she hesitated before a vertical opening with squared corners sandwiched between apair of
unnaturd-looking columns. Turning briefly to seethat her brother was ill following, Summer swvam
unhesitatingly into the cavern beyond. Thistime, with adivelight in hand and the security of her brother
beside her, Summer penetrated deeper into the cavern, past the place in the bottom sand where she had
discovered the urn.

The cave was not crooked or irregular. Thewalls, celling and floor were amost perfectly flat, stretching
into the darkness like a corridor without twists and turns. Deeper and deeper it led them on.

Becoming lost in acave system isthe number one cause of cave-diving fataities. Mistakes prove deadly.
Here, fortunately, there was no problem of orientation. Thiswas not a dangerous cave dive, nor was
there afear of becoming lost in acomplex system of adjoining caves. The chamber had no side openings
or separate shafts that could cause them to lose their way. To regain the entrance, they had only to
reversethar course. They were thankful there was no fine st on the bottom that when disturbed could
cloud vision for an hour before it settled again. The floor of the cora shaft was covered with coarse sand
too heavy to swirl inthe water if disturbed by their fins.

Abruptly, the shaft ended in what teased Summer's imagination. Though infested with marine growth, it
seemed asif the shaft rose with aflight of steps. A school of angelfish twirled in a corkscrew above her
head, then darted past as she began to ascend. Her skin and the nape of her neck suddenly tingled with
expectation. Her earlier feding that there was more to the cavern than met the eye came back with a
rush.

The cord thinned thisfar under the reef. With no light to encourage marine growth the encrustation on
the walls of the shaft was|ess than an inch thick and consisted more of dimy growth than hard coral. Dirk
took his gloved hand and brushed away the greasy coating and felt his heart quicken as he recognized
groovesin graniterock that he theorized were put there by ancient hands when the seawas lower.

Then, through the water, he heardSummer utter a distorted squeal. He kicked upward and was stunned
when he broke the surface of the water into an air pocket. He looked up asSummer’s light svept over a
domed ceiling of seemingly chisded stonesfit tightly together without mortar.

"What have we got here?' Dirk spoke through his underwater communications system.

"It'sether afreak of nature or an ancient man-made vault,”" Summer murmured in awe.

"Thisisno freak of nature.”

"It must have been submerged after the melting of the Ice Age.”

"That was ten thousand years ago. Impossible to be that ancient. More likely, the vault sank during an



earthquake like the one that struck Port Royd, Jamaica, the pirate haven that dipped into the sea after a
massive tremor in Sxteen ninety-two."

"Could it be aforgotten ghost city?" askedSummer , her excitement mounting.

Dirk shook his head. "Unless there is much more buried underthe surrounding cord, my gut indinct is
thiswas some sort of temple.”

"Built by ancient natives of the Caribbean?"

"| doubt it. Archaeologists have found no evidence of stone masonry in the West Indies before
Columbus. And thelocd natives certainly didn't know how to forge abronze urn. Thiswas built by a
different culture, alogt and unknown civilization."

"Not another Atlantis myth," Summer said sarcadtically.
"No, Dad and Al put that to rest in the Antarctic severa yearsago.”

"Seems incredible that ancient peoples of Europe sailed across the ocean and built atemple on acoral
reef."

Dirk dowly ran his gloved hand on one wall. "Navidad Reef was probably an idand back then.”
"When you think about it," ssidSummer , "we must be breathing air thousands of yearsold.”
Dirk deeply inhded and then exhded. "Smells and tastes good to me."

Summer pointed over her shoulder. "Help me with the camera. We must get a photo record.”

Dirk moved behind her and removed an dluminum carrying case attached to a clip benegth her air tanks.
He pulled out aminidigital Sony PC-100 camcorder mounted inside acompact Ikelite clear-acrylic
housing. Setting the controls on manua mode, he attached the arms for the floodlights. Since there was
no ambient light there was no need for alight meter.

Therewas an illusve grandeur to the submarine chamber andSummer was more than proficient enough
with acamerato captureit. The instant she flicked on the floodlights the blesk cave camediveina
montage of green, yellow, red and purple hues from the growth on the sheer walls. Except for amild
digtortion, the water was nearly as clear asglass.

WhileSummer photographed the vault below and above the water, Dirk dove down and began exploring
the floor dong thewadls. The lights fromSummer’'s camera cast weird quivering imagesin the water ashe
dowly worked hisway around the perimeter.

He amost passed by without seeing a space that opened up between two walls. It was a corner
entrance no more than two feet wide. Dirk barely shouldered through with hisair tanks, keeping the hand
gripping the dive light extended in front of him. He entered another chamber dightly larger than the outer
one. Thisone had recessed seatsin the walls and what looked like alarge stone bed in the center. At first
he thought it was empty of artifacts but then hislight reveded around object with two large holes on the
sdes and one smaller hole at the top lying on the bed, like armor that covered the torso. A gold necklace
rested on the stone above the object with two coiled armbands placed on each side. What looked like an
intricate metdal lace headpiece sat above the necklace and above it an ornate diadem.



Dirk began to imagine that abody once lay inddetherelics. Where the legs might have beenwere apair
of bronze greaves, ancient armor worn below the knees. A sword blade and dagger blade were situated
on the | eft Sde while a socketed spearhead without its shaft lay on theright. If therewasabody, it was
long ago dissolved or consumed by sea creatures that devoured anything organic.

Sitting at the foot of the bed was alarge cauldron.

Rising afew inches over four feet, the circumference of the cauldron wastoo large for himto circle his
arms around and touch hisfingertips. He rapped the hilt of his dive knife against the Sde and heard adull
metdlic thud. Bronze, he thought to himself. He smeared away the growth on the surface and reveded
the figure of awarrior throwing a spear. Using his glove to brush hisway around the cauldron, he
discovered an army of sculpted men and women wearing armor and posed asif fighting a bettle. They
carried man-sized shields and long swords. Severa held spears with short shafts but extremely long
headsin aspiral form. Some fought in body armor that covered their torso.

Others fought naked, butmost dl wore hugehdmets, manywith horns protruding out the top.
He swam above the rim, shined hislight through the wide neck and peered inside.

Theinterior of the big cauldron wasfilled amost to the top with jumbled, intermingled but till
recognizable artifacts. Dirk identified bronzespearheads, dagger blades with the hilts eroded away, edged
and winged axes, coiled bracelets and chain waist belts. He left the relics as he had found them, dl but
one. He gently picked it out of the cauldron and held it between hisfingers. Then he moved through an
archway that loomed on the opposite side of what he now supposed was an ancient bedroom used asa
tomb.

He quickly identified the chamber beyond as akitchen. There was no air pocket here and his bubbles
trailed to the celling and flowed outward in confused streams like quicksiiver. Bronze cooking tureens,
amphors, urnsand jars lay scattered on the floor along with broken clay pots. Beside what appeared to
be afireplace he found bronze tongsand alarge ladle, dl partidly buried in the slt that had filtered into
the chamber over thousands of years. He siwam over the debris and examined the artifacts closdly, trying
to find distinguishing artwork or markings, but they were haf buried in the silt and covered with little
hard-shell crustaceans that had made their way over the centuries into the room.

Satisfied there were no more doorways or side rooms to explore, he returned through the bedroom
chamber and approachedSummer , who was focusing and furioudy recording every dimension of the
arched vault below the water surface.

He touched her arm and pointed up. After they surfaced, he said excitedly, "I found two more
chambers.”

"Thisgetsmoreintriguing by the minute,” Summer said, without taking her eye from the viewfinder.

He grinned and held up abronze lady's hair comb. "Run the comb through your hair and try to imagine
the last woman to useit.”

Summer lowered her cameraand stared at the object in Dirk's hand. Her eyes widened as she delicately
took the comb and held it between her fingers. "It'slovely,” she murmured. She was abouit to run the
comb through afew strands of her flame-red hair that trailed past her cars when she stopped and
suddenly looked at him serioudy. ™Y ou should put it back where you found it. When archaeologists



examinethis place, and they will, you'll be condemned asardlic thief."

"If | had agirlfriend, | bet sheld keep it."

"Thelast of your long string of women would have stolen the charity box from achurch.”
Dirk feigned looking hurt. " Saras streak of larceny made her irresgtible.”

"You'rejust lucky Dad is abetter judge of women than you are."

"Whét's he got to do with it?"

"He gave Sarathe boot when she showed up at his hangar looking for you."

"I wondered why she never returned my cals," said Dirk, without ahint of distress.

She gave him abaeful glare and studied the comb, trying to conjure up an image of the last woman to
touch it, wondering what style and color her hair might have been. After afew moments, she carefully lad
the ancient relic in her brother's open hands so she could photographiit.

As soon asSummer took severa close-up photos, Dirk returned the comb to the cauldron. He was soon
followed by Summer , who recorded more than thirty images of the bedroom chamber and the ancient
artifacts on her digital camera before entering and shooting the ancient kitchen. Satisfied that she had
achieved a detailed photographic inventory of the three chambers and their artifacts, she passed the
camerato Dirk, who disassembled the lights and dipped it back into its auminum container. Rather than
reattaching it toSummer's back, he held the grip handletightly in one hand asinsurance against losing or
damaging the case.

He made afina check of both their air gauges and determined they had more than an ample air reserve
for the journey back to their habitat. Well trained by their father, Dirk and his Sster were cautious divers
who had yet to come remotely closeto the fatal danger of empty air tanks. He led the way thistime,
having memorized the bends and curvesin the coral they had passed through earlier.

When they findly reached the comfort of Pisces and passed into the main lock, the waves above were
rising, driven by amushrooming wind that forced the wavesto build and pound the reef like a
jack-hammer againgt apiling. As Dirk took histurn &t fixing dinner, he andSummer looked forward to
discovering the riddle of the underwater ghost temple. They relaxed and ate dinner under afalse security.
Neither had any conception of how vulnerable they werefifty feet benesth the surface of avicious sea,
certainly not with waves that were about to reach a hundred feet high, with troughs that would expose the
habitat to the full force of the horrendouskiller storm.



Punching into thewhirlingwall of the hurricane, scourged by screaming winds, blankets of hail and rain,
and tossed by downdrafts and updrafts through unimaginable turbulence, the twenty-nine-year-old Orion
P-3 Hurricane Hunter aircraft took the beating in stride. Her wings flexed and fluttered like bladeson a
fencer's sword. The big propellers on her four Allison forty-six-hundred-horsepower engines chopped
her through the deluge at three hundred knots. Built in 1976, the Navy, NOAA and NUMA had never
found abetter aircraft that could stand up to the punishment of violent wegather.

Remarkably stable, Galloping Gertie, as she was affectionately named, with an animated painting of a
cowgirl riding abucking bronco on her bow, carried acrew of twenty: two pilots, anavigator and flight
meteorologigt, three engineering and e ectronic communication specidids, twelve scientists and amedia
passenger from aloca TV station who asked to come aboard when he learned that Hurricane Lizzie was
building into arecord-setting storm.

Jeff Barrett sat relaxed in the pilot seat, his eyes sweeping the instrument panel every other minute. Six
hoursinto aten-hour flight, the gauges and lightswere al he had to look at, since the only thing to be
seen through the windshield was aview similar to peering insde awashing machine on the sogp cycle.
With awife and three children, Barrett saw no more danger in hisjob than if he were driving atrash truck
through adowntown dley.

But danger and death lurked in the swirling cloud of moisture smothering the Orion, especialy when
Barrett made passes o low over the water that salt spray spun off the propellers and glazed the windows
with afrostlike film before he spirded up to seven thousand feet, flying in and out of theworst part of the
storm. Corkscrew penetration was the most efficient way to record and anayze the hurricane's strength.

It was not ajob for the unintrepid. Those who flew into hurricanes and typhoons were a special breed of
scientists. There could be no observing ssorms from adistance. They had to get down and dirty, flying
directly through the aerid maelstrom, not once but as many asten times.

They flew without complaint under incredibly appaling conditionsto sample wind speeds and direction,
rain, air pressure and data on a hundred other measurements they sent to the hurricane center. There, the
information was fed into computer model s o meteorologists could forecast the strength of the ssorm and
issue warnings for people living in the predicted track to evacuate the shorelinein an effort to save
countlesslives.

Barrett wrestled easily with the controls that were modified to endure extreme turbulence and checked
the numbers on his Globa Postioning satellite instrument before making adight course adjustment. He
turned to his copilot. "Thisisarea bad one," he said, as the Orion was jolted by a sudden wind surge.

The crew spoke through microphones and listened through headsets. Any conversation without the radio
had to be shouted into an upturned ear. The shriek of the wind was S0 piercing it drowned out the
exhaudt roar of theengines.

The rangy man douched in the copilot's seat was Sipping coffee from a covered cup through a straw.
Nest and fagtidious, Jerry Boozer prided himself on never spilling adrop of liquid or asandwich crumbin
the cockpit during a hurricane stalk. He nodded in agreement. "The worst I've seen in the eight years|'ve
been chasing these things.”

"I'd hate to beliving in her path when she reachesland.”



Boozer picked up his microphone and spoke into it. "Hey, Charlie, what's your magic department
reading of the sorm'swind?'

Back in the science compartment packed with an array of instruments and consoles crammed with
meteorologica eectronic systems, Charlie Mahoney, aresearch scientist from Stanford University, sat
strapped in achair facing amatrix of sensors that measured temperature, humidity, pressure, winds and
fluxes. "You ain't gonnabelieve this," he answered in a Georgiaaccent, "but the last dropwindsonde
profiling system | released recorded horizontal wind speeds of up to two hundred and twenty milesan
hour asit fell through the storm toward the sea.”

"No wonder poor oldGertie istaking abesting.” Boozer had hardly mouthed the words when the
arcraft soared into cam air and the sun glittered on the shiny auminum fusdlage and wings.

They had entered Lizzies eye. Below, arestless seareflected the blue of the sky. It waslikeflyinginto a
giant tube whose circular wals were forged with swirling, impenetrable clouds. Boozer fdt asif hewas
flying insde avast whirlpool whose pit led to Hades.

Barrett banked and circled within the eye while the meteorol ogists behind gathered their data. After
nearly ten minutes, he turned the Orion and headed into the tortured gray wall. Again, the aircraft
shuddered asif it was under attack by all the furies of the gods. Abruptly, it fet likeagiant'sfist had
smashed into the starboard, sending the plane over on one wing. Anything that wasn't tied down in the
cockpit—papers, folders, coffee cups, briefcases—was hurled against the starboard bulkhead. No
sooner had the gust passed than ablast of even increased force hurled the aircraft through the turmoail like
abalsawood glider tied to afan, sending al that loose debris crashing against the opposite side of the
cockpit. The double shock came like the blow of atennis ball from aracket against a backstop. Barrett
and Boozer were nearly frozen in shock. Neither had ever experienced acollison with awind gust of that
magnitude, and not one but two in dmaost as many seconds. It was unheard of.

The Orion shuddered and fdll off in an uncontrolled bank to the port.

Barrett felt asudden loss of power and his eyesimmediately swept the instrument panel as he struggled
to leve out thearcraft. "I'm getting no readings on number four engine. Can you seeif sheés4till turning?!

"Oh God!" muttered Boozer, saring through his sde window. "Number four engineisgone!™
"Then shut it down!" Barrett snapped.
"Therésnothing left to shut down. It'sfalen away.”

His mind and stirength fully concentrating on righting the Orion, Barrett twisted the wheel on the control
column and fought the pedd's, not comprehending Boozer's dire report. He sensed something terribly
wrong with the aerodynamics. The plane was not responding to his physical commands. All response
was extremely duggish. It was asif agiant rope with aweght was pulling the starboard wing from
behind.

At last he broughtGertie into leve flight. Only then did Boozer's words come hometo him. It wasthe
loss of the engine, torn from its mountings by the violent assault of the storm that threw the Orion out of
control and was causing the starboard drag. He leaned forward and stared past Boozer.

Where the Allison turboprop engine had been attached to the wing was now an empty gap with twisted
and torn mountings, severed hydraulic, oil and fud lines, mangled pumps and eectrica wiring. It shouldn't



have happened, thought Barrett, incredulous. Engines smply did not drop off aircraft, not even under the
worgt turbulence.

Then he counted nearly thirty empty, tiny holesin the wing where the rivets had popped out. His
foreboding grew as he saw severd cracksin the stressed duminum skin.

A voice from the main compartment came over his headphones. "We have injuries back here and most
of the equipment is damaged and mafunctioning.”

"Those who are able, tend to the injured. We're heading for home."

"If we can makeit," Boozer said pessmigtically. He pointed out Barrett's sde window. "We have afire
in number three"

"Shut it down!™
"In the process,” Boozer answered camly.

Barrett was tempted to call hiswife and say goodbye, but he was far from giving up. Getting sorely
woundedGertie and her scientists out of the storm and safely back to land would take amiracle. He
began to mutter aprayer under his breath as he used every fraction of his experienceto fly the Orion
through the vortex into calm air. If they escaped the worst of the chaos the rest would take care of itsdlf.

After twenty minutes the wind and rain began to diminish and the clouds lighten. Then, just as he thought
they were through the clouds, Lizzie threw one more punch and sent awind blast that struck the Orion's
rudder a punishing blow and crippled what little control Barrett and Boozer had.

All bets on a successful attempt to reach home were now off.

Mogt of the time,the oceans agppear to be at rest. Unending waves no higher than the head of a German
shepherd give theimage of adeeping giant, the surface of his chest dowly rising and faling with each
breath. It isan illusion that beguilesthe unwary. Sailors could fal adeep in their berths with clear skies
and cam seas and wake up to afrenzied sea that quickly swept over thousands of square miles, engulfing
every vesH inits path.

HurricaneLizze had dl the ingredients for unmitigated disaster. If she looked nasty by morning, shewas
downright rotten bynoon, and a shrieking hellion by evening. Two-hundred-and-twenty-mile-an-hour
winds soon passed two hundred and fifty. They hurled and whipped the once-flat water into agiant
turmoil that rose and fell ahundred feet between crest and trough asit advanced relentlesdy toward



Navidad Bank and the Dominican Republic, itsfirst landfall.

The anchor was bardly up and theSea Sorite under way when Paul Barnum turned for perhapsthe
twentieth time and stared over the seato the east. Earlier he noted no change. But thistime the horizon
where the tanzanite blue water met a sgpphire blue sky was smudged by adark gray stresk like adistant
chinook dust sorm rolling over the prairie.

Barnum gazed at the advancing nightmare, stunned by how rapidly it grew and began filling the sky. He
had never experienced nor had he conceived that a storm could move with what seemed the speed of an
express train. Even before he could program the computerized automated controls for course and speed,
the storm was covering the sun in a death shroud while painting the sky the lead gray on the bottom of a
well-used killet.

For the next eight hoursSea Sprite ran hard, as Barnum drove her in what seemed afutile attempt to put
as much distance as possible between her hull and the sharp cora of Navidad Reef. But when he redized
the worst of the storm was about to overtake him, he knew the most efficient way to survive wasto head
rightintoit, rlying onSea Sorite to fight her way through. He patted her hdm affectionately, asif shewas
flesh and blood instead of cold stedl. She was a staunch ship that had taken everything the sea could
throw at her in her years of rigorous sailing in thepolar regions . She might be mauled and hammered but
Barnum didn't doubt she would survive.

Heturned to hisfirg officer, Sam Maverick, who looked like ahigh school dropout with hislong red
hair, shaggy beard and gold pendant dangling from his|eft ear. "Program anew course, Mr. Maverick.
Bring her around on a heading of eighty-five degrees east. We can't outrun the storm so welll ride into her
bow-on."

Maverick looked at the seas that were cresting agood fifty feet over the stern and shook his head. He
gared baefully a Barnum asif his captain had logt haf his gray matter. ™Y ou want to bring her around in
thissea?' he asked dowly.

"No time like the present,” replied Barnum. "Better now than when the rogue waves hit."

It was ship handling at its most frightening. For an agonizing length of time, the ship's hull would swing
and face the waves dong her entire beam, leaving her vulnerable to a massve wave that would roll her
over. Many aship through the centuries was capsized by attempting the maneuver, going to the bottom
without leaving atrace.

"When | see aninterval between the swells, & my command, give her full speed.” Then he spokeinto the
ship'sradio. "Were coming around in a heavy sea. Everyone braceyoursaves and hold on for deer life.”

Hunched over the consolein front of the bridge window, Barnum gazed unblinkingly through the
windshield and waited with the patience of arock until he saw awave coming that was higher than any

that had passed.
"Full speed, if you please, Mr. Maverick."

Maverick ingtantly obeyed Barnum's order, but was horrified, certain of disaster, as an enormous wave
bore down on the research ship. He was about to curse Barnum for turning too soon, but realized what
the captain had in mind. There were no timely intervals. The monstrous waves dmost seemed to mesh on
one another, like soldiers marching in close formation. Barnum had jumped the gun and begun the turn
early, gaining a precious minute while the ship took the blunt of the wave on an angle.



The implacable wave tossed the bow up and shovedSea Sorite dmost over to her port side before
sweeping her over and around. For fifteen seconds the ship was overwhelmed by a seething white mass
of water as she struggled partidly through the crest that towered above the bridge. Then shewas
fishtailing vicioudy down the other side, rolling heavily to port, the seainundating her deck railings.
Almost miraculoudly, with agonizing downess, she righted in the trough and took the next sea bow-on,
plunging through on an even ked.

Maverick had walked ships decksfor eighteen years, but he had never seen amore professiona, more
intuitive, display of ssamanship. He stared at Barnum and was amazed to see asmile, perhapsagrim
amile, but asmile nonetheless, on the captain'sface. My God, Maverick thought, the man is actudly
enjoying himsdf.

Hfty milesto the south of Sea Sorite, the outer edge of Hurricane Lizzie was within minutes of damming

into theOcean Wanderer. The forward edge of the menacing clouds swept past, cutting off the sun and
plunging the seainto an eerie gray darkness. A dense sheet of rain followed, pelting the windows of the
floating hotd like the blast from athousand machine guns.

"Too late!" Morton moaned to himsdf while standing in his office garing at the tumult that was headed
directly for the hotel asif it was an enraged Tyrannosaur us rex with avendetta. Despite the warnings
and updates from Heidi Lisherness at the Hurricane Center, he did not concelve the incredible speed and
distance the rampage had traveled since morning. Though Heldi Lisherness had given him up-to-date
forecasts on the magnitude and speed, it didn't seem possible that calm seas and quiet skies could turn so
fast. He could not believe Lizzies forward fringe was dready assaulting the building.

"Inform every staff director to assemble in the conference room immediately!™ he snapped to his
executive secretary as he marched into his office.

Hisanger at Specter'sindecision to evacuate € even hundred guests and employees when there wasdill
of chance of trangporting them to safety in the Dominican Republic only afew scant miles awvay bordered
on fury. He became even moreinfuriated as the sound of aircraft engineswarming up vibrated the
windows. He walked over and stared below just in time to see Specter and his entourage board the
Beriev Be-210 executive jet. The entry hatch was barely closed before the engines revved up and the
plane began gathering speed, planing over the rising waves, throwing grest billowing sheets of spray
beforelifting into the air and banking on a course toward the Dominican Republic.

"Y ourotten cowardly scum,” Morton hissed at seeing Specter flee for hislife without the least concern
for the eleven hundred souls he | eft behind.

He watched until the plane was logt in the menacing clouds, and turned as his saff entered and gathered
around the conference table. It was obvious by the expressions of apprehension on their faces that they
were standing on the fine line between calm and panic.

"We underestimated the speed of the hurricane,” he began. "Itsfull forceislessthan an hour away. Since
it'stoo late to evacuate, we must move al guests and employeesto the upper level of the hotel, whereit's
the safest.”



"Can' the tugboats pull us out of harm'sway?" inquired the reservation's director, atal, perfectly
groomed lady of thirty-five.

"Thetugs were derted early and should arrive shortly, but arisng seawill makeit extremdy difficult for
them to make a connection with our towing capstans. If the procedure proves impossible then we have
no choice but to westher the sorm.”

The concierge raised hishand. "Wouldn'tit be safer to ride out the storm on the guest floors below the
surface?' asked the concierge.

Morton dowly shook his head. "If the worst happens and the crush of the storm waves break our
mooring lines, and the hotdl drifts..." he paused and shrugged his shoulders. "1 don't wantto think about
what would happen if we are driven onto Navidad Bank forty milesto the east or onto arocky shoreline
of the Dominican Republic that would tear out the glasswadls of the lower floors™

The concierge nodded. "We understand. Once the water flooded into the lower levelsthe ballast tanks
could not keep the hotel afloat and the waves would bash her to pieces on the rocks.”

"Andif it lookslike that will happen?' asked Morton's assistant manager.

Morton's face turned very solemn indeed as he looked around the conference table. " Then we abandon
the hotel, enter the liferafts and pray to God afew will survive."

Battered and lashedby Hurricane Lizzie, Barrett and Boozer fought to keep the plane on alevd flight
path. The double satanic gusts coming from flip-sde directions and damming intoGalloping Gertie at
amost the same time nearly tore her out of the air. Both pilots struggled with the control s together,
fighting to keepGertie on astraight course. With the rudder dack, they angled direction by reducing or
increasing the rpms of their remaining two enginesin unison with the alerons,

Never intheir combined years of chasing tropica storms had they ever encountered one that unleashed
such incredible strength as Hurricane Lizzie. It was as though she wastrying to twist the world apart.

Findly, after what seemed thirty hours but was closer to thirty minutes, the sky gradually turned from
solid gray to dirty whiteto brilliant blue, as the badly pounded Orion escaped the fringes of the storm and
staggered into calm weather.

"WEIl never makeit back to Miami," said Boozer, studying anavigation chart.

"A long shot with only two engines, afusdage barely hanging together and our rudder frozen,” Barrett



sad grimly. "Better divert to San Juan.”
"San Juan, Puerto Rico, itis."

"She'sdl yours," said Barrett, taking his hands off the controls. "1'm going to check the science guys. No
telling what I'll find back there."

Hereleased his safety harness and stepped through the cockpit door into the main cabin of the Orion.
The interior was ashambles. Computers, monitors and the racks of e ectronic instruments were scattered
and piled asif thrown off atruck at a savage yard. Equipment that had been mounted to sustain the
worst turbulence had sheared from their bolts and screws asif ripped apart by agiant hand. Bodieswere
sporawled in different positions, afew unconscious and badly injured, lying against bulkheads, afew il
on their feet tending to those who needed medica attention the most.

But that was not the most horrendous sight that met Barrett's eyes. The Orion's fuselage was cracked in
ahundred places, rivets having popped out like bullets from agun. In some areas he could actudly see
daylight. It was obviousthat if they had lingered in the worst of the storm another five minutes, the plane
would have ripped gpart and crashed in athousand piecesinto the waiting arms of the murderous sea.

Weather scientist Steve Miller looked up from caring for an eectrica engineer with acompound fracture
of the lower arm. "'Can you bdlieve this?' he said, motioning around the destruction. "We were smashed
by awind blast of two hundred and ten miles an hour on the starboard side only seconds before an even
stronger gust struck the port.”

"I've never heard of wind driving that hard,” muttered Barrett in awe.
"Take my word for it. Nothing like this has ever been measured. Two opposing gusts colliding in the
same storm isameteorological rarity, yet it happened. Somewhere in this messwe've got the records to

proveit."

"Gdloping Gertieisin no condition to make Miami," said Barrett, nodding at the fuselage that was barely
hanging together. "Well try for San Juan instead. I'll ask for emergency vehiclesto stand ready."

"Don't forget to make arequest for extra paramedics and ambulances," said Miller. "No one got off with
lessthan cuts and bruises. The injuries on Delbert and Morris are serious, but no oneiscritica.”

"I've got to get back to the cockpit and help Boozer. If there's anything..."

"WEeIl manage,” answered Miller. "Just keep usin the ar and not in the ocean.”

"Don't think we won't work at it."

Two hourslater they sghted the San Juan airport. Handling the controlswith amasterful touch, Barrett
flew the plane barely above stalling speed to reduce al the stress possible on the weakened aircraft. With
flaps lowered, he took along sweeping approach toward the runway. There would be one attempt and
one attempt only. He knew his chances were dim for another gpproach if he botched this one.

"Gear down," he said, asthe runway lined up through the windshield.

Boozer dropped the landing gear. Mercifully, the wheels came down and locked. Fire engines and
ambulances lined the dtrip in expectation of adisaster, the emergency crews having heard the extent of



the damage over theradio.

Staring through binoculars at the plane asit grew from a speck into full view, no onein the control tower
could believe what they saw. With one engine dead and trailing smoke and one completely missing from
the wing, it ssemed impossible the Orion could still claw the air. They diverted dl commercid traffic into
holding patterns until the final curtain on the dramadropped. Then they watched and waited in hushed
gpprehension.

The Orion camein low and dow. Boozer worked the throttles, maintaining astraight flight while Barrett
finessed the controls. He flared out and touched down as gently as humanly possible dl too closeto the
end of the runway. Therewas just the dightest indication of abounce when the tires screeched and
settled onto the asphdt. There was no reversing the two props. Boozer pulled the throttles back to the
stops and let the remaining enginesidle as the plane sped down the runway.

Barrett gently tapped the brake pedals, staring at the fence just beyond the runway that loomed ahead. If
worse came to worst, he could stand on the left brake and cut a sharp turn into the grass. But everything
worked in hisfavor andGertie dragged her feet and dowed down, rolling to astop with less than two
hundred feet of runway |eft to go.

Barrett and Boozer sat back in their seats and sighed with relief just asthe aircraft shuddered and shook.
They threw off the safety harnesses and rushed back into the science compartment. On the opposite end
of the trashed instruments and injured scientists, they stared through a huge opening in thefusdlage a the
runway they'd just covered.

The entiretail section had twisted off and fallen to the ground.

Thewindhurled itsdlf at the flat-angled ocean side of theOcean Wanderer. The engineers had done their
job well. Though designed to take a one-hundred-and-fifty-mile-an-hour wind, the structure with its
heavy plate windows was sustaining gusts up to two hundred without breakage. The only damage
sustained in the early hours of the hurricane came on the roof where the sports center, with its golf
greens, basketball and tennis courts, and dining tables and chairs, was swept away until there was nothing
left but afreshwater swvimming pool that overflowed, itswater spilling down the didesto the seafar
below.

Morton was proud of his staff. They had performed admirably. Hisworgt initia fear was panic. But the
managers, desk clerks, concierge and maids all worked together in moving the guests from their suites
bel ow the waterline and accommodating them in the ballroom, spas, theater and restaurants on the upper
levels. Lifejackets were passed out along with directionsto the life rafts and instructions on which ones
to enter.

What no one knew, not even Morton, because none of the employees had risked stepping out on the
roof in the two-hundred-mile-an-hour gale, was that the life rafts had been siwept away adong with the
gportsfacilities twenty minutes after the hurricane struck the floating hotel.

Morton kept in constant touch with his maintenance people, who roamed the hotel reporting on any
damage and organizing repairs. So far the sout structure was holding its own. It was ahorrifying
experience for the guests to watch a monstrous wave rear up as high asthe tenth floor and break against



the angled side of the hotel, hearing the groan from below of the mooring cables and the shriek of the
framework asit was stretched and twisted againgt itsriveted sted joints.

So far there were only afew reports of minor leakage. All the generators and dectrical and plumbing
sysgemswere dill functioning. TheOcean Wanderer might shake off the assault for another hour, but
Morton knew the beautiful structure was only staling off theinevitable.

The guests and those of the hotel employees who were released from their regular work assgnments
gared in hypnotic horror a the maelstrom of confused water whipped by gale windsinto swirling white
vapor and spray. They watched helplessy as gigantic hundred-foot-tall waves thousands of feet in length
and impelled by atwo-hundred-mile-an-hour wind rushed toward the hotel, knowing that the only barrier
separaing them from millions of tons of water was athin pane of reinforced glass. It was unnerving, to
say thelesst.

The spectacular height of the waves defied comprehension. They could only stand and watch, men
clutching women, women clutching children, gazing in rapt fear and fascination as the wave engulfed the
hotd, then staring into amassive liquid void until the trough appeared.

Their shocked minds could not grasp theimmensity of it al. Everyone hoped and prayed the next wave
would be smaller, but it was not to be. If anything, they seemed to grow taller.

Morton took a momentary bresk and sat at his desk, his back to the windows, not wishing to be
digtracted from the respongbilities faling like an avalanche on his narrow shoulders. But mostly he faced
away from the windows because he couldn't bear to watch the massive green seas surging againgt his
exposed hotel. He sent frantic messages requesting immediate ass stance in evacuating the guests and
employees, begging for rescue before it wastoo late.

His pleas were answered and yet they were ignored.

Every ship within ahundred miles was worse off than the hotel. Already, a six-hundred-foot
containership's Maydays had stopped transmitting. An ominous sign. Two other shipsdso failed to
respond to radio sgnas. All hope was gone of nearly ten fishing vessdsthat had the misfortune of being
caught in the path of Hurricanelizze...

All Dominican Republic military and searescue aircraft were grounded. All nava vessalswere kept in
port to brave out the storm. All Morton heard was " Sorry,Ocean Wanderer, you're on your own. We
will respond as soon as the storm abates.”

He kept in contact with Heidi Lisherness at the NUMA Hurricane Center, giving her reports on the
magnitude of the storm.

"Areyou certain about the height of the waves?' she asked, disbdieving his description.

"Believe me. I'm gitting a hundred feet above the waterline of the hotel and every ninth wave sweeps
over theroof of the hotd."

"It's unheard-of "
"Take my word for it."

"I will," said Heidi, now in deep concern. "Isthere anything | can do?'



"Just keep meinformed as to when you think the seaand winds will decrease.”
"According toour storm-hunter aircraft and satellite reports,not anytime soon.”

"If you don't hear from meagain,” said Morton, findly turning and staring through awall of water
outside, "you'll know the worst has happened.”

Before Heidi could reply, he switched off asanother cal camein. "Mr. Morton?

"Spesking”

"Sir, thisis Captain Rick Tapp of the Odyssey tug fleet.”

"Go ahead, Captain. The ormis causing interference, but | can hear you."

"Sir, | regret to inform you that the tugsAlbatross andPelican cannot cometo your aid. The seasarefar

too rough. No one has ever experienced astorm of this magnitude. We could never reach you. As sturdy
asour vessals are, they weren't built to make way through a seathis violent. Any attempt would be

inviting slicide”
"Yes, | understand,” Morton said heavily. "Come when you can. | don't know how much longer our

mooring cables can withstand the gtrain. It'samiracle the hotel structure has stood up to the waves as
long asit has"

"WEell do everything humanly possible to reach you the minute the worst of the storm passesthe harbor.”
Then as an afterthought, "Have you received any ingtructions from Specter?”
"No, sir, weve heard no word from him or hisdirectors.”

"Thank you, Captain.”

Can it bethat Specter, with aheart of cold stone, has aready written off theOcean Wanderer and dl
the people insde her? Morton could not help wondering. The man was a bigger monster than he ever
imagined. He could envision the fat man meeting with his advisors and directors to make plans distancing
the company from adisaster in the making.

He was about to leave his office and inspect the battered hotel and to reassure the guests that they

would survive the ssorm. He had never acted on a stage but he was about to give the performance of his
life

Abruptly, he heard aloud ripping sound and felt the floor lurch benegth hisfeet asthe room twisted on a
dight angle.

In amost the same ingtant, his portable communicator buzzed.
"Yes, yes what isit?'

Thefamiliar voice of his chief maintenance superintendent came over the little spesker. "ThisisEmlyn
Brown, Mr. Morton. I'm down in the number two winch room. I'm looking at the frayed end of the



mooring cable. It snapped a hundred yards out.”
Morton'sworst fear was rgpidly becoming aredlity. "Will the others hold?’
"With one gone and the rest taking up excess stress, | doubt if they can anchor usfor long.”

Each time ahuge wave struck, the hotel shuddered, was buried in green raging waters and emerged like
afortress under siege, rock steady and immovable. Gradualy, morae among the guests escalated as their
confidence grew in theOcean Wanderer when she emerged seemingly unscathed after every gigantic
wave. The guestswere mostly affluent and had reserved their holiday on the floating resort in search of
adventure. They al became mentaly attuned to the menace threatening them and appeared to takeit dl in
gride. Even the children eventualy shook off their initid fright and began to enjoy watching the colossal
meass of water smash into and flow over the luxury hotdl.

Rising to the occasion, the chefs and kitchen workers somehow managed to turn out medl's, served by
waiters with impeccable manners throughout the crowded theater and ballroom.

During the orded, Morton could fed agrowing sicknessinside him. He became convinced that disaster
wasonly minutes away and there was nothing any mere human could achieve againg theincredible
ondaught nature had created.

One by one, the cables parted, the find two within lessthan aminute of one another. Unleashed, the
hotel began her precipitous drift toward the rocks along the shore of the Dominican Republic, driven
unmercifully by aseaturned cruel beyond any that had been recorded by man.

In times pagt, the helmsman, or in many casesthe captain of the ship, stood with legsfirmly planted on
the deck, hands locked around the spokes of the whed in adeath grip, battling the sea by steering with
every ounce of his strength for long hours on end.

No more.

Barnum had but to program the ship's course into the compuiter, then he strapped himself into hisraised
leather chair in the pilothouse and waited as the electronic brain took over theSea Sprite's destiny.

Fed acongtant stream of data from the vast array of meteorological instruments and systems on board,
the computer ingtantly analyzed the most efficient method of attacking the ssorm. Then it took command
of the automated control system and began maneuvering the ship, measuring and anticipating the towering
crests and cavernous troughs while critically judging time and distance for the best angle and speed to
plunge through the bruta chaos.

Visghility was measured in inches. Driven crazy by thewind, salt soray and foam lashed the pilothouse
windows during the short interva the ship wasn't buried under incal culable tons of water. The horrendous
wave and wind conditions were enough to daunt any man who was not bred to the sea. But Barnum sat
there like arock, his eyes seemingly penetrating the treacherous waves and locking on some maddened
god of the oceans but totally preoccupied with the problem of survival. Though he placed his explicit trust
in the ship's computerized automated control system to battle the storm, an emergency could very well
come up when he would have to take command.



He studied the waves as they rolled over his ship, gazing at the crest far above the pilothouse, staring
into the solid mass of water until theSea Sorite struggled throughto theother side and dippeddown intothe

trough.

The hours passed with no relief. A few of the crew and most dll the scientists were seasick, yet none
complained. There was no thought of coming out on the decks that were continuoudly swept clean by the
great seas. One look at the immense sea was enough to send them to their cabins where they tied
themselvesto their bunks and prayed they would be dive to see tomorrow.

Their only measure of comfort was the mild tropical temperature. Those who peered through the ports
saw waves as high asten-gtory buildings. They watched in awe as the crests were blown away by the
frightful windsinto great clouds of foaming spray before disappearing within the demented rain.

To those below in the crew's quarters and engine room, the motion was not quite as extreme as that
experienced by Barnum and his officers up in the pilothouse. He began to get aptly concerned at the way
the seas were throwingSea Sprite around like acar on aroller coaster. As the research ship took asteep
roll to starboard, he watched the digital numbers on the clinometer. They showed that she heded and
hung at thirty-four degrees before the numbers gradually drifted back between five and zero.

"Ancther roll likethat," he muttered to himslf, "and well be living under the water permanently.”

How the ship could sustain such wild and savage sess, he could not imagine. Then, amogt asif it wasan
ordained blessing, the numbers on the wind speed instrument began to drop with increasing swiftness until
it indicated lessthan fifty milesan hour.

Sam Maverick shook his head in wonder. "L ooks like we're aboutto enter the eye of the hurricane, and
yet the water seems more berserk than ever.”

Barnum shrugged. "Who said it's darkest before the dawn?”

The communications officer, MasonJar , ashort dumpling of aman with bleached white hair and alarge
earring dangling from his|eft car, gpproached Barnum and handed him amessage.

Barnum scanned the wording and looked up. " Thisjust comein?

"Lessthan two minutes ago,” answered Jar.

Barnum passed the message to Maverick, who read it doud: "Hotel Ocean Wanderer suffering extreme
sea conditions. Mooring cables have parted. Hotdl is now adrift and being swept toward the rocks of the
Dominican Republic shore. Any shipsin the area please respond. Over a thousand souls on board.”

He handed the message back to Barnum. "Judging from the Mayday calls, we're the only ship still afl oat
that can attempt arescue.”

"They didn't give apogtion,” said the communications officer.
Barnum looked grim. "They're not seamen, they're innkeepers.”

Maverick leaned over the chart table and manipulated apair of dividers. " She wasfifty miles south of
our position when we pulled up anchor to tackle the storm. Won't be easy coming around inside Navidad



Resf to effect arescue.”

Jar reappeared with another message. Thisoneread...

TO SEA SPRITE FROM NUMA HEADQUARTERS, WASHINGTON. IF POSSIBLE, TRY TO
EFFECT A RESCUE OF THE PEOPLE ABOARD OCEAN WANDERER FLOATING HOTEL. |
WILL RELY ON YOUR JUDGMENT AND BACK YOUR DECISION. SANDECKER

"Wdl, at least we now have officia authorization," said Maverick.

"We only have forty people on boardSea Sprite," said Barnum. "TheOcean Wanderer hasover a
thousand. | can't in good conscience run away."

"What about Dirk andSummer down inPisces?"

"They should be able to tough out the storm underwater protected by the reef.”

"How'stheir air supply?' asked Maverick.

"Enough for four more days," replied Barnum.

"If this bloody storm passes, we should be back on station in two."

"Providing we can hook up with theOcean Wanderer and towher a safe distance from shore.”

Maverick looked out the windshield. "Once we enter the eye of the storm, we should be able to make
good headway."

"Program the hotel's last position and predicted drift into the computer,” ordered Barnum. "Then set a
coursefor arendezvous.”

Barnum Started to rise from his chair to order his radio operator to report his decision to attempt a
rescue of theOcean Wanderer to Admiral Sandecker, when to his horror amonstrous wave, more
towering than any before, rose nearly eighty feet above the pilothouse that was aready nearly fifty feet
above the waterline, and came crashing down with unimaginable force that hammered and engulfed the
entirevessd. TheSea Sprite bravely surged through the watery mountain, plunging into what seemed a
bottomless trough before rising again.

Barnum and Maverick |ooked into each other's eyes in stunned astonishment when another wave of
even more staggering dimens ons smashed and immersed the research ship, plunging her into its depths.

Crushed by millions of tons of water, theSea Sprite's bow dove down, down, deeper and deeper, asif
she never intended to stop.
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Ocean Wandererwas now totally hel pless. Free of her moorings, the floating hotd was at the full mercy
of the hurricane's assault. There was nothing left the men could do to save the guests and the hotdl.

Morton was becoming more desperate by the minute. He faced one critical decision after another. He
could either order the ballast tanksfilled to higher levels, settling the hotel lower in the water to lessen the
rate of drift under the vicious gae, or empty the tanks and alow the wavesto toss the luxury structure
and its passengers about like a house in a Kansas tornado.

Ontheface of it thefirst option seemed the most practica. But that meant a battering by an irresistible
force againg anearly immovable object. Already, sections of the hotel were giving way, dlowing flooding
into the lower levelsthat pushed the pumpsto their limits. The second option would mean extreme
discomfort for everyone on board and speed up the inevitable impact on the Caribbean idand's rocky
coad.

He was about to opt for filling the tanks to the brim when the wind suddenly began to dacken. After half
an hour it dmost died away completely and the sun beamed down on the hotel. People in the ballroom
and theater started to cheer, believing the worst of the storm was over.

Morton knew better. True gae winds had decreased but the seawas still rough. Looking through the
sdt-stained windows, he could see the gray inner walls of the hurricane soaring into the sky. The storm
was moving directly over them and they were now in the hurricane's eye.

Theworst was yet to come.

In the few short hours remaining before the eye passed, Morton cdled together dl his maintenance
people and every able male employee and passenger. Then he divided them up into work parties,
assigning someto repair the damage and othersto shore up the lower-level windows that were badly
leaking and ready to give way. They labored heroicdly and soon their efforts paid off. The flooding
decreased and the pumps began to gain on the leaks.

Morton redlized they had merely gleaned atemporary reprieve aslong they remained in the eye, but it
was vitd to keep up morae and assure everyone they had afighting chance of surviva, even though he
didn't believeit himsdf.

He returned to his office and began studying charts of the Dominican Republic shordine, attempting to
predict where theOcean Wanderer might be driven ashore. With luck they could be forced onto one of
the many beaches, but most were too small, some even blasted out of the rock to build hotdl resorts. His
best estimate was that they had aninety percent chance of striking rocks created out of volcanic lava
many millions of years ago.

In hisworst nightmare M orton could not conceive how he could remove a thousand human beings from
the battered hotel and trangport them safely to land while it was being bashed by giant waves against



unyielding rocks.
There seemed no way of avoiding aterrible fate.

He had never fdt so vulnerable, so impotent. He was rubbing histired and reddened eyes when his
communications operator burst through the door.

"Mr. Morton, help has come!" he shouted. Morton looked at him blankly.
"A rescue ship?'

The operator shook his head. "No, sir, ahelicopter.”

Morton's brief optimism sank. "What good is asingle hdlicopter?'

"They radioed that they were going to lower two men onto the roof."

"Impossble.” Then heredized that itwas possible aslong asthey werein the hurricane's eye. He rushed
past the operator and stepped into his private elevator, taking it to the roof of the hotel. Asthe doors
opened and he walked out onto the roof, he was dismayed to find the entire sporting complex had been
swept away, leaving nothing but the swimming pool. He was especidly horrified to seethat thelife rafts
hed dl vanished.

Now that he had a clear three-hundred-and-sixty-degree view of the inner hurricane, he stood
awestruck at the sheer malevolent beauty of it al. Then helooked straight up and saw a
turquoise-colored helicopter descending down on the hotel. He could see the wordnumain bold letters
painted on the fuselage. The aircraft paused and hovered twenty feet above the deck, astwo menin
turquoise jumpsuits and crash helmets were lowered by cablesto the roof of the hotel. Once they
disengaged, two large bundles wrapped in orange plastic came down on another cable. They quickly
disconnected the hook and signaled an al clear.

A man ingde the helicopter pulled up the cables on awinch and gave athumbs-up sign asthe pilot
banked away from the hotel and ascended up through the hurricane's eye. Seeing Morton, the two
vigtors gpproached, easily carrying the bulky bundles.

Thetdler of thetwo removed hishemet, reveding athick head of black hair, graying on the temples.
Hisface was craggy from alifein the dements and his opaine green eyes, edged in mirth lines, seemed to
boreinto Morton'sbrain.

"Please take usto Mr. Hobson Morton,”" he said in avoice strangely calm under the circumstances.
"I'm Morton. Who are you and why are you here?’

A glove wasremoved and a hand extended. "My nameis Dirk Fitt. I'm specid projects director for the
Nationd Underwater and Marine Agency." He turned to a short man with dark curly hair and heavy
eyebrows who |ooked to be descended from a Roman gladiator. "Thisis my assstant director, Al
Giordino. We came toeffect atow for the hotdl."

"I wastold the company tugs could not leave port.”

"Not Odyssey tugs, but aNUMA research ship capable of towing avessd the size of your hotel.”



Willing to snatch at any straw, Morton motioned Pitt and Giordino into his private el evator and escorted
them down to hisoffice.

"Forgivethe cold reception,” he said, offering them achair. "l was given no warning of your arriva.”
"We haven't had much timeto prepare,”" Fitt answered indifferently. "What isyour current status?”
Morton shook his head blegkly. "Not good. Our pumps are barely staying ahead of the flooding, the
dructureisin danger of collgpsing, and once we run onto the rocks surrounding the Dominican Republic’
—he paused and shrugged—"then athousand people, including yoursalves, are going to die."

Pitt's face became as hard as granite. "We're not running on any rocks.”

"WEeIl need the services of your maintenance personnd to assst usin hooking up with our ship,” said
Giordino.

"Whereisthisship?' Morton questioned, his voice suggesting doubt.
"Our helicopter'sradar put her lessthan thirty miles away."

Morton looked out the window at the ominous walls surrounding the hurricangs eye. ™Y our ship will
never get here before the storm closesin again.”

"Our NUMA Hurricane Center measured the eye a sixty milesin diameter and her speed at twenty
milesan hour. With alittleluck, shell get hereintime.”

"Two hoursto reach us and one to make the hookup," said Giordino, glancing at his watch.

"Thereis, | believe," said Mortonin an officia tone, "amatter of marine salvage to discuss.”
"Thereisnothing to discuss,” said Pitt, annoyed at being delayed. "NUMA isaUnited States
government agency dedicated to ocean research. We are not a salvage company. Thisisnot ano-cure,
no-pay arrangement. If successful, our boss, Admira James Sandecker, won't charge your boss, Mr.
Specter, onethindime.”

Giordino grinned. "I might mention,the admira hasalove of expengve cigars.”

Morton simply stared at Giordino. He was at aloss over how to deal with these men who had dropped
from the sky unannounced and calmly informed him that they were going to save the hotdl and everyone
init. They hardly looked like his salvation.

Finally, he acquiesced. "Please tell mewhat you gentlemen need.”

TheSea Spriterefused to die. She went deeper than anyone could have beieved a ship would dive and
live. Totaly immersed, her bow and stern buried deeply in the water, no one thought she could come
back. For agonizing seconds, she seemed to hang suspended in the gray-green void. Then dowly,



laborioudy, her bow began to rise fractionaly as she struggled defiantly back toward the surface. Then
her thrashing screws dug in and propelled her forward. At last she burgt into the fury of the sorm again,
her bow thrusting above the weter like aporpoise. Her kedl crashed down, jolting every platein her hull
that was weighted down with tons of water that flowed across her decks and cascaded back into the
sea. The demonic gde had thrown her worst punch at the tough little ship and she had survived the
boiling cauldron. Time and again she had suffered the great swirling mass of wind and water. It was
amog asif Sea Sorite had ahuman determination about her, knowing without reservation that there was
nothing left the sea could throw at her that she couldn't brush aside,

Marverick stared through the pilothouse windshield that had miraculoudy failed to shatter, hisface white
asalily. "That was macabre," he said in aclassic understatement. "I had no ideal'd signed aboard a
submarine”

No other ship could have withstood such afreak occurrence and survived without sinking to the seabed.
ButSea Sorite was no ordinary ship. She had been built tough to tolerate massive polar seas. The sted
on her hull wasfar thicker than average to fight the solid mass of icefloes. But she did not escape
unscathed. All but one boat had been swept away.

Gazing agtern, Barnum was amazed that his communications gear had somehow survived. Thosewho
suffered bel owdecks had no inkling how close they came to ending up forever on the bottom of the sea.

Suddenly, sunlight beamed into the pilothouse. Sea Sprite had broken into Hurricane Lizzies giant eye. It
appeared paradoxical, with a blue sky above and maniaca seabelow. To Barnum it seemed evil that a
sght so tantdizing could il be so menacing.

Barnum glanced at his communications officer, MasonJar , who was standing braced against the chart
table, gripping therailing with ivory knuckles, looking like hedd seen an army of ghodts. "'If you can come
back on keel, Mason, contact theOcean Wanderer and tell whoever isin charge that were coming as
quickly as possible through heavy sees™

Still dazed by what he had experienced, Jar dowly emerged from shock, nodded without speaking and
walked off toward the communications room asif hewasin atrance.

Barnum scanned hisradar system and studied the blip that he was certain was the hotel twenty-six miles
to the east. Then he programmed his course into the computer and again turned over command to the
compuiterized automated controls. When he finished, he wiped his forehead with an old red bandanaand
muttered, "Even if we reach her before they go on the rocks, what then? We have no boats to cross
over, and if we had they'd be swamped by the heavy seas. Nor do we have abig tow winch with thick
cable”

"Not apretty thought,” said Maverick. "Watching helplesdy asthe hotel crashesinto the rockswith al
those women and children on board."

"No," said Barnum heavily. "Not apretty thought at al.”
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Heidi hadn't been homein three days. She caught catnaps on acot in her office, drank gallons of black
coffee and ate little but bal oney-and-cheese sandwiches. If she was walking around the Hurricane Center
likeasomnambulig, it wasn't from lack of deep but from the stress and anguish of working amid a
colossa catastrophe that was about to cause death and destruction on an unheard-of scale. Though she
had correctly forecast Hurricane Lizzi€'s horrifying power from her birth and sent out warnings early, she
gl felt asense of guilt that she might have done more.

She watched the projections and images on her monitors with grest trepidation as Lizzie raced toward
the nearest land.

Because of her early warnings, more than three hundred thousand people had been evacuated to the
mountainous hillsin the center of the Dominican Republic and its neighbor, Haiti. Still, the degth toll
would be staggering. Heidi also feared that the storm might veer north and strike Cuba before crashing
into southern Horida

Her phone rang and she wearily picked it up.

"Any changein your forecast asto direction?' asked her husband Harley at the National Westher
Sarvice.

"No, Lizzieis till heading due east asif she'straveling on arailroad track.”

"Most unusud to travel thousands of milesin agtraight line”

"Morethan unusudl. It's unheard-of. Every hurricane on record meandered.”

"A perfect sorm?’

"Not Lizzie," said Heidi. "She'sfar from being perfect. I'd class her asadeadly cataclysm of the highest
magnitude. An entire fishing fleet has gone missang. Another eight ships—oil tankers, cargo shipsand
private yachts—have stopped tranamitting. Their distress Sgnas are no longer being received, only
slence. We have to expect thewors."

"What's the latest word on the floating hotel ?* asked Harley.

"At last reports, she broke her moorings and was being driven by gale-force winds and high seastoward
the rocky coast of the Dominican Republic. Admiral Sandecker sent one of NUMA's research shipsto
itspogition in an effort to tow it to safety.”

"Soundslikealost cause.”

"| fear that we're looking at a sea disaster beyond any inthe past,” said Heidi grimly.

"I'm going to head home for afew hours. Why don't you take abreak and cometoo?I'll fix usanice
dinner.”



"I can't, Harley. Not just yet. Not until | can predict Lizzie's next mood."
"With her infinite strength, that could be days, even weeks."

"I know," said Heidi dowly. "That'swhat scaresme. If her energy doesn't begin to diminish as she
passes over the Dominican Republic and Haiti, shelll drike the mainland in full force.”

Summer hada fascination with the sea beginning when her mother ingsted shelearn to dive when she
wasonly six yearsold. A small tank and air regulator was custom made for her small body and she was
given lessons by the finest ingtructors, as was her brother Dirk. She became a creature of the seq,
studying itsinhabitants, its caprices and spirits. She came to understand it after svimming initswaters
serene and blue. She a so experienced its monumenta power during atyphoon in the Pacific. But likea
wifewith ahusband of twenty years who suddenly sees a man with ahateful and sadistic stresk, shewas
witnessing firsthand just how crud and maicious the seacould be.

Sitting in the front of Pisces, brother and sister stared up through the big transparent bubble at the boiling
turmoil above. Asthe hurricane's outer rim dashed across Navidad Bank, the fury seemed remote and
distant, but asits strength increased it soon became apparent that their cozy little habitat wasin dire
danger and ill-prepared to protect them.

The crests of the waves easily passed over them at their forty-foot depth, but soon the waves grew to
towering dimensions, and when the troughs dropped down to the seabed, Dirk and Summer found the
habitat completely exposed to the surface rain before the next sea swept over them.

Time after timePi sces was battered and buffeted by the unending march of the huge waves. The
inner-space station was built to take the pressure of the deep and her stedl shell had no problemin
repelling the besieging waters. But the terrible force exerted on her outer surface soon began to move her
across the bottom. The four support legs were not connected to a base. They sat individualy embedded
only afew inchesin the cord. OnlyPisces's sixty-five-ton mass kept the chamber from being lifted and
hurled across the reef like an empty bottle.

Then the same pair of enormous waves that had buriedSea Sorite only twenty miles distant struck
Navidad Bank, relentlessy crushing the cord and shattering its delicate infrastructure into millions of
fragments. The first one pitchedPisces over on her sde and sent her tumbling round and round like a
barrd rolling across arocky desert. Despite the occupants attempts to hang on to anything solid, they
were tossed about asif they wererag dollsin ablender.

The habitat was pitched and tossed for nearly two hundred yards before it came to ret, perched
precarioudy on the edge of anarrow cord crevasse. Then the second monstrous wave struck and threw
the habitat over the edge.

Piscesdropped one hundred and twenty feet to the floor of the crevasse, bumping and grinding againgt
the cora wallsduringitsfal, striking the bottom in agreet explosion of sand particles. Pisces landed flat
onitsright side and lay wedged between thewalls of the crevasse. Insde, everything that wasn't tied
down had been thrown in adozen different directions. Dishes, food supplies, dive equipment, bedding,
persond clothing was strewn in mad confusion.



Ignoring the pain from adozen bruises and a sprained ankle, Dirk immediately crawled to the side of his
gster, who lay in aball between the upended bunk beds. He looked into her wide gray eyes and for the
firgt time since they were old enough to walk he saw sheer fright. He gently took her head in his hands
and smiled tightly.

"How was that for awild ride?"

She looked up into hisface, saw the game smile and dowly breathed deeply as her fear subsided.
"During the chaos | kept thinking that we were born together and we would die together.”

"My sigter the pessmist. Weve got another seventy yearsto tease each other.” Then he asked with
concern, "Areyou injured?’

She shook her head. "I wedged myself under the bunks and wasn't bounced around as badly as you."
Then she looked outside the viewing bubble a the cauldron above. "The habitat?"

"Still sound and leakproof. No wave, no matter how gigantic, could break upPisces. She'sgot a
four-inch ged skin."

"Thegorm?'

"Still raging, but well be safe down here. The waves are passing over the canyon without causing
turbulence”

Her gaze swept the jumbled clutter. "God, what amess."

Pleased that Summer had survived the orded without injury, Dirk made an ingpection of the life-support
systemswhile his Sster began tackling the debris. There was no hope of putting everything back where it
belonged, not with the habitat lying onits side. She smply stacked everything into neet pilesand laid
blankets over sharp protrusions from instruments, valves, gauges and systems mountings. Without afloor,
they had to climb over it dl to move around. She felt strange to beexising in an environment where
everything was turned on a ninety-degree angle.

She felt more secure knowing they had survived up until now. The storm could no longer thresten them
intheir coral canyon with its steep walls. Down deep, there was no howling wind to hear, no beating
wind when the trough of awave exposed the chamber to the atmosphere. Her fear and suspense of what
might happen next began to fade. They were safe until Sea Sorite braved the hurricane and returned. And
there was the warmth and comfort of her brother, who had the courage and strength of their legendary
fether.

But the expression of confidence she had come to expect was not in hisface when he came and sat on
the wall beside her, favoring the bruises on hisbody that were turning black and blue.

"Youlook glum," shesad. "What isit?"
"Thefal into the crevasse tore off the lines connecting the air bottles to our life-support system.
According to the air pressure gauges, the four tanks that were undamaged will supply uswith only

fourteen hours of air before they run dry.”

"What about the dive tanks we | eft in the entry lock?”



"Only onewas |eft ingde for avave repair. It contains only enough to last the two of usfor forty-five
minutes & best."

"We could use it to go outside and bring back the others,” Summer said hopefully. "Then wait aday or
two until the storm deteriorates before abandoning the habitat, and use our inflatable raft to drift on the
surface until rescued.”

He shook his head solemnly. "The bad newsiswere trapped. The hatch on the entry lock isjammed
againg the coral. Nothing short of dynamite could forceit open far enough for usto dip outside.

Summer sighed very deeply and then said, "It looks like our fateisin Captain Barnum's hands.”
"I'm surewe're fill on hismind. Hewon't forget us.”
"He should be informed of our Stuation.”

Dirk straightened and put his hands on her shoulders. "The radio was smashed when we plunged into the
crevase."

"We could still release our homing device so they know weredive," she said hopefully.

Hisvoice camein asoft, controlled tone. "It was mounted on the side of the habitat that fell against the
bottom. It must have been crushed. Evenif it survived, thereisno way to releaseit.”

"When they comelooking for us" she said tensely, "they won't have an easy time finding us down herein
the crevasse.”

"Y ou can bet Barnum will send every boat and diver on boardSea Sprite to scour the reef.”
"You'retaking asif we had enough air for daysinstead of hours.”
"Not toworry, ss," Dirk said confidently. "For the moment, we're safe and secure from the ssorm. The

minute the seaflattens, the crew aboardSea Sorite will come for uslike adrunk after a case of Scotch
that fell off aliquor truck." Then he added, "After al, weretheir number one priority.”

12

ATthat moment thePisces and her two crew memberswere the last thing on Barnum's mind. Anxioudy,
he fidgeted in his chair as his gaze ceasdesdy turned from the radar monitor to the windshield and back
again. Thetitan-szed waves had dropped from gigantic to merely huge. Like clockwork they marched in



formation againgtSea Sorite, pitching her up and down in a continuous motion that became monotonous.
No longer did they climb more than a hundred feet. Now the distance between crest and trough
averaged only forty. Still heavy, but alake compared to the goliaths earlier. It was amogt asif the sea
knew it had thrown its best punch againgt the research ship and failed to sink her. Frustrated, it relented
and admitted defeat, dwindling to little more than a nuisance.

The hours passed, withSea Sprite making headway with as much speed as Barnum dared to push her.
Normally ahumorous and friendly captain, he became cold and serious as he contemplated the hopeless
task staring him in the face. He saw no way he could get atowline on theOcean Wanderer. The great
tow winch and itsarm-thick cable had been removed long ago when theSea Sorite had been converted
to aNUMA research ship. Now the primary winch and cable on hoard the ship was for lowering and
lifting deepwater submersibles. Installed on the stern deck behind the big crane, it was grossy inadequate
for towing afloating hotel with a digplacement tonnage more than that of a battleship.

Barnum's eyestried to drill through the blowing sheets of rain. "Wed have her in sight if we could see
through thismuck,” hesaid.

"According to the radar she'sless than two miles away," advised Maverick.

Barnum stepped into the communications compartment and spoke to MasonJar . "Have you heard
anything from the hotel ?"

"Nothing, Sr. She'sslent asatomb.”
"God, | hope we're not too late.”
"l don't want to believe that."

"Seeif you can raise them again. The satellite communications. The guests and management are most
likely to communicate with shore stations via phone than ship-to-shoreradio.”

"Let metry maritime radio first, Captain. At this distance there should be lessinterference. The hotd
must have top-of-the-line equipment for communicating with other vesselswhen she's towed around the
seaslikeabarge.”

"Patch onto the bridge speakers so | can speak to them when they respond.”

"Yes gr.”

Barnum returned to the pilothouse in time to hear Jar's voice through the speskers.

"ThisisSea Sorite toOcean Wanderer. We are two miles southeast of you and closing. Please
respond.”

Therewas hdf aminute of crackling gatic. Then avoice boomed through the speakers.
"Paul, are you ready to go to work?"

Because of the interference, Barnum did not recognize the voice at first. He picked up the bridge radio
recaiver and spokeintoit. "Who is speaking?'



"Yourold shipmate, DirkAitt. I'min the hotel dong with Al Giordino.”

Barnum was stunned at putting aface with the voice. "How in God's name did you two cometo beon a
floating hotdl in ahurricane?"

"It sounded like such a swell party, we didn't want to missit.”
"Y ou must know we don't have the equipment to tow theWanderer."
"All we need are your big engines.”

Barnum had cometo learn during their yearswith NUMA that Pitt and Giordino wouldn't be where they
were without aplan. "What's on your devious mind?"

"Weve aready formed work crewsto help us use the hotel's mooring cables for tow cables. Once you
take them aboardSea Sorite, you can join them together,then secure them to your stern capstan where
they will form abride for towing."

"Y our plan sounds crazy," said Barnum, disbelieving. "How do you expect to send tons of cable that's
dragging across the seabed under a hurricane-maddened sea over to my ship?”

There was a pause, and when the reply came Barnum could almost see the devilish grin on Fitt'sface.
"We have apple-pie high-in-the-sky hopes.”

Therain abated and vishility increased from two hundred yards to nearly amile. Suddenly theOcean
Wanderer loomedthrough the storm dead ahead.

"God, just look at her," said Maverick. "Shelookslikeaglasscastlein afary tale.”
The hotdl seemed rega and magnificent amid the raging sea surrounding it. The crew and scientists, who
were swept up in mounting excitement, had |eft their cabins and crowded onto the bridge to witnessthe

spectacle of amodern edifice where none should have existed.

"It's so beautiful," murmured a blond, petite woman who was amarine chemidt. "1 never expected such
creetive architecture.”

"Nor |," agreed atall ocean chemidt. "Coated with so much salt spray, she could passfor an iceberg.”

Barnum trained a pair of binoculars on the hotel, whose mass swayed back and forth under the trouncing
from the waves. "Her roof deck lookslikeit was swept clean.”

"A miracle she survived," muttered Maverick in wonder. "Certainly beyond all expectations.”
Barnum lowered his glasses. "Bring us around and set our stern on her windward side.”
"After we take another battering getting in position to take on atow-line, Captain, what then?"

Barnum stared pengively at theOcean Wanderer. "Wewait," he said dowly. "We wait and see what Pitt
has up his deeve after he waves hismagic wand."



Pitt sudiedthe detailed plans of the mooring cables given him by Morton. He, Giordino, Morton and
Emlyn Brown, the hotel's chief mai ntenance superintendent, were standing around atablein Morton's
office.

"The cableswill haveto bereded in before we know their length after parting.”

Brown, who had thewiry build of a college track-and-field miler, ran ahand through a bush of jet-black
hair. "Weve dready reded in what was eft of them right after they snapped. | was afraid that if they
snagged in therocksit might cause the hotdl to twist around under the devil's waves and cause damage.”

"How far out did cablesthree and four break from their moorings?”

"1 can only guess, mind you, but I'd say they both gave up the ghost about two hundred, maybe two
hundred and twenty yards out.”

Pitt looked at Giordino. "That doesn't leave Barnum enough safe latitude for maneuver. And if theOcean
Wanderer should sink, Barnum's crew will have no timeto cut the cable. TheSea Sprite will be dragged
down to the bottom aong with the hotdl "

"If I know Paul,” said Giordino, "hewon't hesitate to take the gamble with so many lives at stake."

"Am | to understand, you intend to use the mooring cables astowing lines?' inquired Morton, who stood
on the opposite sde of thetable. "'l wastold your NUMA vessdl is an oceangoing tugboat.”

"Shewas once," replied Fitt. "But no more. She was converted from an icebreaker tug into aresearch
ship. The big winch and tow cable were removed when she was refitted. All she has now isacrane for
lifting submersibles. Well have to improvise and make do with what weve got.”

"Then what good is she?' Morton demanded angrily.

"Trust me." At looked himin the eye. "If we can make a hookup, Sorite has enough power in her
enginesto tow thishotd.”

"How will you get the ends of the cables over to theSea Sprite?" Brown queried. "Oncethey're
unredled, they'll sink to the bottom.”

Fitt looked at him. "Wefloat them over.”

"Hoa?'

"Y ou must have fifty-galon drums on board?"

"Very clever, Mr. Aitt. | seewhat you're aiming at." Brown paused and thought amoment. "We have
quite afew that contain il for the generators, cooking oil for the kitchens and liquid soap for cleaning

personnd.”

"We can use as many empty drums as you can scrape up.”



Brown turned to four of his maintenance crew, who were standing nearby. "Assemble dl the empties
and drain the rest as quick asyou can.”

"Asyou and your peopleunred the cables" Fitt explained, "1 want you to tie adrum every twenty feet.
By making the cables buoyant, they can float and be hauled over toSea Sorite.”

Brown nodded. "Consder it done—"

"If four of our cables snapped earlier," interrupted Morton, "what makes you think these two will stand
up to the stress?”’

"For onething," Aitt rationdized patiently, "the storm has abated consderably. Two, thelineswill be
shorter and less prone to excessve strain. And last, welll be towing the hotel on her narrowest beam.
When she was moored, her entire front face took the brunt of the storm.”

Without waiting for acomment from Morton, Pitt turned back to Brown.

"Next, I'll need agood mechanic or machinist to splice loops or eyesto the ends of the cables, so they
can be shackled together once they're wound around theSprite's tow bit.”

"I'll handle that chore myself," Brown assured him. Then he said, "1 hope you have aplan for trangporting
the cables over to your NUMA ship? They won't float there on their own, certainly not in this sea.”

"That'sthe fun part,” answered Fitt. "WEelIl require afew hundred feet of line, preferably athin diameter
but with the tensile strength of asted cable.”

"I have two five-hundred-foot spools of Falcron linein the storeroom. It's finely woven, thin, lightweight
and could lift a Patton tank."

"Tietwo hundred-yard lengths of the Falcron line to each end of the cables.”

"l understand using the Falcron lines to pull the heavy cablesto your ship, but how do you intend to get
them there?'

Pitt and Giordino exchanged knowing glances.
"That will be our chore" said Aitt with agrim amile.

"I hopeit won' takelong,” Morton said darkly, pointing out the window. "Time isacommodity weve
little left.”

Asif they were spectators at atennis match, al heads turned in unison and saw that the menacing

shordline was little more than two milesaway. And asfar asthey could seein ether direction,animmense
surf was pounding on what seemed a never-ending ridge of rocks.

Jugt ingdean air-conditioning equipment room in one corner of the hotel, Fitt spread the contents of his



large bundle across the floor. First he dipped on his custom shorty neoprene wet suit. He preferred this
abbreviated suit for the job at hand because the water was blessed with tropical temperatures and he
saw no need for a heavy suit, wet or dry. He aso enjoyed the ease of movement because the arms
above the elbows and legs below the knees were open. Thencame his buoyancy compensator, followed
by a ScubaPro dive mask. He cinched hisweight belt and checked the quick-release safety snap.

Next he sat down as one of the hotel maintenance men hel ped mount a closed-circuit rebreather on his
back. He and Giordino agreed that a compact rebreathing unit offered greater freedom of movement than
two bulky sted air tanks. Aswith regular scuba gear, the diver inhaes through aregulator, breathing
compressed gas from atank. But then the expired air is saved and recycled back through canistersthat
remove the carbon dioxide while replenishing the oxygen in the tank. The SIVA-55 unit they were using
was devel oped for military underwater covert operations.

Hisfina check wasthe underwater communications system from Ocean Technology Systems. A
receiver was attached to the strap of hismask. "Al, do you hear me?"

Giordino, who was going through the same procedure on the opposite corner of the hotel, answered in a
voice that seemed wrapped in cotton. "Every word."

"Y ou sound unusudly coherent.”
"Givemeahard timeand I'll resign and head up to the cocktail lounge.”

Pitt smiled at hisfriend's ever-congtant sense of humor. If he could rely on anyonein theworld, it was
Giordino. "Ready whenyou are.”

"Say when."
"Mr. Brown."
"En’iyn_"

"Okay, Emlyn, have your people stand by the winches until we give the signd to pay out the cables and
drums™

Answering from the rooms where the great mooring cable winches were mounted, Brown
acknowledged, "Just say theword.”

"Keep your fingers crossed,” said Fitt, as he pulled on hisdivefins.
"Blessyou, boys, and good luck," replied Brown.

Pitt nodded at one of Brown's maintenance men, whowas standing beside ared containing the Falcron
line. He was short and husky and insisted on being called " Critter.”

"Pay out alittleat atime. If you fed any tenson, releaseit quickly or you'll halt my progress.”
"I'll send it dlong nice and easy," Critter assured him.

Then Att halledSea Sorite. "Paul, are you ready to take the lines?’



"Soon as you hand them to me," came Barnum's firm voice over Pitt'sreceiver. Hiswords were
transmitted from atransducer he had lowered in the water off the stern of Sea Sorite.

"Al and | can only drag two hundred feet of line underwater. Y ou'll haveto movein closer to reach us."

In these seas both Fitt and Barnum knew that one monstrous wave could sweepSea Sorite into the
hotel, taking them both to the bottom. Y et Barnum didn't hesitate to risk the dice on one throw. "All right,
let'sdoit.”

Pitt dung aloop of the Falcron line over one shoulder line as a harness. He stood and tried to push open
the door leading to asmall balcony that hung twenty feet above the water, but the force of the wind beat
againg it from the other sde. Before he could ask for help, the hotel maintenance man was beside him.

Together they rammed their weight and shoulders againgt the door. The second it was cracked, thewind
cut through the opening and hurled the door back against its stops as though it was kicked by amule.
Now exposed in the open doorway, the maintenance man was blown back into the equipment room as if
he was flung there by a catapullt.

Pitt managed to stay on hisfeet under the ondaught. But when he looked up and saw an enormous wave
heading hisway, he legped over the balcony hand railing and somersaulted into the water.

Theworst of the furies had passed. The hurricané's eye was hours gone and theOcean Wanderer had
somehow survived Lizzigsfina fury. The winds had decreased to forty knots and the seas had dropped
to an average of thirty feet. The water surface was dtill vicious, but not nearly as angered as earlier.
Hurricane Lizzie had moved westward to continue casting her death and destruction on the idand of the
Dominican Republic and Haiti before spilling over into the Caribbean Sea. In another twenty-four hours
the seawould flatten in thetrail of history's greatest storm.

The crashing surf looked ominoudy closer with each passing minute. The hotel had drifted close enough
for the hundreds of guests and employees to see the spray hurled into the ky in great clouds asthe
swells piled up and smashed into the rocky cliffs. They struck with the force of a mountainous avaanche.
The foam swirled into the air in sheets as it met the backwash of the previous wave. Degth was no more
than amile away and theOcean Wanderer's rate of drift was closeto amile an hour.

Everyone's eyes swept back and forth from the shore toSea Sorite, riding in the swdlslike afat duck
only afew hundred yards away.

Covered head to toe in yelow oilskins, Barnum braved the downpour, still lashed by heavy winds on the
stern of his ship, and stood benesath the big crane. He looked down on the deck where the great winch
used to st and imagined the difference it would have made. But the tow bit would have to do. Somehow
the cable would have to be shackled manudlly.

Barnum stood in the shdlter of the crane, ignored the soaking breeze and peered through his binoculars
at the base of the hotel. He and four of his crew weretied to therailings to keep from being washed
overboard. He observed Pitt and Giordino enter the water and disappear beneath the rolling surface. He
could just make out men standing in the doorways, battered by the seas, paying out the red Facron line
to the divers struggling below the wild waves.



"Throw out apair of lineswith buoys," he ordered without lowering the glasses, "and prepare the
grappling hooks™

Barnum prayed he would not have to use the grappling hooks on the divers bodiesin an extreme criss
should they become unconscious or unable to reach the high stern of the ship. The grappling hooks were
connected to eight-foot auminum shafts that had been inserted into pipes, giving them an extralength of
thirty feet.

They watched expectantly but doubtfully, unable to see Fitt or Giordino under the swirling seas nor spot
their bubblesfloating to the surface, since their rebreathing apparatus did not expel the diver'sbreeth .

"Stop engines," he ordered his chief engineer.
"You did say stop engines, Captain," came back the chief of the engine room.

"Y es, there are divers bringing over the cable lines. We have to | et the seas carry us within two hundred
yards and narrow the gap so they can reach uswith the cablelines."

Then hetrained his binoculars on the murderous coastline that seemed to be gpproaching with unearthly
swiftness.

After he svamahundred feet from the hotel, Fitt briefly surfaced to get his bearings. TheOcean
Wanderer, whose masswas implacably coerced by the wind and waves away from him, roselikea
skyscraper in Manhattan. Sea Sorite showed herself only when Fitt rose on the crest of awave. She
rolled in the seawhat seemed like amile away but was actuadly less than a hundred yards. He noted her
position on his compass and ducked back under the surface and dove deep below the confusion above.

