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Aut hor’ s Note

It may be interesting to note that U boats were referred to by both
capt ai ns

and crews as “lron Coffins.” Rightly so; 736 German submarine crews still
lie

with their boats on the ocean fl oor.
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God how t he dead nen
Gin by the wall,
Wat ching the fun
O the Victory Ball.



—Al fred Noyes,
A Victory Dance

Evil ...has infinite forns.
—Bl ai se Pascal
Pensees
Pr ol ogue

CLOUDS SWEPT ACRGCSS the yell ow oval of the noon, one nmonent obscuring it, the
next opening chasnms so that its ocher light could stream down upon the plain
of
bl ack ocean beneath. The noon hung notionless, while around it the clouds
roiled. It was as if they possessed a life of their own, whirling upon
t hensel ves, breaking into pieces and attachi ng thensel ves, |eechlike, onto
others. They were first the maws of fantastic nonsters, then men’'s faces with
nmout hs open and scream ng, then bare, bleached skulls shattered slowly into
fragnents by the Cari bbean w nds.

There were two lights panning across the surface of the sea—ene high
over
a dark mass of land, flashing intermttently, and the other floating I ow,
j ust
above the stern of a rusty-hulled American freighter hauling eight thousand
tons
of raw sulfur.

And one hundred yards beyond the freighter’s wake was sonethi ng el se.

Quietly and smoothly a dark cylinder of iron rose up fromthe depths on
a
sl ender tower. The netal had been painted black to avoid reflection, the
Vi ewi ng
| ens sheathed in concrete—a single freezing eye.

The periscope turned, the only noise betraying its presence a soft
hi ssssss
of foamrushing around the tower; it sighted the island beacon, paused a few
seconds, and turned several degrees to study the specter of the merchant
vessel
Moonlight glittered off railings, off porthole rins, off the glass in an
upper - deck wheel house.

Easy prey.

The periscope descended. A gurgle of water and gone.

Then, with a noise like the death threat of a striking serpent, the
first
Gr7A concussion torpedo, |oaded with eight hundred pounds of explosive, |eft
its
forward tube. Powered by conpressed air, it left a thin trail of silvery
bubbl es
on its course toward the freighter’'s stern. It noved with a fluid grace, a
smal l er replica of the huge machine that had borne it across six thousand
miles
of ocean. Gadually it rose to within ten feet of the surface and hurtled
onward
toward its rendezvous.

VWen the torpedo slamred into the freighter's screws, it ripped open a
gash
bel ow the waterline with an explosion that Iit the sea with fire and fury.
There
was a long screamof iron as ton after ton of sea broke open the freighter’s
stern plates. Then there came a second expl osion, hotter and redder than the



first, sending up a gout of heavy black snoke through which burning nen

| eaped

over the shattered deck railing for the sea. Flame spread al ong the | ower
deck,

greedily chewing its way toward the wheel house. A third explosion; a spray of
nmetal and tinmbers tossed into the sky. Shuddering, the freighter veered

t owar d

the beacon light less than a mle away. The captain did not fully realize
what

had happened. He was perhaps thinking that they had struck sonething
under wat er:

a reefhead, a sunken wreck. He did not know the screws were nmangl ed and
usel ess

or that the fires were already out of control; he did not know the great
shafts

of the diesel engines had been thrown forward by the blast, grinding nen to
bl oody pul ps before them

When the second torpedo hit, just to starboard of the first strike, the
expl osion col | apsed the stern section of the | ower deck. Supports shattered
and
fell away, and men struggling blindly through snoke and fl ame were crushed
beneath tons of iron. The entire superstructure trenbled and began to cave in.

Bul kheads noaned, split, burst as the sea gnawed its way through; iron
crunpl ed |i ke waxed paper; men clawed at each other as they sank, drowning.
Sone, above decks, were quickly burned into stiffened crisps. The dying ship,
filled with the hideous racket of screans and noans, of shattering tinber and
gl ass, lurched sharply to starboard and began to sink rapidly at the stern

A red energency flare was fired fromthe remains of the burning
wheel house; it exploded in the sky with a sharp crack and floated lazily back
down toward the sea. Bl ack snoke churned over the freighter, becom ng thicker
and thicker, filling the air with the stench of scorched iron and burned
fl esh,
until finally it turned the nmoon ebon

The surface of the sea began to part beyond the freighter’'s fiery shape.
A
rush of swirling white foam marked the ascent of the hunter. Its periscope
t ower
broke the surface, then the rectangul ar shape of the conning tower appeared,
and
finally its superstructure, which gleaned as the sea ran off it in
red-reflecting streanms. The U-boat began to nove nearer its victim its bow
slicing cleanly through a carnage of bodies and tinber, crates, pieces of
railing, ship’s furniture. Here a man hol ding a bl eeding conrade and cal ling
out
for help, here another in a blackened |life jacket, raising up the bl oody
st unps
that had been his arnms. A sheen of oil had spread across the sea fromthe
freighter’s ruptured tanks, and it too was afire. Flames reflected off the
iron
hul | of the U-boat, burned in the eyes of the men who watched fromthe
conni ng
tower’s bridge, glowed in the submarine commander’s wol fli ke eyes.

“Ja. A good hit,” he said over the noises of the explosions. It had been
ten mnutes since the second torpedo left its tube. The freighter was dooned.
“Die,” he said very softly to the floating bl anket of debris and the mass of
t he
sinking ship. “Die.”

The bl ack snoke, carrying the scent of death with it, drifted around the
U-boat in heavy swirls. Through it the commander could hear a final, |ong
shri ek



as the freighter headed for the bottom This was deep water, a thousand feet

or

nore, a trench surrounded by steeply sloping coral reef and sand walls. He

cocked his head, listening to a | oud gurgling and bubbling of water, the

hi ssi ng

of steam the half-crazed outcries of drowning nen. This was a synphony to

hi m

t he al nost overpowering nusic of destruction. He narrowed his eyes and noved

hi s

gaze to an object floating off the port bow It was a life preserver. “All

slow,” he said, speaking into the voice tube that relayed his orders to the

control room The ring would bear the freighter’s nane and possibly the

registry

nunber; he was fastidious about keeping his |eather-bound war diary accurate.

“Schiller,” he said to the | ean bl ond man who stood nearest him *You and

Dr exi |

get that ring for ne.
The two crewnren cl anbered down the conni ng-tower | adder to the deck and

began to nove forward, careful of their footing on the slippery, algae-slined

wood.

The U boat’s bow pushed through a mass of bl azi ng weckage. Somewhere a
man
was calling out for God, over and over again; the voice died away abruptly,
as
if the man’s throat had filled with water. Hanging on to the port-deck
railing,
the oily, littered sea washing around their ankles, the two sailors waited,
wat ching the preserver carried toward them by the waves. Three nore of the
choppy swells and it woul d be close enough to grasp by hand. The commrander
wat ched, hands fol ded before him as Drexil, with Schiller holding his |egs,
reached over to get it.

And then there was a high, piercing noise that made the comuander whirl
around. H s eyes wi dened. The noise, comng fromthe nmidst of the black
snoke,
rose until it becane a nmetallic shriek. Fromthe open tower hatch the exec’'s
bl ack- bearded face enmerged, his nouth a silent O At once the conmander
understood. A battle-station siren. A subchaser, conming up fast on their
stern.

He roared into the voice tube, “CRASH DI VE! CRASH DI VE!” even as the U boat’s
alarmbells shrilled below Then a second shrieking siren: a second subchaser
joining the first. Both of themroaring full-speed, bearing down on the

U- boat .

The exec dropped through the hatchway, and the conmander peered anxi ously out
across the bulwark. H's sailors had the preserver and were frantically naking
their way through the deepening bl ack troughs.

A bright circular light hit the sea just across the U boat’s bow, and
now
the sea vibrated with the noise of the subchasers’ engines. Wth a nmuffl ed
t hud
a geyser of water rose up to starboard of the conning tower, followed by an
expl osion that alnost tore through the eardruns. The sea heaved around them

The commander | ooked into the spotlight, his eyes aching fromits
bri ghtness, his teeth clenched. Schiller and Drexil would not make the bridge
in
time. Wthout a second glance, he threw hinmself into the yawni ng hatch and
sealed the Iid shut over his head.

Li ke a huge reptilian beast, the great gleanm ng U boat slid wthout
hesitation into the depths. The two sailors, floundering in rising water,
felt
i ron and wood drop away beneath their feet. They clutched at a railing,



scream ng out, focused in the eye of the light.

“THE RING " Schiller shouted to his mate. “HOLD ON TO I T!”

But then a churn of white water tore it fromDrexil’s grasp, and it
skittered away into the flames. Schiller opened his nouth to cry out, seeing
t he
conni ng tower sink away, passing himlike a descending nonster’s fin, but
sal t
water streanmed into his throat and he al nost choked. He kicked forward
trying
to grasp hold of the periscope tower, but as he did his | eg slamred agai nst
somet hing, and he felt hinself being pulled down. He jerked at the |eg,

j erked

again; it was usel ess. Something had caught his ankle and was pulling him
after

the boat. The sea blinded him closing over his head. Get free! he heard

hi nmsel f

shriek. Get free! The currents envel oped him carrying himdown. He cried
out,

air bursting frombetween his teeth, and wenched at the leg. It came free at
| ast, but there was a sharp cracking noi se and pain al nost overcane him He
fought his way to the surface. Stroke! the mind commanded the failing body.
St r oke!

Schiller found hinmsel f am dst a mmel strom of noi se and foani ng sea. The
sky
was filled with the snell of cordite and the spinning red and green conets of
flares. Shells were dropping all around him hamrering at his brain, and
t hr ough
the nightnmare he grasped on to an enpty crate and w apped both arns around it.

VWhen Schiller cleared his eyes he saw Drexil’s head bobbing only a few
yards away. He cried out, “DREXIL! HOLD ON'” and began swimmng, his leg a
usel ess appendage. In another monent he realized he was weak and grow ng
weaker ,
that he could not tread water, and |l and was too distant. There was sonet hi ng
stringy, like dark clunps of jellyfish, in the waves. CGouts of bl ood.
Intestines. Brains. Bodies torn to pieces. The offal of war. He reached
Dr exi |
and it was only when he took the man’s shoul der that he realized this man had
bl ack hair, and Drexil’s had been red.

The corpse, floating in a tattered life jacket, had no face.

VWite teeth grinned froma pulp of tissues and menbranes and nerve
fibers.

Schill er shouted hysterically and pulled his hands back as if they had been
cont am nated. He began swinming into the green-glow ng ocean, the fires stil
burni ng around him but he was swinmmng w thout direction. Ahead was a solid
plain of flame, and in the nmdst of the flanme he could see the bl ackened,
shrivel ed corpses, whirling around and around as if they were spinning above
a

gigantic whirl pool. He could feel the power of the water over the freighter
wrenching at him He tried to nove away fromit, but the sea had himand was
pul I'i ng hi mdown, and he couldn’t swimanynore. He wondered where Drexil was
and

if there were a true peace in death. He lowered his head and opened his nouth
to

fill his lungs before he went down.

Hands grasped him Pulled himup fromthe surface. Threw himdown into
t he
bottom of a boat. Men standing over him peering down.

Schiller blinked, could not nake out their faces, could not nove his
body.

“Alive one,” someone said, in English



e

SOVETHI NG LAY AHEAD, dark agai nst the thick blue-green swells.
Davi d Moore reached back and cut the sputtering notor. The sharp, hot

sun
| ay across his bare back and shoul ders like a bright tropical jacket. The
battered fisherman’s skiff slowed, rolled lazily across the next swell, and

Moore turned the tiller so whatever was in the water would come up on his
starboard side. Squinting fromthe glare of sun off sea, he reached over the
gunwal e and brought the object up.

It was another piece of tinmber—&od only knew where it had drifted or
been
torn from It was a new piece, though, not yet gnarled and aged by the salt
water, and he placed it in the bottomof the boat to examne it. On one side
there were the remmants of red-painted |etters against a white background. An
S
and an A Salty? Sally? Samantha? It was evidently a shard of a boat’s
transom
per haps one of the Coqui na boats, perhaps one that had drifted froma | ong
way
of f. He knew the nanmes of nobst of the island’s fishing fleet: Jolly Mck
Ki nkee, Blue Lady, Lucy J. Leen, Gallant, a dozen others. This boat had
pr obabl y
been destroyed in sonme distant harbor or maybe it was one of the unfortunates
caught in the teeth of the tropical stormthat had screamed across the island
t hree days previously. Sone fisherman m ght have lost his life clinging to
this
boat, Mdore thought, staring at the plank. He didn’t want to think about
t hat .
It brought up too many bad nenori es.

He started the notor again and swing the tiller so that the skiff’'s prow
was ained at a point directly into the opening of Kiss Bottom Reef sone forty

yards ahead. The sea was still fairly rough, “somewhat junpin’” as the
Cari bbean

fishernen said, and as he neared the reef passage the swells struck hard
agai nst

the hull. There was debris all around: nore splintered tinbers, driftwood
t hat

m ght be worth sal vaging, tree branches, roof tiles, even a rusted tin

pl acard

that read COLA, BEER, WNE. He had seen it ripped off the front of the
Landf al |
Tavern fromhis hotel terrace. The sign had spun high across the island roofs
and had been tossed in a wild, rain-swept spiral into the sea. As More
passed
t hrough the channel he coul d see the ragged edges of the reef, stubbled with
brown and green coral growhs, just grazing the surface. A lot of boats had
been
torn open by those treacherous devil’s-horns, and had had to be dragged off
to
be patched up at the island s boatyard or to die in deeper water. Qutside the
reef were two “clangers,” brightly painted orange buoys that banged and
rattled
as they were jostled together by the rough currents.

Moore steered between them follow ng the path of blue-green water
bef ore
him and then he headed toward the deeper, alnpst purple sea in the distance.



I't
was still shallow just off Kiss Bottomthirty to thirty-five feet—but the
sand
and coral bottom quickly shelved off into what was respectfully and fearfully
known as the Abyss.

Moore turned in his seat and gl anced back at the island he d just
st eered
fromto get a correct bearing. The dark, tire-lined piers, the fishernmen's
cluster of tinderbox shanties, the village of Coquina with its houses and
shops
of stucco brilliantly painted in wild reds, oranges, pale pinks, blues,
br owns,
light greens. In the white sunlight the colors were dazzling. He let his eyes
nmove up the island, where H gh Street |eft Coquina village and wound its way,
on
a path of ruts and gravel, to a small dark-blue structure with a white gabl ed
roof and white wought-iron terraces overl ooking the harbor. The Indigo Inn
was
his hotel; he’'d nmade the purchase three years before froman elderly nan who
was
nmovi ng back to the States. In the |ast few days Mbore and Markus, his
handyman,
had been busy replaci ng broken wi ndows, shattered porch railing slats, and
shutters that had been ripped away by the high winds. They did a patchwork
job
repl aci ng things that had been broken before and woul d surely be broken
agai n.
In the islands, decay was the only certainty.

He turned out fromland and steered toward the deeps, searching the

wat er

around him Mst of the debris had been washed ashore in the previous few
days

and what ever was still usable had been gathered up by the islanders. The
storm

had been a particularly fierce one even for Septenber, one of the nost
furious
of nmonths during the autum hurricane season. It had blown in fromthe east,
al nost unheral ded except for the omi nously yellow sky. Smashing first into
t he
Coqui na harbor, sending boats flying against the piers, the stormhad torn a
few
of the fishermen’s dwellings to pieces, then screaned into the interior
jungl e,
uprooting pal ns and shrubs, and miracul ously veered around the shanty village
of
Caribville on the island’ s northern point before finally heading out to sea
again. The few radios that were the island’ s sole nethod of comunication had
been knocked out by electrical interference. It was a wonder there had been
so
few serious injuries: only a few broken bones and | acerations, which had been
tended by Dr. Maxwell at the clinic

The sea darkened under his boat. The squat stone tower of the Carib
Poi nt

beacon |l ay over his shoulder, a sighting point still used on stormy, wild
ni ghts

to aid merchant freighters out in the channel. Since it lay near the Carib
settlenent, it had been allowed to fall into a state of near-ruin. More
corrected his course a few degrees. In another few nmonents he was in the
ri ght

spot; the beacon was just over his |left shoul der and the tin-roofed



structures

of the boatyard drydock shelters over his right. He cut the notor, went to

t he

bow, and heaved a |ightwei ght grapple anchor over the side, allowi ng the rope
to

coil out froma hand-wi nch reel. \When the |ine stopped, he knew that he'd
been

correct; he was in about fifty feet of water, at the very rimof the Abyss,
where the bottom suddenly dropped off into infinity.

Moore moved back to get his diving gear and tank in the stern. He sat
down,
al nrost conforted by the skiff’s slow rocking, and took off his khaki slacks
and
t hongs. He wore dark-blue bathing briefs underneath, and he pulled a thin
cotton
T-shirt over his shoulders to guard agai nst strap-burn. Wen he'd turned on
hi s
tank’s air supply, he hoisted the tank to his shoul ders and strapped it on
securely. Then he | ooked out across the Abyss.

In the distance he could see the faint shapes of far-off |and nasses:
Chocol ate Hol e, Sandy Cay, Starfish Cay. They were much smaller than
Coqui na—minly long spits of hot, pal medged beaches—and of the three
near est,
only Chocolate Hole was really a village. It was a tiny settlement of only
fifty
or so people who made their living selling green sea-turtles to the bul ky
i ndustry boats that dealt in local island products. Here, out in the open
t he
breeze was strong and warm on More's face. He let his eyes wander the plain
of
purpl e water above the great depths.

Only a few fishermen sailed here; they generally stayed nearer Coqui na
or
fished for al bacore and jacks in the shallow waters to the south. The Abyss
was
a haunted place, so the old islanders—the superstitious ones—said. A score of
them had sworn they’d seen or heard things out here. There were those who'd
been
vehement: a great blazing ghost freighter, burning with a spectral enerald
fire,
in the mdst of the Abyss, water hissing all around her, the noans of her
dooned
crew carrying out into dawn’s twlight. Though Mbore was a man who nmade up
hi s
own m nd about such things, he was sonmetines inclined to believe it wasn't
j ust
bad rumor Red Stripe beer talking. Not fromthe | ooks some of those nen had
in
their eyes.

But now, in the clear afternoon sunlight, with the entire sky a huge
unbr oken canopy of hot blue, he could not believe in ghosts. At |east, not
sailing the surface.

VWhen Moore | ooked into a mirror, he saw first his father’s eyes, as blue
as
t he Cari bbean depths thensel ves, crackling with intelligence and caution. He
had
| et his beard grow when he reached the islands from Europe, and by the tine
he' d
stepped off a tranp steamer onto Coquina' s shore he was a hard-nuscl ed,

t anned,



and lean figure with black hair that curled around his collar, and a dark
bear d
and nustache. He would be thirty-four in Novenber, but he was l|ight-years
awnay
fromthe life he'd led in Baltinmore, his birthplace. No one in Baltinore—no
one
who remained in the life he’'d | eft behind—ould have recogni zed him except
perhaps by his eyes. He was a different man entirely, no |onger the one who'd
been a rising young executive in his father’s bank; who' d lived in a nodest
i f
expensi ve hone in a fashionable Baltinore suburb with his wife, Beth, and
ei ght-year-old son, Brian; who d fought for a nmenbership at the Anmsterdam
HiIls
Country C ub; who'd owned a beautiful, teak-decked sailing sloop
custom bui I t
by a Canadian firm that he and Beth had christened—w th chanpagne and
all Bestiny’s Child. In those days he had worn “the uniform” dark-blue or
gray
suits with reginmental -striped ties, to quiet business |uncheons and
di scussi ons
i n oak-panel ed drawi ng roons where he had struggled to stifle his yawni ng and
restl ess unease.

He slipped into his black swmfins, strapped a sheathed knife around
t he
calf of his right leg, then secured a weight-belt to his waist. Putting on a
pair of gauntlet gloves, Mwore rinsed out his mask with seawater, spat into
it
to prevent it fromfogging, and then rinsed it out again. He eased the nask
down
over his face, put the regul ator nmout hpi ece between his teeth, sucked and
exhal ed to make certain it was clear, then flipped hinmself backward over the
gunwal e in an easy, practiced notion

Below, in the great roomwith light-blue walls stream ng with sunlight,
he
waited for his bubbles to clear, watching the rise and fall of the hull above
him Wen he had adjusted to his underwater world, More swamtoward the bow,
found the taut anchor line and began to follow it hand-over-hand into the
depths, his breath appearing before himin crystal globes that ascended to
t he
surface. He went slowy, clearing his ears by squeezing his nostrils shut and
bl owi ng every few seconds. |In another monent he sighted the bottom ridges of
sand and high walls of tangled coral, and he let go, kicking smoothly away,
when
he cane to the end of the anchor line. Follow ng the bottom he swam toward
t he
curtain of blue before him his legs doing all the work, his arns held
| oosel y
at his sides. Familiar sights told himhe was in the right place: the bul bous
mass of brown brain coral that had amazed himthe first tine he’d seen it;
magni fi cent forest of staghorn coral, now filled with the dart and shi mrer of
dwarf herring; an angelfish, strikingly blue and yellow, noving gracefully
past
hi m

Through thick clunps of algae that stirred with the currents bel ow,
Moor e
saw a brigade of crabs on the march, freezing solid when they sensed his
noverent. The reefs were alive; fish flewlike birds through the cora
openi ngs
or whi sked thenselves into holes to await his passing. The reef dwellers were
too accustoned to the predators to take any chances. A shadow covered him



and
he | ooked up. Thirty feet above an eagle ray swam the wings rippling Iike
beautiful nuscle. It vanished into the blue gl oom

Moore had been angling down as the bottom dropped away, and now he faced
a
wal | of gnarled dark coral. He swamthrough a nmaze of sea fans, then rose
above
the wall and stopped abruptly.

Beneath him stretched the Abyss: dark, forboding. The sea turned from

bl ue

to black in those depths, |ike the huge nmouth of something waiting to devour
him Though he’ d been prepared, the sight of it sent an electric chil

t hr ough

him Abruptly the vision of the ghost ship, lit by moonlight, glow ng green
and

iridescent, came to him He brushed it away. If ghosts did exist, More

t hought ,

t hey probably were down in that awesone hole. He glanced up at the silvery
surface, then thought of the brass ship’s conpass he'd found | ast year and
began

to descend.

There was a freighter down there somewhere, More knew, probably so deep
his lungs woul d expl ode before he could ever reach it. It had gone down
sonetime
in a battle during World War Il—that was all he could glean fromthe stories
that floated about the island. Details were sketchy, and no one here really
liked to tal k about the war. He had gone diving in this area the year before,
after another fierce storm and had discovered a ledge littered with pieces
of
nmetal, railings, even the bow portion of a shattered |ifeboat. On that dive
Moore had found an old ship’'s conpass, the glass nissing but the brass stil
shi ning. He had taken the conpass back to the inn, but when he’'d returned to
t he
Abyss a few days afterward the sand had settled back like a flat white
car pet,
and not hi ng remai ned. Another storm had hit soon after, but he hadn’t had the
chance to dive again, so he’'d had to wait for the foll owi ng season in hopes
of
finding somet hing el se he m ght be able to sal vage.

He conti nued downward. Where's that | edge? he wondered suddenly, trying
to
pi erce the deep-blue nmist. It’'s dropped away entirely. But then it
materialized
and he reached it, swimm ng along a high ridge of rock-dappl ed sand. There
was
something metal a few feet ahead: a rusted can. He picked it up. It was stil
seal ed, though badly dented. He let it fall, swamon. In the midst of clunps
of
coral, probably ripped fromthe reef at the Abyss rim there were shards of
ti mber and nore cans which gleaned brightly. He held one up and saw hi nsel f
reflected in the scoured netal. It had been buried. Food supplies for that
freighter’s crew? he wondered. Maybe. What woul d be inside? Peaches?
Veget abl es?