Thelinein hiswake quickly became awkward to pull asthe drag increased with each foot it was paid
out. He was thankful the Falcron line was not heavy or bulky, which would have made it too unwieldy.
To move with the least hydrodynamic drag as possible, he kept his head down and his hands clasped
behind his back under the oxygen rebreathing apparatus.

Hetried to stay just deep enough below the wave troughs so his progress wouldn't be hindered by the
heavy seas. More than once he became disoriented, but aquick glance at his compass set him on the
right course again. He kicked hisfinswith al the strength in hislegs, doggedly dragging the line that was
digging into his shoulder, gaining two feet and losing one from the strong current.

Aitt'sleg muscles began to ache and his progress became duggish. His mind was becoming giddy from
deeply inhaling too much oxygen. His heart was beginning to pound from the heavy exertion and hislungs
began to heave. He dared not pause or rest or the current would have wiped out al hisgains. There
could be no delay. Every minute counted as theOcean Wanderer wasimpelled toward disaster by an
uncaring sea.

Another ten minutes of al-out effort, his strength began to ebb. He sensed that his body was about
played out. His mind urged him to try even harder, but there was only so much that muscle and flesh
could be called on toachieve . Out of desperation he began to stroke with hishands and amsin an



attempt to take the strain from hislegs, whose numbness was growing by the minute.

He wondered if Giordino wasin the samefix, but he knew Al would die before giving up, not with all
those women's and children'slives at stake. Besides, hisfriend was built like aBrahmabull. If anyone
could swim across awild ocean with one hand tied behind him, Al could.

Pitt did not waste a breath to inquire of hisfriend's condition over the intercom. There were sickening
moments when he felt asif he might not makeit. The defeatist thought was brushed aside, and he reached
deep within himsdlf to tap hisinner reserves.

His bresth was coming in great heaves now. The escalating drag on theline madeit fed asif hewasina
tug-of-war againgt a herd of el ephants. He started to recall the old ads of the muscleman Charles Atlas
pulling asteam locomotive down the track. Thinking he might have been carried away from hisgod, he
gpared another glance at his compass. Miraculoudy, he had managed to stay on astraight course toward
Sea Sorite.

The dark cloud of total exhaustion was beginning to creep over the edge of hisvison, when he heard a
voice ek hisname.

"Keep coming, Dirk," Barnum shouted through his headphone. "We can see you under the water.
Surface now!"

Pitt obediently swam upward and broke the surface.
Then Barnum shouted again, "L ook to your left.”

PFitt turned. No more than ten feet away was an orange buoy on the end of aline leading to theSea
Sorite. Aitt didn't bother acknowledging. He had about five good strong kicks of hisfinsleft in him, and
he gave them to the cause. With aphysical relief he had never known, he grasped the safety line, threw
hisarm over it o that it was firmly embedded under his armpit with the buoy lodged against his back
shoulder.

At last he could relax as Barnum and his crew pulled him up to the stern. Then they cautioudy placed the
grappling hook under the line three feet behind Pitt and carefully lifted him onto the deck.

Pitt raised his hands and Barnum deftly removed the looped end of the Falcron line from his shoulder
and connected it to the winch on the crane ong with the line dready brought aboard by Giordino. Two
of the crew removed Pitt's mouthpiece and full head mask. Taking a deep breath of pure ocean sdt air,
he found himsdf looking up into the grinning face of Giordino.

"Sowpoke," muttered Giordino, il in the throes of exhaustion. "1 beat you on board by agood two
minutes"

"I'm lucky to be here," Pitt muttered back between gasps.

Now merely bystanders, they sagged to the deck under the gunwales and out of the water that blew
over the deck, waiting for their heartbeats to dow and their breathing to come back to normd. They
watched as Barnum gave the sgnd to Brown and the fifty-gallon drums that supported the mooring
cables unseen below the surface began to spit out from beneath the hotel. The crane's winch turned, the
thin Falcron line took up the dack and the drums began moving. The cable hanging under its stedl floats
was whipped by the current like awithering snake. Ten minutes|ater, the leading drums were bumping



againg the hull. The crane lifted them onto the stern deck a ong with the ends of both cables. The crew
quickly moved in and shackled the ends together through the eyes spliced by Brown. Then, with the
added muscle from Pitt and Giordino, who had recovered from their ordedl, they wrapped them around
the big tow bit mounted in front of the crane.

"Ready for tow, Ocean Wanderer?" announced Barnum between heavy bregths.
"Ready aswell ever be on thisend," came back Brown.

Barnum hailed his chief engineer. "Ready in the engine room?'

"Aye, Captain," came back aheavily Scots-accented brogue.

Then to hisfirg officer in the pilothouse, "Mr. Maverick, | will control from here.”
"Acknowledged, Captain. She'sdl yours."

Barnum stood at a control console mounted forward of the big crane, legs spread apart, aset look on
hisface. He gripped the two chrome throttle levers and gently eased them ahead while he haf turned and
dtared at the hotel that loomed over the seemingly midget research ship.

Pitt and Giordino stood on opposite sides of Barnum. Every member of the crew and scientific team was
gtanding in the rain on the bridge wing above the waves now, staring at theOcean Wanderer in hushed
suspense laced with expectation. The two huge magnetohydrodynamic engines were not connected to
shafts leading to propellers. They produced an energy force that pumped water through thrusters for
propulsion. Instead of achurning mass of green water thrashing from under the stern, the surface was
only gtirred bytwin rivers of water that roiled the water like horizontal tornadoes.

Sea Sprite'sstern dug in and she shuddered under the strain from the tow, the blasting wind and the
dtill-agonized sea. She began to fishtail, but Barnum quickly adjusted the angle of the thrusters and she
straightened. For tortured minutes that seemed to last forever, nothing seemed to happen. The hotel
gppeared asif she was stubbornly continuing her journey toward a tumultuous desth.

Below thelir feet on the stern deck, the engines did not throb and pound like diesdls. The pumps that
provided power for the thrusters whined like banshees. Barnum scanned the gauges and dia s that
registered the stress on the engines, not happy at what he saw.

Pitt came over and stood next to Barnum, whose hands bled white as he gripped the throttles and
shoved them to their stops and beyond if it had been possible.

"I don't know how much more the engines can take," shouted Barnum above the noise from the wind
and shriek from below in the engine room.

"Run the guts out of them,” said Fitt, histone cold and hard as glacid ice. "If they blow, I'll take
respongbility.”

There was no question of Barnum being the captain of his ship, but Pitt far outranked him inthe NUMA
hierarchy.

"That's easy for you to say," warned Barnum. "But if they blow, we end up on the rocks, too."



Pitt threw him agrin that was hard as granite. "Well worry about that when the time comes.”

To those on boardSea Sprite, the cause was becoming more hopel ess with each passing second. It
looked asif she was standing dead gtill in the water.

"Doit!" Aitt pleaded withSprite. "You candoit!”

On boardthe hotel, deep anxiety was cregping over the passengers, followed by agrowing panic asthey
gtared in frozen fear at the surf crashing on the nearby rocksin a catastrophic display of raging water and
exploding spray. Their mounting terror was accel erated by a sudden tremor as the bottom leve of the
hotel nudged into the rising seafloor. There was no insane rush to exits asin the event of afireor an
earthquake. There was no place to run. Jumping into the water was more than asimple act of suicide. It
meant a horrible and painful death, either by drowning or being smashed to pieces on the jagged black
lavarocks.

Morton tried to move about the hotel, calming and reassuring the passengers and his employees, but few
paid any heed to him. Hefelt waves of frustration and defeat. One look out the windows was enough to
turn the stoutest heart to paste. Children easily picked up on the fear written on their parents faces and
began crying. A few women screamed, some sobbed, others maintained a stony and blank exterior. The
men for the most part were silent in their persond fear, holding their loved onesin their aams and trying to
act brave.

The waves begting on the rocks below now came like thunder, but to many it wasthetoll of drumsina
funerad procession.

INthe pilothouse, Maverick anxioudy studied the digital speed indicator. The red numeras seemed
frozen on zero. He saw the cables stretch out of the water with their fifty-gallon drums dangling like
scaes on aseamongter. He was not the only one mentally urging the ship to move. He turned his
attention to the Global Positioning System readouts that recorded the exact position of the unit itself
within afew feet. The numbers remained static. He glanced down through the rear windows a Barnum
gtanding like a statue at the stern control console,then up at theOcean Wanderer, gill beset by the angry
sea

He glanced a the digital anemometer and noted the wind had dropped substantidly in the last haf hour.
"That'sablessng,” he muttered to himself.

Then, when he looked at the GPS again, the numbers had dtered.
He rubbed his eyes, making sure he wasn't smply imagining achange. The numbers had dowly clicked
over. Then he stared at the speed indicator. The digit on the far right wasticking back and forth between

zero and one knot.

He stoodnumbed, wanting desperately to believe what he saw but not sureif it wasn't purdly the harvest



of an overly optimistic imagination. But the speed indicator didn't lie. Therewas forward movement, no
matter how minuscule.

Maverick snatched up a bullhorn and ran out on the bridge wing. " She moved!" he shouted, half mad
with excitement. " She's under way!"

Nobody cheered, not yet. Passage through the swirling waves was unreadabl e to the naked eye, so
infinitesmal that they had no way of determining movement. They only had Maverick'sword for it.
I nsufferable minutes passed as hope and excitement mounted as one. Then Maverick shouted again.

"Oneknot! We're moving at one knot!"

It was not illusory. With crawling awareness, it became apparent that the distance betweenOcean
Wanderer and the frenzied coasiline was dowly but steadily widening.

Therewould be no desth or disaster on these rocks this day.

13

Sea Spritestrainedagaing the mooring cables, driving forward with her engines spinning wildly beyond
limits never imagined by her designers. No one on the stern deck was looking at the murderous coastline
or the endangered hotdl. All eyeswere locked on the capstan and the big mooring cables that creaked
and groaned under extreme stress. If they snapped, the show was over. There would be no saving the
Ocean Wanderer and dl those within her glasswadlls.

But inconceivably in everyone's minds, the big cables remained in one piece just as Pitt had calculated.

Very dowly, dmaost imperceptibly, Sorite worked up to a speed of two knots, her bow bucking the
great clouds of spray that swept the length of the ship. Only after the hotel had been towed nearly two
miles off the cliffs did Barnum ease back on the throttles to relieve the overburdened engines. The danger
diminished with each yard gained until the menacing rocks and the wild sea had been solidly cheated out

of amgjor catastrophe.

The crewof Sea Sorite waved back at the joyous passengers of Ocean Wanderer, who werewildly
waving and cheering behind the glasswalls. With dl fears of death lifted, pandemonium broke loose.
Morton ordered the wine cdllars opened and champagne was soon flowing in rivers throughout the hotdl .
To the passengers and his employees, he was the man of the hour. Hotel guests constantly surrounded



and thanked him for his effortsin saving them from ahorrible deeth, fully deserved or not.

Stedling away from the joyous bedlam, he returned to his office and sat at his desk in happy exhaustion.
Aswaves of relief swept over him, hismind turned to hisfuture. Though he hated to leave his position as
manager of theOcean Wanderer, he knew that any relationship with Specter was athing of the past. He
could never work again for the mysterious character who abandoned so many people who were
fundamentdly hisresponghility.

Morton thought long and hard. There wasn't an internationa luxury hotel chain in the world that wouldn't
hire him once his part in the drama became known. But becoming known and respected for his
achievement was a problem.

It didn't take a Nostradamus to predict that once Specter realized the hotel had survived, he would
order publicity and public relations people to grind out press releases, set up news conferences and
arrange televison interviews for the story of how he, Specter, had masterminded the rescue and was the
savior of the famed hotel and everyoneinit.

Morton decided to grasp histime advantage and legp first. With the hotel phones back in service without
interference from the hurricane, he called an old college roommeate who owned a public relations
company in Washington, D.C., and gave him his rendition of the fabulous saga, gracioudy giving credit to
NUMA and the men who engineered the tow, nor did hefail to mention the brave acts of Emlyn Brown
and his maintenance crew. Morton's description of hisdirection of events during the excitement,
however, was not exactly modest.

Forty-five minutes|ater, he set the receiver back in its cradle, placed his hands behind his head and
smiled like the famed Cheshire Cat. Specter would counterpunch, to be sure. But once the lead story
swept the media and the rescued passengers were interviewed, any follow-up would be diluted.

He downed another glass of champagne and promptly fell adeep.

"God, that was close," said Barnum quietly. "Nicework, Paul,” said Aitt, dapping him on the back.

"I'm reading two knots," shouted Maverick from the pil othouse bridge wing to the gathering, cheering
crowd below.

Therain had let up and the sea, whose surface was carpeted by a heavy chop embellished with a pattern
of whitecaps, now lay down with waves of |essthan ten feet. Hurricane Lizzie, seemingly bored
endangering and sinking ships at sea, was now taking out her rage on the town and cities of the
Dominican Republic and its neighboring nation of Haiti. Treeswere leveled in the Dominican Republic,
but the vast mgority of the people survived the gale windsin the interior that was dtill forested. The death
toll wasless than three hundred.

But the poorer Haitians, burdened with the worst poverty of any nation in the Western Hemisphere, had
denuded their countryside of forested growth to make shacks and burn as firewood. Their buildings,
run-down from neglect, offered them little protection, and nearly three thousand died before Hurricane
Lizzie crossed the idand and swept into open water again.



"Shame on you, Captain,” Fitt said, laughing.

Barnum looked at him quizzicdly, so mentdly and physically exhausted he could bardly muitter, "What's
that you say?'

"Y ou'rethe only one of your crew not wearing alifejacket."

Helooked down at his unhindered oil dickersand smiled. "'l guess| got too carried away by the
excitement to think of putting one on.” He turned and faced forward and spoke through his headset. "Mr.
Maverick."

IIS' r?l
"The shipisyours. Y ou have control.”

"Aye, Captain, the bridge has command.”

Barnum turned to Fitt and Giordino. "Well, gentlemen, you saved alot of livestoday. That was abrave
thing you did, pulling those cablelines over toSprite.”

Both Pitt and Giordino looked genuinely embarrassed.

Then PFitt grinned and said dryly, "It was nothing, realy. Just another one of our many accomplishments.”
Barnum wasn't fooled by the sarcagtic wit. He knew both men well enough to know that they would go
to thelr gravesin silence before they ever boasted of what they did thisday. "Y ou can make light of the
magnitude of your actionsif you wish, but | for one think you did adamn finejob. Now, enough talk.
Let'sgo up to the pilothouse and get out of the wet. | could use acup of coffee.”

"Got anything stronger?* asked Giordino.

"I think | can accommodate you. | picked up abottle of rum for my brother-in-law when we werelast in
port."

Fitt looked at him. "When didyou get married?’

Barnum didn't answer, merdly smiled and began walking toward the ladder to the bridge.

Before he tookawell-deserved rest, Pitt stepped into the communi cations room and asked Jar to cdll
young Dirk andSummer . After repeated attempts, Jar looked up and shook his head. " Sorry, Mr. Pitt.
They don't respond.”

"I don't like the sound of that," Pitt said pensively. "Could be any number of minor problems,” Jar said
optimisticaly. "The storm probably damaged their antennas.”

"Let'shopethat'sdl itis"



Pitt walked down a passageway to Barnum's cabin. He and Giordino were Sitting at atable enjoying a
glassof Goding's Rum.

"| can't raisePisces," said Aitt.

Barnum and Giordino exchanged concerned glances. Suddenly the happy mood faded. Then Giordino
reassured Pitt.

"The habitat isbuilt like atank. Joe Zavaaand | designed her. We built in every possible safety device.
No way her hull could be punctured. Not at fifty feet below the storm's surface. Not when we built her to
reach adepth of five hundred.”

"Y ou're forgetting the hundred-foot waves," said Fitt." Pisces might have sat high and dry during the
passing of atrough, but then she could have been smashed off her mounts by a solid wall of water into
exposed rock amid the cora. An impact that strong could easily have shattered her view port.”

"Possble," Giordino admitted, "but not likely. | specified areinforced plastic for the view port that could
repel amortar shell.”

Barnum'’s phone buzzed and he took the call from Jar. He rang off and sat down. "We just heard from
the captain of one of theOcean Wanderer's tugs. They left port and should arrive on station in another
hour and ahalf."

Pitt stepped to the chart table and picked up apair of dividers. He measured the distance between their
current position and theX marked on the chart that depictedPisces. "An hour and ahdf for thetugs” he
sad thoughtfully. "Another half hour to release the mooring cables and be on our way. Then two hours,
maybe less at full speed, to the habitat. Slightly more than four hoursto reach the site. | pray to God the
kidsaredl right."”

"Y ou sound like adistressed father whose daughter is out after midnight,” said Giordino, trying to ease
Pitt'sfears.

"I must agree," added Barnum. "The cora reef would have protected them from the worst of the storm.”

Pitt wasn't fully convinced. He began to pace the deck of the pilothouse. Y ou may both beright,” he
sad quietly. "But the next few hours are going to be the longest of my life."

Summer reclinedon the mattress from her bunk that she had laid on the angled wall of the habitat. Her
breath was shdlow as sheinhaded and exhaled dowly. She made no attempt at exertion in an effort to
conserve as much air as possible. She could not help staring out the view port at the brightly colored fish
that returned after the turbulence and darted around the habitat, gazing curioudy at the creaturesingde.
She could not help but wonder if thiswasto be her final vison before death took her by asphyxiation.

Dirk wastrying every imaginable scenario for escape. Nothing panned out. Using the remaining air tank
to reach the surface was not a practical idea. Even if he could somehow break the main porta, which
was doubtful even with adedgehammer, the water pressure at one hundred and twenty feet was Sxty
pounds per square inch. It would explode into the interior of the habitat with the force of a cannon blast



and assault their bodies with deadly results.

"How much air do we have left?" asked Summer softly.

Dirk looked at the array of gauges. "Two hours, maybe afew minutes more."
"What happened toSea Sprite? Why hasn't Paul come looking for us?*

"The ship is probably out there right now," said Dirk without conviction. "They're searching, but just
haven't found usin the crevase yet."

"Do you think they werelogt in the hurricane?”
"Not theSprite,” said Dirk in acomforting tone. "No hurricane ever born could send her to the bottom.”

They went slent as Dirk turned his attention to repairing the smashed underwater radio transmitter ina
futile attempt to get it operationa again. There was nothing frenzied about the manner in which he began
reassembling the damaged connections. He moved with a steady purpose, coldly concentrating on his
work. There was no further talk asthey conserved their remaining air, relying on the strength they drew
from each other.

It seemed alifetime passed as the next two hours dragged on endlesdy. Above, they could seethe sun
had returned tosparkle the seathat brushed restlessly over Navidad Bank. Despite Dirk's obstinacy he
smply could not repair their communications equipment. Findly, he was forced to give up in defest.

Hefdt his breathing become more labored. For the hundredth time he scanned the gauges registering the
remaining air in the undamaged tanks. All needles stood fixed on zero. Dirk moved over and gently
shook Summer , who had drifted off into alight deep brought on by the diminishing oxygen left insde
Pisces.

"Wake up, Sis."

Her gray eyesfluttered open and she stared up at him with acam serenity that raised aquick flare of
fraterna love within him that was classic among twins.

"Wake up, deepyhead. We have to start breathing from the dive tank.” He placed the tank between
them and passed the mouthpiece of the regulator to her. "Ladiesfirg.”

Summer was achingly aware that she and Dirk were facing a Stuation they could not influence.
Helplessnesswas dien to her. She had dways maintained ameasure of control throughout her life. This
time she wastotaly powerless and it was pushing her into despondency.

Dirk, on the other hand, was more frustrated than helpless. He felt as though the Fates were undermining
his every effort to escape their prison and eventual execution. He kept thinking there had to be away out
before they took their fina breath, but he met a dead end with every plan he conceived.

The end, he cameto redize, wasrapidly crystalizing into dead certainty.



14

Thetop arc of the sunwasfdling below the horizon and dusk was only minutes away. The winds had
falen from aviolent to a brisk breeze from the east, caressing and darkening the sea. The tension that had
been building up among the crew when they learned that all communication had been lost withPisces
seemed to Soill overSea Sorite like ablack cloud. The fear that harm had come to Dirk andSummer
nagged at their minds.

Only one serioudy damaged rigid-hull inflatable boat had survived the hurricane. The other three usudly
carried by Sea Sorite had been swept away by massive seas. During the high-speed run back to the
origina anchorage site off Navidad Bank, the boat was repaired just enough to carry three divers. Ritt,
Giordino and Crigtiano Lelasi, amaster diver and equipment engineer from Italy who was aboardSprite
testing anew robotic vehicle, would conduct the search-and-rescue operation.

The three men were gathered in the ship's conference room along with most of the crew and concerned
scientists. They listened intently as Barnum described the underwater geology to Fitt and Giordino. He
paused to glance at a big twenty-four-hour clock on one bulkhead. "We should be on site in another
hour."

"Since there has been no radio contact,” said Giordino, "we must proceed under the belief that Pisces
was damaged in the hurricane. And if Dirk'stheory is correct, there is every reason to believe gigantic
waves may have carried the habitat awvay from her last known position.”

Pitt took over. "When we arrive at the habitat's position and it's gone, welll launch our search using the
grids programmed into our GPS computers. Well fan out, with mein the middle, Al onmy right and
Crigtiano to my left, and comb the bank toward the east.”

"Why east?" asked Lelas.

"The direction the storm was moving when it struck Navidad Bank," answered Fitt.

"Il bringSprite asclose as| dareto the reef," advised Barnum. "1 won't anchor, so | can move swiftly if
the need arises. As soon as you spot the habitat and assess the position, report her condition.”

"Arethere any questions?’ Pitt asked Lelad.
The burly Itaian shook his head.

Everyonelooked at Pitt with deep compassion in their eyes and hearts. Thiswas not asearch for
srangers. Dirk andSummer had been their shipmates for the past two months and were regarded as
much more than Smply passing acquaintances or temporary friends. They weredl alied in aquest to
study and protect the sea. None dared entertain the thought that the brother and sister might have been
logt.



"Then let's get sarted,” said Pitt, adding, "God blessyou dl for your support.”

Pitt wanted one thing and one thing only, to find his son and daughter dive and unharmed. Though he
had not known they existed the first twenty-two years of their lives, he had nourished alove that had
mushroomed in the short time since they had shown up on his doorstep. His only regret, and adeep one,
was that he was not present during their childhood. He was a so deeply saddened he had not known their
mother had been dive those many years.

The only other person in the world who had come to love the children as much as Fitt was Giordino. He
was like aloving uncle to them, a sounding board and a hardy plank for them to lean on when their father
proved stubborn or overly protective.

The dive team filed out and made their way to the boarding ladder ramp that hung over the hull into the
water. A crewman had lowered the battered inflatable boat into the water and set the twin outboard
motors popping away &t idle.

Pitt and Giordino pulled on full wet suitsthistime, with reinforced padding &t the knees, elbows and
shouldersfor protection against the sharp cord. They aso decided to use air tanksinstead of the
re-breathing apparatus. Their full face masks were settled over their heads and a check made of their
communication phones. Then, carrying their finsin one hand, they descended the ramp and climbed into
the boat with their gear. Asthey boarded, the crewman jumped out and held the boat firmly against the
ramp. Pitt stood at the console, took the wheel and eased the twin throttles forward as soon asthe
crewman cast off thelines.

Pitt had programmedPisces's last known coordinatesinto his Globa Postioning System instrument and
set adirect coursefor the Site lessthan a quarter of amile away. Anxiousto get there and dmost afraid
of what he might find, Pitt leaned on the throttles, sending the little boat whipping over the waves at nearly
forty knots. When the GPS numbers indicated he was getting close, he dowed and approached their
target with the motorsidling.

"We should be onit,” he announced.

Almost before the words were out of his mouth, Lelasi dipped over the sdewith asmall splash and
disappeared. In three minutes he was back on the surface. Gripping ahand rope on the gunwale, he
hoisted himsdlf into the boat, air tanks and all, with one hand and rolled onto the bottom.

Giordino surveyed the feat with amused interest. "1 wonder if | can il do that.”

"l know | can't,” said Pitt. Then he knelt beside Lelasi, who shook his head and spoke through his
headphone.

"Sorry,signore,” he spoke in accented Italian. " The habitat isgone. | saw nothing but afew scattered
tanks and some small debris.”

"No way of telling their exact position," said Giordino soberly. "Giant waves could have carried them
morethanamile”

"Then wefollow," Cristiano said hopefully. ™Y ou wereright, Signor Fitt. The cora gppears crushed and
broken in atrail toward the east.”

"To savetime, welll search from the surface. Stick your heads over the sides. Al, you take the starboard.



Cristiano, the port. Guide me by voice and point toward the trail of broken cord. I'll steer by your
directions”

Hanging over the rounded hull of theinflatable, Giordino and Lelas peered through their face masksinto
the water and traced the path of the storm-swept habitat. Pitt steered asif in atrance. Subconscioudy, he
aimed the bow toward the course pointed out by Giordino and Lelasi. Conscioudy, his mind wandered
over the past two years since his son and daughter had entered his adventurous but sometimes lonely
existence. He recalled the moment he met their mother in the venerable old AlaMoana Hotel on Waikiki
Beach. He had been seated in the cocktail lounge in conversation with Admiral Sandecker's daughter
when she appeared like avison, her long flaming red hair cascading down her back. Her perfect body
was encased in atight, green silk Chinese-style dress split up the legs on the sides. The contrast was
breathtaking. A solid bachelor who never believed in love at first Sight, he knew in an ingant that he was
ready to diefor love. Sadly, he thought she had drowned when her father's underwater dwelling off the
north shore of Hawaii collapsed in an earthquake. She swam to the surface with him, but then, before he
could stop her, she returned beneath the seain an attempt to rescue her father.

He never saw her again.

"The smashed cord endsfifty feet dead ahead!" Giordino ydled, lifting his head from the weter.
"Have you spotted the habitat?' Pitt demanded.

"Therésnosgnof it."

Pitt refused to believe him. "It couldn't have disappeared. It hasto be there.”

In another minute it was Lelad'sturn to shout. "1 haveit! | haveit!"

"l seeit too," said Giordino. "It'sfdlen into anarrow canyon. Lookslikeit'slying a adepth of about a
hundred and ten feet.”

Aitt turned off theignition and shut the motors down. He nodded at Lelas. "Throw out abuoy to mark
the position, and mind the boat. Al and | are going down.”

Already geared up, al he needed to do was dip on hisfins. He pulled them over his boots and went
over the sde without wasting another moment. He raised hisfeet and eased downward through a cloud
of bubblesthat burst with hisentry into the water. The walls of the crevasse were so narrow he found it
agtonishing that the habitat had falen to the bottom without becoming lodged againgt the narrow walls.

The old familiar fingers of foreboding started clawing at his ssomach until he stopped al movement for a
moment and drew a deep breath to preparehimsdf for what he hoped he wouldn't find. But he couldn't
shake the thought from his mind that he might arrive too late to save them.

From above as he approached, the habitat appeared to be intact. Not surprising, consdering its
substantial construction. Giordino arrived and motioned toward the damaged entry lock that was
smashed and jammed against the cord. Pitt gestured that he saw it too. Then his breath stopped for an
instant and his heart increased its beat when he spied the badly damaged tanks that supplied air to the
interior. Oh God, no, he thought as he kicked down and swung around to face the big view portal.
Please may they not have run out of air.

Fearful that they were not in time, he pressed hisface mask againgt the thick plastic, hiseyestrying to



penetrate the gloom insde. There was aweird half-light that filtered down through the crevasse from the
surface and it was like looking into amist-shrouded cave.

He could just make out Summer lying inert on blankets on the bottom side of the habitat. It looked to him
asthough Dirk wasleaning againgt the upturned floor beside her, but propped on his elbows, leaning
over her. Ritt's heart legped when he saw Dirk move. He wasin the act of passing an air regulator from
his mouth to hers. Overjoyed at finding his children dive, he rapped the hilt of hisdive knifewildly against
the view port.

The pressure gaugeon the tank was in the red. The end was now only afew short minutes away.

Summer and Dirk inhaled and exhaled dowly in measured breaths to stretch their diminishing air supply
aslong asthey could. The water outside had turned from blue-green to agray-green asthelight from the
setting sun faded. He glanced at his SUB 300T orange-faced Doxa dive watch given to him by hisfather
—T7:47p.m. They had been donein the habitat without communication from the outsde world for nearly
Sxteen hours.

Summer lay in asemideep. She opened her eyes only when it was her turn to take afew breathsfrom
the tank through the regulator, while Dirk held his, absorbing every molecule of air in hislungs. She
thought she saw amovement beyond the view port. At first her fogged mind thought it was merdly alarge
fish, but then she heard a rapping sound on the hard transparent surface. Abruptly, she sat up and stared
over Dirk's shoulder.

A diver was hovering outside. He pressed his face mask against the port and waved excitedly. Seconds
later, he was joined by another diver, who made happy animated motions at finding life ingde the habitat.

Summer thought that she had entered a happy mood of twilight delirium but then she became aware that
the men she saw in the water werered. "Dirk!" she cried. "They're here, they've found ug!"

Heturned and blinked in dazed relief. Then awild redlization set in as he recognized the two divers
outside the port. "Oh my God, it's Dad and Uncle Al!"

They both placed their hands on the view port and laughed in exhilaration as Fitt held hisgloved handsin
the same position outside. Then he took adate from his belt and wrote two words before holding it up:

YOURAIR?

Dirk frantically searched through the jumbled messinsdePisces until he found afet pen and apad of
paper. Hewrote in large letters and pressed the pad against the port:

10 MAYBE 15 MINUTES LEFT.



"That'scutting itpretty fine," Giordino said over his headphone.

"Damned fine" Fitt agreed.

"No waywe can break the view port before their air runs out.”" Giordino spoke wordsthat sickened him
but had to be said. "Nothing short of amissile could blast through the view port. And even if it was
possible, the water pressure at this depth would erupt into the habitat like dynamite exploding inside a
pipe. The surge would crush them.”

Giordino never ceased to be amazed at Pitt's cold, calculating mind. Another man might have panicked
at knowing his son and daughter had only minutes before dying an agonizing death. Not Fitt. He hung

poised in the water asif he was contemplating the languid movements of atropica fish. For severd
seconds he seemed placid and unmotivated. When he spoke, it wasin an even, distinct tone.

"Paul, are you reading me?"
"I hear and understand your dilemma. What can | do from thisend?’

"| assume your tool locker is equipped with aMorphon underwater bore.”

"Yes, I'm pretty sure we have one on board.”

"Haveit ready at the ramp when we arrive and make sure the drill isfitted with itslargest circular cutting
bit."

"Anything ds=?'
"We could use an extra pair of air tanks with regulators.”
"All will bewaiting when you arive"

Then Aitt wrote on hisdate and held it up in front of the view port:

HANG IN. BACK IN 10 MINUTES.

Then he and Giordino rose out of Sght and vanished above.

When Fittand Giordino ascended to the surface and vanished from view, it was as though arainstorm



had fallen on a surprise birthday party out on alawn. Their hopes had soared at seeing their father and his
best friend, but with them gone everything turned blesk again.

"l wish they hadnt left,” Summer said softly.

"Not to worry. They know the score on our air. They'll be back before you know it."
"How do you suppose they're going to get us out?" Summer wondered aoud.

"If anybody can pull off amiracle, Dad and Al can.”

She looked at the needle on the air tank gauge. It was quivering agonizingly closer totheend. "They'd
better do it quick," she murmured softly.

Barnum hadthe spare tanks and the Morphon underwater drill waiting as Pitt rushed back to the ship.
Expertly turning the speeding boat on adime, Fitt brought the boat to an abrupt stop beside the ramp.

"Thank you, Paul,” he said.
"l amto please" Barnum replied, with atight smile.

No sooner was the gear stowed on board than Fitt jammed the throttles forward and charged back to
the buoy floating over Pisces.

Lelas threw out an anchor, as Pitt and Giordino adjusted their full face masks and fell over backward
into the water. Pitt had not inflated his buoyancy compensator to obtain neutral buoyancy with the heavy
twenty-pound Morphon drill. He alowed its mass to drag him to the bottom in little less than aminute,
equaizing his ears as he descended. As soon as hisfeet were firmly planted in the sandy bottom of the
crevasse, he pressed the circular cutting edge of the drill againgt the view port.

Before he switched the drill to rotate, he peered inside. Summer looked like she was semiconscious.
Dirk waved feebly. Swiftly, Fitt laid asde the drill and wrote on hisdate:

WILL DRILL HOLE FOR AIR
TANKS. STAY CLEAR OF

INCOMING TORRENT.

With precious few minutesto spare, Fitt pushed the drill against the view port and squeezed the trigger,
hoping againgt hope the bit would penetrate the transparent materid with nearly the tensle strength of
sted. Thewhirring sound of the drill motor, magnified underwater, and the rasp of the bit asit attacked
the view port startled every fish within ahundred yards and sent them darting throughout the reef.



Aitt leaned againgt the drill and pushed with every musclein hislegs and arms. He was thankful when
Giordino dug hiskneesinto the sand, hunched benesth Pitt and placed his hands on the forward,
cylindrica section of thedrill, adding his strength to the effort.

Minute crawled after minute as the two men leaned againg the drill with dl their might. They didn't talk
to each other. They didn't have to. Each had read the other's mind for more than forty years. They
worked like amatched pair of draft horses.

Aitt bordered on frantic when he could see no more movement within the habitat. The deeper into the
view port the bit bored, the faster it penetrated. At last Fitt and Giordino felt it burst through. They
ingtantly jerked the drill back. Almost before Fitt could switch it off, Giordino was shoving an air tank
and aregulator through the ten-inch-diameter round hole, helped by the water that forced it into the
lower air pressureingide.

Pitt wanted to shout for hiskidsto react, but they could not have heard him. He could see that Summer
made no effort to move. He was starting to retrieve the drill to enlarge the hole enough to crawl through,
when Dirk weakly reached out for the regulator and clamped his teeth on the mouthpiece. Two deep
breaths and he became aroused to normalcy again. Heimmediately and gently eased the mouthpiece
betweenSummer's lips.

Pitt wanted to cheer in euphoria when he saw Summer's eyes flutter open and her chest began to riseand
fdl. Though the inrush of water wasrapidly filling theinterior of the habitat, they now had more than
enough air to breathe. He and Giordino picked up the drill again and attacked the view port in an effort
to enlarge the hole big enough for the two inside to escape. There was no feverish effort thistime. They
took turns widening the opening until the circular cuts had grown into afour-leaf clover broad enough for
abody to dip through.

"Paul," Aitt caled on his headphone.

“I'mligtening,” Barnum answered.

"The hyperbaric chamber?"

"Ready to receive them the minute they come on board.”

"At what depth and how long have they been down onPisces?"
"They've been pressurized at sixty feet for three days and fourteen hours.”
"Then they'll need at |east fifteen hours of decompression.”

"Whatever timeit takes," said Barnum. "1 have an expert on hyperbaric medicine on board. Hell
compute their decompression time.”

Giordino sgnaled that he had finished drilling thefina hole. Theinterior of the habitat was nearly filled
with water now, the condensed air pressure restricting the flow. He reached in, took Summer by the hand
and pulled her outside. Dirk passed through one of the air tanks. Summer started to wrap her arms
around it and inhale through the mouthpiece of the regulator. Then, suddenly, she waved her handsin a
wait signa and disappeared back ingde the habitat. She quickly reappeared, clutching her notebooks,
computer disksand the digital camerain awatertight plastic bag. Giordino took her by thearm and led



her up to the surface.

Dirk came next with the second spare tank. Pitt gave him aquick embrace before they ascended
together toward the only remaining inflatable. No sooner were the brother and sister pulled safely into the
boat than Cristiano pushed the throttles forward and sped off toward the research ship. Fitt and
Giordino, saving a couple of minutes by not climbing aboard too, remained in the water and pushed
themselves clear before being chopped by the spinning propellers.

When Lelas returned and picked them up, Fitt's son and daughter were aready insde the hyperbaric
chamber. The basis behind decompression sickness, or what is known as the bends, isthat under normal
air pressure the body respires most of its excess nitrogen. However, under increasing pressure asa diver
descends, nitrogen increases in the bloodstream. As adiver ascends and the surrounding water pressure
decreases, pure nitrogen bubbles form in the blood and eventually become too large to pass through
tissue. In order forthe bubblesto diffuse and pass through lung tissue, the diver must it ingde achamber
that very dowly decreases pressure while breathing one hundred percent oxygen.

Dirk and Summer passed the long hours inside the chamber reading and writing reports on their findings
about the dying cord and the brown crud, aswell asrecording their impressions of the cavern with the
ancient artifacts, dl while being monitored by the hyperbaric physician.

The starsglittered like diamonds and the lights of the high-rise condominiums beamed asSea Sorite sailed
into Fort Lauderdale's Port Everglades, one of the busiest deepwater portsin the world. The research
ship'sdeck lights blazed as she dowly sailed past along line of luxury cruise shipsloading passengers and
suppliesfor amorning departure. Alerted by the Coast Guard, every ship in the harbor blew three blasts
of their whistlesand air hornsin salute asSprite passed on her way to the NUMA dock facilities.

Her epic rescue of theOcean Wanderer and her thousand guests forty-eight hours earlier was
worldwide news. Pitt dreaded the media reception that would be waiting at the dock. He leaned over the
railing on the bow and watched the black water, streaked by flashes of light that sparkled white off the
bow. He became aware of afigure beside him, and he turned and looked into the smiling face of his son.
It never ceased to amaze him that it was like looking into amirror of imsdlf twenty-five years ago.

"What do you think they'll do with her?" Dirk asked.

Pitt's eyebrowsraised . "Do with what?"

"Pisces.”

"The decision whether to salvage her or not restswith Admiral Sandecker. Getting abarge with acrane
over the coral might proveimpossible. And eveniif it could be done, pulling sixty-five tons of deadweight
up through the narrow confines of the crevasse might prove cost-prohibitive. Chances are the admiral

may Smply writeit off."

"I wish | could have been there to see you and Al drag the linestied to the hotel's mooring cablestoSea
Sorite.™

Fitt smiled. "1 doubt if either one of uswould volunteer to attempt it again.”



It was Dirk'sturn to smile. "I'd have to bet against you on that one."
Pitt turned and leaned his back againgt therailing. " Are you andSummer fully recuperated?”

"We passed our balance and comparative sensitivity testswith flying colors and have no sign of
aftereffects.”

"Different symptoms can turn up days or weeks | ater. Better you and your sister teke it easy for awhile.
In the meantime, if you're S0 anxious for something to do, I'll give you achore.”

Dirk gave hisdad asuspicious|ook. "Like what?

"I'll arrange ameeting with St. Julien Perlmuiter. Y ou two can work with him to come up with answers
about those ancient artifacts you found on Navidad Bank."

"Weredly need to go back and further investigate what we found in the cavern.”
"That can dso be arranged,” Pitt assured him. "But dl in good time. Theré's no deadline.”
"And the brown crud that's killing the sealife around the bank?' Dirk perssted. "It can't beignored.”

"Another NUMA expedition with anew crew and different research ship will be assembled to return
and study the scourge.”

Dirk turned and looked across the port at the lights dancing on the water. "1 wish we had more time to
spend together,” he said wigtfully.

"How about afishing trip in the north woods of Canada?' Pitt suggested.
"Sounds good to me."

"I'll work on Sandecker. After what we al achieved in the past few days, | don't think helll deny usa
littletime off for pleasure.”

Giordino andSummer came and joined them at the railing, waving to the ships they passed that signaled
their praisefor ajob well done. TheSprite rounded a bend and the NUMA dock cameinto view. As Pitt
feared, it was crowded with TV vans and reporters.

Barnum easad the ship aongside thedock, the lines were thrown down and looped on the bollards. Then
the boarding ramp was lowered. Admiral James Sandecker charged onto the ship like afox chasing a
chicken. Hedmost looked like afox with his narrow features, flaming red hair and Vandyke beard. He
was followed by the deputy director of NUMA, Rudi Gunn, the administrative genius behind the agency.

Barnum greeted the admiral as he stepped on board. "Welcome aboard, Admiral. | didn't expect to see
you."

Sandecker waved an arm airily over the dock and mob of news-people and beamed. "1 wouldn't have
missed thisfor theworld.” Then he vigoroudy shook Barnum's hand. " A magnificent job, Captain. All
NUMA isproud of you and your crew."



"It was ateam effort,” Barnum said humbly. "Without the heroic transfer of the mooring cables by Pitt
and Giordino, theOcean Wanderer would have surely smashed onto the rocks."

Sandecker spotted Pitt and Giordino and walked over to them. "Well," he said testily, "another day,
another dollar. Y ou two never seem able to stay out of trouble.”

Pitt knew that was the finest compliment the admira would pay him. "Let's just say that we were lucky
to have been on aproject off Puerto Rico when Heidi Lisherness called from our hurricane center in Key
West and described the Situation.”

"Thank God you were ablefly to the scenein timeto help avert amgjor tragedy,” said Gunn. Hewasa
short little man with thick horn-rim glasses, blessed with afriendly disposition, aman whom everyone
immediady liked.

"Luck played amgjor role," Giordino said unpretentioudly.

Dirk andSummer approached and were greeted by Sandecker. ™Y ou two seem fit after your ordeal.”

"If Dad and Al hadn't gotten us out of Pisces when they did,” saidSummer , "we wouldn't be standing
here"

Sandecker's smile seemed cynicd, but his eyes werefilled with pride. "Y es, it seemsthat
good-deed-doer's work never ends.”

"Which brings meto arequest,” said Ritt.

"Request denied,” replied Sandecker, reading hismind. "Y ou people can put in for arestful vacation as
soon asyou finish the next project.”

Giordino stared sullenly at the admird. ™Y ou're an evil old man.”
Sandecker ignored the dur. "Soon asyou al get your thingstogether, Rudi will drive you to the airport. |
have aNUMA jet waiting to fly you to Washington. It's pressurized, so Dirk andSummer shouldn't have

any complications from their recent decompression. Well al meet in my office a hoon tomorrow."

"1 hope you have beds on the airplane, because that's the only degp were going to get,” Giordino came
back.

"Areyou flying with us, Admird?" askedSummer .

He grinned craftily. "Me? No, I'll follow on another plane.” He motioned toward the waiting reporters.
"Somebody hasto sacrifice himsdf on the dltar of the news media”

Giordino pulled acigar from his breast pocket that |ooked suspicioudly like one of Sandecker's private
brand. He gazed cagily at the admird as helit the end. "Make sure they spdll our namesright.”

Heldi Lishernesssat staring unseeing at the array of monitors showing adying Hurricane Lizzie. After



swinging southeast and causing havoc with shipstraveling through the Caribbean, she dammed into the
east coast of Nicaragua between Puerto Cabezas and Punta Gorda. Fortunately, her strength had
dropped by half and there were few inhabitants living dong the coadtline. Before Lizzie traveled fifty miles
across the lowland swamps and into the foothills, she had sputtered and findly died, but not before
elghteen shipswere lost with dl hands and three thousand people had been killed, with another ten
thousand injured and homeless.

She could only imagine how the deeth toll might have mushroomed if her forecasts and warnings hadn't
been sent out soon after Lizzie was born. She was sitting there, douched at her desk that was littered
with photos, computer analysis reports and aforest of paper coffee cups, when her husband Harley
approached through the empty office that |ooked as though Lizzie had swept through it, leaving an
absolute messfor the cleaning people.

"Heidi," he said as he gently placed his hand on her shoulder.

Shelooked up through reddened eyes. "Oh, Harley. I'm glad you came.”

"Comedong, old girl, you've done an extraordinary job. Now it'stimeto let me take you home."

Wearily, thankfully, Heidi cameto her feet and leaned on her husband as he walked her out of the
paper-strewn offices of the Hurricane Center. At the door she turned and took alast look, focusing on a
large strip of paper pinned on onewall that someone had written on. The block lettering read: IF Y OU
KNEW LIZZIE LIKE WE KNOW LIZZIE, OH, OH,OH WHAT A STORM.

She smiled to hersdf and switched off the lights, sending the big storm center room into darkness.

PART TWO

What Now?
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August23, 2006Washington, D.C.

The air was hotand damp with humidity that hung heavy without a breeze. The sky was cobalt blue with
white clouds marching acrossit like aherd of sheep. Except for the tourists, the city smmered & adow
pace in the middle of summer. Congress used any excuse for arecess to escape the hest and soggy air,
holding sessions only when it thought it was either absolutely necessary or when it polished its members
image, as busy beesin the voters eyes. To Fitt, as he stepped off the NUMA Citation jet, the
atmosphere wasllittle different from the tropics he'd come from. The private government airport afew
miles north of the city was empty of other aircraft, as Giordino, Dirk andSummer followed him down the
boarding stairsto the black asphalt that felt hot enough to fry Spam.

The only vehicle waiting on the aircraft parking strip was a prodigious 1931 Marmon town car with a
V-16 engine. It was awondrous vehicle with style and class, technically superior in itstime, noble and
elegant. One of only 390 Marmon V-16s built, it was magicaly smooth and silent, its big engine putting
out 192 horsepower with 407 foot-pounds of torque. Painted a dusty rose, the coachwork was perfectly
intune with Marmon's advertising as "The World's Most Advanced Motor Car."

Every hit aslovely and stylish asthe car was the woman standing besideit. Tal and captivating,
cinnamon hair glinting in the sun and faling to her shoulders, framing a soft beautiful face with amodd's
high cheekbones that were enhanced by soft violet eyes, Congress-woman Loren Smith stood cool and
radiant. She was wearing awhite lace patch blouse cut to show off her natural curves over matching
asana pants cut loose with flared legs that dropped dightly over white canvas sneakers. She waved,
smiled and ran over to Fitt. Shelooked up at him and kissed him lightly on the lips. Then stood back.



"Welcome home, sailor.”
"I wish | had adollar for every timeyou've said that."

"You'd bearich man,” she said with a cute laugh. Then she hugged Giordino, Summer and Dirk. "I hear
you dl had abig adventure.”

"If not for Dad and Al," said Dirk, " Summerand | would be wearing wings."
"After you sttlein, | want you to tell meal about it.”

They carried their luggage and duffel bagsto the car, threw somein the humpbacked trunk and the rest
on thefloor of therear seat. Loren dipped behind the whed that sat in the open air while Pitt moved into
the passenger's side. The rest shared the enclosed rear compartment behind the divider window.

"Arewe dropping Al off at hiscondo in Alexandria?' she asked.

Pitt nodded. "Then we can head for the hangar and clean up. The admira wants usin his office by

Loren looked down at the clock on the instrument panel. The hands read: 10:25. Frowning as she
expertly, smoothly, shifted through the gears, she said caudtically, "No timeto relax before going back to
work? After what the four of you have been through, isn't he crowding you a bit?'

"Y ou know aswell as| that beneath his sandpaper exterior beats the heart of a considerate man. He
wouldn't ingst on adeadline unlessit was important.”

"Stll," Loren said, asthe car was waved through the armed security guard at the airport gate, "he could
have given you twenty-four hoursto rejuvenate.”

"WEell know soon enough what'son hismind,” Pitt muttered, doing his best to keep from dozing off.

Fifteen minutes|ater, Loren drove up to the gated condominium complex where Giordino lived. A

bachel or who had yet to marry, he seemed in no hurry to take the big step, preferring to spread his
frosting on the cake, as he put it. Loren had seldom seen him with the same lady twice. She had
introduced him to her lady friends, who dl found him charming and interesting, but after awhile he dways
drifted off to someone else. Fitt dways likened him to a prospector wandering atropical paradise for
gold but never finding it on the beach under the pam trees.

Giordino retrieved his duffel bag and waved. " See you again soon... too soon.”

Thedriveto Ritt'saircraft hangar apartment at one deserted end of Ronald Reagan National Airport was
traffic-free. Again, they were waved through a security gate when the guard recognized Fitt. Loren
stopped at the old hangar once used by along-extinct airline in the nineteen thirties and forties. Pitt had
purchased it to store his old-car collection and remodeled the upper officesinto an apartment. Dirk and
Summer lived on the main floor that aso housed hisfifty-car collection, apair of old aircraft and a
railroad Pullman car that held found in acavein New Y ork.

Lorenbraked the Marmon in front of the main door as Pitt used his remote to disengage his complicated
alarm system. Then the door raised and she drove inside and parked in the middle of the incredible array



of beautiful old classc automobiles dating from the earliest, 21918 V-8 Cadillac, to a 1955 Rolls-Royce

Hooper-bodied Silver Dawn. Sitting on awhite epoxy floor and illuminated by skylights above, the old
carsradiated adazzling rainbow of colors.

Dirk andSummer retired to their separate compartments in the Pullman car while Pitt and Loren went up
to his apartment, where he showered and shaved as she fixed alight brunch for the four of them. Thirty
minutes later, Pitt exited his bedroom, dressed in casua dacksand golf shirt. He sat down at hiskitchen
table as Loren handed him aRamos Fizz.

"Have you ever heard of abig corporation called Odyssey?' he asked Loren out of the blue.

She looked at him for amoment. "Y es, I'm on acongressiona committee that has looked into its
operations. It's not an agendathat's being covered by the news media. What do you know about our
investigation?'

He shrugged casudly. "Absolutely nothing. | wasn't aware of your congressiond involvement with
Specter."

"The corporation's nebul ous founder? Then why did you ask?'

"Curiogity. Nothing more. Specter owned the hotel Al and | helped save from being carried onto the
rocksby Hurricane Lizzie"

"Other than the fact he heads avast scientific research facility in Nicaraguaand isinvolved with huge
construction projects and mining operations around the world, very little is known about him. Some of his
international dedlings are legitimate, others are very shady."

"What are hisprojectsinthe U.S.?"

"Water cands through the southwest deserts and afew dams. That's the extent of it."

"What sort of scientific research projects does Odyssey conduct?' Pitt asked.

Loren shrugged. "Their activities are heavily velled, and sncether facility isin Nicaragua, they aren't
bound by any lawsto report their experiments. Rumor hasit they'reinvolved with fuel cell research, but
no one knowsfor certain. Our intelligence people don't see Odyssey asapriority investigation.”

"And their congtruction operations?”

"Mosily underground vaults and warehouse excavation,” answered Loren. "The CIA hasheard rumors
that he's hollowed out cavernsfor clandestine nuclear and biologica wegpons manufactured in countries
such as North Korea, but there's no proof. A number of their projects are with the Chinese, who want
their military research programs and weapons supplies kept secret. Odyssey seemsto have made a
specidty of building below-the-surface vault warehouses that hide military activity and arms assembly
plantsfrom spy satellites™

"Y et Specter built and operated afloating hotd."
"A toy he usesto entertain clients,” explained Loren. "He's only in the resort business for the fun of it."

"Who is Specter? The operation's manager for theOcean Wanderer had nothing good to say about



him!
"Hemusgt not like hisjob."

"Not that. He told me he would no longer work for Specter, because he ran from the hotel and flew off
in his private plane before the hurricane struck, abandoning the guests and employees, not caring whether
they might dl die"

"Specter isavery mysterious person. Probably the only corporate executive officer of agiant business
who doesn't have a persona publicity agent or public relationsfirm. HES never given aninterview and is
rarely seen in public. There are no records of his history, family or schooling.”

"Not even abirth record?"

Loren shook her head. "No record of his birth has been found in the U.S. or in any other nation's
archives around the world. Histrue identity has yet to be revea ed despite the best efforts of our
intelligence agencies. The FBI tried to get ahandle on him afew years ago, but came up empty. There
are no reveding photographs because hisface is dways covered by ascarf and heavy sunglasses. They
tried to obtain fingerprints, but he wears gloves. Even his closest business aides have never seen hisface.
All that isobviousisthat heisvery obese, probably welghing more than four hundred pounds.”

"Nobody'slife or business can remainthat veled.”
Loren made a helpless gesture with her hands.
Pitt poured himsdlf a cup of coffee. "Where are his corporate headquarters located?”

"Brazil," replied Loren. "He aso has ahuge office center in Panama. And because he has made alarge
investment in the country, the president of the republic made him acitizen. He a so appointed Specter as
adirector of the Panama Cana Authority.”

"So what isthe judtification for your congressiona probe?’ asked Fitt.

"His dedings with the Chinese. Specter's connection with the People's Republic of Chindsisa
long-standing relationship that goes back fifteen years. Asadirector of the Cand Authority, he was
ingrumenta in hel ping the Hong Kong—based Whampoa Limitedcompany , whichistied in with the
Peoplée's Liberation Army, to obtain atwenty-five-year option for control of the cana's Atlantic and
Pecific Ocean ports of Balboa and Cristoba. Whampoawill aso bein charge of dl loading and
unloading of ship cargoes, and therailroad that transports cargo between the ports, and will soon begin
congtruction on anew suspension bridge that will be used to truck oversized cargo containers north and
south over the Cana Zone."

"What is our government doing about this?'

Loren shook her head. "Nothing that I'm aware of. President Clinton gave the Chinese carte blanche for
their influence and expans on throughout Central America™ Then she added, "Another intriguing thing
about the Odyssey Corporation isthat itstop management isamost entirely staffed by women."

Fitt smiled. " Specter must beidolized by the feminist movement.”

Dirk andSummer joined them for abrief |ate breskfast before they |eft for Sandecker's office. Thistime,



Pitt drove one of the turquoise NUMA Navigatorsthat were part of the fleet of agency vehicles. He
stopped at Loren's town house to drop her off.

"Dinner tonight?" he queried.
"Are Dirk andSummer coming too?'
"l might drag the kids," Aitt said, smiling, "but only if youingst.”

"l ingst." Loren gave his hand a squeeze and elegantly exited the Navigator, stepped lightly to the
driveway and walked up the stepsto her door.

TheNUMA headquarters buildingrose thirty stories on a hill above the Potomac River and had a
commanding view of the city. Sandecker had persondly chosen the site when Congress provided him
with the funding to congtruct the building. It was far more magnificent than officias had originaly
conceived and ran severd million dollars over budget. Because it was on the east Sde of theriver just out
of the Didrict of Columbia, the admira had unaccountably found a skyline free from the building height
restrictions and erected amagnificent green glass tubular structure that could be seen from miles around.

Pitt drove into the crowded underground parking and pulled into his reserved dot. They took the
elevator up to Sandecker's office on the top floor and exited the eevator into an anteroom paneled with
teak decking from old shipwrecks. The admira’s secretary asked if they wouldn't mind waiting aminute
snce hewasin amesting.

Almost before the words left her lips, the door to the admird's office opened and two old friends
stepped into the anteroom. Kurt Austin, with a premature forest of gray hair, who was Fitt's counterpart
asdirector of specia projects, and Joe Zavala, the wiry engineer who often worked on submersible
designs and congtruction with Giordino, stepped forward and shook hands.

"Whereisthe old geezer sending you two?" asked Giordino.

"Heading for the Canadian north country. There's rumors of mutant fish in some of thelakes. The admira
asked usto check it out."

"We heard about your rescue of theOcean Wanderer inthe middle of Hurricane Lizzie" said Zavaa. "'l
didn't expect to see you back in the harness so soon.”

"No rest for the weary in Sandecker's book," Pitt said with ahdf grin.

Austin nodded at Dirk andSummer . "One of these days I'll have you and the kids over for a barbecue.”
"I'dlikethat," accepted Fitt. "I've dways wanted to see your antique gun collection.”

"And I've yet to see your auto collection.”

"Why not arrange atour? Well have cocktails and hors d'oeuvres at my place and then drive to your
house for the barbecue.”

"Condder it adoneded."

Sandecker's secretary approached. "The admira isready for you now."



They bid their goodbyes, as Austin and Zava a headed toward the elevators and Fitt's group was
ushered into Sandecker's office, where the admira sat behind an immense desk fashioned from the
salvaged hatch cover from a Confederate blockade runner.

A gentleman of the old school, he rose asSummer entered, and motioned her to achair acrossfrom the
desk. Amazingly, Giordino had arrived early. He was dressed in casud dacks and aHawaiian
flowered-print shirt. Rudi Gunn came up from his office on the twenty-eighth floor and joined them.
Without prelude, Sandecker launched the meseting. "We have two intriguing problemsto ded with. The
most important isthe brown crud which is spreading throughout the Caribbean, which I'll cometo later.”
He looked across his desk with piercing eyes, first at Summer and then at Dirk. ™Y ou two certainly
opened up a Pandoras box with your discoveries on Navidad Bank."

"I haven't heard of the test results since Captain Barnum sent the amphor to thelab,” saldSummer .

"Thelabisdill inthe process of cleaning it,” clarified Gunn. "It was Hiram Y aeger and his computer
magic that established adate and culture.”

BeforeSummer could ask, Sandecker said, "Hiram dated the amphor sometime prior to eleven hundred
B.C. Hedso established that it was Cdltic.”

"Cdtic?' Summer echoed. "Is he sure?"

"It matches every other amphor known to have been created by ancient Celts around three thousand
years ago."

"What about the comb we photographed?’ asked Summer .

"Without having the actua objectsto study,” answered Sandecker, "Hiram's computer could only make
an gpproximation asto the date. However, hisbest guessisthey're dso three thousand years old.”

"Where does Y aeger think the artifact came from?" queried Pitt.

Sandecker stared at the celling. " Since the Celts weren't a seefaring people and are not known to have
salled across the Atlantic to the new world, it must have been thrown or lost off a passing ship.”

"No ships sailed over Navidad Bank unless they wanted to have their hulls ripped apart by shallow cora
and fileaphony insurance clam," said Fitt. "The only other possibility isthat the ship was driven onto the
bank by astorm.”

Gunn gazed down at the carpet asif something had entered his mind. " According to insurance records,
an old steamer calledVandalia smashed onto the resf."

"I surveyed her remains,”" sadSummer , looking at her brother expectantly.
Dirk nodded at her and grinned. "The amphor was not al we found."
"What Dirk ishinting isthat we aso discovered alabyrinth of caverns or rooms carved from rock thet is

now covered with the cord." Shereached into her purse and retrieved the digital camera. "We took
pictures of the architecture and alarge cauldron sculpted with images of ancient warriors. It wasfilled



with smdl, everyday artifacts.”

Sandecker looked at her in disbelief. "A city beneath the seaiin the Western Hemisphere predating the
Olmecs, Mayans and Incas? It doesn't seem possible.”

"Wewon't have answers until athorough exploration is conducted.” Summer held the cameraasif it was
apiece of expensive jewdry. "The structure we observed |ooked like some sort of temple.”

Sandecker turned to Gunn. "Rudi?'

Gunn nodded in understanding, took the camerafromSummer's hand and pushed a switch on thewall
that raised apand, reveding alarge digita television. He then connected the cableinto the TV, picked up
the remote and began running through the images recorded by Dirk andSummer of the sunken temple.

There were more than thirty images, beginning with the entry arch and the stepsleading to the interior
with what looked like alarge stone bed. The cauldron and its contents were in another chamber.

Dirk andSummer narrated as Gunn moved from one picture to the next. When the last image flashed on
the monitor, they al sat Slently for afew moments.

Finaly, Aitt spokefirgt. "I think we should get St. Julien Perlmutter in on this.”
Gunn looked skeptical. "S. Julien isn't an archaeologi<.”

"True, but if anyone hastheories on early seafarers and navigators sailing to this side of the ocean three
thousand years ago, he would."

"Worth ashot,” Sandecker agreed. He looked at Dirk andSummer . "Y our research project for the next
two weeks. Find answers. Congder it aworking vacation." He swung in his big leather executive's chair
until he faced Fitt and Giordino. "And now to the matter of the brown crud. All we know &t this moment
isthat it is not associated with adiatom or aform of agae. Nor isit abiotoxin linked to the red tide
phenomenon. What wedo know isthat it leaves aswath of devastation asit is carried out into the open
Atlantic and swept north by the southern equatorial current toward the Gulf and Florida. Ocean scientists
believe the crud has dready reached American waters. Reports coming in from Key West say sponge
beds are suffering from an unknown source of devagtation.”

"I'm sorry the glassjars containing my water samples anddead sea life specimens were destroyed when
the waves tumbledPisces into the crevasse,” said Summer.

"Don't concern yoursdlf. We have samples and specimens coming in daily from fifty different locations
throughout the Caribbean.”

"Any indications where the crud might originate?' asked Fitt.

Gunn pulled off his glasses and wiped the lenses with asmall cloth. "Not redlly. Our scientists have
sorted through water samples, wind and current data, satellite images and ship sightings. Their best guess
at the moment isthat the crud is spawned somewhere off the coast of Nicaragua. But that'sdl itis, a
guess”

"Could it be somekind of chemicd flushed from ariver?' inquired Dirk.



Sandecker rolled one of hisimmense cigarsin hisfingerswithout lighting it. "Possible, but we have yet to
discover atral to its source."

"Something nasty isgoing on,” said Gunn. "This tuff is deadly to most sealife and the cord. Weve got
to find asolution soon before it spreads out of control throughout the entire Caribbean and crestes asea
of dudge and adead zonefor dl water life.”

Pitt stared at Gunn. "'Y ou don't paint avery pretty picture.”

"The source must be found and a counteraction developed,” added Sandecker. "That's where you and
Al comein. Your missionisto investigate the waters off the west coast of Nicaragua. I've lined up one of
NUMA's Neptune-class research vessdls. | don't haveto tell you that she's small, requiring no more than
afive-man crew. She carriesthe latest state-of-the-art research equipment and instrumentation for
specialized projects such asthis one. Unlike our other ocean research and survey ships, she'sasfast as
anything in the oceans, with speed to spare.”

"LiketheCalliope we were forced to destroy severd years ago on the Niger River?' said Pitt without
looking up as he took notes on ayellow pad.

"| should have taken the cost of losing her out of your paychecks.”

"If it'sdl the sameto you, Admira, Al and | would rather not be quite so conspicuousthistime.”
"Youwon't be" Sandecker said, ignoring the nonsmokers and finaly lighting hiscigar. "ThePoco Bonito
ismy pride and joy. She's seventy-five feet in length and her gppearance is mideading. No one will find
her conspicuous, because her hull, deck and wheelhousewas based on a Buckie, Scotland-built fishing

travler.”

Ritt was continualy taken in by Sandecker's fascination with odd and creative vessdls. "An
oceanographic research vessdl disguised like afishing boat. That hasto beanew first."

"A Scots-built fishing trawler will stand out in the Caribbean like a street derdlict at adebutante ball,"
sad Giordino dubioudy.

"Not to worry," replied Sandecker. "The superstructure of Poco Bonito iseectronicaly desgned to
automaticaly dter her appearanceto fit in with any fishing fleet in the world.”

Pitt stared at the carpet, trying to visudize such avessd. "'If my high school Spanish serves me correctly,
Poco Bonita means'littletuna.' "

Sandecker nodded. "I thought it appropriate.”
"Why dl the subterfuge?' asked Fitt. "We're not entering awar zone."

Sandecker gave him acagey look that Pitt knew too well. ™Y ou never know when you might cross paths
with aghost ship full of phantom pirates.”

Pitt and Giordino both gazed at the admiral asif held just claimed to have flown to Mars and back. "A
ghogt ship," PFitt repeated sardonically.

"Y ou've never heard of the legend of the Wandering Buccaneer?'



“Not lady.”

"Leigh Hunt was an unscrupul ous freebooter and pirate who ravaged the West Indiesin thelate
seventeenth century, preying on every ship he came upon, be it Spanish, English or French. A giant of a
man, he made Blackbeard look like asissy. Taesof hisbrutaity were legend throughout the Spanish
Main. Crews of merchant ships he captured were known to have killed themsdl ves before surrendering
to Hunt. Hisfavorite pastime was dragging unfortunate captives behind his ship until the ropeswere
pulled in empty after the sharkstook them."

"He soundslike an old salt | know," muttered Giordino testily.

Sandecker continued asif he hadn't heard the gibe. "Hunt's reign of terror lasted fifteen years until he
attempted to capture a British warship disguised to look like a helpless merchantman. Taken in, Hunt
raised his Jolly Roger flag with ablack background and skull with blood streaming from the eyes and
teeth and sent a shot across the Britishers bow. Then, just as he pulled alongside, the British raised their
gunports and poured a series of murderous broadsides into Hunt's ship, which was named theScourge.
After afurious battle the pirates were decimated. A company of British marines then swarmed aboard
the pirate vessal and made short work of its crew."”

"Was Hunt still dive after the battle?" askedSummer .
"Unfortunately for him, yes"

Dirk ran hisfingers over Sandecker's old worn desk. "Did the British treat him in kind and drag him
behind their ship?' asked Dirk.

"No," replied Sandecker. "The captain had lost a brother to Hunt two years before, so he was set on
revenge. He ordered Hunt's feet cut off. Then he was strung up by arope and lowered over the side until
his bloody stumpswere only afoot from the water. It was only amatter of time before the sharks got the
scent of blood and legped out of the water, jaws snapping until only Hunt's hands and arms were | eft
hanging by therope.”

Summer's pretty face dtered to an expression of repulsion. "That's disgusting.”
Dirk disagreed. " Soundsto me like he got what he deserved.”

"Enlighten me, Admira," said Giordino, fighting to keep awake. "What hasthis pirate got to do with
anything?'

Sandecker smiled crookedly. "Like theFlying Dutchman, Leigh Hunt and his crew of bloodthirsty
pirates fill roam the waters you'll be working."

"Sez who?"'

"Over the past three years there has been any number of sightings by ships, pleasure craft and fishing
boats. Some radioed that they were being attacked by a haunted sailing ship with aghostly crew before
they disgppeared with dl hands.”

Pitt looked at Sandecker. "Y ou've got to bejoking."



"I'm not." The admira was decisve. "Since you have adoubting mind, I'll send you the reports.”
"Makeanote," Giordino said acidly, "to stock up on wooden stakes and silver bullets.”

"A phantom ship with askeleta crew sailing through asea of brown crud.”" Pitt gazed pensively out the
window at the Potomac River below. Then he shrugged resignedly. "Now theres asight to take to the
grave
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Pitt decided to driveeveryone to the restaurant in the elegant old Marmon. It was awarm evening, so the
three men sat together in the open front seat while the women sat in the back to keep their hair from
getting windblown. The men wore light sport coats over dacks. The women dressed in avariety of light
summery dresses.

Giordino brought his current lady friend, Micky Levy, who worked for a Washington-based mining
company. She had soft facid features with dark skin and wide brown eyes. Her long black hair was done
in curled strands wound into acrown. Shewore asmal hibiscus blossom behind her Ieft ear. She spoke
in asoft voice that had adight trace of an |sradli accent.

"What amarvelous car," she said after Giordino made the introductions. She entered through the rear
door held open by Giordino and sat next toSummer .

"Youll haveto bear with my friend," said Giordino dryly. "He can't go anywhere without pomp and
circumstance.”

"Sorry, no trumpets or drumroll,” Fitt retorted. "My band has the night off."

With the divider window between the seats rolled up to shield the breeze, the women chatted on the
way to the restaurant. Loren andSummer learned that Micky was born and raised in Jerusalem and that
she had obtained her master's degree at the Colorado School of Mines.

"Soyoureageologist,” sadSummer .

"A gructurd geologigt,” replied Micky. "1 specidizein conducting analysis for engineerswho have plans
for an excavation project. | investigate water seepage and underground channelsinto deeper zones and
aquifers, so they can be aware of possible flooding while boring their tunnels.”

"Sounds positively dull,” said Loreninaniceway. "l took ageology coursein collegeto satisfy the
scientific requirements for adegreein social economics. | thought it would be interesting. Was| ever
wrong. Geology is about as fascinating as bookkeeping.”



Micky laughed. "Fortunatdly, working in the field is not quite as band.."
"Did Dad say where he'staking usto dinner?" Summer asked.

Loren shook her head. "He didn't say anything to me.”

Twenty-fiveminutes later, Pitt turned into the driveway of L'Auberge Chez Francois restaurant in Great
Fdls, Virginia The Alsatian architecture and interior decor exuded awarm, comfortable atmosphere. He
parked the car and they walked through the front door, where one of thefamily who owned the restaurant
checked Pitt's name off on the reservation sheet and escorted them to atable for six inasmdl acove.

Pitt spotted some old friends—Clyde Smith and hislovely wife, Paula—and conversed briefly. Smith
had been with NUMA amost aslong as Aitt, but in the financid section of the agency. After everyone
was segted, the waiter arrived and announced the evening's specids. Skipping cocktails, Fitt went right to
the wine, ordering ahearty Sparr Pinot Noir. He then ordered a game platter for the table as an appetizer
conssting of deer, antelope, breast of pheasant, rabbit and quail with wild mushrooms and chestnuts.

While they savored the wine and enjoyed the huge game appetizer, Loren reported on the latest buzz in
Washington politics. They al listened in rapt attention at hearing the ingde gossip from amember of
Congress. She was followed by Dirk andSummer , who told of their discovery of the ancient temple and
artifacts, ending with their near-death experience on Navidad Bank during the hurricane. Pitt interrupted
to notify them that he had called St. Julien Perlmutter and let him know that his son and daughter would
be stopping by to tap his vast knowledge of ships and the sea.

The entrees came that any lover of French cooking would heartily approve. Fitt ordered the kidneys and
mushroomsin a sauce of sherry and mustard. Caves brain and exotic ved tongue were aso on the
menu, but the women weren't up to it. Giordino and Micky shared the rack of lamb while Dirk and
Summer tried thechoucroute garni, alarge platter of sauerkraut with sausages, pheasant, duck confit,
sguab and foie gras, which was a specidty of the house. Loren settled for thepetite choucroute with the
sauerkraut, smoked trout, salmon, monkfish and shrimp.

Mogt of the couples shared arich dessert followed by aglass of fine port. Afterward, they voted
unanimoudy that everyone would begin dieting the next day. While relaxing after the sumptuous med,
Summer asked Micky what part of the world her geologica expeditions had taken her to. She described
immense cavernsin Brazil and Mexico and the often difficult penetration into their deepest reaches.

"Ever find any gold?' askedSummer jokingly.

"Only once. | discovered faint trace e ementsin an underground river that runs benegth thelower
Cdiforniadesert into the Gulf of Cdifornia" Assoon as she spoke of theriver, Fitt, Giordino and Loren
began laughing. Micky was quite surprised to learn how Pitt and Giordino had discovered the river and
saved Loren from agang of artifact thieves during the Inca Gold project.

"Rio Aitt," said Micky, impressed. "1 should have made the connection.” She continued describing her
travels around the world. "One of my most fascinating projectswasto investigate water levelsin the
limestone cavernsin Nicaragua."



"l knew Nicaragua had bat caves," sasldSummer , "but not limestone caverns.”

"They were discovered ten years ago and are quite extensive. Some run for miles. The devel opment
corporation that hired me for the study has plansfor building adry cand between the oceans.”

"A dry cand across Nicaragua?' questioned Loren. "That'sanew one."

"Actualy, the engineers cadled it an 'underground bridge." "

"A cand that runs underground?’ Loren said skepticaly. "I'm il trying to figureit out.”

"Deepwater container ports and free-trade zones on the Caribbean and Pacific, yet to be constructed,
would be linked by ahigh-speed, magnetic levitation railroad running through huge bores benesth the
mountains and Lake Nicaragua, with trains capable of speeds up to three hundred and fifty milesan
hour."

"Theideaissound,”" Pitt admitted. "If practica, it could conceivably cut shipping costs by awide
margin.”

"Y ou'retalking heavy bucks" said Giordino.
Micky nodded in agreement. "The estimated budget was seven billion dollars."

Loren ill looked doubtful. "I find it strange that no reports of such avast undertaking have been
circulated by the Department of Transportation.”

"Or mentioned in the news media," Dirk added.

"That's because it never got off the ground,” said Micky. "I wastold the devel opment company behind
the project decided to pull out. Why, | never found out. | signed a confidential agreement never to
mention my work or reveal any information on the project, but that was four years ago. And sinceit has
gpparently died, 1 don't mind ignoring the agreement and telling my friends the story over alovely dinner.”
"A fascinating tale," Loren acknowledged. "I wonder who was going to put up the financial backing? "

Micky took asip of her port. "My understanding was that part of the funding was to come from the
Republic of China. They've heavily invested in Central America. If the underground transportation system
had been completed, it would have given them great economic power throughout North and South
America”

Pitt and Loren looked at each other, agrowing understanding in their eyes. Then Loren asked Micky,
"Who was the congtruction firm that hired you?"'

"A hugeinternationd development outfit called Odyssey."
"Yes" Pitt said softy, squeezing Loren's knee under the table. "Y es, it seemsto meI've heard of it."

"There's coincidence for you," said Loren. "Dirk and | were discussing Odyssey not more than afew
hours ago."



"An odd name for a construction company,” saidSummer .

Loren smiled faintly and pargphrased Winston Churchill. " A puzzle wrapped in a maze of secret business
dedlingsinsde an enigma. The founder and chairman, whocdls himsdf Specter, isasfar out asthe
formulafor timetravel.”

Dirk looked thoughtful. "Why do you think he broke off the project? Lack of money?"

"Certainly not the money,” Loren answered. "British economic journdists estimate his persona assets
upward of fifty billion dollars.

"Makesyou wonder," Pitt murmured, "why he didn't complete the tunnels, with so much at stake.”

Loren hesitated; not so Giordino. "How do you know he threw in the towel? How do you know heisn't
secretly digging away under Nicaragua while we enjoy our port?”

"Not possible." Loren was blunt. " Satellite photos would show construction activity. Thereésno way he
could hide an excavation of such immense magnitude.”

Giordino studied hisempty glass. "A nest trick if he could hide millions of tons of excavated rock and
muck."

Pitt looked acrossthe table at Micky. "Could you supply me with amap of the area where the tunnel
was supposed to begin and end?’

Micky was only too happy to oblige. "Y ou've piqued my curiogity. Let me have your fax number and I'll
send you the site plans.”

"What's on your mind, Dad?" asked Dirk.

"Al and | will be cruisng down Nicaraguaway in afew days" Pitt said with acrafty grin. "Wejust might
drop in and browse the neighborhood.”
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Dirk and Summer droveto . Julien's residence in Georgetown with the top down on Dirk's 1952
Meteor, a Cdifornia custom-built fiberglass-bodied hot rod with a DeSoto Fire-Dome V-8 that was
souped up from the stock one hundred and sixty horsepower to two hundred and seventy. The body was
painted in American racing colors, white with ablue stripe running down the middle. Actudly, the car
never had atop. When it rained, Dirk merely pulled a piece of plastic from under one seat and spread it
over the cockpit with aholefor his head to poke through.



He pulled off apicturesque tree-lined brick street and turned into the drive circling alarge, old,
three-story manor house with eight gables. He continued around the sde until he cameto astop in front
of what was the manor's former carriage and stable house. Quite large, it was once the home of ten
horses and five carriages, with rooms upstairs for the grooms and drivers. Purchased by St. Julien
Perlmuitter forty years earlier, he had remodeled the interior into ahomey archive with miles of shelves
crammed with books, documents and private papers, dl recording the marine history of nearly three
hundred thousand ships and shipwrecks. A gourmand and bon vivant, he maintained a refrigerated food
locker stocked with delicacies from around the world and a four-thousand-bottle wine cellar.

Therewas no doorbdll, only abig door knocker cast in the shape of an anchor. Summer rapped three
times and waited. A full three minutes later the door was thrown open by amassive man standing four
inches over six feet and weighing four hundred pounds. Perlmutter may have been huge, but he was solid;
the sea of flesh wasfirm and tight.

Hisgray hair was shaggy and hisfull beard was enhanced by along mustache twisted on the ends.
Except for hissize, children might have taken him for Santa Claus because of hisround red face with a
tulip nose and blue eyes. Perlmutter was dressed in his customary purple-and-gold paidey slk robe. A
little dachshund puppy danced around hislegs and yapped &t the visitors.

"Summer!" he exclamed. "Dirk!" He swept the young people up in his huge armsin agreat bear hug and
lifted both of them off the porch. Summer felt asif her ribswere cracking and Dirk gasped for breeth. To
their great relief, Perlmutter, who didn't know his own strength, set them down and waved them through
the door.

"Comein, comein. You don't know what ajoy it isto see you." Then he admonished the dog. "Fritz!
Any more barking and I'll cut off your gourmet dog food alowance.”

Summer massaged her breast. "I hope Dad told you we were coming?'

"Yes, yes, hedid," Perlmutter said cheerfully. "What a pleasure.” He paused and his eyes became misty.
"Looking at Dirk, | can remember when your father was your age, even abit younger, when he used to
come around and browse my library. It'samost asif time has stood ill."

Dirk andSummer had visited Perlmutter with Pitt on severa occasions and were aways astounded by
the vast archivesthat sagged the shelves and the volumes stacked in hallways and every room of the
carriage house, even the bathrooms. It was renowned as the world's largest repository of marine history
intheworld. Libraries and archives around the nation stood in line, ready to bid whatever price it took
should Perlmutter ever decideto sall hisimmense collection.

Summer was away's bewildered at Perlmutter's incredible memory. It would seem that the mass of data
should be categorized and indexed onto a computer datafile system, but he dways claimed he couldn't
think abstract and never bought atermina. Amazingly, he knew where every scrap of information, every
book, every author and source and every report was deposited. He liked to boast that he could pick any
one out of the maze within Sixty seconds.

Perlmutter escorted them into his beautiful sandalwood-paneled dining area, the only room of the house
devoid of books. "Sit down, sit down," he fairly boomed, motioning to athick, round dining table he'd
had carved from the rudder of the famous ghost shipMary Celeste, whose remains had been found in
Haiti. "I've made alight lunch of my own concoction of guava-sautéed shrimp. Well wash it down with a
Martin Ray Chardonnay."



Fritz sat besdethetable, histall sweeping the floor. Perlmutter reached down every few minutes and
gave him abit of shrimp, which he swallowed without chewing.

Not much later, Dirk patted hisflat somach. "The shrimp was so good I'm afraid | made apig of
mysdf.”

"Y ou weren't done,” Summer groaned softly, fully sated.

"Now then, what can | do for you kids?' said Perlmutter. "Y our Dad said something about you finding
Cdtic artifacts”

Summer opened a briefcase she'd brought with her, retrieved the report she and Dirk had written on the
arplane to Washington and photos of the ancient relics. "This pretty well sums up our findings. It dso
includes Hiram Y aeger's conclusions on the amphor, comb and printed photocopies of the artifacts and
chambers”

Perlmutter poured himsdlf another glass of wine, dropped his spectacles over his nose and began
reading. "Help yoursdlf to more shrimp. Theres plenty.”

"l don't think either of us could manage another bite," Dirk muttered, holding his scomach.

Wordlesdy, Perlmutter dabbed around his beard that hid most of his mouth. He paused occasionaly,
garing up at the celling in thought before he went back to studying the report. Finally, helaid it on the
table and fixed the Pitts with a steady stare.

"Do you redize what you've done?'
Summer shrugged unknowingly. "Wethink it's an archaeologicd find of some significance.”

"Some significance," Perlmutter parroted, with adight tone of sarcasm. "If what you've discovered isthe
genuine article, you've thrown athousand accepted archaeol ogical theories down the Sink."”

"Oh dear," sadSummer , looking at her brother, who was containing laughter. "Isit al that bad?"

"Depends from what direction you look at it," Perlmutter said between sips of wine. If the report was an
earthshaking revelaion, he was acting buoyantly cam. "Very littleis known about Cdltic culture much
before five hundred B.C. They didn't keep written records until theMiddle Ages. All that isknown
through the mists of timeisthat sometime around two thousand B.C., the Celts fanned out from Eastern
Europe after originating around the Caspian Sea. Some higtorians theorize that the Celts and Hindus
shared acommon ancestry because their language was smilar.”

"How widespread were their settlements?' asked Dirk.

"They moved into the north of Italy and Switzerland, then onto France, Germany, Britain and Ireland,
reaching asfar north as Denmark in the Scandinavian region and as far south as Spain and Greece.
Archaeol ogists have even found Celtic artifacts across the Mediterranean in Morocco. Also, graves of
well-preserved mummies have been discovered in northern Chinafrom aculture called the Urumchi
people. They were most certainly Celtic, since they had Caucasian skin and facid features, blond and red
hair, and were dressed in tartan-woven cloth.”



Dirk leaned back in his chair, lifting the front legs off thefloor. "I've read of the Urumchi. But | had no
ideathe Celts migrated into Greece. | dways thought the Greeks were indigenous.”

"Though some of them originated in the region, it has generally been accepted that most filtered south
from Centra Europe." Perlmuitter shifted his bulk into amore comfortable position before continuing.
"The Cdts eventudly ruled lands dmost as vast asthe Roman Empire. Displacing the nedlithic people
who built megalithic monuments around Europe such as Stonehenge, they continued the traditions of the
Druid religion of myticism.Druids, by the way, means 'the very wise ones." "

"Strange, so little has come down through the ages about them," saildSummer .

Perlmutter nodded in agreement. "Unlike the Egyptians, Greeks and Romans, they never built an empire
nor formed anationd unity. They were made up of aloose confederation of tribes that often fought each
other but came together and banded against acommon enemy. After fifteen hundred yearstheir village
culture eventudly gave wayto hill forts constructed of earthworks and wooden pdisades that evolved into
crowded communities. Quite anumberof modern cities are built on the sites of old Celt fortresses.
Zurich, Paris, Munich and Copenhagen, for example, and haf the towns across Europe rest on top of
what were once Cdtic villages."

"Hard to believe nonbuilders of palaces and citadels became the dominant culture of Western Europe.”

"Cdtic society leaned mainly toward the pastord. Their primary endeavor in lifewastheraising of cattle
and sheep. They engaged in agriculture but their yield was smal, raised only to feed individua families.
But for the fact they were not nomadic, their tribal existence was very smilar to that of the American
Indian. They often raided other villagesfor cattle and women. Not until three hundred B.C. did they turn
to growing cropsto feed their animals during harsh winters. Those who lived dong the coasts became
traders, dedling in bronze weapons and sdlling precioustin for other cultures to producethe metal. Most
of the gold for the production of exotic adornments for the ruling chieftains and upper-caste classes was

imported.”
"Strange, aculture with so little going for it grew so strong over such avast territory.”

"Y ou can't say the Cdlts had nothing going for them,”" Perlmutter lectured Dirk. "They led theway into
the Bronze Age by developing the metal using copper aloyed with thetin found in huge reservesin
Britain. They were later credited with smelting iron and ushering in the Iron Age aswell. They were
superb horsemen and brought to Europe knowledge of the whed, built war chariots and were thefirst to
use four-wheded farm wagons and meta implements for plowing and harvesting. They created tools il
in usetoday like pincersand pliers. They were thefirst to have shod their horses with bronze shoesand
made iron rims for chariot and wagon whedls. The Celts educated the ancient world on the use of soap.
Their craftsmanship in metal was second to none, and their mastery of gold in the decoration of jewelry,
ornaments, warriors helmets, swords and axes was exquisite. Cétic ceramics and pottery were also
creatively designed, and they mastered the art of producing glass. They dso taught the art of enameling to
the Greeks and Romans. Celts excelled in poetry and music. Their poets were placed in greater esteem
than their priests. And their practice of beginning the day at midnight has been passed down to ustoday.”

"What were the causes behind their fading glory,” askedSummer .

"Mainly defegts by theinvading Romans. The world of the Gauls, as the Romans caled the Celts, began

to unravel, as other cultures such as the Germans, the Goths and the Saxons began to expand throughout
Europe. In away, the Cdtswere their own worst enemy. A wild, untamed people who loved adventure
and individua freedom, they were mercurid, impetuous and completely undisciplined, factors that



hastened their downfall. By the time Romefdll, the Celts had been driven across the North Seato
England and Irdand, where their influenceis dtill felt today."

"What was their appearance—and how did they treat their women?" askedSummer , with akittenish
orin.

Perlmutter sighed. "1 wondered when you'd get around to that." He poured the last of the winein their
glasses. "The Cdtswere ahardy race, tall and fair. Their hair ran from blond to red to brown. They were
described as a boisterous lot, with degp-sounding and harsh voices. Y ou'll be happy to know, Summer,
that women were held on apedestd in Celtic society. They could marry whom they desired and inherit
property. And unlike most cultures since their time, women could claim damagesif they were molested.
Cdltic women were described as being as large as their men and fought dongside them in battle.”
Perlmutter hesitated and grinned before continuing. "An army of Celtic men and women must have been
Quiteasght.”

"Why isthat?" askedSummer , faling into thetrap.
"Because they often went into battle naked.”
Summer was too intrepid to blush, but she did roll her eyes and stare at the floor.

"Which brings us back around to the Cdltic artifacts we found on Navidad Bank," said Dirk serioudy. "If
they weren't being trangported aboard a ship three thousand years later, where did they come from?"

" And what about the room and chambers we found that were carved from the rock?" added Summer .

"Are you sure they were carved from the rock and not stoneslaid one on the other?" Perlmutter
questioned.

Dirk looked at hissister. "'l supposeit's possible. The encrustation could easily have covered the cracks
between the stones."

"It wasn't like the Celtsto carve chambers out of solid rock. They rardly built structures from stone,”
said Perlmutter. "1t may have been there were no treesto fell aslumber when Navidad Bank rose above
the sea. Tropica pams, for example, because of their curved and fiber trunks, were not practical for
livable structures.”

"But how could they have crossed six thousand miles of ocean in eeven hundred B.C.?"

"A tough question,” Perlmutter admitted. "Those who lived on the Atlantic shores were a seefaring
people, often caled ‘people of the oars. They are known to have sailed into the Mediterranean from
portsin the North Sea. But there are no legends of Celts crossing the Atlantic, other than possibly Saint
Brendan, the Irish priest, whose voyage of seven yearsisthought by many to have reached the east coast
of America”

"When did thisthe voyage occur?' Dirk asked.

" Sometime between 520 and 530a.d.”

"Fifteen hundred yearstoo late for our find," sadSummer .



Dirk reached down and petted Fritz, who promptly sat up and licked his hand. "We seem to strike out
with every pitch.”

Summer looked down and smoothed her dress. " So where do we go from here?"

"Thefirg item on your ligt of enigmasto be solved,” Perlmutter advised, "isto find out when and if
Navidad Bank sat above the surface of the seathree thousand years ago.”

"A geomorphologist who studies the origin and age of land surfaces might come up with some theories,”
Summer suggested knowledgesbly.

Perlmutter gazed at the mode of the famed Confederate submarineHunley. ™Y ou might begin with
Hiram Y aeger and his computer wizardry. The world's most extensive accumulation of dataon marine
sciencesisin hislibrary. If any scientific study on the geology of Navidad Bank was ever conducted, hed
have arecord of it."

"And if it were compiled by a German or Russian team of scientists?"

"Y aeger will have atrandation. Y ou can count oniit."

Dirk cameto hisfeet and began pacing the floor. "Our first stop on returning to NUMA headquartersis
to meet with Hiram and ask him to probe hisfiles.”

Summer smiled. "And then what?'

Dirk didn't hedtate. "Next stop, Admira Sandecker's office. If we want to get to the bottom of this
thing, we must persuade him to |oan us a crew, research ship and the necessary equipment to conduct a
thorough investigation of the sunken chambers and retrieve their artifacts.”

"Y ou mean, go back."

"Isthere any other way?'

"I suppose not,” she said dowly. For some reason she could not fathom, afear welled up inside her.
"But | don't think | could bring mysdlf to look atPisces again.”

"Knowing Sandecker," said Perlmutter, "helll sasve NUMA funds by combining your exploration with
another project.”

"Y ou have to agree that's areasonable assumption,” Dirk said, turning to hissigter. "Shall we go? Welve
taken up enough of &. Julien'stime.”

Summer gave Perlmutter a cautious hug. "Thank you for the glorious lunch.”
"Alwaysajoy for an old bachelor to have a pretty young girl for company.”
Dirk shook Perlmutter's hand. "Goodbye and thank you."

"Giveyour dad my best and tell him to drop by."

"Wewill."



After the kids had left, Perlmutter sat for along timelost in histhoughts, until the phone rang. It was Aitt.

"Dirk, your son and daughter just left.”
"Did you steer them in the right direction?’ asked Fitt.

"1 whetted their appetite abit. Not agreat deal | could offer them. Thereislittle recorded history of the
seefaring Cdts.”

"l have aquestion for you."

"I'm here”

"Ever hear of apirate named Hunt?'

"Y es, abuccaneer who achieved minor famein the late sixteen hundreds. Why do you ask?
"I'm told he's arestless ghost known as the Wandering Buccaneer.”

Perlmutter sighed. "I've read the reports. Another Flying Dutchman fable. Although, severd of the ships
and boats that radioed that they'd seen his ship disappeared without atrace.”

"So thereis cause to be concerned when sailing in Nicaraguan waters?'
"| suppose s0. What'syour interest?"

"Curiogty."

"Would you like whatever history | have on Hunt?'

"I'd be grateful if you could send it to my hangar by courier,” said Fitt. "I've aplaneto catch first thingin
themorning.”

"lt'sonitsway."
"Thank you, &. Julien.”

"I'm having alittle soiree in two weeks. Can you makeit?"

"l never miss one of your fabulous parties.”

After herang off, Perlmutter assembled his papers on Hunt, called a courier service and went to his
bedroom, where he stood before a case tightly packed with books. Unerringly, he pulled one from the
shelf and walked heavily to his study, where he reclined hisbulk on aleather Recamier doctor's couch
madein Philadephiain 1840. Fritz jumped up and lay on Perlmutter's ssomach, staring at him through
doleful brown eyes.

He opened the book by Iman WilkenstitledWhere Troy Once Sood and began reading. After an hour,
he closed the cover and gazed at Fritz. "Could it be?' he murmured to the dog. "Could it be?!



Then he dlowed the lingering effects of the vintage Chardonnay to put him to deep.
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Pitt and Giordino leftfor Nicaraguathe next day on aNUMA Citation jet to Managua. There, they
switched to acommercia Spanish-built Cassa 212turboprop for the hour-and-ten-minute flight over the
mountains and across the lowlands to the Caribbean sea and over an areaknown as the Mosquito
Coadt. They could have made the short flight in the NUMA jet, but Sandecker thought it best they arrive
like ordinary tourists, in order to blendin.

The setting sun in the west bathed the mountain peaks gold before the rays were lost in shadows on the
eastern dopes. It was hard for Fitt to imagine acana crossing such difficult terrain, and yet throughout
history Nicaragua was aways considered the better route for an inter-oceanic channel than Panama. It
had a hedlthier climate, the surveyed route was easier to excavate, and the cana would have been three
hundred miles closer to the United States; six hundred miles, if you consider the mileage down and up
from the Panama passage.

Before the turn of the century, aswith too many far-reaching and historic turning points, politics crawled
out of itslair and cameto abad verdict. Panama had a powerful lobby and worked hard to push their
cause and disrupt relations between Nicaraguaand the U.S. government. For awhile, it was atoss-up,
but with Teddy Roosevelt working behind the scenes to hammer out a sveet ded with the Panamanians,
the pendulum swung the extra mile away from Nicaraguawhen Mount Pelee, avolcano on the Caribbean
idand of Martinique, erupted, killing more than thirty thousand people. In acase of incredibly bad timing,
the Nicaraguansissued a series of stamps advertising the country asthe land of volcanos, one of them
depicting an eruption behind an illustration of awharf and arailroad. That clinched it. The Senate voted
for Panama asthe ste of the U.S.-built candl.

Pitt began studying areport on the Mosquito Coast soon after takeoff from Washington. Nicaraguas
Caribbean lowlands were isolated from the more popul ated western side of the country by the rugged
mountains unfolding below and dense tropica rain forests. The people and the region were never apart
of the Spanish empire but came under British influence until 1905, when the entire coast fell under the
jurisdiction of the Nicaraguan government.

His dedtination, Bluefields, was Nicaragua's main Caribbean port, named after the infamous Dutch pirate
who used to hide his ship in the coastal 1agoon near the city. The population of the areawas made up of
Miskitas, the dominant group whose diverse ancestors came from Central America, Europe and Africa;
the Creoles, who are the black descendants of colonia-era daves; and the Mestizos, whose bloodlines
areamixture of Indian and Spanish.

The economy, based on fishing, was big business dong the coast. The primary catch came mostly from
shrimp, lobster and turtle. A large plant in town processed the fish for export while extensive maintenance



facilities serviced, fueled and supplied the internationd fishing fleets.

When he looked up from the report, the sky had turned as black as cod. The drone of the propdllers,
the whine of the engines, took his mind and sent it on ajourney into the land of nostalgia. The face he was
seeing every morning in the mirror no longer reveded the smooth skin held seen twenty-five years earlier
without the craggy lines. Time and adventurous living and the ondaught of the e ements had taken itstoll.

As he gtared through the window into nothingness, his mind traveled back to whereit had dl begun on
that lonely stretch of beach at Kaena Point on theidand of Oahu in Hawaii. Hewas lying on the sand in
the sun, gazing idly past the breakers out to sea, when he spotted aydlow cylinder floating in the water.
Swimming through treacherous riptides, he retrieved the cylinder and struggled back to shore. Inside was
the message from the cagptain of amissing nuclear submarine. From that moment on, hislifetook anew
turn. He met the woman who became hisfirst love from the moment he laid eyes on her. He had carried
her vison in hismemory, dways believing she had died, never knowing that she had survived, until Dirk
andSummer showed up on his doorstep.

The body had weathered time well, perhaps the muscles were not as hard as they once were, but his
joints had yet to encounter the aches and pains that come with age. The black hair was ill thick and
wavy, with streaks of gray that was starting to spread on the temples. The mesmeric opdine green eyes
gill gleamed with intensity. Hislove of the seaand hiswork with NUMA till consumed histime.
Memories of hisexploits, some pleasant, some nightmarish, and more than afew physica scars, had yet
to fade with the years.

His mind relived the many times he had cheated the old man with the scythe. The hazardous journey
down the underground river in search of Inca Gold, the fight in the Sahara against overwhelming oddsin
the old French Foreign Legion fort, the battle in the Antarctic with the giant old snowmobile and the
raisng of theTitanic. The contentment and fulfillment that came with two decades of achievements gave
him warm satisfaction, and made him fed hislife had been worthwhile after dl.

But it wasthe old drive, the lust of challenging theunknown, that had faded. He had afamily now, and
responsibility. Thewild days were counting down. He turned and |ooked over at Giordino, who could
enter adeep deep in adverse conditions as easily asif he wasin his own goose-down bed in his
Washington condo. Their exploits together had become amost mythical, and athough they were not
particularly closein their persond lives, once they faced what seemed like overwhelming adversity and
disaster, they came together as one, each playing off the physica and mental virtues of the other until they
either won, or occasiondly lost, which wasn't often.

He smiled to himself a remembering what areporter wrote about him, in one of thefew times hisfeats
had gained digtinction. "Thereisatouch of Dirk Pitt in every man whose soul yearns for adventure. And
because heis Dirk Fitt, he yearns more than most."

Thelanding geardropped on the Cassa and pulled Fitt back from hisreverie.

Thelanding lights were reflecting off the water of the rivers and lagoons surrounding the city's airport
when he leaned toward the window and stared downward. A light rain wasfalling as the plane set down
and taxied toward the main termind. A fresh five-mile-an-hour wind blew the raindrops on an angle,
giving theair asmdl of humid freshness. Aitt followed Giordino down the boarding steps and was mildly



surprised to find the temperature in the low seventies, he had expected it to be at |east ten degrees higher.

They hurried across the tarmac and entered the termind, where they waited twenty minutesfor their
luggage to gppear on acart. Their ingructions from Sandecker only said that a car would be waiting at
the termind entrance. Aitt pulled two suitcases on wheelswhile Giordino shouldered abig duffel bag,
heavy with diving gear. They walked fifty yards up a paved pathway to the road. Waiting for passengers
were five cars and ten taxis, their drivers hustling for afare. Waving away the cabbies, they stood
expectantly for aminute, before the last car in line—a battered, scratched and dented old Ford Escort—
blinked itslights.

Pitt walked up to the passenger's window, leaned in and started to ask, "Are you waiting for..."

That was asfar ashe got before going silent in surprise. Rudi Gunn exited the driver's side and came
around the car to greet and shake hands. He grinned. "We can't go on meeting like this."

Aitt stared blankly. "The admiral never mentioned you'd bein on the project.”
Giordino stared blankly. "Where did you come from and how did you get here before us?”

"| was bored sitting behind adesk so | sweet-talked Sandecker into |etting me come aong. | 1eft for
Nicaragua soon after our meeting. | guess he didn't bother to warn you.”

"He must haveforgot ," Pitt said cynically. He put hisarm around the shoulder of thelittle man. "Weve
had wild timestogether, Rudi. It's dways a pleasure to work by your sde.”

"Likethetimein Mali on the Niger River when you threw me off the boat?"
"Asl| recdl, that was a necessity.”

Both PFitt and Giordino respected NUMA's deputy director. He may have looked and acted like an
academic schoolteacher, but Gunn wasn't afraid to get down and dirty if that'swhat it took to carry a
NUMA project to asuccessful conclusion. The guys especidly admired him because, no matter how
much mischief they got into, Gunn never squealed on them to the admird.

They threw their luggage in the trunk and climbed inside the tired Escort. Gunn snaked around the cars
waiting outside the terminal and turned on the road leading from the airport to the main dock. They drove
aong the big bay of Bluefields that was surrounded by wide beaches. The Escondido River ddtasplit off
into severd channdsthat ran around the city and then through the Straits of Bluffsto the sea. The lagoon,
inlets and harbor were crowded with deserted and silent fishing boats.

"It looks asif the entire fishing fleet isin town," observed Fitt.

"Thanksto the brown crud, fishing has cometo astandstill,” replied Gunn. "The shrimp and lobster are
dying off and the fish have migrated to safer waters. Internationd fishing fleets like the commercid vessels
from Texas have moved to more productive waters.”

"The local economy must be down the sewer,” said Giordino, douched comfortably in the backsest.

"It'sadisagter. Everyoneliving in thelowlandsin some way depends on the seafor their livelihood. No

fish, no money. And that'sonly half the misery. Like clockwork, Bluefields and the surrounding shoreline
are struck by mgjor hurricanes every ten years. Hurricane Joan destroyed the harbor in nineteen



eighty-eight and what was rebuilt was wiped out by Hurricane Lizzie. But unlessthe brown crud
dissipates or is neutraized, alot of people are going to starve." He paused. "Things were bad enough
before the storm. Unemployment was sixty percent. Now it's closer to ninety. Next to Haiti, the west
coast of Nicaraguaisthe poorest stepchild of the Western Hemisphere. Before | forget, have you guys
egten”?'

"We're good," answered Giordino. "We had alight dinner at the airport in Managua.”
Pitt smiled. ™Y ou forgot the two rounds of tequila.”
"l didn't forget.”

The Escort rolled through the primitive city, bouncing in potholes that looked deegp enough to strike
water. The architecture on the crumbling buildings that seemed little more than derdlictswas astyle of
mixed English and French. At onetime they had been painted in bright colors, but none had seena
paintbrush in decades.

"Y ou weren't kidding when you said the economy was adisaster,” said Aitt.

"Much of the poverty isinspired by acomplete lack of infrastructure, and local leaderswho just don't
getit," Gunn lectured. "Girlswith no options go into progtitution as young as fourteen, while boys sdll
cocaine. None can afford dectricity, so they hook wires from the hovels up to Streetlights. There are no
sewage facilities, and yet the governor took the entire yearly budget and used it to build a palace because
she thought it was more important to put on agood facefor visting dignitaries. Thereisabig drug
industry here, but none of the locals are getting rich off the smuggling that takes place mostly offshore or
in secluded coves."

Gunn drove into the commercia dock areaat El Bluff, the entrance of the lagoon and across the bay
from Bluefields. The stench of the harbor was overpowering. Refuse, oil and sewage mingled together in
the filthy water. They passed ships unloading at the docks that |ooked as though they might crumble and
fal into the dirty water any minute. The roofs on most of the warehouses looked asif they had been torn
away. Pitt noticed thatone contai nership was unloading large crates withfarm machinery stenciled on their
wooden sides. The huge, immaculate, shiny semitrucks and -trailers being |oaded with the cargo seemed
out of placein such adeazy background. The name of the ship, just visible under the ship'swork lights,
read: Dong He. The letters cosco stretched along the center of the hull. Pitt knew it stood for the China
Ocean Shipping Company.

He could only wonder what was inside the cases labedledFARM MACHINERY .

"Thisisther port facility?" asked Giordino increduloudly.

"All that's|eft after Lizzie got through with it," answered Gunn.

Four hundred yards later the Escort rolled onto an old wooden wharf crowded with darkened and
forlorn fishing boats. Gunn braked to astop at the only one whaose lightsilluminated its decks. The boat
appeared to have seen better days. Under the yellow glow, her black paint looked faded. Rust streaks
ran from the deck and hull hardware. Fishing gear lay carelesdy cluttered around the work deck. Toa
passerby on the dock, she looked uncompromisingly utilitarian,another fishing boat in aworld full of
fishing boats, with the same character asthe vessels anchored and moored around her.

As PFitt's eyes swept the beamy vessel from stem to stern, where the Nicaraguan flag hung limp with its



twin horizonta blue stripes bordering one of white, he reached inside his shirt and feltthe small folded silk
bundle, reassuring himsdlf it was dtill there.

Heturned dightly and glanced briefly sdeways at alavender-colored pickup truck that was parked in
the shadows of a nearby warehouse. It was not empty. He could see a dark shape behind the whedl and
the red glow of acigarette through the rain-streaked windshield.

Findly, he turned back to the boat. " So thisisPocoBonito."

"Not much to look at, isshe?' Gunn said, as he opened the trunk and hel ped retrieve the bags. "But
she's powered by twin thousand-horsepower diesals and carries scientific gear most chemical labs would
diefor.”

"Therésaswitch,” sad Fitt.
Gunn looked at him. "How s0?"
"This hasto bethe only vessel inthe NUMA fleet that isn't painted turquoise.”

"I'm familiar with the smdler Neptune class of NUMA survey ships,” said Giordino. "She'saso built like
an armored car and comfortably stable in heavy sees." He hesitated and looked up and down the wharf
at the other fishing boats. "Nice job of disguise. Except for her larger deckhouse, which you can't reduce
with agtage st, shefitsright in."

"How old isshe?' Fitt asked.
"Six months" answered Gunn.
"How did our engineers make her ook s0 ... s0 used?”

"Specid effects” Gunn replied, laughing. "The shabby paint and rust are specialy formulated to give that
appearance.”

Pitt legped from the dock onto the deck and turned as Giordino passed over their luggage and duffel
bag. The sound of feet thumping on the deck alerted aman and awoman, who appeared from the rear
door of the deckhouse. The man, in his early fiftieswith aneatly trimmed gray beard and bushy
eyebrows, stepped under the deck light. His head was shaven and gleamed with sweat. He wasn't much
taler than Giordino and he stood with dightly hunched shoulders.

The other crew member was nearly six feet tall and willowy, with the anorexic figure of afashion mode.
The blond hair, radiant and thick, splashed around her shoulders. Her face was tanned with high
cheekbones and when she smiled agreeting she displayed afine set of white teeth. Like most women
who worked in the outdoors, she wore her hair tied back and little makeup, which did not distract from
her overdl attractiveness. At least not in Pitt's mind. He noted that she did adhere to certain feminine
traits of beauty. She painted her toenails.

Both man and woman were dressed in native cotton shirtswith vertical stripes over khaki shorts. The
man wore sneakers that |ooked like they had been shot full of holes, while the woman's feet were dipped
into wide-strapped sandals.

Gunn made the introductions. "Dr. Renee Ford, our resident fishery's biologist, and Dr. Patrick Dodge,



NUMA's leading marine geochemigt. | believe you know Dirk Pitt, specia projects director, and Al
Giordino, marine engineer.”

"Weve never worked on the same project together,” said Renee in ahusky voice only afew decibes
above awhisper. "But we've sat together in conferences on severa occasions.”

"Likewise," said Dodge, as he shook hands.

Pitt was tempted to ask if Ford and Dodge shared a garage, but held back from making a bad joke.
"Good to seeyou again.”

"I trust well have ahappy ship." Giordino flashed one of his congenid grins.
"Why wouldn't we?' Renee asked swestly.

Giordino did not reply. It was another of the rare times he was at alossfor acomeback.

Pitt stoodfor severd moments, listening to the water dapping againgt the wharf pilings. Not asoul could
be seen. The wharf looked deserted. Almost, but not quite.

He dropped down to his cabin in the stern, removed a small black case from his suitcase and eased
back up the stairway onto the side of the deck opposite the wharf. Using the deckhouse as a cover, he
opened the case and removed what looked like avideo camera. He switched on its transformer and it
gave off amuted high-pitched whine. Next, he draped a blanket over hishead and dowly rose until his
eyes could peer over apile of rope coiled on the deckhouse roof. He pressed hisface against the
eyepiece of the night-vision monocular asthe scope automatically adjusted the amplification, brightness
control and infrared illuminator. Then he peered into the darkness across the wharf that was now
illuminated in agreenishimage that gave him the night vision of an owl.

The Chevrolet pickup truck held noticed when arriving at thePoco Bonito was il sitting in the dark.
The ambient light from the stars and two dim lights a hundred yards down the wharf were now enhanced
twenty thousand times, revealing the driver of thetruck asif hewerein awell-lit room. But as Pitt studied
the driver, he saw that he was a she. Fitt could tell by the way the observer swept her scope back and
forth acrossthe it portholes of the hull that she did not suspect that she had been detected. He could
even tell that her hair waswet.

Pitt lowered the scope dightly until it was focused on the pickup truck's driver's door. The snoop was ho
professional, Pitt thought. Nor was she cautious. Probably a construction worker doing double duty asa
oy, since the name of her employer was painted on the side of the door in gold |etters:

ODY SSEY

The name stood aone, no "Limited," no "Corporation,” no "Company,” after it.



Below the name was the stylized image of ahorse running with itslegs outstretched. It looked vaguely
familiar to Fitt, but he couldn't recal where hed seenit.

Why was Odyssey interested in aNUMA research expedition?

Pitt wondered. What possible threat was a team of ocean scientists? He saw no sense to the stakeout by
agiant organizetion with nothing to gain.

He could not refrain from standing up and walking to the wharf sde of the boat and waving to the
woman in the pickup, who immediately trained her nightscope on him. Fitt held up his scopeto hiseyes
and stared back. Definitely not a professiona snoop, the woman became so shaken that she dropped her
scope on the sedt, hurriedly kicked over the engine and roared across the wharf into the darkness,
Spinning her rear tiresin ascreech of protest.

Reneelooked up in unison with Giordino and Dodge. "What wasthat al about?' asked Renee.

"Someonein ahurry,” Att said in amusement.

Renee cast off the bow and stern lines while the men looked on. With Gunn manning the pilothouse, the
powerful engines sputtered and rumbled into life with amelow hum, asthey gently shivered the deck.
ThenPoco Bonito dipped avay from the wharf and churned into the channel that ran through the Straits
of Bluffsto the sea. The course, programed into the computerized navigation equipment, set the bow on
aheading toward the northeast. But Gunn—Iike most airline pilots, who would rather take off and land a
commercid airliner than alow acomputer to do it—took the whedl and steered the vessal seaward.

Pitt descended aladder to his cabin, replaced the nightscope in his bag and retrieved a Global star
tri-mode satellite phone. Then he returned to the deck and relaxed in atattered lounge chair. He turned
and smiled as Renee extended her hand through a porthole of the galley with acup in her hand.

"Coffee?' sheinquired frominsdethegdley.

"Yourean angd," said Aitt. "Thank you."

He sipped at the coffee and then punched a number on the satellite phone. Sandecker answered on the
fourth ring. " Sandecker,” the admira snapped briskly.

"Did you forget to tdl me something, Admira?'

"You'renot clear."

Therewas aslence. Then, "Why do you ask?"

"One of their people was spying on us as we boarded the boat. I'm interested in knowing why."
"Better you learn later," Sandecker said cryptically.

"Hasthisto do with Odyssey's excavation project in Nicaragua?' Fitt asked innocently.



Another sllence and an echo. "Why do you ask?'
"Just curious.”

"Wheredid you obtain your information?"

Pitt couldn't resist. "Better you learn later.”

Then he closed the connection.

19

Gunn guidedPocoBonitothrough the black water separating the high-bluffed straits. The water was
deserted of al shipping as he kept the bow amed straight down the middle of the channel. Thelights on
the top of the buoys that marked the entrance to the harbor swayed with the waves in the distance, one
with ablinking green light, the opposite showing red.

AsPitt was Stting in the lounge chair enjoying the tropical evening at seaand watching the yellow glow
of Bluefieldsfade into the darkness astern, the memory of the spy on the dock stayed in hismind and
spread, like aplant with roots. There was an indefinite thought that seemed distant and unfocused. He
was not concerned that they had been observed asthey cast off their moorings. That part of the intrigue
seemed inconsequentid. The pickup truck withodyssey painted on the door measured no more than two
points on histrepidation scale. It was the haste of the driver when she shot off the dock that puzzled him.
There had been no need for a quick getaway. So she was made by the NUMA crew? So what? They'd
made no move to approach her. The answer had to lie somewhere else.

Andthenit dl crystdlized when herecaled the driver'swet hair.

Gunn's right hand was poised above the twin throttles |eading to the big fuel-injected enginesin readiness
to ease them forward and send the boat whipping over the low swellsrolling in from the Caribbean.
Abruptly, Aitt sat up in hislounge chair and shouted.

"Rudi, stop the boat!"

Gunn hdf turned. "What?'

"Stop the boat! Stop it now!"

Pitt's voice was as sharp as afencing saber, and Gunn quickly complied, pulling the throttles backto ther

stops. Then Fitt yelled at Giordino, who was down below in the galley with Ford and Dodge, savoring
pie and coffee. "Al, bring up my dive gear!"



"What'sthisal about?' asked Gunn in confusion as he stepped from the side door of the pilothouse.
Looking bewildered, Renee and Dodge a so appeared on deck to see what al the fuss was about.

"I can't be certain,” explained Aitt, "but | suspect we might have abomb on board.”

"What brought you to that conclusion?" asked Dodge skepticaly.

"The driver of thetruck couldn't wait to get away. Why the hurry? There must be areason.”
"If you'reright," spoke up Dodge, seeing the light, "we'd better find it."

Aitt nodded decisively. "My thoughts exactly. Rudi, you, Renee and Patrick search every inch of the
cabins. Al, you take the engine room. I'm going over the Side on the possibility it was attached under the
hull."

"Let'sget amoveon,” said Al. "The explosives could be on atimer set to detonate as soon aswe
cleared the harbor and moved into deep water."

Pitt shook hishead. "I don't think so. There was aways the chance we might have hung around the dock
until morning. Impossible for anyone to predict the precise time wed cast off and reach the open sea. My
guessisthat when we pass the entrance, atransmitter attached to one of the channd buoyswill activate a
receiver connected to the explosives.”

"l believe you have an overactive gray métter,” Renee said dubioudy. "I cant for the life of meimagine
who hasamotiveto kill dl of usand destroy the boat.”

"Somebody isafraid of what we might find," Fitt continued. "And for now the Odyssey mob isour prime
suspect. Their intelligence-gathering must be good if they saw through the admira's scheme to smuggle
thefive of usand the boat into Bluefields.”

Giordino appeared from below with Pitt's dive gear. He didn't require intuition to accept Fitt's theory.
From their many yearstogether since dementary school, he knew Fitt rarely if ever misinterpreted events.
Thelr trust in each other's vision was more than asmple bond. Many timesin the past their minds had
acted asone.

"We better move quickly,” Fitt advised strongly. "The longer we hang around, the sooner our friends
know we're onto them. They'll be expecting to see afireworks display in the next ten minutes.”

The message came through. No one needed any urging. They quickly coordinated their efforts and
assigned themsealves sections of the boat to search while Pitt stripped to his shorts and strapped on hisair
tanks and regulator. He didn't bother, nor did he take the time, to dip into awet suit. Without its
buoyancy hefdt no necessity to be hindered by aweight belt. Inserting the regulator's mouthpiece
between histeeth, he strapped asmal toal kit around hiseft leg, gripped adivelight in hisright hand and
stepped over the stern.

Thewater fet warmer than the air above. Vishility was dmaost diamond clear. Shining the light
downward, he could make out aflat, sandy, nondescript bottom eighty feet below. Fitt felt remarkably
comfortable as the tepid water pressed againgt his body. The hull below the waterline was free of growth,
having been dry-docked and scraped clean before Sandecker orderedPoco Bonito south.



He moved from the rudder and propellers toward the bow, swinging the light from port to starboard and
back. There was dways the danger of acurious shark, nosing itsway toward the light, but in dl hisyears
of diving Fitt had seldom crossed paths with the murder machines of the deep. He concentrated instead
on the object caught in the beam of hisdivelight, protruding like atumor from the kedl amidships. His
suspicions confirmed, he stroked hisfins dowly until he was staring at what he knew without the dightest
doubt was an explosive device no more than ten inchesin front of hisface mask.

Pitt was no bomb expert. All he could determine was that some kind of oval-shaped cannister about
three feet in length and eight inches wide had been attached to the duminum hull where it met the ked!.
Whoever had placed the cannister had anchored it with an adhesive tape imperviousto liquid and strong
enough to maintain agrip againg the drag from the water as the boat cruised through the channdl.

There was no way he could tell what type of explosive was being used, but it looked to him likeaclassic
case of overkill. It seemed far more than enough to blastPoco Bonito into athousand fragments and her
crew into tiny shreds of flesh and bone. It was hardly a pretty thought.

He clamped the dive light under an armpit and gently placed both hands on the cannister. One deep
breath and he attempted to pull the cannister away from the hull. Nothing happened. Heincreased his
effort, but it was fruitless. Without afirm base to stand on, Fitt could exert too little force to overcome
the adhesive. He backed off, reached into the tool kit strapped to hisleg and pulled out asmall
fisherman's knife with a curved blade.

Under the light, he took aquick glance at the orange dia on his ancient Doxa dive watch. He had been
down four minutes. He had to hurry before Specter's agent onshore got wise that something was up.
Very cautioudy dipping the edge of the knife under the cannister asfar as he dared, Pitt diced the blade
through the tape asif he was sawing a piece of wood. Whoever had attached the bomb used enough
tape to choke awhae. Though he had plit the tape in four different areas, the cannister till remained
stuck to the hull.

Putting the knife back in thekit, Pitt gripped both ends, curled hisbody until hisfinned feet were planted
firmly againgt the ked and heaved, praying that only an eectronic sgna would st it off. The cannister
abruptly came off the hull with such momentum that Fitt was hurled through the water nearly six feet
before drifting to astop. It was then, as he held the explosivesin hishands, that he redized hewas
gasping ar from histank like apump, while his heart fet like it wastrying to beet through hisrib cage.
Without waiting for his heart to dow and his breathing to return to norma, Pitt siwam aong the kedl and
surfaced beside the rudder at the stern. No onewas visible. They were dl busily searching the interior of
the boat. He spit out his mouthpiece and shouted.

"I could use some help!" He wasn't surprised that Giordino was the first to respond.

Thelittle Italian burst through the engine room hatch and leaned over the transom. "What have you got?'
"Enough explosivesto disintegrate a battleship.”

"Y ou want meto lift it on board?"

"No." Pitt gasped, as awave washed over hishead. "Tiealong lineto alife raft and throw it over the
gern.”

Giordino asked no questions as he hurried up aladder to the roof of the deckhouse. There he feverishly



yanked one of thetwo liferafts out of its cradle, where it was stowed untied so it could float free should
the boat sink. Renee and Dodge appeared on the deck just in time to catch theraft as Giordino let it dide
over the wheelhouse roof to the deck below.

"What's happening?' asked Renee.

Giordino nodded to Pitt's head bobbing in the water aft of the stern. "Dirk found an explosive device
fastened to the hull."

Renee peered over the transom at the cannister revedled under the glow of Fitt'sdive light. "Why doesn't
he drop it on the bottom?" she murmured, her tone laced with fear.

"Because he hasaplan,” Giordino answered patiently. "Now give me a hand dropping the raft over the
Sde”

Dodge said nothing, asthe three of them manhandled the heavy raft over therailing into the water with a
gplash that covered Ritt's head. Kicking hisfinsfurioudy, herose out of the water up to his chest, lifted
the heavy cannister over his head and carefully lowered it onto the bottom of the raft, terribly aware that
he could be overplaying hisluck. Hisonly consolation was that he would never redize he was sent to the
great beyond until it was over.

Only after the cannister was safely secured insde theraft did Pitt utter along sigh of relief.

Giordino dropped the boarding ladder and helped Fitt climb on board. As Giordino removed hisair
tanks, Fitt said, "Pour afew galons of fuel into the raft, then pay out theline asfar asit will go.”

"Y ou expect usto tow araft full of explosives covered in gasoline?' Dodge asked hesitantly.
"That'stheidea."
"What happens when it passes the buoy with the transmitter?”

Pitt looked a Dodge and flashed a crooked grin. "Then it will go bang.”

20

When entering the harborfrom seaward, the port buoy marking the sides of the channel isusualy painted
green with amatching colored light on top, and is given an odd number. The starboard buoy directly
oppositeisred, mounts ared light and sports an even number. AsPoco Bonito exited Bluefields Harbor,
the channel buoys appeared reversed, red to port, green to starboard.



Except for Giordino, who took the helm, everyone huddled on the stern deck and stared expectantly
over thetop of the transom as the outer harbor buoys came even withPoco Bonito's bow.

Secure in the knowledge that Pitt had discovered the explosives, and having withessed him placing the
canniger intheliferaft before dlowing it to fall astern, Ford and Dodge still haf expected afiery eruption
that would destroy the boat. Asthey peered warily at the life raft, asmall orange shape againgt the black
water ahundred and fifty yards astern, you could have cut the cloud of apprehension with achain saw
untilPoco Bonito's hull safely passed the buoys without disintegrating.

Then the tenson mounted again, thistime even higher asthe raft was towed closer and closer to the
buoys. Fifty yards, then twenty-five.

Reneeingtinctively ducked and placed her hands over her ears. Dodge crouched and turned his back
toward the stern while Pitt and Giordino camly gazed aft, asif waiting for ashooting star to dart through
the stars.

"Soon as she blows,” Fitt said to Dodge, "switch off our running lights so they think we've evaporated.”
He had no sooner finished giving the order than the life raft vaporized.

The sound of the explosion thundered and echoed through the straits between the bluffs asthe
concussion rolled across the water, dapped their faces and rocked the boat. The darkness became a
nightmare of flame and fiery debrisasagreat boiling upthrust of white water twenty feet wide burst out of
acraer in midchannd. Thefud that Pitt had used to fill theliferaft burst into acolumn of flame. The crew
of Poco Bonito stared asif hypnotized at the atomized wreckage of the raft raining down from the sky
like streaking meteors. Tiny bits and pieces splattered down on the boat without injuring anyone or doing
damaege.

Then, just as suddenly, the night went silent and the water astern the boat closed over the crater and was
empty again.

Thewomansat in the pickup truck and checked her watch a dozen times from the time the boat pulled
away from the dock, and exhaled a deep breath of satisfaction when at last she heard the distant rumble
and saw the brief flash in the blackness nearly two miles away. It had taken longer than she estimated.
Eight minutes|ate, by her caculation. Perhaps the helmsman was cautious and sent the boat dowly
through the black waters of the narrow channd. Or, perhaps there was amechanica problem and the
crew stopped the boat for aquick fix. Whatever the reason, it no longer mattered. She could inform her
colleaguesthat the job was accomplished successfully. Rather than head directly for the airport and a
waiting Odyssey corporate jet, she decided to go into the shabby downtown of Blue-fields and enjoy a
glass of rum. For her work tonight, shefelt entitled to alittle rest and relaxation.

It had started to rain again, and she switched on the windshield wipers as she drove off the wharf and
headed toward town.



The channel was cleared and they were outward bound. A heading was set for Punta Perlas and the
Cayos Perlas 1dands beyond. The skies were clearing and the stars appeared through the clouds as they
picked up alight southerly breeze. Fitt volunteered to take the midnight to threeam. watch. He manned
the pilothouse and | et his thoughts wander while the computerized automated controls precisely followed
the programmed course. For thefirst hour, it took al hiswillpower not to fall adeep.

His mind began to creste avision of Loren Smith. Theirs was an on-again, off-again relationship that had
lasted dmogt twenty years. At least twice they had come within a shadow of marrying, but both were
already wed to their jobs: Pitt to NUMA, Loren to Congress. But now that Loren expressed adesire not
to run for afifth term, perhapsit wastimefor him to retire to aless demanding job that didn't take him to
the far reaches of the oceans. He had experienced too many brushes with death that had |eft scars both
physica and mentd. Chances were,he was now on borrowed time. His luck couldn't last forever. If he
hadn't been suspicious of the woman in the Odyssey truck and struck by a sudden revelation about the
explosives, he, hisfriend Giordino and the others would all be dead now. Maybeit was timeto retire.
After dl, hewasafamily man now, with two grown children and responsibilities he'd never imagined two
yearsearlier.

The only problem was that he loved the sea, above and below. There was no way he could smply turn
hisback and give it up. Somewhere there had to be a compromise.

He refocused on the current problem of the brown crud. Still only minor traces of it were on the
chemica detection instruments, whose delicate sensors were mounted under the hull. Despite the fact that
no ship's lights showed on the horizons, he picked up apair of binoculars and idly scanned the darkness
ahead.

At acomfortable cruising speed of twenty knots,Poco Bonito had left the Cayos Perlas |9 ands behind
over an hour ago. Laying down the glasses and then studying a navigation chart, Pitt estimated that they
were about thirty miles off the town of Tasbapauni on the Nicaraguan coast. He glanced &t the

ingruments again. Their needles and digital numbers sill stood unwavering on zero, and he began to
wonder if they were on awild-goose chase.

Giordino joined him with acup of coffee. "Thought you might like alittle something to keep you awake."
"Thank you. Y ou're an hour early for your watch."

Giordino shrugged. "l woke up and couldn't get back to deep.”

Pitt gratefully Spped a the coffee. "Al, how come you never got married?"

The dark eyes squinted with curiosity. "Why ask me that now?"

"I've had nothing but time on my brain and it wanders to strange subjects.”

"What'sthe old line?" Giordino said with ashrug. "'l never found theright girl.”

"Y ou came close once.”

He nodded. "Pat O'Connédll. We both had our reservations at the last minute.”

"What if | told you I'm thinking about retiring from NUMA and marrying Loren?"



Giordino turned and looked at Fitt asif held taken an arrow through one lung. "' Say again?'
" think you get the drift."

"I'll believe that when the morning sun risesin thewest.”

"Haven't you ever wondered about packing it in and taking it easy?"

"Not redly," said Giordino thoughtfully. "I've never entertained any great ambitions. I'm happy a what |
do. The husband and father routine never turned me on. Besides, I'm away from home eight months out
of the year. What woman would put up with that? No, | guess I'll keep thingsjust asthey are until they
whed meinto anursng home."

"| can't picture you expiring in anursing home."

"The gundinger Doc Holliday did. Hislast words were 'I'll be damned' when he looked at his bare feet
and redlized he wasn't dying with his boots on.”

"What do you want on your tombstone?" Fitt asked, not without humor.
"'ltwas agreat party whileit lasted. | trust it will continue elsewhere.' "
"I'll remember when your time comes—"

Suddenly, Pitt went slent asthe instrument displays cameto life and began detecting traces of chemical
pollution in the water.

"L ookslike were picking up something.”
Giordino turned for the stairway leading to the crew's cabins. "I'll wake Dodge."

A few minutes later, ayawning Dodge climbed to the pil othouse and began scanning the computer
monitors and recordings. Findly, he stood back, seemingly perplexed. "This doesn't ook like any
man-made pollution I've ever seen.”

"What do you make of it?' asked Fitt.

"I'm not sureyet till | run sometests, but it gppearsto be averitable cocktal of minerals flowing from the
chemica dement chart.”

Excitement began to mount as Gunn and Renee, aroused by the sudden activity in the pilothouse, joined
them and offered to make breakfast. There was an underlying current of expectation and optimism as
Dodge quietly began assembling the incoming data and andyzing the numbers.

The eastern sun was il three hours from diding over the horizon when Fitt went out on deck and
studied the black seaflowing past the hull. He lay on the deck, leaned through therailing and trailed his
hand in the water. When he pulled it back and raised it before his eyes, the palm and fingers were
covered with abrown dime. He reentered the pilothouse, held up his hand and announced, "Werein the
crud now. The water has turned adull brownish muck amost asif the bottom silt was stirred up.”



"Y ou're closer to the mark than you think," said Dodge, speaking for thefirst timein half an hour. "Thisis
the wildest concoction I've ever seen.”

"Any cluestoitsrecipe?' asked Giordino, waiting patiently as Reneefilled his plate with bacon and
scrambled eggs.

"Theingredients are not what you might think."

Renee |ooked puzzled. "What type of chemica pollutants are we talking about?"

Dodge looked &t her solemnly. "The crud is not derived from manufactured toxic chemicals.”

"Areyou saying man is not the culprit?" inquired Gunn, pushing the chemist into acorner.

"No," Dodge answered dowly. "The culprit in this caseis Mother Nature.”

"If not from chemicas, then what?' Reneeinssted.

"A cocktail," replied Dodge, pouring himself acup of coffee. "A cocktail containing some of the most
toxic minerasfound in the earth. Elements that include barium, antimony, cobat, molybdenum and
vanadium that are obtained from toxic mineras such as stibnite, barytine, patronite and mispicke."

Reneesfinely defined eyebrowslifted. "Mispickd ?*

"The minerd arsenic isobtained from."

Pitt looked at Dodge, soberly, speculatively. "How isit possible that such aheavily concentrated toxic
minera cocktail, asyou cdl it, can multiply, Snceit'simpossiblefor it to reproduce itsdf?"

"The accumulation comes from constantly being replenished,” replied Dodge. "I might add thet there are
heavy traces of magnesium, an indication of dolomitic limethat has dissolved in unheard-of
concentrations.”

"What doesthat suggest?' queried Rudi Gunn.

"The presence of limestone, for one thing." Dodge answered directly. He paused afew momentsto
sudyareadout from a printer. "Ancther factor isthe gravitationd force that pulls minerdsor chemicasin
akainewater toward true magnetic north. Minerals attract other mineralsto form rust or oxidation.
Chemicasin dkaline water pull other chemicalstoward their surface to form toxic waste or gas. That is
why most of the brown blob has moved north toward Key West."

Gunn shook hishead. "That doesn't explain why Dirk andSummer were able to study sections of the
blob on Navidad Bank on the other side of the Dominican Republic out in the Atlantic.”

Dodge shrugged. "A portion must have been carried by wind and currents through the Mona Passage
between Dominica and Puerto Rico before drifting onto Navidad Bank.”

"Whatever the cocktall,” said Renee, waving her environmentaist flag, "it'sturned the water harmful and
dangerousto al lifethat usesit—humans, animals, reptiles, fish, even the birdsthat land in it, not to
mention the microbia world."



"What puzzlesme," muttered Dodge, continuing asif he hadn't heard Renee, "is how something with the
congstency of silt can bind together in a cohesive massthat floats over agreat distancein acloud no
deeper than ahundred and twenty feet from the surface.” As he spoke, he made notationsin a notebook.
"| sugpect seasdinity playsapart in the spread, which might explain why the crud doesn't sink to the
bottom."

"That's not the only odd part of the puzzle," said Giordino.
"Make your point?' Pitt softly probed.

"Thewater temperature is seventy-eight, agood five degrees below normd for this part of the
Caribbean.”

"Another problem to solve,” muttered Dodge wearily. "A drop that low is aphenomenon that doesn't go
by the book."

"Y ou've accomplished alot,” Gunn complimented the chemigt. "Rome wasnt built in aday. Well collect
specimens and let the NUMA [ab in Washington find answersto the rest of the enigma. Our job now is
to track down the source somehow."

"We can only do that by following atrail leading to the highest concentrations,” said Renee.

Pitt smiled wearily. "That's why we came here—" He broke off suddenly, stiffened and gazed out
through thewindshield. "That," he continued quietly, "and our fun vist to Disneyland.”

"Y ou'd better get some deep,” said Giordino evenly. "Y ou're beginning to babble.”
"Thisisno Disneyland,” said Renee, suppressing ayawn.

Pitt turned and nodded his head and pointed toward the sea beyond the bow. " Then why are we about
to enter the Pirates of the Caribbean?’

All headsturned in unison, and al eyes stared into the dark water that ended where the stars began.
They saw afant ydlow glow that dowly increased in brilliance asPoco Bonito moved steadily toward it.
They stood there frozen in sllence as the glow dowly materiaized into anebulous shape of an old sailing
ship that became more defined with each passing minute.

For amoment, they thought they were losing touch with redlity, until Pitt spoke in aquiet, matter-of-fact
tone. "I wondered when old Leigh Hunt was going to show up."
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The mood on boardthe boat had suddenly changed. For nearly a minute, no one moved. No one spoke
asthey stared uneasily at the bizarre phenomenon. Finally, Gunn broke the silence.

"The same Hunt the pirate the admira warned us about?'
"No, Hunt the buccaneer.”

"It can't beredl." Renee stared in awe, refusing to believe what her eyesrelayed to her brain. "Arewe
redly looking a aghost ship?'

Pitt'slips curled in avague smile. "Only in the eye of the beholder." Then he paraphrased fromThe Rime
of the Ancient Mariner. "With never awhisper in the seg, oft darts the Odyssey ship.”

"Who was Hunt?' asked Dodge, in avoice closeto aquaver.

"A buccaneer who roamed the Caribbean from sixteen sixty-five until sSixteen eighty, when he was
captured by aBritish Roya Navy ship and fed to the sharks."

Not wanting to look at the phantom, Dodge turned away, his mind not functioning, and muttered,
"What's the difference between a pirate and buccaneer?’

"Very little," answered Pitt." Pirate isagenera term that covers British, Dutch and French seefarers
who captured merchant shipsfor prize money and treasure. The termbuccaneer comes from the French
for barbecue. The early buccaneers used to grill their meat and dry it. Unlike privateers, who had vaid
commissions from their government, buccaneers preyed on any ship, mostly Spanish, without papers.
They were aso known as freebooters.”

The ghostly vessd was only ahdf amile awvay now and closing fast. The eerie ydlow glow gavethe
gpparition asurredisticimage. Asit neared and the details of the ship became more distinct, the sounds
of men shouting across the water began to be heard aboard the phantom.

She was asquare-rigged barque with three masts and a shallow draft, afavorite vesse of pirates before
the seventeen hundreds. The foresails and topsails were billowing in anonexistent breeze. She mounted
ten guns, five run out on the main deck on both sides. Men with bandanas around their head were
standing on the quarterdeck, waving swords. High on her mainmast, a huge black flag with afiendishly
grinning skull dripping blood stood straight out asif the ship was sailing against aheadwind.

The expressions on the faces of those on thePoco Bonito varied from growing horror to foreboding to
academic contemplation. Giordino looked asif he was staring at cold pizza, while Pitt peered through
binoculars a the phantasm with the face of a man enjoying a sciencefiction movie. Then he lowered the
glasses and began to laugh " Are you mad?' Renee demanded.

He handed her the glasses. "L ook at the man in the scarlet suit with the gold sash standing on the
quarterdeck and tell me what you see.”

She stared through the lenses. " A man with afeathered hat."
"What else setshim apart from theothers. ™

"He hasapeg leg and ahook on hisright hand.”



"Don't forget the eye patch.”

"Yes. Therésthat t0o."

"All that's missing isaparrot on one shoulder.”
Shelowered the binoculars. I don't understand.”
"A bit stereotyped, don't you think?!

An old Navy man who had served fifteen years on the sea, Gunn read the ghost ship's change of course
amost beforeit turned. " She's going to cross our bow."

"l hope sheisn't planning on giving usabroadsde," Giordino said half in jest, haf serioudy.
"Layon the throttles and ram her amidships,” Fitt instructed Gunn.

"No!" Renee gasped, staring at Fitt stupidly, stunned. "That's suicide!”

"I'mwith Dirk," Giordino said loyaly. "I say stick our bow in the sucker.”

A smile began to creep across Gunn's face as he became aware of what Pitt was sillently implying. He
stood at the helm and punched the engines, laying on full power and lifting the bow three feet out of the
water. ThePoco Bonito leaped forward like a racehorse prodded in the rump with apitchfork. Withina
hundred yards, she was flying acrossthe water at fifty knots straight toward the port sde of the pirate
ship. The cannon muzzles, aready poking through the gun ports, opened fire, spouts of flames bursting
from their muzzles, accompanied by the sound of athunderous blast that echoed over the water.

One quick glance at the radar screen and Pitt dashed to his cabin to retrieve his nightscope. He returned
to the open deck in less than aminute and motioned for Giordino to follow him up aladder to the roof of
the pilothouse. Without the dightest hesitation, Giordino climbed after him. They lay flat on theroof,
elbows braced to steady the nightscope they passed back and forth. Oddly, they did not stare directly at
the luminescent phantom, but eyed the darkness ahead and astern of it.

Wondering if the two NUMA men were losing touch with dl redlity, Dodge and Reneeindtinctively
ducked down on the deck behind the pilothouse. Above them, Fitt and Giordino ignored the approaching
disaster.

"I've got mine," declare Giordino. "Looks like asmall barge tothe west about three hundred yards.”

"I have my target too," Fitt followed. "A yacht, abig one wdl over ahundred feet in length, the same
distanceto theeast.”

A hundred yards, fifty, on a collison course with the unknown. ThenPoco Bonito lungedinto and
through the opaque shape of the ancient barque. For an instant the yellow glow burst like orange lasers at
arock concert and shrouded the little research boat. Renee and Dodge could see the pirates moving
above them on the main deck, firing their guns with avengeance. Oddly, none of them took the dightest
notice of the vessd plunging through their ship.

ThenPoco Bonito was speeding aone over avevet black sea. In her wake, the yellow glow abruptly



blinked out and was gone, and the sounds of the guns melted into the night. It was asif the ghostly vison
had never been.

"Stay on thethrottles," Pitt advised Gunn. "It's not hedthy around here.”

"Werewe hdlucinaing?' Reneemuttered, her face white as a paper towel. "Or did we redlly run through
aghog ship?'

Pitt put hisarm around her. "What you saw, dearheart, was afour-dimensiona image—height, depth,
width and motion—all recorded and projected in ahologram.”

Renee 4till seemed dazed as she stared into the night. "1t looked so real, so convincing.”

"About twice asred asits phony captain with hisTreasure Island Long John Silver peg leg,Peter Pan
hook and Horatio Nelson eye patch. And then there was the flag. Blood was dripping in dl the wrong
places”

"But why?" asked Reneeto no onein particular. "Why such aproduction in the middle of the sea?'

Pitt's eyes were staring through the pilothouse doorway at the radar screen. "What we have hereisa
case of contemporary piracy.”

"But who projected the holographic image?"
"I'minthe dark too," added Dodge. "1 saw no other vessdls.”

"Y our eyes and mind were focused on the gpparition,” said Giordino. "Dirk and | observed alarge yacht
to our port and a barge to the starboard, both three hundred yards away. Neither showing any lights."

A light went on in Reneg's mind. "They projected the beam for the hologram?’

Pitt nodded. "They cast theillusion of aphantom ship and crew doomed to sail the seaforever. But their
projection was one huge cliché. They must have created Hunt's ship and crew after watching too many
old Errol Hynn movies"

"Judging from the radar, the yacht isgiving chase," Giordino derted them.

Standing at the helm, Gunn gppraised the two blips on the screen. "One is stationary, which must be the
barge. Theyacht isfollowing in our wake about haf amile astern, but islosing ground. They must be
crazy mad a seeing an old fishing boat |eave them in the foam.”

Giordino threw awet blanket over the relief and joy. "Wed better pray that they don't carry mortars or
rockets."

"They'd have opened up on us by now—" Gunn's statement was punctuated by amissle that burst out
of the early-morning night and whistled pastPoco Bonito, grazing itsradar dome, striking the water fifty
yards ahead with agreat thump.

Pitt looked at Giordino. "I wish you hadn't given them idess.”

Gunn didn't answer. He was too busy spinning the helm and heaving the research boat on a sharp bank



to port and then to starboard, weaving unpredictably to avoid the rockets that began to come every thirty
seconds.

"Douse our running lightd" Ritt shouted to Gunn.

Hisreply wasingant darkness, asthelittle NUMA director flicked off the main lighting switch. The
swells had risen to three feet andPoco Bonito's beamy hull was now splashing through the crests at
amod forty-five knots.

"How are we fixed for weapons?' Giordino asked Gunn camly.

"Two M4 carbines with attached forty-millimeter grenade launchers.”

"Nothing heavier?'

"Eadly hidden smdl armsisall the admiral would allow on board in case we were stopped and searched
by aNicaraguan patrol boat.”

"Do we look like drug smugglers?' demanded Renee.

Dodge stared at her with a crooked smile. "What do drug smugglerslook like?"
Pitt said, "I've got my old Colt forty-five. How about you, Al?"

"A fifty-cdiber Desert Eagle automatic.”

"We may not be ableto sink them,” said Fitt. "But at least we can repel boarders.”

"If they don't blast usto smithereensfirgt,” grunted Giordino, as another missile landed inPoco Bonito's
wake no more than fifty feet astern.

"So long astheir rockets aren't equipped with homing devices, they can't hit what they can't see.”

Automatic weapons fire began to wink in the darkness behind them, asthe modern pirates amed by
radar in their genera direction. Tracers danced over the surface of the seafifty yardsto starboard ina
spraying pattern. Gunn, playing the odds, turned the boat to port for ashort distance before heading
draight again. Thetracers ever so dowly spirded through the night, groping for their prey beforefdling
away into the dark seawherePoco Bonito should have been but wasn't.

Two more rockets arced through the night. The pirates played the odds and fired them amost in pardléd

at theblip on their radar. They had theright idea, but they fired when Gunn was momentarily heading on
adraight course before hefeinted port before turning starboard. The rockets landed on opposite sides of
the boat within fifty feet, showering the decks with twin cascades of water.

Then thefiring stopped and it seemed as though a mantle of stillness had been drawn over the boat. Only
the beet of the mighty engines straining in their mounts, the growl of the exhaust and the water doshing
past the bow broke the silence.

"Havethey given up?' Renee murmured hopefully.

Staring at the radar, Gunn spoke happily through the pilothouse door, " They're turning away and



reversng course."

"But whoare they?"

"Locd pirates don't use holograms or fire misslesfrom yachts," Giordino said flatly.

Pitt stared pensively out the back of the boat. "Our friends from Odyssey are the most likely suspects.
No waythey could have known our bodies weren't lying on the bottom of the sea. We smply waked into
an ambush set for any boat or ship that wandered into this particular area.”

"They won't be happy campers,” said Dodge, "when they learn we're the ones who got away, not once
but twice"

Reneefdt even morelogt. "But why us? What did we do to be murdered?’

"| suspect we're trespassing on their hunting grounds,” Fitt said, taking alogical course. "There hasto be
something in this part of the Caribbean they don't want us or anyone elseto see.”

"A drug-smuggling operation, perhgps?’ offered Dodge. "Could it be Specter isinvolved with the drug
trade?'

"Maybe," sad Fitt. "But from whét little | know, his empire makes vast profitsin excavation and
construction projects. Drug running wouldn't be worth their time or effort, even as a side operation. No,
what we have here goesfar beyond drug smuggling or piracy.”

Gunn set the helm on autopilot, stepped from the pil othouse and wearily dropped into the lounge chair.
"So what heading do we program into the computer?*

Therewasalong silence.

Pitt was not happy about further endangering everyoneslives, but they were here and they had a
mission. "Sandecker sent usto find the truth behind the brown blob. Well continue searching for the
highest concentration of its contamination in the hope it will lead usto the source.”

"Andifthey chase after usagain?' prompted Dodge.

Ritt grinned broadly. "We turn and run, now that we've gotten so good t it."
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Dawn broke overan empty sea. Theradar disclosed no vessalswithin thirtymiles and except for the



lights of ahelicopter that passed over an hour earlier, the search for the source of the brown crud went
uninterrupted. Just to be on the safe side, they had run without lights the entire night.

Turning south soon after their confrontation with the bogus ghost ship, they were now sailing in Bahia
Punta Gorda, where thetrail of increasing toxicity in the seawater had led them. So far they had been
blessed with good wegther, with just the dightest hint of a breeze and low winds.

The Nicaraguan coastline was only two miles distant. The lowlands were afaint line acrossthe horizon,
asif some giant hand had drawn it using a T square and a pen with black ink. Mists covered the shore
and drifted againg the foothillsin the low mountainsto the west.

"Mogt grange,” said Gunn, peering through binoculars.

Aitt looked up. "What?'

"According to the charts of the bay of Punta Gorda, the only habitation isasmal fishing village cdled
Baradd RioMaz."

II%?I

Gunn handed theglasses to Fitt. "Take alook andtdl mewhat you see.”

Pitt focused the lenses for his eyes and scanned the shordline. "That's no isolated fishingvillage, it looks
like amajor degpwater container port. | count two containerships unloading at a huge dock with cranes,
and another two ships anchored and waiting their turn.”

"Thereisalso an extensve area devoted to warehouses."

"It'sabeehive of activity, dl right."

"What's your take on the Situation?" asked Gunn.

"My only guessis equipment and supplies are being stored to build the proposed high-speed railroad
between the sees.”

"They've been damned quiet about it,” said Gunn. "I've read no reports that the project was actualy
funded and under way."

"Two of the ships are flying the Republic of Chinared flag," said Pitt. "That answers the question on
funding.”"

The greet bay of Punta Gorda that they were entering suddenly turned into a seaof ugly brown.
Everyone's attention turned to the water. No one spoke. No one moved as the massive brown crud
materidized out of the morning haze thick asabowl of catmedl.

They stood and watched slently asthe bow plowed through water that looked asif it was suffering from
aplague, its surface painted the burnt umber on a painter's palette. The effect was of skin invaded by

leprosy.

Standing at the hdm, chewing on an unlit cigar, Giordino dowed the engineswhile Dodge furioudy
recorded and analyzed the chemistry of the water.



During thelong night, Pitt had become more familiar with Renee and Dodge. She had grown upin
Floridaand became amaster diver a an early age. Faling in love with life underwater, she had achieved
her master's degree in ocean biology. A few months before coming aboardPoco Bonito, she came off a
divorcethat |eft her with scars. Away from home during long projects a sea, Renee returned after a
lengthy research program in the Solomon Idandsto find the love of her life had moved out and wasliving
with another woman. Men, she asserted, were no longer apriority.

PFitt launched a campaign to make her laugh at every chance he could think of something funny to say.

Hiswit fell on deaf earswhen it cameto Dodge. A taciturn man, somehow happily married for thirty
years, he had five children and four grandchildren. He had worked for NUMA sinceitsinception. With a
Ph.D. in chemigtry, he had specidized in water pollution, working in NUMA's [aboratory. But with the
desth of hiswife ayear earlier, he had volunteered for fieldwork. He might have cracked athin smile at
Pitt's attempts at humor, but he never laughed.

Around them, the new sun reved ed a sea surface thick with the notorious brown crud. It had the
congstency of an ail dick, only much denser, and flattened the sea. No swelsrolled through it, as
Giordino heldPoco Bonito at areduced speed of ten knots.

After avoiding the explosion outside Bluefields and the narrow escape from the pirate yacht, the uneasy
tension that had been building up in the ship dl night seemed to become amist so thick they could reach
out and fed it. Pitt and Renee had pulled aboard severa buckets of the crud and poured it into glass
containersfor future analysisin the NUMA labsin Washington. They aso collecteddead sea lifethey
found floating in the contamination, for Renee to study.

And then, suddenly, Giordino shouted from the pilothouse, his hand motions animated by Itaian
breeding. "Off the port bow! Something is happening in the water!"

They dl saw it then, amovement in the seaas though a giant whale was thrashing in its death throes.
Everyone stood as gtill as astatue as Giordino turned the bow of the boat twelve degrees toward the
turbulence.

Aitt stepped into the pilothouse and examined the readings on the depth finder. The bottom was coming
up rapidly. It was amost asif they were crossing asteep dope rising from the bottom of the Grand
Canyon. The naked ugliness of the crud gave the seathe look of abubbling mud pot.

"Unbelievable," muttered Dodge, asif hypnotized. " According to the depth marked on the chart around
our position, we should be recording six hundred feet."

PFitt didn't say anything. He was standing on the bow with the binoculars pressed to his eyes. "It looks as
if theseaisboiling,” he said to Giordino through the open window beside the hdm. "Can't befrom a
volcanic source. Thereare no steam or hegat waves."

"The bottom iscoming up a anincrediblerate,”" Dodge called out. "It's as though it was spewing out of a
volcano but without molten lava.™

The shore had drawn closer, less than two miles distant. The water was becoming more violent, with
waves dashing in every direction. The boat was rocked violently, asif shook by ahuge vibrator. The
brown crud had thickened until it looked like pure, unadulterated mud.



Giordino stepped to the door of the pilothouse and hailed Fitt. " The water temperature hastaken a
jump. It returned to anormal elghty-three degreesin thelast mile.”

"How do you explain that?"
"No morethan you can.”

Dodge was having trouble accepting any of it. The water temperature's sudden increase, the unmarked
rise on the seabed, the incredible amount of brown crud rising from nowhere. It was just inconceivable.

Pitt wasn't buying it either. Everything they'd discovered went againgt the known laws of the sea.
Vol canoes were known to rise from the depths, but not an upheava of mud and silt. This should have
been aliquid, live environment where fish of every variety existed. Here there were no living crestures.
They might have swum or crawled across the bottom once. Now they wereeither dead and buried under
amountain of crud or had migrated to clear water. Nothing grew, nothing lived. It was aworld of the
dead, covered over with toxic muck that seemed to have materialized from nowhere.

Giordino was having adifficult time keeping the boat on an even ked. The waves were not high, no
more than five feet, but unlike waves generated in one direction by the winds of astorm, these whipped
and buffeted the boat from every point of the compass. Another two hundred yards and the water went
crazy with uncontrolled violence.

"A mass of mad mud," Renee spoke, asif gazing at amirage. "Pretty soon it will become anidand—"

"Sooner than you think," Giordino yelled, hauling the throttlesinto reverse. "Hang on. The bottom has
come up beneath us." The boat yawed, but it was too late. The bow struck the rising muck, throwing
everyone forward, and stuck fast. The bow wave died away and the propellers thrashed madly,
chopping the mud into an ivory-brown froth asthey tried to pull Poco Bonito off the mysteriousrise. With
the boat imprisoned in the mud, they felt like unproductive spectators.

"Cut theengines," Pitt ordered Giordino. "High tideisin another hour. Wait and try then. Inthe
meantime, well carry dl the heavy materid and suppliesto the stern of the boat.”

"Do you redly think that by moving afew hundred pounds, you can raise the bow enough to dip off the
mud pile?' asked Renee doubtfully.

Pitt was dready hauling alarge coil of rope toward the transom. "Add another seven hundred pounds of
bodies, and who knows? We just might get lucky.”

Though every man and one woman worked as though their lives depended on it, it took the better part
of the next hour to stack luggage, food supplies, nonessential equipment and furniture asfar back on the
stern deck as possible. The fishing nets and traps used to disguise the boat were thrown overboard,
aong with the bow anchors.

Pitt gazed at the hands on his Doxawatch. "High tide in thirteen minutes and then the moment of truth.”

"The moment has come sooner than you thought,” said Giordino. "We have avesse approaching from
the north on radar. And she's coming fast."

Pitt snatched up the binoculars and peered into the distance. "Appearsto be ayacht.”



Gunn shaded his eyes from the eastern sun and gazed out over the brown crud. "The same one that
attacked uslast night?"

"I didn't get agood look at her in the dark through the night glasses. But | think it's safe to say thereis
little doubt of it being the same vessel. Our friends have tracked us down.”

"No timelike the present,” said Giordino, "to get a head start on the posse.”

Pitt herded everyone to the very edge of thePoco Bonito's transom. Giordino took the helm and looked
astern. Making certain they dl had afirm grip on theralling, Fitt nodded asignd for reverse full power.
The mighty diesels reverberated as Giordino pushed the throttles asfar asthey could go. The boat
dewed and fishtailed, but was stuck fast. The thickness of the brown crud acted as aglue, adhering to
the ked of Poco Bonito. Even with the crew and aton of solid substance crammed againgt the transom,
the forward part of the boat had raised but two inches. Not enough to break loose.

Fitt hoped for awaveto lift the bow, but no waves came. The thick brown substance laid the seaflat as
anewspaper. The engines strained and the propellers dug into the muck, but nothing happened. All eyes
had turned to the yacht that was approaching at high speed directly toward them.

Now that he saw her clearly in the daylight, Pitt estimated her overall length a one hundred and fifty feet.
Unlike the standard white, the mega-yacht was painted lavender, like hed seen on the Odyssey pickup
truck at the dock. A masterpiece of craftsmanship, she was the essence of oceangoing luxury. She
carried atwenty-foot powerboat as atender and a six-passenger helicopter.

She was near enough for him to make out her namein gold letters: EPONA .Below the name, painted
across the bulkhead of the second deck, was the same Odyssey logo of arunning horse. A flag flying
from the communi cations antenna a so flaunted the golden horse on alavender background.

Pitt observed two crewmen feverishly preparing to lower the tender while several otherstook up
positions on the long forward deck, weapons in hand. None made any attempt at taking cover. They
were lulled by the bdief that afishing boat had no bite and took no precautions. The hair on the nape of
Pitt's neckrose afraction as he spotted apair of the men loading arocket launcher.

"She's coming draight for us," muttered Dodge uneesily.

"They don't look like any pirates| ever read about,” Giordino shouted from inside the pilothouse over
theroar of the engines. "They never captured shipsfrom an eegant yacht. Ten will get you twenty, it was
golen.”

"Not stolen,” PFitt retorted. "1t belongs to Odyssey."

"Isit me, or are they everywhere?'

Aitt turned and called out, "Renee!”

Shewas sitting with her back againgt the transom. "What isit?"

"Go downin the gdley, empty whatever bottles you can find, then fill them with fudl from thetank on the
generator motor."

"Why not fud from the engines?’ asked Dodge.



"Because gasignitesmore easily than diesd fue," Pitt explained. "After the bottles arefilled, insart a
cloth and twist on the top.”

"Molotov cocktalls?'
"Precisdly.”

Renee no sooner disappeared below than theEpona swung in awide arc toward them. Coming
head-on, she was closing fast. From the new view, Pitt could see that she had the twin hulls of a
catamaran. "'If we don't get off thismud pile" he said irritably, "well have amost exasperating
complication.”

"Exasperating complication,” Giordino shot back. "Isthat the best you can do?