He wondered if out of curiosity he should open one to see what was included in
a
1942 merchant seanan’s diet.

The Abyss stretched down beneath himlike the enpty socket of a huge
eye;
there was a series of |edges, all sand choked with rock at various depths,
one



beneath the other until they faded fromsight. One of them a massive M.
Everest of sand, caught his eye. It had a definite shape, but he coul dn't
determ ne what it rem nded himof. More descended, intrigued by the nound;
he

hadn’t noticed it before, but then his attention had been on an upper | edge,
not

the | ower ones. He was perhaps ten feet above it when he realized sonething
was

protruding fromthe mass of sand and rock; his heart began to beat nore
rapidly.

Moore hovered over it, fanning the sand back with quick notions of his
fins. The top of a cylinder of sone kind protruded vertically. He felt it
gingerly. Iron. Unmarked by marine growh, the object, |like the cans, had
been
conpl etely covered over by sand. There was glass in it, very heavily scarred.
What in God’s name? he wondered. He reached down and pulled at it, only
hal f -expecting it to come free; it wouldn't budge. More began to dig the
sand
away fromthe object, then wenched again at it. No use, David old cock, he
told
hi nsel f. Thi s—what ever—+s stuck tight. He checked his wistwatch. Tinme to
head
for the surface. But this cylinder: the scars of sand abrasion glinting, the
gl ass inset. Fascinating as hell. It could be something worthwhile, he
t hought .

O perhaps..he gazed down at the sand stirred by his every novenent.

O perhaps sonething was buried beneath it.

Moore unstrapped his knife fromits sheath and dug rocks away fromthe
cylinder’s base. He uncovered nore iron, gleam ng and pitted, an inch at a
tine.

Digging in wist deep, he pulled the sand away in handfuls. He pried the
rocks

loose with his blade and let themroll off into that deep hole bel ow him
Anot her gl ance at the watch. Time to go! But he was functioning like a
machi ne

now, digging and lifting, slowy uncovering what appeared to be a thick

gl eami ng iron support for that cylinder. There were no growths; it had been
buried here for a long time. H's knife scraped across flat rock and he
shifted

his digging to another section.

And then he froze. Forgot to exhale, then exhal ed, the bubbles rattling
toward the surface over a hundred and fifty feet above.

He had heard sonething, nuffled and far away, |ike iron bei ng hanmered
under wat er .

Moore waited, his heart pounding, but the noise didn't come again. \Wat
was
it? He | ooked around and then realized sonething very odd: he hadn’t seen any
fish at this depth. Very odd, in waters team ng with snapper, grouper, jacks,
al bacore. Mdore gl anced up, |ooking for the reassuring distant glow of the
sun.

There were remmants of jagged rock hanging over him as if what had once been
a

| edge just above had given way. He tried to quiet the inner voices. Get to
your

boat, they whispered. Sonething is wong here.

Wiere were the damed fish?

He continued digging, lifting out coral clunps.

The sand conpletely obscured his vision, like the roil of white clouds;
it
had to be extrenely deep here, he thought. A nountain of sand and bel ow him



t he

val l ey of darkness. He plunged in his hands, the fingers closing around a
rock,

and pulled it out fromthe nmound. Wen he did, sand cascaded in sheets off
t he

sides of the nountain and on into the Abyss.

Then Mbore saw sonet hi ng exposed a few feet away fromthe strange
cyl i nder
and the iron tower. He pulled at the new object. It was a | arge barrel of
some
ki nd, al so made of scarred, dented nmetal. He freed it and it began to slide
down
the sand sl ope, and as he clung to it he saw the detonati on cap of the
devi ce,
and the chill of fear raised hair on the back of his neck

It was an unexpl oded depth charge.

Moore wrenched his hands back as if they’'d been burned. H s tank cl anged
sharply against coral debris, and he fought his way up the nountain away from
it, his fins churning water. He could see hinself turned inside out by the
thing’s blast, his body reduced to a mass of bloody shreds. Then the
pr edat ors
woul d cone, and there would be nothing left. He half-sank into the sand,

f ought

hinself free in a blinding nmist, |ooking back over his shoulder to see the
forgotten charge pitch off the I edge. Then it began to fall into the depths,
spi nning end over end. Moore reached the sumit; the charge had vani shed into
the dark mists and he stared fearfully after it, praying that if it did

expl ode

it would go off hundreds of feet below, where the shock m ght not kill him

O herw se...

And then there was a burst of white light far bel ow. The shock cane
roaring
out of the depths, an undersea whirlw nd that reached inside him through the
flesh, gripping the bones and tw sting.

He gritted his teeth against the pain and roaring noise that al nost
shattered his eardruns; a fissure split open in the sand, releasing a
pul sati ng
gl obe of air that tore past himand rocketed up toward the surface. The bl ast
echoed all around, the water crazily shifting in all directions, trying to
rip
himto pieces. The sand parted, cracked open in a dozen seams. It slid under
him an aval anche of it covered Mbiore and he fell backward, toppling toward
t he
wi | d Abyss, his tank slanmm ng against coral. Geat bubbles of air were
roaring
all around him sone of themripping their way free of the sand. Sonething
struck himlike the blow of a fist; his mask was torn fromhis face and the
wat er blinded him Wen he felt for a grip, frantically, his hands cl osed
around
a solid object. He held on, the currents twisting at him the noise a
t hr obbi ng
pain at his tenples. And then a realization cane to himthat al nost caused
hi m
to shout out in terror: he was rising.

There was a shudder beneath him and through the bl ue-green distortion
he
saw a dark, massive shape towering above him Hi s lungs were filling; he was
rising too quickly. He let go his grip and kicked out with his fins against a
hard surface that slid past him He was thrown away fromthe thing, tw sted
and



turned and maul ed by the fierce currents, lost in the explosion of sand and
sea.
When he coul d see again he was | ooking toward the surface into the sun.

O where the sun had been.

For now it was obscured by the huge shape; the thing was rising to the
surface, trailing sand; its shadow covered him and he felt lost inits
dar kness. He watched it, eyes stinging. The shape broke through the surface in
a
roil of foam and through the ringing in his ears he heard the thunder of sea
surging against iron. It hung there, rocking slowy fromside to side.

Get up! Moore screaned to hinself. No, no. Control. Control. He swam
furiously out of the thing s om nous shadow and began to stroke very slowy
for
the top. He had been thrown alnost to the rimof the Abyss, and he
concentrated
on follow ng the slope of the shelving bottom He found his anchor |ine,
pul | ed
t he anchor free and began to clinmb. He stopped for deconpression at ten feet,
wat ching the hull of his skiff being battered by the waves. Wen his head
finally broke water, he spat out his mouthpiece and hung on to the skiff's
gunwal e, staring at what lay not nore than thirty yards from him

“Dear CGod,” he whi spered.

Its hull was over two hundred feet long; red sunlight had settled into
splices in the iron flesh, like the bl eeding wounds of a giant saurian. Wter
foanmed around a sharp, evil-looking prow Remmants of an iron railing hung
twi sted over the side, partly subnerged; there were |ong dents and gashes in
t he
superstructure and in the bulwark of a conning tower. Mpore could hear the
sea
hi ssing against its sides.

A subnari ne.

One of the old Wrld War |l types, with a flat deck and a
hungry-for-battle
| ook about it. It seened to be a nonstrous predator reawakened, eager for
prey.

Moore hung fromthe skiffs gunwal e, unable to think what he should do.
And
as he watched, he saw the bow of the thing begin to turn. The currents had it
now, shoving against its mass. Alive again, the submarine began to nove
sl ow y
and inexorably toward the island of Coquina.

Two

VWHEN MASON HOLCOMBE picked up his next card he knew Lady Luck with her
shi ni ng
gol den hair and dress of crackling fol ding noney was standing at his right
shoul der. He tried to keep the | ook of the barracuda out of his eyes, but it
was
dammed hard to do. He had a pair of queens and triple jacks; he raised his
eyes
very carefully..oh, non, he told hinmself, do keep that | ook innocent!.to Percy
“Pudge” Layne, who sat across fromhimat the up-ended, rusted fuel drumthey
used as a card table. Percy, a rotund black with a high forehead and
cl ose- set
oval eyes, regarded himin silence.

“Come on, mon!” said Mason carefully, trying to affect an off-handed
aggravation. “How nmany cards?”



“Three.” He tossed the three down, took another three off the top of a
dog- eared pack that had been used in boatyard ganmes for as |ong as both nen
coul d renenber.

“Ckay, what you puttin’ up?” Mason said, ready to get on with it.

Percy shook his head, his face winkled up and worried. He gazed out
acr oss
Mason’ s broad shoul der at the plain of the sea beyond, then dropped his eyes
back to his hand. Wthout a word he reached beside himto a pack of
cigarettes
t hat had been broken in half. He put four hal ves before him

“Fine.” Mason put out his four cigarette halves, raked out three nore.
“ And
three.”

Percy shrugged, net the raise

“What you got, ny fine friend?” Mason asked, ready to |eap

“Not so good, | doan think,” said the other nan. He | aid down his cards
in
a fan shape. “You can beat that, | know.” Before himon the drumwere two
aces,
two wild deuces, and a six.

Mason sat, nunb fromthe neck up. He dropped his cards down. Percy
| aughed
out loud and took the cigarette halves to add to a grow ng heap. “Canme up
[ ucky
as all hell on that draw,” he said quietly.

“l ain’t playing no nore with these old cards!” Mason said. “You can
j ust
dammed see through the back of ’'em Jesus Christ!”

“Ch shaddup,” Percy said, “and |ay down your ante.”

The afternoon breeze off the sea was cool and fresh. It was a wel cone
relief to get out here when the sun was high, away fromthe heat of the
whar f s

and the stench of fuel oil, grease, and battery acids. They could hear the
bangi ng of a hamrer against tinber and the drawi ng of a handsaw repeated over
and over agai n—sonmeone still working in the boatyard. Probably J.R, or the

foreman, Lenny, burning thenmselves up in that sun to finish replacing the

G nger’s broken hull planks. The old man who operated her, Harless, or
“Hairless,” as the boatyard nen called him was a good friend of the yard' s
owner, Kevin Langstree, and so that accounted for the rush that had been put
into the repair work.

The Langstree boatyard had seen better days. It was a junble of wharf
pilings, huts, piles of tinber and enpty oil drums, crates and boxes strewn
everywhere, heavy ropes coiled |like thick brown pythons, and a norass of bald
tires stacked up to protect the hulls of boats. It had been affluent once,
bustling with traffic fromthe island harbor, an anchorage for both British
and
American freighters. Now it was kept up primarily to service the island s
fishing fleet and to do repair work if necessary on the yachts that cruised
t hrough here during the tourist season. The work force had been cut to a
third
of what it had been during the early part of Wrld War 11, when the boatyard
was
pai d handsomely for repairs made on the huge Allied warships that had fought
t he
Germans in the Caribbean. In those days, as the aging Langstree liked to tell
everyone, the boatyard had worked fifty men on two shifts; the work was
plentiful and hard but the nen knew what they were doing. They were al
t ough,
muscul ar islanders with a comon-sense, natural know edge of both the small
fishing trawlers and the larger, nore conplex steel-hulled craft. They had



| earned the art of fast patching, of naking use of available materials unti
what had seemed hopel ess was again ready for the sea. They could take down
and

put back together ocean-going diesels blindfol ded, restore the snapped
rudders

and broken hulls of sailing sloops, rebuild skiff notors by spit and wire.

But no nore. Many of those nen had noved away from Coquina in search of
better-paying jobs after the war had ended; some of them had died in action
for
a boatyard servicing warships in a conbat zone was a prinme target for the
eneny.

Now nmost of the yard was abandoned. O two tin-roofed wooden structures used
as

drydocks only one was in use, and that only occasionally when a | arger boat
needed a patch job or sone such serious work. The other, allowed to fall to
pieces in the salt air, had been constructed by the British navy for the

pur pose

of storing damaged warships until they could either be patched or until the
heavy naval tugs could arrive for them it was filled with supplies and

equi prent | eft over when the warships were no | onger needed to patrol the
Cari bbean. Al though the jobs had dried up, the boatyard had al ways nai nt ai ned
a

proud reputation and was the only thing that kept Coqui na on the map. Most of
t he workmen made ends neet for their fanmilies by noonlighting either as
fishernen or farners.

“Deal ,” Percy said over the noise of the hammer. He gl anced across; the
bul kheadl i ke doorway to the nearest drydock had been opened and he coul d see
J.R’'s head as the man worked in the concrete-reinforced pit. Beside the
shel ter
were the bl eaching bones of an abandoned ketch, its splintered hull as white
as
t he grass-thatched sand around it. A few dozen yards away, beneath a
bl ock-and-tackl e assenbly, were the wharfs, where a couple of fishing boats
wer e
moored. A sign on long stilts at the far end of the wharfs, facing the sea,
read
i n weat her-beaten red paint: LANGSTREE BOATYARD

Percy was not really concentrating as the cards were placed face-down
before him He was | ooking out at the sea. He had watched the little skiff
with
the white man in it nove on through the bomm es of Kiss Bottom and while he
and
Mason pl ayed he gazed curiously out at the Abyss, where the skiff, only a
white
dot agai nst the blueness of sea and sky, floated at anchor. He wondered what
t he
white man was doing there. In the mddle of the sea, beneath that searing orb
of
sun! Moore had to be crazy as hell. Even he, Percy, with his black flesh
t hi ckened by years of outdoor work, avoided the early afternoon heat,
preferring
instead to play poker beneath the shadi ng pal mfronds or drink beer and swap
old
stories with the other nen up at the Landfall

He picked up his hand. Four and six of clubs, heart’s king, ten of
hearts,
and ace of dianmonds. What to discard, what to build on? He suddenly felt |ike
a
fool sitting here. He had nets to nmend for the next norning s fishing.

W t hout



them he’ d have to depend on trawing lines, and he didn’'t want to. The fish
wer e

getting too smart to grab just any old bait these days, and the huge nets on
t he

i ndustry boats that worked these waters on an erratic basis frightened away

t he

fish that weren’'t scooped up. Damm it, he thought angrily, it’'s gettin tough
for a man to feed his own nouth, nuch less a wife’s and two children’s.

“VWhat you want, mon?” Mason asked him

And when the other nan | ooked up, intending to ask for three cards, his
gaze froze.

The sea was boiling Iike a hot cauldron out in the Abyss, just beyond
wher e
Moore’s skiff lay. Percy could see the great turbulence of it. Sonething was
wrong. Bad wrong. He dropped his cards, rose up fromthe battery crates he'd
been perched upon. He pointed. “Wat the hell’s that?”

Mason twi sted around, narrowed his eyes. “Jesus,” he said, quietly.

The nmen coul d see foam crashing over the skiff; it was jerked down the
side of a wave, then bobbed back into view again. And as they watched,
spel | bound, they saw a massi ve shape burst fromthe sea in a white geyser of
water. They thought at first it was a whale enmerging fromthe depths but then
the sun glinted sharply off what appeared to be a hard surface; the thing
rocked
back and forth as the ocean continued to churn around it.

“Dam!” Mason said, leaping up fromhis seat. He put a hand across his
forehead to shield his eyes fromthe reflection and stared.

“J.R!” Percy shouted, cupping his hands around his nouth. The hanmering
ceased and a man appeared at the shelter entrance. “GET OUT HERE QU CK!”

On the Abyss rim More clung to the skiff gunwale. He was trying to
sort
out what had happened, dazed because it had happened so quickly. One nonent
he
had been digging on the great mountain of sand, the next he had been gri pping
that depth charge, the next scrabbling wildly away as the charge hurtled into
the depths. He wasn’t bl eedi ng anywhere, but his flesh felt raw and bruised
and
his head ached fiercely. And then, as he stared at the hul k that had begun
its
eerie movenent with the currents, he realized what he’'d been trying to dig
out:

t he uppernost portion of a periscope. He'd been digging above the mass of the
submarine; it had been buried beneath the tons of rock and sand, and the
expl osion had ripped it free.

Moor e unfastened his straps and heaved his tank over into the boat’s
bottom Then he painfully pulled hinmself over, his muscles tight and
unyi el di ng,
and qui ckly cranked up the anchor with the hand w nch.

He | aid the anchor in the bow, started up his nmotor, and swung the skiff
around to follow in the thing s wake.

He drew up alongside it off the starboard beam keeping well away in
case
it suddenly turned or heeled over for the bottom It was riding | ow, the
waves
sliding across the bow and crashing with a holl ow boom agai nst the conning
tower. A mass of black cables and wires, secured to the forward deck, withed
i ke angry snakes. The paint was al nost conpletely scoured away to reveal the
dark, sea-weathered iron, but here and there renmai ned patches of rust-colored
primer and even the original dingy gray. Moore could al nost have sworn the
old
relic was operating under its own power, so straight was its direction, but



of

course the thing was | ong deserted—there was no noi se of racketing diesels,
only

the relentl ess pounding of the sea. He turned the tiller a few degrees, noved
in

for a closer look. Fromthe distance of only a few yards he could see the
rivets

in the conning-tower plates, and the sight was oddly disturbing. The pl ates
| ooked |i ke scales on a huge, prehistoric reptile. A cable as thick as
Moore’ s

arm hung down across the tower bulwark, slapping iron. He recalled a picture
he’d seen in an encyclopedia as a child: a black-finned nonster rearing high
above stormtossed waves to snap its jagged teeth through the neck of a

pt er odact yl .

He was entranced by the thing, lost in its aura of power and ancient
nmenace. | n another few nonments he heard the noise of the sea rushing around
t he
Ki ss Bottom reefheads; there were figures standing on the fishing wharfs and
beach, others watching fromthe boatyard. The submari ne began to turn, al nost
i nperceptibly, for the opening in the reef, drawn by the influx of water
t here.

Moore turned his skiff to avoid scraping across a gnarled, green-slined
bonmi e,

then found hinself in the mdst of jagged reefheads. Soneone shouted
sonet hi ng

fromthe fishing wharfs, but More couldn’t hear. The hul k | ooked like it

m ght

pass unscat hed through the reef into Coquina s tranquil harbor, but then he
heard a loud grinding of iron across coral. Sea foaned at the bow, and the
forward deck began to rise. The currents were driving the hul k across the
reef;

bits of coral shattered and coll apsed under the thing' s weight. The submarine
shuddered, grinding forward, the bow rising out of the sea like a knife's
bl ack

bl ade. And then, abruptly, the grinding noise stopped. The submari ne was
wedged

on Kiss Bottom its bow out of the water but its stern deck still awash.
Moor e

could clearly see the closed vents of the two forward torpedo tubes on the
starboard side, and a chill touched the flesh at the back of his neck

There was nore shouting fromshore, but More wasn't paying attention
@l ls swoped down fromthe blue; they circled, screaning, above the hulk,

t hen

sailed away on their currents of air as if disdaining contact with the thing.
Moore drew nearer; the submarine | oomed above him angled crazily, now
notionl ess. As the breeze swept across it he caught the stench of age, of a
sl ow

decay; it snelled to himlike the carcass of a pilot whale that had beached
itself in a directionless search for the sea. More's skiff noved into the
submarine’s shadow, and it towered over him He cut his notor, tied a line
onto

the col | apsed deck railing, and with a snooth, powerful novenent, pulled

hi nmsel f

up the railing to the submarine’ s deck

Part of the forward deck had caved in; he could see where the deck
pl anki ngs had gi ven way. There was still a ot of sand left aboard; it
slithered
with quiet hissing sounds around Moore’'s feet and lay in clunmps anong the
twi stings of cables. Just forward of the conning tower there was a deck gun
still firmon its nmount and apparently in good shape but for the wet sand



t hat
dripped fromits nuzzle. More noved toward the bow, wal ki ng gingerly on the
sl i ppery planking. He reached the deck gun and hung on to it. Forward of the
gun
was the square outline of a deck hatch which appeared to be secured. Ahead of
himthe bow s sharp spear chall enged the sky; railings were tw sted and
br oken,
iron scarred and gouged. He left the gun and worked his way forward as if
clinmbing a steep hill. Wen he glanced back he saw the gun’s bore, black and
deadl y | ooki ng.

He had taken only another step when the planking gave way beneath him
As
he slid through the hole he reached out, grasping a cable; it held and he
pul | ed
hi nsel f back up on deck, his heart hanmering. Through the splintered opening
Moore saw a gl eam ng, nassive netal tube. He knew very little about
submari nes,
but he figured that the tube, protected by the iron and tinber of the
superstructure, was actually where the guts of the boat |lay. The pressure
hul I,
he renenbered it was called, was resistant to the great depths at which these
boats had noved. Along the iron sides of the superstructure, the shell that
protected the intestines, were dozens of ducts that allowed the water to
stream
i n, cushioning the pressure hull. The engines, the control room the crew s
quarters, all the other conpartnents and stations necessary to the
submarine’ s
operation were inside that tube. It | ooked snaller than he woul d have
i magi ned.
How many men woul d have manned this thing? Twenty-five? Thirty? Fifty? It
seened
i mpossi bl e that they could have found space to nove

Now t here was only the noise of the sea swirling across the submerged
af t
deck, a series of whispers and groans.

A dead relic, More thought, staring at the mass of the conning tower.
He
saw above it the periscope he’'d been trying to dig out. There was a second
shaf t
that | ooked Iike another periscope, but this was battered and slightly bent
to
one side. As the sun baked down, the snell of decay rose all around him When
did this thing go down? he wondered, and what boat was it? There were no
i dentifying synmbols or nunbers; if there had ever been any, the sand had
scraped
themoff. He felt like a fly crawing along the maw of a crocodile that had
cone
up to sun itself on the rocks. Wiy, he wondered, did he sense sonething
l'iving
about this boat now so | ong dead?

Moore heard the di stant pounding of engines. At first the sound chilled
hi m
until he | ooked toward the harbor and saw one of the beat-up old fishing
trawl ers approaching with men at the gunwal es. A cluster of islanders had
gat hered on the wharfs, and children were running up and down the beach as if
at
sone kind of festive celebration. He waved a hand at the trawler and a nman at
t he bow waved back.

The traw er, its engines runbling, pulled up al ongside; two brawny
i sl anders | eaped over onto the submarine’s deck. Lines were thrown and



secur ed;

an anchor chain rattled down and a gangpl ank was tied into place between the
traw er and the hul k. Mst of the nmen seened reluctant to cone aboard but one,
a

br oad- shoul dered bl ack wearing a dark-blue cotton shirt and khaki trousers,
crossed the gangpl ank and cane over to More, avoiding the holes that gaped
in

t he pl anks.

The man was not quite as tall as More but stockier, with iron-gray hair
and a firm chiseled face. He | ooked into the white nan’s eyes and then gazed
the Iength of the thing, as if unsure of what he was seeing.

“I't canme up fromthe Abyss,” Moore said, still shaken

“Christ Jesus!” The bl ack shook his head, peering down with deep-set,

wary
eyes through the broken planking at the pressure hull. “Tell me what
happened. ”

“l was sal vaging, |ooking for stuff off that freighter down there. This
was

buri ed beneath a nound of sand and coral; there was an expl osion..

“An expl osi on?” He | ooked up, sharply.

“An old depth charge. The shock blew it free, and this thing corked for
t he
surface. God only knows how long it’s been under there.”

“You’' re okay?”

Moore nodded. “Got a hell of a headache and nmy ears are ringing |ike
Sunday
at the Vatican, but nostly the bastard just scared hell out of nme.”

“1"ve told you before about diving in the Abyss, David,” said the man in
a
West | ndi an accent polished with a British veneer. Steven Kip had been
Coqui na’ s
constabl e of police for sone seven years. He stabbed a finger at More. “I’ve
war ned you about all that junk lying underwater, all that war crap. It
coul d’ ve
been your bones at a thousand fathonms. So you found one dammed brass conpass.
So
what ? Now this! You' re a fool to go diving alone in there!”

Moor e said nothing, because he knew the constable was right. The
currents
wer e dangerous, the risks great for a group of divers and astronom cal for
one
al one. What was it, he thought grimy, not |ooking at the other man. H s
deat h
wi sh? Dam it to hell

“She’s an old one,” Kip said quietly, staring at the deck gun. “Sand’s
kept
her as clean as a new tooth.” There was a sudden sharp clatter. One of the
i sl anders was pulling at a cable that snaked off into the water at the stern
“Hey! Let that be!” The islander |ooked up, dropped the cable, and backed
away
fromit. “How deep?”’ Kip asked More.

“Hundred and fifty. Pretty close to the surface for one of these.”

Kip shook his head. “Didn't want to stay down, did it? There' s supposed
to
be a main hatch up on the tower. Did you check it?”

“No,” Mbore said.

“Then let’s get at it.” Kip turned fromhimand made his way past two
nor e
i sl anders who had cone aboard

“Wat ch your step,” Moore called to his friend. “Deck’s weak in places.”



They stepped over the tangle of cables, reached a | adder, and clinmbed up

to
the tower bridge

The bridge was ankl e-deep in gray sand and seawater, littered with
pi eces

of planking and clunps of coral. Droplets splattered onto themfromthe

peri scope shafts above, ricocheting off the iron bulwark. Kip bent down into

t he

wat er and parted sand with his hands until at |ast he uncovered the slab of a
hatch. “Sealed tight,” he said, wiping his forehead with a dripping hand. “If
we

want to get in we’'ll have to burn through, and I’mnot so certain we want to
do
that.”

“Why not ?”

“Still anxious to do some sal vagi ng today, are you?” Kip fixed himwith
a

cyni cal stare. “You m ght be doing your salvaging in Heaven if this thing' s
carrying live torpedoes.” He stood up, |ooking toward the stern. “There
shoul d
be a crack sonewhere in this boat’s guts. OGtherwi se what was it doing in the
Abyss?”

“It seenms to be stable enough now,” Mdore said. “No indication that it’'s

si nki ng.”

Kip grunted. “1 can understand a dead boat going down. | can’t understand
a
dead one coming back up. This beats all |1’ve ever seen. One thing’s for sure,

t hough. Kiss Bottomis got a hold on it, and the hul k’s not goi ng anywhere
soon.”

He | ooked closely at Mbore as he | eaned back agai nst the bulwark and ran a
hand

over his face. “You want to see Dr. Maxwell, David?”

“No, I"mokay. | guess I'mstill alittle shaky. | knew the storm woul d
have uncovered a | ot down there, but | never figured on anything like this.”
The constable was silent for a nonent, gazing along the w de decks.

“World

War 1l crate, I'd say. No markings. Could be British, American, ltalian

Ger man..

who knows? They all prow ed these waters during the war. Now that it’'s up
we're

going to have to do something with it. | can’t leave it out here, but for the
life of me I’ mstunped as to..

There was anot her sharp noi se of something striking iron. Kip peered
over
t he bul wark, expecting to see one of the islanders again trying to gather up
t hat heavy-duty cabl e.

But the nen were all standing together at the bow They had been tal king
quietly, and now they stared up at the constable, their faces frozen, their
lips
drawn into tight lines. The others on the trawl er stood where they were,
wat chi ng and 1i st eni ng.

And all around a deep, holl ow booni ng—something striking iron with a
rising, feverish intensity.

One of the islanders cried out in fear; they all backed away fromthe
tower, moving toward the gangpl ank and the safety of the traw er.

Moore felt a chill streaking up his spine. “Wat the hell.?”

“Cet off it!” a bearded man on the traw er called out.

“It’s the sea!” Kip said loudly, so they could all hear. “Wat’s wong
with
you men? The sea’s com ng up and bangi ng around underneath the hull, for



God’ s
sake!” But now their eyes were wide and terrified; they were chattering anong
t hensel ves, and even as they did the noise grew | ouder and sharper, nore
frenzied, out of pace with the sea’s rhythm

Then nothing. And the silence was ten tinmes as bad.

“It’s about to cone apart,” Kip said quietly. “Let’s get off this
t hing.”
He swung hinself easily over the bulwark and descended the | adder to the
deck,
t hen stepped back for More to cone down. Kip paused a few seconds, | ooking
over

the side where the currents churned about under the hull, while More cast
of f

the Iines of his skiff. One of the nmen secured it so the boat would drag
al ong

with the traw er.

“Let’s get out of here,” Kip said.

They took the trawl er’ s gangpl ank back aboard, freed the |ines, and
pul | ed
t hem back. Wth a throb of its engines the trawl er veered away fromthe
submarine, swi nging around for the clear entrance through the reef. More
t ur ned
to |l ook back at the thing. Its bow jabbed the sky, the maw of a beast. It
unnerved himto think he’d been underwater with sonething like that, clinging
to
it, his unprotected network of flesh, nerves, muscle, and bone so close to an
arnor-plated creature of cables, gears, rivets, iron beans.

He was unable to turn his eyes away. \Were have you come fron? And why

”

are
you here?

No one spoke aboard the trawl er. The sun beat down on the nen, and the
safety of harbor lay just ahead.

The eerie hammering noises still echoed within More's head. Had it been
the sea, as Kip had said? He'd heard the same thing underwater, as he worked
around that exposed periscope. But it had seened to himthen that the noise
had
cone frominside the thing, as if sonething were striking netal over and over
again, with a terrible strength.

Sonething trying to get out.

Thr ee

THERE WAS LAZY WATER within the harbor; Kiss Bottom held back the swell and
surge of the waves. Mdore stood on the deck of the fishing trawl er watching
hi s

own reflection break into halves, thirds, fourths by the boat’s bow break

The

wharfs were coning up, and young boys stood ready there to catch and secure

t he

thick fore and aft deck lines. Beneath the tangle of wharf pilings, where the
steady surf washed in on a beach, crabs rustled through thorns and grass. The
remains of a fishing skiff were half-buried there, and now no one renenbered
to

whom it had belonged. Other small boats were beached along the senicircle of
t he

harbor; nets were drying over tinber racks, and a solitary fisherman sat
beneat h

a cluster of palms, watching the trawer as it neared.



The larger trawlers were noored in their places, their tire-browed sides
rubbi ng aged tinbers. A sheen of oil floated across the water, tinting it in
a
kal ei doscope of thick colors; a dead ghostfish hung in the mdst of it, the
oi |
coloring it. In another monent the traw er’s bow had ground it under

“1"ve been in these islands for all ny life, David,” said Kip, comng up
besi de hi m and speaki ng over the din of the diesels’ hoarse voices. “But |’'ve
never seen anything like that happen before. Like I say, it’s a holy wonder
you
weren’t killed.” He scow ed i nwardly when he realized Moore wasn't |istening.

Kip had been born into a poor fishing fanmily on Hatcher Key, a snall
i sl and
perhaps a hundred mles to the east of Coquina, so naned because of its
turtle
hat chery. Oten he dreaned of being a youth there again, running with his
friends across mountains of gleamng ivory sand, and beyond the shore into
t he
surf with its unbroken patterns of white. Then his father had broken his arm
and
shoul der running the famly’s boat aground on an uncharted sunken steaner.
The
bones had never knitted correctly and his father had had to give up fishing,
so
the fam |y had gathered up their bel ongi ngs and noved to the Kingston sl uns,
a
mass of tw sted clapboard and streets of shifting sand. Survival there had
neant
maki ng mniature straw figures for the tourists, or in Kip's case, acting as
a
guide for a few pence. Hs aunt and uncle lived just outside Kingston, on the
fringe of the woods. They had frightened Ki p—their beliefs and practices had
seened pecul i ar—dnnatural —and altered their everyday personalities in sone
i nexplicable way. Kip had hated his visits with those peopl e.

H s nother had barely known how to read, but she insisted on teaching
hi m
If you can read, she said, you can think. And in this world a man got to
t hi nk
to survive. Wiile the woman had read to Kip, his father had sat apart from
t hem
in the tiny room watching the lantern flicker and listening to the roll and
call of the sea

Kip had gone to the United States, to Florida, to seek his own living
and
there he had run into trouble. The grinning, tallowfaced white nmen either
tried
to beat himor steal whatever noney he nade sweeping floors in a M ami
pool hal I .

They weren't all |ike that, of course, but he thought then he’d seen enough
badness there to last a lifetime. By day he absorbed everything he saw or
hear d,

and by night, in an upstairs roomwith holes in the plaster, he read all the
books he could beg or borrow. One of theminpressed himgreatly: a novel
about

t he bobbi es of London, called The Long Arm of the Law. And so he worked his
way

across the Atlantic on a tranp steaner that docked in Liverpool, finding work
as

a deckhand on a harbor tug. He had had trouble at first, as the object of
scorn



and derision of the white old-timers. He had gradually won their respect, if
not

their friendship, sinply because he could work Iike any three of them put
together. Kip had gotten into a programin |aw enforcenment and, returning to
t he

islands in the sixties with his education and his eyes full of the world, he
had

| anded a post as an officer in the Bahamas. On Grand Bahama he’'d net his

wi fe-to-be and fathered his first child, a boy nanmed Andrew. Then he was

of fered

the position of constable on Coquina. He had accepted because of the
responsibility involved and the sense of doing something worthwhile.

He and Myra had stayed on Coqui na because they'd found |life good here,
peaceful and secure. M ndy had been born just after they'd arrived, and five
years later, Andrew, then seventeen, had gone to the United States on a
factory
boat to find his own path in the world. Kip saw the cycle repeating again and
t hough he’d nmiss his son, he knew there was no use in trying to hold back
what
must be. Wi ch was, he knew, the way of the world.

The traw er cut its engines and coasted toward the wharf. The boys
caught
t he deck lines and made them secure around the stunps of pilings. More took
Ki p
by the arm “Look who’s coming,” he said.

“H's excellency,” Kip said, watching the black man in a dark suit and
white
shirt approachi ng them

Moore clinbed over the side of the boat and stepped onto the wharf;
near by
two old men were cutting the heads off snappers to use as bait the foll ow ng
nmorni ng. Their knives gleaned with blood. As they worked they kept | ooking up
at
the thing that hung crazily across the reef.

“What’ s that?” another black with a gold front tooth asked More; he
squinted to ook out to the reef. “Big fish someone | anded.”

“That’s right,” More replied. “A hell of a big fish.”

“Moore!” called the man in the dark suit, making his way past piles of
crates, drying nets, and barrels of fish offal covered with notionless flies.

Kip had stepped onto the wharf behind the white nman to watch the mayor’s
approach. Reynard never fail ed—he was al ways there as soon as sonet hi ng
happened
that m ght make hi m | ook bad.

“Where did that come fron?” Reynard asked as he reached Mdore, |ooking
over
Kip’s shoul der at the hulk. He was neatly dressed in a clean suit, but the
tight
knot in his dark-blue tie was stretched badly, and the collar and cuffs of
hi s
shirt were frayed. When he squinted the lines around his nose and beneath his
sparse field of white hair folded into deep trenches that gave his face the
appearance of an aged oil painting about to crack. “My God!” he said, not
| ooking at either the white man or the constable. “Do you know what that is?”

“I't corked fromabout a hundred and fifty feet in the Abyss,” More told
him “And, yes, | know what it is.”

“Is it open?” The mayor turned to | ook at Kip.

“No. "

“It’s wedged in there, is it? Thank God it didn't cone into the harbor
or
we' d have hell to pay, gentlenen. It |looks fromhere to be al nost intact..



“It is,” agreed Moore. “All two hundred feet of it.”

The mayor made a face, as if he had swall owed sonething bitter. “Wat’s
going to be done with it, constable?”

“Right now!l don't know It’s safe here for the time being. As long as
it
doesn’'t slip off the reef, it’s not going anywhere.”

“Isn’t there sone way to sink it again?” Reynard said, glancing
nervously
fromone man to the other

“Unseal the hatches or torch a hole in it under the hull,’

Kip said.

“ But

I"mnot so sure that's our decision. There are salvage |laws to consider; the
thing may bel ong to More.”

Moore | ooked at him He hadn’t thought of that before, but now he
realized
it was entirely possible. He had found the thing and, in a sense, excavated
it
fromits vault on the Abyss ledge. It wasn't sonething he would ordinarily
have
tried to claimas a sal vage; few submarines were worth nmuch except as
hi stori cal
relics. But, still, one in such good shape, and on the surface...it was
sonet hi ng
wort h thi nki ng about.

“And,” Kip continued, “that’s an old boat. No identification markings,
but
I"d say quite a few naval historians and nmuseuns woul d be interested. So |
woul dn’t be in such a hurry to put it back under again. David, if you I|ike
[ 11
fill out a witness formfor you. |I doubt if there’ s anything aboard that’s
not
crunmbling, but at |east you m ght get a nice bronze plaque in a maritine
museum.”

“1 want it off my reef,’
bei ng
so close to the harbor. Wat if sonething expl oded?”

“l say we don’'t do anything until we think over the possibilities,” the
constable said firmy. “I don’'t know a | ot about submarines and not hi ng about
expl osives, but nmoving it could be worse than letting it stay as it is.”

Reynard t ook a handkerchief from a back pocket and dabbed at his
glistening
cheeks and forehead. “lI wish to God that thing had never come up! It should
be
rotting |ike a thousand ot her sunken ships out there, not hanging on Kiss
Bot t om
like a black | eech! God knows |’ve never seen anything like it before!”

“Do you have any idea what boat it m ght have been?” Mdore asked him

“l didn’'t cone here until after the war,” the mayor said defensively.

the mayor said brusquely. “I don’t like it

“I"m
not certain what lies in the Abyss, probably all manner of trash. But that
thing...1 don’t know. "~

“The fishermen may be able to tell us sonmething,” Kip said. “In the
nmeantime, David, let’s get started on the salvage claim W’'Ill go fromthere.”

As the constable and Moore started down the wharf Reynard called after
them “Just renenber, both of you. The boat is as much your responsibility as
mne. | hold you both accountable.”

“Understood,” Kip said.

The two nmen left the wharf, noving through the crowd that had streaned
down
fromthe village to gawk. They clinbed into the constable’s old rust-eaten



j eep,

whi ch was parked beneath a group of high palms. Kip started the engine and
drove

al ong Front Street, through the tangle of fisherman’s cl apboard dwellings to
t he

i ntersection of High Street, which would carry themdirectly to the heart of
t he

village. They passed a cluster of bars, a few small stores, and drove on

t owar d

t he Square, where the constabl e nmaintained his office.

A thin, hard-eyed black in dungarees watched the constable's jeep as it
passed along H gh Street. Then he turned his attention back to the harbor and
t he object he’d seen driven upon the reef by the currents. Dami ny eyes if
t hat
aint it, he said to hinself. He lifted the burning stub of a hand-rolled
cigarette to his lips and when he did the fingers trenbled. That got to be
it,
got to be. But thass so long ago.thirty-five, forty year.and now this bastard
cone up fromthe Abyss. It ain't right. Ain't no sense to be nmade fromit. But
I
see it and by God | know thass it. He flicked the cigarette stub to the
gr ound
and stepped on it, then began wal ki ng qui ckly down H gh Street, past the
bar s,
past the men who sat on porch stoops watching him past the few easy | adies
hangi ng around trying to coax money. Ordinarily he woul d have been inclined,
especi al ly when he saw that slender high yellow who'd come in fromdd Man's
Cay
a few days before, stopping to nake noney enough to get to Trinidad. But
there
was no time now.

He wal ked around to Front Street, past islanders who mlled around the
wharfs gapi ng and tal king about the boat; he saw the |l ooks in the eyes of a
few
of the ol der fishernmen, and he saw they knew and did not wi sh to know just as
he
did not. He left the wharfs behind, noving by the fishermen’s shanti es,
ki cki ng
at a black dog that came at himfiercely fromunderneath a house with the
pai nt
peeling off. Beyond the village, where the green jungle grew up wild and
t hi ck
and the birds screeched from perches high in gnarled red bottl ebrush trees,
and
where Front Street turned into a rutted sand path. He continued on, deeper
into
jungle, hearing the sharp, plaintive cries of the birds. Wen he cane around
a
t hi cket of thornbushes he saw the church just ahead.

It was a small squat white structure with a high, pointed steeple. Front
Street ended here. Beyond the church was a cenetery bordered by an ill-kenpt
pi cket fence and a chicken coop off to one side. The jungle was creeping in,
graspi ng wood- pl ank grave markers with | ong green and brown vine fingers.

Pai nted across the sides and front of the church itself were draw ngs: faces,
nunbers in circles, and nanes: Erzuli, Zoka, Legba. The paint, black and red,
had streamed down in thick rivulets, staining the ground. There were two
shuttered wi ndows, both cl osed.

The bl ack man approached the church door, took hold of the unornanented
nmet al knocker, and rapped sharply on the wood.

Si | ence.



He put his ear to the door, then rapped again.

“I't Thomas Lacey, rev'rend!” he said after another noment.

There was a | ong pause, the silence unbroken but for the birds and the
breeze sweeping through foliage. Then the noise of a bolt sliding back. The
door
was pulled open. A face—gray goatee, eyes saucer-shaped behind thick
Wi re-rinmed
gl asses, prom nent cheekbones, and jutting chi n—appeared in the opening. The
eyes moved, slowy, taking the other man in, and then the reverend said in a
thick French accent, “Enter.”

Thomas stepped into a bare-floored roomwith a few | ong wooden pews.
There
was an altar at the center and a podium off to one side. He could snell
sawdust ,
danpness, and age within the church, the odor of incense which was al npst
over powered by the reek of tobacco. Wen the reverend shut the door the room
was
dark save for the light that squeezed through broken places in the w ndow
shutters, casting di mshadows about the walls. The reverend slid the bolt
home
and turned to face the other man. “Wat is it you wi sh?”

“I't what conme up out of the sea,” Thomas said in a voice that was al npst
a
whi sper, the whispering echoing around the walls, noving |ike smoke in a box.
“I't what been thrown up on Kiss Bottom”

The reverend’' s eyes, dark marbles floating in yell owed whites, narrowed
a
fraction. His tall, alnost frail body bent anxiously toward Lacey. “\Wat are
you
saying? | don't have tine for you.”

“The white nmon, More, he go divin' into the deep water today,” Thomas
said, trying to speak slowly. “It was himbrought it up; it was himraised
it.

You say it was gone. But right now that thing, that thing be across the reef..

“Ma foi!” The reverend was notionl ess, nost of his face in shadow, only
t he
i ps movi ng.

“The boat!” Thomas said, a droplet of spittle catching in the corner of
hi s
mouth. “It cone up fromthe deep water..

“No,” the reverend said, very softly.

“l seen it with my own eyes. | seen it there!”

“No.” The voice was still soft, but a commandi ng note had crept into it,
and Thonas Lacey stood | ooking at himfearfully.

VWhen Thomas found his voice he said, “It be under the water a long tine.

I't
tore up, twi sted, but thass the one.”

The reverend stared into the other man’s eyes, examning them as if he
didn’t want to believe what Thonas was saying. “C est possible?” he asked
qui etly, wi thout expecting an answer. Hi s shoul ders sagged forward

perceptibly,
the sharp bl ades protruding. “Non, non.” A bird screamed outside, in the
tangl e
of a protective perch. “The white nan?” the reverend asked.
“Thass right.”
“Leave nme al one. Please. | want you to go away and | eave ne al one.”

Thomas stood where he was, blinking, worried that he had sonmehow hurt
t he
old man. He wi ped his hand across his nouth.

“Pl ease,” the reverend said, turning away.



Thomas backed toward the door, unbolted it; the reverend was wal ki ng
down
the aisle between the pews, noving toward a doorway on the far side of the
podi um He di sappeared into the shadows as if consuned by them Thomas stood
there a moment, then he opened the door, squinting fromthe harsh glare. He
| eft
t he church quickly, w thout |ooking back
In his nmeager, cranped living quarters the reverend Iit a candl e and
wat ched the flame growto a tall white point. He reached into a dresser
dr awer
and brought out a | ocked black box, setting it on top of the dresser. He took
a
smal | key from a pocket and unl ocked the box. He | ooked through the
contents—a
white rabbit’s foot, a vial of dark-colored liquid, grains of sonething dark
in
a paper packet, silver-painted candles, a pair of glasses with tinted |enses.
Finally he found what he sought. Qui. There.
A silver case
He withdrew it and opened it; inside there was a gl ass eye—blue—en a
coil ed
silver chain. He put everything away again but the eye, and this he fastened
careful ly about his neck so that it lay across his chest outside his shirt.
He stepped forward, cupped a hand about the flame, and blew it out.
Standing in the thick darkness, he asked in French, very softly, as if
speaki ng to soneone standing just beside him “Wat do you see? What do you
see?”

Four

MOORE WAS CHOKI NG for air, tumbling head-over-heels down into a mael strom of
water. Around him |l ooned the huge gray-green walls of the sea; he was captive
in
a liquid mansion, falling through the thousand roons, falling fromattic to
cellar, fromlight into darkness.
You' ve left them alone, his voice shrieked at him You ve left them
al one
and they're afraid and they don’t know what to do...
The water had him closing in, pounding pressure squeezing his |ungs.
They're afraid...they’'re afraid...
He braced his shoul ders against the sea, straining, fighting it; he
ki cked
upwar d, encunbered by sonething yell ow and bul ky on his body. The
f oul - weat her
slicker. He kicked again, clawing at the sea, fighting upward against it, the
air ebbing fromhis body with each second. Don’t |eave them you nusn’t, no,
no,
no. Reach them please oh God give ne strength, let nme, let nme please this
tinme...
VWhen he reached the surface he was able to drag in only a small bit of
air
before the water crashed down over him driving himunder again. He fought
free,
staring about wildly in the darkness. There was a scream of wi nd and water,
as
t hough they were crazed beasts fighting madly. And caught between them their
boat creating a foam ng wave, heeling sharply to port, the water pouring in
sheets across the deck. He could see themreaching out for him but the ocean



separated them and the wind was drawi ng them away. He called out for them but
the roaring shriek of the stormtook his words and ripped themto pieces,
spinning themout into space. He reached out his hand but then the wave cane,
a
nmount ai nous j agged thing of glistening stone, and he watched it, horrified as
it
crashed down over them splintering through wood, driving themdown in a
spray
t hat expl oded with the shards of what had been a teak deck. He could only see
theman instant nore, frozen in the stucco of foam and bl ack walls, and when
he
heard his name cried out he wanted the sea to sweep down his throat and take
hi m
too, but that was when the spinning section of transom cane up under him
forcing himto dig in his nails and cling to it. It lifted himfrom height to
hei ght and on and on; before himhe could read the red letters, the nane that
seared his brain as if each letter were a point of flame: Destiny’s Child.

Pl ease...don’t | eave them al one...they' re afraid...pl ease... pl ease...

“.please,” he said, opening his eyes and feeling the pinprick beads of
cold
sweat on his eyebrows. A soft night breeze wafted in through the open terrace
doors. Palmfronds clattered gently just outside, and he could see their
shadows, like fingers, in the pale ivory noonlight that painted one wall of
hi s
bedroom Somewhere far away, past the village, a dog was barking. A cockatoo
cried in the jungle, a sad and nournful sound of the night. More put his
face
into his hands, waiting. God, he breathed. God. Sone nights they were worse
t han
others; sonme nights they were so real he couldn’t shake them and they laid
back
yet another |ayer of raw flesh. This one he’'d had before, though they were
al |
variations of the same thing. He hadn’t been taking the sleeping pills Dr.
Maxwel | had given himfor some tinme, because he always convinced hinself he
could sleep soundly without them Now he wondered if there were enough in the
little anber bottle to get himthrough the rest of the week. He lay there for
a
few nore nonents, and when he wi ped his face he realized his eyes were npist.
When he started to get out of bed the girl beside himreached out and caught
hi s
arm “What is it?” she asked, com ng fully awake.