Then to everyone's sunned amazement, Giordino suddenly ran from the pilothouse, scrambled up the
ladder to the roof, stood poised for amoment like an Olympic diver and legped onto the stern deck
between Fitt and Gunn.

Cdl it luck, cdl it foresight or fate. Giordino's weight and momentum gtriking the stern deck wasthe
extrainducement it took to jar the boat loose. Sluggishly, inch by inch, the boat dowly dithered off the
unyielding muck. Finaly, the kedl dipped free and the boeat legped astern asif yanked on abig spring.

Creases of mirth crinkled the corner of Fitt'seyes. "Don't ever let metell you to diet.”
Giordino flashed abroad smile. "1 won't."

"Now for our well-rehearsed getaway," said Pitt. "Rudi, take the helm and crouch down asfar asyou
can go. Renee, you and Patrick lay low and take cover behind al thisjunk we've piled on the stern. Al
and | will hide under apile of nets.”

The wordswere barely out of Fitt's mouth when one of the crewmen of the luxury yacht fired a handheld
rocket launcher. The missile soared through the port door of the pilothouse and out the starboard
window before impacting with the water fifty yards abeam and exploding.

"Good thing | wasn't inthere yet," said Gunn, trying to act asif he was on awalk in the park.
"Seewhat | mean about crouching down?’

Gunn jumped in the pilothouse and spun the whed, sending the hull curling away from the muck rising
from below the water. But before he could bring the boat up to speed, another rocket smashed through
the 9de of the hull amidships and struck the starboard engine. Miraculoudly, it failed to explode, but it
caused afire by igniting oil spilling from the shaitered engine. Almost asareflex, Gunnimmediately closed
the throttle to prevent any broken lines from spraying fuel on thefire.

Dodgetook the initiative, dove down the hatch into the engine room and snatched afire extinguisher
mounted on a bulkhead. Pulling the safety pin and squeezing the trigger, he smothered the flames until
only ahbillow of black smoke spiraed through the open hatch.

"Arewetaking on water?' Ritt shouted from under the fishnet.



"It'san ungodly mess down here, but the bilgeisdry!" Dodge yelled back between coughing fits.

To those on board the pirate yacht, it looked as though the fishing boat was mortaly hit, as they watched
the column of smoke billowing from inside her hull. Believing her crew dead and too injured to res s, the
yacht's captain backed off on his engines, dowed the vessel and drifted acrossPoco Bonito's, bow.

"Do we dill have power, Rudi?'

"Our port engineis dead, but the starboard is till turning over.”
"Then they just made abig mistake," Fitt said with acold grin.
"And what was that?" Gunn replied.

"Remember the pirate ship?"

"l doindeed.” Gunn cut back on the throttle to the good engine for the sucker play, dlowing thelittle
research boat to stop dead in the water. The ploy worked. Certain that his victim was about to sink, the
yacht's captain swallowed the bait and idled closer.

Seconds crawled by, until the yacht was dmost sitting on top of them at point-blank range. Seeing no
movement on board and smoke still gushing from the hull, no small-armsfire was poured into the
seemingly stricken vessdl. Then abearded man leaned out the window of the yacht's pilothouse, and with
an American Deep South accent spoke through abullhorn.

"Y'dl who can hear me. If y'dl do not abandon your boat, it will be blasted to kindlin'. Do not attempt to
use any communication devices. Ah repest, do not open communications. We'dl have detection
equipment on board and will know immediately if y'adl tranamit. Y'al have exactly sixty secondsto take
to the water. Ah promise y'a| safe passage to the nearest port.”

"Shall wereply?" asked Gunn.

"Maybe we should do as he says," muttered Dodge. "1 want to see my children and grandchildren
agan.

"If you trust apiratesword,” said Pitt coldly, "I've got agold minein Newark, New Jersey, I'll sell you
chegp."

Seemingly ignoring the yacht, Aitt rose into view and climbed through the gear piled on the stern and
approached the jackstaff on the transom that was flying the Nicaraguan flag. He lowered the flag,
unclasped the fasteners and removed it. Then he retrieved the bundle he'd been carrying inside his shirt.
In afew moments, asilk, three-by-five-foot emblem was raised.

"Now they know where we come from," Pitt said, as everyone stared reverently at the stars and stripes
snapping defiantly in the breeze.

Renee returned on deck, carrying two glassjars and awine bottle topped with gasoline. Quickly sizing
up the Situation, she suddenly had arevelation. ™Y ou're not going to ram him?"' she cried.

"Say when," ydlled Gunn, in a voice edged with anticipation and the stony face of a poker player bluffing
to win apot.



"No!" Renee moaned. "That isn't ahologram. It's a solid object. Ram that and wélll fold up like
Lawrence Welk's accordion.”

"I'm counting onit," Pitt snapped back. ™Y ou and Peatrick light the wicks and get ready to tossthe
cocktails as soon aswe collide.”

There was no more hesitation. The yacht was cregping pastPoco Bonito's bow, now lessthan a
hundred feet away.

Giordino threw Pitt one of the M4 carbines and they began blasting away &t the yacht. Giordino fired full
automatic, sending aspray of 5.56-millimeter NATO roundsinto the pilothouse, while Pitt aimed and
accurately fired Sngle shots at the crewman holding the rocket launcher, taking him out with his second
shot. Another man leaned down to pick up the wegpon, but Pitt canceled him out too...

Stunned thatPoco Bonito was unexpectedly fighting back, the crew of the yacht dashed for cover
without returning fire. Giordino did not know it but he had put abullet in the shoulder of the captain, who
had falen out of sght onto the deck of the pilothouse. At the same moment, the helmsman was dropped
by the shower of shells, and the yacht began to |ose steerage and angle away. With only just one engine
providing power,Poco Bonito flattened out at less than half her top speed, but she still gamely thrust her
bow through the water with more than enough power to do thejob.

No one had to betold to sit againgt the bulkhead with their arms protecting their heads. Renee and
Dodge shared apprehensive looks at the orange life jackets that Gunn had passed out. In the pilothouse,
he stood firm, hands clutched on the whedl, knuckles turning ivory. The single screw chewed the water,
driving the boat straight toward the big, opulent yacht. Its crew stared back, numbed with horror and
dishdief, asthey realized the innocent-looking fishing boat was not throwing in the towel but rather
attacking them with the intention of ramming. A fox in sheep's clothing, surprise wastotal, no other boat
or ship had offered resistance before being captured. They were aso shaken by the unexpected show of
the Americanflag.

Pitt and Giordino kept up their devastating fire, sweeping the decks and clearing them of the yacht's
crew asPoco Bonito closed the gap. TheEpona looked bigger than ever, asthey surged toward her hull
amidshipsjust aft of the wheelhouse. The decks had been cleared. Like scared rabbits, the crew had
concedl ed themsalves bel owdecks rather than risk the accurate fire pouring from the oncoming boet.

Poco Bonitolooked like the boat from hell, with exhaust fumes issuing through the engine room hatch
along with smoke, blown back on a ninety-degree trail astern by the wind over the bow. Gunn had
served as executive officer of amissle destroyer that had rammed an Iragi submarinein the
Mediterranean during the conflict to rid the area.of Saddam Hussain. But the conning tower of the sub
was al that had been visible then. Now, he waslooking at abig, solid ship that towered over him.

Ten seconds to impact.
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Fitt and Giordino laidaside their carbines and braced themsalves for the collision. From her curled-up
position against the deckhouse bulkhead, Renee could see that the two men's faces were impassive, with
no indication of fear or stress. They seemed asindifferent asapair of ducks Sitting under pouring rain.

In the pilothouse, Gunn was planning his movesin sequence. He amed the bow to strike into the yacht's
engineroom just aft of the main dining salon. After impact, the next trick wasto reversethe engine and
pray it could pull Poco Bonito out of the hole she just gouged and keep afl oat while the enemy made a
one-way trip to the seabed. The deek hull of Epona looked so close now, Gunn felt asif he could reach
through the shattered windshield and touch the e ongated image of the horse.

The yacht loomed up and blocked out the sun. Then havoc piled on havoc and everything seemed to go
into dow motion as the sound of adull lingering crunch that never seemed to end broke the atmosphere.
Poco Bonito diced into her far larger antagonist, smashing aV-shaped dash, demalishing the engine
room bulkheads on the starboard hull of the big catamaran and crushing anyone working inside.

Renee and Dodge stood and hurled their fuel-filled bottles, with soaked rags aflame. One bounced on
the teak deck without breaking, but the other smashed and ignited aball of fire that spread down the side
of theyacht in afiery waterfal. Without pause, they hurled the glass jars, then the wine bottle, and all
burst into a holocaust that covered haf the yacht. The once-beautiful vessel looked asthough it was
locked in apsychotic's nightmare.

Even before the research boat had lost her momentum, Gunn pulled the throttle into full reverse. For
severa tormented seconds, Poco Bonito just hung there, her shattered bow driven six feet intoEpona,
caught likeafist in avise, propeler flogging the water convulsively. Ten seconds, fifteen seconds, then
twenty. At last, with agreat shriek of ripping debris, she began to pull free. As her crumpled bow
unplugged the gash in the yacht's hull, the brown crud gushed into her like araging river. Theyacht
immediately beganto list sharply.

Two of Epona’s crewmen, protected on the opposite hull, recovered and began firing automatic
weapons atPoco Bonito. Their aim was erratic and low because their eyes were influenced by the
downward list of the starboard hull. Bullets splashed the water around the research boat's hull, some
penetrating and leaving severd smdll holesfor water to spurt through.

Pitt and Giordino fired blindly into the smoke and fire until resi stance aboard the yacht faded away. The
superstructure was hidden by flame and smoke. Screams and shouts could be heard inside the
conflagration. Fanned by alight breeze, flamesflickered through the great hole driven in her starboard
hull. The catamaran yacht was sttling deeper in the water now, lifting the undamaged port hull free of the
water surface.

Everyone on boardPoco Bonito crowded therailing, staring in rapt fascination at the dying yacht. The
Epona’s crew frantically scrambled aboard the helicopter, whose pilot started and revved the engine.
Compensating for the angle of ligt, thepilot lifted the helicopter off the burning vessel and banked toward
land, leaving any wounded behind to burn or drown .

"Pull donggde her," Pitt ordered Gunn.



"How close?" thelittle man inquired anxioudy.
"Close enough for meto jump aboard.”

Knowing it was senseless to argue with Pitt, Gunn shrugged and began easing the badly damaged boat
toward the yacht that was aflame from bow to amidships. He kept the engine in reverse and moved
astern to ease pressure from the water that was streaming into the smashed bow section.

Meanwhile, Giordino labored furioudy in the mangled mess of thePoco Bonito's engineroom, making
necessary repairs to keep the boat afloat and under power. Renee cleared the deck of any useless
equipment and threw it over the sde. Blackened and stained with smoke, Dodge went below and
dragged a portable pump into the bow section and attacked the risng water that flowed in through the
bow that had been smashed back to the forward bulkhead.

As Gunn carefully maneuveredPoco Bonito dongsdeEpona, Fitt waited until they nearly touched
before he stood on the railing and leaped aboard, landing on the open teak deck behind the main dining
sdon. Thankfully, the breeze was blowing the fire forward and the aft section had not yet suffered the
effects of the blaze. If he wereto find anyone dive, he had to move fast before the once-deek ship sank
into the degp. The sound of afire out of control was like a steam locomotive thundering down the track.

Aitt ran through the dining slon and found it empty. A fast search through the staterooms below failed to
turn up any sign of crew member or officer. Hetried to go up the plushly carpeted sairsto the
pilothouse, but met awall of fire that drove him back. The smoke seeped through his noseinto hislungs.
His eyes streamed tears from the acrid smoke and felt as though they were burning out of their sockets.
With his hair and eyebrows singed, he was about to give up and abandon the search when he ssumbled

over abody inthegdley.

He reached down and was stunned to fed that it was awoman wearing nothing but a brief bikini.
Hoisting her over his shoulder, he sstumbled out onto the stern deck, coughing and wiping the tearsfrom
his eyes onto one arm.

Gunn ingtantly appraised the Situation and moved the boat ever closer to the yacht until their hulls
bumped. Then he rushed from the pilothouse and took the limp shape of the woman that Pitt passed
acrosstherailing. The heat from the flames was beginning to blister the paint on the sdes of the research
boat, as Gunn laid the woman gently on the deck, noting only that she had long straight red hair before
hurrying back to the helm and movingPoco Bonito away from the flames.

Pitt, barely able to see until his eyes cleared, felt her pulse and found it had aregular best. Her breathing
was also normal. He brushed back the flame-red hair from her forehead and found an egg-sized bump.
He assumed that she had been knocked unconscious during the collision. The face, arms and long,
shapely legs revedled an even tan. Her face was beautifully sculpted, with aflawless complexion and lips
that were full and sensud. The upturned nose was a perfect complement to the face. Because her eyes
were closed, he could not seetheir color. From what he could tell, she was avery attractive woman, with
the lithe body of adancer.

Renee finished throwing abox of net buoys over the side and rushed to the woman lying on the deck.
"Help me get her down below," she said. "I'll take care of her.”

Stll partidly blind, Pitt carried the woman from the yacht down the stairwell to his cabin and laid her out
on hisbunk. " She has anasty bump on the head,” he said, "but | think shell come around. Y ou might give
her air from adive tank to help clear the smoke from her lungs.”



Aitt returned topside just in time to watch the end of the yacht.

It was dipping under the water, her once lavender-colored hull and superstructure now blackened by the
fire and stained with the brown crud. A sad and pathetic ending for abeautiful ship. He regretted that he
had been the cause of her demise. But then cold, hard logic took the place of sadness, as he envisoned
Poco Bonito succumbing to the samefate, with al her crew dead. Hisregret was replaced witha
euphoria that he and hisfriends were dive and unharmed.

The starboard hull of the catamaran had sunk completely under the brown water. The port hull hung
briefly in the air as the superstructure dipped below the surface, leaving behind aswirling spird of steam
and smoke. Her polished bronze screws sparkled in the sun, and then they were gone. Except for the
hiss of the water as it squelched the flames, she went down quietly, without protest, asif wanting to hide
her disfigurement. The last Sight of her was the pennant with the golden horse. Then it too was swallowed
by the indifferent brown sea.

After she disappeared, fue oil surfaced and spread across the muck, painting it black with rainbow-hued
streaks reflecting under the sun. Bubbles came up and burst, along with distorted debris that popped to

the surface and seemed to hang there, waiting to be carried to some distant shore by the currents and
tides.

Turning from the tragedy, Pitt stepped into the pilothouse, his shoes crunching in the shattered glass
scattered on the deck. "How's it look, Rudi? Can we make the coast or do we take to the rafts?"

"Wemight makeit if Al can keep the engine running and Patrick dowsthe flooding in the bow, which
it likely. It'sgaining faster than the pumps can handle.”

"We're aso taking water from the bullet holes that penetrated below the waterline.”

"Therésalarge canvastarp in the storage locker below. If we could lower it over the bow like amask,
that might dow the water enough for the pumpsto catch up.”

Pitt could see the forward section of the boat was almost two feet down at the bow. "I'll work onit."
"Don't take too long,” Gunn cautioned. "I'llkeep usin reverse to dow theflooding.”

Aitt leaned over the engine room hatch. "Al, how's the party down there?!

Giordino appeared and looked up. He was standing knee-deep in brown crud water, his clothes were
soaked and his hands, arms and face were coated in oil. "Barely staying ahead of the game, and believe
you me, it ain't no party.”

"Can you give meahand topside?’

"Give me five minutes to unclog the bilge pump. The crud plugsit if | don't clean out thefiltersevery few
minutes”

Pitt dropped down and made hisway past the cabins to the storage locker, where he found alarge
folded canvastarpaulin. It was heavy and bulky, but he managed to drag it up aladder and through a
hatch on the forward deck. Giordino soon joined him, looking like hed fdlen in atar pit, and together
they spread out the canvas and tied dl four ends with anylon line. Two of the ends they weighted with



fractured parts from the engine struck by the rocket. When ready, Fitt turned and motioned for Gunn to
reduce the speed astern.

Together, he and PFitt threw the canvas off the crunched bow into the water, holding onto al four ends
of theline. They waited until the weighted side of the tarp sank dowly through the crud. Then Fitt caled
to Gunn.

"Okay, move ahead dowly!"

They stood on opposite Sides of the bow and pulled in the lines until the weighted end hung benegth the
remains of the bow. Next they tied off the lower lines and pulled on the upper ends until the tarp was
spread over the damaged section, greatly reducing the flow of water ingde. Soon asthe lineswere
secured, Fitt pulled up the forward deck hatch and checked with Dodge.

"How'sit look, Patrick?'

"That did thetrick,” Dodge replied, wearily but happy. ™Y ou've reduced the flooding by a good eighty
percent. The pumpshould be able to hold its own now."

"I haveto get back to the engine room,” said Giordino. "It's nota pretty sight down there.”

"Nether areyou,” Fitt said, smiling, ashe put hisarmaround Giordino's shoulder. "Let me know if you
need ahand."

"You'd only get intheway. I'll have things under control in another couple of hours.”

Then Pitt entered the pilothouse. "We can get under way now, Rudi. Our patch seemsto be working."
"Lucky for us the computerized navigation controls survived intact. I've programmed in a course for
Barradd Colorado in CostaRica An old nava buddy of mineretired down there and lives next to a
sport-fishing lodge. We can tie up at his dock and make the necessary repairsfor the trip across the sea
to the NUMA boatyard at Fort Lauderdae.”

"A wise choice." Ritt gestured toward the huge and mysterious containership across the water. "We
might find troubleif we run in there. Better safe than sorry.”

"Y ou're right. Once Nicaraguan authorities find out we sank ayacht in their backyard, we'd al be
arrested.” He dabbed a cloth at atrickle of blood that was 00zing from a cut on one cheek. "What'sthe
story on the woman you rescued?'

"Soon as she's conscious, I'll find out.”

"Do you want to contact the admira and give him areport, or should 17?*

"I'll take care of it." Fitt entered the galley and sat down at a computer used by the crew mostly for
entertainment, e-mail home and occasiond research on the Internet viasatellite. He typed in the name of
the yacht, Epona, and waited. Within aminute, an image of ahorse and abrief description came on the
screen. Ritt absorbed it in hismemory, shut down thetermina and |eft the galley.

He met Reneein the passageway separating the cabins. "How's she doing?”



"If it was up to me, I'd throw her arrogant assinto the sea.”
"That bad?'

"Worse. Within seconds of coming awake, she began giving me ahard time. Not only is she demanding,
but she only spesksin Spanish.” Renee paused to smile smugly. "It'san act.”

"How canyoutdl?'
"My mother wasan Y barra. | speak better Spanish than our guest.”
"Shewon't reply in English?" asked Fitt.

Renee shook her head. "Likel said, it's an act. She wants usto believe she was only apoor Mexican
who daved in the galey. Her makeup and designer bikini are dead giveaways. Thisbroad has class.
She'sno scullery maid.”

Aitt pulled hisold .45 Colt from aholster on hisbelt. "Let me play Let'sMake aDed with her." He
stepped into the cabin with the mystery guest, gpproached her and gently pushed the muzzle against her
nose. "I'm sorry to haveto kill you, sweet Stuff, but we can't leave any witnesses around. Y ou
understand.”

The amber-brown eyes flew wide and crossed, staring at the gun. Her lips suddenly trembled as she felt
the cold, hard barrdl and looked into Fitt's inscrutable green eyes. "No, no, please!” shecried out in
English. "Don't kill me! I have money. Let meliveand I'll makeyou rich.”

Pitt looked up at Renee, who was standing with her mouth open, not completely certain whether Fitt
was not actually going to shoot the woman. "Doyou want to berich, Renee?!

Renee caught onto the game and came on stage. "We aready have aton of gold hidden aboard the

"Don't forget the rubies, emeralds and diamonds,” chided Pitt.

"We might find it in our hearts not to feed her to the sharksfor acouple of daysif shetells us about the
fake pirate ship, and why the pirates chased us half the night so they could murder al of usand sink our
"Yes. Yes, pleasel" the woman gasped. "1 can only tell you what | know!"

Pitt saw astrangeglint in her eyesthat did not indicate trust. "We're ligening.”

"The yacht belonged to my husband and me," she began. "We were on a cruise from Savannah through
the Panama Cana and up to San Diego, when we were approached by what we thought was an innocent
fishing boat whose captain asked for medical supplies so they could treat an injured crewman.
Unfortunately, my husband, David, fell for the ruse and before we could react, the pirates had boarded
our boat."

"Before we continue," said Fitt, "my nameis Dirk Fitt and thisis Renee Ford."

"I'm rudefor not thanking you for saving me. I'm Rita Anderson.”



"What happened to your husband and crew?"

"They were murdered and their bodies thrown in the sea. | was spared because they thought | would be
useful in luring passing boats™

"How wasthat?' asked Renee.

"They thought that seeing awoman on the deck in abikini would attract them close enough to be
attacked and captured.”

"That wasther only motivein kegping you aive?" asked Fitt doubtfully.
She nodded silently.
"Do have any idea of who they were or where they came from?"

"They werelocal Nicaraguan bandits turned pirates. My husband and | had been warned not to sail
through this area, but the seaaong the coast |ooked peaceful .

"Oddthat locd pirates knew how to fly ahelicopter,” Renee muttered under her breath.
"How many boats did they capture and destroy using your yacht?' Pitt pressed Rita.

"Three that I'm aware of. Once the crew was murdered and the boat ransacked for valuables, it was
scuttled.”

"Where were you when we collided with your yacht?" inquired Renee.

"So that's what happened?' she answered vaguely. "1 was locked in my cabin. | heard sounds of
explosions and gunfire. Then came agreat shock and the boat shuddered, followed by fire. The last thing
| remember before | blacked out was the wall of my cabin crashing in around me. When | woke up, |
was here on your boat."

"Do you recdl anything € seleading up to the collison and fire?"

Ritashook her head dowly back and forth. "Nothing. They held me prisoner in my cabin and only let me
out when they were preparing to capture another vessdl.”

"Why the hologram of the pirate ship?"' asked Renee. "That seemed more like agimmick to keep boats
out of the areathan an act of piracy.”

Ritalooked uncomprehending. "Hologram? I'm not even sure what oneis.”

Aitt smiled inwardly. He saw little cause not to believe that Rita Anderson was fabricating awild story.
Renee wasright. Ritals makeup hardly looked like it belonged on awoman who had seen her husband
murdered and had been crudly dedt with by pirates. The beige-rose lipgtick with lip glosswastoo
precisdaly applied, the eyes defined with adeep chestnut liner and ashimmer highlighter on the brow—al
spelled alife of elegance. He decided to go for the jugular, watching closdly for areaction.

"What isyour connection with Odyssey?' he said suddenly.



Atfirg, shedidn't get it. Then it began to dawn on her that these people were no innocent fishermen. "l
don't know what you're talking about,” she hedged.

"Waan't your husband an employee of the Odyssey conglomerate?’
"Why do you ask?' shethrew out, stalling while she came back on kedl.
"Y our boat bore the same image of a horse as the Odyssey logo.”

Theimmaculately plucked and penciled eyebrows pinched fractionaly. She was good, Fitt thought, very
good . Shedidn't faze easlly.

He began to redlize that Ritawas no mundane wife of arich man. Shewas comfortable beingin
command, with power to wield. He was amused as she made aflank attack and tried to turn the tables.

"Who are you people?’ Rita suddenly demanded. "Y ou're not fishermen.”

"No," Fitt said dowly, with effect. "We're with the United States Nationa Underwater and Marine
Agency on ascientific expedition to find the source of the brown crud.”

He might aswell have dapped her in the face. The calm composure abruptly fell away. Before she could
stop herself, she blurted, "Not possible. Y ou're—" She caught herself and her voicetrailed off.

" Supposed to be dead from the explosion in Bluefields Channel," Fitt finished for her.
"Y ou knew?"' Renee gasped, moving toward the bed asif to Strangle Rita
"Sheknew," Fitt agreed, gently taking Renee by the arm and restraining her.

"But why?' Renee demanded. "What did we do to deserve a horrible death?!

Ritawould say no more. The expression on her face atered from surprise to anger mixed with hatred.
Renee would have loved to have rammed her fist into Ritasface. "What will we do with her?'

"Nothing," Fitt replied with adight shrug. He knew he could no longer bluff Rita. Shehad said dll she
was going to say. "Keep her locked in the cabin until we reach CogtaRica. I'll have Rudi call ahead and
havethe loca law authorities waiting on the dock to take her into custody.”

Exhaugtion creptup on Pitt. He was dead tired, but so were the others. He had one more chore to
perform before he could catch a short cathap. He looked around for the lounge chair, but remembered
Renee had thrown it overboard. He stretched out on the deck that had been cleared of the phony fishing
gear, leaned hisback againgt a bulwark and diaed his Globalstar tri-mode satdllite phone.

Sandecker sounded angered. "Why haven't | heard from you people before now?”

"Weve been busy,” Pitt muttered. Then he spent the next twenty minutes bringing the admira up to



speed. Sandecker patiently listened without interruption until Fitt ended by relating his conversation with
Rita Anderson.

"What could Specter possibly have to do with any of this?" Sandecker's voice sounded confused.

"At the moment, my best guessisthat he has a secret he wants to keep and will murder the crew of any
boat that sumblesinto hisream.”

"I've heard they have construction contracts with the Red Chinese throughout Nicaragua and Panama.”
"L oren mentioned the same connection over dinner the other night.”

"I'll order an investigation into Odyssey's activities," said Sandecker.

"Y ou might also check out Ritaand David Anderson and ayacht namedEpona.”

"I'll put Yaeger onit first thing."

"It will beinteresting to see how thiswoman tiesinto thisthing.”

"Did you discover a source of the brown crud?'

"We homed in on the position where it's rising from the seefloor.”

"Then it lookslike anatura phenomenon?'

"Patrick Dodge doesn't think s0." Fitt stifled ayawn. "He clamsthereisno way the minera ingredients
that make up the crud can rise up from the bottom like it was shot outof a cannon. He saysit hasto be an
atificid upwdling. There must be something nasty going on here that bordersonThe Twilight Zone."

"Then we're back to square one,”" said Sandecker.

"Not quite," Pitt said quietly. "I have alittle expedition of my own I'd liketo carry out.”

"I've sent aNUMA jet transport to the airport near the Rio Col orado Lodge with a crew to patch up
Poco Bonito before they sail it north. Gunn, Dodge and Ford will be transported back to Washington.
I'd likeyou and Al to join them."

"Thejobian't finished."

Sandecker didn't argue. Hed learned long ago that Fitt's judgment was generally on the money. "What is
your plan?'

Pitt stared across the seatoward the green forested coastal mountain ranges rising beyond white sandy
beaches. "I think a cruise up the San Juan River to Lake Nicaraguamight bein order.”

"What do you expect to find so far from the sea and the brown crud?*

"Answers," Pitt answered, hismind dready traveling upriver. "Answersto thiswhole mess.”



PART THREE

From Odyssey to Odyssey
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August23, 2006Navidad Bank

If therewas one small benefitto Hurricane Lizzie, it was that she had swept the brown crud away from
Navidad Bank. The water over the cord was blue-green again, with visibility at neatly two hundred fet.
Along with the clean water, the fish had returned to their habitat and took up residence again asif no
tempest had cast them ouit.

Another research vessd replacedSea Sorite for the investigation of the sunken structure. Built and
designed specifically asadive support vessdl for archaeological exploration in shalow water,Sea
Yesteryear rarely worked out of sight of the shore. Her projects had included the underwater ruins of the
Alexandria Library in Egypt, the. Chinese fleet sunk by kamikaze winds off Japan, early Swedish and
Russian trade shipsin the Baltic and ahost of other historical events her team of scientists had surveyed.

She featured four-point mooring capabilities and both saturation and surface gag/air diving system
configurations. A moon pool in the center of her hull was fully equipped for diving operations and roboatic
vehiclelaunch and recovery, and included machinery for retrieving artifacts from the seafloor. A spacious
laboratory occupied the entire bow section of the boat and incorporated the most up-to-date scientific
equipment for the andysis and conservation of recovered ancient artifacts.

Short by most research ship standards at one hundred and fifty-one feet in length, she was broad and
roomy with an overal breadth of forty-five feet. Two big diesdl engines moved her through the water at
twenty knots, and she carried a crew of four and ateam of ten scientists. Those who had served aboard
Sea Yesteryear wereproud of the times they had rewritten maritime history. And, as the Navidad Bank
exploration proceeded, they were certain they were on the verge of the greatest discovery yet.

At firgt, the marine archaeol ogists who examined the rooms of stone were not even certain the structures
were man-made. Nor did the area produce an abundance of artifacts. Except for the contents of the
stone bed and the cauldron, the only othersfound came from the kitchen. But asthe investigation
continued, more and more incredible archaeol ogicd treasures were recorded. One revelation that the
geologists on the team discovered was that the structure once sat in the open above asmdl hill. This
cameto light when the encrustation on one six-inch-square piece of wall in the bedroom was delicately
brushed away and it became obvious the rooms were not carved from the rock but constructed of stone
fitted on stone when Navidad Bank was an idand rising above the water.

Dirk stood in the laboratory with hissister at his Sde, examining the artifacts that had been carefully
transported to the ship'slaboratory and immersed in trays of seawater in preparation for the lengthy
conservation process. He very gently held up an exquisite gold torque, the neck chain that had been
found on the stone bed.

"Every rdic we've removed from the bed and the cauldron has belonged to awoman.”

"It's even more intricate than much of the jewery produced today," saidSummer , admiring the chain as
the gold reflected the sun coming through the ship's ports.

"Until I can make a comparison with archaeologica recordsin European archives, I'd haveto dateit as
Middle Bronze Age." The voice was soft and punctuated, like amild summer shower on ametal roof. It
belonged to Dr. Jeffrey Parks, who carried himself like awary wolf, with hisface low and thrust out. He
was Sx feet eight inchesin height and constantly bent over from the stratosphere. A collegiate dl-star
basketba | player, he was sidelined because of a serious knee injury and never played again. Instead, he



studied marine archaeology, eventudly gaining a doctorate with histhesis on ancient underwater cities.
He had been invited on the expedition by Admira Sandecker because of his specidized expertise.

Parks walked past the long table fitted with open tanks that held the ancient relics and stopped at alarge
board mounted on a bulkhead that displayed more than fifty photos taken of the interior of the
underwater edifice. He paused and with the eraser end of a pencil tapped a montage of photos showing
thefloor plan. "What we haveisnot acity or afortress. No structures that extend beyond the rooms of
your origind discovery are gpparent. Call it amansion for itstime or asmall palace that became the tomb
of an elite woman. Perhaps a queen or a high priestesswho was rich enough to commission her own
jewdry."

"Pity thereisnothing left of her," ssaidSummer . "Not even an indication of her skull. Even her teeth are
gone.”

Parks gave adight twist of his mouth. "Her bones disappeared centuries ago, along with al her
garments, soon after the structure was inundated by the sea He moved to alarge photograph taken
before the artifacts were removed from the stone bed and tapped the pencil again on a close-up picture
of the bronze body armor. " She must have been awarrior who led men into battle. The cuirassin the
photo looks made of one piece and had to be put on over the head like a metal swesater.”

Summer tried to imagine how the cuirasswould fit on her. She had read that the Celts were large people
for their time, but the armor looked far too small for her torso. "How in the world did she cometo be
here?'

"l haven't aclue,” said Parks. "Asatraditiond archaeologist who isn't supposed to believein diffusion,
the contact between the Americas and other parts of the world before Columbus, I'm required to say that
thisis an eaborate hoax perpetrated by the Spanish sometime after fifteen hundred.”

Summer frowned. "Y ou can't redly believe that?'

Parks gave atiny smile. "Not really. Not after what we've seen here. But until we can prove without
doubt how these artifacts came to be on Navidad Bank, the controversy will shake the world of ancient

higory."
Summer made her case. "But itwas possible for ancient seafarersto crossthe sea”

"No one saysit wasimpossible. People have crossed the Atlantic and Pecific in everything from boats
made out of cowhidesto six-foot sailboats. It's entirely conceivable that fishermen from Japan or Irdland
were blown by stormsto the Americas. Archaeol ogists admit there are many curious bits and pieces of
evidence that suggest European and Asian influence throughout Central and South American art and
architecture. But no legitimate object from this sde of the pond has been found over there.”

"Our father found proof of the Vikings presencein the United States," argued Summer .
"And he and Al Giordino discovered artifacts from the Alexandria Library in Texas," added Dirk.

Parks shrugged. "The fact dtill remainsthat artifacts proven to have come from the Americas have yet to
turn up from excavationsin Europe or Africa”

"Ah," sadSummer , shooting her arrow, "what about the traces of nicotine and cocaine that have been
found in Egyptian mummies? Tobacco and cocoa leaves came only from the Americas”



"| thought you'd bring that up," Parks said, with asigh. "Egyptologists are till fighting over that one.”
Summer frowned thoughtfully. "Could the answers till be down in the rooms?”

"Maybe," Parks admitted. "Our marine biologists are running tests on the encrustation found on the
walls, while our phytochemist examines studies about the remains of plant lifein an effort to determinea
time linefor how long the building was covered by the sea.”

Summer looked logt in thought. "Could there be any inscriptions under the encrustation, something the
archaeol ogists might have missed?”

Parkslaughed. "The early Celtsleft behind no art or written records depicting their culture. Finding
carved inscriptionswould beimplausible, unless, of course, we'rewrong in our dating of Navinia."

"Navinia?'

Parks stared at acomputer printout of the architecture of the sunken structure as it might have looked
when built. "It's as good a name as any, don't you think?*

"Asgood asany," Dirk echoed. He looked at Summer . "Why don't you and | dive firg thing tomorrow
morning and search the wallsfor inscriptions? Besides, | think it only fitting that we pay our respectsto
our high priestessfor thelagt time."

"Don' linger too long," said Parks. "The captain has given notice that the anchors come up a noon. He
wantsto trangport the artifacts to Fort Lauderdale as soon as possible.”

Asthey exited the [aboratory, Summer looked at Dirk with acurious gleam in her eye. "Since when are
you overcome with nostagia?"

"Thereisapractica method to my madness.”
"Oh, and what isthat?' she asked dryly.

He stared back at her with acrooked little grin. "' have an idea something important was missed.”

Nowthet they knew where to continue the search, they swam straight to the anteroom. The ancient
compartments were empty now. Only yesterday it had looked like an airport waiting room. The ship's
scientists were probing every nook and cranny. Now, with al the artifacts removed and under
preservation aboardSea Yesteryear, and their investigation al but finished, they were back on board,
compiling and evauating their findings. Dirk andSummer had the submerged rooms dl to themselves.
Now that there were no archaeol ogists looking over their shoulders, they saw little reason to treat the
wallswith gloves of velvet.

As planned, they began their search in the entry chamber, Summer examining onewall while Dirk took
the other, scraping away any sea growth or encrustation with putty knives until they reached bare stone,
knowing they were committing sacrilege in the eyes of a conscientious archaeologist. They worked the



walls, scraping in long horizontal bands, concentrating from four to five feet from the floor. Becausethe
average height of people three thousand years ago was severad inches shorter than in the present, their
eyelevel would have been lower. Using thishistorical fact, Dirk andSummer decided to compresstheir
search area.

It was dow going. After an hour of fruitlessingpection, they returned toSea Yesteryear to replace their
nearly empty air tanks. Although al NUMA dive support vessels carried hyperbaric chambers, Dirk
meticuloudly checked the repetitive dive tables with his computer to avoid decompression Sickness.

Twenty minutesinto their second dive, after they moved from the antechamber deeper into along
hallway, Summer suddenly tapped the handle of her putty knife on thewall to attract Dirk's attention. He
immediately swam to her side and stared at the section on the wall she had scraped and was excitedly

pointing &.
She had scraped the | etterspictographs in the growth.

Dirk nodded and gave athumbs-up in eation. Together, they began feverishly cleaning the encrusted
stoneswith their gloved hands and fingers, working cautioudy o they did not damage the preciousrdic
that dowly materiaized in the gloom. Finally, the carved imagesin the stone were exposed. Brother and
sgter felt asense of triumph in knowing they had outfoxed the professionals and were looking at
something no other human had laid eyes on in three thousand years.

The pictographs offered amuch-sought-after clue to the mystery of the sunken house. Dirk turned his
dive light on the stone depictionsto highlight their details. Further investigation reved ed that the images
traveled down both sides of the halway in two bands two feet wide and about five feet off the floor. The
pattern was Smilar in design to the Bayeux Tapestry that illustrated the Battle of Hastings in 1066.

Dirk andSummer hung in the water and stared in dmost religious awe at the sculpted carvings that
depicted men sailing in ships. They were strange-looking men, with large round eyes and thick beards.
Their wegpons consisted of long daggers, short swords with an angle and battle-axes with curved edges.
Severd of the soldiersrodein chariots done, but most fought on foot.

Battle scenes with much carnage were rendered. The scenes seemed to portray severa battlesina
protracted war. There were aso images of women with bared breasts throwing spearsinto their enemy.

Summer lightly ran one gloved hand over the femde figures. She turned to Dirk and smiled a superior
feminineamile

The ornamenta scenes began with shipsleaving aburning city. Farther dong, the ships were tossed
about by storms, followed by land battles with odd-looking creatures. Near the bottom, there was only
one ship left of thefleet, the rest having been destroyed. Then it too was depicted sinking in astorm.
Near the end, an image showedaman and woman embracing before he sailed awayon what looked like
araftwithasall.

They had found aclassc chronicle carved in stone by an ancient artisan that had stood unseen by human
eyes under the seafor thousands of years. Dirk andSummer gazed at each other through their face masks
in exhilaration, never imagining that they would find anything so incredible and so extraordinary.

Dirk motioned toward the doorway leading out into the reef. The dive light blinked out, and they turned
and swam toward the surface, leaving the precious treasure exposed for those who would soon follow
and photograph and reved the pictographsin their full glory.
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PocoBonitopassed throughthe mouth of the Rio Colorado in the early afternoon in water that changed
from the traces of the brown crud to the algae green of theriver. Burly white clouds splashed the blue
sky, some dropping light showers as they blocked out the sun. The NUMA crew stood on the deck and
waved to the fleet of smdl fishing boats that darted past, outboard motors buzzing like a swarm of
hornets, fishermen proudly displaying their catch of tarpon, snook and barracuda. One boat cel ebrated
with raised bottles of beer as they passed the crippled research boat. Two of the anglers held up atarpon
that looked asif it weighed more than a hundred pounds.

Gunn ranBonito in dowly, keeping to one side of theriver out of theway of the little fiberglassfishing
boats, skirting the buoys and angling around adight bend. He made a hdf turn on the whedl, setting the
bow on a heading past the Rio Colorado L odge and beyond, to adock that led to a covered walkway
bordered by flowersthat trailed up to alarge house set under agrove of pam trees.

"It looks heavenly," said Renee, admiring the lush beauty of the tropical forest surrounding the house that
was built from lavarock with alarge thatched palm frond roof.

"A fisherman's paradise,”" Gunn said from the pilothouse. "Built by an old friend from my academy days,
Jack McGee. If you enjoy seafood, you'll get your fill of exoticaly prepared fish here. He's accumulated
thousands of recipes from around the world and has written several books on the subject.”

Aitt jumped to the dock and took the lines thrown by Giordino and tied them to the clegats. By law, they
stayed close to the boat until their papers were checked by the loca border guards, who were surprised
at the damage suffered by Poco Bonito. Renee used her Spanish to spin awild story of how they

escaped afleet of drug-smuggling pirates, as cutthroat as any of their ancestors who pillaged the Spanish
Main.

Since the incident happened in Nicaraguan waters, the guards didn't request areport. Rita Anderson, on
the other hand, would have created a sticky problem. She had no papers, and since Pitt and Gunn had
no wish to explain her presence on board their boat, Renee bound and gagged her before she and
Giordino crammed Ritainto astorage closet in the engine room. The guards made a cursory ingpection of
the boat, and had no desireto stain their starched and nestly pressed uniformsin the engine room after
seeing Giordino looking like James Dean after the oil well cameininGiant.

After the guards had walked up the dock out of earshot, Dodge turned to Pitt. "Why are we treating
Mrs. Anderson like acrimina and keeping her as a prisoner? Her husband was murdered and her yacht
seized by pirates.”

"She's not what you think," said Renee curdy.



Pitt kept his eyestrained on the guards asthey climbed into aLand Rover and drove from the dock over
adirt road muddied from rain. "Reneeisright. Mrs. Anderson is no pawn. She's mixed up to her earsin
shady business. Admiral Sandecker has contacted Costa Rican law authorities, who agreed to take her
into custody and launch an investigation. They should be dong any time.”

Renee stepped down the ladder to the cabin. "'1'd better get our princess ready for her incarceration.”

She had no sooner dropped out of sight than aman strode briskly down the walkway and onto the
dock. Jack M cGee was aruddy-faced man in hislate forties. His hair was blond without atrace of gray,
aswas his Wyatt Earp mustache. The adobe brown eyes set far apart gave him the look of an animal on
constant lookout for a predator. He wore navy blue shorts with aflowered shirt and atired old Navy
officer's cap that looked like it had seen action in World War 1.

Gunn stepped forward and they shook hands before embracing. " Jack, you age ten years every timewe

"That's because we only meet every ten years." McGee greeted Gunn in avoice that sounded like he
sang bassin achair.

Gunn made the introductions. Giordino merely waved from the engine room hatch. ""We have one more
of our crew for you to mest, Renee Ford. She's handling alittle matter below.”

McGee smiled knowingly. ™Y our unexpected guest?'

Gunn nodded. "Rita Anderson, the lady | mentioned over the satellite phone when | announced our
droppingin.”

"Police Inspector Gabrid Ortegaisan old friend," said McGee. "HEll require you to come down to the
gtation and fill out areport, but | think you'l find him most courteous and consderate.”

"Areyou plagued by piracy in these waters?' asked Pitt.

McGee laughed and shook his head vigoroudy. "Not in Costa Rica. But they sprout like weedsto the
north in Nicaragua"

"Why there and not here?’

"Cogta Ricaisthe success sory of Centra America. The standard of living is higher than in most other
Latin nations. Although largdly agriculturd, tourism isbooming and, surprisingly, they're abig exporter of
€lectronics and microprocessors. In contrast, Nicaragua has gone through thirty years of revolution that's
|eft theinfrastructure in ruins. After the government findly stabilized, most of the rebels, who possessed
no job skills ather than fighting guerrillawarfare, refused to take up farming or menid labor jobs. They
found drug smuggling more profitable. Thisled to piracy, sncethey had to build afleet of cocaine
runners.”

"Have you heard any rumors about the brown crud?' McGee gave alittle shake of his head. "Only thet it
exigs north and east out in the Caribbean. Between the bandits, the missing ships and the contamination,
the fishing industry off Nicaraguahas died an unnatura death.” M cGee turned and doffed hishat asa
uniformed police officia came down from the house and stepped onto the dock. "Ah, Gabrid, there you
ae"



"Jack, old friend," said Ortega. "What mischief have you gotten yoursdf into now?"

"Not me," McGee laughed. "My friends from the States here." Though decidedly Latin, Ortegalooked
like Agatha Chrigtie's Hercule Poirot—the same black, dicked-back straight hair and thin, immaculately
trimmed black mustache, the soft dark eyes that missed nothing. He spokein English, with just abare
trace of Spanish. Hereveded perfectly capped teeth when he smiled during the introductions.

"Y our Admira Sandecker alerted me of your Situation,” he said. "I hope you will accommodate me with
adetalled report of your adventures with the pirates.”

Pitt nodded. "Count on it, Inspector.”
"Whereisthiswoman you saved from the pirate ship?"

"Down below." A concerned frown crossed Pitt's forehead. He turned to Giordino. "Al, why don't you
drop below and see what's keeping Renee and our guest?”’

Giordino wiped his hands on an aily rag without comment and disappeared below. Hewas back in less

than aminute, hisface amask of wrath, hisdark eyes blegk. "Ritais gone and Reneeisdead,” hesad, his
face amask of anger. "Murdered.”
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During thoseinitid momentsof shock, everyone stood there stunned with disbelief. They stared at
Giordino stupidly, not understanding what he'd said. It took another five seconds for theimplication to
ankin.

Then Dodge blurted, "What are you saying?"

"Reneeisdead,” Giordino repested smply. "Ritamurdered her.”

Pure rage flooded Fitt. "Whereis she?' he demanded.

"Rita?" Giordino's face had the look of someone who had woken up from anightmare. " She's gone.”
"Impaossible. How could she leave the boat without being seen?”

"She's not to befound," Giordino said.

"May | seethe body?' Ortega asked, with official dispassion.



Pitt was already dropping down the ladder, dmost faling on Giordino, who legped off to oneside. "This
way, Ingpector. The women werein my cabin below.”

Inwardly, Pitt felt aflood of guilt a not recognizing Rita as awoman who was capable of murder. He
cursed himself for not accompanying Renee, for sending her lone to release her killer.

He muttered, "Oh God, no!" under his breath at the sight of Renee, stripped nude, lying on the bed with
her legs together, arms outstretched in the position of across. Theimage of the Odyssey logo, the Celtic
White Horse of Uffington, had been carved into her ssomach.

Rita hadacted compliant and docile when Renee removed the duct tape from around her arms. But when
Renee, innocently unaware that her life wasin jeopardy with five men less than ten feet away, knelt to
remove the duct tape from Rita's legs and ankles, the witch clenched her hands and brought them down
inavicious chop to the nape of the neck. Renee dropped without uttering a sound.

Rita quickly removed Renee's clothes, laid her out on the bed and pressed a pillow over her face. There
was no struggle. Already unconscious, Renee was never aware of being smothered to death. Then Rita
took apair of hair scissors from Pitt's shaving kit in the bathroom and carved the image of the Cdltic
horse on Renee's somach. From start to finish, the hideous act took |ess than four minutes.

Moving quickly toward the forward section of the boat, Rita came up through the bow hatch, shielded
by the pilothouse. Out of sight of the men conversing on the stern deck, she climbed over the side and
dipped into the water without making a splash. Then she swam underwater to the opposite side of the

dock, reached the shore and crawled through the thick vegetation that covered the bank. In the exact
moment Giordino discovered Renee's body, Rita disappeared into the jungle.

"Thewomancannot get far," said Ortega. "There are no roads leading in and out of Rio Colorado. She
cannot fleeinto the jungle and live. My men will gpprehend her before she can obtain air transportation or
aboat."

"All she hasisthe bikini sheswearing,” Fitt informed him.

"Shetook no clothes?'

"Renee's closet is il closed and her clothes are scattered on the deck,” said Gunn, pointing to where
Rita had thrown them.

"Does she have money?' Ortega asked.
PFitt shook his head. "Not unless Renee had some on her person, which | doubt.”

"Without money or a passport, she has no place to run except the jungle.”



"Hardly aplace awoman could survivein only abikini," said McGee, who stood in the doorway.
"Please secure the cabin,” ingtructed Ortega. "And do not touch anything.”

"Can't we at least dress her?' Pitt requested.

"Not until my forensic staff arrives and conducts aformal examination.”

"When can we remove her for aflight to the States?'

"Two days," Ortegareplied politely. "In the meantime, please remain here and enjoy Mr. McGee's
hospitdity until you can al be questioned and reportsfilled out." He paused to look down at Renee
indifferently. " Sheisfrom your country?"

Dodge could not bear to look at Renee and turned away. "Shelivesin Richmond, Virginia" he
whispered in avoice that choked.

Pitt looked a Gunn. "Wed better inform the admird."

"Hewon't take this gtting down. If | know him, helll demand Congress declare war and send in the
Marines.

For thefirst time, Ortega's eyes widened. "He would do what, senor ?"

"A play onwords," said Pitt, ignoring the police inspector and drawing a blanket over Renee.

Rita hurriedlymade her way through the jungle, staying close to the riverbank until she reached the Rio
Colorado Sport Fishing Lodge. She followed the signs on the walkway to the swimming pool. Wearing
her bikini, shefit right in with the other fishing widows lying around the pool while their husbandsindulged

themsdalvestrolling for tarpon and snook in theriver.

Ignoring the stares from the pool attendants and waiters, she snatched up atowe from an empty lounge
chair and draped it over one shoulder. Then she stepped aong the walkway between the lodge's rooms.
Finding one where the maid was cleaning the room, she stepped inside.

"Tome sutiempo.” She told the maid to take her time, acting asif it were her room.

"Me cas acaban,"the maid replied, as she carried the dirty towelsto her cart on the walkway and closed
the door.

Rita sat at the desk, picked up a phone and requested an open line. When a voice answered, she said,
"ThisisHidas"

"One moment.”

Thencame another voice. "Thelineis clear. Please go ahead.”



"Hidais?"

"Yes, Epona, I'm here."

"Why areyou calling on an open line from ahotel ?*
"We have an unexpected problem.”

" e

"A NUMA research boat |ooking for the source of the brown crud was not deceived by the hologram
and destroyed our yacht."

"Understood,” said the woman called Epona, without the dightest trace of emotion. "Where are you?”

"After our yacht sank, | was captured by the NUMA people, who held me prisoner. | escaped and am
now ditting in aroom at the Rio Colorado Lodge. It's only matter of minutes before theloca policetrall
me here”

"Our crew?'

"Some were killed. The rest escaped in the helicopter and abandoned me."

"They will be dedlt with." The voice paused. "Did they interrogeate you?"

"They tried, but | gave them a phony story and told them my name was Rita Anderson.”
"Keep theline open and wait."

Flidais, dias Rita, went to the closet and found aflowered-print summer dressthat was asizetento her
gzeeight. Close enough, she thought. Better large than too smal. She pulled it on over her bikini and
found a scarf, which shetied around her head to hide her red hair. It didn't bother her in the least that she
was steding another woman's clothes and running up alarge phone bill, certainly not after having killed
Renee. Next she pulled on open sandals that were a closefit. A pair of sunglasseswere Stting on abed
stand, so she dipped them on.

She smiled to hersalf as she searched the drawers of the dresser and found the room occupant's purse.
Why women never used any creetivity in hiding their vauables was amystery to Hidais. It waswell
known among hotel thievesthat women invariably hid their purses, including their wallets, under their
clothesin adrawer. She found eight hundred dollars American and afew Costa Rican colones. With an
exchange rate of 369,000 colonesto the dollar, most monetary transactionsin Costa Ricawere handled
inforeign currency.

Barbara Hacken was the name bel ow the picture of the face on the driver'slicense and the photo inside
the passport. Except for adifferent hair color and afew years differencein age, they might have passed
for sgters. Fidais cracked the door to seeif the room's occupant was coming up the walkway, when
Epona came back ontheline. "All isarranged, sster. I'm sending my private plane to pick you up at the
arport. It will bewaiting on the tarmac when you arrive. Do you have trangportation?”

"The hotel should have acar to carry gueststo and from the airport.”



"Y ou may have to show identification to get past arport security.”

"All is established on that score,”" answered Hidais, dinging the purse strap over her shoulder. "I'll see
you and our Sgters a theritud in three days."

Then she hung up and walked to the hotel |obby past two loca uniformed policemen who were checking
the grounds. Looking for awoman last seen in abikini, they gave her aquick glance, thinking shewasa
guest of the lodge, and passed on. She spotted Barbara Hacken sunning at the pool. She looked to be
dozing. When Flidais reached the lobby, the owner of the lodge was standing behind the desk and smiled
when she asked for acar.

"Y ou and your husband are not leaving us, | hope.”

"No," she said vaguely, scratching her nose to cover her face. "He's till out on theriver after the big
ones. I'm meeting some friendswho are dropping in at the airport to refudl before continuing on to
PanamaCity."

"Well seeyou for dinner?'

"Of course," Hidaissad, turning away. "Where dsewould | eat?'

When her car reached the airport gate to the tarmac, the driver stopped, as the security guard stepped
fromasmdl office

"Areyou leaving Rio Colorado?' he asked Hidais through the open window.
"Yes, I'm flying to Managua.”

" Passport, please?’
She handed him Barbara Hacken's passport and sat back [ooking out the opposite window.

The guard went by the book. He took along moment comparing the passport photo with Hidaissfacia
features. The hair was covered by a scarf, but afew red strands seeped from under the silk. He was not
concerned. Women seldom tinted their hair the same color they wore the month before. The face seemed
smilar, but he could not see the eyes behind the sunglasses.

"Please open your luggage.”

"Sorry, | don't have luggage. Tomorrow ismy husband's birthday. | forgot to buy him agift, soI'mona
shopping trip to Managua. | intend to return in the morning.”

Satisfied, the guard handed back the passport and waved the car through.

Five minutes later, everyone within amile of the airport stared in awe as alavender-colored aircraft thet
looked too large to land on the airstrip camein low over the trees and set down smoothly. Reversing
engines and braking, it stopped ahundred yards short of the runway's north end. Then it turned and
taxied to where Flidaiswas waiting in the car. Five minutes | ater, she was doft on the Beriev Be-210
bound for Panama City.
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The two men casudlylolling in whét the native villagers called apangal ooked like any of the local men
who fished the Rio San Juan. They wore baggy white shorts and T-shirts with soft white baseball-style
caps. Two outriggers hung over thepanga's stern on an angle, their linestrolling for the fishermen's next
dinner.

Except for a passing experienced fisherman who bothered to notice, no one on shore would have
guessed the lines carried no hooks. In awaterway teeming with fish, no hook went without a bite more
than afew seconds after it dropped under the surface.

The skiff was propelled by athirty-horsepower Mariner outboard steered by cables running to a center
console-column surmounted by an automobile steering whedl. The flat-bottomed, twenty-footpanga
moved smartly up the cam river through thetropica rain forest under alight shower. They weretraveling
inthe middle of the long rainy season that began in May and lasted through January. Thejungle
vegetation was S0 thick dong the shoreit seemed that every plant wasin constant battle againgt its
neighbor for aglimpse of the sun that beamed down infrequently through the never-ending mass of
clouds.

Pitt and Giordino had purchased thepanga, whose bow was painted with the nameGreek Angel, dong
with fuel and supplies, within hours after the NUMA jet had taken off for Washington with Rudi Gunn,
Petrick Dodge and Renee Ford's body. The repair crew that was flown into Barra Colorado had
beachedPoco Bonito at low tide andwere working efficiently to make her seaworthy for the voyage
north.

Jack McGee threw them a going-away party and insisted on stocking their boat with enough beer and
wineto start a saloon. Ingpector Ortegawas on hand, graciousy expressing his gppreciation for their
cooperation in hisinvestigation, and his sorrow for Reneg's sensdess murder. He was dso irritated and
regretful that the woman they knew as Rita Anderson had eluded his dragnet. Once Ortegas team
learned of Barbara Hacken's missing passport, and they interrogated the owner of thelodge and the
security guard at the airport gate, they were certain Rita had fled Costa Ricato the United States. Pitt
added a piece to the puzzle when he heard the aircraft was painted lavender. Thisfact placed Rita
squardly in the Odyssey camp. Now Ortega vowed to pursue Reneg's murder internationaly and to seek
the cooperation of American law enforcement.

Pitt sat relaxed, leaned back in araised chair in front of the wheel column, and steered the boat with one
foot asthey passed quiet picturesque lagoons that opened onto the river. Giordino had borrowed a
lounge chair and pad from McGee, and reclined with hisfeet hanging over the bow, warily eyeing the
occasiond eighteen-foot crocodile that he spotted sunning itself on the bank.

Wiseto the ways of arain forest, Giordino shrouded himsalf with mosquito netting. Not usudly



mentioned in thetravel brochures, in this part of the world the little bloodsuckers were nearly as prolific
asraindrops. Not wanting to hinder his movements, Pitt soaked his exposed skin with repdl lent.

Thefirg twenty milestook them northwesterly along the Rio Colorado until it eventualy met the muddy
waters of the Rio San Juan that served as the meandering borderline between Nicaragua and Costa Rica
From here, it was another eighty kilometers up the river until they reached the town of San Carloson
Lake Cocibolca, better known smply as Lake Nicaragua.

"I've yet to see any sgnsof congtruction,” said Giordino, sudying the shoreline through apair of
binoculars.

"You'vedready seenit,” said Pitt, watching the multicolored birds nesting in the trees whose branches
reached over the flowing water.

Giordino twisted in hislounge chair, pulled down his sunglasses and Sared at Fitt over therimsasif he
werelookingat a bookie giving hundred-to-one odds on afavorite to win the next race. "Run that by me

agan."
"Your friend Micky Levy. Remember her?'
"Thenameringsabdl," muttered Giordino, till trying to follow Fitt's tack.

"Over dinner she talked about plansto build an 'underground bridge," arailroad tunnel system that was
designed to travel through Nicaragua between the oceans.”

"She dso said the project was never launched because Specter pulled out.”

"A deception.”

"A deception,” Giordino parroted.

"After the engineers and geologigts, like your friend, Micky, finished their survey, Odyssey officids
ingsted they sign confidentiality agreements never to reved any information about the proposed project.
Specter threatened to withhold any payment until they agreed. Then they announced that after studying
the reports, they decided the project was not practical, and cost-prohibitive.”

"How do you know dl this?'

"| caled your friend Micky just before we left Washington and after she faxed methe site plans,” Fitt
sad casudly.

"Goon."

"| asked her afew more questions regarding Specter and the underground bridge. Didn't shetell you?”

"l guess sheforgot,” said Giordino pensvely.

"Anyway, asit turns out, Specter never had any intention of dumping the project. His Odyssey engineers

have been digging furioudy for more than two years. Thisis borne out by the port wepassed, with
contai nerships unloading what was probably mining equipment.”



"Wasn'tit | who said, ‘A neat trick if he could hide millions of tons of excavated rock and muck?"
"And you wereright, itisanest trick.”
A light suddenly flashed on in Giordino's head. "The brown crud?'

"The million-dollar answer," Pitt acknowledged. " Satellite photos never showed construction activity
because there was none to be seen. The only way to hide millions of tons of dirt and rock wasto build a
large tube, mix the muck with water and pump it a couple of miles offshore into the sea.”

Giordino opened a Costa Rican beer and wiped the humidity-induced sweat with atowel across hisface
under the mosguito net. Herolled the cold can across his forehead. "Okay, mister smart guy, why the
secrecy? Why would Specter go to such great lengthsto cover up the project? Whereisthe gainiif it was
created and built to trangport goods and materials from seato shining sea and no one knowsit's there?"

Pitt took abeer thrown by Giordino and pulled thetab. "If | knew that, we wouldn't be swimming in our
own Sweet cruising up the river admiring the wildlife.

"What do we hopeto find?'

"An entrance, for onething. They can't completely hide men and equipment going in and out of the
tunnds”

"Y ou think welll find it on the jungle ride through hell on theAfrican Queen?"

Aitt laughed. "Not on, but under. According to Micky's site plan, the excavation would have run under a
town cdled El Cadtillo hdfway up theriver.”

"So what'sthe attraction in El Cadtillo?'

"Tunnels of extreme length require ventilation shaftsto supply air to the workers, cool or heet theair as
required and bleed off exhaust fumes from the excavation equipment and smoke in the event of afire.”

Giordino stared uneasily at a huge crocodile swivding off the bank into the water. Then his gaze turned
to theimpenetrable jungle along the north bank. "1 hope you don't have any plansto hike in there. Mama
Giordino's sonny boy would never be seen again.”

"El Cadlillo isan isolated community on the river with no roadsin or out. The main attractionisan old
Spanish fortress.”

"And you think aventilation shaft pops up where everybody in town can seeit,” Giordino said dubioudy.
"Seemsto methejungleisamoreided hiding placefor ventilator shafts. It's so thick no aircraft or
satellite photo could spot a shaft from above.”

"No doubt mogt are hidden in the jungle, but I'm counting on them constructing one that comes up near
civilization in casethey haveto useit for an emergency evacuation.”

The scenery dong the river was so spectacular, the two men drifted off into silence asthey absorbed the
beautty of the vegetation and the varied species of wildlife. It waslike aboating wildlife safari through
untouched tropica splendor. They spotted white-faced spider monkeys jabbering at jaguars which lurked
under the trees. Antegters as large as blue-ribbon state fair sows ambled through the brush, keeping a



safe distance inshore from the caimans and crocodiles. Colorfully beaked toucans and multihued
feathered parrots flew amid rainbows of butterflies and orchids. The jungles around the Rio San Juan had
been described by Mark Twain when he journeyed down theriver as an earthly paradise, the most
enchanted land to be experienced anywhere.

Pitt kept theGreek Angel at a steady and smooth five knots. Thiswas not water to speed through and
cause waves from your wake to wash over the environmentally perfect shordline. The fabulousthree
thousand acres of virgin rain forest was preserved asthe Indio Maiz Biologicd Reserve. Three hundred
species of reptiles, two hundred species of mammals and over six hundred species of birds called it
home.

It was four o'clock in the afternoon when they turned off the Rio San Juan onto the Rio Bartolaand
cruised a short distance before docking at the Refugio Bartola Lodge and Research Center. Nestled in
the rain forest, the compound had eleven rooms with private baths and mosquito nets. Fitt and Giordino
each registered for aroom.

After cleaning up, they headed for the bar and restaurant. Pitt hadatequila on the rocks whose brand
was unknown to him. Giordino, claiming he had seen over adozen Tarzan movies crawling with
Englishmen on safari, opted for gin. Fitt noticed afat man in awhite suit sitting by himsdf at a table near
the bar. There was an air about the man that suggested he was a respected loca resident of theriver,
someone who might be awedth of information.

Pitt approached the man. "Pardon me, Sir, but | wondered if you might liketo join my friend and me."
The man looked up and Pitt could see he was quite elderly, approaching his eighties. Hisface was
flushed and he swesated fredly, but miraculoudy managed not to stain hiswhite suit. Hewiped a
handkerchief over hisbald head and nodded. "Of course, of course, I'm Percy Rathbone. Please, it might
beeasier if you joined me" he said, pointing at his girth that amply filled hiswicker chair.

"My nameisDirk Fitt and my friend hereis Al Giordino."

The handshake was firm but swesty. "Pleased to meet you. Sit down, st down.”

Pitt was amused that Rathbone had a habit of repeating hiswords. ™Y ou have the look of aman who
knows and enjoysthejungle.”

"It shows, it shows, doesit?' said Rathbone, with ashort laugh. "Lived dong theriver in Nicaraguaand
CogtaRicamogt dl my life. My family came here during World War Two. My father was an agent for
the British, kegping an eye on Germans who tried to operate hidden facilities in the lagoons to service and
refud their U-boats.”

"If I may ask, how does someone earn aliving on ariver in the middle of nowhere?'

Rathbone looked at Aitt dyly. "Would you, would you believe | rely on tourism?"

Pitt wasn't sure he believed him, but played aong. "Then you own aloca business.”

"Right on, right on. | make atidy income off fishermen and nature loverswho cometo vist therefuge. |

have asmal chain of resorts between Managua and San Juan del Norte. Y ou gentlemen should ook me
up on my website when you get home."



"But thisrefuge isowned and run by thewildlife refuge.”

Rathbone seemed to stiffen dightly at Pitt's perception. "True, true. I'm on holiday. | liketo get awvay
from my own ventures and relax here where I'm not bothered by guests. How about you fellows? Come
for thefishing?'

"That,and the wildlife. We began our cruise at Barra Colorado and intend to reach Managua eventudly.”

"A marveloustour, amarveloustour,” said Rathbone. ™Y ou'll enjoy every minute of it. Theré's nothing
likeit inthe hemisphere.”

A round of drinks came and Giordino signed for them on hisroom. "Tell me, Mr. Rathbone, why isa
river that runs dmost from the Pacific to the Atlantic known to so few outsiders?

"The riverwas world-famous until the Panama Cand was built. Then the Rio San Juan fdll into the
dustbin of history. A Spanish conquistador named Hernandez de Cordoba sailed up the San Juan in
1524. He made it al the way into Lake Nicaragua and established the colonia city of Granadaon the
oppaosite end. The Spanish who followed Cordoba built forts bristling with guns throughout Central
Americato keep the French and English out. One was El Cadtillo afew miles up theriver from here.”

"Were the Spanish successful 7' asked Fitt.

"Indeed yes, indeed yes," Rathbone said, waving his hands. "But not entirely. Henry Morgan and Sir
Francis Drake sailed up the river, but never made it past El Cadtillo into the lake. A hundred or more
years|ater, they were followed by Horatio Nelson when he was amere captain. He sailled asmall fleet of
ships up the San Juan and attacked El Cadtillo, which till stands. His assault failed. The only timein his
career helost abattle. He was reminded of the embarrassment therest of hislife.”

"Why isthat?' asked Giordino.

"Because helogt an eye during the attack.”

"Right or left?"

Rathbone thought a moment, not getting the joke, then shrugged. "I don't remember.”
Aitt savored asip of thetequila. "How long did the Spanish control the river?”

"Until the early eighteen fifties and the California gold rush. Commodore Vanderhilt, the railroad and
shipping tycoon, saw agolden opportunity. He made a ded with the Spanish for his shipsto provide
ferry service for eager prospectors who had booked his steamersin New Y ork and Boston for thelong
voyageto Cdifornia. His passengers changed from oceangoing shipsto river seamers at San Juan del
Norte. Then they steamed up the San Juan and acrossthe laketo La Virgen. From there, it wasonly a
short twelve-mile wagon ride to the little Pacific port of San Juan del Sur, actualy only acouple of
docks, where they reboarded Vanderbilt seamersthat carried the gold-hungry miners onto San
Francisco. Not only did they cut off hundreds of miles by not sailing around Cape Horn, but they saved
another thousand miles bypassing the ishmus at Panamato the south.”

"When did river traffic die?' asked Fitt.

"The Accessory Transt Company, as Vanderbilt called it, faded away with the congtruction of the



Panama Cana. The Commodore built a huge mansion in San Juan del Norte, which till stands, athough
it is abandoned and overgrown with weeds. For eighty yearstheriver lay forgotten, until the nineteen
ninetieswhen it emerged asatourist attraction.”

"Seemslike it wasamore logicd route for acand than Panama.”

Rathbone shook his head sadly. "By far, by far, but a complicated game of politics played by your
President Teddy Roosevdt put it in hundreds of miles out of the way to the south.”

"They could ill dig acand through here," said Giordino thoughtfully.

"Too late. Big businessinterestsin the Panama Cand, environmentalists and ecologistswould dl fight the
project tooth and nail. Even if the Nicaraguan government gave its blessing, no one would put up the

money.

"I heard there were plans afoot to build arailroad tunnd through Nicaragua between the oceans.”

Rathbone stared out over theriver. "There were rumors circulating up and down the river for months,
but nothing ever came of it. Surveyors came with trangits and tramped through the jungles. Helicopters
were buzzing dl over the place. Geologists and engineersfilled my lodges and drank my whiskey, but
after nearly ayear they packed up theirequipment, went home and that was the end of that."

Giordino finished off his scotch and ordered another. *None ever came back?!

Rathbone shook his head. "Not that I'm aware of "

"Did they give areason for not pursuing the project?’ Fitt queried.

Again, ashake of the head. "None seemed to know more than | did. Their contracts were finished and
they were paid off. It al seemed very cloak-and-dagger. | got one of the engineers drunk the night before
he wasto depart, but al | got out of him wasthat he and hisfellow engineerswere al sworn to secrecy.”

"Was the genera contractor called Odyssey?"

Rathbone tiffened dightly. "Y es, that wasit, that wasit, Odyssey. The head man even came and stayed
at my lodgein El Cadtillo. A huge fellow. Must have weighed four hundred pounds. Caledhimsdf
Specter. Very strange. Never did get agood look at hisface. He was always surrounded by an
entourage, mostly women.”

"Women?' Giordino perked up.

"Mogt attractive, but business executive types. Very aoof, very efficient. Never talked or offered to be
friendly with any of thelocal people.”

"How did they arrive?' Fitt put to Rathbone.
"Landed and took off on theriver in abig amphibian airplane painted like an orchid.”
"Lavender?

"l guessyou could cdll it that."



Giordino swirled his scotch around the ice cubes. "Did you ever get ahint about why the project never
got off the ground?"

"Rumor, gossp and hearsay came up with at least fifty reasons, but none made any sense. My friendsin
the government at Managua acted as amazed as everyone adong theriver. They claimed the fault was not
theirs. They offered Odyssey every benefit, every advantage, since the project would have greetly
enhanced Nicaragua's economy. My own opinion isthat Specter found other more profitable projects for
the Odyssey Corporation and smply moved on."

At that moment, it felt asif the earth was twitching and theicein their glassestinkled, and the contents
quivered asif invigble raindrops werefdling onit. Thetops of the treesin the jungle swayed in unison
with the birds squawking and the moan of unseen animals.

"Earthquake," Giordino said indifferently.

"Morelike adight earth tremor," Fitt agreed, taking another sip from hisdrink.

"Y ou fellows don't seem upset at our local ground movement,” said Rathbone in mild surprise.
"Wegrew up in Cdifornia," Giordino explained.

Pitt exchanged glances with Giordino. Then he said, "I wonder if well experience any tremors on the rest
of our voyage up theriver."

Rathbone looked uneasy. "I doubt it. They come and go like thunder, but very infrequently and have yet
to cause any damage. The natives are asuperstitious |lot. They believe the ancient gods of their ancestors
have returned and areliving inthejungle.”

He dowly, with some effort, rose from his chair and stood unsteadily. " Gentlemen, thank you for the
drinks. It wasindeed, indeed, most delightful talking with you. But with age comes an urgeto go to bed
early. Will | seeyou again tomorrow?"

Pitt came to hisfeet and shook Rathbone's hand. " Perhaps. WEell probably take a nature hikein the
morning and continue our journey later in the afternoon.”

"Wed liketo spend aday in El Castillo and see the ruins of the fortress before we head upriver into
Lake Nicaragua," added Giordino.

"I'm afraid you can only seethe fortress from adistance,” said Rathbone. "Government police have put it
off-limitsto al locas and visiting tourists. They claimed it was deteriorating under the crowds wandering
the ruins. So much humbug in my book. The rain doesfar more damage than the feet of afew tourigts.”

"Are Nicaraguan police guarding thewals?*

"More security than a nuclear bomb factory. Security cameras, guard dogs and a ten-foot fence around
the fort, with barbwire running aong the top. One resident of El Cadtillo, afellow by the name of Jesus
Diego, became curious and tried to penetrate the security. Poor fellow was found hanging in atree on the
riverbank.”

"Dead?"



"Very dead." Rathbone quickly changed the subject. "If | wereyou, | wouldn't go near the place.
"We shdll take your advice," said Fitt.

"Well, gentlemen, it was a pleasure. Good evening.”

Asthey watched the old man shuffle awvay, Giordino said to Aitt, "What do you think?"

"Not what he gppeared,” Fitt said briefly. "He made no mention of the container port."

"Y ou caught the dainty handstoo.”

"The skin was too smooth and free of blemishesfor aman over seventy.”

Giordino motioned to awaiter. "Did you pick up on the voice? It sounded unnaturd, asif it wasa
recording.”

"Apparently, Mr. Rathbone was handing us abill of goods.”

"It would be nice to know what game he's playing."

When the waiter brought over another round of drinks and asked them if they were ready to be seated
for dinner, they both nodded and followed him into the dining room. Asthey were segted, Pitt asked the
waiter, "What isyour name?"'

"Marcus"

"Marcus, do you often experience earth tremors here in the jungle?”

"Oh,d, senor. But not until three, maybe four, years ago when they began moving up theriver."

"The tremors move?' asked Giordino, puzzled.

"S,very dowly.

"Inwhet direction?'

"They started at the mouth of the river at San Juan del Norte. Now they shake the earth in the jungle
above El Cadtillo.

"Definitely not an eerie phenomenon caused by Mother Nature.”
Giordino sighed. "Where is Sheena the Jungle Queen when you need her?'

"The godswill never let man find their secret, not in thejungle,” said Marcus, looking around him asif
expecting an assassin to creep up on him. "No man who goesin, comesout dive."

"When did men start disgppearing in thejungle?’ asked Fitt.

"About ayear ago, a university expedition went in to study the wildlife, and vanished. No trace of them



was ever found. The jungle guardsits secretswell.”

For the second time that evening, Pitt looked at Giordino and they both cracked tight smiles. "Oh, |
don't know," Pitt said dowly. " Secrets have an intriguing habit of becoming reveded.”
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Thefortress commandedthe top of an isolated hill that looked more like a huge grassy mound
surrounded by severd different varieties of trees. El Cadtillo delalnmaculada Concepeion, castle of the
immacul ate conception, was designed adong the lines of aVVauban fortification, with bastions on each of
itsfour corners. It wasin amazingly good shape after withstanding the ondaught of torrentiad rainsfor four
hundred years.

"l guessyou know," said Giordino as he lay on his back and stared up at the carpet of stars, "that
breaking and entering are not in our line of work."

Pitt was Stretched out beside him, peering through a nightscope at the fence surrounding the fortress of
El Cadtillo. "Not only that, but NUMA doesn't give us hazard pay.”

"We had better call the admiral and Rudi Gunn and give them an update on our adventures. Once we go
underground, the phone will be usdess.”

Pitt took the satellite phone from his knapsack and began diding anumber. " Sandecker isan early riser,
s0 he hitsthe bed early. Rudi should be handy, since were only an hour behind Washington.”

Five minutes later, Fitt closed the connection. "Rudi is going to have a hdlicopter standing by a San
Carlosif we haveto beat ahasty exit.”

Giordino returned his attention to the fortress. "I don't see any stairways, only ramps.”

"Stone dopes were more efficient for hauling cannons up and down from the ramparts,” said Fitt.
"Buildersin those days knew as much about building strongholds as contractors today know about
constructing skyscrapers.”

"See anything that resemblesan air vent to atunnd?"

"It must come up through the centra battlement.”

Giordino was glad there was no moon. " So how do we get over the fence, past the security cameras,
security alarms, security guards and the dogs?”



"Frg thingsfirst. We can't ded with the security until we penetrate thefence,” Pitt replied, quietly
absorbed in studying the fortress grounds.

"And how do we do that? It must be ten feet high.”
"We could try pole-vaulting over it."
Giordino looked at Pitt queerly. ™Y ou must be kidding."

"I am." Pitt pulled acoil of rope from his knapsack. "Can you sill climb atree or does your arthritislimit
any physicd activity?'

"My aging jointsaren't half as fiff asyours™"

Pitt dapped hisold friend on the shoulder. "Then let's seeif two old fogeys can Hill perform daring feats
of agility."

After breakfastat the lodge, and true to their word with Rathbone, Pitt and Giordino had latched onto a
tour guide who was leading a dozen tourists through the wildlife reserve, and took a nature hike. They
hung in the back of the group, talking between themsalves as the tour progressed, hardly noticing the
abundance of wildly colored birds and strange animals.

When they returned to the lodge, Pitt made some discreet inquiries about the old man and, ashe
suspected, the employees of the lodge said that asfar asthey knew, Rathbone was smply a guest who
had showed a Panamanian passport when he registered. If he owned a chain of lodges up and down the
river, it was newsto them.

At noon, they loaded up theGreek Angel withtheir gear and afew sandwiches from the kitchen and
shoved off into theriver. The engine caught on thefirst flick of the Sarter and they headed out of the
lagoon into the main current of the San Juan. The virgin jungle gave way to more open land enhanced by
greenrolling hills, with trees nestly spaced asif planted by alandscaper in avast park.

El Cadtillo was only six kilometers upriver and they had crawled dong at apace just dightly aboveidle,
rounding the final bend an hour later before passing under the colonia fortress that loomed above the
town. Moss spread over the ancient lavarock ruins, giving it the gppearance of an ugly blot on an
otherwise gorgeous landscape, while the picturesque little town below, with its roofs of red tin and
colorfully paintedpangas littering the riverbank, seemed an inviting oasis.