“It’s nothing,” he told her. “CGo back to sleep.”

She stared at him her dark eyes darker against the tint of her flesh.
Her
hair was cut short—tike they were wearing it in Kingston and easy to nanage,
she
had sai d when he conplinmented her. She drew her knees up, lifted her purse
from
where she’d put it on the floor, runmaged for a cigarette, found one, and lit
it. He sat beside her on the edge of the bed, and she traced a |line down the
center of his back with a fingernail. Her name was Claire, she was fromdd
Man's Cay, and a few nore as generous as this one and she could pay a
freighter
for passage to Trinidad. “Cone on,” she said. “lI’mnot sleepy anynore.”

He said nothing, listening to the roll of the ocean

After a while she stabbed her cigarette out in an ashtray beside the bed
and stood up, her lean, firmbody and carnelian-tipped breasts catching
nmoonl i ght. She took the clothes she’d folded over a chair and began to dress.
Moore sat where he was. “1’d better go,” she said. “I don't like sleeping in



a
strange bed.”

“Neither do I,” he said quietly.

“My sister’s going to get me a job on Trinidad,” she said, trying to
lighten his nmood with sone casual conversation. “She’'s a dental
receptionist.”
She narrowed her eyes at his back, struck by his defensel ess, unnmoving
post ure.
He had a strong body, he was young and had seened okay when they’'d net at the
Landfal | Tavern that afternoon, but now he was so detached and distant.
“Wasn’ t
everything as you wanted it?” she asked himfinally.

“Yes.” He wi ped the noisture fromhis face, stood up. “It was fine.” He
got
a striped terry-cloth robe out of his closet and put it on. \When he turned
back
he saw the sea shinmrering, patches of silver and black, through the terrace
doors. The nmoon hung in the center of pendul ous, free-formclouds. Fromits
position in the sky Moore estimated that it was a little past three. H s gaze
noved, as if drawn, to the dark Iine that lay just outside the sheen of the
harbor. He could see the flashes of white breaking around the reef’s exposed
bonm es; then he saw that other thing, that |Iong black shape |ying across the

reef. It seemed still wedged tight in the same position it had been in when
he' d

| ooked last. He was afraid the surf would eventually beat the hulk free, but
it

was still angled toward the sky, the sea foamng in silver and green swirls
of

| um nescence along its hull.

The hul k, dappl ed with noonlight and cl oud-shadow | i ke an eerie
canouf | age,
sent a slow crawl up his spine. How the hell did it come to be buried beneath
the sand? he wondered. And, nore inportantly, whose boat was it? British?
Ameri can? German? He focused his eyes, aware of the rustling of the girl’s
skirt
across the room A U-boat? One of Hitler's wolf-boats prowling the deep
currents, here in the placid Caribbean? It |ooked Iike a dark coffin recently
exhuned. He shook off the image quickly; but he couldn’t shake a strange idea
he’d had all day, sonething that had nade himwant to get to the Landfal
Tavern, down a few conforting shots of rum and seek sone conpani onship for
t he
ni ght ahead.

It was alnost as if he'd felt conpelled to try to dig that thing out
underwat er; he had known he was approaching his diving linmts and he
shoul dn’ t
have been that deep. He had this feeling he’'d been lured there, enticed by
t hat
peri scope jutting fromthe sand. He wasn’'t responsible for finding the
submarine; rather, it had sonehow found himand pressed himinto service.

Claire was buttoning her blouse, still watching him tired but
hal f - hopefu
he would warmto her again, offer her a bit nore noney. He was an attractive
man
and he had nmade love to her in a gentle but demandi ng way that had nearly
succeeded in exciting her

Suddenly he turned fromthe window “I1’Il nake you sonething to eat
bef ore
you go,” he told her.

She closed the last button. “I can't eat in the mddle of the night,”

she



sai d, | aughing.

He shut the terrace doors and waited until they were out in the corridor
before he switched on the lights. They descended a stairway, and when they
got
to the front room Moore turned on a pair of |anps, which surrounded themwith
a
warm snoky glow. Claire squinted a fraction through sl eep-swllen eyes and
snoot hed her skirt down over her hips because she knew it was winkled. “I
don’ t
| ook too good in the light,” she apol ogi zed.

Moore gazed at her; she was a pretty girl, very young, hardly out of her
teens, but already the lines were show ng. Very few wonen were able to keep
their | ooks after a few years under the searing Caribbean sun, and she woul d
be
no exception. But he smiled at her, knowi ng she was fishing for a conplinent.
HI
think you' re very attractive. Sexy. How about a cup of coffee?”

She gave a hal f-nod and sat down in one of the wi cker chairs. She put
her
purse, made a bit heavier by his nmoney, on the long table made of a solid
pi ece
of driftwood, sanded and oiled. Across the bare wood floor there was a rug of
woven seagrass; there were book-lined shelves, nost of themold paperbacks, a
small fireplace with a stone mantel. A group of primitive paintings, done in
wild and vivid splashes of color by sone island artist, decorated one wall

Moore went back through a connecting doorway down another corridor to a
ki tchen; he made two cups of the strong, rather sweet, island brew and
br ought
one of themto her. He crossed the room and took a decanter froma shelf to
pour
a stiff shot of dark ruminto his cup. He sipped at the fortified coffee,
feeling it light up his insides and chase the bad dreanms away. As he turned
back
to her he caught a glinpse of the harbor stretched out bel ow the hotel
t hr ough
one of the many square wi ndows that |lined the room Mbonlight glistened on
t he
submarine, giving it shadowy teeth.

“Too early for that,” Caire said, indicating his cup. “You drank a good
bit down in the tavern.”

He shrugged of fhandedly and sat down in a chair across from her, unable
to
concentrate on anything but his dream and the events of the previous day. He
had
filled out some forns at the constable’s office and Kip had wi tnessed t hem
He
was uncertain about procedure on a mlitary vessel but, he'd said, at |east
t hey
were getting something down on paper. Then, there were two ways to go:
contacting the Coast Guard to have the boat towed off and possibly sunk in
deeper water, or sending out feelers over the radio-tel ephone to the two
near est
| arge islands. Janmi ca was approximtely two hundred mles to the northwest
and
Haiti one hundred to the north. Kip had a cousin working for the police in

Ki ngston, who could probably fill themin on the procedures so everything
woul d

be aboveboard and legal. If anyone wanted a | ook at the boat the word woul d
get

out. Moore had decided to wait on inform ng the Coast Guard and see what



devel oped. Kip had agreed, for as long as he could placate Mayor Reynard.
Then

he cauti oned Moore against any nore diving in that dammed Abyss—at | east
unti |

the nmess was cleared up. “Wiere' d that thing conme fron?” C aire asked him

He | ooked up at her, finally registering what she' d said. “Wat thing?”

“l saw you lookin' at it, upstairs, and then out the wi ndow. The boat.”

“Underwater,” he said. “Other than that | don’'t know. "~

The girl was right: It was too early for rum You re older and wi ser and
this only conpounds the sickness. O so the doctors had said. Tinme doesn't
heal ,

Moor e t hought suddenly, it only nakes you forget the name of your illness.
And

what was it called? There was a nedical termfor it that More didn't
remenber.

The layman’s | abel was much sinpler: “survivor’s syndrone.”

Claire | ooked up, putting the enpty cup aside, went to the w ndow, and
gazed down. “It’s a big one. The nmen are already tal king about it in the
taverns.”

“Are they? What do they say?”

“Funny things, things | don’t understand so good. It’'s made sone of them
afraid, and there’s a lot of whisperin goin on.”

“Are you afraid of it?” he asked.

She paused, then sniled awkwardly, but the smile was quickly gone. “I’ve
never seen nothin' like it before. But..l don’t know Mebbe. A closed-up
t hi ng
like that, as huge as it is, like something froma bad night. | get chills
t hi nki ng about it.” She watched him seeing his gaze go through her as if she
were invisible. She picked up her purse. “l should go.”

“Let me get dressed and I'Il walk you down,” he told her as he got to
hi s
feet, but she shook her head.

“No need. | be all right. You ever want to see nme again |I’'Il be down by
t he

tavern sonewhere, but | figure to be |eaving here soon.” As he approached her
she reached out and touched his hand. It was as cold and hard as stone. She
sm | ed again, showi ng teeth sharpened by chewi ng sugar cane, and then she was
gone out the door and along H gh Street. She headed for the dark village
bel ow,
keepi ng her eyes away fromthe thing |ying across the reef. For a long while
Moore stood in the doorway and wat ched her wal k away, knowi ng she’d be okay
but
wi shing all the while he’d gone with her just so that he could be with
someone.
And then he couldn’t see her anynore and he cl osed the door.

He felt weary suddenly, and after a while he turned off the lights and
clinbed the stairs in darkness.

On Kiss Bottom surf surged in around the hul k, hanmrering at iron
f oam ng
in and then back, again and again. A dog howed in the village, and another
began bar ki ng, brokenly, in answer.

There was a manta ray sailing across the noon.

The aged bl ack fisherman could clearly see its lines, the ridges al ong
its
ext ended wi ngs, the long, sweeping tail trailing after it. It was a big one,
he
t hought, plenty big enough bait for hungry snappers. As he watched, the w de
cl oud changed, curled in upon itself, becane the silver image of a flying
fish



reaching for a height its ocean brothers could only dream of. Then the w ngs
nelted and it becane a man’s face with an open nouth. He could see the wide
eyes, the cheekbones, the point of a chin. But there was fear in that face,
and

as he continued to observe the cloud, the | ook of the thing frightened him
The

nmout h opened wi der, wider, in the outcry of one who has seen a terrible

vi sion

but does not yet know what he has seen. He felt the breeze knife through his
bones. The mouth, opened as w de as possible, suddenly split fromthe face
and

became a separate cloud; now it was no |longer a face but sonething grotesque
and

unrecogni zable, turning in on itself |like a maddened beast.

Abruptly the fisherman turned his gaze away.

There was a sharp bark, then a subdued grow i ng.

“Hey!” said the old nman. “Hey! You | eave them be!”

The old man’s terrier nmutt, perched on top of the fishing skiff’'s
wet -wel I,
had been wat ching the bone-white squid as they darted and dived, their
tent acl es
tangling together. “You put your nose in there, Coconut,’
“and one 'o them boys bite it off sure as | tells you!”

The nmutt scanpered away fromthe wet-well and to the stern, where his
master sat with one hand on the tiller of a small trolling motor. “I ought to
throw you to the nerrinmaids,” the old man said, feigning disgust.

There were |l ess than two hours until first light, and the fat squid that
usual ly rose around Kiss Bottomat this tine of the nmorning were nowhere in
sight. He had caught what he could, nesmerizing the fish with the beamof a
flashlight and then scooping themout, twisting and coiled, with a net. He
coul d
tell time by the rise of the squids, and in twenty years of foraging them
from
the reef that clock had never been off. \Wiere were they this norning? He sat
back in the stern, seeing the huge angl ed shape just ahead, hearing the soft
t hunder of the sea around it.

It was that bastard scaring the squid away. Dammed thing prob’ ly rustin
into the sea, and the squids taste the rust and go back down for the sweeter
depths. He had seen the thing wedged onto the reef, and he’d marveled at its
size. He'd never seen a boat like that before, all tight and seal ed shut. How
did the captain breathe, or any of the crew? Damm, but it was a mystery! His
wi fe hadn't wanted himto go out this norning, but in all of twenty years
only
the storms had kept himfrom squi ddi ng. No damed rusting shell was going to
scare himoff, he'd told her. “And besides,” he'd said, “the thing is dead.”
“No, no,” she’d told him “you don’t know nothin’ about it. | was here then
You
don’t know ’'cause you came after it was over and done.”

Superstitions. They was all the tine eatin’ at a woman, tryin’ to get at

said the fishernman,

a
man too. Not that he didn't listen hard to the winds and the tides, or
bel i eve
in the power of Rev. Boniface. But sone things—eld things his father and
grandf at her had sworn by a long tine ago—he refused to put his faith in.

The water hissed along the thing's spine as he neared it. Damm thing got
a
nest of snakes in it, he thought. He | ooked toward the towering bow, ran his
gaze past the rise of the conning tower. The boat was battered pretty bad,
but
no al gae grow hs marked the iron. That was plenty peculiar. As he watched, a



swell rolled across the stern leaving a trail of dull green phosphorescence
and

brown seaweed. It was an underwater boat, his wife had told him Sonething
bad

and unnatural about it, she’'d said. How could it stay under and then cone
back

up agai n? He shook his head. It was a mystery, one that was beyond him
Coconut

barked sharply again, stirring himfromhis thoughts.

Strands of weed, as long and brown as a wonan’s hair, rolled across the
reef. H s skiff was jostled by swells, and he put a hand on each gunwale to
steady hinself. He realized he was getting a little too close to the bomm es,
and he’'d had a skiff peeled open before, so he turned his tiller to get away.
Across the reef the seaweed swirled, a dance of the nmorning tides, and the
phosphorescence gl eanmed |ike |iquid emneralds.

And then, as if froma distance, cane a | ow grindi ng noi se.

The old man’s flesh crawl ed; beside himthe dog junped, yipped.

Sil ence. The sea, the breezes whining around broken railings.

Coconut began to bark again. “Hush! Hush, | said!” The old man reached
down
for his flashlight and snapped it on, pointing it into the water at the
submarine’s hull

A rush of foam kept himfrom seei ng anyt hing; he noved the |ight toward
t he
stern, his nmouth suddenly gone dry. Then the grinding noise returned, ful
force, and fromthe foamcane a clunp of coral and weed that |ooked Iike a
decapitated head. Water rolled in, hammering, pulling. At first he didn't
understand, but as he followed the beamof the light the realization cane
cl ear
to him and it clawed at his heart. The boat had noved, just slightly, but it
had moved. It was sliding backward, grinding over the reef. The currents were
freeing it.

“Great God!” he cried out; the hul k shuddered, and he al nost dropped his
light. The grinding quieted, alnost vani shed, then picked up again: a hideous
screamof iron ripping coral. “Hey!” the old man shouted toward the sl eeping
village. They had to hear it. They had to, the sleepin’ fools! “HEYl HEY!”
But
now the grinding was too loud, it filled his brain and ears and nouth so he
coul d neither shout out nor hear his own words. \Wen the skiff rose over the
next swell he tripped over the dog; as he grabbed for the starboard gunwal e
t he
flashlight fell fromhis fingers and into the sea. In blackness, he reached
for
the tiller.

But before he could grasp it, he was riveted in place.

H s eyes, accustoned to the darkness now, saw the shadowy thing begin to
slide off the reef with a | ow, om nous groaning and a hissing of foam
Sonet hi ng
unnatural, his wife had said. Water roiled across the boat’s deck as it
settled
down; it gurgled through vents and sl oshed across the deck debris. Something
was
hamreri ng, hanmmering, hanmmeri ng...

It’s sinkin'! he thought, glad to see it go. He twisted the tiller
ar ound,
his breath harsh and forced, and nmade for the reef entrance. The dog was
whi npering at his feet, but even when he shoved himw th a foot, Coconut
woul dn’t stop crying. He could see the swirls of water at the entrance, and
t he
two buoys were clanging simultaneously, like church bells, again and again



and
again. He was only a few yards fromthe passage when he turned in his seat to
wat ch the hul k go under.

But there was sonething black behind him sonething huge, bearing down
on
him cutting the sea to ribbons on either side. It twisted his guts in utter
terror and forced his nouth open in a soundl ess scream He let go the tiller,
held up his hands to try to ward it off. The skiff, out of control, turned
broadside in its path.

The | oom ng bows drove across the fisherman's craft, splitting it,
grindi ng
it down; tinbers exploded into the sky, then whirled in circles and fel
back.
Iron roared, tearing through reef bomm es. The buoys cl anged nmadly, the sea
al nrost snmothering them Wth a long, piercing shriek the hul k passed through
t he
entrance, struck sand bottomw th a hollow, reverberating boomand finally
| ay
still, the water still churning all along it. The submarine lay just inside
t he
har bor, stuck on a narrow sandbar. Behind it, spreading like an oil slick, was
a
mass of tinbers. In the nmdst of it was a crushed thing that had been a human
body.

Li ghts began to cone on in the village, one yellow dot at a time, and a
dog
how ed as if trying to scare the noon away.

Fi ve

IN THE PEARLY norning |ight three men waded through the surf, pushing aside
shards of tinber, and lifted out what was left of a corpse. An old woman in a
tattered green gown screaned on shore as she watched.

“Careful, careful,” Kip told the other two quietly. “Conme on back. Watch
your step, now.” The body felt like sonmething nmade of strawin their arns, a
sack of broken bones hardly recogni zabl e as sonethi ng that once wal ked,

breathed, lived. The gases hadn’t had tinme to build yet. One armwas thrown
out,
a frail lance defending agai nst attack. Teeth glistened in the remant of a

face. Kip averted his eyes, controlling hinmself with all the w Il power he
coul d
muster. Christ, what a terrible way to die! he thought. One of his helpers in
the grimchore shook his head back and forth; the other sinply stared
strai ght
ahead at the group of people who had congregated on the beach. The old wonman
could not stop shrieking, and the rest of the wonmen couldn’t quiet her
St aggering out of the surf, the men came up the beach; the onl ookers backed
away, faces drawn. The nen laid the corpse on a canvas tarpaulin and Kip
cl osed
the folds over it.

“You bastard..” Kip breathed at the submarine. He found hinsel f
nmesneri zed
by the thing. Painted in vivid reds and bl ack shadow by the rising disc of
t he
sun, the massive hul k was now notionl ess. The currents nust have lifted it
of f
Kiss Bottom and then...and then what? How did it crush the old nman? The hul k
could have turned before the man got his skiff away, but howin God s nane



did

it clear the passage so perfectly? Nowit was within the reef, sitting right
i nsi de Coqui na’s harbor. He wal ked forward a few feet, the surf swirling
around

hi s shoes and sucking the sand from beneath them It nust have happened very
fast, he reasoned, and the old fisherman had pani cked, | osing control of his
skiff. How many tons did that boat weigh? Seven, eight hundred? Sonethi ng
bunped

his foot and he | ooked down; a gray, spongy mass had washed up. He realized
what

it was when he saw the eye: the severed head of the old man’s terrier mutt.

He stepped back and the head was dragged away by the surf.

The wonman had st opped her shrieking now, her eyes were fixed on the
canvas-encl osed form and one of the others was soothing her

“Take her home,” Kip told the wonen. “And one of you get Dr. Maxwel | for
her.”

They pulled at her but she resisted, shaking her head violently. Her

gaze

didn't nove fromthe tarpaulin, as if she expected her husband to throw it
asi de

like a sheet and get up, whole and alive again. “Go on,” Kip said softly.

“There’ s nothing you can do.”

She | ooked at him and blinked; heavy tears streamed copiously along the
deep trenches of her face. “I tell him” she said suddenly, in a weary voice.
“I
tell him Masango!”

One of the wonen gently grasped her arm

“Masango!” she said again, her eyes flickering fromKip to the
submari ne.

Then she allowed themto | ead her, like a sleepwal ker, back to her house
further

al ong the harbor. Kip watched them | eave, wondering what she was talking
about .

An evil spell?

A battered green pickup truck drove toward himalong Front Street; it
slowed, pulled off into the sand. Mdore clinbed out and came qui ckly across
t he
beach to where the constable stood. “Wwo was it?” More asked, and Kip saw
t hat
there were deep hollows under his friend s eyes, as if he’'d only slept for a
coupl e of hours.

“Kephas, a fisherman,” the constable said. “l don’t think you knew him?"”

Moore gazed down at the tarpaulin; when he | ooked up, his eyes fixed on

t he

submarine. “How did this happen?” he asked, a strange note in his voice.
“The currents nust have worked the boat free; it went right over his

skiff. He's not a pretty sight.” He glanced over at the group of islanders.

“All
of you get on, now. | need a couple of nen to carry the body, but the rest of
you go on hone.”

“My God,” Moore nmuttered as the people dispersed. “I saw fromny terrace
that the thing had gotten into the harbor, and | knew somrethi ng bad had
happened

when | saw the conmotion on the beach, but | didn't know..
“W gon’ take himto the rev’'rend?” one of the nen asked, comi ng forward.
Kip started to agree, but then shook his head. He was staring out past
t he
bl ack’ s shoul der. “No need,” he said finally.
Moore and the others turned to | ook. Standing in the shadows t hat
stretched



across the sand was a tall, gaunt figure in black, |eaning on a thin ebony
cane.
The man bl ended with the darkness except for the circles of light that caught
in
the I enses of his glasses. He stood where he was for a nonent nore, then
approached, his cane probing the ground in front of him More saw sonet hi ng
glittering around the man’s neck: It was a gl ass eye on a long chain.
Boni f ace
did not | ook at any of them but instead he bent down and drew aside the
canvas.
He crossed hinself, closed the folds, noved past More and the constable, and
faced the submarine as if confronting an ancient eneny. More saw his eyes
bl aze
and then narrow into slits.

“l see it has come through the passage,” he said. He took a long breath
and
si ghed deeply. H's breath cane in a tortured gasp, as if he couldn’t get
enough
air into his |ungs.

“I't crushed Kephas.." Kip began

“Qui. One of the wonmen cane for nme.” Boniface regarded the two bl acks.
“You
men, take his corpse to the church and leave it there.”

Wthout hesitation they lifted up the canvas, holding it between them
and
made their way toward Front Street.

“Where did you find this thing, More?” Boniface asked, not |ooking at
t he
man but at the boat.

“On a ledge in the Abyss, about a hundred and fifty feet down, maybe a
little nore.”

“And what’s to be done with it?”

“For the time being,” Kip said, “it’s going to have to stay where it is.

Boni face whirled around to face the constable. “You nust not..” the
reverend
said; the orb hanging around his neck glinting in the sun. H s eyes had a
power
which Kip had rarely seen before. “You nust not allowit to stay in this
har bor .
You nust take it back over the Abyss, cut a hole inits hull and let it sink
Do
you under stand what |’ m sayi ng?”

“No,” Kip responded, “I don't.”
“One man is dead,” the reverend said quietly. “Isn’t that enough?”
“Just a minute,” More interrupted. “It was an accident.”

“Certainly,” Boniface said, with a hint of sarcasmin his voice. “Do as
I
say,” he ordered Kip. “Get it out of the harbor. \Were that thing goes there
is
much to fear.”

“That’ s voodoo tal k!” Kip said disdainfully. “That’s an ol d, dead
machi ne

out there. | think it’s right you re concerned, but..

“Concerned?” Athin smle slithered, lizardlike, across the man’s |ips.
“Concerned, oui.” He lifted up the eye so both nen could see it; sunlight
flashed, reflecting an arc of light. “This is my sight, ny aché. | have seen

terrible things, and I ask you to do as | say.”
“l don’t believe in your visions, Boniface,” Kip said. “Or your voodoo.”
“l don’t ask you to believe!” The reverend s voice was sharp, and his
wor ds



had meani ng behi nd them he evidently could not divulge. “I ask you to be
war ned.
Everything the gods have created on this earth has a power...i ncl udi ng that
machi ne.”

“No gods created it,” More said. “Men did.”