Except for river traffic, the village of El Cadtillo was completely detached from the rest of the world.
There were no roadsin or out, no cars and no airport. The residents subsisted by farming the encircling
hills, fishing and working inthe sawmill or palm oil factory twenty kilometers up theriver.

Pitt and Giordino wanted to be seen coming and departing from the little fishing community asthey
continued their cruise up the river toward Lake Nicaragua, so they tied up thepanga at asmall dock and
walked about fifty yards up adirt road toward alittle hotel with abar and restaurant. They passed
severd gally painted wooden houses and waved to three freshly scrubbed little girlsin yellow dresses
who were playing barefoot on a porch.



They saved their sandwiches from the kitchen of the Refugio Bartolafor the coming night excurson and
ordered alunch of fresh fish from the river, downed by thelocal beer.

The owner, whose name was Aragon, waited on their table. "May | recommend thegaspar. It's not often
caught, and when prepared with my specia sauce, it isagreat ddicacy.”

"Gagpar,” repeated Giordino. "Never heard of that one.”

"A living relic millions of years old with armored scales, asnout and fangs. | promise you'll never be dble
to enjoy it anyplace but here.”

"I'm dways game for an adventurein gourmet dining," said Aitt. "Bring on the gaspar.”
“I'm only going dong with great trepidation,” Giordino muttered.

"Too bad about the fortress being off-limits," said Fitt conversationdly. "I hear the museum wasworth a

vigt.

Aragon stiffened dightly and looked furtively through awindow at El Cadtillo." S, senor, itisapity you
must missit. But the government closed it down as too dangerousfor tourists.”

"L ooks pretty sturdy to me," said Giordino.
Aragon shrugged. "All | know iswhét the police from Managuatold me."
"Doitsguards stay intown?" asked Pitt.

Aragon shook his head. "They set up abarracksinsde the fortress and are rarely seen except when they
arerelieved by hdicopter from Managua.”

"None leave thefort, even for food, drink or pleasure?'
"No,senor. They do not socidize with us. Nor do they dlow anyone within ten meters of the fence."

Giordino poured his bottle of beer into aglass. "First timel ever heard of agovernment keeping tourists
out of amuseum becauseit might fall down.”

"Do you gentlemen wish to stay at the hotel tonight?* asked Aragon.

"No, thank you," answered Fitt. "I'm told there are rapids upriver and wed like to pass through whileit's
dill light."

"Y ou shouldn't have aproblem if you stay inside the channel. Boatsrarely overturnin therapidsif people
are careful. It'sthe crocodilesin cam water that present a problem to anyone who fals over the sde.”

"Does your restaurant serve steak?' Pitt inquired.
"Si, senor.Do you wish moreto eat?!

"No, wed like to take the meat with us for later. Once we pass through the rapids, my friend and | will



camp onshore and cook dinner over afire."

Aragon nodded. "Be sure and camp inland from the banks of the river or you might become food for a
hungry crocodile.”

"Feeding acroc wasn't exactly what | had in mind,” Fitt said, with abroad smile.

Departing latein the afternoon, they cruised through the rapids above El Castillo without mishap until they
were out of sight of the town. Seeing no otherpangas but their own between bendsin theriver, they
drovetheGreek Angel onto the bank, raised the outboard motor and pulled it into the lush underbrush
until it was completely hidden from al water traffic.

Whileit was till light, they found a narrow path that headed toward the town. Then they ate their
sandwiches and relaxed and dept till after midnight. Moving cautioudy aong the path while usng their
nightscope to penetrate the night, they skirted the little houses and made their way into athicket of
bushes, where they lay now and studied the security surrounding the fortress, spotting and marking the
TV security camerasin their minds.

A light drizzle began to fal and soon their thin clothes were soaked through. Standing inaraininthe
tropics was like standing in ashower a home. The water temperature was as comfortable to the skin as
if it had been preset on afaucet.

When ready, Fitt, followed by Giordino, climbed into a high jatoba tree that towered more than a
hundred feet high with atrunk diameter of four feet. The tree stood within severd feet of the fence around
thefortress, and itslower limbs stretched far over the fence top that was circled with arazor-sharp spira
of stedl. Throwing alooped rope around athick branch ten feet above, Giordino climbed up onto a
higher limb before crawling through the smaller branches until he was beyond the fence and twelve feet
above the ground. There he paused and swept the ground below with the nightscope.

Using the rope, Aitt hauled his body upward with his hands while his feet walked the tree trunk.
Reaching the limb, he crept through the branches until he was even with Giordino's booted feet. "Any sign
of the guards and their dogs?" he whispered.

"The guardsarelazy," Giordino replied. "They loosed the dogs to run by themselves."

"A wonder they haven't scented us by now."

"Y ou spoke too soon. | seethree of them staring in our direction. Oh, oh, here they come on therun."

Before the dogs began barking, Pitt reached into the knapsack on his back, grabbed the steaks from the
restaurant and heaved them onto aramp leading to the nearest bastion. They landed with adistinct plop
sound that the dogs heard and homed in on.

"Areyou surethiswill work?" Giordino murmured.

"It dways doesin the movies."



"Now there's cheery assurance,” Giordino groaned.

Pitt dropped down off the tree limb to the ground and stayed on hisfeet. Giordino followed, casting a
wary eye on the dogs, who chewed their raw meat in happy ddlirium without paying the least atention to
the two intruders.

"I may never doubt you again," Giordino said under his bregath.
"I won't forget you said that."

Fitt led the way toward one of the stone ramps, using the night-scope to see when the nearest TV
cameraswung to itswidest arc. When he signaled with awhistle, Giordino ran under the camerasblind
side and sprayed the lens with black paint. Moving on, they paused outside the closed and darkened
museum, listening for suspi cious sounds. Muted voices could be heard over the rampartsinsdethemain
courtyard, where the guards temporary barracks had been constructed. They entered what was once a
storeroom. The onewalls were still solid, but the wooden beams and roof were long gone.

Pitt motioned toward a centra turret that rose above the rest of the fort. It was built like a pyramid with
the upper half diced off a themiddle. "If thereisavertica ventilator shaft from below, it hasto come out
there" he said softly.

"Theonly logica place" Giordino agreed. Then he cocked an ear. "What's that racket?"

Pitt paused, listening, his senses dert, his ears piercing the night. Then he nodded in the darkness. " That
whirring sound must be coming from the ventilator fans.”

Keeping in the darkened shadows, they climbed anarrow ramp of stones that protruded from the walls
of the turret and ended at a small access door. A rush of cool air through the narrow opening struck them
with nearly theforce of awind tunnel. Bending low againgt the draft, Fitt entered and foundhimsdf
gtanding at the base of alarge wire-mesh cage. The whirring noise from the fan blades begting the air
bel ow the mesh opening magnified and tore at their eardrums.

"Noisy devil," yelled Giordino.

"That's because wereright on top of it. Bealot worseif it didn't have sllencersingdled. Asitis, the
noiseis pretty well muted outside the turret.”

"| didn't bargain for agae-forcewind,” said Giordino, as he examined the thickness of thewire-mesh
cover.

"The fans are designed to produce a computer-ca culated volume of air at an efficient pressure.”
"There you go again with the lecture. Don't tell me you took abasic coursein tunnel construction.”

"Have you forgotten the summer between semesters at the Air Force Academy when | worked inasiiver
minein Leadville, Colorado?' retorted Fitt.

"l remember,” said Giordino, smiling. "'l spent my summer asalifeguard in Malibu." Giordino peered
through the wire mesh. A glow of light rose from the opening. He walked around the mesh until he found
abolt holding it to alatch. "Locked from theinside," he observed. "WEell need to cut through the mesh.”



Pitt produced asmall pair of wire cutters from his backpack. "I thought we might need these if weran
into barbwire."

Giordino held them up to the light from below. "They should do nicely. Now please stand back while the
measter creates an entrance.”

It looked easy, but wasn't. Giordino was sweating rivers twenty-five minuteslater when hefindly cut a
hole high and wide enough for them to crawl through. He handed the cutters back to Fitt, pulled the mesh
gpart and peered into the shaft. The square-cut ventilator shaft, acting as the passage for the expelled air
from the tunnd far below, wasfifteen feet wide. A circular metd tube filled one corner. Thiswasthe
access shaft, with aladder that seemed to vanish into abottomless pit.

"For maintenance in case the ventilator system needsrepair,” Fitt volunteered loudly over the fan noise.
"It also serves as an emergency exit for the mine workers should there be afire or aroof collapsein the
maintunnd."

Giordino entered the shaft feet first onto the lower rungs of the ladder. He paused and looked up at Pitt
sourly. "I hope | won't regret thisl" he shouted over the roar of the fans, as he began his descent.

Pitt was thankful the shaft waslit. After dropping down the ladder fifty feet, he paused and |ooked
below. All he could see was the ladder stretching into infinity, like the tracks of arailroad. No sign of the
bottom wasvisble.

He pulled out a paper towel from apocket, toreit into two small pieces, wadded them up and stuffed
themin hisears as plugs againg theirritating noise level of the fans. Besides the main fan system, booster
fans had been ingtdled every hundred feet to maintain the required pressure to vent the tunnel to the
surface.

After what seemed hdf alifetime, and what Giordino estimated was adrop of five hundred feet, he
stopped his descent and waved a hand. The bottom of the ladder wasin view. Sowly, cautioudy, he
turned until he was upside-down. Then he crawled downward until his eyes could see under what was
now the roof of asmall control center that monitored and detected the gasses, carbon monoxide,
temperature and fan system operations.

Pitt and Giordino had passed far below the main fan system and could now conversein low tones.
Giordinoraised up until he was on his feet again and spoke to Fitt, who had did down the ladder beside
him.

"What'sthe satus?' Pitt asked softly.

"The ladder runsthrough aventilator systems control center that sits about fifteen feet above the floor of
thetunnd. A man and awoman are Sitting at computer consoles. Luckily, they're facing away, with their
backsto the ladder. We should be able to take them out before they know what hit them.”

Pitt looked into Giordino's dark eyes, only inches away. "How do you want it?"

Giordino'slips parted in aconniving grin. "I'll take the man. Y ou're better at incapacitating women than |

Aitt glared a him. "Y ou big chicken.”



They wasted no more time and dropped down the ladder into the control booth silently without being
detected. The system operators—the man wearing black coverdls, the woman in white—were intent on
monitoring their computers and did not see the reflection of their assailantsin their screens until it wastoo
late. Giordino came in from the side and dugged the man with aright hook to the jaw. Pitt opted for
griking the back of the woman's neck just below her skull. Both went out with no more than dight
moans.

Keeping unseen below the windows, Fitt pulled aroll of duct tape from his knapsack and tossed it to
Giordino. "Bind them up while | removether coverdls.”

In less than three minutes the unconscious ventilation systems operators were bound and gagged in their
underwear and rolled under counters out of sight from anyone passing by below. Fitt dipped on the black
coverdls, which were aloosefit, while Giordino burst the seams of the white coverdlsthat came off the
woman. They found matching hard hats on a shelf and put them on. Fitt casually carried his knapsack
over one shoulder, while Giordino looked officid with aclipboard and pencil. One after the other, they
dropped down the ladder to the tunnd floor.

When they got their bearings and stared around their surroundings, Pitt and Giordino stood spellbound in
awe, asthey stared a the immense spectacle, their eyes narrowing under the glare of an unending array
of lights

Thiswas no ordinary railroad tunnel. It was no railroad tunnd at dl.
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The horseshoe-shaped tunnel was far more immense than either he or Giordino had imagined. Fitt felt as
though he was standing in aJules Verne fantasy. He estimated the bore at fifty feet in diameter; far wider
than any tunnel ever congtructed. The diameter of the Chunnel that ran between France and England was
twenty-four feet and the Seikan Tunnel that connected Honshu with Hokkaido was thirty-two.

Thewhirr of the ventilator fans was replaced with a buzzing sound that echoed up and down the tunnel.
Above them, mounted on aseries of sted beams, a huge conveyor belt traveled continuoudy toward the
eastern end of the tunnel. Instead of rocks twelve to eighteen inchesin size, the muck had been crushed
amost to sand.

"There's the source of your brown crud,” said Fitt. "They grind down the rock until it has the consistency
of st so it can be pumped through a pipe into the Caribbean.”

A railroad track and aparallel concrete roadway ran beneath the conveyor belt. Fitt knelt and studied
therallsand ties. "Electric-powered, like the subways of New Y ork."



"Mind thethird rail," warned Giordino. "No telling how much voltage is running through it.”
"They must have generator substations every few milesto provide power."
"Y ou goingto put a penny on the track?' Giordino asked in jest.

Pitt stood and stared into the distance. "No waythese tracks could handle high-speed
two-hundred-and-forty-mile-an-hour trains carrying cargo containers. Therails are not of superior quality
and the metal tiesarelaid too far gpart. On top of al that, slandard railroad gauge between railsis four
feet eight and ahdf inches. These measure about three feet, which makesit anarrow-gauge railroad.”

"Laid as equipment support and supply trangport for atunne-boring machine.”

Pitt's eyebrows rose. "Where did you come up with that?'

"I read about TBMsin abook somewhere."

"Y ou move to the head of the class. Thistunne was excavated by a boring machine, abig one.
"Maybe they intend to replace the tracks later,” Giordino speculated.

"Why wait until the entire tunnel is dug? Tracklaying men and equipment should follow in the wake of the
boring machineto savetime." Fitt dowly shook hishead pensively. "A tunnd this sze wasn't built for train
traffic. It must serve another purpose.”

They turned as alarge double-decker bus painted lavender silently passed, itsdriver waving. They
turned away and acted asif they were discussing something on Giordino's clipboard as workers sitting
insde, wearing different-colored jumpsuits and hard hats, passed by. All were wearing sunglasses. Pitt
and Giordino aso noted the Odyssey name and horse logo on the side of the bus. The driver dowed, not
sureif they wanted aride, but Pitt waved him on.

"Electric-powered," said Giordino.
"Eliminates carbon monoxide exhaust pollution.”

Giordino walked over to apair of empty battery-powered golf cartsthat |ooked like miniature sports
cars. "Nice of them to provide us with trangportation.” He climbed behind the whed. "Which way?'

Pitt thought a moment. "L et's follow the excavated muck on the conveyor bet. Thismay well be our only
chanceto confirmif that's the source of the brown crud.”

The cavernous tunnel seemed to trail off forever. The road traffic looked to be restricted to transporting
mine workers, while the narrow-gauged railroad carried only muck and cargo. The golf cart's pand held
aspeedometer, and Pitt clocked the speed of the conveyor belt. It wastraveling at the rapid clip of
twelve milesan hour.

Pitt turned his attention to the upper works of the tunnel. After the boring machine had passed, the
miners had ingtaled rock bolt support systems to strengthen the rock's natural tendency to reinforceitsdf .
Then athick lining of shotcrete or gunite was sprayed on the tunnd pneumatically a high velocity.
Conveying the concrete for long distances would have been accomplished by booster pumps spaced
from the entrance source to the recently excavated area behind the boring machine. Thiswould have



been followed by an injection of fluid grout under pressure to sedl off leaks from groundwater. Besides
ensuring water tightness from without, the shotcrete and grout would aso improve the flow of fluid
through the tunnel, a phenomenon that Pitt began to believe was adistinct possibility.

The overhead lightsilluminated the tunnel o brilliantly it dmost hurt the eyes. Both men could now
understand why the workersin the bus had worn sunglasses againgt the glare. Almost asif they timed
their actions, Pitt and Giordino put on their own sunglasses.

An dectric locomoative pulling severd flatbed cars and carrying open crates of rock bolts passed,
headed in the opposite direction toward the ongoing excavation. Thetrain crew al waved at the two men
inthe golf cart, who responded by waving back.

"Everyoneisred down-homefriendly in these parts," remarked Giordino.

"Did you notice themen wear black jumpsuits and the women either white or green?”

" Specter must have lived aformer life as an interior decorator.”

"Morelike some sort of caste identification system,” said Fitt.

"I'd cut off an ear before | wore lavender," muttered Giordino, suddenly becoming aware that he was
covered inwhite. "'l think I'm out of uniform.”

"Suff something in your chest.”
Giordino said nothing, but hisbitter stare at Pitt said it dll.

A sober ook crossed Pitt'sface. "I wonder if those miners have any idea of the toxic mineral content of
the muck they're pouring into the sea.”

"They will," added Giordino, "when their hair sartsfaling out and their interna organsdissolve.”

They continued on, conscious of an unnatura atmosphere deep below the earth and sea. They passed
severd smdler crosscut tunnelsleading off to thelr 1eft that aroused their curiosity. Another pardld tunnd
appeared to be linked by the crosscuts every thousand yards. Pitt assumed it was a service tunnel for
electrica conduits.

"There's the explanation for the earth tremors on the surface,” said Fitt. "They didn't useabig
tunnel-boring machine for these amdl tunnds. They were excavated by drilling and blagting.”

"Shdl weturnin?'
"Later," replied Fitt. "Let's push ahead and follow the muck on the conveyor belt.”

Giordino was stunned at the power of the golf cart. He got it up to fifty miles an hour and he soon began
overhauling other vehicles on the concrete road.

"Better dow down," cautioned Pitt. "We don't want to arouse suspicion.”

"Y ou think they got traffic cops down here?"



"No, but big brother iswatching,” Pitt countered, discreetly nodding at acamera mounted above on the
overhead lighting system.

Giordino reluctantly dowed and settled behind abustraveling in the same direction. Pitt began timing the
bus schedule and quickly calculated that the buses ran twenty minutes apart and stopped at work sites
when and wherever minerswaited to board or requested to get off. He glanced at the hands on his
watch. It was only aquestion of time before the technicians on the replacement shift entered the ventilator
control room and found their coworkers duct-taped to the floor. So far, no alarms had been sounded,
nor had they seen security guards cruising up and down the tunnel asif searching for someone.

"We're coming up on something,” Giordino derted Fitt.

A thumping sound became stronger as they moved closer to what Pitt quickly identified asagiant
pumping station. The rock that had been crushed to sand was sent from the conveyor belt into a
mongtrous bin. From there, pumps the size of athree-story building thrust it into huge pipes. As Pitt had
concluded, the contaminated muck was then propelled into the sea wherePoco Bonito had run aground
on the accumulation. Beyond the pumping stations were giant stedl doors.

"The enigma goes deeper,” said Fitt thoughtfully. " Those pumps are monumenta, far more capable of
pumping ten times the excavated muck. They must serve another purpose.”

"They'll probably dismantle them when the tunnd isfinished.”
"l don't think so. They look permanent.”
"I wonder what's on the other sde of those doors," said Giordino.

"The Caribbean,” answered Fitt. "We must be miles from shore and deep beneath the surface of the
«a"

Giordino's eyes never left the doors. "How in the world did they dig thisthing?*

"They began with an open excavation onshore by digging aportd. Firg, astarter tunnel was launched
with adifferent type of machine caled aroadheader excavator. When it reached a caculated depth, the
big boring machine was brought in and assembled in the excavated tunnd. It worked east under the sea,
then it must have been disassembled and reassembled so it could begin excavating in the opposite
direction toward the west."

"How could an operation this sSizebe kept secret?"

"By paying the miners and engineers big bucks to keep their mouthsshut, or perhaps by threats and
blackmail."

"According to Rathbone, they don't hesitate to kill intruders. Why not workmen with |oose tongues?

"Don't remind me about intruders. Anyway, suspicions confirmed,” Pitt said dowly. "The brown crud is
spread into the sea by man without the dightest consideration for the terrible consequences.”

Giordino shook hishead dowly. "A contaminated dump operation that puts dl othersto shame.”

Aitt reached into his knapsack again and lifted out asmall digital cameraand began taking pictures of the



giant pumping operation.

"] don't suppose your magical kit can produce any food and drink?" probed Giordino.
Pitt reached indde and produced a pair of granolabars. " Sorry, that'sthe best | can do.”
"Whet dseisinthere?'

"My trusty old Colt forty-five."

"l guess we can adways shoot ourselves before they hang us" Giordino said glumly.
"Weve seen what we camefor,” said Aitt. "Timeto go home."

Giordino was pressing his foot on the accel erator before Fitt finished his sentence. " The sooner we're out
of here, the better. Were on borrowed time asitis."

Pitt continued snapping pictures asthey drove. "One more detour, | want to see what'sinsgde those
crosscut tunnels.”

Ashe accelerated, Giordino sensed that heading off into aside tunnel was only part of Fitt's plan. He
was dead certain that Pitt wanted to check out the other end of the tunnel and observe the big boring
machinein action. Pictures were taken of every piece of equipment they passed. No small detail of the
tunne's congtruction went unrecorded.

Giordino swung right into thefirst crosscut he reached without dowing down, taking the turn on two
whesdls. Pitt hung on and gave him awaspish look, but said nothing. They had traveled less than two
hundred feet when abruptly the golf cart shot into another tunnel. They cameto afast sop and stared in
total astonishment.

"Mind-boggling," Giordino muttered under his breath in awe.
"Don't stop,” ordered Aitt. "Keep going.”

Giordino acquiesced and drove the golf cart at top speed into another tunnel. He didn't hesitate or wait
for Aitt to urge him forward. Hisfoot never came off the peda asthey charged through the crosscut into
afourth tunnel. At last they could go no farther, and Giordinobraked the cart before they struck the far
wall. They sat therefor severd moments, staring left and right into eternity, taking in theimmensity of
what they were seeing.

The gargantuan proportions of the tunnel network became even more spectacular when Fitt and
Giordino in stunned dishdlief forced themselves to accept the fact that therewas not one but four immense
interconnected tunnds of equd size.

Giordino didn't astound eadily, but he was shamelesdy overwhelmed. "Thiscan't bered," hesad, ina
voice barely above awhisper.

Caefully, Fitt geded himsdlf, shutting out all inclinationsto fog hismind from theimpact and blind his
concentration. There had to be an explanation for the Herculean undertaking. How wasiit possible that
Specter had built four massive tunnels under the mountains of Nicaragua without exposure by
internationd intelligence or the media? How could such avast project have gone unnoticed for more than



four years?
"How many railroads does Specter intend to operate?' Giordino muttered dazedly.
"These tunnels weren't built to run cargo acrossthe land by rail," Pitt mused.
"Barge transportation, maybe?"
"Not cogt-€efficient. There hasto be another objective behind it al.”
"There hasto be acolossal bonanza at the end of the rainbow for such an expensive undertaking.”
"The cost must have easily run more than the estimated seven billion.”

Their voices reverberated up and down the cavernous tunnd that was completely empty of men and
vehicles. If not for the perfectly arched walls and roof and the smooth concrete surface, they could have
imagined themsdvesin an immense natura grotto.

Ritt tilted his head down at the floor of the tunndl. "So much for arapid trangt cargo system. They
removed therailroad tracks."

Giordino nodded discreetly at a security cameramounted on apost that was aimed directly at them.
"Wed better beat a hasty retreat back to the main tunnel and find another means of transportation. This
cart istoo congpicuous.”

"Good thinking," said Fitt. "If they haven't figured out that they have unwelcome intruders by now, they
must be brain-dead.”

They retraced their journey through the three empty tunnels, stopping just short of the fourth, where they
hed started. They parked the golf cart in the crosscut tunndl beyond a security cameraand nonchaantly
walked down the roadway until they reached astop where eight other miners were standing around
waiting for the bus. Close up and through their sunglasses, Ritt could seetheir eyes. They weredl Asan.
Aitt nudged Giordino, who got the message.

"Tenwill get you twenty, they're Red Chinese," whispered Fitt.

"1 won't take the bet."

No sooner had the double-decker bus arrived than afleet of cartswith red and yellow lights flashing
sped past and into the crosscut tunnel they'd just deserted.

"Oncethey find the cart, it will take them al of ten seconds to know we're on thisbus," said Giordino.

Ritt's eyeswere on atrain that was gpproaching from the east sector of the tunnel. "My thoughts
exactly." He held up ahand and motioned for the bus driver to continue after the waiting miners had
boarded. The door closed with a hiss and the bus moved on.

"When was the last time you chased afreight train?' Fitt asked Giordino, as they hurried across the road
and stood talking in detachment as the locomotive passed by, the engineer insde the cab reading a

magazine.



"Severd years ago in the Sahara Desart, the train carrying toxic chemicasto Fort Foureau.”
"As| remember, you dmog fell off."
"| hate it when you make sport of me," said Giordino, with adownward twist of hislips.

Theingtant the locomotive passed by, they sprinted along the track. Fitt had already clocked thetrain's
Speed at twenty miles an hour, and they judged their running speed accordingly. Giordino wasfast for his
size. He put his head down and charged after aflatbed car asif he was carrying afootball toward the end
zone. He grabbed the hand ladder asit passed, held on and was literaly swept onto the car. Pitt dso
used the momentum of the train to swing himself aboard.

The flatbed car was loaded with two pickup trucks of unknown origin powered by an eectrica motor.
Shiny new, they looked to be fresh off the boat. Without aword between them, Pitt and Giordino threw
open adoor and dipped into one of the truck’s cabs, crouching down bel ow the windows and the
dashboard. Their timing couldn't have been more perfect, as two security patrol cars came screaming
past thetrain, lights flashing asthey raced after the bus.

Pitt looked pleased. "Our little maneuver was missed by the cameras or they'd have come after us
instead of the bus."

" About time we had some luck."
"Stay put,” ingtructed Aitt. "I'll be right back."

He opened the door on the side of the train away from the road and lowered himself to his hands and
knees. Crawling from front to back, he removed the chocks and tie-down chains that held the pickup
truck to therail car. Then he scrambled back inside.

Giordino looked a him strangely. "I can read your mind, and | can't see how were going to drive off a
moving train into atunnd that's blocked on both ends.”

"Well worry about it when the time comes,” Pitt tossed off placidly.

Thereis nothing on earth that remotely resembles a big tunndl-boring machine,

The TBM that dug the tunnels under Nicaragua from the Atlantic coast to the Pacific shore stretched
over one hundred and twenty yardsin length, followed by another hundred yards of its equipment train.

Anincredibly complicated monster that looked like the first stage of a Saturn rocket, it was driven by an
electric variable-gpeed drive that diminated any hydraulic oil leakage and pollution. The Specter TBM
fractured flakes of bedrock by the continuous rotation of a series of carbide cutters mounted on a
massive stedl cutter head that could cut acircular tube through hard rock fifty-two feet in diameter at the
rate of one hundred and fifty feet aday. The body that enclosed the cutter head a so contained the drive
motorsthat provided the enormous power it took to thrust the cutter's teeth into the rock, and the
hydraulic pressesthat exerted the immense pressure it took to force the TBM into solid wall and grind



away the rock.

The giant machine was articulated, and its operator, who was positioned at the front of the machine,
could automaticaly steer it with the use of alaser while he monitored the operation. The excavated muck
was transported to the rear section of the TBM and passed through arock crusher that mashed the rock
into fine sand. From there, the conveyor belt carried it back toward the opposite end of the tunnel, where
it was pumped out into the sea.

Thetrainstopped two hundred yards behind the TBM and benegth the overhead conveyor to unload at a
supply depot and termind. A series of large freight eevatorsran out of sight through the roof of the
tunndl. A group of women in white jumpsuits exited one of the elevators and climbed into a bus. Fitt
angled close to them and overheard one woman say the ingpection had to befinished in eight hoursso a
report-could be sent to company headquarters above.

It made no sense to PFitt. Headquarters? Where above?

No one seemed to mind as he casualy drove the truck from the flatbed onto the loading dock and down

aramp to the concrete road. Then he pulled over and stopped behind arow of three other eectric
trucks.

Giordino looked around the busy area, where at least thirty miners were engaged in operating the mass
of machinery. "That wastoo easy."

"Were not homeyet," said Fitt. "Weve got to find away out of here."
"We could dways climb out through another ventilator.”

"Not if werre under Lake Nicaragua.”

"How about the one we came from?"

" think we can safely forget that plan.”

Giordino was absorbed, watching the operation of the big TBM. "Okay, mastermind, what's your next
scenario?!

"We can't escape from thistunnel, because it isn't completed yet. Our only hopeisto sneak out the
Pecific Sdefrom one of the other three tunndls ventilators."

"Andif it provesimpossible?
"Then I'll have to come up with another plan.”

Giordino pointed down the loading dock, where security guards were checking the ID passes of the
miners. "Timeto shove off. We don't exactly fit our descriptions.”

Pitt held up the ID clamped to the breast pocket of hisjumpsuit and stared at it with amusement. "I'min



trouble. Thisguy isfivefoot two. I'm sx-three."

"What about me?' Giordino said with ady smile. "How will | ever produce ahead of long hair and aset
of boobs?'

Pitt cracked the door and looked up and down the far side of the loading dock and found it deserted.
"Out thisway."

Giordino followed Pitt and did across the front seet of the pickup. They hit the loading dock crouched
and running before cutting into an open door of awarehouse. Sneaking around unopened crates
containing replacement parts for the various equipment and TBM, they found arear passage that took
them out of the warehouse and back aong therailroad track. They paused behind arow of Porta Pottis
and took stock.

"It'd help if we had trangportation,” said Giordino, wrinkling his nose distastefully.
"Wishing will makeit so," Fitt said with abig grin.

Without waiting for Giordino, he stood up, waked from behind the Porta Pottis and casudly
approached one of the security guards vehicles thatwas parked unattended. He settled behind the whed!,
turned the ignition to the eectric motor and pressed his foot on the accelerator, as Giordino lesped
through the opposite door. The eectrica power from the batteries flowed through the front-whed-drive,
direct-coupled differential and the car silently moved away.

The Fitt luck sill held. The security guards were so busy examining the miners 1Dsthat they did not
notice their patrol car being stolen. Not only was the éectric car whisper quiet, but the noise and clatter
of the TBM made it impossible for them to hear the workerstrying to cdl their attention to the car theft.

To makeit look officia, Giordino reached toward the dashboard and flicked the switch to the revolving
lights on the forward edge of the roof. As soon asthey cameto the first crosscut tunnd, Pitt hung ahard
left and repeated the maneuver, swinging into the main tunnel and heading toward its western portd.

Pitt assumed that the four tunnels had been excavated under Lake Nicaraguato come up beyond the
narrow stretch of land separating the |ake from the ocean at the old port of San Juan del Sur. Herethe
ventilators had to be placed before the tunnels continued out from shore.

But Aitt waswrong.
After driving severd miles, they cameto amassive set of pumps like the onesthey had encountered on
the eastern end of the tunnel network. Then the tunnd aoruptly ended at another pair of gigantic doors.

Thetrickles of water that seeped around their edges and down the tunnel gave proof that they were not
surfacing near San Juan del Sur but had come to adead end far out under the Pecific Ocean.
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After Admira Sandecker'smorning run from his Watergate condominium to NUMA headquarters, he
went directly to his office without stopping off at the agency gym to shower and change into abusiness
suit. Rudi Gunn was waiting for him, agrim expression on his hawklike face. He stared over hishorn-rim
glasses as Sandecker sat down at his desk, wiping the swesat from hisface and neck with atowe.

"What'sthe latest word from Ritt and Giordino?'

"Nothing in the last eight hours.” Gunn was uneasy. "Not since they entered what they described asa
ventilator shaft leading to adeep underground tunnel that Pitt reckoned ran through the jungle of
Nicaragua from the Pacific to the Caribbean.”

"No contact at al?"

"Only slence," answered Gunn. "Impossible to communicate by phone when they're deep underground.”

"A tunnel running from seato sea," murmured Sandecker, his voice dubious.

Gunn nodded dightly. "Pitt was certain of it. He aso reported that the builder was the Odyssey
conglomeraion.”

"Odyssey?" Sandecker looked at Gunnin confusion. "Again?'
Gunn nodded again.

"They seem to crop up everywhere." Sandecker rose from his desk and gazed out the window
overlooking the Potomac River. He could just see the furled red sails of hislittle schooner docked at a
marinadownriver. "I'm not aware of any tunnd being dug through Nicaragua. There wastalk about
building an underground railroad to transport cargo on high-speed trains. But that was severa years ago,
and asfar as| know nothing ever came of it."

Gunn opened afile, pulled out savera photos and spread them on the admiral’s desk. "Here are satellite
photos taken over aperiod of severd years of adeepy little port called San Juan del Norte."

"Where did these come from?"' asked Sandecker with interest.

Gunn smiled. "Hiram Y aeger tapped hislibrary of satellite photos from the various intelligence services
and programmed them into NUMA'sdatafiles.”

Sandecker adjusted his glasses and began examining the photos, his eyes touching on the dates they
were taken, printed on the bottom borders. After afew minutes, he looked up. "Five years ago, the port
looked deserted. Then it looks like heavy equipment was barged in and dock facilities built for cargo
containerships.”

"You'l noticethat any and al supply and equipment containers were immediately moved into
prefabricated warehouses, and never came out.”

"Incredible that such avast undertaking has gone unnoticed for so long.”



Gunn laid afile on the desk beside the photos. "Y aeger dso obtained areport on the Odyssey's
programs and operations. Their financia dedlings are sketchy. Because they're headquartered in Brazil,
they are not required to rel ease profit-and-loss statements.”

"What about their stockholders? Surely they must receive annua reports.”

"They're not listed on any of the international stock markets because the company's wholly owned by
Specter."

"Could they have funded such a project on their own?" asked Sandecker.

"Asfar aswe cantdl, they havethe resources. But Y aeger believesthat on a project of this magnitude,
they werelikely funded by the People's Republic of China, which has bankrolled Specter's Central
American developmentsin the past.”

"Sounds|logicd. The Chinese areinvesting heavily in the areaand are building a sphere of influence.”

"Anather factor in the secrecy,” explainedGunn, "isthe opportunity to sidestep al environmenta, socia
and economic impacts. Opposition by Nicaraguan activists and any problems dealing with right-of-way
would smply beignored by their government while the work progressed covertly."

"What other projects are Specter and the Red Chinese working on together?”

"Port facilities on both sides of the Panama Cana and a bridge that will crossit, scheduled to open early
next year."

"But why al the secrecy?' muttered Sandecker, as he returned to his chair. "What isto be gained from
it?"

Gunn threw up his hands helplesdy. "Without more intelligence, we'rein the dark on that score.”
"Wecant just St on thisthing.”
"Shall we contact Centra Intelligence and the Pentagon about our suspicions?' asked Gunn.

Sandecker looked pensive for amoment. Then he said, "No, well go direct to the president's national
Security advisor.”

"| agree," said Gunn. "This could prove to be avery serious situation.”

"Damn!" Sandecker blurted in frudtration. "If only wed hear from Fitt and Giordino. Then we might have
aclue asto what's going on down there."

Having reachedthe dead end, Pitt and Giordino had no option but to turn around and speed back in the
direction they'd come. The fourth of the four tunnels appeared deserted and devoid of al equipment. It
was as empty as though men had never created it. Only the pumps on both ends, standing eerily slent,



reveadled aveiled purpose that Pitt was at alossto explain.

What was ds0 strange was that no fleet of security guard cars, lights flashing, came hurtling though the
empty and darkened tunnd after them. Nor were there any security cameras. They had al been removed
when the tunnel was completed.

The answer quickly became obvious.

"l can see now," said Giordino camly, "why the security guards are in no hurry to grab us.”

"We have no placeto go," Fitt finished answering the puzzle. "Ourr little venture into the bizarre is over.
AllSpecter's security people haveto do iswait until we get hungry and thirsty, then welcome us back into
the main tunnel when we give oursalves up in hope of alast mea before we're hung.”

"They would probably prefer to let usrot in here.”

"Thereisthat."

Pitt wiped adeeve across hisforehead to blot the swest that suddenly began streaming into his eyes.
"Have you noticed the temperature in thistunne is much higher than the others?"

"It'sbeginning to fed likeasteam bath in here,” said Giordino, hisface glistening.
"Theair likesulfur."
"Speaking of hunger. How's your supply of granolabars?’

"Fresh out."

Abruptly, the thought crossed their minds at the same time, and they turned to each other and uttered
two wordsin unison.

"Ventilator shaft."

Giordino suddenly became sober. "Maybe not. | didn't see any raised control boothsin the outer
tunnds”

"They would have been removed aong with the railroad tracks and the overhead lighting and sealed,
since they were no longer essentia to remove pollution from the excavation.”

"Y es, but the ladder rungs were embedded in the tunnel walls. I'll bet next month's pay, if | liveto spend
it, that they didn't bother to remove them.”

"WEIl know soon enough,” said Fitt, as Giordino hit the accel erator and the cart legped forward, its
headlights probing the darkness ahead.

After covering nearly twenty miles, Giordino spotted the rungs of aladder crawling up onewall. He
parked about thirty feet away s0 the headlights would illuminate awider areaof thetunnd wall. "The
rungs go up to where aventilator shaft control booth once hung,” he said, rubbing the stubble that had
sprouted on his cheeks and chin.



Pitt stepped from the cart and began climbing the rungs. It had been ayear or more since the tunndl was
completed and stripped down. The rungs were dimy with dampness and flaked with rust. He reached the
top and found around manholdike iron cover sealing the entrance to the ventilator shaft above. There
wasadiding bolt holding it againgt bottom stops.

Wrapping one hand through arung for balance, he used both hands to grip the bolt and pull. It did out of
its clamp with little res stance. Then Fitt leaned to the Side until his shoulder was pressed againgt the
cover, and heaved.

It moved amillimeter at most.

"It'sgoing to take the two of us," he called down.

Giordino came up the ladder until he was standing one rung up from Fitt to compensate for the
differencein their heights. It was the wolf matching strength with the bear. With two shoulders againgt the
heavy iron cover, they both put their strength into the effort.

The cover fought back, budged lessthan aninch and frozein place.

"Stubborn devil," grunted Giordino.

"At least it moved and isn't welded,” Pitt replied.

Giordino grinned. "Once more with fedling.”

"Onthree"

They stared at each other briefly and nodded.

"One" sad Aitt, "two and threeeee"

They both thrust upward with every ounce of strength they possessed. For an instant, the cover resisted.
Then it dowly gave, and with aloud screech it abruptly swvung open and clanged againgt onewall of the
ventilator shaft. They stared upward into the ominous black cavity asif it was astairway to paradise.

"] wonder where it comes out," murmured Giordino between bresaths.
"I have no idea, but we're going to find out.”

Giordino gave Fitt'sarm alight squeeze. "Hold on. In case the Specter goons come looking for us, let's
give them something to chase.”

He dropped down the ladder and climbed in the eectric security guard car. He removed the belt off his
shorts and tied the steering whedl so the front tires were positioned straight ahead. Then he pulled the
front seat out of the car and stood it on end, using it to press the accelerator against the floorboard.
Findly, heturned on the ignition and stepped back.

The car shot down the tunndl, its headlights carving weird patterns through the darkness. Within a
hundred yards, it yawed against onewall of the tunnel,then careened againgt the other sideinitswild ride,
bouncing back and forth with arending screech of tortured metd far into the distance.



"I wonder how Specter will explain that to hisinsurance adjuster,” said Giordino. He turned, but Pitt was
aready scaing the ladder.

In the tension and stress of the past severa hours, Pitt was surprised at how gtiff and cramped his
muscles had become. He climbed dowly, conserving his strength. With no lights, he felt atouch of
claustrophobia as he ascended in the pitch-blackness. Me began counting the rungs and paused
whenever he reached the fiftieth to catch his breath. They were spaced twelve inches gpart, so it wasa
matter of Smple arithmetic to cacul ate the distance they had climbed. Climbing down the ventilator shaft
into the control booth from El Cadtillo, assisted by gravity,seemed likeaswim in the bathtub in
comparison. At rung three hundred and fifty, Pitt stopped and waited for Giordino to catch up. "Doesthis
never end?’ Giordino gasped.

"Pardon the pun,” Pitt muttered between heavy breaths, "but thereislight a the end of the tunnel.”

Giordino looked upward and saw atiny glow in the distance. It looked ten miles away to him. "Isthere
any way it could cometo us?'

"Just hope it doesn't move farther away."

They continued on, increasingly conscious of the eeriness of the shaft. The glow above grew larger and
magnified with agonizing downess. Water dripped down the walls and onto the rungs. Their hands pulling
and scraping against the rust on the rungs as they struggled upward soon became red and raw, the skin
scoured asif by sandpaper.

At long lag, the glow became abright light and the nearness renewed their strength. Pitt began climbing
two rungs a atime, usng up hisfalling strength a an increased rate. But the end was only afew short
feet away now.

With afind effort that cast him over the edge of exhaustion, he came to the wire mesh that covered the
top of the shaft, hanging there with breaths coming in great heaves, blood trickling from hispamsand
fingers. "Madeit," he gasped.

Giordino soon joined him. "I'm not up to cutting through that stuff again,” he panted.

As soon as the numbness and aches subsided, Pitt reached into the knapsack, retrieved the wire cutters
and wearily began snipping at the wire mesh. "WEell take turns and spell each other aswetire."

PFitt cut only afew inchesin as many minutes before he could no longer squeeze the handles of the wire
cutters. He moved aside and handed the cutters to Giordino. Because of the blood on his hands, they
nearly dipped from hisfingers. Fitt held his breath, but Giordino barely caught them before they fell out of
sght into the darkness below.

"Keep atight grip,” Aitt said, with agrim smile. ™Y ou wouldn't want to make the climb al over again.”
"I'ddiefirgt,” Giordino muttered bravely. He cut dmost ten minutes before helet Fitt relieve him.

It took the two of them amost an hour before they cut an opening large enough to crawl through. Once
past the mesh that had shaded the exterior light, Aitt's eyes were blinded by the sunlight that streamed all

around him. Putting on his sunglassesto relieve the glare from eyes accustomed to darkness, he found
himsdf in around room whose walswere glass from floor to ceiling.



While Giordino squirmed through the opening, Pitt walked around the glass-enclosed room and gazed
down at a spectacular three-hundred-and-sixty-degree view of ahuge lake and surrounding idands.

"Where did we come up?' asked Giordino.

Pitt turned and looked at him with abemused expression. "Y ou're not going to believe this, but we're at
thetop of alighthouse.”

"Alighthousa" burst Sandecker at Pitt's description over his speakerphone. His voice betrayed his
elaion at hearing Fitt and Giordino were dlive and safe.

"Yes, gr," Pitt's voice came back over his satdllite phone. " Specter built it asafolly.”

"A folly?'

"A gructure built to look like the ruins of an ancient castle or historic structure,” Gunn explained. He
leaned over the speskerphone. "Y ou're saying the lighthouse was built to hide aventilator shaft risng
fromthetunnd.”

"Exactly," answered Fitt.

Sandecker twisted one of hiscigars. "Y our story sounds fantastic.”

"All true down to thelagt item," said Fitt.

"A tunnel-boring machine that can cut through amile of rock aday?"

"Which explains how Specter was able to excavate four tunndls, each nearly ahundred and fifty milesin
length, in four years."

"If not for railroads," said Gunn, "for what purpose?’

"Al and | can't even make agood guess. The pumps on each end of the tunnels suggest they'll be used to
drive water through them, but that doesn't make alot of sense.”

"I've taped your brief report,” acknowledged Sandecker, "and will giveit to Y aeger to come up with
possible concepts until you can arrive and make a more comprehensive report.”

"| dso have photostaken with adigital camera.”

"Good, well need every piece of evidence you collected.”
"Dirk?" probed Gunn.

"Yes, Rudi."

"| plot your location as only thirty milesfrom San Carlos. I'll charter ahelicopter. They should bein the



ar and over your lighthouse in another two hours.”
"Al and | can't wait to clean up and eat adecent med.”

"No timefor luxuries," snapped Sandecker. "The copter will take you direct to the airport in Managua,
whereaNUMA jet will bewaiting. Y ou can wash and et after you arrive.”

"You'reahard man, Admira."
"Learn fromit," Sandecker said, with acanny grin. ™Y ou might be stting in my chair someday.”

AsPitt closed the connection, he wastotaly in the dark concerning Sandecker'sinsinuation. He sat
down next to Giordino, who was dozing, not happy about telling his friend he wasn't going to est anytime
soon.
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After communicationswith Pitt ended, Sandecker waited patiently while Gunn arranged for a helicopter

to pick up his specid projects director at the phony lighthouse. Then they exited the admiral’s office and
dropped down afloor to the conference room, where Sandecker had arranged a meeting to discussthe
Cdltic discoveries on Navidad Bank.

Sitting around a huge oval table built of teak and resembling the deck of a ship was Hiram Y agger, Dirk
and Summer Pitt and St. Julien Perlmutter. Seated next toSummer was historian Dr. John Wedey
Chishaolm, professor of ancient history at the University of Pennsylvania. Everything about Chisholm's
gppearance was average. The height and weight were average. The hair amedium average brown that
matched the eyes. But there was nothing average about his persondity. He smiled constantly and was
extremely warm and courteous. His mind went far above the level of ordinary.

Everyone was paying rapt attention to Dr. Elsworth Boyd, who stood in front of alarge monitor
displaying amontage of photos and lectured on the artifacts and images of the stone carvings recovered
and recorded at Navidad Bank. The story that was coming together was so sartling, so fabulous, that
everyone seated around the spacious table sat in awed silence as Boyd described the artifacts, their
gpproximate dates and origina source. All this before shifting to the stone carvings.

Boyd, alimber man with the body of an acrobeat, snewy and nimblein thefull vigor of hisearly forties,
stood erect, occasionaly brushing back aforelock of yellow-red hair, and gazed at his rapt audience
through eyes asgray asapigeon wing. A professor emeritus of classicsat Trinity College, Dublin, he
devoted his energiesto researching the early history of the Celts. He had published numerous books on
every agpect of the complex Cdtic society. When invited by Admiral Sandecker to fly to Washington
and study the artifacts under conservation, he was on the next plane from Dublin. When he saw therelics



firsthand and a photo montage of the wall sculptures, he came within aninch of going into complete
shock.

At firgt, Boyd refused to believe what he was seeing were not forgeries from an elaborate hoax, but after
twenty hours straight of examining the artifacts, he became convinced of their authenticity.

Summer experienced atingling of excitement as shetook in every word of Boyd'slecture, transcribing it
with alightning display of thelost art of shorthand on alegal-sized tablet.

"Unlike the Egyptians, Greeks and Romans," explained Boyd, "the Celts have been sidetracked by most
historians, despite the fact that they were the keystone of Western civilization. Much of our heritage—
religious, politica, socid and literary traditions—was born within Celtic culture. Industry too, since they
werethefirg to produce bronze and then iron."

"So why aren't we more aware of Cdtic influence?' asked Sandecker.

Boyd laughed. "There lies the rub. Three thousand years ago, the Celts transmitted dl their information,
gossip and knowledge ordly. Their rituas, customs and ethics were passed down through succeeding
generations by word of mouth. Not until the eighth century B.C.did they begin to write anything down.
Much later, when Rome swept over Europe, they considered the Cdlts little more than uncouth
barbarians. And whét little the Romans wrote about them was anything but flattering.”

"And yet they wereinventive," added Perlmuitter.

"Contrary to what many people think, the Celts were advanced in more ways than the early Greeks.
They only lagged in awritten language and e aborate architecture. Actudly, their culture and civilization
predates the Greeks by severa hundred years."

Y aeger leaned forward in his chair. "Does your dating of the artifacts agree with my computer
cdculations?'

"Inthe balpark, I'd say," Boyd replied, "if you consider plus or minus a hundred years a chronologicaly
tight case. | dso bdievethe pictographs give us an excdlent time framefor Navinia."

Summer smiled. "'l lovethat name.”

Boyd held aremote and flashed an image on a huge monitor covering onewdl of the conference room.
A three-dimensional perspective of the underwater structure asit might have looked when buiilt filled the
screen. "What isinteresting,” Boyd continued, "isthat the structure was not only the dwelling of avery
important woman, comparable to atriba queen or high priestess, but it aso became her tomb.”

"When you say 'high priestess,' " sasdSummer , "likein Druid?'

"A Druidess," Boyd answered, nodding. "Theintricate carvings and the gold of her ornamentsindicate
that she very likely held ahigh position in the sacred world of Celtic Druidism. Her bronze cuirass body
armor isespecialy reveding. Thereisonly one other known to have come from awoman, which is dated
between the eighth and eleventh century B.C. At onetime or another, she must have fought in battle.
When she was alive, she was probably revered as agoddess.”

"A living goddess Summer said softly. " She must have led an interesting life.”



"| dso found thisinteresting.” Boyd pulled up a photo taken of the foot of the stone funerd bed, with the
carved image of agtylistic horse. "Here you see a sophisticated and modern-looking pictograph of a
galoping horse. Cdled the White Horse of Uffington, it was carved into achak hillsdein Berkshire,
England, inthefirgt centurya.d. It represents the Celtic horse goddess, Epona. She was worshiped
throughout the Cdtic world and what would later become Gaul."

Summer studied the horse. "Y ou think our goddess was Epona?”

Boyd shook hishead. "No, | don't think so. Eponawas worshiped as the goddess of horses, mules and
oxen during the Roman era. It'sthought that a thousand years earlier she may have been agoddess of
beauty and fertility, with the power to throw a spell over men.”

"I wish | had her clout,” Summer sad, laughing.
"What brought down the Druids?' asked Dirk.

"As Chrigtianity gradually took hold and spread throughout Europe, it ridiculed Cdltic religion as
paganism. Women especialy were not accorded the respect they had under the Druids. The heads of the
church could not alow any irreverence or opposition to masculine authority. The Romans particularly
made a crusade of slamping out the Druid religion. Druidesses were reduced to the category of witches.
Women of power were recast as creatures of evil who took up with the devil. Women rulerswere
especidly targeted for exclusion, and were cast from mother goddess to male-oriented domination.”

Gunn's academic mind was soaking up every word of Boyd's discourse. " The Romans themselves
worshiped pagan gods and goddesses. Why were they driven to erase the Druids?!

"Because the Romans saw the Druids as a source of rebellion against Rome. They were also disgusted
by Druid ritud savagery.”

"What form of savagery?" asked Sandecker.

"Early Druids conducted human sacrifice. It's claimed that their pagan cult knew no barbaric bounds.
Sacrificia blood rites were not uncommon. Another infamous legend concerns The Wicker Man.' The
Romans recounted events where condemned men and women were placed in huge cane effigiesand
burned to death.”

Summer looked unconvinced. "Were Druidesses known to have participated in these barbaric ritua s?!

Boyd made anoncommittal shrug. "It can only be assumed they were as responsible asthe Druid
priegs.”

"Which brings us back to the question we've asked oursaves ahundred times,” said Dirk. "How did a
high-ranking Cdltic Druidess come to be entombed on what was once an idand in the Caribbean five
thousand miles from her homeland in Europe?!

Boyd turned and nodded at Chisholm. "I believe my colleague John Wedey may have some
extraordinary answersto your question.”

"But firgt," interrupted Sandecker—he turned to Y aeger—"have you and Max been able to discover
how the structure came to be standingunder fifty feet of water?'



"Early geologicd recordsfor the Caribbean are al but nonexistent,” replied Y aeger, fanning out afile of
loose papers on the tablein front of him. "We know more about prehistoric meteor strikes and land
movement millions of years ago than we know about geological upheava s three thousand years ago. The
bestprojections from leading geologists whom weve questioned is that Navidad Bank, once anidand,
sank during an underwater earthquake somewhere between e even hundred and one thousandb.c.”

"How did you arrive at that date?" asked Perlmuitter, shifting his huge bulk in achair too smal for him.

"Through various chemica and biologica studies, scientists can read how old the encrustations are and
how long they took to form on the rock walls, the amount of corrosion and deterioration of the artifacts
and the age of the cord surrounding the structure.”

Sandecker, reaching in his breast pocket for acigar and not finding one, began tapping a pen on the
table. "The hype-mongerswill have afied day claming Atlantis has been found.”

"Not Atlantis." Chisholm shook his head and smiled. "I tossed that oneinthe air for years. My own
opinion isthat Plato wrote afictitious account of the disaster using the eruption of Santorini in sixteen fifty
b.c. asbackground materid."

"Y ou don't think Atlantis wasin the Caribbean?' saidSummer somewhat facetioudy. "Peopleclamto
have found sunken roads and cities deep under the water."

Chisholm did not look amused. "Geological formations, nothing more. If Atlantis had existed somewhere
in the Caribbean, why hasn'tone" —he paused for effect—"justone potsherd or artifact of ancient origin
been discovered? Sorry, Atlantis did not exist on this side of the ocean.”

"According to paleontology recordsin my library,” offered Y aeger, "the Arawak Indiansfound by the
Spanish when they arrived in the New World were the first humansinto the West Indies. They had
migrated from South Americaaround twenty-five hundred B.C., or fourteen hundred years before the
lady waslaid to rest in her tomb.”

"Somebody adways getstherefirst,” said Perimutter. " Columbus reported seeing the hulks of large
European-built ships abandoned on anidand beach.”

"l can't tdll you how she got there,” said Chisholm. "But | might shed some light onwho shewas."

He pressed a button on the remote and the first image on the stone-carved montage found by Dirk and
Summer appeared on the monitor. The scene showed what appeared to be a fleet of shipsin procession
landing on ashordine. They looked smilar to the Viking longboats, but much stubbier, with flat bottoms
that enabled them to travel in shalow coastal waters and rivers. Single masts supported square sailsthat
appeared to be made of hides so they wouldn't shred under the ondaught of Atlantic gales. The hullshad
high bows and sterns for sailing through rough seas. Banks of oars extended through locks on the top
ralsof thehulls

"The firgt scene from the stone pand shows afleet of ships unloading fighting men, horses and chariots.”
He pressed another button on the remote, creating amontage. " Scene Two, the opposing army is seen
risng from ahuge ditch surrounding a citadel on asteep hill. The next pand hasthem charging acrossa
flat plain and attacking the enemy before they can unload their ships. Scene Four isthe battle to repe the
flegt."

"If it wasn't for al the earthen works and the citadel looking asif it was built of wood," said Perlmutter,



"I'd say we werelooking at the Trojan War."

Chisholm had the look of awolf watching aherd of sheep approach hisden. "Y ouare looking at the
Trojan War."

Sandecker fell into the trap. " Strange-looking Greeks and Trojans. | aways thought they grew beards,
not bushy mustaches."

"That's because they were not Greeks or Trojans.”

"Who, then?'

"Cats”

Perlmutter's face wore an expression of genuine satisfaction. "I've dso read Iman Wilkens."

Chisholm nodded. "Then you know his remarkable revel ations about ancient history's greatest
misconception.”

"Could you please enlighten the rest of us?* Sandecker asked impatiently.
"I'll be happy to oblige," Chisholm replied. "The battlefor Troy..."

"y e

"Did not take place on the west coast of Turkey on the Mediterranean Sea.”
Y aeger stared at him, looking puzzled. "If not Turkey, then where?"

"Cambridge, England,” Chisholm answered smply, "near the North Sea.”

32

Everyone,with the exception of Perlmutter, gave Chisholm alook of pure disbelief.

"The skepticism in your eyesisobvious," Chisholm chalenged. "The world has been mided for a
hundred and twenty-six years, when a German merchant named Heinrich Schliemann declared
emphéticaly that he had found Troy by usng Homer'slliad as his guide. He claimed that the ancient
mound called Hisarlik was the perfect location for thefortified city of Troy."

"Don't most archaeol ogists and historians back Schliemann's case?' Gunn queried.



"It's<till ahotly debated subject,” said Boyd. "Homer was aman of great mystery. Thereis no proof that
he actually existed. All legend tells usisthat a man called Homer took epic poems of agreat war that had
been passed down orally for hundreds of years, and recorded them in a series of adventure talesin what
became the world's earliest written literature. Was he one man or agroup, who over the centuries refined
the poems until thelliad and theOdyssey became history's greatest classics? The truth will never be
known. Besides the enigma of hisidentity, the great puzzle he |eft behind iswhether the Trojan War was
fableor fact. And if it redlly occurred in the Early Bronze Age, were the Greeks the true enemies of the
Trojans,or did Homer write about an event that took place more than a thousand miles away?*

Perlmutter grinned broadly. Boyd and Chisholm were affirming what he had dways believed. "What no
one considered until Wilkenswas that, instead of being Greek, Homer was a Celtic poet who wrote
about alegendary battle that occurred four hundred years earlier, not in the Mediterranean but in the
North Sea.”

Gunn looked adrift. "Then the epic voyage of Odysseus..."
"Took placein the Atlantic Ocean.”
Summer's mind was spinning. "Are you implying that Helen's face didn't launch athousand ships?*

"What | was about to suggest," Boyd countered with atired smile, "isthat the truth behind the myth was
not about a conflict fought because of aking's rage for revenge over the abduction of hiswife by her
lover. Hardly an excuse for thousands of men to fight and die for a promiscuous woman, isit? Wise old
Priam, theking of Troy, would never have risked his kingdomnor the lives of his people merely to dlow a
wayward son to live with awoman, who, if the truth were known, willingly left her husband for another
man. Nor wasit aquest for the treasures of Troy. Rather, redisticaly, the conflict was fought over asoft
cryddlinemetdlic dement cdled tin."

"S. Julien gaveSummer and me alecture about how the Celts ushered in the Bronze and Iron Ages,”
sad Dirk, looking up from diligently taking notes.

Chisholm nodded in agreement. "To be sure, they launched the industry, but no one can say with any
degree of certaintywho actudly discovered that mixing ten percent tin with ninety percent copper forged
ametal twice as hard as anything known before. Even the exact dating is hazy. The best guessisthat it
appeared around two thousand B.C."

"Smelting copper was known as far back asfive thousand B.C. in centra Turkey," said Boyd. "Copper
was in abundance throughout the ancient world. Mining took place on agrand scalein Europe and the
Middle East. But when bronze came aong, there was aproblem. Tin oreisrarein nature. Like later gold
rushes, prospectors and traders spread throughout the ancient world in search of the ore. They eventualy
found the largest depositsin Southwest England. The British Cdtic tribes quickly cashed in and built an
international marketplace for degling in tin that they mined, smelted into bars and traded throughout the
ancient world."

"Dueto the high demand, the ancient Brits quickly developed a monopoly and commanded high prices
from foreign traders," added Chisholm. "Though traders from rich empires such as Egypt could afford to
trade in expensive goods, the Celts of Central Europe had only handmade objects and an abundant
supply of amber to offer. Without abronze industry, they had little hope of going beyond an agricultura

sodiety.”



"So they decided to band together and seize the tin minesfrom the Brits," Y aeger anticipated.

"Precisdly,” Boyd replied. "The Cdltic tribes on the continent formed an aliance to invade southern
England and seize the minesin aterritory then known asthe Troad, or later Troy. The capita city was
cdled llium."

"So the Achasans were not Greeks," said Perlmutter.

Boyd gave adight nod of his head." Achaean was alooseterm for dlies. The Trojans generaly referred
to themselves as Dardanians. Just as Egypt was not thetitle for the Land of the Pharaohs."

"Hold on," said Gunn. "Then where did the name Egypt come from?".

"Before Homer, it was known as Al-Khem, Misr or Kemi. Not until hundreds of years|ater, when the
Greek historian Herodotus gazed upon the pyramids and the temple of Luxor, did he cdl the fading
empire Egypt, from aland described in Homer'slliad. From then on, the name stuck."

"What evidence does Wilkens give for histheory?' asked Sandecker.

Boyd looked expectantly at Chisholm. "Do you want to take the bal, Doctor?!

"Y ou probably know as much about it as| do,” Chisholm said, with apleased smile.

"May | jJump in?" asked Perlmutter. "I've studied Wilkens's book WhereTroy Once Sood."
"Beour guest,” Boyd acquiesced.

"Thereisamountain of evidence," Perlmutter began. "'For one thing, amost nothing that Homer
described in his epic works stands up to scrutiny. Nowhere does he call theinvading fleet 'Greeks!'
During eleven hundred B.C., when the war supposedly took place, Greece was sparsely populated.
There were no mgjor citiesthat could support alarge fleet of fighting ships and crews. The early Greeks
were not consdered seafaring people. Homer's reports of the ships and the men who rowed them across
the sea seems better suited to the Vikings two thousand years later. Also, his descriptions of the sea
more closdly match the Atlantic European coastline than the M editerranean.

"Nor do his climate narratives jibe. Homer recounts heavy, constant rain, thick mists or fog and deet.
Weather conditions more common for England than southern Turkey, which isjust acrossthe Med from
the Sahara Desert.”

"And thereisthe vegetation,” Boyd prompted.

"To besure" Perlmutter said with amodest nod. "Most al the trees Homer details are better suited to
the damper atmospheres of Europe than the more arid land of Greece and Turkey. He talks mostly of
deciduous green-leafed trees, while Greeks would be more familiar with evergreen conifers. And then we
have horses. The Celts were a horse-loving people. The use of horses by ancient Greeksin battle was
unheard of. The Egyptians and the Cdlts used chariots asfighting platforms, but not the Greeks or
Romans. They preferred to fight on foot, using chariots only for trangport and races.”

"Any differences on the subject of food?" inquired Gunn.

"Homer mentions eels and oysters. Edls start from their breeding ground in the Sargasso Seaand migrate



to the cold waters around Europe. He used the termdiving for oysters, which arefar more prevaent in
the oceans outsde the Mediterranean. If a Greek dove, it would have been for sponges, which were
common in Greece & thetime."

"What about the gods?' Sandecker put forth. "Thelliad andOdyssey arefilled with the interference of
the gods on both the Trojan and Greek armies.”

"The Cdtswere therefirgt. Classcal scholars have concluded that the gods Homer portrayed were
origindly Celtic and inherited from Homer'sworks by later Greeks." Perlmutter paused and then added:
"Another interesting point. Homer stated the Greeks and Trojans cremated their dead. Thiswas a custom
of the Cedlts. People around the Mediterranean generally interred their deceased.”

"Intriguing hypothesis," said an unconvinced Sandecker. "But conjecture just the same.”

"I was coming to the best part.” Perlmutter showed histeeth in awide smile. "Wilkenss most
extraordinary revelations prove convincingly that the cities, idands and nations that Homer wrote about in
his epic poems either did not exist or were caled something completely different. The geography and the
topography in thelliad smply do not match with the existing land and seascapes around the
Mediterranean. Wilkens discovered that Homer's names for towns, regions and rivers have their source
in continental Europe and England. The Greek names do not fit the neighborhood of both Troy and the
kingdoms of the Greek heroes, nor do the descriptions of settings match geophysica redlity.”

"Thelist goeson," said Chisholm. "Homer describes Mendaus with red hair, Odysseus with reddish
brown and Achilles as blond. Also, some warriors were depicted with fair skin. None of these are
characterigtic of Mediterranean people. It'salmogt asif they came from another time and dimension.”

"The invading Achaean tribes came from the bronze-making regions of France, Sweden, Denmark,
Spain, Norway, Holland, Germany and Austria. Their fleet probably assembled at what is now
Cherbourg and sailed across the Sea of Helle, which gave its name to the Hellespont in Turkey and is
now known as the North Sea. They landed in alarge bay once cdled the Thracian Sea, which isnow
labeled on present-day maps smply as the Wash in Cambridgeshire. The waters touched the shores of
the East Anglian plain."

Boyd added another plusto Perlmutter's report. "Homer mentioned fourteen riversin and around Troy.
Thereisan amazing correlation with the fourteen rivers near the East Anglian plain. Wilkens discovered
that even after thirty centuriestheir names remained very smilar in spelling and could easily be compared.
In Greek, for example, Homer dludesto the Temese River. Thistrandatesto the Thames.”

"And the Trojans?" queried Sandecker, till not totally convinced.

"Their army came from dl over England, Scotland and Wales," Perlmutter moved on. "They were aso
aded by dliesfrom Brittany and Belgium on the continent. And now that we have the bay and the plain
we can begin zeroing in on the battleground and defenses. Two immense paralld ditches il exist
northeast of Cambridge. Wilkens believes they were built by the invaders, much like the trenches of
World War One, to keep the defenders from attacking the camp and ships.”

"Then where was the citadd of Troy?' Sandecker persisted.
Perlmutter took up the challenge. "The best bet goesto the Gog Magog Hills, where large earthworks of

round fortifications with deep defensive ditches have been discovered and excavated, which revealed
evidence of wooden palisades and many bronze artifacts. Funera urns and vast numbers of skeletons



that showed signs of mutilation have aso been uncovered.”
"Where did the odd name of Gog Magog come from?* asked Summer .

"Many years ago, as residents began accidentally uncovering an army of bones, they referred to it asthe
dteof agreat battle or war with immense daughter. They were reminded of Ezekid'sbiblical conjuring
up of evil spiritsin awar launched by King Gog of Magog.”

Sandecker looked from Boyd to Chisholm. "All right, now that we've heard how the Trojan War was
fought in southern England over tin mines, what hasit got to do with the Cdtic discoveries by Dirk and
Summer on Navidad Reef?"

The two scholars exchanged amused looks. Then Boyd said, "Why, everything, Admira. Now that
we're reasonably sure the true battle site of the Trojan War wasin England, we can beginto tie
Odysseus great voyage of adventure to Navidad Bank."

Y ou could have heard the proverbia pin drop in the conference room. The bombshell was so
unexpected that it was nearly haf a minute before anyone could bring themsel ves to respond.

"What are you saying?" asked Gunn, trying to digest what he had just heard.
Sandecker turned dowly to Perlmutter. "St. Julien, do you go aong with this craziness?!

"Not crazy at dl," said Perlmutter, with abroad grin. "It was written in Homer's epics that Odysseus was
king of theidand of Ithaca. But the Greek idand never had akingdom nor doesit have any sgnificant
ruins. Wilkens shows, to my satisfaction, at least, that Odysseus kingdom was not in Greece. A Belgian
attorney from Calais, France, Theophile Cailleux, after much research, claimed that Cadiz, Spain, was
the site of Homer's Ithaca. And athough the land hasfilled in over the past three thousand years,
geologists can show the outline of severd idandsthat are now part of the mainland. Cailleux and Wilkens
have identified most of Odysseus portsof cdl, none of which arein the Mediterranean.”

"l haveto agree" said Yaeger. "By using al the known information on Odysseus itinerant voyage,
Homer's descriptions, Cailleux and Wilkenss theories, Bronze Age navigation methods, tides and
currents, Max and | have arrived a atrave plan for hisports of cal.”

Y aeger picked up the remote and pressed a numbered code. A chart of thenorth Atlantic Ocean filled
the screen. A red line traveled down the coast of Africafrom southern England before it crossed over the
water past the Cape Verde Idandsinto the ides of the Caribbean. He used alaser beam as a pointer and
began to trace Odysseus journey from England.

"Odysseus firgt landfal after being swept out to seawas what he described as the Land of the Lotus
Eaters. According to Wilkens, thiswas probably the West Coast of Africaat Senegal. Lotushereisa
genus of the peafamily and readily consumed by the natives for thousands of years, Snceit hasanarcotic
effect. From there, the winds took him west to the Cape Verde Idands, which isthelogica choice for the
idand of the Cyclops, because Odysseus description matches them amost perfectly.”

"That land of one-eyed people," Sandecker said with atight smile.

"Nowhere does Homer suggest dll of the people had one eye," Y aeger explained. "They had two, only
Polyphemus had one, and it wasn't in the middle of hisforehead.”



"If | recal myOdyssey," said Gunn, "after escaping the Cyclops, Odysseus was then blown west across
the seato the Aedlian Ide.”

Y aeger merely nodded. "By computing the prevailing winds and currents, | put Odysseus next landfall
somewhere on one of the many idands south of Martinique and north of Trinidad. From there, he and his
fleet were driven by a storm to the Land of the Laestrygonians. Here, one of the smal idands caled
Branwyn, off Guadeloupe, fitsthe bill. The high cliffs on each sde of the narrow channel he described his
ship entering matchestheidand geography toaT."

"Thisiswhere the Laestrygonians destroyed Odysseus fleet,” added Perlmuitter.

"If that weretrue," said Y agger, "the shipsloaded with treasure would il liein the silt of the harbor.”
"What isthe name of theidand?'

"Branwyn," responded Y aeger, "was a Cdltic goddess and one of the three matriarchs of Britain.”
"What country ownstheidand?' asked Dirk.

"It's privately owned.”

"Do you know by whom?" askedSummer . " A rock star, an actor, maybe some wed thy businessmen?”’

"No, Branwyn is owned by awealthy woman." He paused to check his notes. "Her nameis Epona
Eliade"

"Eponaisthe name of the Cdtic goddess,” saildSummer . "Now there's a coincidence.”
"Maybe more than mere serendipity,” said Yaeger. "I'll check it out.”
"Where was Odysseus next port?' asked Sandecker.

"Now with only one ship out of twelve," Y aeger continued, "he sailed to theidand of Circe, cdled
Aeaea, which computes as Navidad Bank, a spot Homer placed on the edge of the world."

"Circe!™ Summer gasped. " Circe was the woman who lived and died in the structure we found?”
Y aeger shrugged. "What can | say? Thisisal conjecture, which isnext to impossible to prove.”
"But what brought her across the ocean so many centuries ago?' Gunn wondered aoud.

Perlmutter placed hisfolded hands on his ample ssomach. "There was more travel back and forth
between the continents than anyone has envisoned.”

"I'd be interested in learning where you place Hades," said Sandecker to Y aeger.
"The best guessisthe Santo Tomés caverns on Cuba.”

Perlmutter daintily blew his nose,then asked, "After he left Hades, where did he meet with the Sirens,
Scyllathe mongter and Charybdis the whirlpool ?*



Y aeger threw up his hands. "'l have to write those events off to Homer'swild imagination. No
geographica location works for any of them thisSde of the Atlantic." He paused a moment before
picking up Odysseus journey on the chart again. "Next, Odysseus sails eastward until he reaches
Cdypso'sidand of Ogygia, which Wilkensand | agreeis . Migud inthe Azores."

"Calypso was the beautiful Sster goddess of Circe," saidSummer .

"They were women of the very highest rank. Didn't Odysseus and Calypso spend aromantic interlude
together in avirtud garden paradise after hisaffair with Circe on her idand?’

"Hedid," Yaeger replied. "After Odysseus leaves atearful Calypso on the shore, hisfind stopisa
detour by adverse windsto the palace of King Alcinous, which works out to be Lanzarote Idand in the
Canaries. After rdating his adventuresto the king and hisfamily, heis given aship and finally makes his
way hometo Ithaca"

"Where do you put Ithaca?" inquired Gunn.
"AsCallleuxsad, the port of Cadiz in southwestern Spain.”

There came afew moments of silence around the table as everyone assmilated the classic tale and the
multitude of theories. How much was remotely closeto the truth? Only Homer knew, and he hadn't
spoken for three thousand years.

Dirk smiled atSummer . "Y ou have to give Odysseus credit for masculine charisma, having affairswith
the two most beautiful and influential women of histime. Before he came aong and seduced them, both
ladies were chaste and inaccessible.”

"If the truth be known," said Chisholm, "neither lady was agoddess nor pure as the driven snow. They
were both described asincredibly beautiful women with magical persondities. Circe was a sorceress,
Calypso an enchantress. Asamere mortal, Odysseus could have never satisfied either one. Chances are
they were Druidesses who took part in al manner of wild and perverserituas. And as such, they
intimately conducted human sacrifice, which they congdered necessary for eternd life.”

Summer shook her head. "It's still hard to believe.”

"But true," replied Chisholm. " Druidesses were known to have drawn men into sacrificia ritesand
orgies. And asleaders of their feminine cult, they had the power to control their worshipersinto waging
whatever actsthey desired.”

Y aeger nodded. "Lucky for us, Druidism died out athousand years ago."

"Thereliesthe catch,” said Chisholm. "Druidismis still very much with usin the present. There are cults
throughout Europe thet follow the ancient rituas.”

"Except for the human sacrifice” Y aeger sad with agrim amile,

"No," Boyd said serioudy. "Despite it being a crime of murder, human sacrifice among the underground
Druid cults il takes place.”



After the othershad left, Sandecker called Dirk andSummer into his office. As soon asthey were dl
seated, he came quickly to the point.

"I'd like you two to conduct an archaeology project.”

Summer and Dirk swapped confused looks. They had no ideawhere the admiral was|eading them.
"Y ou want usto go back to Navidad Bank?' asked Dirk.

"No, | want you to fly down to Guadel oupe and survey the harbor on theidand of Branwyn.”
"Sinceit's privately owned, won't we need permission?"' askedSummer .

"Aslong asyou don't step ashore, you won't be trespassing.”

Dirk looked at Sandecker skepticaly. "Y ou want usto search for the treasure lost in the land of the
Laestrygonians by Odysseus flegt?!

"No, | want you to find the ships and their artifacts. If successful, they would be by far the oldest
shipwrecks found in the Western Hemisphere and ater recorded ancient history. If it can be done, | want
it doneby NUMA."

Summer folded her hands on the table nervoudy. ™Y ou must redize, Admira, the odds of making such
anincrediblefind areamillion to one.”

"The one chance isworth the effort. Better to have tried than sit on our hands and never know."

"Do you have atimetable?’

"Rudi Gunnwill arrangeaNUMA plane. Y ou'll leave tomorrow morning. After your planelands at the
airport near the town of Pointe-a-Pitre in Gaudel oupe, you'll be met by aNUMA representative by the
name of Charles Moreau. He has charted aboat for you to sail to Branwyn Idand, which liesto the
south. Y ou'll have to carry your own dive equipment. Rudi will arrange to airfreight a subbottom profiler
to read any anomalies you might find under the silt and sand.”

"Why the rush?' demanded Dirk.

"If word gets out about this, and it will, every treasure hunter in the world will sSvarm over theidand. |
want NUMA to get in quick, survey the seabed and get out. If you're successful, we can work with the
French who own Guadel oupe to secure the area. Any questions?”

Dirk took Summer's hand. "What do you think?"

"Sounds exciting.”

"Somehow | knew you'd say that," Dirk said wearily. "What time do you want us a the NUMA
termind, Admird?"

"Better you get an early sart. Your planewill take off at Six."



"Inthe morning?' askedSummer , losing some of her enthusiasm.

Sandecker grinned jovidly. "With luck, you might even hear arooster crowing on the way to the
arport.”

After theMEETING, Y aeger took the elevator down to his domain on the tenth floor. Never one for
power lunchesin Washington's established restaurants, he carried an old-fashioned lunch pail that
contained fruit and vegetables and athermosfilled with carrot juice.

Hewas adow darter in the morning and didn't have the momentum to jump into work with both feet.

Y aeger sat and dowly sipped from acup of herbal tea he brewed in a cabinet beside his desk, before
leaning back and reading theWall Street Journal to check on the status of hisinvestments. Finaly, he
laid the paper aside and read the transcribed report from Sandecker's office regarding Pitt and Giordino's
discovery of huge underground tunnels crossing Nicaragua. Then he ran aprogram that copied the typed
report onto acomputer disc. One more sip of histea and he punched up Max.

She dowly materialized wearing abrief blue sk robe with ayelow sash, blue sars and an emblem
across the back that readwonder woman. "How do you like my threads?' she asked in asyrupy voice.

"Wheredid you find that?' Y aeger demanded. "InaGoodwill reject box?"

"I surf Internet catalogsin my sparetime. | charged it to your wife's Neiman Marcus account.”
"Youwish." Yaeger smiled. Max was a hologram. There was no way she could order, wear or pay for
materia objects. He shook his head in amazement at Max's nebul ous yet vivacious temperament. There
were times when he thought that programming Max with hiswife's gppearance and personaity might
have been amigtake. "'If you're through showing off, Wonder Woman, | have alittlejob for you."

"I'm ready, master,” she replied, mimicking Barbara Eden inthe oldl Dream of Jeannie TV show.

Y aeger programmed the disc contents into Max's memory. " Take your time and see what you make of
this"

Max stood unblinking for afew moments and then asked, "What do you wish to know?"

"The question is, what possible motivedo Odyssey and the Red Chinese have for digging four massive
tunnels across Nicaraguafrom the Atlantic to the Pacific?'



"That's easy. The conundrum doesn't even warm my circuits.”

Y aeger looked at her apparition. "How can you have an answer? Y ou haven't analyzed the problem
ye"

Max patted her mouth in ayawn. "Thisis so eementary. I'm constantly astounded that humans can't
think beyond their noses."

Y aeger was certain he had made amistake in the program. Her response was far too quick. "All right,
I'm eager to hear your solution.”

"The tunnelswere built to transfer avast amount of water."

"I don't count that as adazzling revelaion." He began to fed she had gotten off track. "A series of
tunnels leading into the oceans, and mounting huge pumps, makes that an obvious conclusion.”

"Ah," Max said, holding up one hand with theindex fingerraised . "But do you know why they want to
pump massive amounts of water through the tunnels?*

"For ahuge desdinization program, an irrigation project? Hell, | don't know."
"How can humans be so dense?' Max said in frudtration. "Are you ready, master?”'
"If you would be so kind."

"The tunnelswere created to divert the South Equatoria Current that flows from Africainto the
Caribbean Sea."

Y aeger was confused. "What kind of environmenta threat would that provoke?’

"Dont you seeit?"

"There's more than enough water in the Atlantic Ocean to make up for theloss of afew million gallons.”
"Not funny.”

"What, then?'

Max threw up her hands. "By diverting the South Equatoria Current, the temperature of the Gulf Stream
would drop amost eight degrees by the time its flow reached Europe.”

"And?' Y aeger probed.

"An eight-degree drop in the water that warms Europe would send the continent into awegther pattern
equd to northern Siberias.”

Y aeger could not immediately grasp the enormity of Max'swords, nor the unthinkable consegquences.
"Areyou sure about this?

"Have | ever been wrong?' Max pouted.



"Eight degrees seemslike an excessive decrease," Y aeger persisted, doubtfully.

"We're only talking maybe athree-degree drop in the water temperature as the Gulf Stream cuts past
Florida. But when theicy Labrador Current moves down from the Arctic and meetsit after the Stream
arcs past the Canadian Maritime Provinces, the temperature drop is magnified. Thisin turn greatly
influencesa further temperature decrease across Europe, dtering the weather patternsand causing a
disruption in the atmaosphere from Scandinaviato the Mediterranean.”

The horrendous scheme suddenly became crystal clear to Y aeger. Very dowly, he picked up the phone
and dided Sandecker's office. The admiral's secretary put Y aeger right through.

"Did Max come up with any answers?' asked Sandecker.
"Shedid."
llAm?l

"Admird," Y aeger began in ahoarse voice, "I'm afraid we have a catastrophe in the making.”

Waiting for the helicopterthat was over an hour late, Giordino happily dipped into dreamland while Pitt
peered over the waters of Lake Nicaragua surrounding the lighthouse through hisbinoculars. The
shoreline to the west was | ess than three miles away and he could make out asmall village. He checked
his map and determined that it was the town of Rivas. He then turned his attention to alarge magjestic
idand in the shape of afigure eight, no more than five milesto the west, that looked to be quite fertile and
thickly forested. Pitt estimated the totdl areaof land to be roughly one hundred and fifty square miles.

According to hismap, it was cdled e de Ometepe. Ritt focused in on two volcanic mountainstied
together by anarrow isthmus a couple of milesin length. The volcano on the northern end of theidand
rose over five thousand feet and appeared to be active by the wisp of steam that issued through the cone
on top of the crater and touched the billowy clouds passing over the summit.

The southern volcano formed a perfect cone and sat dormant. Pitt judged it to be a good thousand feet
lower than its mate to the north. He dso estimated that the four underground tunnelsran directly under
theisthmus of theidand near the base of the northern volcano. That would explain, he thought, the
unusud risein temperature that he and Giordino had experienced ingde the fourth tunndl.

A quick glance at the map revealed that the active volcano was named Concepcion, while its mate was
labeled Madera. He sivung the glasses and total ly unexpectedly found himself staring at what looked to
be avast industria enterprise soreading over the southern dopes of Concepcion just above the isthmus.



He guessed that it covered over five or six hundred acres. It struck him as being in an out-of-the-way
location. It hardly seemed apractica place for abusinessto pour millions of dollarsinto anindustrid
complex nowhere near mgjor transportation facilities . Unless, he mused, it was cloaked in secrecy.

Then he observed an aircraft appear from the north and line up on arunway that ran acrossthe ishmus
to the entrance of the complex. It banked around the peak of the Madera volcano and landed, taxiing to
alargetermina at the end of the runway.

Pitt lowered the glasses, an expression on hisface asif he was seeing something he didn't want to see. A
look of degp concentration clouded his green eyes. He cleaned the lenses of the binoculars with afew
drops of water from his canteen and wiped them with thetail of his shirt from under the Odyssey
jumpsuit. Then he raised the glasses again, and asif to reassurehimsdf |, refocused on the aircraft.

The sun shone between apair of clouds, bathing Ide de Ometepein bright light. Though the aircraft
seemed no larger than an ant through the glasses, there was no mistaking the lavender color reflected by
the sunlight on the fusdlage and wings.

"Odyssey," he muttered to himsdf, hismind in turmoail. Only then did he redize the facility sat directly
above the tunnds. That explained the freight elevators he and Giordino saw at therail supply termindl.
Whatever its purpose, the facility may have been connected to the tunnels, but its Size dictated that it had
to be a separate operation.

As he swept his gaze past the buildings rising around the base of the volcano, he paused, spotting what
looked like an extensive dock area behind arow of warehouses. The warehouse roofs shielded the
docks, but he could discern four cargo-loading cranes againgt the blue sky and realized that the complex
didn't require an outsde transportation system. It wastota ly salf-sufficient.

Then three things happened dmost smultaneoudy that derted him to trouble.

The lighthouse began inexplicably to sway like ahuladancer. Ashed told Percy Rathbone, having
grown up in Cdifornia, he was familiar with earthquakes. Hed once been in athirty-story office building
on Wilshire Boulevard when a quake hit and the building began to rock and oscillate. Fortunately, the
base of the building rested on giant concrete roller bearings deep underground for just such an event. This
felt much the same, except the lighthouse trembled and redled like apa m tree caught in opposing winds.

Pitt immediately turned and gazed at the Concepcion volcano, thinking that it might have erupted, but the
peak appeared peaceful, with no sign of smoke or ash. He glanced down at the water and saw the
surfaceripple asif being shook from below by some unseen giant vibrator. One minute and what seemed
an eternity later, the quake faded. Not surprisingly, it did not wake up Giordino.

The second danger came from asmall lavender patrol boat that was coming from the idand and headed
directly toward the lighthouse. The security guards on board must have been confident of their trapped
quarry. They were traveling over the water at aleisurely pace.

Thethird and find danger came from below their feet. What probably saved their livesin the next few
seconds was an dmost scarcely heard sound: adight clink of metal against metal coming from the shaft
leading to the tunnel deep below.

Pitt kicked Giordino. "We have cdlers. It ssemsthey picked up our trail.”

Giordino cameinstantly awake and pulled the .50 cdliber Desart Eagle automeatic from inside his belt



under the white jJumpsuit, as Fitt retrieved the ancient Colt .45 from his carry bag.
Crouched beside the shaft, Pitt shouted down without looking over the edge. "Stay whereyou are...!"

What happened next was not totally unexpected. Hisreply was ahail of automatic fire that burst from
the shaft and peppered the metd roof of the lighthouse with enough holesto turniit into acolander. The
blast was so intense that Pitt and Giordino withheld their fire so as not to risk poking ahand over the
edge and having their fingers shot off.

Aitt crawled over to one of the lighthouse windows and pounded on the glass with the butt of the Colt.
The panes were thick and it took several hammerlike blows to shatter the glass. Mot of the shardsfell to
the seabelow, but Pitt quickly extended his arm outside and smashed the remaining fragments onto the
floor ingde. Pushing them into pileswith hisfeet, he kicked them over the edge of the shaft, where they
fell like adduge of razor-edged knives. Shouts and cries of pain erupted from the shaft, asthefire fell off.

Taking advantage of thelull, Aitt and Giordino blindly fired their automatics down the shaft, their bullets
ricocheting againgt the concrete walls and causing havoc among the Odyssey security guards climbing the
ladder. Their cries of pain ended and were replaced by the sickening thud of bodies hurtling down the
ghaft to the tunndl far below.

"That should put acrimp in their plans," said Giordino, in avoice devoid of remorse while heinserted a
full dip.

"We gtill have unwanted gueststo dedl with," said Fitt, pointing at the patrol boat speeding toward the
lighthouse, its bow lifted above the water, arooster tail rising in itswake.

"It's going to be close." Giordino nodded out the shattered glass toward a blue helicopter that was
skimming over the lake from the north.

Swiftly figuring the distance the boat and helicopter hed totravd, Fitt alowed himsdlf atight grin. "The
bird isfaster. It should arrive agood mile ahead of the boat.”

"Pray they don't mount rocket launchers," Giordino said, throwing cold water on Fitt's confidence.
"Well know shortly. Get ready to grab the harness when it's dropped.”

"Taketoo long for it to haul usup oneat atime," said Giordino. "'l strongly suggest we bid atearful
goodbye to the lighthouse together.”

Aitt nodded. "I'm with you."

They stepped out onto a narrow balcony that ran around the top of the lighthouse. Pitt recognized the
helicopter asaBédll 430 with twin Rolls-Royce engines. It was painted yellow and red, withManagua
arways lettered across the sides. He watched intently as the pilot took a no-nonsense approach once
around the lighthouse, while a crewman began lowering a harness attached by a cable to awinch out the
open side door.

Tdler by dmost afoot than Giordino, Fitt leaped up and snagged the harness on the first passasit
swung in circles under the rotor wash. He looped it around Giordino's shoulders.

"Y ou're built tougher than | am. Y ou take the strain and I'll hold on to you.”



Giordino looped his hands through the opening and clutched them around the cable as Fitt gripped him
tightly around the waist. The crewman, unable to be heard above the exhaust whine of the turbines,
waved frantically, trying to sgnd them that he could lift only one man at atime.

Hiswarning cametoo late. Pitt and Giordino were dragged off the bal cony of the lighthouse and dangled
ahundred feet above the water as agust of wind struck the copter. The pilot was surprised asthe aircraft
suddenly tilted to starboard from the combined weight of both men. He quickly corrected and hovered
on an even ked as his crewman watched the overloaded winch strain to pull both men aboard.

Fortune prevailed and the pursuing boat did not fire missiles. However, apair of heavy-caliber guns
mounted on the bow began a staccato burst. Fortunately, the boat was till too far away, and with the
ked bouncing over the water, the gunner'sam wasfifty yardswide.

Thepilot, horrified at seeinghimsdf shot at, forgot about the men he had come to rescue and threw the
helicopter on its side away from the boat and beat a hasty retreat toward the safety of the shore. With
twenty feet to go, Fitt and Giordino were crazily windmilling beneath the craft. Giordino fdt asif hisarms
were coming out of their shoulder sockets. Pitt, suffering no pain, could do little but clutch Giordinoina
death grip and shout at the crewman to speed up the lift.

Pitt could see the strain of the agony on Giordino's face. For perhaps two minutes that were the longest
minutes he had ever experienced, he was dmost tempted to let go and fal, but one look at the water now
nearly five hundred feet below his dangling feet quickly changed hismind.

Then he waslooking into the dazed eyes of the crewman only five feet away. The crewman turned and
shouted to the pilot, who deftly banked the copter just enough for Fitt and Giordino to fal inddethe
cargo section. The side door wasrapidly dammed closed and |ocked.

The till-shocked crewman stared at the two men sprawled on the floor. ™Y ou hombres areloco,” he
grunted with aheavy Spanish accent. "Lift only for mail sacks weighing one hundred pounds.”

"He speaks English," Giordino observed.

"Not very well," added Pitt. "Remind meto write aletter of recommendation to the company who
manufactured the winch." He cameto hisfeet and hurried into the cockpit, where he stared out aside
window until he spotted the patrol boat. It had cut the chase and was circling back to the idand.

"What in hell wasthat al about?' demanded the pilot. He was genuinely angry. "Those clownswere
actudly shooting a us."

"Weé're lucky they're bad shots.”

"I didn't count on trouble when | took this charter,” said the pilot, still keeping awary eye on the boat.
"Who are you guys and why wasthat patrol boat after you?"

"Likeyour charter says," Pitt answered. "My friend and | are with the National Underwater and Marine
Agency. My nameisDirk Pitt."

The pilot removed one hand from the controls and extended it over his shoulder. "Marvin Huey."

"Y ou're American. Montana, judging from your accent.”



"Close. | grew up on aranch in Wyoming. After twenty years flying these thingsin the Air Force, and
after my wifeleft mefor an oilman, | retired down here and started asmall charter company.”

Pitt shook the hand and gave the pilot a cursory look. He looked short behind the controls, with thinning
red hair leaving awidow's peak. He was wearing faded Levi'swith aflowered shirt and cowboy boots.
The eyeswere pae blue and looked like they had seen too much. He looked to be dightly on the
downsde of fifty.

Huey looked up at Fitt curioudy. "Y ou haven't told me why the big getaway.”

"We saw something we shouldn't," Pitt answered, without elaborating.

"What's to see in an abandoned lighthouse?"

"ltisnt what it seems.”

Huey wasn't buying, but he didn't pursue theissue. "Well be on the ground at our field in Managuain
another twenty-five minutes.”

"The sooner the better.” Pitt motioned to the empty copilot's sedt. Do you mind?"

Huey gaveadight nod. "Not at al."

"I don't suppose you could make a pass over the Odyssey facility on theidand?'

Huey turned fractionaly and shot Fitt alook usualy reserved for theinsane. "Y ou'rejoking. That placeis
guarded tighter than Area 51 at Groom Lake, Nevada. | couldn't fly within five mileswithout a security
arcraft chasng meaway."

"What goes on down there?'

"Nobody knows. Theingdlation is so secret, the Nicaraguans deny it exists. What began asasmall
facility underwent vast expansion in the past five years. The security measures go beyond extreme. Huge
warehouses, and what some people think are assembly areas, were constructed. Rumor hasit thereisa
housing section accommodeating three thousand people. The native Nicaraguans used to grow coffee and
tobacco on theidands. Alta Garciaand Moyoga pa, the main towns, were torn down and burned after
the Nicaraguan government forced the people off their land and relocated them in the mountainsto the

"The government must have a heavy investment in thefacility.”

"I don't know about that, but they've been extremely cooperative in alowing Odyssey to operate without
interference.”

"No one has ever sneaked through Odyssey security?' asked Fitt.
Huey smiled tautly. "Nobody who lived."

"It'sthat tough to penetrate?’



"The entire idand's beaches are patrolled by vehicles equipped with high-tech surveillance gear. Petrol
boats circle the idand, assisted by hdlicopters. Remote sensors detect movement along every path and
road leading to the complex. It's said Odyssey engineers perfected sensory equipment with the ability to
amell ahuman gpproaching the buildings, and digtinguish them from animals.”

"There must be satdllite photos?' Fitt persisted.

"Y ou can buy them from the Russians, but they won't tell you what goes on ingde the maze of buildings."

"There must be rumors.”

"Sure, lots of them. The only one that has any substance isthat it's a research and devel opment
ingtdlation. What they research is anybody's guess.”

"It must have aname."

"Only what thelocascal it."

"Whichis?' Aitt had to prompt.

"In English," Huey findly replied, "house of theinvisble ones."
"Any reason?"

"They say it's because everybody who goesin is never seen again.”
"Thelocd officids never investigate?' asked Aitt.

Huey shook his head. "Nicaraguan bureaucrats keep a hands-off policy. The word isthat Odyssey
management has bought off every palitician, judge and police chief in the country.”

"How about the Red Chinese? Arethey involved?'

"They're everywhere in Centra Americathese days. They contracted with Odyssey about three years
ago to build ashort cand through L ake Nicaragua's western shoreline at Pena Blanca, so degp-water
cargo ships can enter and exit.”

"The nation's economy should have profited.”

"Not redly. Mogt dl of the shipsthat use the canal are from a Chinese cargo fleet.”

"COSCO?

Huey nodded. "Y eah, that's the one. They aways dock at the Odyssey fecility.”

Pitt spent the rest of thetrip in silence, hismind sfting through the myriad of contradictions and
unknowns of Odyssey, its strange founder and even stranger operations. As soon as Huey set the
helicopter down at his company hangar two miles outside Managua, Pitt walked off by himself and caled
Admira Sandecker.

Aswas his style, Sandecker minced no words. "Haven't you taken off for Washington yet?"



"No," Fitt replied smartly. "And we're not going to."

Sandecker knew something was on Pitt's mind and he went into neutral. "'l assume you have agood
reason.”

"Areyou aware of a huge secret facility built and owned by Odyssey on anidand in Lake Nicaragua
that Stsdirectly over the tunnes?’

"The closest | can comeisareport | read on Odyssey expanding a cana from the ocean into the lake to
allow entry for cargo ships." Sandecker paused. "Cometo think of it, the report was vague on the dock
facilities the Nicaraguans were building at the port city of Granadaafew miles east of Managua.”

"The report was vague because the dock facilities were built at Odyssey's complex on theidand of
Ometepefor theirprivate use only."

"What have you got in mind?" asked Sandecker, asif aready reading Pitt's mind.

"I propose Al and | go into the complex and investigate their operation.”

Sandecker hesitated. "After your narrow escape from the tunnels, you're pushing your luck.”
"We're getting good at breaking and entering.”

"Not funny,” Sandecker said sharply. "Their security must be very tight. How do you plan to snesk
ingde?'

"Well comein from the water."
"Don't you think that they have underwater sensors?”

"Actudly," Ritt said pontificaly, "I'd be surprised if they didn't."
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Ten minutes after Sandecker conversed withFAitt, the admira was staring a Hiram Y aeger in abject
incredulity. "Are you sure about this? Y our datamust bein error.”

Y aeger wasimmovable. "Max isnot infallible ahundred percent of thetime, but on thisone| believe
she'sright on the mark."



"It'sbeyond bdief," said Gunn, reading over Max's projections.

Sandecker dowly shook his head, jarred by what he read. "Y ou're saying the tunnels were built to divert
the South Equatoria Current, which would in turn cause the temperature of the Gulf Stream to drop.”

"According to Max's computer model, eight degrees by thetime it reaches Europe.”

Gunn looked up from the datafiles. "The effects on European climate would be cataclysmic. The entire
continent would go into adeep freeze for eight months out of the year.”

"Let usnot forget the effect of the Gulf Stream on the east coast of the United States, and the Maritime
Provinces of Canada," added Sandecker. "Every state east of the Mississippi and aong the Atlantic
shore could suffer acold asbitter asthat in Europe.”

Gunn said sarcadticaly. "Now there's a happy thought.”

"The Atlantic Drift's warm surface water is controlled by temperature and salinity,” Y aeger explained.
"Asitstropicd waters move north, it mixeswith the cold water coming down from the Arctic, where it
becomes dense and sinks southeast of Greenland. Thisis called athermohaline circulation. Then it
gradualy warms again and rises to the surface as it reaches Europe. The Gulf Stream's sudden dropin
temperature could a so cause the thermohdine circulation to collapse, a state that would accent the crises
and lagt for saverd centuries”

"What would be the most immediate results of such an event?' asked Sandecker.

Y aeger spread severa papers across Sandecker's desk and began quoting the data. "Death and
disruption would run rampant. In the beginning, thousands of homeless people would die from frosthite or
hypothermia. Many more thousands might also die when the heating supplies quickly disappear because
of the staggeringly high demand. All vitd river traffic would cometo astanddtill, locked inice. Ports
would freeze throughout the Baltic and the North Sea, stranding ships carrying oil and liquefied natural
gas used for heating, not to mention millions of tons of food imported from other countries. Most
agricultureyieldswould be cut in half. Food shortages would be magnified because of the shortened
growing season. Auto transportation would come to a hat because of freezing road conditions and heavy
snowfdl and alack of fud. Airports and railroads would be paralyzed for weeks at atime. People would
be more susceptible to colds, flu and pneumonia. Tourism would vanish overnight. The European
economy would go into complete chaos, with no end in sight. And that's only half the story.”

"So much for French winemaking and Dutch tulips” Gunn muttered.

"What about the gas sent through the pipdines from the Middle Bast and Russia?' said Sandecker.
"Can't the flows be increased to dleviate the suffering?’

"A drop in the bucket when you cal cul ate the demand, not to mention the electrical power shortages that
would come with severe winter sorms. Max estimates at least thirty million homes throughout Europe
would beleft without heat.”

Gunn looked up from taking notes. "Y ou said that was only hdf the story.”
"Further disruption and misery would come with the rising temperaturesin the late spring,” Y aeger

continued. "Thisterrible scenario will be enhanced by heavy rains and high winds. Violent and massve
flooding will be the result. Rivers swelled by massve amounts of melted snow would burst their banks



and flood thousands of cities and towns, destroying vital bridges aswell as millions of homes. Avaanches
and mud dideswould bury entire towns and destroy vast stretches of highway. Theloss of life following
such an gppdling cataclysm cannot beimagined.”

Gunn and Sandecker remained silent for afew moments. Then Sandecker broke the silence.
"Why?" he asked briefly.

Gunn spoke the single thought on everyone's mind. "What do Specter and the Red Chinese have to gain
by such an atrocious scheme?"

Y aeger showed the pams of hishandsin a helpless gesture. "Max has yet to come up with an answer."
"Canitbe Specter controls the gas coming into Europe?"' queried Sandecker.

"We asked the same question and ran profiles on al the mgjor gas producers that supply the continent,”
replied Y aeger. "The response was negative. Odyssey has no natural gas or oil holdings anywherein the
world. The onlyminerds in which Specter has an interest isagroup conssting of platinum, paladium,
iridium and rhodium. For those, he owns the mgor deposits and producing minesin South Africa, Brazil,
Russiaand Peru. Hed have amonopoly on the world's reservesif he could gain control of the Hall mine
in New Zedand that produces as much as the other countries put together—but the mine's owner,
Westmordland Hall, hasrefused dl offersto sell.”

"If 1 remember my high school chemistry class" Sandecker said dowly, "platinum isused mostly for
electrodes like automobile spark plugs and jewdry.”

"It'saso in high demand in chemistry laboratories because of its high resstance to heet.”

"| fail to see a connection between his mining operations and his plot to send Europe back to the glacid
age”

"Therehasto bearaionde,” said Gunn. "The return on investment for digging those tunnelswould have
to astronomical to pay for the excavation. If he doesn't profit from the demand in energy, what can he

possbly gan?'

Sandecker turned and stared thoughtfully out his window down at the Potomac River. Then heturned
back and looked at Y aeger. "Those pumps, fed by the immense water pressure—could they be used to
supply eectricity?If so, they'd produce enough energy to power most of Centra America.”

Y aeger said, "PAitt's report made no mention of generators. He and Giordino would have certainly
recognized a power source when they saw one."

Sandecker stared through his authoritative blue eyes at Gunn. "Y ou're aware of the mischief those two
want to carry out.”

"No, I'm not." Gunn stared back at Sandecker, unintimidated. "I was under the impression that they're
on aflight back to Washington."

"There's been achangein plans.”

lloh?l



"They advised me that they were going to make a clandestine ingpection of a secret ingtalation Odyssey
has built on anidand in the middle of Lake Nicaragua.”

"Did you give your permisson?' Gunn asked, with an astute grin. " Since when did you know them to
take a'no’ answer fromme?"

"They just might come up with some answersto our dilemma.”

"Maybe," Sandecker said grimly. "They dso may get themsdveskilled.”

PART FOUR
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August30, 2006Branwyn Idand, Guade oupe

The private and CORPORATE jets began arriving on Branwyn Idand fifteen miles south of Basse-Terre,
one of the main idands of Guade oupe in the Caribbean. Exotically designed minibuses with luxurious
interiors and painted lavender pulled up to the aircraft to accommodate the passengers. After putting their
luggage in the trunk, the drivers transported the travelers to eegant suitesin apdatia bel owground
sanctuary that was only open to private guests of Specter. All those who departed the aircraft were
women. None were accompanied by friends or business associates. They all arrived alone.

Thelast planeto arrive landed at Six o'clock in the evening. It wasthe familiar Beriev Bc-210 of the
Specter Corporation, which touched down at six o'clock in the evening. Specter, the only male to make
an gppearance, lumbered down the boarding steps, his great belly barely squeezing through the door. He
was followed by abody carried on a stretcher that was completely covered by ablanket. Specter,
wearing his signature white suit, then settled into the rear seet and poured himsdlf aglass of Beaujolais
from the bar.

The driver, who had chauffeured Specter on other occasions, was always amazed at how someone so
gross could move so agilely. He stood for amoment and watched with curiosity asthe form on the
stretcher was unceremonioudy shoved into the open bed of a pickup truck, without any consideration for
the heavy rain that began to fall.

On the south end of the idand, abowl! shaped like a sunken cauldron one hundred yards in diameter had
been carved into the rock and coral. The concave depression had been hollowed out to a depth of thirty
feet, degp enough so no passing boats or ships could observe any activities.

Insde the cauldron, thirty tall shafts of stone thirteen feet high stood evenly spaced three feet apart. It
was acopy of the famous mystica monalithic structure known as Stonehenge, which means sonecircle.
The shaftswere sx and a half feet wide and three feet thick. Thelir tapered tops supported
ten-and-a-haf-foot lintels, shaped to the curve of thecircle.

Theinner horseshoe-shaped circle known as the Trilithons contained five towering stoneswith their own
lintels. Unlike the hard-grained sandstone of the original structure in England that was built between 2550
and 1600 B.C., these were cut from black lavarock.

The main difference between the old and the new structures was a huge block of marble carved and
contoured like a sarcophagus. It was eevated nearly ten feet off the ground within the inner horseshoe
profile and reached by stepsleading up to alanding that encircled itswalls ornately carved with the
gdloping Horse of Uffington.

At night hidden lightsilluminated the interior of the bowl in lavender-colored streamsthat swirled around
the shafts, while asingle set of laser beams spaced around the outer circle soared into the nighttime sky.
They wereturned on briefly early in the evening before blinking out.

A few minutes before midnight, asif by command, the rain stopped. When the lights flashed on again,

the floor of the center of the Trilithons was enhanced by thirty women in dresses draped like shawls and
rippled with folds. Known as a peplos, from the ancient Greek, the voluminous dresses covered their legs
and feet and came in arainbow of colorswith no two the exact same hue. Long red hairpieces adorned



their heads asflecks of silver sparkled on their faces, necks and open arms. The silver makeup gave their
facid features a masklike effect, making them dl appear asif they might have been sgters of the same
blood.

They dl stood slent, Saring at afigure stretched on the block of marble. It wasaman. All that could be
seen of him wasthe upper haf of hisface. His body, chin and mouth were tightly wrapped in black silk.
He appeared to be in hislatefifties, with amass of graying hair. The nose and chin were sharp, with
suntanned, heavily lined features. His eyes were wide and bulging asthey darted around the lights and the
tops of the columns. Seemingly adhered to the marble dab, he could not move nor turn his head. Hisonly
line of vison was upward, as he stared in terror at the laser beam piercing the black sky above him.

Suddenly, the swirling lights darkened while the lasers around the marble remained on. In aminute the
lights spirdled on again. For amoment it seemed that nothing had changed, but then awoman had
magically appeared in agold peplos. Her head was covered by amass of flame-red hair, long and shiny,
that fell in aloose cascade to her hips. The skin on her face, neck and arms had pearl white luster. She
was dim, with a body whaose shape flared with perfection. With feline grace, she walked up the sairsto
the marble block that was now recognized as an dtar.

She raised her arms and began to chant:" O daughters of Odysseus and Circe, may life be taken from
those who are not worthy. Intoxicate yourself with wealth and the spoils of men who attempt to
enslave us. Seek not men without wealth and power. And when they are found, exploit, dispel
their desires, plunder their treasures and step into their world."

Then al the women raised their asms and chanted:" Great is the sisterhood for we are the pillars of
theworld, great are the daughters of Odysseus and Circe for their path is glorified."

The chant was repested, swelling in volume before dropping amost to whispers astheir ams were
lowered.

The woman standing before the terrified man on the marble atar reached beneath the folds of her gown,
produced a dagger and raised it above her head. The other women moved up the steps and surrounded
what was about to become a pagan sacrifice. As one, they aso produced daggers and held them high.

The woman who bore the image of ahigh priestess chanted:"Here lies one who should not have been
born."

Then she plunged her dagger into the chest of the horrified man bound on the dtar. Lifting the dagger
with blood streaming from the blade, she stepped aside as the other women came one after the other and
drove their daggersinto the helpless man.

The circle of women moved down the steps and stood benesth the columns, holding the bloody daggers
asif presenting them as gifts. There was an eerie slence for severd moments until they al chanted:
"Under the gaze of our gods, we triumph.”

Then the laser beams and the swirling rays blinked out, leaving the pagan temple of murder in the black
of the night.



Thefollowing day,the business world was stunned by the news that publishing mogul Westmoreland Hall
was presumed dead after swvimming off the reef of hisluxurious beach house estate in Jamaicaand
vanishing. Hall went for hisusua morning swim aone. He was known to swim beyond the reef into
deeper water and dlow the surf to return him to shore though anarrow channdl. It is not known whether
Hall drowned, was attacked by ashark or died of natura causes, since his body went undiscovered after
an extensve search by Jamaican officials. His obituary read:

Founder of amining empire that owned the world's mgor reserves of platinum and the other five metals
initsgroup in New Zealand, Hall was a hard-driving executive who established his success by taking
over the mineswhen they were on the verge of bankruptcy and turning them into profit makers before
borrowing against them for new acquigtionsin Canadaand Indonesia. A widower who logt hiswifeina
car accident three years previoudy, Hal leaves ason, Myron, who is a successful artist, and a daughter,
Rowena, who, as executive vice president, will become board chairman and take over the day-to-day
management of the conglomerate.

Amazingly, according to most Wall Street economists, stock in Hall Enterprises rose ten points after
word spread of his presumed desth. In most circumstances when the head of alarge corporation dies,
the stock falls, but brokers reported heavy buying by several unknown speculators. Most mining experts
predict that RowenaWestmoreland will sell her father's holdings to the Odyssey Corporation, sinceitis
known that Odyssey's founder, Mr. Specter, has made an offer above and beyond any other mining
conglomerate's bid.

A memorid service will be held for friends and family at Christ-church Cathedra on Wednesday next at
2:00P.M.

Ten days later an item appeared in the business sections of the world's leading newspapers.

Mr. Specter of the Odyssey Corporation has purchased the Hall Mining Company for an undisclosed
sum from the late Westmoreland Hall's family. Chairman and maor stockholder Rowena Westmord and
will continue to run day-to-day operations as chief executive officer.

There was no mention that al the processed platinum ore was now being purchased by Ling Ho Limited
in Beijing and shipped in Chinese cargo shipsto an industria center on the coast of Fukien Province.
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Thewind off the Pacificbumped the water on the lake into amild chop. Though the lake was large, the
tide was minima and the temperature was a mild eighty degrees. The Slence over the dark waters was
fractured by the harsh whirr of ajet ski's motor. Unseen by human eyes, it raced through the night at a
speed of over fifty knots, invisible to radar because of a soft rubber mantle that absorbed the radio wave
pulse and stopped the echo from returning to the radar's transmitter.

Aitt steered the Polaris Virage TX with Giordino on the rear seet and abag full of equipment in the bow
storage. Along with their dive gear, they aso carried their stolen Odyssey employee jumpsuits, except
this time the photos on the IDs matched their faces, with Giordino's features retouched to at least
resemble a husky woman. While waiting for their dive gear to be flown in from Washington, they had
goneto a photo shop and arranged for their pictures to be taken and reinserted insde the laminated
plagtic ID holders. The shop's owner charged them a pretty price, but asked no questions.

Asthey rounded the shoreline below the Maderavolcano side of theidand, they skirted theisthmus,
staying amile off asandy beach that stretched between the two mountains. The lights of the complex
shone brightly against the black of Mount Concepcion. No blackout here. The Odyssey management felt
safe and snug guarded by their army of security agents and array of detection equipment.

Pitt dowed thejet ski as they approached the dock area, where alarge COSCO containership was
brightly lit under asea of floodlights. Pitt noted that the cranes were off-loading the cargo containers onto
trucks parked benesth the hull. No cargo was going on. He began to think the complex was more than a
research and development center. It had to have a connection with the tunnelsthat ran under it.

Sandecker had finally agreed onthe missonin principle. Y aeger and Gunn had filled Fitt and Giordino in
on the purpose of the tunndls. It then became imperative in everyone's mind that whatever information
they gained insde the complex might be vital for the discovery of Specter's motivesfor covering Europe
inice

The Virage TX was painted a charcoa gray that blended into the black water. Contrary to what is
shown in the movies where agents sneak around in black skintight suits, dark gray hasless vishility under
the sars at night. The three-cylinder engine was massaged by NUMA engineersto put out one hundred
and seventy horsepower. Noise reduction was also modified to reduce exhaust noise by ninety percent.

Speeding across the black water, the only sounds came from the dap of the bow and the muted hum of
the tuned pipe exhaust. They had reached the outer edge of the Ide de Ometepein half an hour after
leaving a deserted wharf south of Granada.

Pitt eased back on the throttle as Giordino studied abasic, handheld radar detector. "How'sit look ?'
Pitt asked.

"Their beam sweeps past us without pausing, so they must not be reading us.”

"We were wise to take the precaution of finishing the trip underwater,” Pitt said, tipping his head toward
apair of searchlights that were sweeping the water for five hundred yards off the shore.

"I make it about aquarter of amile.”

"Our depth sounder reads the bottom at only twenty-two feet. We must be out of the main channel.”



"Time to abandon ship and get wet," Giordino said, motioning toward apatrol boat that appeared
around the end of along dock.

Already intheir light wet suits, they quickly pulled their dive gear and packs from thejet ski's storage
aress. The Virage was astable craft and they could stand while helping each other dip into their oxygen
closed-circuit rebreathers, of atype used by the military for shallow-water operations. After quickly
going through the predive checking procedures, Giordino did into the water while Fitt tied the hand grips
inadgtraight position. Then heaimed thejet ski on a course toward the west shore of the lake and set the
throttle as he did off. Neither man took abackward glance at the speeding craft before diving beneath
the surface. Though they were using communi cation equipment, they took no chances of losing each
other in the ink-black water. They clipped the ends of aten-foot line to their weight belts.

Pitt preferred the oxygen closed-circuit rebreather. The semi—closed circuit rebreathers were more
efficient for degpwater work, but they |eft telltale signs of bubbles on the surface. Breathing one hundred
percent oxygen, the rebreather was the only true bubble-free diving system, the reason they were used
by military divers on covert missions. There could be no detection on the surface because the system
eliminated dl indications of bubble exhaugt. It took specidized training to use the system efficiently
without problems, but Fitt and Giordino were no strangers to rebreathers, having used them for twenty
years.

Neither man spoke. Giordino trailed behind, tracing Fitt's movement by using a shaded underwater
penlight that sent out athin beam that was next to impossible to spot from the surface. Pitt saw the
bottom dope down as they came to the main ship channel. He leveled off, checked his compass and
began kicking toward the Odyssey dock. Far into the distance, magnified by the water, he and Giordino
could hear the thrash of the patrol boat's twin screws.

Relying on his compass and computer displaying GPS positions, they homed in on the section under the
main dock where it met the shoreline. They swam dowly and steadily, seeing the water on the surface
become a shade less black asthey came closer to the lights beaming over the entire dock area. They
could aso see the sweep of the searchlights as their yellow shafts streaked across the surface above
them.

The water became more transparent, and they began to see the yellow glow turn brighter on the water
surface. Another hundred yards and they could make out the faintly shimmering outline of the dock
pilings. They skirted around the big COSCO containership, Saying far enough away so no idle crewman
could see them under the surface. All activity had cometo astandstill on the dock. The big cranes
became immobile and the warehouses were closed and deserted as the trucks moved away.

Suddenly, Pitt felt the back of his neck tingle and he sensed amovement in the water as a huge shape
materidized out of the gloom and swiped Fitt's shoulder with itstail and disappeared. He stiffened and
Giordino immediately sensed the rope go dack.

"What isit?" Giordino demanded.

"| think we're being stalked by acarcharhinid.”

"A shark?'

"A Lake Nicaragua bull shark, with blunt-nosed snout, big and gray, eight to nine feet.”



"Do freshwater sharks bite?"
"Show me onewho isn't carnivorous.”

Pitt siwvept the narrow beam of the penlight in acircle, but it failed to pierce the murky water for more
than ten feet. "Wed better circle the wagons.”

Giordino swiftly picked up on the meaning and swam to Pitt's side and turned until they were back to
back, facing in opposite directions to cover three hundred and sixty degrees. Asif reading the other's
thoughts, they pulled their dive knives from the sheeths attached to their lower legsand held them asiif
pointing swords.

Their nemesisreturned and dowly spirded around them, moving closer with each circle. Itsgray skin
was ominoudy illuminated under thetiny glow of their penlights, abig repulsive beast saring a them from
one black eye aslarge as the rim on a coffee cup, with awide jaw showing triangular rows of serrated
teeth like asnarling dog. It turned sharply and eased past the diversfor a closer look, never having seen
such strange fish with appendages that did not resembleits usud victims. It had the ook of a gluttonous
mongter trying to make up its mind whether the two weird fish that had intruded into its domain would
make a palatable medl. It seemed curious that its prey made no moveto dart away.

Aitt knew the snister murder machine was not quite ready to attack. The mouth was only dightly open
and thelips had not pulled away from the hideous teeth. He decided that offense was the best defense
and helunged at the creature, thrusting his knife and making a dashing swipe across the shark's nose, the
only tender spot on itstaut body.

The shark rolled away, trailing a streak of blood, confused and angered by the sudden show of
resstance from what should have been an easy kill. Then it turned, hovered for afew moments, flipped
itstall finsand came at them with phenomena speed in amovement deed silent, Sraight for thekill.

Pitt had only onetrick left in his bag. He shined the beam of the penlight directly into the shark'sright
eye. The unexpected flash temporarily blinded the killer just enough to induceit to veer and rall to his
right, mouth opening in anticipation of biting into flesh and bone. Aitt kicked fiercdy, twisting hisbody to
one sde asthe shark flashed padt, using its pectora fin to push it away. The yawning jaws clamped shut
on empty water. Then Fitt lashed out with the knife and gashed the monster inits black lifdesseye.

Two things could have happened. The maddened shark could have attacked without further hesitation,
provoked by pain and anger, or it could have svum away, half blinded, giving up the battle for easier

prey.
Fortunately, it swam away and did not return.

"That was about as close aswe ever came to being aspecial on adinner menu,” Giordino said, ina
vague tone dtill tinged with tension.

"He would probably have digested me and spit you out for tasting bad,” Pitt came back.
"WEIl never know whether he enjoyed Itdian food."
"L et's get amove on before one of his palscomes nosing around.”

They continued on but with greater caution than before, feding asense of rdief asthelightsfrom the



docks now provided them with agood thirty feet of underwater vishility. Findly, they reached the pilings
under the dock and siwam between them before surfacing and staring up at the wooden planking, where
they floated, getting their wind and waiting to seeif they had set off any security sensors. After afew
minutes, no sounds of approaching security guards were heard from above.

Aitt said, "Well follow the dock until it reaches the shore before we surface again.”

Thistime Giordino moved off into the lead, with Fitt following. The bottom came up sharply and they
were relieved to find asandy beach free of rocks. Crouching under the dock and shielded from the
overhead lights, they removed their dive gear and wet suits, opened their waterproof bags and retrieved
their Odyssey jumpsuits and hard hats. Slipping on socks and shoes, they checked their ID badgesto see
they were attached in the proper position before stepping warily into the open.

A singleguard sat in asmall house at the edge of a paved road that passed by the entrance to the dock.
Hewas eyebdlingaTV channd that was running an old American movie in Spanish. Pitt scanned the
areabut saw only the single guard.

"Shall we test our presence?’ he said to Giordino, face-to-face for the first time since they doveinthe
water.

"Y ou want to observe his reaction when we walk by?'
"Now or never to seeif we can freely move throughout the facility.”

They walked casudly past the guardhouse. The security guard, wearing the male black jumpsuit, caught
their movement and came out onto theroad.”La parada?" he shouted, afrown on hisface.

"Laparada?’ Giordino repeated.
"It meanshalt.”
"Para quéestausted aqui? Usted debe estar en sus cuartos.”

"Heresyour chanceto flash your Spanish,” said Giordino, hisfingerstightening around the grip of hisgun
benesth the jumpsuiit.

"What Spanish," said Pittbenignly. "I forgot most of whét | learned in high schoal.”
"Takeaguess. What did he say?'
"He wants to know what are were doing here. Then he said we're supposed to bein our quarters.”

"Not bad." Giordino grinned. Hewalked up to the guard asif he didn't have acarein theworld." Yo no
hablo el espariol,” he said in ahigh-pitched voicein asad attempt to mimic awoman.

"Very good,” Fitt complimented himin turn.
"I've been to Tijuana." Giordino approached the guard and shrugged helplesdy. "We're Canadian.”

The guard frowned as he looked at Giordino. If hismind could be read, it would reved that the woman
ingde the white uniform jumpsuit was the ugliest hed ever seen. Then hisfrown turned to asmile. "Oh, g,



Canadians, | speak English.” He pronounced itEnglais.

"1 know we're supposed to bein the barracks," said Fitt, smiling back. "We only wanted to take alittle
walk before going to deep.”

"No, no, that is not alowed,amigos,” said the guard. ™Y ou are not alowed out of your assigned area
after eight o'dlock.”

Pitt threw up his hands. " Sorry,amigo, we were talking and didn't notice we had wandered into the
wrong area. Now we're lost. Can you direct us to the barracks?'

The guard came over and shined aflashlight on their badges and studied them. ™Y ou from the dig?’
"S,werefrom the dig. Our superior sent ustopside for afew days rest.”

"I understand, senor, but you must return to your quarters. It isregulations. Just follow the road and turn
|eft a the water tower. Y our building isthirty metersto the left.”

"Grecias, amigo,” said Aitt. "We're on our way."
Satisfied Pitt and Giordino were not intruders, the guard returned to hislittle house.
Giordino said, "Well, we passed the first test.”

"Best we hide out somewhere until daylight. Not hedlthy to wander around here in the dead of night. Too
suspicious. The next guard who stops us might not be so friendly.”

They followed the guard's directions until they cameto along row of buildings. They moved in the
shadows through the edge of agrove of pam trees, studying the entrancesto the living quartersfor the

employees of Odyssey.

All but the fifth and last building were free of guards. That building had two guards stationed at the
entrance, while another two patrolled the perimeter outside a high surrounding fence.

"Whoever lives there must not be popular with Odyssey,” said Ritt. "It looks like aprison.”
"The occupants must be held captive.”

"Agreed.”

"Then we break into one that's open.”

PFitt shook his head. "No, we enter thisone. | want to talk to those who are held insde. We may learn
more from them about Odyssey's operation.”

"No waywe're going to bluff our way in."
"Lookslikeasmall shed next door. Let's move around, keeping the trees as cover, and check it out.”

"Y ou never take the easy path," Giordino groaned at seeing that Aitt's face held aremote and thoughtful
expresson under the glow of thelightslining the Sireet.



"Nofunif itsample" Fitt said serioudy.

Like burglars dinking through aresidentia neighborhood, they moved through the trees, taking
advantage of the thin curling trunks until they reached the edge of the grove. Crouched and running, they
covered another thirty yards until they reached the rear of the shed. Edging around one corner, they
found aside door. Giordino tried the latch. It was open and they dipped insde. Flashing their penlights
around the interior, they found that it was an equipment garage that held a street sweeper.

Aitt could see Giordino'steeth spread inasmilein thedim light. "1 think we struck the mother lode."
"Areyou thinking what I'm thinking?"

"l am," said Pitt. "We start up the sweeper and send it down the street, but with one refinement to get
the guard's attention.”

"Whichis?'

"Wesetitonfire”

"Y our devious mind never ceasesto amaze me."
"It'sagift.”

In ten minutes, they had sphoned three galons of gasinto afive-galon can they found in the garage. Fitt
climbed into the cab of the Street sweeper and turned on the ignition, while Giordino stood ready to
swing the doors open. They were both thankful the engine started with asingle cough and turned over
smoothly without an abundance of exhaust noise. The sweeper had standard four-speed transmission,
and he stood outside the open door, ready to shift it into second gear, skipping first so the big vehicle
would gain speed fagter. Waiting until the last minute to avoid an explosion inside the garage from the gas
fumes, he turned the steering whed of the big vehicle so that it would angle down the road toward arow
of parked trucks. Giordino opened the double doors and trotted back to the fuel can. He doused the gas
into the empty cab and stood holding the flame starter for an acetylene torch.

"Showtime," he said briefly.

Aitt, standing on the doorframe just outside the cab, jammed the shifter into gear and legped, as Giordino
turned the oxygen and acetylene valves full open and squeezed the handle of the flame tarter, sending a
two-foot flame bursting from the tip of the torch. There was aloudwhoosh as a combustion-produced
ball of fire enveloped the cab of the sweeper before it accelerated through the doors.

Roaring down the road like a comet, the siweeper, with its brushes spinning wildly and throwing up a
cloud of dirt and dust, sped fifty yards before crashing into the first truck and sending it bouncing on al
whedlsinto apam tree. Then it smashed square into the next truck in the row with ahorrendous screech
of tearing metal and glass, shoving it into the others, until it finally became jammed and cameto a
ganddtill with flames shooting into the sky followed by aswirling cloud of black smoke.

The two guards outside the building stood frozen in shock staring increduloudy at the sudden eruption of
fire. Finaly they were galvanized into action, their first reaction being the obvious conclusion that the
driver was till in the cab. They abandoned their posts and went running down the road, followed on their
hedlsby the guardsfrominsde.



Aitt and Giordino took immediate advantage of the commotion focused around the blazing sweeper. Fitt
dashed through the gated fence, dove inside the open door of the building and fell on the floor, only to
have Giordino, unable to sop his momentum, trip and fal on him.

"You'vegot to lose weight,” Fitt grunted.
Giordino swiftly pulled himto hisfeet. "Now where, genius?'

Aitt didn't answer but, seeing that it was clear, he took off running down along halway. The doorson
either side had locked latches. He stopped in front of the third door and turned to Giordino. "Thisisyour
specidty,” he said, stepping aside.

Giordino shot him atesty look, then leaned back and kicked the door hdf off its hinges. Then he lunged
with one shoulder and finished the job. Unable to withstand the muscular Italian's ondaught, the door fell
flat on the floor with aloud thud.

Aitt stepped insde and found a man and awoman Sitting upright in bed, frozen in shocked slence at the
sght of the strangers, their faces expressing icy fear.

"Forgivetheintruson," Ritt said softly, "but we need aplace to hide." Ashe spoke, Giordino was
aready setting the door back in place.

"Where are you going to take us?' the woman asked in near panic with aheavy German guttural accent
as she pulled up the covers around the top of her nightgown. Round, flushed face with wide brown eyes,
slver hair pulled back in abun, she looked like the grandmother she probably was. Though it was buried
under asheet and light blanket, Ritt could see that her body would never fit into asize Sixteen dress.

"Noplace. Were not who you think."

"But you're one of them."

"No, maam,” said Fitt, trying to ease her terror. "We are not employees of Odyssey."

"Then who in God's name are you?" asked the man, dowly recovering. The man in the bed rosein an
old-fashioned nightshirt and threw on an equaly old-fashioned chenille bathrobe. Just the opposite of
what Pitt assumed was hiswife, he was quitetall and thin asayardstick. Histhick gray hair stood at least
three inches above Fitt's. White facia skin, asharp pyramid of anose and tight lips decorated with a
pencil-thin mustache defined hisface,

"My nameis Dirk Fitt. My friend is Al Giordino. Wework for the United States government and are
hereto learn why the existence of thisfacility is such awel-guarded secret.”

"How did you get on theidand?" asked the woman.

"From thewater,” Ritt replied, without detail. "We entered your building after creating alittle diverson
that drew away the guards." As he spoke, the sound of gpproaching sirens could be heard echoing down
the corridor through the building's still-open front entrance. "I've never known anyone who could ignore
watching agood fire”

"Why did you choose our room?’



"Pure chance, nothing more."

"If you will kindly oblige us," said Giordino, "wed like to spend the night. Well be gone comethe
dawn."

The woman studied Giordino, her eyestraveling up and down hiswhite jumpsuit, with alook of
suspicion. "Y ou're not awoman.”

Giordino responded with awide smile. "Thankfully, no, but how | cameto bein afemae Odyssey
uniformisalong and boring story.”

"Why should we believe you?"'

"| can't give you areasonin theworld."

"Do you mind telling uswhy you're confined indde thisbuilding?' queried Fitt.

"Forgive us," said the woman, coming back on track. "My husband and | are terribly confused. HeisDr.
Claus Lowenhardt, and | am hiswife, Dr. Hilda Lowenhardt. We are only locked in at night. During the
day we work under heavy guard in the |aboratories.”

Pitt was amused at the formality of the introductions. "How did you come to be here?"

"We were doing research at the Technica Research Indtitution in Aachen, Germany, when agents
working for aMr. Specter representing the Odyssey Corporation requested that we come to work for
them as consultants. My wife and | were only two out of forty of the top scientistsin our field who were
lured away from their |aboratories by offers of an immense amount of money and promises of funding for
our projects after we were finished here and returned home. We were told we were flying to Canada,
but they lied. When our plane landed, we found oursalves on thisidand in the middle of nowhere. Since
then, we have dl virtudly worked as daves."

"How long ago?'

"Fveyeas."

"Wheattype of research were you forced to conduct?’

"Our academic disciplineisin the science of fud cell energy.”

"Isthiswhy thisfacility was congtructed, to conduct experiments on fud cdlls?!

Claus Lowenhardt nodded. " Odyssey began construction nearly Six years ago.”

"What about outside contact?"

"We are not dlowed telephone communications with our friends and families” replied Hilda, "only
outgoing letters, which are heavily censored.”

"Fiveyearsisalong timeto be avay from your loved ones. Why didn't you obstruct the research by
dowdowns and sabotage?’



Hilda shook her head solemnly. "Because they threatened a horrible death to anyone who hampered the
research.”

"And the lives of our familiesback home aswdll," added Claus. "We had no choice but to put forth a
dedicated effort. We dso had atrue desire to continue our liféswork, to create a clean and efficient
energy source for the people of the world."

"One man who had no family was made an example," said Hilda. "They tortured him by night and forced
him to work by day. He was found one morning hanging from the light fixture in hisroom. We dl knew
he was murdered.”

"Y ou believe he was murdered on orders from Odyssey officids?’

"Executed,” Lowenhardt corrected him. He smiled grimly and pointed up at the ceiling. "L ook for
yoursdf, Mr. Ritt. Would that fixture, which islittle more than awire and lightbulb, support the weight of
aman?'

"l seeyour point," Pitt acknowledged.

"We do what we'retold to do," said Hildaquietly, "whatever it takesto prevent harm from coming to
our son and two daughters and five grandchildren. The others are in the same boat.”

"Have you and your fellow scientists made any progressin developing fud cell technology?' asked Fitt.

Hilda and Claus turned and faced each other with quizzica expressions. Then Claussad, "Hasn't the
world learned of our success?'

"Along with our fellow scientists, we have devel oped an energy-generating source that combines
nitrogen-producing anmoniaand oxygen out of the atmosphere to creste substantial amounts of
electricity at avery low cost per unit, with pure water asits only waste product.”

"| thought practical and efficient fuel cellswere decades away,” said Giordino.

"Fud cdlsusng hydrogen and oxygen to produce eectricity, yes. Oxygen can comefrom the air.
However, hydrogen is not readily available and must be stored asafudl. But because of our fortunate
and amost miracul ous breakthrough, we have paved the way to nonpolluting energy that isavailableto
millions of people aswe spesk.”

"Youtdk asif itisaready in production,” said Giordino.

"It was perfected and tested with great success over ayear ago." Lowenhardt gave him thelook of a
man saring a avillageidiot. "Production began immediately after it was perfected. Surely you're familiar
withit."

They could read the expression of bafflement and incomprehension on Fitt'sand Giordino'sfaces as
genuine. "That'snewsto us" said Fitt keptically. "I'm not aware of anew miracle energy product Stting
on store shelves or powering automobiles.”



"Nor |," Giordino chimed in.

"We don't understand. We weretold that millions of units had already been produced by a
manufacturing faclity in China."

"Sorry to disgppoint you, but your great achievement isstill asecret,” Fitt said sympatheticaly. "1 can
only guessthat the Chinese are stockpiling your creation for some inexplicable purpose.”

"But what do they have to do with the tunnels?' Giordino muttered, confused at trying to put two and
two together.

Pitt sat down in achair and stared thoughtfully at the design in athrow rug. Findly, helooked up. "The
admiral said that Y aeger's computer concluded that the purpose behind the tunnels wasto lower the
temperature of the Gulf Stream and throw the eastern United States and Europe into eight months of
frigid weather." Then he turned to the Lowenhardts. ™Y our cutting-edge power technology, isit designed
for automobiles?’

"Not a the moment. But eventudly, with more study and refinement, it will generate enough clean energy
to power dl vehicles, including aircraft and trains. We've gone beyond the design stage. Currently, we're
working out thefina phase of engineering before running tests.”

"What does the gadget in production accomplish?" asked Fitt.

Claus winced a the wordgadget."The Machais a salf-sustaining generator that can provide
cogt-efficient eectrica energy to every home, office, workplace and school in theworld. It makesair
pollution anightmare of the past. Now afamily home, no matter how large or smal, located in the city or
in the farthest reaches of the country, can have its own independent source of energy—"

"Youcdl it the Macha?'

" Specter came up with the name himsdf when he saw thefirst operational unit. Macha, so heinformed
us, was the Cedltic goddess of cunning, also known as the queen of phantoms.”

"The Cdtsagan," muttered Giordino.
"The plot thickens" Pitt said philosophically.

"Guard gpproaching,” warned Giordino at his station by the door. " Sounds like two of them.” He leaned
hisweight agangt it.

The room became so hushed that the guards' voi ces became quite audible as they approached down the
hallway, checking the doors of the hostage scientists. Their footsteps stopped outside.

The Lowenhardts eyestook on thelook of frightened rabbits hearing the howl of coyotes, until they saw
Aitt's and Giordino's automatics appear asif by magic, and they redized these were menwho had
command of the Situation.

"Este puerta aparece dafiada.”

"He said the door |ooks damaged,” Pitt whispered.



One of the guardsjiggled the latch and pushed againgt the door, but it did not move with Giordino's
weght againd it.

" Se parece seguro,” cameancther voice.

"It seems secure,” Pitt trandated.

"L o tendremos reparados por la mafiana”

"They sad they'll haveit repaired in the morning.”

Then the footsteps and voices faded, as they continued on their rounds down the halway.

Pitt turned and gave the L owenhardts along hard look. "We're going to have to leave the idand and you
must comewith us."

"Y ou think that'swise?" Giordino put to him.

"Expedient,” said Pitt. "These people are the key to the mystery. Because of what they know, we don't
have to take the chance of getting caught while we nose around the facility, nor would we learn athird of
what the good doctors know."

"No, no!" Hilda gasped. "We don't dare leave. Once security learns we were missing, thefiends at
Odyssey will retaiate and murder our children.”

Aitt took her hand and gently squeezed it. ™Y our family will be protected. | promise you, no harm will be
alowed to come to them.”

"I'm still not sure," Giordino said, consdering the circumstances and possible consequences. "Once we
abandoned thejet ski our only plan for escaping the idand was to attempt to steal aboat or an airplane,
since their security forceswould stop any helicopter pickup. That plan won't come easy with apair of
senior citizensin tow."

Aitt turned back to the Lowenhardts. "What you haven't consdered isthat when your usefulnessisover,
you and the other hostage scientists will have to be diminated. Specter cannot risk any of you revesling
to the world what went on here.”

Total understanding flooded Claus Lowenhardt's face, but he still could not bring himsdif to fully accept
Pitt'swords. "Not dl of us. It'sdiabolica. They wouldn't dare kill usdl. The outside world would
discover thetruth.”

"Not if aplane carrying you back to your homes mysterioudy crashed in the sea. Except for an
investigation into the crash, no one would be the wiser about what redlly happened.”

Clauslooked a hiswife and placed an arm around her shoulders. "I'm afraid Mr. Fitt isright. Specter
could not dlow any of ustolive”

"Onceyou reved everything to the news media, Specter would not dare kill the other members of your
scientific team. Every law enforcement agency of your respective countries would band together and go
after Specter and his Odyssey empire with every internationd legd meansat their disposal. Believe me,
leaving now and coming with usisthe only way."



"Can you guarantee that you'll get us off theidand safely?' asked Hilda hesitantly.

Pitt looked singularly concerned. "'l can't promisewhat | can't predict with certainty. But you will surely
dieif youremanhere

Claus squeezed hiswife's shoulder. "Well, Mother, thislooks like our chance to see our loved ones
agan."

Shelifted her head and kissed him on the cheek. "Then we go together."
"They're coming back,” announced Giordino, with his ear to the door.

"If you will kindly get dressed,” said Fitt to the Lowenhardts, "my friend and | will take care of the
guards.” Then heturned hisback as the scientists began getting their clothes and joined Giordino on the
opposite sde of the door, Colt .45 drawn and held at the ready.

The secondsticked off asthe guards retraced their steps. Fitt and Giordino waited patiently until the
sound of the guards came outside the door. Then Giordino yanked the broken door inward, sending it
crashing to the floor. The security guards were too surprised to offer resistance, asthey were pulled into
the room and foundthemsdlves staring into the muzzles of two very large automatic pistols.

"En € piso, rapidamentel” Aitt snapped, ordering them to lie on the floor as Giordino began tearing up the
bedsheets. They quickly disarmed, bound and gagged the stunned guards.

Five minutes later, Aitt, with Claus and Hilda behind and Giordino bringing up the rear, passed through
the entrance of the unguarded gate in the fence and scurried across the Street that was packed with a
milling crowd of security personnel and firemen surrounding the still-burning street sweeper, before
dipping into the shadows unnoticed.

38

They had along wayto go. The hangars at the end of the issthmus airstrip were over amile acrossthe
facility from the Lowenhardts prison quarters. Besides asatdllite photo of the facility for aguide, they
now had the assstance of the scientists, who were familiar with the layout of the Streets.

Claus Lowenhardt fell back to talk softly to Giordino. "1syour friend truly in control of our Situation?”

"Let'sjust say that Dirk isaman of infinite resource who could talk or extricate himself out of dmost any
awkward Stuation.”



"Youtrust him." It was a statement more than a question.
"With my life. I've known him for dmost forty years and he hasn't failled me yet.”
"Ishean intelligence agent?'

"Hardly." Giordino could not suppress a soft laugh. "Dirk isamarine engineer. He's specia projects
director for the National Underwater and Marine Agency. I'm his second in command.”

"God help ud" Lowenhardt muttered. "If | had known you were not highly trained undercover CIA
agents, | would have never comewith you and risked my wifeslife.”

"Y our lives couldn't be in the hands of abetter man," Giordino assured him, hisvoicelow and hard as
concrete.

Pitt moved from one Structure to another, trying to stay in the shadows away from the streetlamps and
overhead lights on the roofs of the buildings. It was not an easy journey. Thefacility wasbrightly lit from
one end to the other. Floodlights had been installed on every building, along every street to discourage
anyone from trying to escape. Because of the abundance of illumination, Fitt scanned the territory through
binoculars rather than his nightscope, continualy checking for evidence of guards lurking in the shadows.

"The dreets seem unusualy empty of patrols,” he murmured.

"That's because the guards turn loose the dogs until morning,” said Hilda.

Giordino cameto an abrupt hdt. "Y ou didn't say anything about dogs.”

"l wasn't asked," she said blankly.

"I'll bet they're Dobermans,” Giordino moaned. "1 hate Dobermans.”

"Weé're lucky we got thisfar," Fitt said frankly. "Well have to be doubly careful from now on.”

"And with usfresh out of meet,” Giordino grumbled.

Pitt was about to lower his binoculars when he detected a high chain-link fence with circular barbwire
running aong the top. He could see that a gate on the road leading to the airstrip was guarded by two
men who were clearly exposed by an overhead light. Pitt re-focused the lenses and peered again. They
were not men but women in blue jumpsuits. Two unleashed dogs nosed the ground in front of the gate.
They were Dobermans, and he smiled to himsdlf a Giordino's revulsion of them.

"We have afence barring the road to the airstrip,” he said, passing the binocularsto Giordino.

Giordino peered through the lenses. "Did you notice thereisasmdler fence running afew feet in front of
the big one?'

"No doubt built to protect the dogs?"
"To keep them from turning crigpy-crunchy.” Giordino paused and traversed the fence ahundred yards

in each direction. "The main fence probably has enough eectricd juice running through it to barbecue a
buffalo.”" Giordino paused to check the neighborhood. "And not avacant street sweeper in sight.”



Abruptly, the ground began to move and alow rumbling sound swept the facility. The trees swayed and
the windows of the buildingsrattled. It was atremor like the one they experienced insde the lighthouse
and on theriver. Thisone lasted longer, over aminute before tapering off. The Dobermanswent into a
barking frenzy asthe guards milled around uneasily. There would be no cregping up on the guards
undetected while the dogs were excited and aert.

"Wefdt an earth tremor earlier,” Fitt said to Claus. "Isit coming from the volcano?

"Indirectly,”" he answered matter-of-factly. "One of the scientists on our research team, Dr. Alfred
Honoma, a geophysicist who was lured away from the University of Hawaii, is an expert on volcanoes.
In his opinion the tremors have nothing to do with superheated rock ascending through the volcano's

fissures. He clams the impending danger isasudden dip of the volcano's dopethat will causea
catastrophic flank collapse.”

"How long have you experienced these tremors?" askedRitt.

"They began ayear ago," replied Hilda. "They've increased in frequency until now they come lessthan an
hour apart.”

"They've dso amplified inintensity," added Claus. "According to Dr. Honoma, some unexplained
phenomenon benesth the mountain has caused its surface to shift.”

PFitt nodded at Giordino. "The fourth tunnel runs under the base of the volcano.”
Giordino merely nodded in agreement.

"Did Honoma have a prediction as to when the shift will occur?* Fitt inquired.
"Hethought thefind dip might take place a any time."

"What would be the consegquences?’ Giordino asked.

"If Dr. Honomais correct,” replied Claus, "adevastating flank collgpse would unleash a cubic mile of
rock, sending it diding down the mountain dope toward the lake at Speeds up to eighty milesan hour.”

"That would trigger massve waves onceit hit water," sad Aitt.
"Y es, the waves could easily wipe out every town and village surrounding the lake."

"What aboutt the Odyssey facility?”

"Sinceit coversagood part of the volcano's dope, the entire works would be swept away and buried.”
Claus paused and then he added grimly, "And everybody with it."

"lsn't Odyssey management aware of the threat?'

"They cdled in their own geologists, who argued that flank collapses are quite rare and only happen
somewherein the world every ten thousand years. My understanding is that word came down from Mr.

Specter that there was no threat and to ignoreit.”



" Specter isn't noted for being considerate of hisemployees welfare," said Fitt, recaling the incident on
board theOcean Wanderer.

Suddenly, everyone gtiffened and stared up into Star-peppered sky toward the unmistakable sound of a
helicopter coming in from the air termind. From the floodlights on the ground the lavender color was
clearly vishble. They al stood immobile, pressed against the wal of abuilding, asthe rotor blades
pounded the night air toward them.

"They'relooking for us," ragped afrightened Claus Lowenhardt, clutching hiswife around her shoulders.
"Not likely," Pitt asserted. "The pilot isn't circling in a search pattern. They're not onto us yet.”

The craft flew directly over them, not more than two hundred feet above. Giordino felt asif he could
have hit it with awell-thrown rock. Any second the landing lights would come on and target them like
ratsin abarn under adozen flashlights. Then Dame Fortune smiled. The pilot didn't flick on hislanding
lights until the craft had passed safely beyond where they stood. It banked sharply toward the roof of
what looked like aglass-walled office building, hovered and then settled.

Pitt took the binoculars from Giordino and trained them on the aircraft asit landed and the rotor blades
dowly swung to astop. The door came open and severd figuresin lavender jumpsuits crowded around
the steps, as awoman stepped down, wearing agold jumpsuit. He gently rotated the adjustment until he
had a sharp definition. He couldn't be absolutely positive, but he would have bet ayear's pay that the
person who climbed from the helicopter was the woman who cdled hersdf Rita Anderson.

Hisface tightened with anger as he passed the binoculars back to Giordino. "L ook closely at the queen
inthe gold jumpsuit.”

Giordino studied the woman closdly and watched as she and her retinue walked toward the elevator that
led down from the roof. "Our pa from the yacht," he spoke, in avoicelow and vicious. "The onewho
murdered Renee. My kingdom for asniper rifle.”

"Nothing we can do about her,” Pitt said regretfully. "Our number one priority isto get the Lowenhardts
to Washington in one piece.

"And speaking of one piece, how are we getting past an e ectric fence, three Dobermans and two
heavily armed security guards?'

"Not through,” Pitt said quietly, ashismind caculated the odds on along shot, "butover.™

The Lowenhardts stood quietly, not quite knowing what to make of the conversation. Giordino followed
Pitt's gaze toward the helicopter on the top of the office building ablock away, his expression cool and
focused. Wordlesdy, slently, aplan took root between them. Ritt lifted the binoculars and studied the
building.

"The headquarters office of thefacility,” he said. "It looks unguarded.”

"No reason for them to lock peopleinside. All the workers are loyd employees of Odyssey.”

"And no paranoiaabout unwanted guests entering through the front doors.” Fitt tilted the glasses. The
pilotsfollowed Ritainto the eevator, leaving the helicopter seemingly deserted. "WEIl never have a better

opportunity.”



"| fail to see an opportunity in gaining entrance to abusy office building, bluffing our way past two
hundred workers, trespassing to the tenth floor to steal a helicopter without someone suspecting a band
of rasinther lar."

"Maybeit would helpif | could find you alavender jumpsuit.”

Giordino gave Pitt alook that would have withered aredwood. "1've dready gone beyond the call of
duty. Youll haveto think of something else.”

Pitt walked up to the Lowenhardts, who were standing with their arms around each other. They looked
apprehensive but not frightened. "Were going to enter the headquarters building and ascend to the roof,
where we will appropriate the helicopter,” Pitt said. "Stay closeto me. If we run into trouble, drop to the
floor. We can't have you obstructing our line of fire. Our best hopeisto act audacious. Al and | will try
to make it look like we're escorting you to ameeting or interrogation or whatever scam works best.
Once we reach the roof, hurry into the aircraft quickly and tighten your seet belts. The takeoff might be
very rough.”

Claus and Hilda solemnly assured him they would follow hisingtructions. They werein it now up to their
ears and had crossed over the point of no return. Pitt had faith in their adhering to hisingtructionsto the
letter. They had no choice.

They waked aong the edge of the street until they reached the steps leading up to the entrance of the
headquarters. A passing truck caught them in its headlights. But the driver took no notice of them. Two
women, onein lavender, the other in awhite jumpsuit, were standing just outside the portal, smoking
cigarettes. Thistime with Giordino in the lead, who smiled politely, they passed through the big glass door
into the lobby. Severd women and only one man milled about the lobby in conversation. Few looked
their way as Pitt and the others passed, and those who glanced at them did so without suspicion.

Moving dong asif it wasacommon, everyday routine, Giordino hurried the group into an empty
elevator before the doors closed. But no sooner had everyoneentered, and before he could push the
button for the roof exit, than an attractive blond woman in lavender entered, leaned in front of him and
pressed the button for the eighth floor.

She turned and studied the L owenhardts, paused significantly as alook of wariness cameto her eyes.
"Where are you taking these people?’ she demanded in English.

Giordino hesitated, unsure of what tack to take. Undaunted, Pitt stepped beside Giordino and said in
broken Spanish," Perdénenos para ingl és noparlante ." [Forgive usfor English nontalking].

The eyes suddenly blazed. "1 wasn't speaking to you!" she snapped malicioudy. "l wastaking to the
lady."

Caught in the middle of the exchange, Giordino was afraid of speaking, his voice asure giveaway that he
wasn't feminine. When he spoke, it was a squeaky high pitch that sounded odd and hollow insde the
eevaor.

"l pesk alittleingl és."

His answer was a penetrating stare. She studied hisface and her eyes widened as she saw hisfive
o'clock shadow. She reached out and rubbed one hand across his cheek. ™Y ou're aman!” she blurted.



She wheeled and reached out to stop the elevator at the next floor, but Fitt dapped her hand down.
The Odyssey representative looked at Pitt in disbdlief. "How dare you?'

He amiled devilishly. ™Y ou've made such an impression on methat I'm stedling you away to a better
world."

"You'recrazy!"

"Likeafox." The elevator stopped on the eighth floor, but Pitt pushed theclose door button. The doors
remainedshut , the motor hummed and it continued upward to itslast stop on the roof above the tenth
floor.

"What is going on here?' For thefirst time she took agood look &t the Lowenhardts, who seemed
amused by the exchange. Her face clouded. "I know these people. They're supposed to be confined at
night in the prison building. Where are you taking them?

"To the nearest bathroom,” Fitt answered nonchdantly.

The woman didn't know whether to stop the elevator or scream. Confused, shefell back on her
womanly ingtinct and opened her mouth to scream. Fitt showed no hesitation in ramming hisright fist into
her jaw. She went down like a sack of wet flour. Giordino grabbed her under the arms before she hit the
floor and pulled her into a corner, where she was out of sight when the doors opened.

"Why didn't you smply gag her?" asked Hilda, shocked at seeing Pitt brutdly strike the woman.
"Because she would have bitten my hand, and | didn't fed in achivarous mood to let her doit."

Agonizingly, with gpparently infinite downess, the devator rose the fina few feet of its ascent and
reached the stop on the tenth floor leading to the roof. After it eased smoothly to a hdlt, the doors spread
gpart and they exited.

Right into agroup of four uniformed security guards who had been standing out of sight behind alarge
ar-conditioning unit.

The atmospherewas one of calm if not an equa level of anxiety in Sandecker's penthouse apartment at
the Watergate in Washington. He paced the floor under atrail of blue smoke from one of his mammoth,
specidly wrapped cigars. Some men might have acted as gentlemen with ladies present rather than
enshrouding them with tobacco fumes, but not the admird. They ether accepted his noxious habit or he
didn't entertain them. And, despite thisliability, sngle ladies of Washington passed over his doorstep with
surprising frequency.

Conddered a prestigious catch because he was an unmarried widower with adaughter and three
grandchildren who lived in Hong Kong, Sandecker was besieged with dinner invitations. Either
fortuitoudy or unluckily, depending upon how one looked at it, he was constantly introduced to single
ladies|ooking for ahusband or areationship. Amazingly, the admira wasamaster a juggling five ladies
at the sametime, one of the reasons he was afitness nut.



Hislady of the evening, Congresswoman Bertha Garcia, who stepped into the office of her late husband,
Marcus, was Stting on the balcony, drinking aglass of fine port while viewing the lights of the capitdl.
Stylishly attired in ashort black cocktail dress after attending a party with the admira, she gazed with
amusement at Sandecker's nervousness.

"Why don't you sit down, Jm, before you wear out the carpet?’

He stopped and came over to her, placing ahand againgt her cheek. "Forgive me for ignoring you, but
I've got astuation with two of my people down in Nicaragua." He sat down heavily beside her. "What if
| told you that our east coast and Europe were going to suffer severe wintersthe likes of which we've
neverseen.

"We can dways survive abad year."

"I'm talking centuries”

She st her glasson apatio table. " Certainly not with globa warming.”

"With globd warming,” he said firmly.

The phone rang and he marched in and picked it up from his penthouse office desk.

IIY@I
"Rudi, Admird," came Gunn'svoice. "Still noword."

"Have they made entry?"

"Weve heard nothing since they |eft on ajet ski acrossthe lake from Granada.”

"l don't likeit," Sandecker muttered. "We should have heard from them by now."

"We should leave jobslike thisto the intelligence agencies,” said Gunn.

"| agree, but there was no stopping Dirk and Al."

"They'll makeit," Gunn said reassuringly. "They dwaysdo.”

"Yes," Sandecker said heavily. "But someday the law of averageswill catch up and their luck will run
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The guards wereas surprised to see the group exit the elevator as Pitt was to see them. Three wore the
blue jumpsuits of security guards, the fourth was awoman dressed in green. Pitt guessed shewas of a
higher rank than the men. Unlike the others, she carried no assault rifle. Her only weapon was asmall
automatic pistol in abelt holster on her hip. Pitt quickly took theinitiative. He walked up to the woman.

"Areyou in charge here?' he asked, in avoice cam and authoritetive.
Thewoman, taken back momentarily, stared a him. "I'm in charge. What are you doing here?"

Relieved that she spoke English, he motioned to the Lowenhardts. "We found these two wandering
around the fourth floor. Nobody seemed to know how they came to be there. We were told to turn them
over to the guards on the roof. That'syou."

The woman studied the Lowenhardts, who were looking at Fitt with growing shock and fear in their
eyes.

"l know these people. They are scientists who work on the project. They're supposed to be confined to
their quarters.”

"There was adisturbance, avehicle caught fire. Theymust have escaped during the commoation.”

The fema e guard, looking confused, did not question how the L owenhardts cameto bein the
headquarters building. "Who told you to bring them to the roof ?*

Fitt shrugged. "A lady in alavender jumpsuit.”

The three guards, with their assault riflesheld at the ready, appeared to relax. They seemed to buy the
story, evenif their superior was doubtful. "What are your work positions?' she demanded.

Giordino took afew stepstoward the helicopter, turned his head away and looked as if he was admiring
it. Aitt stared directly into the woman's eyes. "We work in the tunnels. Our supervisor sent ustopside for
two days rest.” Out of the corner of one eye he saw Giordino dowly, imperceptibly, move behind the
guards.

The story worked before. He hoped it would work again. It did. The woman nodded.
"That doesn't explain why you were in headquartersthistime of night.”
"We've been ordered back down tomorrow and were instructed to come here and pick up our passes.”

He missed on that one. "What passes? | know of no passesissued to tunnel workers. Y our identification
badges should suffice."

"l only dowhat I'mtold," he said, acting irritated. "Do you want to take charge of these prisonersor
not?"'

Before she could reply, Giordino had hisbig gun in one hand. In one lightning motion, he lashed the
barrdl against one guard's head and then swung it hard against the head of the second guard. The third



removed his hands from hisrifle when he saw the gaping muzzle of Giordino's .50 cdiber automatic
amed between hiseyes.

"That's much better,” Fitt said quietly. He turned to Giordino and smiled. "A credible piece of work."
Giordino returned adight grin. "l thought so."

"Takether guns”

The woman's hand crept toward her holstered pistal.

Pitt said, "1 wouldn't if | wereyou.”