Boni face nodded gravely. “And are nen not guided by their gods, be it
t he
god of peace or the god of war?” He stared into Moore's face for a nonment and
saw sonething there that disturbed him Then he turned to the constable. “Al
manner of things have their life forces, for good or for evil, and | amvery
famliar with the forces that rule that boat.”

The man was openly tal king voodoo now. “You speak of it as if you really
thought it was alive.” Kip said inpatiently.

“Because | know! " Boniface hissed. “I renmenber.” He caught hinself,
| ooked
away into the harbor.

“Remenber what ?” Ki p asked.

“The fire,” Boniface said very quietly.

Kip had heard hushed nention of it since he’d been on Coquina. It had
happened during the war—a great blaze that had consumed nost of the island' s

dwel | i ngs, sweeping out across the jungle and killing a score of people. He'd
tried to learn nore, for the sake of curiosity, from Langstree at the
boat yar ds

and some of the other old-tiners, but it was a subject no one w shed to
di scuss
freely. “\What about the fire?”

The sun was slowy filling in the shadows of the reverend s face,
settling
into the lines. They were like winkles in an ancient piece of parchnment. He
was
silent for a long long while, and when he spoke it was with a genuine effort.

“I't began with a screaming in the sky, as if all the heavens were
wai | i ng,
as if the night sky had gone mad. At first it sounded distant...very distant...
then | ouder and | ouder, cloaking the senses in noise and heat. There was an
expl osion in the boatyard, and anot her and another; glass burst from w ndows
and
people were thrown to the ground by the bl ow of an invisible fist.
remenber ;
oui, | renenber too well. Sonething expl oded anong the fishermen’s houses and
the flames began there. The wi nd whi pped in, tossed sparks into the sky,
scattered themthrough the jungle. The strongest of us hel ped whonever we
coul d
to get away fromthe village, and we escaped to the sea in the few boats that
were still nobored to the broken wharfs.” He paused, his eyes bitter; his
t ongue
darted out and licked his dry lower lip.

“We could see the bl ossomings of the fires all along the beach and
stretching toward the jungle. The British had a few freighters and a patrol
boat
nmoored in the burning boatyard, and they were trying to get themout to the
open
sea; there was much shouting and scream ng, and their patrol boat crew was
firing at sonething beyond our boats. At that time there were shore
batteri es—the big, ugly guns in their concrete bunkers—ear the yard and
bui I t
hi gher up on Coquina; their yellow tracks streaked across our heads into the
di stance.”

He | ooked fromKip to More. “It was such a long tine ago, you see, and
t he



cruelty of it is that | recall every detail so clearly, so terrible and
perfect.

W were all in the mire of a nightmare, jamred together in skiffs and sailing
sl oops. There were many hysterical and wild, others trying to keep order as
we

wat ched our island burn. Mon Dieu, there can be no worse torture than that!
Coqui na was a mass of fire. There was no fleeing, for those of us who had

t aken

to the sea could still hear our brothers and sisters scream ng on shore. The
heat touched our faces; we saw the bodies contorted in pain, racing into the
surf where they only felt a worse pain as the salt hit their raw burns. The
wailing, the terrible wailing...the night was full of it. | can never forget
it

as long as | live.

“And through the thick curtain of whirling snoke a noi se reached us,
nor e
terrible even than that of human agony: It was a heavy poundi ng that made the
ocean trenble. The tinbers of the boats shuddered under us. W thought we
woul d
be capsi zed, and perish. W waited, and then out of the snmoke cane a thing
t hat
could drive a man mad, haunt his sleep until he despaired of ever finding
rest
again. One of the nen aboard ny skiff had a pistol and in his rage he fired
at
the thing, but there was no stopping nor slowing it. The sea thundered around
it. Its great rolling bowwave came under us, throw ng our boat over; we
cl ung
to its upturned hull like rats. The nonstrous thing, all black and gl eani ng
i ke
a huge, hungry predator, passed just before us.

“And that was when | saw the man. He stood high up on a platform of sone
sort. He stared at us for a nonent and then he di sappeared. The boat—for
had
realized it was such—passed on and then suddenly dropped away |ike a stone
into
the sea. The waves rushed across it, and we sat stunned in the mdst of the
sea.

Still we could hear the terrible screans of the dying from Coquina. W al ways
had the fear that the nonster nmight return.”

Boni face raised his cane and pointed it like a rapier. “And that was the
thing I saw. The thing of iron and evil; it canme fromthe night and returned
into the night.”

“A sea-to-land shelling,
Ger man
submarine after the island boatyards.
sone
sort of vengeful iron denmon; Mdore coul d understand why the islanders had
feared
it.

”

Moore said after a monent. “Then it was a

The thing | ooked wi cked enough, |ike

“To us it was a thing fromHell, crewed by facel ess, inhuman creatures
of
another world. W& wanted no part in that white man’s war and yet it was
forced
upon us. W were not to be spared. The boat canme again, and brought death
unti |
it was itself destroyed.”

“How?” Kip asked him intrigued. “Wat destroyed it?”

“That | don’t know. But many nights | stood on this beach, perhaps in
this



exact spot, and watched the fires burning out at sea, the strange green and
crimson conets streaking the black. And each norning the debris washed in,
parts

of ships and men. Frozen bodies with twi sted, terror-struck faces; sonetimes
only a tide of blood or of arms and legs.” He drew in his breath. “That...is
t he

Ni ght Boat, risen fromits tonb at the bottom of the sea.”

The nen were silent. Kip could hear the buoys clanging out past the
reef,
and their sharp nmetallic sound grated on his nerves. The sea washed strands
of
clinging weed across the U-boat’s deck, and nade a rhut hummmm noi se al ong t he
iron. “There’s nothing for anyone to fear anynore,” Kip said. “lIt’s a dead
hunk
of netal now.”

Boni face turned slowy to face the constable. “Not dead. Only waiting.
And
| beg you as | have never begged any man on this earth. Return it to the
Abyss.”

“For God’ s sake!” Kip said, irritated by the man’s persistence and nore
than a bit uneasy beneath his powerful gaze. “You' ve preached spirits and
voodoo
for so long you' re seeing junbies in a junkyard relic!”

The reverend said nothing for a long while, [ooking fromone man to the
other, probing their belief and fear. “Di eu vous garde,” he said softly. *“
have
a body to attend to.
of
t he cane, he noved away up the beach. He stopped once nore on higher ground
to
stare back at the subrmarine, and then he di sappeared anong the cl apboard
houses
fringing Front Street.

Kip saw t hat More | ooked concerned. “Don't listen to him” he said.
“Superstition’s becone his second nature. But damm it all, | don't see how
t hat
bastard cleared the reef and got through into ny harbor!”

The traw ers were preparing to nmove out for the fishing grounds fromthe
commer ci al wharfs across the beach. Diesels runbled; nen shouted back and
forth
fromboat to boat, and lines were cast off. There would barely be room for
t hem
to swing past the obstruction of the submarine and out to sea. The sun was
rising now, a hot yelloworb in a sky that promi sed to be a clear azure bl ue.
A
few nonents before, the hul k had indeed | ooked dark and spectral, with the
weeds
entwining its deck and railings. Now, in the clearer light, it sinply
appear ed
to be a battered, aged w eck.

“Can you give ne a lift back up to ny office?” Kip asked, and when Mbore
nodded t hey began wal ki ng toward the pickup truck. “A hell of a ness,” Kip
muttered. “The whol e island probably knows about this by now, and if | judge

He turned fromthem and, picking his way with the tip

Boni face correctly he’'ll use it as an opportunity to strengthen his hold on

t hese people. I've got to do something about that boat, David. | can't let it
rot here, but for the life of me | don't.” He stopped suddenly, his eye
caught

by the sun glinting brightly off the tin roof of the abandoned naval shelter
of f
in the distance. No, that would be one hell of a huge risk. Then he asked



hinself: nore risk than leaving it unattended on the sandbar?

The constable’'s office, a small stucco building painted a Iight green,
was
on the village square. There was an oval park of palnettos in the center of
t he
street, and the weather-etched granite statue of a black nman hefting a
har poon
that had been erected by the British as a peace concession to the Carib
I ndi an
tribe. It honored one of the Carib chieftains—a man named Cheyne—who in the
1600s had |l ed a rag-tag arny against a band of pirates who were trying to
sei ze
Coquina as a fortress. The Caribs had been here at |east a hundred years
before
the first British settlers had arrived; they lived off the sea and the | and,
keeping to thensel ves unless feeling threatened, and then their wath could
be
awesone. It was clear that the Caribs were to be left alone, judging fromthe
nunber of British settlers who were laid in their graves in those early
years.

Now they were nostly quiet, and Miore didn’'t know rmuch about their current
way

of life. Across the Square were brightly painted buildings: Everybody’s

G ocers

and Cafe, Langstree’s marine supply store, an open-air nmarket where the

i nl and

farmers displayed their goods on Saturdays, and the Coqui na Hardware Store.
Dirt-track streets cut back through the jungle to nore houses. Beyond those,
t he

foliage grew thick and wld.

Coquina was fifteen mles around, housing a population of alittle nore
than seven hundred. In centuries past it had served as a battl eground between
the British and the French; the island, along with a dozen other small spits
of
sand in the area, had been possessed first, in the early 1500s, by the
Spani sh,
who had left it pretty nmuch alone, then a hundred years later by the British
who’' d fought the Caribs to nake a go of sugar and tobacco plantations. The
French had attacked when the plantations had proven profitable. And so on in
a
spiral of naval and diplomatic warfare, until finally the British seized it as
a
per manent possession. Sone of the old plantation great houses still stood in
t he
deep jungl e al though now they were cracked nounds of rubble through which the
vines and growth had reclained their own territory. When More wandered t hese
old plantation houses through the Iong corridors and enmpty, ghostly roons, he
t hought sometines he could feel how it nust have been: the | and barons gazing
out over their sloping fields to the seas beyond, the schooners with
bi | I owi ng
sails slipping across the ocean to take on new cargoes for nother England.
Coqui na had been a good and inexpensive investment for the British, until the
Caribs had rebelled and killed nost of the plantation owners.

The island was so naned because it was shaped like a coquina’s shell;
al so
because the beaches were filled with the little clamike sand-di ggers. They
wer e
thrown up by the surge of the surf and then would rapidly scurry down again
into
the safety of the wet sand, their paths marked only by bursting bubbl es of



air.

And now, over two hundred years since the French and British had battled
here, Coquina was home to David More. Perhaps it would not be hone forever,
but
for now it was good enough.

Cod, how the years have passed, he thought as he drove into the Square.
Rapidly flashing by in swirls of color, of experience, of nmenories he kept
cl ose
to his chest like a deck of cards. In the space of seven years, everything
had
changed and the changes had | ed himhere. His mnd sheered away fromthe old
vision: riotous gray waves, soaring whitecaps, a stormthat had swept up
wi t hout
war ni ng, thunderclouds torn fromthe sky above the Atlantic into Chesapeake
Bay.

The ragged images tortured him filled himwith a sense of dull, throbbing
rage

and left himw th the know edge that at any given instant, the security and
hope

of aman's life could fall away like rotten flooring.

“You okay?” Kip asked, gently touching More' s arm “You just passed ny
of fice. Sl ow down.”

Moor e shook hinmself fromthe nenories. “Sure. GQuess | wasn’t thinking.”

He turned the pickup around and parked in front of Kip's office.

“You had your breakfast?” Kip asked.

“Not yet.”

“Come on in and I'Il throw something on the griddle.” He opened the door
and Moore followed himinside. Kip's office was piled high with varied and
assorted things—there was scarcely roomto turn around. There was a desk and
a
reading lanp, a few chairs, a bookshelf with | egal volunes; behind the desk a
| ocked gun cabinet, faced with glass, holding two rifles. On a wall hung
franmed
certificates of merit from Kingston, and there was al so a crayon drawi ng of a
scene in Coqui na harbor—the trading vessels with nasts |ike tel ephone pol es
and
all of themcolored a different hue—done by Kip's five-year-old daughter
M ndy.

@Qunnetal -gray filing cabinets stood against the opposite wall next to a
st or age

cl oset; another door with an inset of glass at eye-level |led back to two
cells.

Kip drew open the blinds; sunlight flooded in. He slid a couple of the
wi ndows open so the sea-breezes could enter, and then he went to the far side
of
the room There was a small sink with a shelf above it holding a few pl ates
and
cups as well as a hot plate, which Kip plugged into a wall socket, and a
portabl e i cebox. He rummaged in the icebox, found a couple of eggs, and
kni f ed
strips froma slab of bacon

Moore settled hinself into a chair before the constable’ s desk and ran a
hand across his face. He sighed wearily.

“VWhat’s wong with you?” Kip asked him “You not getting enough sl eep?”
He
threw the bacon into a skillet he had placed on the hot plate. He smled. “I
understand your problem nmny friend. You had too nuch conpany |ast night.”

“How d you hear about that?”

“1" m supposed to know everything that goes on around here.

Kip picked
up



two of the cups, saw that they were clean but rinsed themanyway. He filled a
teakettl e and waited for the bacon to crisp. “You ought to stop living out of
dammed cans |i ke you do, David. It’s no trouble for Myra to set an extra
pl ace.”

“She’d strangle you if she heard you say that.”

“Possibly.” The bacon was curling; the scent of it wafted about the
of fice.
One of Kip's duties as constable was to keep whatever prisoners he had
confi ned
i n good health, which nmeant feeding themthree tinmes a day, and on his budget
he

couldn’t afford to send out for food. “I made a call to my cousin Cyril in
Ki ngston yesterday evening,” he said after a pause.
“And..?”

“He couldn’t offer any suggestions; he thought | was joking at first, and
I
had a bad time convincing him In any event, Cyril’'s prom sed to pass the
information along to the Daily deaner.” Kip forked the bacon out of the
skill et
and onto the plates; he cracked the eggs and let themfry.

“I't bothers ne.” Mbore said quietly.

“What does?”

“The subrmarine. What made it go down? And what about the crew?”

Kip | ooked over his shoulder as he lifted out the fried eggs. “What
about
the crew?”

“1 wonder...what kind of men they were, and how did they conme to be so
far
away from home.."

“Well, there were a ot of U boats patroling the Caribbean in the early
part of the war,” Kip renminded him “You needn’'t be concerned about the crew
Most likely they’'re old nen relaxing in slippers by their hearths, puffing
their
pi pes, sipping their steins of beer, and swappi ng war stories. Here. Take
this
while | do the tea.”

Moore took the plate. “But the hatches are seal ed. How coul d they have
gotten out?”

Kip shrugged. “All those old crates had to have an energency hatch of

some
kind. I don't know, |'mcertainly not an expert. Are you going to stare at
t hat
egg or eat it?”

Moore probed it with his fork. “I’"mnot sure; | think I might be safer
j ust
staring.”

The kettle whistled. Kip poured water over a teabag in each cup and
of fered
one to Moore, then he sat down behind his desk and began to eat. “I’mnore
concerned with the present,” he said, in a graver tone. “I’'Il be going by to
see
t he Kephas worman, and I'’mnot quite sure what to say to her. Damm it! The
chances of an accident |ike that happening to her husband are one in a
mllion.”
H s jaw cl enched. “Boniface worries me. Ch, he's pretty nuch harnl ess, but a
| ot
of people on Coqui na pay himheed. | don't want himstirring up trouble over
t he
submarine. You' ve heard those druns going out in the jungle as many tines as
I



have; God only knows what he’'s up to during those cerempnies. And of course

there’s no legal action | could take, if | wanted to-which | don't. | don't
care

what gods the islanders pray to, | just don’t want undue and irrational fears
taki ng over.” He picked at his egg and then shoved his plate away. “I wish to

God Boni face had stayed in Haiti where he bel onged.”

“Why didn’'t he?”

Kip drank down the rest of his tea. “Local trouble.” He began to roll a
cigarette for hinself, using an island-grown tobacco. “A feud between hi m and
anot her voodoo priest—a houngan—ever territorial rights, | suppose. From what
I
gat her there was a |lot of bad stuff going on; Boniface' s home was burned down
and his famly chased off into the jungle. Not long after that the other
houngan
was found in the Port-au-Prince bay, weighted down by a gutfull of nails. The
police got on the track but nothing was ever proven; you know how t hose
t hi ngs
go. But this houngan was supposed to have had some powerful friends, and they
went hunting Boniface’s head. One way or another he got out of Haiti and
wander ed around the Cari bbean for a while. He settled here just before the
war .

Sone day I'd like to find out just how many skeletons | can pull fromhis
closet. Wiich brings us to that dammed hulk. 1'd love to donate it to
Langstree

to be hamered into scrap, but sone nuseum curator would probably slit ny
throat. Now, with the thing in my harbor...sonmething’s got to be done.” He lit
the cigarette and stood up, taking the two plates over to the sink.

Moore got up and went to the door. “l’ve got things of my own to do.
Shutters and drai npi pes still need sone patching.”

Kip wal ked out to the truck with him and they exchanged a few nore
comments about the ferocity of the stormthat had just passed. Kip could only
t hi nk of one thing: he dreaded the way the Kephas wonan woul d stare at him
when
he said, |'"'msorry, there’s nothing | could have done, it was an unavoi dabl e
acci dent. Unavoi dabl e?

Moore swung up into the truck and started the engi ne, waving back at his
friend. He drove along the street toward the Indigo Inn. After he was out of
sight, Kip turned toward the flat blue-green expanse of the harbor, watching
t he
thing that grew across the sandbar |ike a cancer

He drew on his cigarette, exhaled snoke. A trawl er was novi ng out
t hr ough
t he passage, with a gang of nen on its starboard deck maki ng sure they
cl eared
the submarine’s bul k. Far out at sea, an industry freighter was swinging in
to
take on a load of fish, coconuts, or tobacco.

It would take three trawmers to break it off the bar and guide it, he
deci ded. Langstree would screamlike hell, but that was sonething Kip had
encountered before. He closed and | ocked the office door and in another
nonent
was in his jeep, driving out of the Square toward the harbor bel ow

Si x

A SWRL OF dark smoke from straining diesel engines stained the blue of the
aft ernoon sky. The nmen on the trawl ers’ decks called back and forth to each
ot her as they yanked at thick hawsers and cabl es, securing them around



heavy-duty cleats and bollards. Lines drew tight, comng up out of the sea
with

a poppi ng sound, sending droplets of water flying. Sonmeone called out, “Pull
Break her ass, there!”

Ti mbers creaked; the noise of diesels nounted, their vibrations poundi ng
decks and churning the guts of the bl acks who worked there. Sweat rolled off
t heir backs beneath the hot sun. “Gve 'er nore,” the captain of the Hellie
shouted out, the stub of a Brazilian cigar clenched firmy in his teeth.

“ Come

on, non!” Water boiled at the stern. The captain | ooked across to the other
trawl er, the Lucy J. Leen, stretched tight on its spiderweb of hawsers. The
Lucy’s diesels were snoking, and it |ooked as if her captain was going to
have

to drop his main lines.

The Hellie' s master squinted and exhal ed a | arge cloud of blue snoke.
Christ A mghty! That big bitch had her nose stuck tight in sand; she wasn't
going to nove, no matter how much power they squeezed into the engi nes. One
of
the starboard |lines was fraying fast; he saw it and pointed, “Hey! You nen
wat ch
your fuckin’ heads when that baby comes flyin' back, you hear ne?”

Anot her trawler, a rickety old boat with a smaller draft, had secured
l'i nes
onto the hulk’s bow, pulling its nose out of the sand while the other bigger
boats hauled at its length. The thing was heavy-heavi er than she | ooked. The
Hellie's master didn't want his diesels wecked, and he was al nbst ready to
tell
his first mate to shut them down. But he’'d told Steve Kip he’'d do his best,
and
by God that’'s what he was going to do. “W’re heatin’!” soneone cried out,
and
the captain yelled back, “Let 'er heat!”

The props were foaming wild water at the sterns of the traw ers; now

sand

was coming up, too. That was a |l ot of power working in there. Shit! The
captain

grunted and chewed the butt. Fuckin’ thing won't novel

But suddenly there was a sliding sound and the Hellie |urched forward.
“Ease up!” the captain called out sharply. “Drop her down a few notches!” The
di esel s i mmedi ately began to runble nore quietly, and a man in the stern on
t he
trawl er securing the bow |lines waved his arnmns.

“Ckay,” the captain called out toward the squat wheel house. “Full ahead.”

“Ful | ahead!” The order went back, by way of two or three crewren.

The Hellie began to nove back, as did the Lucy J. Leen, still snoking
badly, and the sliding noise intensified. Then, abruptly, it ceased. The
submarine’s bow began to swing free, and the beat-up traw er tightened its
hawsers to keep control over the thing. Holding the U boat secured within
their
circle, the trawl er armada noved at a crawl past the wharfs where the crew of
a
Bahaman freighter watched fromtheir aft deck. The swells rolled in toward
t he
fishing wharfs, bobbing the small boats up and down against their tire-brows
and
bunpers, spreadi ng out beneath the pilings, and smashing into the beach in a
mass of oil-streaked foam

The trawl ers noved along the semcircle of the harbor, past the village
toward the boatyard beyond. Past a couple of old, submerged wrecks with masts
and funnels protruding fromblue water, past another large traw er at anchor



past the boatyard wharfs they nmoved. The Hellie s captain | ooked al ong the
port

deck and coul d see the al umi num drydock shelters. The |argest one, the one
used

as a tenporary shelter for patrol boats during the war, was right on the lip
of

the sea. It had been built on a concrete bedding with a |arge door that could
be

rai sed or |owered and a dam and punpi ng systemthat could allow fl oodi ng; now
the captain could see the open shelter doorway. It was set amd a junble of
unused, rotting piers the navy had built and then abandoned. It was going to
be

dammed tricky getting such a length in there, dammed tricky.

He watched the angle of the swells as they flowed around Kiss Bottonis
bonm es. The sea was running a bit rough this afternoon, and that was going
to
cause nore problenms. The Hellie's naster had been a first nmate on a British
ocean- goi ng sal vage tug, and that was the primary reason Kip had asked himto
oversee the operation. He'd towed for the British navy in the latter years of
the war and had brought in many dead or dying ships to the Navy facilities
here
in this very harbor. He tw sted around to check the lines. Nunber four
frayi ng
badly, nunber two as well. Goddamm it! he snarled to hinmself. No good rope in
the islands these days! The Lucy J. Leen was cutting back sonewhat due to her
overtaxed di esels; someone was going to catch hell about letting those
engi nes
get in such a shit-awful shape.

Dar k-green water roiled inside the abandoned naval shelter. He could see
the workmen waiting with their sturdy hawsers to secure the hul k. The
traw ers
passed the shelter; the smaller craft with the bow lines turned in front of
t he
submarine and nade for the open doorway. Diesels shrilled, but in another
nonent
the hul k responded and started nmoving bowfirst toward the shelter
Si mul t aneously the larger boats cut their engines; nowit was up to the small
boat to line up the submarine with the shelter and take it in. Moving
steadily
and slowy, the bow trawl er maneuvered into position, heading its own nose
into
t he darkness of the shelter. The other boats swung around, using their
comnbi ned
power to haul the U boat forward. At the last nonent the small boat dropped
its
lines and swung sharply to starboard; the U boat was cutting a bow wake,
novi ng
too fast, so the trawlers cut back on their engines to slowit.

The U-boat noved into the shelter, and though its speed had been
reduced,
it still sent water crashing into the concrete sides of the shelter basin.
Its
bow crunched agai nst concrete even as men | eaped aboard her and caught |ines
to
tie the boat to iron cleats. The trawl ers dropped their lines then and swing
of f, and for a nonent the heavy swells thrown up by the action of the boats
sent
foam and spray flying inside the drydock basin. The dock workers fought to
| ash
the hul k down, but as the swells subsided the water snpothed out and the boat



held firmbetween tightly pulled fore and aft hawsers.