The female guard's face was amask of wrath, but she was smart enough to know the odds were against
her. Sheraised her hands as Giordino removed her gun. "Who are you?' she hissed.

"I wish people would stop asking methat.” Fitt pointed at the guard till standing. "Remove your uniform.
Quickly!"

The guard quickly unzipped the front of hisjumpsuit and stepped out of it. Fitt did the samewith his
black suit. Then he dipped into the blue one.

"Down on the roof next to your men,” Pitt ordered the woman and the half-naked guard.
"What are you up to?" Giordino inquired casudly.
"Liketheairlines, | hate taking off with ahaf-empty arcraft.”

Without further probing, Giordino knew what Pitt had on hismind. He stood in front and over his
prisoners so they could see his gun muzzle swing from head to head. He looked at the Lowenhardits.
"Timeto board,” he said firmly.

Obediently and without complaint, the two elderly people climbed into the helicopter, as Pitt walked
toward the elevator. A few seconds later, the door closed and he was gone.

Ins de anoffice penthouse on the tenth floor below the roof stretched amagnificent flow of rooms. The
lavender suite, asit was appropriately named, was decorated asif swept by atidal wave of the same
color. The enormous cellings were trimmed around the edgesin lavender, with large domes painted in
scenes depicting strange religious ritual s and dances performed by women in flowing dresses under
backgrounds of scenic forests surrounding lakes and mythica mountains. The vast wall-to-wall carpet
was lavender flecked with gold, its thickness amost ankle-deep. The furniture was carved from white
marble shaped like throne chairs often displayed on a Grecian vase.

They were padded with thick lavender cushions. The chanddliers were coated witha deep iridescent
lavender, their crystas surrounding the lights dyed to match. The walls were donein the same universa
color, but inarich velvet. High massive curtains were cut and draped from the same materid. Sensud,
exotic, decadent, atrue dream fantasy, the effect stunned the eye of the viewer far beyond any sight they



might have ever imagined.

Two women were sested on along marble couch, reclined luxurioudy in massively thick cushions. An
ornately sculptured glass table stood between them with a bucket containingavintage champagne whose
bottle bore a custom lavender 1abel. One of the women was attired in a goldengown, the other was
dressed in purple. Their long red hair matched precisdly, asif they used the same bottle of dye and same
hairstyligt. If they had not moved, an observer might have thought they were part of the outrageous
decor.

Thelady in purple sipped her champagne from a tulip-stemmed glass and said in a voice devoid of
inflection: "Our timetableis on schedule. Ten million units of Machawill be ready for retail sale by thefirst
snowfal. After that, our friendsin Chinawill havetheir assembly lines operating at full production. Their
new factorieswill go on line by the end of summer and production will soar to two million unitsamonth.”

"Aredigtribution channdsin place?" asked thelady in gold, who was devastatingly beautiful.

"Warehouses either constructed or rented throughout Europe and the northeastern United Statesare
aready receiving shipments from Chinas cargo flest.”

"We were fortunate that Druantia was able to step into her father's shoes and increase our desperate
need for platinum.”

"Without it we could never have met the demand.”
"Haveyou arrived at atimeto open thetunnels?"

Thelady in purple nodded. " September tenth is the date calculated by our scientists. They estimated that
it will take sixty daysto bring down the temperature of the Gulf Stream to whereit will cause extreme
cold inthe northern latitudes.

Thelady in gold smiled and poured another glass of champagne. "Then everythingisin place.”

The other nodded and raised her glass. "To you, Epona, who will soon become the most powerful
woman in the history of theworld. "

"And to you, Hidais, who madeit happen.”

Aitt surmisedcorrectly that the main office suite would be on the top floor below the roof. The secretaries
and office workers had |eft hours earlier and the halls were empty when he stepped from the eevator.
Wearing the blue coveralls of a security guard, he had no problem walking past two other guards, who
paid him scant attention as he passed into the anteroom of the main suite. He found it unguarded so he
very quietly pushed open the door and stepped inside, eased the door closed, turned and frozein
astonishment, overwhelmed by the tidal wave of the decor.

He heard voicesin the next room and dipped between awall and lavender curtains draped over an
arched doorway that were pulled back by gold sashes. He saw the two women lounging in luxury on the
couch and scanned the ostentatious suite that would have, in his mind, made the fanciest brothel 1ook like



ashack by arailroad track. The occupants were alone. He stepped past the drapes and stood in the
middle of the doorway, admiring the beauty of the two women asthey continued converaing without
turning and finding an intruder intheir midgt.

"Will you be leaving soon?" Hidais asked Epona.

"Inafew days. | haveto take care of alittle damage control in Washington. A congressional committee
isinvestigating our newly acquired mining operationsin Montana. The state's politicians are upset

because we're taking dl of theiridium orefor our own use and leaving nonefor saleto U.S. commercia
enterprises or their government.”

Eponaleaned back comfortably in thethick pillows. "And you, my dear friend, what is on your agenda?'

"I've hired an internationa investigation company to track down the two men who penetrated our
security and roamed the tunnels before escaping through the lighthouse ventilator.”

"Any ideaof their identities?'

"1 suspect they were members of the National Underwater and Marine Agency. The same ones|
escaped from after they destroyed our yacht.”

"Y ou think our effortsfor secrecy have been compromised?”

Flidais shook her head. "I don't think so. At least not yet. Our agents have reported no activity by U.S.
intelligence agenciesto investigate the tunnels. There has been astrange silence. It'sasif those devilsfrom
NUMA disappeared off the face of the earth.”

"We need not be unduly concerned. It'stoo late for the Americans to stop our operation. And besides,
it's doubtful they've discovered the tunnel's true purpose. Only eight more days and they'll be open and
pumping the South Equatorid Current into the Pecific.”

"I'm hoping the reason for their silenceisthat they haven't put two and two together and found athresat.”
"That would explaintheir inaction.”

"On the other hand,” Eponasaid, thoughtfully, "one would think they'd seek retdiation for the murder of
amember of their crew.”

"An execution that was amatter of necessity,” Hidais assured her.

"l disagreg," said Pitt. "Cold-blooded murder is never amatter of necessity."

There wasa stunned moment in time, the champagne glass held between Eponas manicured fingersfell
dlently to thethick carpet. Both heads whirled around, their long hair snapping around like whips. The
long-lashed eyes flashed from surpriseto irritation at being interrupted by an unauthorized intrusion by
one of their own security personnd. Then came surprise a seeing Fitt's Colt aimed in their direction.



Pitt caught the flick of Epona's eyestoward asmall golden remote on the carpet under the glasstable.
Her foot began dipping toward it. "Not asmart move, dear heart,” he said casualy.

The foot stopped, her toe inches from one of the buttons. Then she dowly withdrew her foot.
Inthat ingtant Flidais recognized Fitt. "Y oul" she said sharply.

"Hello, Rita, or whatever you cal yoursdf." His eyes swept the room. "Y ou seem to have come up in the
world."

The amber-brown eyes glared a him in cold anger. "How did you get in here?

"Don't you like my designer jJumpsuit?' he said, asif modeling at afashion show. "It's amazing the doors
they open.”

"Hidais, who isthisman?' Eponaasked, sudying Pitt as one would aspecimen in azoo.

"My nameisDirk Fitt. Your friend and | met off the east coast of Nicaragua. As| recdl, sheworea
ydlow bikini and owned an elegant yacht.”

"Which you destroyed,”" Hidais hissed like aflared cobra

"| don't recall you giving usachoice.”

"What do you want?" inquired Epona, staring a him through jade eyes flecked with gold.
"I think it only fair thet Flidais—isthat what you cal her?—answer for her crimes.”

"May | ask what you havein mind?' she asked, staring & him enigmatically.

Thiswoman was aclass act, Pittdecided, nothing fazed her, not even the muzzle of hisgun. "I'm taking
her on alittleflight north.”

"Jug likethat."

Pitt nodded. "Just like that."

"Andif | refuse" Hidais snarled contemptuoudy.
"Let'sjust say you won't enjoy the consequences.”
"If I don't do asyou say, you'l kill me. Isthat it?!

He placed the muzzle of his Colt .45 againgt the Side of her face next to her left eye. "No, I'll smply blow
out your eyebdls. Youll liveto old age, blind and ugly assin.”

"Y ou're crude and vulgar, like most men,” said Eponaindignantly. "I'd have expected no lessfrom you."
"It'sniceto know | didn't disgppoint such an astute and beautiful lady.”

"Y ou need not patronize me, Mr. Ritt."



"I'm not patronizing you, Epona, I'm tolerating you." He got to her on that one, he thought, pleased with
himsdlf. "Perhaps well meet again someday under more enjoyable circumstances.”

"Do not count your blessings, Mr. Aitt. | don't seeahappy lifein your future.”
"Funny, you don't ook like agypsy.”

He nudged Hidais softly in the back of one shoulder with his gun and followed her from the room. He
stopped in the doorway and turned to Epona. "Before | forget, it wouldn't be wise to open the tunnels
and divert the South Equatoria Current to send Europe into a deep freeze. | know of alot of people who
might nat likeit."

Hetook Hidais by thearm and led her lively but not hurriedly through the arched doorway, down the
hallway and into the devator. Onceinsde, FHlidais sood straight and smoothed her flowing gown.
"Y ou're not only boorish, Mr. Ritt, but you're exceedingly stupid aswell."

"Oh, how 07"

"You'l never leave the building. There are security personnd on every floor. Y ou don't stand a prayer of
passing through the lobby without being apprehended.”

"Who said anything about going through the lobby?*

Flidais's eyes widened as the elevator moved up and stopped on the roof. He prodded her out onto the
roof asthe doors opened. "I don't mean to rush you, but things are about to heat up around here."

She saw the guards lying on the ground with Giordino standing over them, nonchdantly sweeping the
barrel of an assault rifle from one head to the other. Then her gaze turned to the idle helicopter and she
knew any hope of her security guards intercepting Pitt and his partner had flown away on the night air.
Seeking afina desperate avenue, her eyes blazed at Fitt. ™Y ou can't pilot a hdlicopter.”

"Sorry to disgppoint you," Pitt answered in apatient tone. "Both Al and | can fly thisbird.”

Giordino glanced at Hidais, took in her elegant gown and smiled natily. "'l see you found Rita. Y ou pick
her up at aparty?’

"A party of two downing expensive vintage champagne. Her nameis Flidais. She's coming with us.
Keep aneyeon her."

"Both eyes” Giordino sadicily.

Pitt glanced briefly at Flidais as he entered the helicopter. The glare had gone out of the eyes. Thecam
and lack of fear had altered to trepidation.

He briefly glanced at the helicopter before he moved swiftly into the cockpit and sat in the pilot's sedt. It
wasan McDonnd|-Douglas Explorer modd with twin Pratt & Whitney turboshaft engines built by MD
Helicopters of Mesa, Arizona. He was pleased to seethat it was arotor craft with an antitorque system
that eiminated thetall rotor.

He checked to be sure the fuel shutoff valve was on and took the cyclic and collective friction off. Then,



with the pedals and throttles moving smoothly, the circuit breakersin and the mixture to full rich, he
turned the master switch on. Next came the ignition, and both engines began turning over, eventudly
resching idling rpms. Findly, Fitt made certain dl warning lights were out.

He leaned out the sde window and shouted to Giordino over the whine of the twin turbines. "Jump
aboard!"

Giordino was not as polite as Fitt. Heliterdly lifted Flidais off her feet and flung her ingde the rotor craft.
Then he climbed in and closed the big diding door. Theinterior was stylish and eegant with four large
leather seats with burled-wanut consoles, one containing acompact office system with computer, fax and

asatdlite televison phone. The console between the opposite seats held abar with crystal decanters and
glasses.

The Lowenhardts sat with seat belts buckled, staring mutely at Flidais who was still sprawled on the
floor where Giordino had thrown her. Giordino reached under her arms, pulled her erect and dropped
her into a seat, buckling her seat belt. He handed the assaullt rifle to Claus Lowenhardit.

"If sheliftsher little finger, shoot her."
Having no love for hisformer female captors, Claus relished the opportunity.

"Our agentswill bewaiting for you when weland in Managua,” Hidais said scornfully.

"That's comforting to know."

Giordino turned quickly, entered the cockpit and dropped into the copilot's seet. Fitt glanced at the
elevator doors and saw them close. Alerted by the woman in the suite, security guards were waiting for it
to descend before they could swarm up to the roof. He reached down and pulled up on the collective,
lifting the helicopter into the air. Then he pushed the cyclic forward, the nose dipped and the MD
Explorer legped from the roof of the building. Fitt quickly brought the aircraft up to its top speed of one
hundred and eighty-four miles an hour, soaring over the Odyssey facility toward the airstrip stretching
between the vol canic mountains. As soon as he reached the dopes of the Madera volcano, he banked

the Explorer around the peak and brought it down less than thirty feet above the trees before crossing
over the shore above the waters of the lake.

"Not heading for Managua, | hope," said Giordino, putting on his earphones. "Her Roya Highness said
her flunkieswill bewaiting for us."

"I wouldn't be surprised,” Pitt said with awide grin. "That's why we're heading west out over the Pacific
before cutting south to San Jose, CostaRica"

"Do we have enough fud?'

"Once we take her to cruising speed, we should make it with a couple of galonsto spare.”

Pitt skimmed the surface, staying out of contact with Odyssey's radar systems, before crossing over the
spit of land on the west side of the lake. Ten miles out to sea, he turned south and dowly increased
atitude as Giordino locked in a course for San Jose. For therest of the flight, Giordino kept awary eye
onthefud gauges.

There was alight overcast, not thick enough for rain but just enough to blot out the stars. Pitt wastired,



more worn-out than he could ever remember. He turned over the controlsto Giordino and douched in
his seet, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath. There was till one more job to do before he could

alow himsdf the luxury of deep. He pulled the satdllite phone from awaterproof bag and dialed
Sandecker's private line.

The admira’s voice came through the earpiece dmost immediately. "Yed™
"Wereout," Pitt said wearily.

"About time."

"There waslittle need for an extended tour.”

"Where are you now?"'

"In astolen helicopter on our way to San Jose, CostaRica”

Sandecker paused to takeit in. "You didn't fedl you had to snoop around the facility during the daylight
hours?'

"We had abresk," said Aitt, fighting to keep from nodding off.
"Y ou collected the datawe need?' Sandecker asked impatiently.

"We have everything," replied Fitt. "Through the use of scientists he took as hostages, Specter has
perfected fud cdll technology by using nitrogen instead of hydrogen. The Red Chinese are cranking out

millions of eectrical heat-generating units, which will be distributed and ready for sale when they open the
tunnels and the freeze hitsthe U.S. coast and Europe thiswinter."

"Areyou tdling methis crazy schemeisal for the sde of fud cdls?' Sandecker said increduloudy.

"Y ou're talking hundreds of billions of dollars, not to mention the power that will come from owning the

monopoly. No matter how you diceit, the world economy will be in Specter's pocket when the first
snow gartstofal."

"Y ou're certain Specter has perfected the technology when the best mindsin the world have yet to make
abreakthrough," Sandecker persisted.

" Specterhas the best minds,”" Pitt countered. ™Y ou'll get the story from two of them who worked on the
project.”

"They'rewith you?' Sandecker said with growing anticipation.

"Sitting just behind me a ong with the woman who murdered Renee Ford.”

Sandecker looked like a batter who had hit ahome run with his eyes shut. Y ou have her too?"
"Charter aplanefor usin San Jose and well set her in your lap by thistime tomorrow.”

"I'll put Rudi right onit," said Sandecker, pleasure and excitement evident in hisvoice. "Cometo the
office with your party as soon asyou land.”



Therewasno reply.
"Dirk, areyou ill there?'

Pitt had dozed off and was blissfully unaware that he had broken the connection.

The Air Canadajetbumped through athick cloud whose soft white curves showed thefirst orangetint
from the setting sun. Asthe plane began its dow descent toward Guade oupe, Summer gazed through her
window and watched the deep, dark blue-purple water below turn to light blue and then turquoise asthe
arcraft flew over the reefs and lagoons. Sitting next to her in the aide seat, Dirk studied achart of the
waters around the 19 es des Saintes, a group of idands to the south of Guadel oupe.

She stared with growing curiosity as the two main idands of Basse-Terre and Grande-Terre merged
together in the shape of abutterfly. Basse-Terre formed the western wing and was blanketed with thickly
forested hills and mountains. Surrounded by lush ferns, itsrain forest contains some of the Caribbean's
highest waterfalls, which flow down from theidand's | oftiest peak, La Soufriere, a smoldering volcano
that rises above forty-eight hundred feet. Both idands, with atotal land areathe size of Luxembourg,
were separated by anarrow channd filled with mangroves called the Riviere Salee.

The eastern wing of the butterfly, Grande-Terre was acontrast to Basse-Terre. Theidand is mostly
dominated by flat terrain and rolling hills, much of which is cultivated in sugarcane, the mgor source for
the three didtilleries that produce Guade oupe's fine rums.

Summer's heart rose in anticipation of enjoying some of the idand's many black and white sand beaches
that were romantically edged with swaying pams. Deegp down, she knew it was probably wishful
thinking. Once she and Dirk had finished their survey for Odysseus logt fleet, Admiral Sandecker would
no doubt order them home without alowing afew days of rest and enjoyment. She made up her mind to
stay, regardless of the consequences of incurring the admira's wrath.

The plane made awide circle that took it over Pointe-a-Pitre, the commercia capita of Guadel oupe.
She looked down at the red tile roofs mingled with those of corrugated metd. The pleasant town was
embelished by a picturesque square in its center surrounded by outdoor shops and cafes. The narrow
streets seemed busy and lively, with people heading home for dinner. Few drove cars. Many of them
walked while most rode motorcycles and motor scooters. Lights were aready beginning to flicker onin
the little houses around the port city. Shipsweretied to docks, with little fishing boats coming into harbor
after aday's catch.

The pilot settled the plane on the landing approach to Guadd oupe's Pole Caraibes Airport. The landing



gear thumped as the wheedls dropped and |ocked, and the wing flaps hummed into adownward position.
For abrief ingtant, the last of the setting sun flashed into the windows before the plane settled onto the
runway with the usual bounce, protest of tires and shrill whine of the reverse thrust of the turbines asthe
plane braked before taxiing to the termindl.

Summer dwaysloved early eveningsin thetropics. The offshore breezes usualy came up and blew
away the worst of the day's heat and humidity. Sheloved the smell of wet vegetation after arain and the
aroma of the ever-present tropica flowers.

"How's your French?' Dirk askedSummer as they descended the boarding stairs from their aircraft at
the Guadeloupe airport.

"About as good asyour Swahili," she said, looking radiant in avibrant flowered skirt and matching
blouse. "Why do you ask?'

"Only the tourists speak English. Thelocals spesk French or a French-Creole diaect.”
"Since neither of usmgored in languagesin school, well just have to use sSign language.”

Dirk gave hissigter along look and then laughed. He handed her asmall book. "Heres an
English-French dictionary. I'll lean on you for any trandations.”

They walked into the termina and followed the first passengers off the plane to Hedlth and Immigration.
The immigration agent looked up at them before he stamped their passports. "'In Guade oupe for business
or pleasure?' he asked in fluent English.

Summer wrinkled her pert nose at Dirk. "Pleasure,” she replied, flashing what appeared to be alarge
diamond ring on her left hand. "We're on our honeymaoon.”

The agent coolly eyed her breasts, nodded and smiled approvingly as he pounded the stamp on blank
passport pages. "Enjoy your Say." He said it in atone that bordered on the unvirtuous.

As soon asthey were out of earshot, Dirk asked, "What isthis stuff about our being on a honeymaoon?
And where did you get thet ring?"

"| thought acting as newlyweds was agood cover," she answered. "Theringisglass. It cost medl of
eght dallars™

"l hope no onetakesacloselook at it or they'll think I'm the cheapest husband in the world.”

They waked into the luggage area, where they had to wait twenty minutesfor their bagsto arrive. After
loading them onto a cart, they cleared customs and moved into the lobby of thetermind. A smal crowd
of thirty or so people stood waiting to greet friends and relatives. One little man in awhite suit with the
medium-dark skin of aCreole held alittle Sign that read: pitt.

"That'sus" said Dirk. "ThisisSummer and I'm Dirk PFitt."

"CharlesMoreau." Thelittle man held out his hand. His eyeswere as black asink and he had a nose that
looked sharp enough to fight adudl. He came up toSummer's shouldersin abody that wasasdim asa
sapling. "Y our flight was only ten minutes late. That has to be some kind of record." Then he bowed,
took Summer's hand and brushed hislips over her knucklesin true continenta fashion. "Admira



Sandecker said you were a handsome couple.”

"| assume he also told you we are brother and sster.”

"Hedid. Isthere aproblem?’

Dirk glanced atSummer , who smiled in mock innocence. " Just wanted to be clear on that point.”
Summer and Moreau moved through the exit doors while Dirk followed with the baggage cart. An
atractive raven-haired woman wearing the traditiona Creole dress—afull vividly colored skirtina
madras plaid of orange and ydllow, matching headdress and awhite |ace blouse with petticoat and scarf
draped over one shoulder—walked squardly into Dirk from the side. Wisein the ways of travel, he
immediately patted the pocket that held hiswallet, but it was till in place.

She stood there, massaging her shoulder. "I'm so sorry. It was my fault.”

"Areyou hurt?' Dirk asked solicitoudy.

"Now | know what it fedsliketo runinto atree.” Then shelooked up at him and smiled openly. "I'm
Simone Raizet. PerhapsI'll see you around town."

"Perhaps,” Aitt replied, without offering hisname.

Thewoman nodded at Summer . ™Y ou have a handsome and charming man.”
"He can be on occasion,” Summer said with atrace of sarcasm.

Thewoman then turned and walked into the termindl.

"What do you make of that?' said Fitt, bemused.

"Y ou can't say she wasn't brazen," muttered Summer .

"Most drange," said Moreau. "She givestheimpression shelives here. | wasborn onthisidand, and I've
never laid eyes on her before.”

Summer looked vaguely concerned. "If you ask me, the collision was preplanned.”

"l agree," said Dirk. "She was after something. | don't know what. But our encounter didn't look
accidentd.”

Moreau led them across the street to the parking lot and stopped at a BMW 525 sedan. He pushed the
security lock on hiskey ring and opened the trunk. Dirk deposited the luggage and they settled into the
seats. Moreau pulled out onto the road leading to Pointe-a-Fitre.

"I'vereserved asmall suite with two rooms for you at the Canella Beach Hotel, one of our most popular
hotels, and one where a young couple on abudget might stay. Admiral Sandecker's ingtructions stated
that you were to keep alow profile during your search for treasure.”

"Higoricd treasure," Summer corrected him.



"He'sright,” said Dirk. "If word leaked that NUMA was on atreasure hunt, we'd be mobbed.”

"And thrown off theidands," added Moreau. "Our government has strict laws protecting our underwater
heritage."

"If were successful,” saldSummer |, "your people will inherit an epoch-making discovery.”
"All the more reason to keep your expedition secret.”
"Areyou an old friend of the admira?'

"1 met James many years ago when | was the Guadel oupe consul in New Y ork. Since I'veretired, he
hires me on occasion for NUMA businessin and around this part of the Caribbean.”

Moreau drove through the lush green hills down to the harbor and around the city a ong the southeast
shore of Grande-Terre, until he reached the outskirts of the town of Gosier. Then hetook asmall dirt
road that wound around back to the main thoroughfare.

Summer gazed through her window and admired the houses that sat amid lush, beautifully maintained
gardens. "Giving usatour of the country?*

"A taxicab has been hanging on usrather closaly since weleft the airport,” said Moreau. "'l wanted to
seeif hewasfollowing us"

Dirk turned in his seat and peered through the rear window. "The green Ford?'
"Thesame"

Moreau left the residentia section and skirted around a steady stream of buses, tourists on motor
scooters and the city'sfleet of taxis. The driver of the green Ford taxi struggled to keep up, but was
hindered by the dow-moving traffic. Moreau expertly threaded hisway around two buses that blocked
both sides of the road. He made a sharp right turn onto a narrow street that ran between rows of homes
whose quaint architectura style was French Colonia. He made another |eft-hand turn and then another at
the next block until he was on the main road again. Thetaxi swung over apath beside the road around
the buses, gained the lost distance and stuck to Moreau's rear bumper like glue.

"It'sinterested in us, Al right," said Dirk.
"Let usseeif | canlosehim," said Morea.

Hewaited until there was a break in the traffic. Then, instead of turning, he shot straight ahead and
darted through the traffic onto the street across the main road. The taxi driver wasimpeded by the stream
of motor scooters, cars and buses a good thirty seconds before he could break through and take up the
chase.

Turning acorner and temporarily losing sight of the taxi, Moreau svung into the driveway of ahouse and
parked behind alarge oleander bush. A few moments later the green taxi swept past the driveway at high
gpeed and was soon lost in adust cloud. They remained waiting for afew minutes before Moreau

backed out of the driveway and joined the traffic rush again on the main road.

"Wevelogt him, but I'm afraid it may be only temporary.”



"Having missed us" musad Dirk, "he may pull the sametrick and wait for us."
"l doubt it," ssaldSummer confidently. "My money says he's sill on awild-goose chase.”

"Youlose" Dirk laughed, pointing through the windshield toward the green Ford that was parked along
the side of theroad, itsdriver talking excitedly over acdl phone. "Pull over next to him, Charles.”

Coming up behind the taxi dowly, Moreau suddenly pulled around and stopped inches avay. Dirk
leaned out the window and knocked on the door of the taxi.

"Areyou looking for us?'

The startled driver took onelook at Dirk's grinning face, dropped the cell phone, jammed hisfoot on the
accderator and tore off down the pam-lined road toward the town of Sainte-Anne, hiswheds spinning
inthe gravel of the shoulder until they struck the asphalt and shrieked in protest. Moreau pulled the car
over and stopped, watching the taxi disappesar in the traffic ahead.

"The lady at the airport and now this,” Moreau said quietly. "Who can beinterested in apair of
representatives from NUMA on adiving expedition?”

"Thewordtreasure isapowerful gphrodisiac and spreads like an epidemic,” saidSummer . " Somehow,
word of our intent arrived ahead of us."

Dirk stared thoughtfully into the distance at the point in the road where the taxi had vanished. "WEell
know for certain tomorrowwha's following in our wake when we sail over to Branwyn Idand.”

"Areyou familiar with Branwyn Idand?' Summer asked Moreau.

"Enough to know that it's dangerousto go near it,” Moreau said quietly. "It used to be caled Idede
Rouge, French for red, because of its reddish volcanic soil. The new owner renamed it. I'm told Branwyn
was a Celtic goddess known as the Venus of the Northern Seas and the deity of love and beauty.
Conversely, among the more superdtitious nativesit lives up to its reputation as the idand of death.”

Dirk was enjoying the warm, scented breeze through his open window. "Because of treacherous reefs or

heavy surf?"

"No," answered Moreau, braking so two children in colorful dresses could crossthe road. " The person
who ownstheidand does not like trespassers.”

"According to our computer department's data search,” saidSummer , "the owner isawoman by the
name of EponaEliade."

"A very mysteriouslady. Asfar aswe know she has never set foot on Basse-Terre or Grande-Terre."

Summer brushed her hair that was becoming stringy from the dampness. "Ms. Eliade must have
caretekersif she maintains an €egant home on Branwyn Idand.”

" Satellite photos show an airfield, afew buildings and an odd circle of tal columns and an e egant
house," said Moreau. "It's clamed that fishermen or tourists who tried to land on the idand were later
found dead. They usualy washed up at abeach on Basse-Terre many miles avay."



"What about police investigations?'

Moreau dowly shook hishead as he switched on his headlightsin the growing dusk. "They found no
evidence of foul play and could never prove the victims had actudly set foot on theidand.”

"Couldn't locdl forensic experts determine how the victims died?”

Moreau gave aquick laugh. "The bodies were usualy examined by aloca doctor, or even adentis,
who happened to be available when and where they came ashore. Due to decomposition any results
were speculation. Mogt al were written off as drownings.” Then he added, "And yet, rumors circulated
that the victims hearts had been cut out.”

"Sounds morbid,” mutteredSummer .

"Morelike distorted rumors," said Dirk.

"All the more reason to Say asafe distance offshore.”

"Not possibleif we intend to do a subbottom survey of the harbor.”

"Just keep asharp eye out,” said Moreau. "I'll give you my cell phone number. If you spot trouble, call
meimmediately. I'll have apolice patrol boat on itsway within ten minutes.”

Moreau continued down the road for another two miles before turning into the driveway leading to the
hotel, and stopped at the entrance. A porter hurried out and opened the car door for Summer .

Dirk came around to the rear of the car and opened the trunk so the porter could take their luggage and
bags of dive gear into the hotel and up to their suites.

"Y ou're within walking distance of avariety of restaurants, shops and entertainment clubs," said Moreau.
"I'll pick you up &t nine o'clock tomorrow morning and take you to the dock, where I've chartered a boat
for your search. The subbottom profiler, underwater metal detecter and jet probe that Commander Rudi
Gunn arfreighted from Floridais on board and ready for operation. | so had a small compressor
mounted on the deck to run your excavation dredge and jet probe.”

"Y ou were very thorough," Dirk complimented him.

"We're grateful for your help and courtesy,” saidSummer as he gallantly kissed her hand.

"And thank you for the interesting ride from the airport,” added Dirk, shaking Moreau's hand.

"Not entirdly of my doing," Moreau said with alittle smile. Then hisface clouded. "Please be cautious.
There is something going on here that is beyond our grasp. | don't want you to end up like the others.”

Dirk andSummer stood in the entrance to the hotel 1obby and watched Moreau drive through the front
gate. "What do you think of al this?" askedSummer .

"l don't have the vaguest idea," Dirk said dowly. "But I'd give my right arm if Dad and Al were here.”
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The reception committeewas far different than before when Pitt and Giordino exited the jet. No beautiful
congress-woman and no elegant classic car. The plane was surrounded by a uniformed security force
from anearby Army base. The carsinvolved were one black Lincoln Town Car, aturquoise NUMA
Navigator and awhite unmarked van.

Rudi Gunn was standing beside the Navigator as Fitt and Giordino dropped down the steps and touched
the ground. "I wonder if I'm ever going to see a shower and astesk dinner,” moaned Giordino, thinking
Sandecker had sent Gunn to transport them to NUMA headquarters.

"We have nobody to blame but ourselvesfor getting into thismess," Pitt Sghed.

"Spare me the pitiful groans,”" said Gunn, smiling. "Y ou'll be glad to know the admira doesn't want you
guysaround until tomorrow afternoon. A mesting is set up at the White House a two. You'l be
debriefed by the president's advisors.”

The Lowenhardts deplaned and came over to Fitt and Giordino. Hilda stood on her toes and kissed Fitt
on both cheeks, as Claus pumped Giordino's hand. "How canwe ever thank you?' she said, her voice
choking with emation.

"We owe you more than we can ever repay,” Claus said, beaming, as he caught sight of the buildings of
Washington.

Aitt put an arm around his shoulder. "Y ou'll be well looked after and I've been assured that your children
will be protected and flown here as soon as possible.”

"I promise that your people will have our wholehearted cooperation. Well gladly share our total
knowledge of nitrogen fuel cell technology with your scientigts.” He turned. "Right, Hilda?"

"Yes, Claus" shesad, smiling. "Our discovery will be agift to the entire world.”

They said their goodbyes as the L owenhardts were escorted to the Lincoln by an FBI agent for thetrip
to asafe house in Washington.

Aitt, Giordino and Gunn then watched as Flidais was hustled from the plane by two burly FBI agents,
handcuffed to a siretcher and shoved into the van. She glanced at Pitt with alook of absolute loathing.
He grinned and waved before the doors were closed. "I'll send cookiesto your cell.”

Then he and Giordino climbed into the NUMA Navigator, with Gunn acting as chauffeur. Gunn drove
across the tarmac to aguard gate, showed his pass and was waved through. He made aleft turn onto a
tree-lined street and headed for the nearest bridge over the Potomac.



"Now maybe we can settle down and be left done for awhile" Giordino sad wistfully, douching down
intherear seat and haf closing his eyes, ignoring the scenic green, fully leafed trees as they marched past.
"I could have been home four days ago, wining and dining alovely lady, but no, you indgsted we stay and
infiltrate Specter's sanctum sanctorum.”

"I don't recdl having to beg you," Pitt said without apology.
"Y ou caught mein amoment of madness."

"Don't kid yoursdlf. If our information is acted upon quickly, we will have helped save the U.S. and
Europe from some very nasty wesether."

"Who'sto stop Odyssay from opening the tunnels?* said Giordino. "The Nicaraguan government, aU.S.
Specid Forces team, an empty gpped from the United Nations? The European diplomats will talk
themsalvesinto acomawhile their countriesturn into ice cubes. None will have the gutsto bring down
the curtain on Odyssey beforeit'stoo late to act.”

Pitt knew Giordino wasn't far off the mark. "Y ou're probably right, but it's out of our hands now. We
gave the warning. We can do no more."

Gunn swung over the bridge toward Alexandria, where Giordino had his condominium. "Y ou certainly
made the admird a happy man. He'sthe man of the hour at the White House. Y our discovery is il
under wraps for obvious reasons, but as soon as the president's security advisors come up with aplan to
stop Specter and Odyssey'srotten operation, al hell will break loose. Once they get wind of it, the news
mediawill gowild and NUMA will regp the harvest.”

"All wdl and good,” muttered Giordino indifferently. "Y ou takingme homefirs?!

"Sinceyourethecdoses," said Gunn. "Then I'll head up the Mount Vernon Highway and drop Dirk off
a hishangar.”

A few minutes|ater, aweary Giordino pulled hisbagsfrom the rear of the Navigator and trudged up the
gairsto hisbuilding that had once been awarehouse built during the Civil War and later remoddled into
luxury condos. He turned and gave adight wave before disappearing insde.

After ashort drive dong the Potomac River, Gunn passed through the gate of Ronald Reagan Nationd
Airport and drove dong adirt road to Pitt's old hangar that stood several hundred yards off the end of
the runways. Built in the early nineteen thirties to house the aircraft of along-vanished arline, Pitt had
managed to have it declared a historic landmark after buying and refurbishing it as aplace to store and
maintain his classc car and aircraft collection.

"Y ou pickingme up for the meeting?' Fitt asked as he exited the car.

Gunn shook his head and cracked asmile. "I'm not on the guest list. The Secret Service will send acar
foryou."

Fitt turned and pressed a series of codesinto his exotic security system asthe Navigator drove up the
road, trailing awisp of dust behind the rear bumper. He opened the door that |ooked weatherworn with
cracked and peeling paint and stepped inside.



The sight never failed to excite him. It was something out of aluxury car dedler's e egant showroom. The
entireinterior walls, rounded roof and floor were painted a bright white, which enhanced the dazzling
display of vivid colors on afleet of thirty classic automobiles. Besdesthe Marmon V-16, therewas a
1929 Duesenberg, a 1932 Stutz, a 1929 L-29 Cord and a 1936 Pierce-Arrow with amatching factory
trailer. Parked together in arow were a 1936 Ford hot rod, Dirk's Meteor sports car and a bright red
1953 22X Allard. Two aircraft sat in the back of the hangar,an early-nineteen-thirties Ford Trimotor and
aWorld War || Messerschmitt 262 jet. Along one wall stretched along Pullman car emblazoned with the
wordsManhaitan limited acrossits Sde. The only objects that seemed out of place were the upper cabin
of asailboat mounted on arubber raft and a bathtub with an outboard motor mounted on one end.

He climbed up the circular iron steps to his gpartment that ran dong the north end of the hangar, tiredly
carrying his gear bag and suitcase on his shoulders. Theinterior of the apartment looked like the sdles
floor of anautica antique shop. Furniture from old sailing ships, paintings of seascapes and models of
ships on shelves built into the walsfilled the living room. The floor was from the teak deck of asteamship
that ran aground off theidand of Kauai in Hawaii.

He unpacked his bag and threw the old clothesin a hamper next to his washer/dryer, took off what he
was wearing and dropped them in aswell. Thankfully, he stepped into the teekwood shower, turned the
water aswarm as he could take it and sogped down, vigoroudly scrubbing his skin until it tingled. When
he was through, he toweled off and walked to his bed, settled across the bedspread and ingtantly fell

adeep.

Darkness had fallenwhen Loren Smith let hersdlf into the hangar with her own key. She came up and
looked around the gpartment for Fitt, having been derted to hisarriva by Rudi Gunn. She found him
lying naked across the bed, deep adeep. Her lips spread into a sensual smile as she leaned over and
pulled a bedspread over him.

When Pitt awoke six hours after he dropped off, he could see stars through the overhead skylights. His
nostrils aso detected the aroma of steak on the stove's grill. He saw the bedspread over his body and
smiled to himsdlf, knowing Loren had put it there. He rose and pulled on apair of khaki shortsand a
flowered silk shirt, then dipped into a pair of sandals.

Loren looked lovely in asnug pair of white shorts and astriped silk blouse, her arms and legs tanned
from sunning on the deck of her apartment. She gave out asmall sgh when Fitt reached around her waist
with his arms and squeezed as he nuzzled her neck.

"Not now," she said in mock irritation, "1'm busy."

"How did you know | was dreaming about a steek for the last five days?"

"l don't have to be a psychic to know that's al you ever eat. Now sit down and mash the potatoes.”

Pitt did as he was told and sat down at his dining table that was cut, stained and polished from an old
ship's cargo hatch. He mashed the potatoes in abowl and spooned them onto two plates as Loren

ddivered a porterhouse steak diced in two. Then she set a Caesar salad on the table and sat down to eat
while Fitt opened acold bottle of Martin Ray Chardonnay.



"I hear you and Al had arough time of it,” she said, cutting her steek.
"A few close scrapes, but nothing that called for medica attention.”

She looked into his eyes, violet meeting green. Her face was soft but her manner wasintent. "Y ou're
getting too old to get into trouble. It'stime you dowed down.”

"Retire and play golf five daysaweek at aclub?| don't think so."

"Y ou don't have to retire but there are research expeditions you could direct that wouldn't be haf as
dangerous as some you've been involved with."

He poured her aglass and sat back and watched as she sipped it down. He studied her glamorous
features and hair, her delicate ears, her gracefully sculptured nose, the firm chin and high cheekbones.
She could have had any man in Washington, from the president's cabinet membersto the senatorsto the
congressmen, the wedlthy |obbyists and atorneys, the visiting business moguls and foreign dignitaries, but
for twenty years, despite severa short affairs, she had never loved anyone but Pitt. She'd stray and return
to him time after time. She was older now, there weretiny lines around her eyes, and her figure, though
firm from exercise, wasless accented by rounded curves. Y et, put her in aroom with abevy of beautiful
young women, and every mae eye would have locked on Loren. She never had to vie with competition.

"Yes, | could stay at home more,” he said dowly, never taking his eyes away from her face. "But | would
have to have areason.”

Asif shehadn't heard, she said, "My term in Congress will be up soon, and you know 1've announced
that I'm not going to run again.”

"Have you thought about what you're going to do when you're on the beach?
She shook her head dowly. "I've had several offersto head up various organizations, and at least four

lobbyists and three legd firms have asked meto join their ranks. But I'd rather retire, do sometraveling,
write that book on the inside dedlings of Congress I've dways wanted to write, and spend moretime

panting

"You missed your caling,” Fitt said, touching her hand from acrossthe table. "Y our landscapes are very
professond.”

"What about you?' she asked, thinking she knew the answer. "Will you and Al be chasing off again,
flirting with death and trying to save the oceans of the world?"

"l can't speak for Al, but for me the wars are over. I'm going to grow awhite beard and play with my
old carsuntil they push my whed chair into the nurang home."

She laughed. "Somehow | can't picture that.”
"lwas hoping you might comewith me."
Shetensed and stared at him through widening eyes. "What are you saying?'

Hetook her hand and gripped it tightly. "What I'm saying, LorenSmith, isthat | think the time has come
for meto beg for your hand in marriage.”



She gtared a him in disbdlief. ™Y ou wouldn't... you couldn't be joking," she said, her voice choking.

"I'm deadly serious,” he said, seeing thetearsformin her violet eyes. "'l loveyou, | loved you for what
seems an eternity, and | want you to be my wife."

She sat there trembling, the iron maiden of the House of Representatives, the lady who never backed
down despite the political pressure, the woman who was as strong as or stronger than any man in
Washington. Then she took back her hand and held it with the other over her eyes as she sobbed
uncontrallably.

He came around the table and embraced her around the shoulders. "I'msorry, | didn't mean to upset
you."

She looked up, tearsflooding her eyes. "Y oufool, don't you know how long I've waited to hear those
words?'

Pitt was bewildered. "When the subject came up before, you dways said marriage was out of the
question because we were already married to our work."

"Do you dways bdlieve everything awoman tdls you?'

Pitt gently raised her to her feet and kissedher lightly onthelips. "Forgive mefor being late aswell as
Supid. But the question till stands. Will you marry me?”

Loren threw her arms around his neck and flooded his face with kisses. "Yes, you fool," shesad in the
throes of ecstasy. "Yes, yes, yes!”

42

When he awokein the morning, Loren had aready |eft for her apartment to shower and change for
another day's battle in Congress. He felt aglow remembering her joyful embraceswith her aams held tight
around him through the night. Though he had amesting to attend at the White House, he didn't fed inthe
mood to put on a business suit and play the role of bureaucrat. Besides, his mind was made up to retire
s0 he felt he no longer had to impress presidential advisors. Instead he wore dacks, agolf shirt and a
sport coat.

Another black Lincoln, driven by a Secret Service agent, was waiting when he walked from his hangar.
The driver, broad-shouldered, but with afairly substantia belt line, said nothing as he sat behind the
whedl, letting Pitt open hisown rear door. Thejourney to Al's condo was conducted in silence.



After Giordino eased into the rear seat next to Fitt, it soon became clear that the driver was not taking
the norma route toward the White House. Giordino leaned over the front seat. "Excuse me, pa, but
aren't you taking the long way around?’

The driver kept his eyes straight ahead and did not answer.

Giordino turned to Pitt with an expressionofcircumspection. "A real chatterbox, thisguy.”

"Ask himwhere he'staking us.”

"How about it?" Giordino spoke directly into the driver'sear. "If not the White House, what's our
dedtination?"

Still no answer. Thedriver ignored Giordino and steered the car asif he was arobot.

"What do you think?" Giordino muttered. " Should we stick anice pick in hisear a the next stoplight and
hijack the car?"

"How do we know he's actualy with the Secret Service?' said Fitt.

The driver's face remained impassive as reflected in the rearview mirror. He reached an arm over his
shoulder with his hand displaying his Secret Service identification.

Giordino peered at the ID. "He's genuine. He has to be with aname like OtisMcGonigle."

"I'm glad it's not the White House," Pitt said, yawning asif bored. "The peopleinsde are so drab and
dreary. And what's worse, they think the country will go to the dogs without them.”

"Especialy those toadies who protect the presdent,” Giordino added.

"Y ou mean those deadheads who stand around with little radios in their ears wearing sunglasses that
went out of fashion thirty yearsago?"

"Thesame"

Still no response, not even atwitch of irritation.

Pitt and Giordino gave up trying to get arise out of the agent and sat quietly for the rest of thetrip.
McGonigle stopped at aheavy iron gate. A guard in the uniform of the White House police recognized
the driver, stepped into his guardhouse and pressed a switch. The gate swung open and the car rolled
down aramp into atunnd. Pitt was familiar with the tunnels deep beneath Washington that led into most

of the government buildings around the Capitol. Former President Clinton had often used them during his
forays around the city nightspots.

After what Pitt estimated was nearly amile, McGonigle stopped the car in front of an eevator, got out
and opened the rear door.

"Okay, gentlemen, weve arrived.”

"Hetaked," Giordino said, looking around the tunnel. "But how? | don't see hisventriloquist.”



"Y ou guyswill never get hired at the Comedy Club," muttered McGonigle, refusing to bedrawvnin. He
stood aside as the doors opened. "I'll await your return with bated breath.”

"l don't know why, but | like you," Giordino said, dapping the agent on the back as he stepped into the
elevator. Hefailed to see the response as the door closed before the agent could react.

The elevator did not go up, but descended for what seemed a quarter of amile before it dowed and the
doors noisslessy did open. Here they found an armed Marine standing in dress uniform besde asted!
door. He carefully checked Pitt and Giordino, comparing their faces with photographs. Satisfied, he
pressed a code on the side of the door and stood aside asit swung open. He merely motioned for them
to enter, without spesking.

They found themselvesin along conference room with enough technica communications equipment to
support amajor war room. TV monitors and visua displays of maps and photographs covered three
walls. Sandecker rose from achair and greeted them.

"Well, you two have redlly opened a Pandoras box thistime.”
"I hope the results of our investigation proved useful,” said Pitt modestly.

"Useful isamgor understatement.” Heturned asatall, gray-haired man in ablack pin-striped suit with a
red tie gpproached. "I believe you know the president's security advisor, Max Seymour.”

Pitt shook the outstretched hand. "I've met him on occasion at my father's Saturday-afternoon
barbecues.”

"Senator Pitt and | go back along way," said Seymour warmly. "How isyour lovely mother?"
"Except for arthritis, she'sdoing fine," replied Aitt.

Sandecker quickly made the introductions of the other three men standing around one end of the long
table. Jack Martin, White House science advisor; Jm Hecht, assistant director of the CIA; and Genera
Arnold Stack, whose exact job at the Pentagon was never fully reveded. They dl sat down as
Sandecker asked Pitt to report on what he and Giordino found in the tunnels and at the Odyssey
development center on e de Ometepe.

After asecretary announced that her recorder was on and receiving, Pitt Started off firdt, trading off
every few minuteswith Giordino, filling in what the other overlooked. They described the broad spectrum
of events and scenes they had witnessed, enhanced by their conclusions. No questions interrupted their
report until they wrapped up by telling of their escape off theidand with the Lowenhardts and the
murderous woman from Odyssey.

The president's men took afew momentsto digest the enormity of the looming disaster. Max Seymour
looked across the table with an icy smile on hisface at Jm Hecht of the CIA. "Seemslike your people
dropped the ball on thisone, Jm."

Hecht shrugged uncomfortably. *No directives were received from the White House to investigate. We
saw little cause to send in operatives because our satellite photos showed no indication of amgor
construction project that could prove detrimenta to the security of the United States."”

"And the development facility on Ometepe?’



"We checked it," answered Hecht, becoming annoyed with Seymour's questions, "and found it was
engaging in dternative power research. Our andysts saw nothing that revealed Odyssey was researching
and devel oping weapons of death or destruction. So we moved on, since our main objective is observing
and andyzing the Republic of Chinas penetration into Central America, in particular, the Cand Zone."

Jack Martin said, "1 find it troubling that our best scientific efforts are fill years away from producing an
efficient fuel cell power system. Not only did Odyssey make an astonishing technica breakthrough, but
the Red Chinese are dready manufacturing millions of units.”

"We can't |lead the world in everything, every time," said Generd Stack. He nodded at Fitt and Giordino.
"What you'retelling usisthat Odyssey lured away anumber of the world's |eading scientists who were
conducting research into fud cells, took them to the facility in Nicaragua and then coerced them into
developing apracticd and efficient product.”

Pitt nodded. "That is correct.”

"] can name at least four of our own scientists who |eft their research laboratories at universities and
quietly dissppeared,” said Martin.

Hecht looked at Fitt. "Are you certain the Lowenhardts will cooperate and give usthe technical datawe
requireto re-cregte their advance in nitrogen fue cdls?!

"They agreed up and down theline after | promised them that their children would be flown under guard
to the United States for afamily reunion and protected from now on.”

"Good thinking," said Sandecker with aglint in hiseyes, "evenif you did step beyond your authority.”
"It seemed the honorable thing to do,” Pitt came back, with ady grin.

Jack Martin doodled on a notepad. " As soon as they've recovered from their orded and are rested,
well begin interviewing them." He gazed at Ritt across the table. "What did they tell you about the cdll's
inner workings?"

"Only that after they determined that hydrogen wasimpractica asafue they began experimenting with
nitrogen because it makes up seventy-eight percent of Earth'sair. By drawing it out of the atmosphere
aong with oxygen, they ingenioudy crested afud cdl that was sdlf-sustaining and powered by natura
gases, with only pure water aswaste. According to Claus they engineered an ingeniously smple unit with
lessthan eight parts. It was this smplicity that enabled the Chinese to produce so many units so quickly.”

Genera Stack looked grim. " Such huge production numbersin such ashort space of timeis astonishing.”

"Something of that magnitude would have called for a staggering amount of platinum to coat the anodes
that separate the gasinto protons and electrons,” explained Martin.

Hecht replied, "Over the past ten years, Odyssey has accumulated eighty percent of theworld's
platinum-producing mines. A phenomenon that has cost the auto industry dearly sincethey rely on
platinum for anumber of engine parts.”

"Once we have the Lowenhardts blueprint in our hands," said Seymour, "well have the same problem of
finding enough platinum to match Chinese production.”



"They did say they had yet to design afud cell to power automobiles" Giordino commented.

Martin said, "By using the Lowenhardts dataand by making an dl-out effort, we might get the jump on
Odyssey and the Chineseinthat field.”

"Certainly worth atry," said Genera Stack, ""'now that the groundwork has been achieved and the
technologylaid inour lap.”

"Which brings us to a plan about how to ded with Odyssey and the tunndls," continued Stack, his eyes
straying across the table to Seymour.

"Sending Specia Forcesto block a series of tunnelsis not the same as sending troops to subdue a
dictator who has built up an arsena of nuclear, biological and chemica weaponslike Saddamin Irag,”
Seymour spelled out. "I cannot in good conscience advise the president to use force.”

"But the results of aterrible freeze above the thirtieth parald could be just as deadly.”

"Max isright,” said Martin. "Convincing the rest of the world of the danger would border on the
imposshle”

"Regardless of how you gpproach the dilemma,”" Sandecker said, "those tunnels must be blocked and
blocked fast. Once they are opened and millions of gallons of water from the Atlanticis flowing into the
Pacific, they'll be much more difficult to destroy.”

"How about sending in asmall covert team with explosivesto do the job?"

"They'd never penetrate Odyssey's security,” counseled Giordino.

"You and Dirk madeit in and out,” said Sandecker.

"Weweren't carrying ahundred tons of explosives, which iswhat it will take to do the job.”

Aitt had left his chair and moved around the room, studying the monitors and maps on thewalls. He
found particular interest in alarge satdllite photo of the Odyssey R& D facility on Ometepe. He moved in
closer and examined the dope of Mount Concepcion and athought began to form. Finally, he turned and
stepped back to the table.

"A B-fifty-two drop of two-thousand-pound penetrating bombs would do it," suggested Stack.

"We can't go around dropping bombs on friendly countries,” said Seymour, "despite the threat.”

"Then you admit the potentia for adeep freeze isathresat to the nation's security,” Stack cornered him.

"That part of the equation goes without saying,” Seymour said wearily. "What I'm saying isthere must be
alogica solution that won't make the president and the United States government look like inhuman

mongters to the nations of the world."

"And lest weforget," Hecht said with atight, canny smile, "the political implicationsand falout in the next
election if we make the wrong decisons.”



"There might be another gpproach,” said Fitt dowly, while still looking at the satellite photo. "An
gpproach that would satisfy everyoneinvolved.”

"All right, Mr. Pitt," said General Stack dubioudly, "how do we destroy the tunnels without sending in the
Special Forces or asquadron of bombers?’

Aitt held theirattention, every eye wastrained on him. "1 propose we give the job to Mother Nature.”

They dl looked a him, waiting for an explanation, their minds beginning to think he may have lost some
gray matter. Martin, the scientist, broke the sllence.

"Could you please explain?'

"According to geologists, asope of the Concepcion volcano on Ometepeis dipping. Thiswas no doubt
caused by the tunnel excavation under the outer edge of the volcano. When Al and | were in the tunnel
closest toits core, we could fed asubstantial risein temperature.”

"Wl over ahundred degrees," Giordino added.

"The Lowenhardts told usthat one of the scientists held hostage, a Dr. Honomafrom the University of
Hawai—"

"One of the scientistson our ligt of the missing,” interrupted Martin.

"Dr. Honoma predicted that asudden dip was possible at any time that would cause the volcano's flank
to collapse, with catastrophic results.”

"How extensive would be the catastrophic results?" asked the genera, not entirely sold on the report.
"The entire Odyssey research center and everybody in it would be buried under millions of tons of rock
that would launch atidal wave around the lake that would wipe out every town and village along the
shordine”

"Thiscertainly isn't astuation we consdered,” said Hecht.

Seymour gave Pitt along, considering gaze. "If what you say istrue, the mountain will do thejob for us
and destroy the tunndls.”

"That's one scenario.”
"Then dl we haveto doisst and wait."

"Geologists haven't witnessed enough vol canic dope collapses to form atimetable. The wait might last a
few daysor afew years. Then it would be too late to avert the freeze.”

"We can't just St on our hands," Stack spoke in ahard tone, "and watch helplessy asthe tunnelsgo into
operation.”

"Wecould st on our hands," said Fitt, "but thereis another way."

"Kindly tell uswhat you've got inmind," Sandecker demanded impatiently.



"Inform the Nicaraguan government that our scientists have monitored the dippage on Concepcion
volcano by satdllite, and its dopeisready to collgpse at any hour. Scare the hell out of them. Describe a
possible death toll in the thousands, then feed them the bait.”

Seymour looked confused. "Bait?'

"We offer to provide massive ad in helping the people insde the facility and the inhabitants around Lake
Nicaraguato evacuate the area and head for high ground. Once they are free and clear, you can drop a
bomb into the sde of the volcano from fifty thousand feet without anybody being the wiser, set off the
dide and destroy the tunnels.”

Sandecker leaned back in his chair and stared thoughtfully at the surface of the table. "It soundstoo
sample, too dementary for such an enormous event.”

"Fromwhat | know of the areg,” said Martin, "Mount Concepcion isstill active. A bomb might set off an
eruption.”

"Dropping the bomb down the volcano's crater might induce an eruption,” said Aitt. "But we should be
safeif we guideit to explode below the base of the volcano's dope.”

For thefirst time, General Stack smiled. "I believe Mr. Fitt has something. The smplicity iswhat makes
itlogicd. | propose we investigate the possibilities.”

"What about the workers below in the tunnels?* askedSeymour. "They wouldn't have a chance of
ecaping.”
"Not toworry," replied Giordino. "They would have |eft agood twenty-four hours before the tunndls

were to be opened to the sea”

"We can't wagte time," Pitt cautioned. "I overheard the two women in Odyssey's headquarters say they
were going to open the tunnelsin eight days. That was three days ago. We're now down to five."

Hecht peered over apair of reading glasses at Seymour. "It's up to you, Max, to get the ball rolling.
Well need the president's approva to proceed.”

"I'll have that within the hour,” Seymour said confidently. "My next job isto convince Secretary of State
Hampton to launch immedi ate negotiations with the Nicaraguan officiasto alow our rescue forceto enter
the country." He glanced at Stack. "And you, Generd, I'll rely on you to set up and direct the
evacuation." Then it was Jack Martin'sturn. "Jack; it will be your job to put the fear of God in the minds
of the Nicaraguan government that the catastrophe isvery red and imminent.”

"I'll help on that score,” offered Sandecker. "I'm very close with two of the country's ocean scientists.”

Last, Seymour stared a Pitt and Giordino. "We owe you gentlemen agreat debt. | only wish | knew
how to repay it."

"Thereissomething,” Att said, grinning, exchanging lookswith Giordino. "Thereisthis Secret Service
agent we know by the name of OtisMcGonigle. Al and | would like to see him promoted.”

Seymour shrugged. "1 think | can arrange that. Any particular reason you've sdected him?”



"We have gresat rapport,” Giordino answered. "He's a credit to the service.”

"Thereisone other favor," said Fitt, looking at Hecht. "I'd like to see your file on Specter and the
Odyssey conglomerate.”

Hecht nodded. "I'll have one of my couriersbring it to NUMA headquarters. Y ou think thereis anything
init that may prove useful to this Stuation?”

"I don't know," Pitt said honestly. "But | am certainly going to giveit ahard look.”
"My andysts have dready studied it in depth, but no flags went up.”

"Perhaps, just perhaps,” said Aitt, "I might run across something that was missed.”

Moreau,dressed in white shorts, white open shirt and high kneesocks, was waiting for Dirk and Summer
at precisaly nine o'clock asthey exited the lobby of the hotd with the duffel bags containing their dive
gear. The doorman set their bagsin the trunk and they al climbed into the 525 BMW under alight rain
deposited by asingle cloud in an otherwise clear blue sky. The wind was gentle and barely fluttered the
fronds of the palm trees,

The drive to the wharf where Moreau had arranged for their chartered boat to be moored was a short
two miles down awinding road to the water. He pulled onto a narrow stone jetty that extended from the
shore over water that atered from ayellow-green to ablue-green asit degpened. He stopped above a
boat that was nestled againgt the dock like a duckling to its mother, fenderslike festhers bumping from
goneto fiberglass hull as she dipped in the gentle waves flowing in from the lagoon. The namein gold
|etters across her stern read:

DEAR HEART.

She was a pretty little sailboat, a masthead 9 oop with her mainsail and jib going to the top of the mast.
Twenty-six feet in length with anine-foot beam, her draft was only afew inches over four feet. She had
three hundred and thirty-one square feet of sail areaand asmall ten-horsepower auxiliary diesdl engine.
Her cabin comfortably dept two with ahead, shower and asmall gdley. AsMoreau had promised, a
Fisher metal detector and aKlein subbottom profiler were mounted and ready for operation in the



cockpit. Dirk dropped down aladder to the deck and caught the bags as they were dropped by
Moreau, before carrying them down to the cabin.

"A safevoyage," said Moreau toSummer . "I shal keep my cdll phone on my person at dl times. Please
cdl if you encounter trouble.”

"Weshdl," ssidSummer confidently. Then she dipped lithely down the ladder and joined Dirk ashe
darted thelittle diesdl. At hissigna, Moreau cast off the lines and stood on the dock, an expression of
dire concern on hisface asthelittle boat's diesdl engine knocked across the lagoon and out into the sea.

Oncethey cleared the last buoy, Dirk ran the mainsail and jib up the mast, withSummer at the whedl.
The canvas was crimson red againgt the blue sky. It flapped back and forth until set by the wind. The sall
puffed out and the boat began to dip smartly across the growing swellsrolling from offshore. Dirk |ooked
aong the deck. Everything was scrubbed and bright.Dear Heart looked to be less than ayear old, her
brasswork and chrome gleamed under the sun, and her deck looked well-scrubbed.

Shewas adeek and smart sailer, dipping through the water and taking the swellslike acat running
acrossalawn. A random gust from apassing squall chopped the blue water and flecked the crests of the
waves with foam. Then they were out of it and into smooth seas and dry air again. Beyond her bowsprit
the sea gtretched like agiant carpet.

"How far to Branwyn?" askedSummer , deftly hedingDear Heart over on her beam to gain another
knot in speed asthe water seethed past her leerail.

"About twenty-three miles," replied Dirk. "Put her on a heading due south. No need for adetailed
course. Theidand has adigtinctive light tower on the eastern end.”

Dirk removed his shirt and trimmed the sail in his shorts. Summer had dipped off her dress and changed
into agreen bikini with floral designs. Her hands were poised and steady on the whedl and she steered
the boat over the crests and troughs of the waves with a deft touch, keeping one eye on theidands
looming on the horizon and the other on the compass.

Her flowing red hair blew free behind her head and she had the look of a sailor who was going on aday
trip from Newport Beach to Catalinaldand. After an hour, shelifted apair of binocularsto her eyeswith
one hand and stared into the distance. "I think | seethe light tower," she said, pointing.

Dirk followed her extended arm and finger. He could not quite make out the tower, but a smudge across
the horizon line soon became the low shape of anidand. "That will be Branwyn. Steer straight toward it.
The harbor lies on her south shore.”

A schooal of flying fish burst from the water in front of the bow and flashed away in dl directions. Some
leaped dongside the boat asif hoping for food to be thrown over. Then they were replaced by five
dolphins, who cavorted around the boat like clowns who wanted applause.

Now the idand showed digtinctly only three miles distant. The light tower was clearly visble, aswasthe
three-story house on the nearest beach. Dirk picked up the binoculars and peered at the house. No
human was visible and the windows looked shuttered. There was adock running from a sandy beach,
but no boat was moored dongside.

They changed places. Dirk took the whed whileSummer went up to the bow, hung on to therigging and
gazed a theidand. It was ugly, asidandswent. No thick underbrush filled with tropical flowers, no pam



trees arched over the beach. Most idands have their own smell. The aroma of moldy vegetation, tropica
plants and the scent of its people and their cooking, the pungent smell of smoke from burned fields mixed
with that of copraand coconut oil. Thisidand had an essence of death abouit it, asif it reeked of evil. Her
ears picked up the distant rumble of surf asit struck areef surrounding alagoon in front of the house.
Now she could see alow building on the end of along runway that must have served as ahangar. But
like Dirk, she saw no sign of life. Branwyn was like an abandoned graveyard.

Dirk kept well off the reef while keeping awary eye over the side at the water that was as clear as water
in abathroom sink. The bottom came into view, a smooth sandy bottom clear of coral. He glanced at the
echo sounder every few seconds to make sure the seabed didn't take a sudden rise toward the kedl.
With afirm hand on the whedl, he steered around theidand until he came up on the southern end. He
consulted his chart and made a dight course change before he turned and entered the channel as
determined by the echo sounder. Therolling waves of the seaturned choppy here, as he salled through a
hundred-yard gap in the outer reef.

It was atricky entrance. The current was pushing him to port. He thought that Odysseus and his crews
must have found entering the harbor duck soup for mariners who had crossed the Atlantic Ocean. Their
advantage in navigating unruly waters was that they could throw out their oars and row. Dirk could have
gtarted the engine, but like apilot with an aircraft that could land by autopilot, he preferred to use hisown
skillsand take her in himsdif.

Once through the dtraits, the water calmed and he watched the bottom dowly pass under the ked. He
turned the whedl back over toSummer and dropped the sails. Then he started the little diesel and began
ingpecting theinterior of the harbor.

It was amdl, no more than hdf amileinlength and haf again as much in width. WhileSummer leaned
over the sde and ingpected the bottom for any unusua anomdies, he leisurely cruised back and forth
acrossthe harbor, trying to get afed for the current and imagining himself on the deck of one of
Odysseus ships, trying to predict where the ancient mariners might have anchored so many centuries

ago.

Findly, he settled in an areathat was sheltered from the prevailing winds by arise on theidand, a sandy
mound that rose nearly ahundred feet above the shordline. He shut off the engine and dropped the bow
anchor by flicking a switch in the cockpit that lowered it by awinch.

"This|ooks about as good a place as any to go over the side and inspect the bottom."”

"It looksflat asadining room floor,” saidSummer . "I saw no humps or contours. It stands to reason that
wood from a Celtic shipwreck would have rotted away thousands of years ago. Any piecesthat survived
haveto be buried.”

"Let'sdive. I'll test the congstency of the sand and silt. Y ou swim around and do avisud inspection.”

After they put on their dive gear, Dirk checked the anchor to be sure it was snug on the bottom and
wouldn't break loose and alow the boat to drift away. Not that it would go far in the harbor. Without the
need for wet suitsto protect their bodies from cold water temperatures or sharp cord, they went over
the sdein ten feet of water in only their bathing suits. The water was dmost as clear asglass. Vishility
was nearly two hundred feet, the temperature warm in the middle eighties, perfect diving conditions.

Forty minutes later, Dirk climbed up the boarding ladder to the deck and removed hisair tank and
weight belt. He had run ameta probe beneath the surface of the sand, checking for aharder clay layer



beneath but found fifteen feet of soft sand before striking bedrock. He sat there for afew minutes,
watchingSummer's air bubbles travel around the boat. Soon, she was climbing aboard and paused on the
boarding ladder to carefully set a coral-encrusted object on the deck. Then she stood with water trickling
down her body onto the teak deck as she dipped out of her dive gear.

"What have you got?' asked Dirk.

"l don't know, but it feelstoo heavy for arock. | found it ahundred yards offshore, protruding out of the
sand.”

Dirk scanned the shoreline, till seemingly deserted. He had a strange feding in the pit of his scomach, as
if they were being watched.

He picked up the object and gently chipped away the encrustation with his dive knife. Soon the object
took on the look of abird with outstretched wings.

"Lookslikean eagle or swan,” he said. Then thetip of hisknife cut asmall scratch that showed silver.
"Thereason it's heavy is becauseit's cast out of lead.”

Summer took it in her hands and stared at the wings and the beaked head that was turned to the right.
"Could it be ancient Celt?"

"The fact that it's sculpted out of lead isagood sign. Dr. Chisholm told me that, besidestin, one of the
main attractions of Cornwall wasitslead mines. Did you mark the ste where you found it?'

Shenodded. "I left my probein the sand with alittle orangeflag oniit."
"How far out?"
"About fifty feet in that direction,” she said, pointing.

"Okay, before we dredge or probe with the water jet, well run over your site with the metal detector.
The side-scan sonar won't be of much useif al the ship wreckageis buried.”

"Maybe we should have had Rudi send a magnetometer.”

Dirk smiled. "A magnetometer detects the magnetic field of iron or sted. Odysseus sailed long before the
Iron Age appeared. A metal detector will read iron besides most other metals, including gold and
bronze."

Summer turned on the Fisher Pulse 10 detector as Dirk connected the cable from the meter and audio
readouts to the tow fish encasing the sensor. Then he lowered the tow fish over the Sde, leaving just

enough cable so that it wouldn't drag on the bottom at dow surveying speed. Hisfina task wasto raise
the anchor.

"Ready?"' he asked.
"All sat," ansveredSummer .

Turning over the diesel engine, Dirk began making closaly spaced survey lines over the target areq,
mowing the lawn until they struck an anomaly. After only fifteen minutes, the needle on the meter began



tozig andzag in unison with an increased buzzing sound over Summer's earphones.
"Were coming up on something,” she announced.

Then cameadight zip in sound and a brief swing of the needle asthey passed over Summer's metd
probe that was sticking out of the bottom.

"Get agood reading?' asked Dirk.

Summer was about to answer in the negative when the needle began wildly sweeping back and forth,
indicating a metallic object or objects passing under the kedl. "We have a pretty good mass down there.
What direction are we running?'

"East towest,” replied Dirk, marking the target coordinates from hisgloba positioning instrument.

"Run over the Ste again, but thistime from north to south.”

Dirk did ashe wastold, passing beyond the target for a hundred yards before swingingDear Heart ona
ninety-degree turn heading north to south. Again the meter and audio sound went wild. Summer penciled
the meter readingsin a notebook and looked up at Dirk standing at the whed!.

"Thetarget islinear, about fifty feet in length with abroad dipolar signature. It looksto have aminimal
but dispersed mass, smilar to what you'd expect from a broken-up sailing vessd."

"It seemsto be in the expected range of an old wreck. Wed better check it out.”

"How deep isthe water?"

"Only ten feet."

Dirk eased the boat around again, shut down the engine and let theDear Heart drift with the current.

When the GPS numbers began to match those of the anomaly, he dropped the anchor. Then he fired up
the compressor.

They put on their dive gear and dropped into the water from opposite sides of the boat. Dirk turned the
vavefor the water jet and pushed it into the sand in the manner of kids pushing the nozzle of ahoseinto
the ground to make ahole. After five attempts and fegling nothing solid, he suddenly felt thetip of the
probe strike a hard object three feet beneath the surface of the sandy bottom. Several more probes later
and he had laid out agrid, withSummer's metal shaft sticking up on an outside corner.

"Something down there, dl right,” he said, spitting out his mouthpiece as they surfaced. " About the right
gzefor an ancient ship.”

"Could be anything," saildSummer sensibly, "from the wreck of an old fishing boat to trash dumped off a
barge.”

"Well know as soon aswe dig a hole with the induction dredge.”

They swam back to the boat, attached the hose to the dredge and dropped it into the water. Dirk
volunteered for the dirty job of excavation whileSummer stayed aboard to watch the compressor.



He pulled the hose after him that was attached to ameta pipe that sucked the sand from the bottom and
shot it out of asecond hose that helaid severd feet away to scatter the muck. The dredge acted like a
vacuum cleaner asit burrowed into the bottom. The sand was soft, and in less than twenty minutes he
had dug a crater four feet across and three feet deep. Then at dightly less than four feet he uncovered a
round object, which heidentified as an ancient terra-cotta oil jug, like one Dr. Boyd showed in photos
during the conference at NUMA.. He very carefully sucked the sand away from it until he could lift and
set it outside the crater. Then he returned to hiswork.

Next came aterra-cotta drinking cup. Then two more. These were followed by the hilt and badly
eroded blade of a sword. He was about to quit and bring histrove to the surface, when he removed the
overburden from around object in the shape of adome, with two protrusons sprouting from it. Assoon
as he'd uncovered fifty percent of it, his heartbeat abruptly increased from sixty beatsto ahundred. He
recognized what Homer had described in hisworks as a Bronze Age helmet with horns.

Dirk finished removing the ancient artifact from its resting place of over three thousand years and gently
lad it in the yellow sand beside the other discoveries. Standing in the crater amid the swirling sand and
working the dredge was tiring work. He had been down nearly fifty minutes and found what he camefor,
evidence that Odysseus fleet had cometo grief in the West Indies and not the Mediterranean. Hisar
was about gone, and though he could have sucked the air tank dry and easily reached the surface only
ten feet away by exhaling asingle breath, it wastime to take abreak. The next step wasto bring the
artifacts safely aboardDear Heart. Holding the helmet as though it was a newborn baby, he ascended.

Summer was waiting at the boarding ladder to take hisweight belt and air tank. He lifted the helmet out
of thewater and carefully handed it to her. "Takeit," he said. "But trest it gently. It's badly eroded.”
Then, before she could comment, he jackknifed and dove to retrieve the other artifacts.

As he climbed on the boat, Summer had emptied their ice chest of drinks and wasimmersing the artifacts
in salt water to preserve them. "Cool," she repeated threetimes. "I can't believe what I'm seeing. A
hel met, an honest-to-goodness ancient bronze helmet.”

"We were exceedingly lucky," said Dirk, "to find them so early in the game.”
"Then theseare from Odysseus fleet.”

"Wewon't know for sure until expertslike Dr. Boyd and Dr. Chisholm can makean identification .
Fortunately, they were buried in the silt, which preserved them all these years.”

After alight lunch and relaxing for another hour, whileSummer gently cleaned some of the outer layers of
marine concretion without damaging the artifacts, Dirk went back down to operate the dredge.

Thistrip he found four copper ingots and one ingot of tin. They were oddly shaped with concave edges,

afair indication that they came from the Bronze Age. Next he uncovered a stone hammer. At four and a

half feet, he struck fragmentary wooden planks and beams. One section of beam mesasured two feet long
by five inchesthick. Maybe, just maybe, Dirk thought, adendrochronology lab would be able to date the
growth ringsfrom thetree it was cut from. By the time he carried the artifacts to the surface and hauled in
the dredge, it waslate in the afternoon.

He foundSummer gazing at amagnificent sunset with clouds painted red-orange from the enlarged bal of
the sun asit fell toward the horizon. She helped him off with hisgear. "I'll fix dinner if you'll open abottle
of wine"



"How about alittle cocktail to celebrate?’ Dirk said, smiling. "1 bought a bottle of good Guadel oupe rum
a the hotel. We have ginger de, I'll make rum collinses.™

"They'll have to be room temperature. | threw out the ice from the chest when you brought aboard the
first artifacts so | could use it as a preservation tank.”

"Now that we have a productive site with artifacts," said Dirk, "I think that tomorrow well search and
survey for the other shipsin Odysseus fleet.”

Summer looked wigtfully at the water that was turning to adark blue asthe sun vanished into the sea. "'l
wonder how much treasure is down there.”

"There may not be any."

She saw the doubt in his eyes. "What makes you say that?"

"l can't be certain, but | believe the site | worked had been disturbed.”
"Digturbed?' she said skepticdly. "Disturbed by whom?"

AsDirk spoke, he stared apprehensively at the buildings on theidand. "It seemed to me the artifacts had
been moved about by human hands rather than by tides and shifting sand. It was dmogt asif they had
been stacked on top of one another in a pile that was foreign to nature.”

"WEeIl worry about it tomorrow,” Summer said, turning from the magnificent twilight. "I'm starved and
thirgty. Get busy on those rum Collinses™

It was after dark whenSummer finished heating conch soup and boiling apair of lobstersthat she had
caught during her dive. For dessert she served bananas Foster. Then they lay on the deck, stared at the
garsand talked until nearly midnight, listening to the water dap lightly againstDear Heart's hull.

Astwin brother and sster, Dirk andSummer were very close, yet, unlikeidentical twins, they went their
Separate way's when not on the job. Summer was dating ayoung career diplomat with the State
Department to whom her grandfather, the senator, had introduced her. Dirk pretty much played the field,
not forming any close attachment and preferring avariety of girlsas different in looks asthey werein
personality and taste. Though cut from the same cloth as hisfather, Dirk didn't share dl the same
interests. True, they both loved old cars and aircraft and had a passion for the seg, but there any smilarity
ended.Dirk liked to race motorcycles cross-country and enter in powerboat races. He was driven to
compete on hisown skills. On the other hand, hisfather was rardly competitive in asolitary sense,
choosing to take part in sportsthat caled for ateam effort. Where young Dirk entered individua
competition in track-and-field events at the University of Hawaii, Dirk the elder played football,
becoming a star quarterback at the Air Force Academy.

Findly, after exhausting al conversation on Odysseus and hisvoyage, they decided it wastimeto turnin.
Summer went below and dept in one of the berths while Dirk elected to deep up on deck on the
cushionsin the cockpit under the open sky.

At four in the morning, the seawas black as obsidian. A light rain came that blotted out the stars. One
could have walked off the deck into the water and never known it until he felt the splash. Dirk pulled an
oilcloth over him and contentedly returned to dreamland.



He did not come awake at the sound of aboat engine, because there was no boat and no engine. They
came from the water, slently, like ghosts flying around tombstones on Halloween night. There were four
of them, three men and one woman. Dirk did not hear the gentle touch of feet on the boarding ladder that
he had neglected to pull up. Without redizing it, he made it easy for them to creep on board. Some
people wakened in the night by intruders react in different ways. Dirk had no timeto react. Unlike his
father, he had yet to learn not to trust in luck or fate and alwaysto follow the old Boy Scout motto: Be
prepared. Before he knew strangers were onDear Heart, the oilcloth was pulled up around his heed,
and aclub or abaseball bat or atruncheon, he never knew, came down on the back of his head and sent
him far beyond dreamland, falling into adeep black pit that never seemed to end.

The preparations to evacuatel de de Ometepe came down to the wire. It took four days for Secretary of
State George Hampton to convince Nicaraguan president Raul Ortiz that the American intentions were
purely humanitarian. He promised that once the evacuation was completed, al American forces would
leave the country. Jack Martin and Admira Sandecker worked on Nicaraguan scientists who, once
briefed on thelooming disaster, lent their full support to the operation.

As expected, local government officialswho were in Specter's pockets because of bribes, fought the
intrusion. Those close to the Red Chinese dso had their marching orders and put up afight. But as
Martin proposed at the conference, he and Sandecker put the fear of God into the leaders of the country
by describing the potential catastrophe and the estimated number of dead within amile of the [ake. All
opposition was quickly drowned in ariver of panic.