Kip stood and | ooked at the thing. God, what a machine! He took a | ast
puf f
on his cigarette and tossed it into the brackish water; the butt hissed and
went

up underneath the hull. He was standing on a wi de concrete platformlevel
with

the hull which ran around the entire shelter. Ladders |eading off the

pl atform

that woul d normally have gone down to a dry pit were al nbst subnerged. Behind
Kip was an abandoned work area now jamed with old crates and forgotten

machi nery, a carpentry area where a stack of tinmber lay, an electrician's
cubicle now cluttered with pieces of iron and thick coils of all-purpose

Wi ring.

The concrete flooring was coated with a filmof aged oil. The entire shelter
snel l ed of sweat, diesel fuel, and oil, and conpounding the odors was the
fetid

snell of the hulk itself. It was decaying, Kip thought, right in front of his
eyes.

“She’s in tight,” said a tall, barrel-chested black with a gold tooth
gleaming in his nmouth. “Sure hope you know what you're doin'.”

“l do, Lenny,” Kip said.

“M. Langstree, he be back fromhis trip to Steele Cay tonorrow or the
next
day, and when he find out what he got in here...well, | don’ think he goin to
like it too rmuch, you know?” Lenny Cochran was Langstree’'s foreman. He had
agreed to go along with this because Kip was the constable and a man he

respected, but he was still worried his boss was going to come down hard on
hi m

“He’s never had need to use this basin,” Kip rem nded him sensing the
man’ s unease. “It’s just full of junk the British navy |left behind—ust a
damed

storage warehouse. If he junps, you tell himl ordered you and the rest of
t he
men, and send the old goat over to see ne.”

Lenny smiled. “Shouldn’t talk 'bout M. Langstree that way.”

There was a rattle of chains and the sound of a winch in operation; the
far
bul khead slid down into the water, just nmissing the stern and submerged
propellers of the submarine by a few feet. The only light in the shelter
streamed through a series of large, rust-edged holes in the roof al nost
thirty
feet above them Water gurgled noisily around the U-boat’s hull vents; its
conni ng-tower and peri scope shafts | oomed hi gh. Shadows pl ayed across the
shelter’s opposite wall as several of the men noved about, exam ning the boat
at
a respectful distance.

“She ain't in such bad shape,” Lenny said softly. He | ooked down the
boat’ s
| ength and whistled. “Mn, she nmust’ve been hell in her day, you know?”

“I"'msure of it.” The deck was fully out of water now, and the sea
streamed in rivulets through the nass of debris, naking strange whispering
noi ses that echoed within the shelter. Kip |ooked past the tower bridge
t owar d
the stern, then something caught his eye and he jerked his head back. Jesus!
he
t hought, stunned. Wat was that!

He was al nost certain he’'d seen soneone standing there, hands on the
iron
coam ng, a dark, lean figure of a man staring down at them He saw now it was



an
i nterplay of shadows and light, l|ocking together |ike pieces of a jigsaw
puzzl e,
t hrough one of the roof holes. Christ, that had given hima shock! Junbies,
he
told himself sarcastically, and then chided hinmself. Don’'t go thinking
voodoo,
Ki p; there are no such things as haunts.

“VWhat’'s the matter, Kip?” Lenny asked hima second time—Ki p had not
seened
to hear before.

“Nothing.” He blinked his eyes and | ooked back to the bridge again. A
shadow, that was all.

And then he was certain someone was staring at him

Kip turned his head. In the corner, near the weckage of tinber that had
once been a naval carpentry shop, a red dot glowed. As Kip watched, the dot
flared and a stream of snmoke rolled out, like a ghostly essence, through a
splotch of light. A black man snmoking a thin cigar, wearing faded jeans and a
sweat -stained T-shirt, emerged fromthe shadows. He had no expression on his
hard face; there was a cold, rather cunning set to the line of his lips, but
he
nmoved with an animal -1ike grace.

“That the boat killed old man Kephas?” the man said to Kip. H s eyes
didn't
seemto register the nmen’s presence; they focused sonewhere on the subnarine.
H s name was Turk; he had only recently arrived on the island, and Kip had
already had trouble with him throwing himin the cell two Saturdays before
for
braw i ng. Langstree had bail ed himout; the young nan was supposed to be an
expert hand at a torch, and Langstree was paying himtop wages for a wel der.
But
Kip had seen a lot of these island drifters pass through, and he knew Turk was
a
rootl ess, undisciplined type of man.

“What happened to Kephas was an accident,” Kip said.

The young man had a tough face, thick eyebrows, a black goatee. “I saw

t he
body this nornin’. Bad way to die.” He exhal ed snoke through flared nostrils.
“Why you put that thing in here, to hide it?”

“Go on about your business, non,” Lenny cautioned him

Turk ignored him “I hear sone things 'bout that fucker. |I hear it’'s a
Nazi
sub.”

Ki p nodded.

“How ' bout that, huh? Goddam bitch jus’ corked off the bottom ain't
t hat

so? | never heard of that happenin’ before. Wat’'s inside her?”

“A few tons of corroded iron, tw sted bul kheads, naybe a couple of live
torpedoes.” Kip said. And what el se? he wondered suddenly. \What had More
nmentioned about the seal ed hatches?

“Why don’t you open it up and have a see?” Turk rai sed an eyebrow.

“Too dangerous. And |I'’mnot that curious.”

Turk nodded, smiling thinly. He turned and stared at the boat for a
nonent ,
then took the cigar stub out of his nouth and flicked it. It hit iron
falling
in a shower of sparks into the placid water. “Of the Caymans couple or three
years ago,” he said, “sonebody found a German gunboat sunk in about a hundred
feet. They used an underwater torch to get through a few coll apsed bul kheads,
and they burned into a vault. You know what that fucker yiel ded?” He | ooked



from
one man to the other. “CGold bars. Made those fellas rich. Fuckin® rich.”
“CGol d bars?” Lenny asked.
“That’s bullshit.” Kip interrupted quickly. “And if you think this
beat - up
crate’s carrying gold bars you' re out of your mnd.”
Turk shrugged. “Maybe not gold. But maybe sonethin’ else. Those goddam
Nazis carried all manner of stuff with 'em You never know 'til you | ook.”
“The only thing in there is a lot of old nachinery,” Kip told him
“Maybe so, maybe not.” Turk smled again, his eyes still blank.
Kip recogni zed that hungry | ook. “Now you hear me. If you’'re thinking
about
doing a bit of free-lance torching, forget it. Like |I say, you spark sone
expl osives and you’'ll be picking gold bars off the streets of Heaven.”
The other man held up his hands defensively. “I’'mtalkin, that's all.”
He
sm | ed again and wal ked past the constable toward the battered frame door set
into one wall. He opened the door, adnmitting a shaft of blinding sunlight,
and
was gone
“He got no respect for elders,

Lenny said. “He’s trouble, but he dam
good
at what he does.”

“So | hear.” Kip gazed at the U-boat for a few nore seconds, feeling a
chill creep up his back. He could hear the sounds of it settling; creaking
ti mbers, water sloshing around, the groan of a deep netal bul khead—eeri e,

di stant voices. “Lenny,” he said, “keep the worknmen away from here, will you?
I

don’t want anybody fooling around with this thing, and what | said about
expl osi ves maybe being on board is true.”

“Ckay,” Lenny agreed, nodding. “lI do what you say.” He raised his voice
and
called to the rest of the nen, “She down now, let’s get on with our business!
J.R, you and Murphy got a hull-scrapin’ to finish up! Percy, you done
paintin ?

Cone on, let’s get back!”

Kip cl apped the man on the shoul der and nade his way out. But even in
t he
fierce sun, his eyes aching fromthe glare, he saw the image of a dark form
standing on that conning tower, as silent and notionless as Death itself.
Keep
it up, he told hinself, starting the jeep’s engine. You' |l be seeing junbies
in
your soup. He drove out of the boatyard, heading for the fishernmen's
shanti es.

Like it or not, he had to pay a call on the Kephas woman. There was work to
be
done, and a sorry task it was indeed.

But before his jeep had nade a hundred yards nore he felt that chil
agai n,
like a prenonition. He had a wall inside him cutting himin half, blocking
of f
a dark place where he feared to | ook

That boat had been built to destroy; it had been baptized in bl ood and
fury, and God only knew how many shi ps and good nmen had gone down in the wake
of
its torpedoes and guns. Boniface’'s words haunted him Take it out of the
har bor .

Sink it. Sink it. Sink it.
“How, by God?” he said al oud.



Abruptly the bright colors of Coquina village came up around him and
hi s
m nd had just begun to wonder how he coul d soot he the Kephas worman when he
felt
the first slow scrape of jagged nails across the wall inside his soul

Seven

HE PAUSED I N t he darkness, took froma back pocket a flask and uncapped it,
tilted it to his lips, and let the good strong Bl ackjack rum fl ow down. Then
he

wi ped his mouth on his sleeve, returned the flask to the pocket, and

conti nued

wal ki ng the road.

The darkness was absolute, the m dnight breezes thick. They clung around
him No lights burning in the village. Everyone asleep. No, no—there was a
l'i ght
burning up at the Indigo Inn. A single square of light in an upstairs w ndow.
He
didn't know the white man, but he’d seen himaround the village before. It
was
the white nman found the subnarine.

The jungle grew wild just beyond the road; cicadas were singing |like
sawbl ades in the trees, and every now and then a bird skreeled. It was just
enough noi se to unnerve him Qut at sea there was only the bl ackness; he
coul d
hear the surf on the coral and he knew the beach was near, but he couldn’t
see
it.

He’' d gone back to the naval shelter three nore tinmes that day to | ook at
the U-boat, to think about what m ght be waiting for himinside. The gold
bars
found in Cayman waters had flaned his greed. O course, he didn't knowif the
stories were true or not—he’'d heard themfroma rumrag in a bar—but if it
was
true! It was. It had to be true. He quickened his pace. The boatyard was
around
the next curve in the road, and he had hard work to do.

Sonet hi ng about that vessel had eaten into Turk; there was a strangeness
to
it, he had a weird feeling about it. He’'d spent all day thinking about it,
wonderi ng what treasures it could be hiding. Maybe that damed policeman knew
nore than he was saying, too. Wiy else would he have wanted to put it away
i nside that shelter? Wiy not just let it rot in the harbor? No, sonmethin’ was
real strange. The policeman was hidin’ sonmethin’. And nobody had ever hid any
secrets from Turk Pierce

The whitewashed wooden gates to the boatyard entrance were straight
ahead.

It would be easy to either slip under themor clinb over. Hell, who was going
to

know? He had al nost reached them when a shadow detached itself fromthe other
jungl e shadows and stepped out into the road.

Turk stopped, frozen, his nouth half-open

In the darkness the apparition was huge, a hulking formwi th w de bare
shoul ders, its chest covered by the thinnest cotton shirt. He took a step
back
before he realized it was real 4+t was a man. He was bal d- headed, his flesh a
tawny col or instead of pure ebony; he had a white beard and nustache, cropped



close to his shadow covered face, and Turk caught the sudden gl eam of a small
gold ring hanging fromone earl obe. The man was carrying a crate of sone
ki nd,
and Turk could see the nuscles defined on his forearns. The figure stood
perfectly still, watching.

“Hey, you scared the fuck out of ne,
contro
his voice. Christ! He didn’t want any trouble, especially not with a bastard
as
big as this. “Wo are you?”

The man sai d not hi ng.

Turk stepped forward, trying to see the face, but the figure had
vani shed,
swal | owed up by the foliage. A knot had caught in Turk’s throat; he thought
he' d
seen one side of the face, and it had been a hideous mass of scars. He stood

Turk said easily, trying to

still for along tine, then took his flashlight fromhis belt and shined it
into
the jungle, cautiously. Nothing there. If the man was still around, he was

nmovi ng silently. Turk shivered, fighting off a cold wave of namel ess fears.
What

was that thing, a damm junbie wal king the road maybe hunting a soul ?
Sonet hi ng

lookin for a little child to suck the blood out of?

He kept the light on, moving it fromside to side before him Wen he
reached the gates, he saw there was enough roomfor himto slide beneath them
on
his belly. Crossing the yard, noving through di scarded piles of machinery,
enpty
oil barrels, around beached boat hul ks, he saw the naval shelter. He paused
for
a nonent, standing against a nountain of cable, and switched off his |ight.
He' d
heard a noise, |like the sound of someone wal ki ng al ong wharf planking. A
goddam
ni ght wat chman? There was the noise again, and then Turk realized it was just
t he breeze, slapping the weat hered boatyard sign against its support posts.
He
could hear the sound of the clangers in the far distance, and the bass runble
of
br eaki ng waves. Turk snapped his light on again, still uneasy fromhis
encount er
with that figure on the road, and approached the shelter. Cochran hadn’t put
a
chain or padl ock on the door, thank God; it was closed, a few crates bl ocking
it. A handpainted sign read: Keep out. Cochran.

Turk pulled the crates away, scow ing when he found they' d been filled
with
heavy odds-and-ends—bolts and broken tools. He opened the door, shined the
l'i ght
around inside, then entered. It snmelled like a burial vault and the stench
was
al nost over powering, but he swallowed and tried to keep his mnd off it.

Li ght

reflected off the water and rippled across the walls, undul ating beneath the
thing’s hull. Strange shadows noved away fromthe beam of light, |ike

phant ons

scurrying for the safety of darkness. He worked the |ight over the conning
tower, up to the tops of the shafts, and then back al ong the superstructure.
You



aint so nmuch hell now, are you? he asked the thing. Sonething clattered
sharply

behi nd him and Turk sucked in his breath; he flashed the light into a
cor ner,

his heart hammering. It was only a rat, panicked by the unfamliar |ight,
squeezing anong a clutter of oil cans and rag scraps.

There was a gangpl ank between the concrete wal kway and the U-boat’s
deck,
and Turk crossed it, careful of his footing. He had already clinbed to the
bri dge and examined the main hatch there during the day; water and sand nore
than an inch deep still swirled over it. There was another hatch on the aft
deck, covered with the tendrils of cables, and he couldn’t work them away
al one.

But on the fore deck, near the gun’s snout, there was a third hatch, the seam
line marking a | arge rectangul ar opening. It was covered over by a broken
pl anked 1i d.

Turk bent down, his eyes following the circle of the light, and lifted
t he
hatch cover to exam ne the iron again. How thick would this bitch be? he
wonder ed. He banged a hand against the iron and knew it was going to be a
hel |
of a job. He sat back on his haunches and swung the light toward the
spear - poi nt
of the bow far ahead. Hell of a big nothafucker, he thought. Hs inpulse to
burn
t hrough was stronger than ever, though he was oddly unnerved by the sheer
si ze
of the boat. There was probably no gold inside, but what about souvenirs? he
wondered. The dealers in Kingston and Port-au-Prince could nove anything. And
there was a collector for everything under the sun. He might be able to get a
good price for sone of the equipment inside, maybe find hinself the skel eton
of
a pistol or intact instrument gauges. And what about bodi es? Maybe they in
her e,
may they ain’t. Cone on, conme on; you got a job to do.

Sonet hi ng made a noi se on the other side of the shelter; Turk swung his
light around, swearing softly. The rattle of a can. The flashlight beam shone
t hrough thick clunps of brown weed that hung down fromthe tower bulwark, and
he
could snell the sea in them Another rat, Turk told hinmself. The shelter was
filled with the things, big bloated wharf rats that ate the dockside roaches.
He' d best get on with it.

H dden back in the carpentry shop, covered by an oily tarpaulin, was a
cylinder truck—an apparatus like a pushcart—ith a cylinder of acetyl ene gas
and
a larger cylinder filled with oxygen. Fromthe two cylinders there were hoses
that connected to the welding-torch unit, providing a flammable m x of the
gas,
in this case, for the cutting process. Turk had wheel ed the unit over to the
shelter just before quitting tinme and had hidden it in the carpentry shop. He
was taking a chance, if Cochran had decided to take a check of the supply
shed,
but the worker in charge of the equi pnent was a | azy bastard, Turk thought.
Whi ch had worked out fine for him

Now he wheel ed the truck over the gangpl ank onto the deck, carefully
because it was fairly heavy and the planks groaned beneath its wei ght. He got
the truck positioned as he wanted it before putting on the welder’s nask he' d
| eft hanging on the truck frane. Turning on the valves to rel ease the gas and
oxygen flow, he used his striker to spark the torch tip and it sprang into
life,



a soft orange glow in the darkness. He adjusted the mx until he was ready,

t hen

bent down and began to work, his hand moving in a snooth senicircular notion.
Over the soft hissssss of the burning gas he heard the great boat npan,

i ke a sluggi sh and heavy creature awakeni ng from sl eep

In the small bedroom of a brown-painted stucco house across the island,
Steven Kip jerked suddenly and his eyes opened.

He lay very still, listening to the repetitious voice of the surf,
wonder ed
what it was that had awakened him Beside himhis wife, Myra, was sl eeping
peaceful Iy, one slender armthrown out across his chest, her body pressed
against his side. He turned his head and kissed her very softly on the cheek
and she rustled the sheet and smled. They had been through a | ot together,
and
t hough the years had nmade Ki p tougher and nore cynical, they had been gentle
with her. There were |augh |ines around her eyes and nmouth, but they were
l'i nes
of good living. He kissed her again. He was a light sleeper, so anything
coul d
have awakened him a wave breaking, the clatter of a coconut palm the shril
of
a nightbird. He waited for a few monments. Still nothing. Al fam liar sounds
he
had heard a thousand tines before. He lay his head back on the pill ow beside
hers, and cl osed his eyes.

Then he heard it again.

A muffled stacatto of drums, echoing from somewhere distant.

He sat up, drew the covers aside, and rose fromthe bed. Myra stirred
and
lifted her head. “It’s nothing, baby,” he whispered. “Go back to sleep. I'm
going to have to go out.”

“Where are you goi ng?” she asked, rubbing her eyes. “What tine is it?”

“After three. Lie back now, and sleep. | won't be long.” Al ready he was
getting into his trousers, then buttoning his shirt. Myra pulled the sheet up
around her, and Kip crossed the roomto peer out through a w ndow t hat faced
t he
harbor. It was pitch black out there except for the stars, tiny clusters of
light in the sky like the wheel house | anterns of a thousand spectral ships
agai nst a bl ack ocean.

Then, again, echoing through the jungle, the sharp rattle of the druns;
Kip’s skin tightened at the back of his neck. Damm it to hell! he thought,
pul ling on his shoes and | eaving the house as quietly as possible.

He drove the jeep to Front Street, turned along the dark shanty village
on
the harbor rimand toward the jungle, the wind sharp in his face. He watched
t he
wi ndows for lights and searched the streets for noving figures, but no one
was
stirring. Wio else was listening to those druns? How many lay in the dark
eyes
open, trying to read the message that was swept across the island with the
early
breezes? Kip knew what it had to be: Boniface conducting a ritual over the
boat .

Dam the man! Kip cursed silently, still watching for lights. I'"'mthe | aw
her e,
the only | aw, above and beyond Boniface’s voodoo gods.

Al ong Front Street where the jungle bent down |ow in strange shadowy

shapes, he saw several nmen standing in the road. Wen his headlights touched



themthey twi sted away before he had a chance to recogni ze any of them They
| eaped into the surroundi ng underbrush and were gone in a few seconds. Wen
Ki p

cane to the church, he found it darkened and deserted. He stopped the jeep
and

sat there for a few nonents, listening. Wien the next brief flurry of druns
cane, still somewhat distant, Kip caught their direction. He took a
fl ashl i ght

froma storage box on the rear floorboard, clicked it on, and clinbed down
from
t he j eep.

There was a narrow path | eading past the chicken coop and Ki p wal ked
al ong
it as silently as he could, the thorns catching at his shirt. The jungle was
densely black on all sides and quiet but for the persistent, steady drone of
insects. In a fewnore mnutes he could hear fragnments of voices, the sudden
crying out of what sounded |ike several wonen at once, the forceful voice of
a
man, all punctuated by sudden bursts of the rapid drums. He went on
foll owi ng
the path even when he was forced to crawl beneath a thick cluster of wiry
br ush.
The voi ces became progressively louder, nore frantic, and at |ast he caught a
glimer of light ahead. The druns pounded a steady rhythm three or four
patterns intertw ning, |ouder and | ouder, each beat acconpani ed by a scream or
a
shout as if the drunms thenselves were crying out in either pain or ecstasy.
The
noi se grew until the drunm ng was inside Kip's head, a wild and unconfi ned
frenzy of sound. And through the drum voices there was the voice of a man,
rising froma whisper to a shout: “Serpent, serpent-o, Danball ah-wedo papa,
you
are a serpent. Serpent, serpent-o, | WLL CALL THE SERPENT! Ser pent,
ser pent - o,
Danbal | ah- wedo papa, you are a serpent..

The jungl e was suddenly cut away to nmake a clearing; Kip quickly turned
of f
his light and stayed hi dden in darkness. Blazing torches formed a wide circle
around a small three-sided, strawroofed hut. Directly in front of the hut,
surrounded by bl ack and red painted stones, was a fire that |icked up toward
t he
jungle ceiling high overhead. A strange geonetric figure had been traced in
flour in front of the fire, and placed at points on the figure were various
objects: bottles, a white-painted steel pot, a dead white rooster, and
sonet hi ng
wr apped in newspapers. The drunmers sat behind the fire, and thirty-five or
forty people nmade a ring around them-some lying on their bellies in the soft
dirt, some twirling madly in circles, still others sitting on the ground,
staring with open, glazed eyes into the depths of the flanes. The drumm ng
was
furious now, and Kip saw beads of sweat fly off the hal f-nude forns that
circled
the fire. One of the dancers lifted a bottle of rumand let the |iquor pour
down
into his mouth, then he doused the rest of it over his face and head before
spi nning away again. Enpty bottles lay scattered about. Sweat streaned from
faces and over torsos, and Kip caught the powerful snell of strong, sweet
incense in the air. One of the dancers whirled in and threw a handful of
powder
into the flames; there was a burst of white and the fire leaped up wildly for



a
few seconds, illumnating the entire clearing with red light. A man in a

bl ack

suit leaped in the air and crouched down at the base of the flames, shaking a
rattle over his head. It was Boniface, the fires glinting off his gl asses.
Sweat

dri pped off his chin as he shook the rattle and cried out, “Danball ah-wedo
papa,

here, Danbal | ah-wedo papa, here..

A woman in a white headdress fell down beside him her chest heaving
with
exertion, her head revolving in circles and her eyes glistening with either
rum
or ganja. She lay on her belly, snaking along as if she were trying to craw
into the flames. It was the Kephas wonan, the sane wonan Ki p had seen that
very
afternoon sitting in a dark corner of her house muttering something he had
failed to understand.

Boni face shook the rattle, nowin time with the drum beating, and
reached
into the white pot with his free hand to withdraw a thick snake that
instantly
coiled about his forearm At the sight of the snake there was a chorus of
screans and shouts. He held it up, crying out, “Danball ah-wedo papa, you are
a
Serpent. Serpent, serpent-o, | WLL CALL THE SERPENT!”

Kip’s heart was hamering, his head about to crack fromthe noise. The
drummers stepped up their rhythns, the nuscles standing out on their arns,
droplets of sweat flying in all directions. Kip could barely hear hinself
t hi nk;
the screanming and the druns were bothering him reaching a part of his past
he
had closed tight, to a place of fearful nenories and grinning faces hanging
from
straw wal I s. Boniface turned and draped the writhing snake around the woman’'s
shoul ders like a rippling coat, and she cried aloud and stroked its body. The
reverend put aside his gourd rattle, lifted the object wapped in papers over
his head and began to spin in front of the fire, shouting out in French. The
old
worman | et the snake slide fromarmto arm She played with it, teasing it with
a
tetettetette noise. Boniface lifted a bottle of clear liquid, poured it into
hi s
mouth and held it there while he unwapped the object. In the Iight of the
fire
Kip sawit was a crude wax i mage of the subnarine; Boniface tossed the paper
into the flames and sprayed the image with the liquid fromhis nouth, and as
t he
ot hers shouted and urged himon he held his hands out to the fire, his eyes
wild
and his teeth bared in a grinace. In another nmonent the heat began to nelt
t he
wax, and Boni face began to knead the inage until wax dripped down his hands
and
arnms. When nothing was left but a misshapen blob, he cast it into the fire
and
st epped back. The others screaned | ouder and danced |i ke possessed soul s.

Boni face spat into the fire.

The old woman stared into the face of the snake, then lifted her chin

and



let it explore her lips with its questing tongue. She met the tongue with her
own; they seemed |ike nightmarish | overs. Wen she opened her nmouth to |et
t he
reptile probe within, Kip could take no nore and stepped out into the light.
One of the drumers saw himfirst; the nan gaped and faltered in his
rhythm The others noticed at once; heads turned, and soneone shrieked as if
in
pain. A few of the dancers | eaped up fromthe edge of the fire and ran for
t he
jungl e. The Kephas wonan | ooked at Kip in horror, the snake slithering from
her
arms into the grass, and then she too ran away, her skirts bill ow ng behind
her .
The rest of them were gone al nost at once, the jungle closing behind them
t he
dar kness swal | owi ng t hem up
And in the silence, still echoing with the beat of the druns and the
shouting, Boniface stood franed against the fire, staring across the clearing
at

the constable. “You fool,” he said, trying to catch his breath. “It wasn't
yet
conplete!”

Kip said nothing, but walked to the edge of the fire. He exami ned the
assortment of bottles. One of them | ooked as if it were half-filled with
bl ood.

“I'T WASN' T YET COVWPLETE!” Boni face shouted, his hands curled into fists

at
hi s si des.
There was another pot filled with water; Kip picked it up and poured it
over the blaze. The tinbers hissed and snmoke tw sted toward the sky. “I’ve
| et
you carry out your cerenonies,” he said quietly. “l haven't raised a finger
to
interfere. But, by God”-he turned to face the other man—=1'11 not have you

maki ng sonet hing out of that boat and the old man’s death.”

“You young ass!” Boniface said, w ping beads of sweat away from his
eyes.
“You don’t understand, you could never begin to understand! You fool!”

“l asked for your help.” He kicked at the enbers and dropped the pot to

one
side. “lIs this how you' re hel ping ne?”

“QUI'!'” Boniface said, the anger white-hot in his eyes. He held Kip' s gaze
a

few seconds | onger, then | ooked back into the remains of the fire. Hs
shoul ders
were stooped, as if he had been drained of all strength. “You can’'t see, can
you?” he asked, in a tired whisper
“What was the Kephas wonan doi ng here?”
“It...was necessary.”
“CGod, what a shanbles,” Kip said, |ooking around the clearing.
“Al'l necessary.”
“l don’t want any trouble, Boniface. | thought | nade that clear..
Boni face glared at himsharply, his eyes narrowing. “You and the white
man
are to blame. Both of you brought that thing into the boatyards. Now you are
to
bl ane!”
“For what!”
“For what may take place if I'"mnot allowed to take a hand against it!”
Kip | ooked down into the glowing remains of the fire and saw the cl unp



of
wax there, blackened by the heat and ashes. He kicked it out into the grass
and
| ooked across at the reverend. “What kind of madness is this?”

“l expected better fromyou,” Boniface said bitterly. “I expected you to
be
able to see. The white nman, no, but you, Kip...you could open your nmind if you
wi shed, you could feel it.”

“What are you saying, old man?” the constable asked hi m harshly.

“l know about you; you think you can hide it but you re m staken!”

Kip took a step forward. “What are you sayi ng?”

Boni face stood his ground; was about to explain but then thought better
of
it. He bent down and began to gather up the bottles that stood al ong the
l'i nes
of the geonetric figure. He put themdown into the white pot that had
cont ai ned
the snake, and they rattled together

“What do you know about nme?” Kip asked very quietly.

The reverend began to snmear the geonetric lines with his foot. “I know,”
he
said without |ooking up, “who you could have been.” H's head cane up, and he
stared fiercely into the constable’ s eyes. A strange, al nost tangi ble power
riveted the other man where he stood. He could not have noved even if he'd
wi shed.

“Listen to me well,” Boniface told him “If you refuse to take the boat
to
deep water, you nmust do these things: Lock that shelter securely. Let no man
go

near it. Let no man touch his hand against that iron. And for all our sakes
do
not try to break the hatches open. Do you understand what | say?”

Kip wanted to say no, that Boniface was a raving fool, that the man
didn't
know what he was tal ki ng about, but when he spoke he heard hinself say, “Yes.”

And in the next instant the reverend was gone, nelting away into the
dar kness beyond the circles of torchlight. Kip had not seen himturn to go,
nor
did he hear the man naking his way through the underbrush; he had sinply
vani shed.

Gradual |y the night sounds returned, filling in the spaces |left when the
drunms and the shouting had stopped. Insects called to each other across the
jungle, and the cries of the nocturnal birds sounded |ike the voices of old
nen.

Kip covered the enmbers with dirt until he had conpletely extinguished the
fire,
then clicked his |ight back on and retraced his path to the jeep. There was a
yel low glimer of a light behind a wi ndow shutter at the church and a shadow
nmovi ng about wit hin.

He clinbed behind the wheel and started the engine. He was actually
eager
to get away fromthis part of the island; it was Boniface’ s kingdom a place
of
shadows, junbies and duppies, facel ess things that wal ked the night seeking
soul s. He drove back toward the harbor, along Front Street and through the
village. Still no lights, no sounds. And before he realized it, he had passed
the road | eading toward his house and was driving to the boatyard as if drawn
t here by sonething beyond his control. There was a sheen of sweat on his
tenpl es
and he hastily wiped it away. He couldn’t shake the inmage of Boniface,



st andi ng
before him touched with anber light that glittered in his thick glasses. |
know, the man had said, who you coul d have been

And then Kip's foot cane down hard on the brakes.

The jeep started to spin in the sand, but Kip let the wheel turn and
t hen
corrected its direction; the jeep straightened, whipping grit up behind it,
and
then stopped abruptly as the engine rattled and died. Kip sat and | ooked
straight ahead for a long tine.

The boatyard gates were shattered, the weathered tinbers broken and
lying
splintered on the ground. The tinmbers that still remained in the gate sagged
forward, |ike bones in a broken rib cage, their edges raw and jagged.

An ax, Kip thought. Sone bastard has taken an ax to Langstree’ s gates.

He picked up his light, clinbed out of the jeep, and went through into
t he
yard. Nothing el se seened to be wecked, though in the disarray it was
difficult
for himto tell. He swept his light in an arc. Nothing noved. There was no
noi se
but for the sea and the slow creaking of a boat noored to the wharf. This
woul d
be the right tine for soneone to break in, with Langstree away. Wy the hel
didn’t the man hire a watchman? That cheap ol d bastard! he thought angrily,
knowing it was his own responsibility if someone had nade off with sonething
val uabl e.

As he noved deeper into the yard, he tried to keep his nmind off the
U- boat
ahead in the naval shelter. The imge of the rotting thing was a searing
flanme
in his mnd. He noved past a great heaping tangle of ropes and cabl es and
wal ked
faster, heading directly for the shelter

He saw i nmedi ately that the door was open; he stopped in his tracks,
shining the Iight about, and then slipped through into the stench of decay.
He
nmoved his light slowy along the hul k, not know ng what to expect, not even
knowi ng what he was | ooking for. And when the beam pi cked out the form of.
t he
cylinder truck on the forward deck he swore and let his breath out in a hiss.

As he crossed t he gangpl ank he shined the |light down onto the deck, and
then he saw t he gapi ng, snoot h-edged void where the hatch had been burned
out .
The hatch itself, the bottomof it encrusted with sone kind of yellow fungus,
| ay several feet away on the deck. Kip thrust the |ight down toward the hol e,
aware that his heartbeat had picked up, that there was something...sonet hi ng...
somet hi ng...

Awar e that bl ood was splattered around the yawni ng openi ng.

At once Kip sucked in his breath, stunned. He bent down and touched a
hand
to the thick globs of blood. He wiped it off on his trouser |eg. The bl ood
was
so dark it was al nost bl ack, and he realized he was standing in it. Puddles
had
col l ected around the hatch opening like oil seepage. And now he snelled it as
well, like a thick, coppery taste in his mouth. There was a | arger |unmp of
somet hing beside him and it was only when Kip had bent to examine it that he
realized it was a piece of black flesh

The U boat mpaned softly, and a tinber creaked, the echoes filling the



i nside of the shelter. He turned, played the |light up the conni ng-tower
bul war k
and toward the stern. A sharp, piercing fear was inside him jabbing at his
guts, and he fought to keep hold of his sanity. He backed away fromthe
hat ch,
keeping his light on it, until he d reached the gangpl ank
The flashlight beam played across the nurky green water: A Coke can
fl oat ed

against the hull, and beside it a beer can. The water, pulled in through the
sea

bul khead, was dotted with cigarette butts, and his light touched the staring
eye

of a white, bloated fish. Sonething else was there as well, floating just
under

t he gangpl ank at Kip' s feet.

A wel der’ s nask

Kip got to his knees, reaching dowmn with one hand to pull it fromthe
water. And as he did and the mask came free, the body underneath it rose to
t he
surface. The eyes were wide and terror-stricken, the open mouth was filled
with
wat er. Beneath the battered face the throat had been torn open. Bare bone
glittered in a red, pul py mass that had been a larynx and jugul ar vein. Half
t he
face was peel ed back, the teeth broken off or ripped fromthe nouth. The arms
floated stiffly at the corpse’'s sides, and already tiny fish were darting in
to
taste the bl ood at the nmangled throat.

Kip cried out involuntarily and pulled his hand back, the welder’s nmask
dangling fromhis fingers. The body began to turn in a circle, bunping
agai nst
the side of the basin. Kip felt the place closing about him felt the
dar kness
reachi ng, and beyond the darkness things that grinned and clawed at himw th
filthy bl oodstained fingers. He backed away fromthe U boat, his legs like
| ead,
and then hal f-wal ked, half-ran into the fresh air outside, draw ng breath
after
breath to try to clear away the sight of that dead, gray-fleshed face.

“My God,” he nmuttered brokenly, supporting hinmself against the shelter
wall. “My God ny God ny God..

For he had recogni zed the expression on Turk’s dead, puffed face. It was
a
glinpse into an unnamabl e horror

Ei ght

DR. THEODORE MAXWELL, a heavyset black in his nmd-fifties, let the

bl ood-spattered sheet drop down over the ruin of a face. He wore a snock
smear ed

wi th human fluids over his clothes. Rays of norning sunlight streamed in
dusky

patterns through the drawn blinds of the Coquina clinic exam nation room He
shook his head, pushed his eyegl asses off the bridge of his nose, and |et
t hem

rest on top of his balding head. He had seen bad things before: nen whose
noses

had been cut off by rusted razors in barroom braw s, autonobil e accident



victinms, the mangl ed remai ns of a young child caught in the screw of a

traw er.

He was famliar with the ugly wounds of life, and famliar as well with the
sight of death. But in his experience nost people died in their sleep, with
an

expression of peace and al nost of relief. This one was different. This young
man

who | ay before himhad seen Hell before he died.

Maxwel | reached for a clipboard and began to jot notes for later
reference

“What’ s your opinion?” Kip asked wearily, his eyes hollow fromlack of
sl eep.

Dr. Maxwel |l | ooked up quickly, then went back to his clipboard. He
fini shed
witing, then said in a soft, quiet tone of voice that belied the tension he
felt, “Perhaps the nost brutal beating |I’'ve ever seen. Al manner of things
wer e
used: fists, fingers, sone kind of blunt instruments. Maybe a wrench, and
there’s indication a hanmer was used on his skull.”

Kip frowned, staring at the outline of the corpse.

“Any next of kin?” Dr. Maxwell asked.

“No. | don’t even know where he was from He was an island drifter.”

The doctor put his clipboard aside, steeled hinmself, and lifted the
sheet
again. The nuscles of the face had frozen in that hideous grinmce, and
Maxwel |
shuddered as he gazed into those staring eyes again. He took a small penlight
from his breast pocket and | eaned over the throat. Yes. Those marks were
unmi st akabl e.

“VWhat is it?" Kip asked.

Maxwel | snapped off the light, returned it to his pocket; he placed the
sheet back down. “This man is mssing a great quantity of blood,” he said,
turning toward the constable. “But | believe he was dead before he received
t hat
t hroat wound.”

“Then one of the blows to the head killed hinP”

“I"’mnot sure. | want to go into the chest cavity and | ook at the
heart.
The frozen facial nuscles, the coloration, the teeth | ocked through the
tongue—al | those may indicate instantaneous heart arrest. Perhaps brought on
by
a sudden and severe shock.”

Kip blinked, letting the words sink in. “A shock? Fright, is that what
you' re sayi ng?”

“That | don’t know. |’'ve heard of it happening before, but |I’ve never
seen
it.”

Kip shook his head in disbelief. “Christ Almghty!” he said softly.
“What
could scare a man enough to kill hin?” He | ooked into the doctor’s eyes for
an
answer, but the other man had turned away. Kip crossed the roomto a desk with
a
nmetal tray which contained itenms the young man had had in his pockets. A few
coins, a small penknife, a rusted key, cigarette papers, and a bit of ganja.
And
al so sonething the doctor had pried fromthe corpse’'s rigid fingers. It was a
few inches of filthy cloth, matted with yellow streaks of fungus. Kip picked
it
up and held it under the desk lanp to exanmine it for the third tinme. At one



tine
the cloth had either been brown or green, but now it was a sickly, faded
col or
somewhere in between. VWat was it? he wondered. Somnething Turk had grabbed at
during his horrifying ordeal ?
The constabl e gathered up the itens and buttoned themin the back pocket
of
his trousers. Coins, a key, enough ganja for a feww ld highs; it was one
hel |
of a legacy to | eave behind. Wat a terrible way for any man to die.
“Kip,” the doctor said quietly, |ooking fromthe covered corpse back to
t he
other man. “Wat types of wild animals would you say were out in the jungle?”
At first he thought he’d m sunderstood Maxwel|. Then Kip answered. “Not
many. Maybe a few small boar, and if you're not counting snakes, that’s it.”
He
narrowed his eyes, seeing the puzzled expression on the doctor’s face. “Wy?”
Maxwel | fol ded his arns before himand | eaned back agai nst the
exam nation
tabl e, keeping his gaze steady. “There are teeth marks on this man's throat
and
on the right cheekbone. Sone of them have broken bone, as if...something was

trying to get at the bone marrow. Al | can think of at this point is sone
ki nd
of aninmal.”

VWhat kind of animal would do that? Kip shook his head, ran the back of
hi s
hand across his face. No, he knew of no vicious animals in that jungle,
t hough
there were probably several places so choked with growmh that anything m ght
be
hiding in there. He had seen a couple of the boar on occasion, but they were
t oo
small to be of any consequence.

“An ani mal big enough to take on a man?” Kip asked. “Ilnpossible, not on
Coqui na. But...teeth marks? You' re sure it’s not the mark of some kind of too
or
sormet hi ng?”

“ Yes. ”

Kip took a step toward the corpse and then checked hinsel f, realizing he
couldn’t bring hinmself to ook at it again. Teeth marks? No, it didn't nmake

sense! “Do this for nme, please,” he said. “I want you to keep that opinion to
yoursel f. Do whatever you have to, an autopsy or whatever, but | don’t want
anyone to know about the marks. At least not until | can figure out what the
hell’s going on.”

“All right,” Maxwell said, “lI understand.” He made a nmove to wheel the

tabl e out of the exami nation room and as the doctor turned the table around,
Kip felt that scrape of nails inside again, and this time a chunk of nortar
fell

away. He watched the doctor push the table through a pair of doors into a
hal | way and then into another room Kip had to get out; his mnd was nunbed
and

his senses on edge.

Leaving the clinic, he walked in the hot sunlight toward the Square, his
brain filled with questions he couldn’t begin to answer. Wat if there were
something out in the jungle that could attack and kill a man by ripping his
throat into bl oody rags and gnawi ng on the bone? But then why hadn’t sone of
t he
inland farners seen it? They' d been out there for years, and if an anim
like



that prow ed the jungle at |east one person should have seen it. But no, no;
Turk had been struck by blunt instrunents as well as fists; Maxwell had said
so

hi nsel f. What had probably happened was that soneone...or nore than one?...had
killed the man, leaving the body for the big wharf rats that had eaten

t hr ough

the dead fl esh. That nmade sense, but then how did Turk’s body wind up in the
wat er ?

Kip was stunned by the brutality of the crine. A murder on Coqui ha was
practical ly unthinkable. There were al ways barroom fights, of course, and
often
t hose got pretty damed ugly, but murder? Who anong the islanders would be
capabl e of such a thing? At once he thought of the Carib Indian nmen. They were
a
rough, fierce breed, and whenever they canme down to the village, which was
fortunately rare, Kip had to wield a billyclub to break up the trouble. The
Cari bs were hot-bl ooded peopl e who—sl and runor sai d—had practiced
canni bal i sm
on their enem es |less than a hundred years before. Was it possible Turk had
run
into one, or a group of them who had cone down fromtheir settlenment to see
t he
submarine? It was all specul ation, of course, but maybe worth a drive over to
Caribville to ask sone questions.

No, he decided. It was rats. The rats had crept out and torn into the
corpse’s flesh, and that accounted for the teeth marks.

Kip saw David Moore’s truck parked over by the hardware supply in the
Square. There was a stack of tinber in the truck bed, and as Ki p approached,
Moore cane out through the doorway, carrying another |oad of wood in his
arms.

He laid the tinber down, w ped sweat off his face, and started to go back
i nsi de
when he saw the constabl e and raised a hand in greeting.

“Busi ness so good you're building an addition?” Kip asked him

“Not hardly. I'msetting this aside in case we have anot her bl ow during
t he
season. The old roof mght not take nuch nore this year.”

Kip nodded. There were three elderly nen on a porch in front of the
hardware store, two snoking pipes and the third just sitting with a straw hat
pull ed | ow over his face. They had been talking quietly until the constable
had
wal ked over; now they listened, eyes noving fromKip to Miore. Kip greeted
t hem
politely and then said to Miore, “Anything | can help you with?”

“That should do it, except for paying ny bill. If you really want to
hel p
you can talk Yarling into extending ny credit.”

Kip tried to smle but found it difficult because he couldn’t shake the
i mge of Turk’s dead face; the eyes of the old men were on himand he felt
uneasy. “Sorry. No favoritism”

“That’s what | was afraid of.” Mdore dug for his wallet and then turned
to
go back into the hardware supply.

“Constable,” said one of the three on the porch, a lanky nan with snowy
hair and teeth clanped around the bit of a pipe. “What happen’ to that boy
| as’
ni ght?” He | eaned forward in his chair, and Mbore stopped where he was.

“Never you mnd about that,” Kip told him

“Is it true what they say?” one of the others asked. “About his neck
bei n’



broke and all the bl ood gone out his veins?”
“Whoever told you that has got one hell of an inagination. |1’'d have to
go
far to think up a better one.” Kip kept his voice |light and easy, but he was
fooling no one; the old men’s eyes were sharp and direct. Mdore was wat chi ng
him his nouth hal f-open in astonishment.
“Dan Ml es saw the body,” the man in the straw hat said. “He say
sonet hi n’
got hold o' that throat an’..
“Dan Ml es drinks too nuch, too,

Kip said, nmore sharply than he’'d

intended. “If listening to lies was a crinme I'd throw all of you in jail.”

“They say sonethin’ conme out the jungle,” the man continued. “Mebbe be
somet hin’ nobody got the right to see. | seen a junbie back in there when
was

a boy. Hma nmean thin, a tall white thin" noved so fast you could hardly
see.

Moved with the wind, and the wi nd around hi m go wheeooooo... wheeooooo, |ike

t hat .

|"d seen that face and | ain't never forgot. Ugly thin', with bright red eyes
and teeth hangin’ out the nmouth. | run and | run and | run ’'cause | wasn't

s’ posed to be out there at night, you know? But | seen that face and | ain't
never forgot.”

Kip | eaned a hand agai nst a porch slat, keeping his novenents casual
“No
such things as junbies.”

“l seen the ghost of the Ritter woman |long time back,” the first man
who’ d
spoken added, his eyes wider and brighter. “Dam ne if | didn't see her over
on
the fishin” wharf where her man’s boat used to |lie. She wave her arnms at ne,
and
| seen the stars shinin through her, and she say ‘'Follow nme. Follow ne.’ And
then when | step back, she walk right on off the wharf into the sea and she
gone.” He |l ooked at the other two nen, and they nodded appreciatively.

“Kip,” More said, “what happened | ast night?”

“You' d best go pay your bill,” the constable told him “Yarling s been
known to get nean.”

“Young buck nane o' Turk got hisself killed,” the one in the straw hat

told

Moore, sharing the secret. “It happen’ over in the yard where that dani boat
be.

Thass a bad thin', constable. Unlucky as all hell. That dead boat draw the
junbies out fromthe jungle, and they all flock around in there when

ever ybody

sl eepin’ and they have a hell of a party, all them dead thin's together. And
they laugh and screamand roll them eyes up and they | ook for the livin man
'cause they jealous, and they hate the livin’ man and want his soul. And
t hass
what happen’ to that young Turk.”

The other old nen had settled back in their chairs, saying nothing, pipe
snoke swirling about their heads.

“What happened | ast ni ght?” More asked again.

Kip said, “Cone over to ny office when you're finished here. W’ ve got
things to tal k about.” He glanced again at the nmen on the porch and then
t ur ned
away, crossing the Square toward his office. Kip went inside, drew the
bl i nds,
and brought the dead man’s bel ongi ngs out of his back pocket, laying them
together on the blotter on his desk. He sat down, rolling hinself a
cigarette



and then snapped on his desk |anp. Picking up each itemin turn, he exani ned
t hem under the light; when he came to the rotten cloth he felt a dul

t hr obbi ng
start somewhere inside him at the pit of his stonmach. He traced a finger
al ong

the ridges of yellow fungus. This is inportant, he told himself, but | don't
know why. This is inportant and | can’t yet understand it. And deep within
hi m
in the hidden recesses, he felt the brick wall trenble, as if sonething were
pushi ng against it fromthe dark side.

There was a knock on the door. “lIt’s open, David,” Kip said.

Moore cane in | ooking puzzled by the secrecy and intrigued by what the
old
men had been saying. He stepped toward Kip’s desk, seeing the itens there on
t he
blotter. “Wat’'s going on?” he asked quietly, noting the strained, tired | ook
in
his friend s eyes.

“The submarine was torched open early this norning,” Kip said. “A welder
for Langstree did it, a crazy fool by the nane of Turk.”

“Did he say why?”

Kip gazed at Mbore through a blue haze of cigarette snoke and shook his
head. “No. Soneone beat himto death over at the boatyard. | know what he was
| ooki ng for, though, because just yesterday afternoon he was ranbling on
about
gold bars and a wecked German ship. | tell you, David, soneone did a hell of
a
job on him and when they were finished the rats took the rest. It’s possible
he
got into the hul k, found sonething, and whoever killed himtook it away from
him” He waved at the itens on the blotter. “This was all we found in his
pockets, and this scrap of filthy cloth was gripped in his hand. Could be he
ri pped at sonething before he went down.”