Working closely with Generd Juan Morega, chief of the Nicaraguan armed forces, General Stack had
al dements of his specia rescue forcein place. Once permission was given, he moved quickly. All boats
around the |ake were commandeered to evacuate residents of towns and villages that had no major roads
available by which to flee. Trucksand U.S. Army helicopters carried the rest to high ground. At the same
time aspecid fighting force was assembled to assault the Odyssey facility.

No one doubted that Odyssey security would put up afight to keep their covert project and scientists
who were held inillega captivity an ongoing secret. There was dso the fear that Specter would murder
and dispose of the scientists bodies so no trace was | eft of their existence. General Stack was
sympathetic, but the possibility of thousands of deaths and trillions of dollarslost in shattered economies
outweighed twenty or thirty lives. He gave ordersthat the facility and its workers be evacuated as swiftly
aspossible, including the scientigtsif they were ill ontheidand.

He put Pitt under the command of Lieutenant Colonel Bonaparte Nash, called Bony by those closeto
him. A member of aMarine recon team, Nash welcomed Pitt and Giordino at the helicopter evacuation
team's temporary base across the lake at the small city of San Jorge on the western shore. Blond hair
cropped short, abody tight from muscles built from long hours of exercise, he had around, soft face with



friendly blue eyesthat betrayed the toughness that lurked beneath.

"Redl good to meet you, Mr. Fitt, Mr. Giordino. | was briefed on your qualifications as members of
NUMA. Quiteimpressive. | trust you can lead me and my men to the building where the scientists are
kept prisoner.”

"We can," Fitt assured him.

"But as| understand it, you were only there once.”

"If wefound it a night," said Giordino testily, "we can find it in broad daylight.”

Nash laid out alarge satdllite photo of the facility on asmdl table. "1 have five CH-forty-seven Chinook
helicopters, each carrying thirty men. My planisto land one at the air terminal, the second &t the docks, a
third alongside the building you described as the security headquarters and afourth in apark area

between arow of warehouses.

Y ou two will come dong with mein the fifth to make certain we have the right building where the
sientigsarehdd.”

"If I might make asuggestion,” offered Fitt. He pulled a pen from the breast pocket of hisflowered shirt
and tapped it on abuilding beside apam-lined street. "Thisis the main headquarters building. Y ou can
land on the roof and seize the top executives of Odyssey before they have time to escapein their own
helicopter.”

"How do you know this?' Nash inquired thoughtfully.

"Al and | stole a copter from the roof when we evaded capture six daysago.”

"They have a least ten security guardsin the building that your men will haveto ded with,” said
Giordino.

Nash looked at them with growing respect, but sill not certain whether to fully believe them.
"There were security guards when you escaped?’

Pitt saw Nash'sreservetion. "Y es, four of them.”

Giordino picked up onit too. " Overpowering them was like taking candy from ababy."

"l wastold you guys were marine engineers,” said Nash, confused.

"Wedo that too," Giordino said glibly.

"Okay, if you say 0." Nash gave adight disconcerted shake of his head. "Now, then, | can't issueyou
any wegpons. You'll be dong for theride asguides. Y oull leave any fighting to me and my men.”

Pitt and Giordino glanced at each other with atwinklein their eyes. Aitt's .45 and Giordino's .50 caliber
auto were concedled in the back of the waistband behind their pants under loose tropica shirts.

"If we get into trouble,” said Giordino. "Well throw rocks until your men rescue us."



Nash wasn't sureif he liked these two wisecracking men. He held up hiswrist and studied his watch.
"Wetake off in ten minutes. Y oull ride with me. After we land, you make certain we've got the right
building. We can't |ose aminute wandering around lost after we land, if we're to save the hostages before
Odyssey guards execute them."”

Pitt nodded. "Fair enough.”

In precisdy ten minutes he and Giordino were buckled into their seatsinside the big Chinook transport
helicopter with Lieutenant Colonel Nash. They were accompanied by thirty big, slent purposeful-looking
men dressed in camouflaged combat fatigues with armored vests, huge gunsthat looked like arms out of
asciencefiction movie, and an assortment of rocket launchers.

"Tough bunch,” Giordino said admiringly.
"I'm glad they're on our Sde," Pitt agreed.

The pilot lifted the helicopter off the ground and took off across the beach over thelake. It was a short
hop of fifteen milesto the Odyssey center. The entire operation was based on surprise. Colonel Nash's
plan of operation was to subdue the guards, rescue the hostages and then evacuate the hundreds of
workersin boats that were aready on their way around the lake to Ometepe. Soon asthe last person
was off theidand and safely ashore on high ground, Nash was to give the signd to the pilot of aB-52
bomber circling at sixty thousand feet to drop a massive ground-penetrating concussion bomb on the
base of the mountain, unleashing aflank avalanche that would collgpse the tunnels and sweep the
research and development facility into thelake.

It seemed to Fitt that they had no sooner taken off than the helicopter stopped, hovered for afew
seconds and set down. Nash and his men leaped from the seats through the open hatch and shouted for
the security guards at the fenced gate to the hostage quarters to throw down their arms.

The other four copters had landed and received sporadic fire from afew security guards who had no
ideathey were up against an diteforce. Seeing that resistance was hopeless, they quickly surrendered as
fast asthey could drop their wegpons and raise their hands. They had not been hired to fight professiona
forces, only to protect the facility, and none had a death wish.

Pitt, with Giordino right on his hedls, rushed through the gate andburst in thefront door of the building
ahead of Nash and hismen. The guardsinside, athough hearing shots e sawhere on the facility, were
stunned to find themselves looking down the muzzles of two very large automeatic pistols before they had
achanceto realize what was happening. They froze not so much in shock asin fear.

Nash was more than surprised to see Fitt and Giordino with wegpons, he was madder than hell. "Give
me those gung!” he demanded.

Hewas ignored, as Pitt and Giordino began kicking in the doors to the rooms. The first, second, third
and fourth. They were al empty. Pitt rushed back to the guards that were being escorted from the
building by Nash's team. He grabbed the nearest guard and jammed the Colt against the man's nose,
flattening it.

"Engligh!"

"No,senor."



"Dénde estén los cientificos?"

The guard's eyes widened as they crossed and focused on the muzzle mashing hisnose." Ell os fueron
tornados lgjos a la darsena y colocados en € transbordador.”

"What's going on?' Nash demanded. "Where are the hostages?"

PFitt pulled the Colt back from the man's nose as it began to bleed. "1 asked him where the scientists
were. He said they were taken to the docks and put on aferry.”

"It looks asif they're trangporting them out onto the |ake before sinking the ferry with everyone onit,”
sad Giordino grimly.

Pitt looked at Nash. "WEell need your men and a copter to go after them before the Odyssey guards can
scuttletheferry.”

Nash shook his head. "Sorry, no can do. My orders are to secure the base and evacuate al personnd. |
can't gpare any men or a hdlicopter.”

"But these people are vitd to our nationd interest,” Fitt argued. "They hold the key to fuel cdll
technology.”

Nash'sface was hard as stone. "My orders stand.”
"Then loan us a grenade launcher and well go after the ferry ourseves.™
"Y ou know | can't issue wegponsto civilians."

"Youreabig hdp,” snapped Giordino. "We haven't time to waste debating with ahard nose.” Giordino
nodded toward agolf cart like the one he drovein the tunnéls. "'If we can't stop them on the dock, maybe
we can grab one of Odyssey's patrol boats.”

Aitt threw Nash alook of disgust and then he and Giordino ran for the cart. Eight minuteslater, with
Giordino at the whed, they sped onto the dock. An agonized look swept Pitt's face ashe saw an old
ferryboat pulling out into the lake, followed by a patrol boat.

"Too late," groaned Giordino. "They've taken dong a patrol boat to remove the guards after they blow
out the bottom of the barge.”

Pitt ran to the opposite side of the dock and spotted a small outboard tied to a piling no more than
twenty yards away. "Come on, theGood Ship Lollipopawaits ." Then hetook off, running toward the
boat.

It was an elghteen-foot Boston Whaler with a one-hundred-and-fifty-horsepower Mercury motor. Pitt
dtarted the motor while Giordino cast off the lines. Giordino had bardly thrown the lines onto the dock
when PFitt shoved the throttle to itstop and the little Wha er leaped over the water asif kicked in the stern
and took off after the wakes of the ferry and patrol boat.

"What do we do when we reach them?" Giordino yelled over the roar of the motor.



"I'll think of something when the time comes,” Fitt shouted back.

Giordino eyed the rapidly closing distance between the vessdls. Y ou'd better come up with something
quick. They have assaullt rifles againgt our popguns, and the patrol boat hasa nasty cannon on its bow."

"Try this" Fitt said loudly. "I'm going to swing around and come in with the ferry between usand the
patrol boat. That will neutrdizeitsfield of fire. Then we come dongside the ferry and jump on board.”

"I've heardofworse schemes” Giordino said glumly, "but not inthe last ten years.™

"It looks like two, maybe three, guards on the upper deck next to the wheelhouse. Take my Colt and
play two-gun desperado. If you intimidate them, maybe they'll throw up their hands and surrender.”

"l won't hold my bregth.”

Pitt cranked the whed and spun the Whaler in abroad arc, circling around the ferry before the crew of
the patrol boat could bring their bow gun to bear. The boat bounced over the crest of asmall wave from
the ferry's wake and dropped into the trough as a barrage of bullets flew harmlessy overhead. Giordino
replied by squeezing both triggers asfast as hisfingers could pull. The hail of bullets caught the guards by
surprise. One dropped to the deck with abullet in theleg. Another spun around, clutching his shoulder,
while the third dropped his wegpon and raised his hands.

"See," said Aitt, "l told you s0."
"Sure, after | put two of them out of action.”

Twenty yards from the ferry Pitt eased back on the throttle and gave the whedl alight twist to starboard.
With a deft touch from years of practice, he dipped the Whaer dong the ferry's hull with barely abump.
Giordino beat him on board and was disarming the guards as Pitt legped onto the deck. "l inserted afull
clip." Hethrew Pitt his .50 caliber automatic. "Takeit!"

Pitt grabbed it and dropped through an open hatch and scrambled down the ladder bel ow. Hisfeet no
sooner landed on the deck of acorridor than arumble came from the engine room that shook the ferry.
One of the guards had set off the detonators and the resulting explosion blasted aholein the bilge of the
hull. Pitt was knocked off hisfeet, but recovered instantly and ran through the central corridor, kicking in
doors as he went.

"Out, get out quick!™ he shouted to the frightened scientists who had been locked inside. "Thisboat is
going to sink!" He began herding them toward the ladder leading topside. He stopped a man with gray
hair and beard. "Are there any more of you?"

"They locked some of usin astoreroom at the end of the halway."

Almost before the scientist got the words out, Pitt rushed to the storeroom door. Already the water was
doshing around his ankles. This door wastoo solidly built for him to kick in. " Stand back from the door!"
he shouted. Then he aimed Giordino's hand cannon at the latch and fired. The big shell shattered the bolt,
alowing Fitt to shove the door open with his shoulder. Nearly ten people stood stunned inside, Six men
and four women. "Everybody move, now! Abandon ship before she goes down!"

After he pushed the last of the scientists up the ladder and was about to follow, a second, larger blast
hurled him backward against a bulkhead. The impact drove the breath from hislungs and lefthm gasping



for air as abump mushroomed on the back of his head. Then he momentarily blacked out. When he
recovered his sensestwo minutes later, he found himself itting in water that had risen to his chest.
Painfully, he pushed himsdlf to hisfeet and struggled up the ladder one step at atime.

There was|ess than aminute |eft before the ferry plunged to the bottom of the lake bed. He heard a
strange thumping sound over the rush of the rising water. What of the people he had saved and drove up
to the deck? Had they drowned? Had the guns of the patrol boat shot them likefish in abarrel with its
cannon? And what of Al?Was hethereto help the survivors? Still dazed from his collison with the
bulkhead, he reached down insgde himself for the last of his strength and pulled his shoulders and chest
over the edge of the ferry's deck.

The stern of the ferry was about to go under, the water rolling up the deck and flooding into the open
hatch. The thumping sound in his ears came louder and he looked up to see Giordino hanging onto a
ding, seemingly floating in midair. Then Pitt saw the heli copter. Thank God Nash had a change of heart,
he thought in hisfogged mind.

He grabbed Giordino around the waist as strong muscular arms gripped him under his shoulders. The
ferry dipped avay beneath hisfeet and sank below the waves, just as he was hauled into the air.

"The scientists?" he gasped to Giordino. He saw none in the water.

"Lifted on board the copter,” Giordino shouted above the wind and rotor noise. "The guards gave up
when Nash and his team showed up and fled in the patrol boat.”

"Is everybody off theidand?' he asked Nash, who came over and knelt beside him.

"We even evacuated the stray cats and dogs,” Nash said with asatisfied grin. "We pulled off the
operation ahead of schedule and then came after you. When you didn't surface with the rest of the
people, we thought you were agoner, al except Al here. Before | could stop him, he'd dropped down
on thelift cable to the ferry deck. Only then did we see you appear out of the hatch.”

"Lucky for me you arrived at an opportune moment.”

"How long before the finale?" askedGiordino.

"As soon as we evacuated everyone from Ometepe to shore, they were transported by truck and buses
to high ground, ong with dl the resdents living within two miles of the [ake." Nash paused to read the
time on hiswristwatch. "l estimate it will take another thirty-five minutes before they reach complete
safety. When | receiveword dl iswell, I'll send the signal to the pilot to drop hisbomb.”

"Did your teams meet up with asmall army of uniformed women who put up aresstance?" Fitt inquired.

Nash gave him an odd look and grinned. "Wearing funny-colored jumpsuits?”

"Lavender and green?"

"They fought like Amazons," answered Nash in leftover disbdief. "Three of my men were wounded
when they temporarily refrained from shooting at women who were shooting at them. We had no choice

but to return fire"

Giordino stared down at the headquarters building as the helicopter passed over the facility. The



windows were shattered and smoke was rolling from the tenth floor. "How many did you take down?"

"We counted at least nine bodies." Nash looked mystified. "Mogt of the women were knockouts, really
beautiful. My men took it hard. | don't doubt somewill suffer psychologica problemswhen they return to
home. They weren't trained to fire on civilian women."

"One of them didn't happen to be wearing agold jumpsuit?' Pitt asked.

Nash thought amoment and then shook his head. "No, | didn't see anyonefitting that description.” There
was apause. "Did she havered hair?'

"Yes, her hair wasred."

"So wereal those who died, the samered tint on dl of them. They fought like crazy fandtics. It was
unred.”

The hdlicopterremained on station over the idand. Nash received word that the evacuation was
successfully completed amost to the minute of his estimate. Without a second's hesitation, he issued the
clearance for the B-52 to drop the bomb.

The bomber was s0 high in thesky, they could not seeit or detect the bomb asit fell from sixty thousand
feet. Nor did they see the bomb strike the volcano's dope above the Odyssey facility and penetrate deep
below the surface. Seconds later, agreat rumble came from the dope of Mount Concepcion. The
detonation seemed more like a huge thud than the sharp boom of abomb exploding on impact with the
ground. Thiswas quickly followed by anew sound like rolling thunder, as the dope of the volcano let
loose its grip on the cone and began collapsing, picking up speed asit shot downward until it reached an
incredible eighty milesan hour.

Fromtheair it looked asif the entire research and development complex with dl its buildings, docks and
arcraft termina was diding under the lake's surface like amonstrous coin thrown by agiant hand. Clouds
of debrisand dust burst into the sky as an enormous wave built and rose over two hundred feet high.
Then the crest curled and swept across the lake at astonishing speed, eventudly crashing against the
shordines and inundating everything that stood in its path, beforefinaly dying at its highest penetration
and receding amost reluctantly back into the lake bed.

In the timeit took to turn two pagesin abook, the greet research center created by Specter, hisfemae
directors and his Odyssey empire had vanished, aong with the tunnel s that were crushed flat.

The South Equatorial Current would not be diverted into the Atlantic Ocean. The Gulf Stresm would
flow asit had for amillion years, and there would be no deep freeze across Europe and North America
until the next ice age.



Thelayer of black hazebegan to merge with abright white glow. The starsthat had soared insde his
head faded to a scant few as Dirk dowly returned to consciousness. He felt cold from the damp. Stunned
by aseaof paininsde hishead, he rose up on his elbows and looked around him.

Hefound himself inasmal rectangular room, no more than five by three feet. The celling, floor and three
wallswere solid concrete. The fourth wall wasfilled by arusty iron door. There was no handle on the
ingde. A smdl window no larger than a pie plate was embedded in the roof of hiscell. Light filtered
through it and dimly lit histiny gray world. There was no bunk or blanket, only aholein thefloor for
sanitation.

He never experienced a hangover to match the throb insde his head. There was aknot above the left
ear that felt as big as a computer mouse. Rising to hisfeet wasamgor effort. If nothing el se but to satisfy
his curiosity, he pushed on the door. He might aswell have tried to knock over an oak tree. All hewore
when he went to deep on the boat were apair of shortsand a T-shirt. Looking down, he saw that his
shirt and shorts were gone and he was wearing awhite silk bathrobe. It seemed so out of place with his
surroundings that he could not begin to imagineits gnificance.

Then histhoughts turned toSummer . What had happened to her? Where was she? He could remember
nothing except watching a haf-moon rise over the sea before falling adeep on the boat. The achein his
head began to subside dightly. He came to redlize that someone must have clubbed him on the heed, then
carried him ashore and put himin this cell. But what of Summer . What had happened to her?
Desperation began to seep into hismind. His situation looked hopeless. He could do nothing trapped ina
concrete box. Escape seemed impossible.

It was sometime late in the afternoon when Dirk heard a sound outside his cell. There cametheclick of a
lock turning and the door swung outward. A woman with blond hair, blue eyes and wearing agreen
jumpsuit sood with alarge automatic pistol in her hand, aimed squardly at his chest.

"Y ouwill comewith me" she said softly, without the dightest harsh qudlity.

In another setting Dirk would have found her quite attractive, but here, she seemed as nasty asthe
Wicked Witch of the West. "Whereto?" he asked.

She prodded him in the back with the muzzle of her gun without replying. He was marched down along
corridor past several iron doors. Dirk wondered if Summer was behind one of them. They cameto a
dtairway a the end and he began climbing without being told. At the top, they passed through adoor into
amarble-floored entry with walls embedded with millions of pieces of mosaic gold tile. The chairswere
covered in lavender-dyed leather and the tables with inlaid lavender-stained wood. He thought it gaudy
and overdone.

The female guard escorted him to ahuge pair of gold-gilded doors, knocked and then stood aside as
they were opened from within. She motioned for him to enter.

Dirk was stunned a the Sight of four beautiful women with flowing red hair in lavender and gold gowns



stting around along conference table carved from asolid block of red cord. Summer was also Sitting at
the table, but attired in awhite gown. He rushed over to her and grasped her by the shoulders.

"Areyou dl right?'
Sheturned dowly and looked up a him asif in atrance. "All right? Yes, I'm all right.”
He could see that she was heavily drugged. "What have they doneto you?”'

"Please gt down, Mr. Pitt," ordered the woman seated at the head of the table, who was attired in a
gold gown. When she spoke, her voice was quiet and musical, but touched with arrogance.

Dirk sensed amovement behind him. The guard had withdrawn from the room and closed the door. For
abrief ingant, he thought that even though the women outnumbered him, he could do enough damage to
incapacitate them and make arun for it withSummer , but he could see that she was so heavily sedated
that she couldn't run anywhere. He dowly pulled out a chair a the opposite end of the table and sat
down. "Can | inquire asto your intentions regarding my sster and me?"

"You may," said thewoman obvioudy in charge. Then she ignored him and turned to the woman on her
right. Y ou searched their boat?'

"Y es, Epona. We found dive gear and underwater detection equipment.”

"| gpologizefor any intruson,” said Dirk, "but we thought the idand was deserted.”

Epona stared a him, her eyes hard and cold. "We have ways of dedling with trespassers.”
"We were on an archaeol ogical expedition to find ancient shipwrecks. Nothing more.”

She glanced at Summer , then back to Dirk. "We know what you were searching for. Y our sister was
most cooperativein providing uswith afull report.”

"After you druggedher,” said Dirk, maddened within an inch of coming across the table after the woman.
It was asif sheread hismind. "Do not think of ressting, Mr. Fitt. My guardswill respond in an instant.”
Dirk forced himsdlf to relax and act indifferent. " So what didSummer tdl you?

"That you and she work for the National Underwater and Marine Agency and that you were here
looking for Odysseus lost fleet that Homer described as being sunk by the Laestrygonians.”

"Y ou have read Homer."

"I live and breathe Homer the Celt, not Homer the Greek."

"Then you know the true story of Troy and of Odysseus voyage across the ocean.”

"Thereason my sstersand | are here. Ten years ago, through long years of research, we concluded that
it was the Celts and not the Greeks who fought the Trojans, and not for the love of Helen but thetin

depositsin Cornwall to make bronze. Like you, we retraced Odysseus wake across the Atlantic. You
might be interested in learning that hisfleet was not destroyed by huge rocks thrown by the



L aestrygonians, but was destroyed by a hurricane.”
"And the tressure from hislost flegt?'
"Salvaged eight years ago and used to build our Odyssey financid empire.”

Dirk sat quite dill, but his hands were trembling out of sight under the table. A warning light blinked on
ingde his head. These women might allowSummer to live, but he doubted they would let him see another
sunrise. "May | ask what the treasure consisted of 7

Epona shrugged. "1 see no reason to conced the results. Thereis no mystery to our achievement. Our
salvage teams recovered over two tons of golden objects, plates, sculptures and other decorative Cdltic
objects. They were masters of intricate metalworking. These, dong with thousands of other ancient
artifacts, we sold on the open market around the world, netting just over seven hundred million dollars.”

"Wasn't that risky?" asked Dirk. "The French, who own Guadel oupe, the Greeks and the nations of
Europe that were once ruled by the Celts, didn't they step in and demand ownership of the treasures?”

"The secret was well-kept. All the buyers of the artifacts wished to remain anonymous and dl the
transactions were discreetly completed, including the gold, which was placed in depositoriesin China"

"Y ou mean the People's Republic of China, of course.”
"Of course."

"What about the salvage operators and their divers? They would have expected a share of the spails,
and keeping them quiet would not have been easy.”

"They recaived nothing," said Epona, with a sardonic inflection, "and the secret died with them."”

Theinnuendo was not lost on Dirk. "Y ou murdered them?' He said it asif it was afact rather than an
assumption.

"Let'ssmply say, they joined Odysseus crewswho werelost,” she hesitated and then smiled
enigmatically. "Nobody who ever cameto thisidand lived to tdll of it. Even tourists who anchored their
boat in the harbor or smple fishermen who became too curious. They could not tell what they have

"Sofar | haven't seen anything worth dying for."
"And you wont."

Dirk felt amoment of uneasiness. "Why the fiendishness? Why murder innocent people? Where are you
sociopaths coming from, and what do you hope to accomplish?!

There wasjust the dightest edge of anger in Eponasvoice. "Y ou are quite correct, Mr. Fitt. My ssters
and | aredl sociopaths. We conduct our lives and our fortunes without emotion. That iswhy we have
come so far and accomplished so much in such afew short years. If |eft to their own devices, sociopaths
could ruletheworld. They are not possessed by morality, nor influenced or hindered by ethics. Complete
absence of sentiment makesit easier to achieve their goals. Sociopaths enjoy the highest level of genius
and nothing else matters. Yes, Mr. Ritt, | am asociopath and so is our sisterhood of goddesses.”



"The dsterhood of goddesses," Dirk repeated very dowly, accenting each word. "So you have devated
yoursalvesto deties. Being mortd isn't good enough for you.”

"The greet leaders of the past were dl sociopaths and afew came very closeto ruling the world.”

"LikeHitler, Sain, Attilathe Hun and Napoleon. The mentd indtitutions are overflowing with inmates
who have dreams of grandeur.”

"They dl faled because they overestimated their power. We do not intend to make that mistake.”

Dirk looked around the table at the beautiful women. It did not go unnoticed that hissister'sred hair
matched theirs aswell. "Despite the fact you have the same hair color, you can't dl be blood sblings.”

"No, we are not actually related.”
"When you saywe, who do you include?’

"Thewomen of the ssterhood.We, Mr. Fitt, are of the Druid religion. We follow the long-lost teachings
of the Cdtic Druids handed down through the centuries.”

"The ancient Druids were more myth than fact.”
Irritation flickered at the corners of Eponaslips. "They have existed for five thousand years."

"They're only the Stuff of which legends are made. No records of ther religion and rituas existed until
one hundred years before Chrigt.”

"No written records, but their knowledge and spheres of power were handed down by word of mouth
through hundreds of generations. The Druids originated in the ancient Cdltic tribes. Circled around the
campfires at night, they offered their people dreams of happiness amid the day-to-day toil to stay dive.
They concelved their mysticism, philosophy and perception. They became gifted a creating areligion that
inspired and enlightened the Celtic world. They acted as doctors, magicians, seers, mystics, advisors and,
perhaps most important, they became teachers who aroused a desire for learning. Because of them, a
higher intelligence began to spread throughout the Western world. To become a Druid, young men and
women studied up to twenty years until they became walking encyclopedias. Diogenesthe Greek said the
Druids were the world's wisest philosophers. Many Druids were women who became goddesses and
were worshiped throughout Cdltic culture.”

Dirk shrugged. "Druidism was a pathetic illuson. It was also evil. They held human sacrifice then, and
today you conduct murder and go about your business asif the people you killed never existed. Druidism
died centuries ago and you won't accept it."

"Like most men, you have stonefor abrain. Druidism, though ancient in concept, isasrelevant and alive
today asit wasfive thousand years ago. What you don't realize, Mr.Ritt, isthat we are experiencing a
Renaissance. Because Druidism has atimeless wisdom and is spiritua and charismatic, it has been reborn
around theworld."

"Doesit ill indlude human sacrifice?!

"If theritud cdlsforit."



Dirk was repulsed by the thought that these women could actually believe in and take part in religious
sacrifice as an excuse for murder. He began to see that if he couldn't takeSummer and fleetheidand, the
same fate was likely in store for them. He stared at the polished surface of the table, composing himself,
and noted there was along metal curtain rod that would make agood wespon.

Epona paused. "By adhering to the principles of Druidism, my sstersand | have helped raised a
formidable business that reaches around the world in real estate, construction and development, fields
that men traditionally dominate, but we found that collectively we could outsmart them at every turn. Yes,
we built an empire, one so powerful that soon wewill control the economy of most of the Western world
through our development of fud cell technology.”

"Technology can be duplicated in time. No one, not even your empire, can hold amonopoly for long.
There aretoo many great scientific minds and the money to back them to improve your mode!.”

Epona spoke equably. "They have dl been left at the starting gate. Once our operation is up and running,
itwill betoo late."

"I'm afraid | don't know what you're talking about. What operation?”

"Your friendsat NUMA know."

Dirk was only haf listening. He was intrigued by the fact that none of the other women around the table
gpoke. They sat therelike figuresin awax museum. He studied them to seeif they were drugged, but
saw no indication. He began to redlize that they were under the total spell of Epona. It looked asif they
were brainwashed.

"They apparently didn't bother to inform me. | know nothing of this operation you speak of."
"Under my direction, Mr. Specter..." She paused. "Do you know of him?'

"Only what I've read in the newspapers,” Dirk lied. "He's some kind of weslthy eccentric, like Howard
Hughes"

"Mr. Specter isadso the genius behind Odyssey's success. What we have accomplished isdueto his
superior intdligence.”

"I had the impression you were the brains of the ouitfit."

"My sistersand | carry out Mr. Specter'sdirectives.”

A knock came at the door and awoman in the green jumpsuit entered, waked around the table and
handed a piece of paper to Epona before leaving the room. Epona studied the message and her
expression crumpled from arrogance to horror. She looked asif she had been struck and ahand flew to
her mouth. Findly, asthough in adaze, she announced in avoice choked with emation, "Thisisfrom our
officein Managua. Our Ometepe research center and the tunnels have been destroyed by a collapse of
the Concepcion volcano.”

The newswas received in utter anguish and astonishment. "It'sgone, al gone?" asked one of the women
intotd dishelief.



Eponadowly nodded. "It's been confirmed. The center now lies at the bottom of Lake Nicaragua.”
"Was everyone killed?" asked another."Were there nosurvivors?
"The workerswere all saved by afleet of boats around the lake and helicopters from United States

Special Forcesthat attacked our headquartersOur sisters, who heroicaly defended our headquarters
building, weredl killed."

Eponarose and moved away from her chair. She took Summer by the arm and pulled her to her feet.
Then the two of them waked hatingly toward the door asif one wasin adream and the other a
nightmare. Epona turned, the red-contoured lips spread in aleer. Her head tilted toward Dirk afraction.

"Enjoy your last few hourson Earth, Mr. Ritt."

Then the door opened, the guard walked in and pressed the muzzle of her gun againgt Dirk'stemple as
he came to his feet, knocking over the chair, and made a move toward Eponawith murder in his eyes.
He stopped dead in histracks, raging with frustration.

"And bid farewell to your Sster. Y ou won't be enjoying her company again.”

Then she placed her arm aroundSummer and led her from the room.

The sun blazed downon the asphalt outside the private aircraft termind of the Managua I nternationa
Airport as Pitt and Giordino stood under a covered patio and watched the NUMA Citation jet land. The
pilot took it down to the last turnout and taxied back to the terminal. As soon asthe plane cameto a hdt,
the door was opened from the inside and Rudi Gunn stepped to the ground.

"Oh, no," Giordino groaned. "l can sméll itinthear. Were not going home."

Gunn did not walk toward them but motioned for them to approach the plane. Asthey neared, he said,
"Climb aboard, we haven't time to spare.”

Without comment Fitt and Giordino threw their bagsinto the cargo compartment. They had no sooner
sat down and snapped their seat-belt buckles than the turbines roared and the plane was speeding down
the runway andrising into the air.

"Donttdlme, " said Giordino dryly, "we're going to spend eternity in Nicaragua.”

"Why therush?' Aitt asked Gunn.



"Dirk andSummer have disgppeared,” Gunn said without prelude.
"Disgppeared,” said Ritt, with a sudden flash of gpprehension in hiseyes. "Where?!

"Guadel oupe. The admiral sent them to an offshore idand to search for the remains of Odysseus fleet of
ships thought to be destroyed there during his voyage from Troy."

"Goon."

"Mr. Charles Moreau, who is our representative for that part of the Caribbean, called last night and said
that al communication with your son and daughter had ceased. Repested attempts to contact them
proved fruitless”

"Wasthereastorm?'

Gunn shook his head. "The weather wasideal. Moreau rented a plane and flew over Branwyn Idand,
where Dirk andSummer were headed. Their boat had vanished and there was no sign of them on or
around theidand.”

Aitt felt asif agreat weight was pressing againgt his chest. The gppalling possibility that his children might
be injured or dead was barred from his mind. For amoment he was incapable of believing harm had
come to them. But then he looked into the face of the usudly taciturn Giordino and saw alook of deep
concern.

"We're headed there now," Pitt said, asif it wasapoint of fact.

Gunn nodded. "Well land at the airport in Guadeloupe. Moreau has arranged for a helicopter to take us
directly to Branwyn."

"Any speculation as to what might have happened to them?" asked Giordino.

"All we know iswhat Moreau hastold us."

"What of thisidand? Arethereinhabitants? A fishing village?'

A grave expression spread across Gunn'sface. "Theidand is privately owned.”

"By whom?"

"A woman by the name of Epona Eliade."

Surpriseshowed inPitt's opaline green eyes. "Epona, yes, of course, it would be her.”

"Hiram Y aeger ran an extensive check on her. She's a the top level of Odyssey and is reported to be
Specter'sright hand.” He stopped and gazed at Fitt. "Y ou know her?”

"We met briefly when Al and | rescued the Lowenhardts and snatched Flidais. It looked as though she
was high in the Odyssey hierarchy. | understand she wasn't killed during the fighting at Odyssey's
research center.”



"Apparently she dipped through the net before the center was destroyed. Admira Sandecker asked the
CIA totrace her. One of their agents reported that her private plane was detected by satelliteon a
landing approach to the arfield on Branwyn Idand.”

Attt was holding in hisfear with difficulty. Then he said in quiet certainty, with unshakable convictionin
hisvoice, "If Eponaisresponsble for any harm that might come to Dirk or Summer, shelll never liveto
collect her retirement pay."

Dusk had turnedto dark when the NUMA jet landed in Guadel oupe and taxied to a private hangar.
Moreau was standing beside the ground crew as Pitt, Giordino and Gunn exited the plane. He introduced
himsalf and quickly escorted them less than a hundred feet to awaiting helicopter.

"Anold Bdl JetRanger," said Giordino, admiring the beautifully restored old helicopter. "I haven't seen
oneof thoseinawhile”

"It'sused for tourist Sight-seeing,” explained Moreau. "It wasal | could arrange on short notice.”
"Shelll dojust fine" said Pitt.

Hethrew hisduffel bag ingde and entered the craft, moving to the cockpit, where he conversed briefly
with the pilot, aman in hisearly sixtieswith many thousands of hoursin theair in two dozen different
types of arcraft. After helost hiswife to cancer and retired as chief pilot on amgor arline, Gordy
Shepard had come to Guadel oupe and taken a part-time job flying tourists around the idands. Hishair
was aneatly brushed bush of gray that complemented his black eyes.

"That'samaneuver | havent attempted in along time,” said Shepard, after hearing Pitt'singtructions.
"But | think | can handleit for you."

"If not," Pitt said with ataut grin, "my friend and | will hit the water with the force of cannonbals.”

Outside, Gunn thanked Moreau and closed the door asthe rotor blades began to dowly revolve,
increasing their beet until the pilot lifted the craft off the ground.

It took |ess than fifteen minutes to cover the twenty-seven milesfrom the airport to theidand. At Fitt's
request, once they were over water, the pilot flew without lights. Flying above the sea a night waslike
gtting blindfolded in acloset sealed with duct tape. Using the light beacon on theidand asaguide,
Shepard flew an unerring straight line for the south shore.

Back in the passenger compartment, Fitt and Giordino opened the duffel bag and put on wet suits and
nothing else except hard rubber boots. They carried no scuba gear, fins or masks, only weight beltsto
compensate for the buoyancy of the neoprene wet suits. The only equipment Pitt took was his satellite
phone inside asmall waterproof bag tightly belted to his ssomach. Then they moved to therear of the
compartment and opened the cargo hatch.

Pitt nodded at Gunn. "Okay, Rudi, I'll call in case we need aquick getaway.”

Gunn held up his phone and grinned. "It shdl remain glued to my hand until you tell meto evacuate you,



Al and thekids off theidand."

Though he didn't fully share Gunn's optimism, he was grateful for the show of confidence. Helifted a
phone from avertical base on the bulkhead and called the pilot. "All set back here.”

"Stand ready," instructed Shepard. "Well be coming up over the harbor in threeminutes. Y ou sure
you've got enough water depth for your dive?"

"Jump,” Pitt corrected him. "If you programmed the correct GPS coordinates and stop on them, we
should have enough water to cushion us from striking the bottom.”

"I'll do my best," acknowledged Shepard. " Then your friend, Mr. Gunn, and | will makeit look like
we're flying on toward another nearby idand before circling back and waiting for your cal to come and

get you."

"Y ou know thedrill."

"I wish you boysluck," Shepard said over the phone, as he closed communications to the passenger
compartment. Then he straightened in his seet with both hands and feet on the controls and focused his
mind on the maneuver coming up.

Theidand looked dark, asif it wasdeserted, the only light was the beacon above its meta frame. Fitt
could just vagudly digtinguish the faint outline of the buildings and the Stonehenge replicain the middle of
theidand onadight rise. It would be atricky approach, but Shepard seemed as cadm asamobster in a
box seat at the Kentucky Derby, knowing the fastest horse was about to throw the race because he paid
off thejockey.

Shepard brought the old Bell JetRanger in from the searight up the center of the channe into the harbor.
In the rear, Pitt and Giordino stood poised in the cargo door. The airgpeed was nearly a hundred and
twenty miles an hour when Shepard's hands and feet danced over the controls and the helicopter stood
onitstail and cameto an abrupt stop, twigting to starboard and alowing Pitt and Giordino to jump
unobstructed through the door into the darkness. Then Shepard pushed the helicopter forward and
picked up speed again, banking around theidand and heading out to sea. The entire maneuver went of f
flawlesdy. To anyone observing on theidand, it hardly looked like the helicopter cameto astop.

Holding their breath, Pitt and Giordino dropped thirty feet before striking the water. Despite their
attemptsto fdl cleanly feet first, the sudden tilt of the helicopter prevented a smooth jump. They found
themsalves tumbling through the air and doubled up with arms clasped around their kneesto prevent
smashing into the solid wall of liquid in aflat postion that could have badly injured them or at least
knocked the wind out of their lungs and rendered them unconscious. The neoprene wet suits absorbed
most of the harsh impact, asthey struck the surface and plunged nearly ten feet into the deep before
logng dl momentum.

Fedling like they'd run a gauntlet through sadists beating on them with flat boards, they stroked to the
surfacejust intimeto seeapair of searchlights flash on and sweep the water until they found their target
and lit up the helicopter like a Christmas tree ornament. Shepard was an old pro who had flownin
Vietnam. He anticipated what would happen next. He suddenly dipped the helicopter toward the seain a
steep divejust asahail of automatic-rifle fire split the night and sprayed the areaagood hundred feet
behind thetall rotor. Then he spun the aircraft wildly and clawed for dtitude. Again the gunfire went
wide.



Shepard knew his antics wouldn't keep the wolves from his door much longer, not with the searchlights
clinging to him like leeches. Second-guessing the gunmen on theidand, he brought the Bell to aquick
stop and hovered for asplit second. The gunmen, having learned their lesson, led the helicopter and fired
at itsintended path, but Shepard had conned them again. The trgjectory of their fire tore through the air
fifty feet in front of the cockpit.

Incredibly, Shepard had gained over haf amile on the gunners and swooped away as the parting shots
stitched the fuselage, worked their way toward the cockpit and shattered the windshield. A bullet struck
Shepard's arm and passed through his biceps without hitting bone. Gunn had flung himsdf down and
forward and took asmall crease on the top of his head that would have removed half his skull if he hadn't
ducked.

Inthe water, Pitt watched with growing relief asthe helicopter flew beyond the range of theidand's
gunners and vanished into the darkness. Not knowing if Gunn or Shepard had been injured, he knew that
they could not return as long as concentrated fire swept the skies above the idand.

"They can't return until we take out the searchlights,”" said Giordino, floating on hisback asleisurdy asif
he wasin the poal at his condo.

"Well worry about that little problem after we find out what happened to Dirk andSummer . Pitt stared
a theidand, hisvoice firm with the confidence of aman who was gazing at something unseen by others.
Then he saw the searchlights lower their beams and begin sweeping over the waters of the harbor.

They dove under, not wasting a breath on warning the other, knowing ther instincts were tightly bonded
over the years. Fitt rolled over on his back at ten feet and stared up at the surface, seeing the glow of the
brilliant light flash over the surface with the brightness of the sun. Only when the lights moved off did they
surface and catch abreath. They had been down over aminute, but neither gasped for air, having
practiced the art of holding their breath for deep dives without breathing equipment.

When the light beams above danced away, they surfaced, took a breath and dove again. Warily
watching the movements of the searchlight and timing its sweep to gain air, they began stroking toward
shore that was little more than ahundred yards away. At last the lights blinked out and they could resume
swimming on the surface. Ten minutes later their feet touched sand. They roseto their feet, dropped their
weight belts and crept into the shadows beneath abank of rocks, resting for afew momentswhile
aopraisng the Stuation.

"Whereto?' asked Giordino in awhisper.

"Weve landed south of the house and about two hundred yards east of the Stonehenge replica,” Pitt
replied quitly.

"A faly," sad Giordino.
"What?"'
"Fake cadtles and facs mile ancient structures are called follies. Remember?"

"It'sburned in my brain," Pitt muttered. "Come on. Let's scout around, find and sabotage the
searchlights. It won't do to have them expose uslike apair of rabbits.”

It took them another eight minutesto locate the twin searchlights. They dmost ssumbled on themin the



dark. Theonly thing that saved them from being discovered by the guards manning the lightswas their
black wet suits, which made them amost invisblein the night. They discerned the outlines of one man
lounging on his back in the sand while another peered out to seawith night glasses. Not expecting
intruders from their rear creeping onto the raised stand mounting the lights from behind, they were not
dert.

Giordino came out of the darkness silently, but the squeak of his rubber-soled boots gave him away and
the man with the night glasses spun around in time to see a shadow coming a him out of the night. He
grabbed an automatic rifle propped on its butt againgt the light mount and swung the muzzle toward
Giordino. He never pulled the trigger. Pitt had come up from the opposite Sde five steps ahead of his
friend. He snatched therifle out of the guard's hands and clubbed him over the head with the stock. Then
Giordino was on the guard relaxing on the ground, knocking him unconscious with awell-ddivered fist to
the 9de of the jaw.

"Doesn't it give you acomfortable feding to know we're armed?* said Giordino buoyantly, ashe
disarmed the guards and handed Fitt one of therifles.

Aitt didn't bother to reply, as he unlatched the lenses of the searchlights, swung them open and lightly,
with the dightest of sound, smashed the filaments. "L et's check the house next. Then your folly."

There was no moon, but they took no chances and moved dowly, cautioudy, barely seeing the ground
benesth their feet. The hard rubber boots protected their feet from the sharp cora that lay between
patches of smooth sand. They found afrond under a pam tree and dragged it behind to obscure their
footprints. If they couldn't get off theidand before daylight, they would have to find a place to hide out
until Moreau and Gunn could arrange arescue.

The house was alarge colonid structure with awide veranda running around the entire building. They
crept onto the veranda, moving silently in their rubber-soled boots. A singlelight could be seen through a
crack in the boards over the windows, put there to protect them from the ravages of a hurricane-inspired
gde. Pitt moved on his hands and knees to the window and peered through the crack. The room on the
other sdewas bare of furniture. Theinterior had the look of a house that hadn't been lived in for years.

Unableto see aneed for further stedlth, Pitt stood and said to Giordino in anormd tone, "Thisplaceis
abandoned and has been for along time."

The expression of puzzlement on Giordino's face was not visible in the darkness. "That doesn't make
sense. The owner of an exotic idand in the West Indies who never staysin the only house. What isthe
purpose of owning such aspot?’

"Moreau said aircraft and people camein and out during certain times of the year. They must have some
other place for gueststo stay."

"It would have to be underground,” said Giordino. "The only surface structures are the house, the folly
and asmadl arcraft maintenance hangar.”

"Then why the armed reception committee?' mused Fitt. "What is Eponatrying to hide?

Hewas answered by the abrupt sound of strange music, followed by an array of colored lights that
flashed on and around the Stonehenge fally.



The doorto Dirk's cdll clanged asit was thrown open againgt its stop. The afternoon heat lingered and
the small airspace was till siwdltering hot. The femae guard motioned him out into the hallway with the
muzzle of her rifle. Dirk felt asudden cold, asif he had stepped into arefrigerator. Goose bumpsran
down hisarms and across his back. He knew it was usdless to question the guard. She would tell him
nothing of interest.

They did not enter the exotically decorated room, but passed through a door and stepped into along
concrete corridor that appeared to stretch into infinity. They walked for what seemed dmost an entire
mile before coming to acircular staircase that wound upward for what Dirk estimated as four stories. At
the top, alanding led through a stone arch to alarge throndike chair that sat dimly illuminated by agolden
light. Two women in blue gowns stepped out of the darkness and chained him to rings clamped into the
chair. One of them tied ablack silk gag over hismouth. Then al three women faded back into the
darkness.

Suddenly, an array of lavender-colored lights flashed on and swirled around the interior of aconcave
stone amphithester bow! built without seats for an audience. Next aset of laser beams it the black sky,
illuminating a series of columns spaced around the bowl and alarger outer ring of black lava columns.
Only then did Dirk see ahuge block of black stone shaped like a sarcophagus. He tensed and threw
himself forward, only to be stopped by the chains as he identified it as some kind of altar used for
sacrificid rituals. Sheer horror widened his eyes above the gag as he recognized Summer in awhite gown
spread-eagled on top of the great black stone, asif somehow bound to the hard surface. A cold fear ran
through him as he struggled like amadman in afutile attempt to bresk hischainsor pull them from their
rings. Despite a strength enhanced by adrenaline, his effortswere in vain. No humans numbering lessthan
four Arnold Schwarzeneggers could have broken the links of the chains or pulled them out of the stone
chair. Still, he fought until he hadn't the strength to struggle any longer.

Thelights suddenly blinked out and the odd sounds of Cdltic music echoed among the upright stones,
Ten minuteslater they flashed on again, reveding the thirty women in their colorful flowing gowns. Their
red hair gleamed under thelights and the silver flecks on their skin twinkled like stars. Then the lights
spirded as they had many times before as Epona appeared in her golden peplos gown. She stepped up
to the black sacrificid dtar, raised her hand and began to chant," O daughters of Odysseus and Circe,
may life be taken from those who are not worthy."

Epona's voice droned on, pausing as the other women raised their arms and chanted in unison. As
before, the chant was repeated, becoming louder before dropping off to inaudible whispers asthey
lowered their arms.

Dirk could see that Summer was obliviousto her surroundings. She stared at Eponaand the columns
risng around the dtar, not seeing them. There was no fear in her eyes. She was so heavily drugged that
she had no concept of the threat on her life.

Eponareached insde the folds of her gown and raised the ceremonia dagger above her head. The other
women came up the steps and surrounded their goddess, also producing daggers held above their heads.

Dirk's green eyes weredtricken, they were the eyes of someone who knows hisworld will soon be
shrouded in tragedy. He screamed in anguish, but the sound of his voice was muted by the gag.

Eponathen uttered the death chant:"Here lies one who should not have been born."



Her knife and the knives of the others glinted under the swirling lights.
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In the split secondbefore she and the others could plunge their daggersintoSummer's hel pless body, two
phantoms encased entirdly in black materidized asif by magicin front of the dtar. Thetdl figure grabbed
Epona's upraised wrigt, twisted it and forced her to her knees, to the utter shock of the women
surroundingSummer .

"Not tonight," said Aitt. "The show isover."

Giordino moved like a cat around the dtar, swinging the barrel of his gun from one woman to another in
case they had any ideas of interfering. "Stand back!" he ordered harshly. "Drop your knives and moveto
the edge of the steps.”

Keeping the muzzle of hisrifle pressed against Eponals breast with one hand, Pitt coolly went about
freeingSummer , who was bound to the dtar by a single strap across her scomach.

Confused and fearful, the red-haired women dowly backed away from the altar and grouped together,
asif impeled by an ingtinctive urge of protection. Giordino wasn't fooled for an ingtant. Their sstershad
fought the Specia Forces on Ometepe like tigers. His muscles tensed as he saw they made no moveto
drop their daggers, and began moving in acircle around him. Giordino knew thiswasn't the timefor
niceties, such as asking them again todrop therdaggers. He took careful aim, squeezed thetrigger of his
rifle and shot off the left earring of the woman who looked asif she carried the weight of authority.

Now Giordino stiffened when he saw the woman seemed incapable of pain or emotion. No hand lifted
to fed the pain and thetrickle of blood from her earlobe. She merely fixed Giordino with afixed look of

rage.

He snapped over his shoulder at Fitt, who was busily trying to unbuckle the strap bindingSummer to the
top of the stone. "'l need some help. These crazy femaes are acting like they're about to charge.”

"That'sonly the hdf of it. Theidand's security guardswill come running when they get wisethat dl isnot
wdl."

Pitt looked up and saw the thirty women begin moving back toward the dtar. It went againg al his
breeding and upbringing to unmercifully shoot awoman, but there was more than their own lives at stake.
His children would die too if they didn't stop thirty hard-core members of the sisterhood from rushing
them with dashing knives. It was asif apack of wolveswerecircling apair of lions. With guns against
knives, one againg five sill gave the men an advantage, but amass rush of fifteen against one wastoo



one-sided.

Pitt stopped in the act of freeing a druggedSummer . In the same instant, Epona jerked her wrist out of
Pitt'sgrip, dicing adeep cut in his palm with arazor-sharp ring. He grabbed her hand and glanced at the
ring that gashed hishand. It held atanzanite stone cut in the design of the Uffington horse. He disregarded
the stabbing pain and pushed her away. Then he brought up hisrifle.

Unable to murder but at least maim to keep his closest friend and children from abloody death, he
camly fired off four shotsthat struck the nearest women in the feet. All four went down with criesof pain
and shock. The others hesitated, but hyped-up with anger and fanaticism they began to pressforward,
meaking threatening motions with the daggers.

No more mentallygeared tokill awomanthen Fitt, Giordino Sowly, methodicaly, took Fitt's cue and
began shooting the women in the feet, downing five of them who crumpled in a hegp together.

"Stop!" Aitt shouted. "Or we will shoot to kill."

Those Hill unscathed paused and |ooked down at their ssters writhing at their feet. One of them, who
was dressed in asilver gown, raised her dagger high over her head and let it drop with aclang onto the
stone floor. Sowly, one by one, the othersfollowed suit until they dl stood with empty hands
outstretched.

"Tend to your wounded!"
Quickly, Att finished releesngSummer , as Giordino covered the women and kept an eye out for any
aerted guards. He cursed himself at finding that Epona had escaped and vanished during the melee.

SeaingSummer was in no condition to walk on her own, Pitt threw her over his shoulder and made his
way to the throne, where he rapidly pried apart the rings holding Dirk's chains with the barrdl of his

weapon.
After pulling his gag off, Dirk gasped, ""Dad, where in God's name did you and Al come from?"
"I guessyou could say we dropped from the sky," said Fitt, happily embracing his son.
"You cut it close. Another few secondsand..." Hisvoicetrailed off a the grim thought.

"Now we haveto figure away out of here." Then Fitt stared intoSummer's glazed eyes. "Isshedl right?
he asked Dirk.

"Those Druid witches drugged her to the gills.”

Aitt wished that he till had Epona clutched in his hands. But there was no sign of her. She had deserted
her sisters and disappeared into the darkness beyond the ritua stones. He removed the satellite phone
from the pack around hiswaist and dided anumber. After along pause, Gunn's voice came over the
recaver. "Dirk?"

"What's your status?' asked Pitt. "It looked asif you took hits."

" Shepard took a bullet through his upperarm, but it was a clean wound and | bandaged it up the best |
could."



"Can hedill fly?'

"He'satough old dog. Too mad not to fly."

"How about you?"'

"One bounced off my head," Gunn answered buoyantly, "but | suspect the bullet took theworst of it."
"Areyou airborne?’

"Y es, about three miles north of theidand.” Then Gunn asked hesitantly, "Dirk andSummer ?*
"Safe and sound.”

"Thank God for that. Are you ready to be picked up?"

"Comeand get us."

"Can you tell mewhat you found?'

"Answersto questions come later."

Pitt switched off the phone and looked down at Summer , who was being brought back to redlity by
Giordino and Dirk asthey walked her back and forth to get her circulation restored. While waiting for the
helicopter, he waked around the sacrificia block, watching for any sign of Eponals security guards, but
none gppeared. Then the lights around the stones blinked out and hisworld turned black as silence
ettled over the pagan amphithester.

By the time Gunn and Shepard reappeared, the roar of jet engines could be heard on theidand'sairstrip
as severd planestook off, one dmost on thetail of the onein front. Confident now there was no danger
from guards appearing out of thenight, Pitt informed Shepard that he could turn on hislanding lights when
they arrived to lift them up. When the helicopter arrived and hovered briefly before descending, Fitt could
see they were doneinsde the bowl of theritua stones. All the women had vanished. He looked up into a
cloudless sky carpeted with amillion stars, wondering what destination Eponawas headed for. What
were her plans now that her freskish operation that would have caused undue suffering to millions of
peoplelay in ruins beneath Lake Nicaragua?

She would be awanted woman now that it was known she had conducted criminal actsfor her boss,
Specter. Internationd law enforcement agencies would be on her trail. Every aspect of Odyssey's
operationswould be investigated. Lawsuits would fill courtsin Europe and America Whether Odyssey
could survive the scrutiny was doubtful. And what of Specter? What was hisrole in the scheme? He was
the man at the top, so he had to be responsible. What force governed the rel ationship between Specter
and Epona? The questions spun in Aitt's mind without answers.

The enigmawould have to be solved by others, he thought. Hisrole, and that of Giordino, was thankfully
finished. He turned his thoughts to more mundane matters, like his own future. He looked up as Giordino
came over and stood next to him.

"Thismay be astrangetimeto bring thisup,” said Giordino dmost asif he was meditating. "But 1've been
giving it alot of thought, especialy during the past ten days. 1've come to the conclusion that I'm getting
too old to be chasing around the oceans and getting involved with Sandecker's crazy ventures. I'm tired



of madcap exploits and wild escapades or expeditions that come within inches of halting my productive
lovelife. | can't do dl thethings| used to do. My joints ache and my sore musclestake twice aslong to
Aitt looked at him and smiled. "So what's your point?'

"The admiral hasachoice. | can either be put out to pasture and find a cushy job with an ocean
engineering company or he can put mein charge of NUMA's underwater technica equipment
department. Any job where | don't have to be maimed or shot at.”

Pitt turned and stared for along moment over the restless black sea. Then he gazed at Dirk and Summer
, & his son helped his daughter to board the aircraft. They were hisfuture.

"You know," hesaidfindly. "Y ouve been reading my mind."
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September 11, 2006

Washington.D.C.

At nine o'clockin the morning, three days after he and his offspring returned to his hangar, Pitt adjusted
thetieto hissincere suit, ashe cdled it, hisone and only tailored black pin-striped suit with vest. Then he
buttoned the vest and set an antique gold pocket watch in one pocket, draping agold chain through a
buttonhole with the weighted end going into a pocket on the opposite side. It was not often he wore the
suit, but thiswas avery specia day.

Specter had been apprehended by Federa marshaswhen his pilot made the mistake of landing in San
Juan, Puerto "Rico, for fue during aflight to Montreal. He was served with a subpoenato appear and
testify before acongressonad committee that wasinvestigating his shady mining operationswithin United
Statesterritory. The marshastook him into custody and trangported him to Washington so there was no
way he could flee to another country Because his attempted operation to freeze North Americaand
Europe took place outside the nation'sjurisdiction in aforeign country, he was exempt from Federa
prosecution. If anything, the committee hed its handstied. There waslittle hope of alegd victory. The
most they could accomplish was to expose Specter's dedlings and hamstring any of hisfuture operations
ingdethe United States.

Epona, however, had escaped the net and her whereabouts were totally unknown. She was another
matter the committee planned to question Specter about.

Pitt made one last check in an antique upright mirror that had come from the first-class stateroom of an
old steamship. His only departure from the rest of the Washington herd was agray-and-white paidey tie.
Histhick black curly hair was neetly brushed and his green eyeswere clear with their usua twinkle,
despite thelack of deep from an dl-night tryst with Loren. He walked over to his desk and picked up the
knife he'd taken from Epona on Branwyn Idand. The hilt was encrusted with rubies andemerdds, the
blade was thin and sharpened on both sides. He dipped it into the insde breast pocket of his coat.

He stepped down his ornate iron circular saircase to the floor filled with old land and air vehicles. A
NUMA Navigator SUV stood in front of the main door. It wasabig car to drive the busy streets of the
capital, but he found it responsive and enjoyed the comfortable ride. The NUMA name and color aso
provided him with agovernment vehicle that provided parking places not available for persond cars.

He drove over the bridge into the core of the city and parked in agovernment-only parking areatwo
blocks from the Capitol Building. Once he climbed the great Staircase and entered under the dome, he
followed Loren'singtructions to the meeting room where the investigation was being held. Not wishing to
pass through the doors open to journalists and the public, he walked through the corridors until he came
to a Capitol security guard who stood beside the door reserved for the House of Representatives
committee, their aides and lawyers.

Pitt gave the guard adip of paper and asked him to give it to Congresswoman Loren Smith.

"I'm not supposed to do that," protested the guardin agray uniform.



"It'sextremdy urgent,” said Fitt in an authoritative voice. "'l have apivota piece of evidence for her and
the committee.”

Pitt displayed hisNUMA credentia s to show the guard he was not someone who had walked in off the
street. The guard compared the photo on the ID with hisface, nodded, took the note and stepped into
the committee room.

Ten minutes later, when there was a break in the questioning, Loren came through the door. "What's this
all about?' she asked, her perfectly shaped browsraised .

"l haveto get in the room.”

Shelooked at him, confused. "Y ou could have come through the public doors."
"I have an item which will expose Specter for what heis."

"Giveittome, and I'll present it to the committee.”

He shook his head. "No can do. | haveto present it mysdlf.”

"l can't let you do that," she countered. "Y ou're not on the list of witnesses."
"Make an exception,” he perssted. "Ask the chairman.”

She gared into the eyes she knew so well, looking for something but not finding it. "Dirk, | Smply cant
dothat. You've got to tel mewhat it isyou're doing.”

The guard was standing nearby, listening to the conversation. The door, normaly locked, was standing
dightly gar. Ritt took Loren by the shoulders, turned her around in one swift motion and pushed her into
the guard. Before they could stop him, he was through the door and walking rapidly dong the aide
between the seated representatives and their aides. No one made any attempt to protest or restrain him
from coming down the short stairway to the witness and audience floor. He stopped in front of the table
where Specter was seated, surrounded by his high-priced attorneys.

Congressman Christopher Dunn of Montana pounded hisgave and called out, "Y ou, Sir, are interrupting
avery important investigation. | must ask you to leave immediately or | will have the guards escort you
“If you will indulge me, Congressman, | will set your investigation onto an entirely different track.”

Dunn motioned toward the guard who had chased Aitt into the room. "Remove him!™

Aitt pulled the knife from under this coat and extended it out toward the guard, who stopped dead in his
tracks. Slowly, the guard began to reach for his gun, but hesitated when Pitt moved the knife within an
inch of hisches.

"Indulge me," he repeated. "Believe me, Congressman, it will bewell worth your time to hear me out."

"Who areyou, Sir?' Dunn demanded.

"My nameisDirk Ritt. | am the son of Senator George Fitt.”



Dunn mulled that over for amoment,then nodded at the guard. "Hold on. | want to hear what Mr. Pitt
hasto say." Then helooked at Fitt. "Drop that knife. Then I'll give you exactly one minute to state your
case. You'd better makeit good or you'll be behind bars within the next hour."

"You'd arrest the son of an esteemed senator?' asked Pitt facetioudly.
"He'saRepublican,” said Dunn with acrafty grin. "I'm aDemocrat."

"Thank you, Congressman.” Pitt laid the ornate knife on the table and moved until he was standing
opposite Specter, who sat in slent calm, dressed in hiswhite suit with his customary scarf draped around
his lower face beneath dark sunglasses. "Will you please stand up, Mr. Specter?”

One of Specter's atorneys leaned over and spoke into the table's microphone. "I must protest most
vigoroudy, Congressman Dunn, againgt this man who has no businessin thisroom. Mr. Specter is under
no legd obligation to acknowledge him."

"Is Specter afraid?’ said Pitt tauntingly. "Is he frightened? Ishe acoward?" Fitt paused and Stared at
Specter provokingly.

Specter took the bait. He was too arrogant to ignore Ritt'sinsults. He put his hand on his attorney'sarm
to restrain him and dowly heaved his huge bulk up from his chair, until he stood, face unseen, the
consummateriddiein an enigma

Pitt smiled and gave adight bow, asif in relaxed satisfaction.

Suddenly, before anybody redized what he was doing, he snatched up the knife and dashed the blade
across Specter's somach, dicing through the white suit up to the hilt.

Shouts from the men and screams from the women erupted and reverberated throughout the room. The
security guard lunged toward Pitt, who stood ready and stepped aside, tripping the guard and sending
him spilling onto the floor. Then he plunged the knife blade into the table in front of Specter and stood
back, his expression one of extreme gratification.

Loren, who had leaped to her feet, shouting at Fitt, abruptly went silent. She was one of thefirst to see
that Specter was not bleeding.

Blood and intestines should have flooded onto the surface of the table, but the white suit was unstained
with crimson. Soon the hundred or more people who had come to their feet in shock began to notice the
same phenomenon.

Hisface pae, Congressman Dunn stared down at Specter, pounding his gave like amadman. "What is
going on here?" he shouted.

No oneinterfered as Pitt stepped around the table, pulled off Specter's sunglasses and casudly flipped
them onto the floor. Then he reached up and pulled off Specter's hat and scarf and threw them on the
table.

Everyone in the room gasped at seeing agreat mass of red hair fall down around Specter's shoulders.

Pitt gpproached Congressman Dunn. " Sir, permit me to introduce Ms. Epona Eliade, aso known as



Specter, the founder of the Odysseyempire .

"Isthistrue?" said a confused Dunn, coming to hisfeet. "Isthiswoman redly Specter and not adisguised
double?!

"Sheisthe genuine article,” Fitt assured him. Then he turned to Epona. " Strange as it sounds, I've missed
you," he said, with avoice heavy with sarcasm.

She should have trembled like amouse filled with fear at the Sight of asnake. But she stood tdl and did
not answer Aitt. She didn't haveto. Her eyesflashed, lipstightened, as her face filled with enough hate
and contempt to launch arevolution. Then something totally inconceivable happened in the next macabre
moment. The look of anger faded from the eyes and tightened lips as abruptly asthey appeared. Sowly,
very dowly, Eponabegan removing the knife-dashed white suit until she stood incredibly serene and
beautiful in only awhite form-fitting S|k dressthat fell off the shoulders and stopped just below the hips,
her red hair cascading past her bare shoulders.

It was avision that the hearing room and the stunned audience would never witness again.

"Y ou havewon, Mr. Ritt," she said, in a soft voice with just atrace of huskiness. "Do you fedl
triumphant? Do you believe you have accomplished amiracle€?'

Pitt shook his head dowly. "Triumphant, no, and certainly no miracle. Gratified, yes. Y our outrageous
attempt to demordize the lives of millions of people was despicable. Y ou could have given your grest
advanceinfud cell technology to the world, and your tunnels under Nicaraguawould have provided
untold opportunities to reduce the time and cost of shipping cargo through the Panama Candl. Instead,
you banded with aforeign nation to gain nothing more than wedlth and power."

He could see that she was the mistress of her emotions, and harbored no debate. She smiled a smile that
seemed to portend something. No one in that room that day would forget the exotic, compelling creature
who exuded afeminine magnetism that was indescribable.

"Pretty words, Mr. Pitt. But meaningless. Except for you, | might have changed the course of world
history. That wasthe god, the ultimate achievement.”

"Few will grievethat you failed," Fitt said with acold edgein histone.

Only then did Pitt seethefaint look of despair in her captivating eyes. She pulled hersdf erect and faced
the congressona committee.

"Do with me what you wish, but be advised, it will be no small bat tleto convict me of any crime.”

Dunn pointed hisgavel at two men seated in the back of the room. "Will the Federd marshals please
step forward and take this woman into custody?'

Eponaslawyersimmediately leaped to their feet, protesting that it was not in Dunn's power asa
congressman to arrest anyone. He glared at them.

"This person has committed a.crimein committing fraud in front of this committee. She shall be held until
such time asthe Attorney Generd's Office has a chance to review her crimina actions and take the
proper legd action.”



Asthe marshastook Epona by the arm and began leading her from the hearing room, she stopped in
front of Pitt and stared at him with an expression that was sardonic but oddly lacking anger. "My friends
acrossthe seawill never dlow meto be prosecuted. We will cross paths again, Mr. Fitt. Nothing ends
here. The next timewe mest, you will fal into my web, make no mistake.”

Pitt brushed aside hiswrath and gave her acool and enigmatic smile. "Next time?' He posed it asa
guestion. "'l don't think so, Epona. Y ou're not my type.”

The lipswent taut with anger again. Her skin noticeably paed and her eyeslost their luster, asthe
marshas hustled her out aside door. Fitt could not help but admire her beauty. Few women could have
made adramatic exit after afall from heights with such style and grace. Degp down, his sscomach twisted
with the thought that he would indeed cross paths with her another day.

Loren came down onto the witness floor and unashamedly hugged Fitt. "Y ou crazy fool. Y ou might have
been shot.”

"Forgivethetheatrics, but | figured now was the time and this was the place to expose the witch.”

"Why didnt you tel me?"

"Becausg, if | waswrong, | didn't want you involved."

"Y ou weren't sure?' she asked in surprise,

"I knew | was on solid ground, but not absolutely positive.”

"What put you onto her?'

"At first | was only working on ahunch. When | came heretoday, | was till only sixty percent certain.
But once | came face-to-face with Specter, it seemed obviousto methat even Sitting in his chair, the bulk
of hisweight wasn't distributed like aman who weighed four hundred pounds.” Pitt held up his hand and

displayed the scar on his palm. "Then | recognized the ring on the index finger of the right hand that
Eponaused to cut me on Branwyn Idand. That clinched it.”

Dunn was shouting for order in an attempt to bring the proceedings back on track. Not caring what
anybody in the committee room thought, Loren gave Pitt alight kiss on the cheek.

"1 must get back to work. Y ou've opened a can of worms that has changed the entire course of the
invedigation.”

Pitt began to move away, asif he was|eaving, but turned and took Loren's hand. "Will aweek from
Sunday work for you?'

"What's happening aweek from Sunday?" she asked innocently.

Hislips spread in the devilish grin she knew so well. "That's the day of our wedding. | reserved the
Washington Cathedrd.."

Then heleft the Colorado congresswoman standing there with a dazed look in her gray eyes, and
walked from the room.
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October 11, 2006 Washington, D.C.

Noway was Loren buying into awedding only ten days away. Sheinssted the nuptials be held one
month later, which gave her barely enough time to plan the event, reserve a place for the ceremony, have
aseamdiressfit her with her mother's wedding dress and arrange for the reception, which would take
place amid Ritt'sold carsin his hangar.

The ceremony took place a the Washington Nationa Cathedral that sitson Mount Saint Alban, ahill
that dominates the capitd city skyline. Officidly cdled the Cathedra Church of Saint Peter and Saint
Paul, it took from 1907 until 1990 to completeit. Thefirst sonewaslaid in the presence of Theodore
Roosevelt. Shaped like the letter T, two towers stand on each side of the entrance at the bottom of theT.
Thethird, the bell tower containing the bells, soars more than three hundred feet. The cathedral was built
with the same architectural design asthose in Europe eight hundred years ago. It is consdered the last
pure Gothic architecturein the world.

Inside, there are two hundred and fifteen windows, many with stained glassthat filter the sunlight asit
entersthewalls and tints the floor with their designs. Some feature flord patterns, others have religious
images or talesfrom American history. The most striking window is the Space Window, astriking work
that contains an actua piece of lunar rock.

Closeto five hundred friends and family attended the event. Loren's father and mother came from their
ranch in western Colorado, along with her two brothers and two sisters. Pitt's father, Senator George
Aitt, and his mother, Barbara, were there, beaming now that their wild son wasfinaly settling down with
awoman they both loved and admired. The NUMA gang turned out: Admira Sandecker, actudly
looking like he was enjoying himself; Hiram Y aeger, with hiswife and daughters; Rudi Gunn; Zerri
Pochinsky, Fitt'slongtime secretary; and a score of other people whom Pitt had worked with during his
many yearswith NUMA. S. Julien Permutter was there, taking up nearly three places on the bench
sedts.

A large number of Washington's elite were in the audience, senators, congressmen, bureaucrats,
statesmen and even the president and hiswife, who were in resdence and able to attend.

Loren's bridesmaids were her sisters. Her matron of honor was her secretary, Marilyn Trask, who had
been a Loren's sde from the time shefirst ran for Congress. Summer Fitt, her soon-to-be
daughter-in-law, was a so a bridesmaid. Fitt's best man was his old sidekick, Al Giordino, and hisushers
were his son Dirk, Rudi Gunn and Loren's brothers.



L oren wore her mother's 1950s-vintage wedding gown: acombination of white lace and satin with a
deep V neckline; embroidered bodice; long, fitted deeves of whitelace; and avery full three-layered
satin skirt that was worn with ahoop to achieve adramatic effect. Dirk and his team looked resplendent
inwhitetieand tails.

The cathedral choral choir sang asthe guests were seated. Then they became till as the organ began
playing the traditiona wedding march.

Every head turned and stared up the aide. At the dtar, Fitt and hisfriends stood in aline and gazed
toward the back of the church as the bridesmaids, led by Summer , began walking down theaide.

Loren, looking radiant as she held the arm of her father, smiled and smiled as she locked eyes with Fitt.

When they reached the altar, Mr. Smith stepped aside and Pitt took Loren'sarm. The ceremony was
officiated by Reverend Willard Shelton, afriend of Loren'sfamily. Therite wastraditiona, with no
original odes of undying love given by bride and groom.

Afterward, asthey walked up the aide to the entrance of the church, Giordino ran out aside exit and
brought the car around to the cathedral stepsjust as Pitt and Loren walked out into a beautiful afternoon
with white clouds sailing magjestically across the sky. She turned around and threw her brida bouquet and
it was caught by Hiram Y aeger's eldest daughter, who laughed, blushed asred as a vaentine and broke
into afit of giggles.

Giordino waswaiting in the driver's seat of the rose-colored Marmon V-16, as Pitt opened the door for
Loren and helped her ingde by folding her wedding gown. No longer accepted, rice was replaced with
birdseed that rained down upon them as they waved to the crowd. Giordino eased the gearshift into first
and the big car pulled away from the steps of the cathedral. He drove through the gardens onto
Wisconsin Avenue and turned toward the Potomac River and Fitt's hangar, where the reception would
be held. Therear divider window between the driver's seat and the passengers was rolled up and
Giordino could not hear what Loren and Pitt were saying.

"Well, theevil deed isdone," Fitt said, laughing.

Loren punched himinthearm. "Evil deed, isthat what you cal our beautiful wedding?'

He held her hand and looked at the ring he had dipped on her third finger. It held athree-carat ruby
surrounded by small emerdds. After the Shockwave exploits, he was savvy enough to know that rubies
and emerddswerefifty timesmore rare than diamonds, which in redlity were aglut on the world market.

"Firgt I'm confronted with two grown children | never knew | had, and now | have awifeto cherish.”

"| likethewordcherish,” she said softly, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him forcibly on
the mouth.

When hefinally eased her back, he whispered, "Let'swait for the honeymoon before we get carried
avay."

She laughed and kissed him again. "Y ou never told me where you were taking me. Y ou kept it abig
urprise”

"| chartered asmadll sailing yacht in Greece. We're going to sail around the Mediterranean.”



"Soundswonderful."
"Think a Colorado cowgirl canlearn to raise sails and navigate?'

"Just watch me."

They soon arrived a Pitt's hangar. Giordino used the remote to turn off the security aarms and open the
main door. Then he drove the Marmon onto the main floor. Pitt and Loren stepped from the car and
climbed the stairway to his gpartment, where they changed into more casua clothes for the reception.

S. dulien charged into the hangar like a maddened hippopotamus and began shouting ordersto the
caterers. He dabbed sweat from his brow brought on by the warm, humid Indian summer day and
admonished the maitre d' of Le Curcdl, the Michelin three-star restaurant he had hired to cater the
reception. "These oysters you expect to serve are the size of peanuts. They smply won't do.”

"| shdl have them replaced immediately,” the maitre d' promised before rushing away.

Soon the guests began arriving and were served a Cdifornia estate champagne while seated at tables
throughout the hangar. They began dabbling in the gourmet ddlicacies from severa buffet tableslaid
around the ornate antique bathtub with an outboard motor that Pitt had used to escape Cuba many years
earlier. The buffet table featured polished slver chafing dishes and iced platters kept filled with every
variety of food that could be pulled from the sea, including abaone and seaurchin.

Perlmutter did himsalf proud by creating amenu that most likely would never be duplicated again.

When Admira Sandecker arrived, he asked to see Fitt done. He was shown into one of the staterooms
of the Manhattan Limited Pullman car that Pitt used as an office. After Fitt closed the door and they sat
down, Sandecker lit up one of his battleship cigars and blew a blue haze toward the paneled celling.

"Y ou know that Vice President Holden isin poor health,” the admira began.

"I've heard rumors.”

"The stuation is much worse. Holden isn't expected to live out the month.”

"I'm sorry to hear that," said Fitt. "My father has known him for thirty years. Hesagood man.”

Sandecker |ooked at Pitt to see hisreaction. "The president has asked me to be his running matein the
next eection.”

Pitt's heavy black brows knitted together. "The president is ashoo-in to win. Somehow, | can't picture
you asavice presdent.”

Sandecker shrugged. "It's an easier job than | have now."
"Yes, but NUMA isyour life"
"I'm not getting younger and I'm burned out after twenty-five yearsin the samejob. It'stimefor a

change. Besides, I'm not the type to Sit as ado-nothing vice president. Y ou've known me long enough to
know I'll shake the government by the throat.”



PFitt laughed. "1 know you won't hidein acloset in the White House or remain silent on issues.”

"Especidly environmentd issues pertaining to the seas,”" Sandecker eaborated. "When you think about
it, I can do more good for NUMA from the White House than | can in my fancy office acrosstheriver."

"Who takes over ashead of NUMA?' asked Ritt. "Rudi Gunn?'

Sandecker shook his head. "No, Rudi doesn't want the job. He feels more comfortable as second in

"Then who do you plan to tap?’

A dy smile spread Sandecker'sthinlips. "You," hereplied briefly.

At first thewordyou flew over Fitt's head, and then it sank in. "Me? Y ou can't be serious.”
"| can't think of amore qualified person to take thereins.”

Pitt came to hisfeet and paced the room. "No, no, I'm not an administrator.”

"Gunn and histeam can handle the day-to-day business," explained Sandecker. "With your background
of achievement, you'd be the perfect choice to act as NUMA's chief spokesman.”

The enormity of the decision was not lost on Ritt. "I've got to think about this.”

Sandecker cametto hisfeet and waked to the door. "Think about it during your honeymoon. Well
discussit when you and Loren return.”

"I've got to discussit with her first, now that we're married.”
"Weve dready talked. She'sin favor.”

Fitt fixed the admira with aniron stare. " ou old devil."
"Yes," said Sandecker cheerfully. "l anthat.”

Aitt returned to the reception and mingled with the guests, posing for pictureswith Loren and their
parents. He was talking with his mother when Dirk came up and tapped PFitt on the shoulder.

"Dad, theré'saman at the door who wants to see you."

Aitt excused himself and walked through the rows of old cars and the throng of friends and guests. When
he reached the door, he found an older man, around seventy with white hair and beard. He stood amost
the same height as Fitt, and though his eyes were not as green they had asimilar twinkle.

"Can| helpyou?' asked Pitt.

"Yes, | contacted you some time ago about coming by and viewing your car collection. We parked next
to each other at a concourse afew years ago.”

"Of course, | displayed my Stutz and you had a Hispano Suiza.™



"Yes, that'sright." The man looked behind Fitt at the festivities. "It seems|'ve come at abad time.”
"No, no," said Fitt in ahappy mood. "It's my wedding day. Y ou're welcometo join the party.”
"That'svery gracious of you."

"I'msorry, I'veforgotten your name."

The old man looked a him and smiled. "Cusder, Clive Cusser.”

Pitt sudied Cusder pensively for along moment. "Strange," he said in avaguetone, "l get thefeding I've
known you for along time."

"Perhagpsin another dimension.”

Pitt put hisarm around Cusder's shoulders. "Comeonin, Clive, before my guestsdrink up al the
champagne.”

Together, they stepped into the hangar and closed the door.
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