Moore was speechl ess. A nurder on Coqui na was unbelievabl e; there had
never
been a nmurder while he'd been operating the Indigo Inn. Hell, he’ d cone to
this
i sl and because he’'d believed it was set apart fromall the bitter cruelties
of
men. Now he realized his fantasy was just that—a ridicul ous dream “How d he
get
into the boat?” he asked after another nonent.

“Torched through a hatch on the forward deck, just in front of the main

gun.” Kip put the items into a plastic bag; he sealed it and put the bag away
in

a lower drawer. “He was a drifter; maybe he had enem es, and one of them
caught

up with him | don’t know” He pulled on the cigarette, then crushed it out
in

his ashtray. “Anyway, dead nmen tell no tales, as they say.” He pushed his
chair

back and went over to the storage cabinet, unlocking and opening it. Fromits
recesses Kip withdrew a flashlight and a bull’s-eye lantern; he tossed the

flashlight to Mbore. “I’mgoing to have a | ook inside the U-boat. Want to
cone
al ong?”

“Yes,” Moore said, taking a deep breath. “1'd like to see what's in
there.”

“All right, then. W'll be taking a chance if there're live explosives

in



it, but if a cutting torch didn’t blow anything to hell | figure it’'s pretty
safe.” He gl anced over toward the gun cabinet, but he quickly dism ssed the
i dea. What was there to arm hinself against? The rats? He was certain the
shelter was filled with them but they certainly weren’t nman-killers. For
God’ s
sake, he told hinmself, settle down. He clicked the lantern on and off a
coupl e
of times to check the battery and then notioned toward Moore. “Let’s see what
the old relic’'s carrying,” he said, and stepped toward the doorway.

“CGod only knows,” More said.

Yes, Kip told hinmself, as they stepped out into the harsh white gl are of
the sun’s eye and Kip clinbed into the driver’'s seat of the jeep.

CGod and perhaps one ot her

N ne

MOORE COULD FEEL the tension radiating fromKip as they passed through the
boatyard gates’ broken slats and drove across the yard. Kip was chew ng
nervously on a match he’d taken from his breast pocket. Wen they cane around
a

| unber pile More saw the other man’'s eyes narrow a fraction. There was the
shelter and the del api dated wharfs just ahead. As Kip pulled the jeep to a
hal t

al ongsi de the shelter More hinself began to feel uneasy; he stared at the
weat hered wall, knowi ng that behind it was the thing that had |ured hi m down
to

the depths. It had broken free by his hand. Violence had followed it, marring
forever the naive, pure pattern of life on Coqui na. Mdore thought that the
thi ng’ s purpose—gi vi ng deat h—-had sonmehow, horribly, been revitalized. And he
had

brought it here.

Kip clinmbed out, waving a hand to a few of the men working sone distance
away on a stormbeaten trawler at the wharf’'s end

Turk’s frozen, horrified face burned at the back of his brain. He could
see
every detail, and for the first tine in a very long while he realized that a
strange and vague fear craw ed inside him Wat was it? he asked hinsel f.
There’s nothing to fear. It’s irrational, stupid, childish. But sonething
bot hered him sonmething terrible, something he did not want to think about.
Waen
he realized More was standing beside him he clicked on his lantern and
pushed
agai nst the door.

It swng open hesitantly, on rusted, whining hinges. A foul darkness |ay
beyond the doorway, as if they stood on the rimof day and were about to cast
t hensel ves on the mercy of the night beyond. The N ght Boat, Boniface had
cal l ed
it, Kip thought suddenly. A creature of the night, a thing that used the
dar kness as a defense. They stepped through into the shelter, More follow ng
the constable, their lights Ieading the way. A wall of overpowering stench
hi t
t hem

“Jesus,” Kip said. “This bastard’ s rotting fromthe inside out.” He
notioned with the light into the sheen of water beneath the gangpl ank
“That’ s
where | found the man. You' |l see the dried blood up around the hatch
openi ng.”

Moore scanned the length of the U-boat. It lay entirely in the darkness



except for the streamof murky light that flowed down fromthe roof holes.
The
wat er around the hull was oily and thick, a deep enmerald green in which a few
bl oated fish had nmet their death. Their carcasses, white bellies up, bunped
agai nst the iron, and each sl ow nmovenent scattered flies that were exploring
t he
decaying flesh. A chill ran up Moore’s back; he could imagine the terrible
runbl e of the boat’s diesels. CGod, he thought, what a machine that nust have
been, gliding through the deep canyons |ike some kind of sea predator

“Just a minute,” Kip said quietly, nmoving his |light past More. He
f ocused
the beamon a pile of tinmbers that lay on the forward deck near the hatch. A
coil of cable sat against the conning tower, on the port-side deck. He didn't
recall seeing either the cable or the tinbers earlier that nmorning, but then
he
couldn’t renmenber anything very clearly except the dead man's face breaking
water. He nmoved his light over the cable, then back to the wood. The tinbers
| ooked as though they’'d been stacked there, haphazardly. Kip probed with the
light back in the far shadows, where the carpentry section had been. The
ti nber
had been over there the last tinme he’d seen it. O had it been? He couldn't
renmenber. As his light brushed the nmound of crates and rags red eyes
glittered
and they heard the sound of high, panicked squealing.

“What ' s wong?” Moore asked him

Ki p shook his head. “Nothing.” He stepped into the darkness, away from
t he
war m sunl i ght, and More foll owed himacross the gangpl ank onto the U boat’s
deck. Moore stepped into something, and drawi ng back with his flashlight he
saw
alittle heap under the |ooming bulk of the tower. There were snall shattered
bones, grisly whiskered heads, curled black tails. A nound of offal, of
mangl ed
things that had been fat wharf rats. G assy gel ati nous eyes caught the Iight
and
Moor e qui ckly | ooked away, stepping over them A cat must somehow have gotten
in
and out of the shelter

Clots of blood narked the area where the young nman had been kill ed at
t he
yawni ng circul ar hole. Kip played his light across them the splatters | ooked
like brown paint flung wildly froma brush. Beneath themthe plankings
creaked
softly, and the rustling of the rats filled the shelter with echoes.

And then the two nmen aimed their lights down into the hole.

A | adder descended into the boat, but there seened no roomto nove
around
in there. Moore bent lower and shined his light in at varying angles. Pipes,
bare bul kheads, thick bundl es of cables, all illumnated briefly and then
recl ai med by the dark. Beneath the opening he could see rusted floor platings
and a sheen of water perhaps three inches deep. He saw his reflection there,
a
shadow wi t hout form or face.

Kip, his teeth clenched around the match, his breath coming in short
gasps,
| owered hinself carefully through the opening, his feet groping below for the
rungs. He stepped onto the floor plates, splashing water, and waited for
Moor e
to join him

They stood in a narrow, cranped chanber filled w th pipes, flywheels,



and

conpl ex machinery. Kip swng his |light around and notioned. There were four
seal ed torpedo tubes at the bow, with hatches the size of upended kettle
druns.

Two torpedoes seened to rise up fromthe floor plates on iron tracks; thick
clunmps of dried black grease, veined with a greenish fungus, clotted the
tracks,

but the torpedoes thensel ves seened al nost clean. Miore ran a hand al ong one
of

t hem

“Careful,” Kip cautioned, the sound of his voice an eerie noise that
rang
from one bul khead to the next. He moved his light again, illuminating the
t hin,

fungus-coated mattresses which had been hung on chains so they could be

f ol ded

back when not in use. A narrow path | ed between the bunks into the black guts
of

the U boat. Beneath the bottom bunks were nore torpedoes, secured in place
with

metal clanps. Kip shined his |ight on the bul kheads; there were photographs,
badly faded and hardly recogni zable, still in place anobng the mattresses. A
young dark-haired woman stood in the mdst of an amusenent park, smling; a
nm ddl e-aged man and woman enbraced on a bench with a fountain in the

backgr ound;

there was a postcardli ke photo of a huge house surrounded by woods; a pretty
bl ond woman stood on skis, against a backdrop of snow covered mountains, and
waved to a | ost |ove.

The lights reveal ed crates stowed in every possible nook and cranny. A
bucket had overturned, spilling out something that resenbled thick, whitish
gl obs. Everything was covered with the sickly hues of decay; a shoe, caught
in
the mniature swells nmade by the nen’s novenents, bunped agai nst one of the
stored torpedoes. Moore lowered his flashlight and saw what was left of a
shirt,
coiled Iike an octopus in a shadowy corner. More thought: And what happened
to
whoever wore that?

Kip sloshed through the water, bent down and picked at the shirt. It
fell
into pieces in his hand, covering his fingers with a yellow sh residue. He
hel d
a scrap of it before the light as if mesmerized by it, and then abruptly |et
it
drop back into the water. The shirt fragments floated out of sight beneath a
bunk. Kip wi ped his hand on a trouser |eg.

A passageway stretched ahead of them The air seened putrid and thick
her e;

Kip found it difficult to draw a full breath. There had probably been no air
at

all in here until that hatch was torched through, and not enough had

circul ated

yet. Over the graveyard stench there was another odor: cloying, sickly sweet,
harsh on the lungs. Some kind of noxious gas? Sonething that had been

col l ecting

i nside here for forty-odd years? Kip waited until More’ s |ight caught up
with

his and then he crouched forward, ducking under pipes, and started into the
corridor. The darkness seened to gnaw away at the lights, and up ahead small
shadows scurried for safety. The nen couldn’t wal k side-by-side because the



corridor wasn’'t w de enough. It was |like crawing down the throat of a huge

beast into the sodden entangl ement of tissues and organs and bone. “Jesus,”

Moore said softly, hearing his voice junp back at him “it’s hard to breathe
in

here. I1t’s a claustrophobic’s nightnare.”

There was a large central pipe above themthat wound its way through the
boat like a rusted spine. Kip shined his light through one of the openings
of f
to the side, toward a cranped storage space filled with crates, two nore bare
mattresses, and a table bolted to the floor plates. A row of white shirts
hung
fromthe ceiling, and nore lay in water. He noved on, his shoes stirring
swirls
of rust and filth fromthe plates.

The crewren had gone about their duties here, all part of the efficient
mechani sm |ike cogs in a terrible weapon. But how they nmanaged to keep their
sanity in this place day after day, week after week was beyond conprehension
The snell of humanity, of sweat, of cigarette snoke and urine mngled with
t he
stenches of diesel oil and fuel must have been all but overpowering. Even now
Moore felt trapped, as if the bul kheads and ceiling were gradually closing in
on
him and he was wal ki ng downhill instead of straight ahead. What had started
as
an irritation had become a raw burning at the back of his throat, and when he
drew in a guarded hal f-breath his lungs were seared. He heard Ki p cough
violently once, then again.

Moor e | eaned inside the next opening, probing with the flashlight as Kip
noved on ahead. On a netal table there was a radi o console; a set of
headphones
dangled fromwires, and a chair had been overturned. The shadows were deep
and
thick, clinging to the corners like solid cobwebs; they resisted the thin

spear
of light. Rising off the rotted debris in the water was that terrible crypt
snell, dry and sweet. More drew back, inhaling sharply. He was about to
rejoin

Ki p when he thought he heard sonethi ng nove.

He froze, |istening.

There was only the sound of Kip noving ahead, sloshing water. The echoes
were nerging, doubling and tripling, vibrating full force off the bul kheads.
Moore flashed his light into that radio room again. A pul py mass bunped
agai nst
the back of the chair, and it took hi manother noment to realize it was nore
torn rat carcasses, entrails floating behind. Rats down here? What had they
done, gotten down into the boat after the hatch had been opened, lured by the
snells of fetid food? But they were all mangled, ripped to pieces like the
ones
pil ed on the deck. He shuddered. How had that occurred? Wat in God s nane
had
done that?

Moor e backed away fromthe cabin, feeling the ooze of the water at his
feet; he shined the Iight back in the direction they'd cone. The sound he’d
heard had been the noise of something noving back down the passageway; he
knew
he hadn’t imagined it. He kept his light steady for a few nore seconds, and
t hen
he began to nove toward his friend.

Kip was exanining the filth that floated around him articles of
tattered



cl ot hi ng—shirts, underwear, shoes—enpty crates. There was part of a nagazi ne,
showi ng a picture of a girl coyly hiking a skirt up over a thigh. There was a
date on it: November 1941. Racy stuff for that time, Kip thought. He was
about

to nove on when a feeling of dizziness swept over him he thrust a hand out
against iron to keep hinself fromfailing face-forward. Black spots swirled
before his eyes and his lungs seened filled with fire.

Moore caught his shoulder. “Are you all right?”

“Just a minute,” Kip said thickly, trying to catch his breath. “There’'s
bad
air in here, David.” He shook his head, waiting for the spots to clear
“Ckay.
|"m better now.”

“Can you go on?”

Ki p nodded, | ooking ahead. Beyond the narrow beans of |ight the darkness
was clinging and om nous, |ike something hideous and alive. On either side,
fungus and rust had scraw ed strange multicolored patterns. The boat was a
fester of decay. Moore felt filthy and contaninated; his throat was burning
but
he made an effort to suppress the urge to cough. Qddly, he feared nmaking nore
noi se than was necessary. The |l ack of oxygen and the funes were beginning to
take their toll.

Kip was sweating profusely, the droplets running down his arnms and
beadi ng
up on his face. He wi ped his forehead with the back of his hand, wondering
what
it was that frightened himso much about being inside here. It was only a
machi ne...a machi ne of war, yes...but now only a dilapidated relic of days
past .

It was not the closeness of the place, or the darkness, or the sense of being
buried alive. No. It was sonething else, a sixth sense he had and had
possessed

all his life, that was now trying to whisper to him to reach into his soul
and

shake it.

Kip’s light noved past nore openings on each side and cane to rest on
t he
outline of a sealed iron hatch farther down the passage.

H s | egs began nmoving, sluggishly, and carried himto that hatch as if

he

were drawn to it. It was not closed after all, but cracked open an inch or
Sso.

An enpty crate lay in his path and he pushed it aside. Before himwas the
grisly, crushed body of a large rat. Flesh still clung to the head and front

hal f of the thing, but its hind quarters and stomach had been ripped away,
| eavi ng bare bone, as if sonmething had been gnawi ng greedily at the carcass.
Get out, he heard a whispering voice say; his skin craw ed, withing on
hi s
spine and arns. Get out while you can
Moore stepped to one side of the passage and drew back the remmants of a
green curtain; it fell away, across his arm There was a bunk, a snall
writing
table with a nold-snmeared blotter, a few netal |ockers. There was a
paper wei ght ,
amd a clutter of old books and papers on the table, and More held it up to
t he
light.
It was a heavy gl ass cube, and a scorpion was frozen at its center. The
gold letters etched across it, some of them chi pped away by tinme, spelled
out:



WL E MKO RIN, SEPTEMB R 1941. And directly beneath, a portion of a
swast i ka.
“Kip,” he said quietly. “Look at this.”

Kip turned fromthe hatch and cane over, shining the |ight around the
smal |
cubicle. He exanmi ned the paperweight for a noment and then handed it back to
t he

other man. “I’'d say this must have been the commander’s quarters,” he said,
hi s
voi ce sounding hollow. “You' d best keep that. It’s probably all you'll get to

sal vage of f this goddammed crate.” More slid it beneath his shirt. It was
i ke
the touch of ice against his flesh.

Kip focused his attention on the hatch again. He slid his fingers into
t he
crack and pulled at it; steel grated across steel, but the hatch came open
nor e
easily than he expected. Wping the sweat fromhis eyebrows, he ained the
['i ght
i nsi de.

“David.” Kip said, hoarsely, not noving fromwhere he was. He didn’t
t hi nk
Moore had heard, so he called again, nmore loudly this tine.

“VWhat is it?” Mbore stood next to himand peered through, follow ng his
beamas it crept across the flooring.

They were staring into the control room the U boat’s heart. At the
ceiling
hung a mass of pipes, flywheels, and tubing. There were banks of controls,

r ows

of gauges and dials. The glass caught Kip's light and glinted back. In the
center of the roomstood a chart table, surrounded by machinery and nore
gauges,

their needles frozen in place. Equi pnent took up al nost every inch. It was
suspended fromthe ceiling in clusters, jamred into the corners: nultiple
r ows

of toggle switches, |levers, flywheels, blank-faced dials.

And sonet hi ng el se.

The corpses.

Sone of themwere still at their stations, obedient to a |ong-dead
conmander, but now they wore the rags of uniforns; they were the ghost crew of
a
dead boat.

And t hey had been munmi fi ed.

One whose face was hal f-covered by a white veil of fungus had crossed
hi s
brown, shriveled arms on a table before him a grinning, eyeless mask stared
into their lights fromthe aft shadows; bone showed in a m sshapen skull.
Here
were enpty brown eye sockets, here one with the nose rotted away and the
facia
features coll apsed around a cavernous hole. On the flooring, washed by I|ess
t han
an inch of water, a corpse stared directly at them its mouth a straining O
broken teeth showing. More littered the rear of the control room |ying
singly
or in groups, some with facial features still distinct, others coated with
yel l ow and gray fungus, which had covered themlike a thick and creeping
| eprosy. The | ack of oxygen had hel ped to preserve the bodies, had nmunmified
themand left their flesh brown and crusty-1ooking. Skin was stretched tight
over bones and tendons, and the dark eye sockets were deep, fathom ess pits



in

front of solidified brain matter. In one corner a corpse held up both
stiffened

arnms before its face, as if trying to hide fromthe lights.

Kip rel eased his breath from between cl enched teeth. More could feel
t he
tensi on hol ding his own body upright. Kip's stomach was churning fromthe
reek
of decay. He coughed, the pain throbbing in his tissues. Wat was it? Gas,
vapors oozing fromthe guts of the U boat, fromthe aft section where the
di ese
engines lay? It was an airless crypt, an iron coffin that had taken these nen
to
their deaths. There was an opening at the far end of the death-chanber; the
nen
aimed their lights into it but they could see nothing except a nurky curtain
of
bl ack.

“Must be other bodi es back through here,” Kip heard hinself say,
realizing
they were the first words to be spoken in this terrible place for nearly half
a
century. “Could be they were trapped in the aft section when this bastard
headed
down, and none of them could get out.”

Moore shivered involuntarily, moving his light fromcorner to corner.
The
drawn, hideous faces stared back, as if watching them The darkness seened to
be
cl osing around him The cone of |ight was a weapon of protection he held
before
him The beam glinted across a bronze plaque nmounted on a bul khead:

KI EL—941.

As he stared at it the lettering faded out of focus, and every breath he took
seened to draw the stench of decay deeper within him He wi ped his face, his
skin cold and clanmy. He could barely nove his hand fromhis face, as if
suddenl y paral yzed.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Kip said, but the words were distant,
muf f1 ed sounds. Kip coughed violently into his hand, and had to support
hi nmsel f
again in the frame of the hatch

And then sonething in the aft section, beyond the range of their lights,
clattered. The sharp sound of iron against iron riveted the nen, raising the
hair on their necks, causing their hearts to pound with the fear of the
unknown.

“Jesus,” More whispered. “Jesus, what was..

“Back away,” Kip said, slurring his words. “Back away from.”

And then the hammering, the frenzied clattering of hellish noise,
expl oded
t hrough the aft opening and pounded at the two nen before they could get
away,

t he echoes buil ding, sweeping wildly past them filling the boat with nore
echoes, and nore, a thousand others a hundred thousand ot hers and no escape
from

it no way to get out get out get out get out..

“GET QUT!” Kip shouted, his voice lost. He couldn’t see; the black notes
had obscured his vision, and he could no | onger nake out his light. Moore
reached for him slowy, too slowy, grasping the nan’s el bow and trying to
pul |
hi m away fromthe hatch opening. The entire boat seemed to vibrate, and More



heard sonething like the shrieks of the damed roaring in the passageway j ust
above his head. He twi sted around, staring into the control room gritting
hi s
teeth in terror.

Things stirred within, uncoiling thenselves like reptiles rising from
t he
water. A wave of cold, pure hatred hit the nen like an icy blast. More could
see the inhuman forns reaching out with bl ack-taloned fingers, ruined faces
gapi ng, bl ack eyehol es now red and hungry. Moore pulled Kip back, shouting
out
but not knowing if he actually had because he couldn’t hear hinmself. He threw
his full weight against the hatch, forcing it closed, and as he did he saw
t he
greedy nouths open and the teeth glitter. Kip had turned and was staggering
back
down the passage, flailing at the unseen with his light. More started after
him tripping over a crate and falling to his knees in the water, losing his
flashlight. He struggled up, dripping, trying to hold back the panic about to
burst out of him He fought on, locked in the nightmare, his feet thickened
in
the cenent hold of the water. God what was it God what was it My GOD WHAT WAS
| T He opened his nmouth to cry out but all that energed was a dry, dusty
rattle,
like the voice of something long buried. GET QUT GET OUT GET QUT GET QUT CGET
QuT...

Kip, almost blind with terror, tripped, slanmng his head agai nst a
pi pe.
He struck out with his arm cracking the bull’s-eye lantern against netal. It
flickered to a dimyellow

And in the shadows that |ay beyond him between the two men and the way
out, sonething was rising up, a skeletal thing with a hal f-consuned rat
cl utched
in one clawike hand. Kip tried to warn More, but he was struck dunb and
frozen
with fear. The thing s other hand came up quickly, and an object flew at
Kip's
face fromthe bl ackness, turning end over end, whistling as it passed his
head.
The hanmmer slammed into a bul khead and bounced off even as Kip steeled
hi nmsel f
and threw his lantern at the wal king corpse. There was a sharp crash of
shattering glass and then the darkness clained all.

Moore reached Kip and they stayed together, noving as rapidly as they
coul d
toward the bow section, still dazed and staggering. The |ight was grow ng
stronger, the noises of hatred and madness falling behind. The open deck
hat ch
was ahead, and the | adder. More grasped it and hurtled up into the rush of
clean, pure air. He fell across the deck, the strength drained fromhim and
crawm ed toward the railing |like a nmadman. Behind himKip, his face a tight,
drawn mask, rocketed up and slid the heavy hatch lid back over the hole to
seal
it. He threw hinmself across it, breathing raggedly, shivering and unable to
stop. He thought he nmust be losing his mnd. “No,” he protested in a raw,
pai ned
voi ce. “NO”

Moore reached the port railing and | eaned over, vomiting into the water.
“What was that?” he said, w ping his face. Then he demanded in a choked
whi sper,
“VWHAT WAS THAT?”



Kip listened. No sounds, no novenent. He couldn’t stop shaking; his body
was out of control

“They’ re dead..! he spat out finally. “They’'re DEAD!”

And then the echo, coming up around them engulfing themw th a word
t hat
seenmed strange and terrible.

And untrue.

Ten

THE SQUARE- SHOULDERED bl ack fisherman dealt cards to the four other poker

pl ayers arranged around a central table in the Landfall Tavern. Eveni ng was
rapidly falling and the trawl er crews had | ong since finished their |abors.
The

pl ace was now a mael strom of noi se and novenent; on the other side of the

pl ank-fl oored room a jukebox blared a raw, insistent reggae, and several of

t he

men were trying unsuccessfully to get the bar girls to dance with them It
was

Friday night, a time for drinking and wldness, tall tales, and an occasi ona
fight to blow off steam and with Saturday a market day the crews woul dn't be
wor ki ng until Mnday. Cigarette snmoke swirled above the nmen’s heads, drawn by
the lazily turning ceiling fans; glasses clinked against bottles, and there
was

a din of loud laughter and tal king. On the rough plank walls tin signs
advertising Red Stripe and Jaguar beers and Bacardi runms al nost vibrated from
the noise level. The card deal er settled back in his chair and calny
surveyed

hi s hand. Then he | ooked fromface to face, trying to read the other nen’'s
hands

fromtheir expressions. They had been playing for over an hour and he had won
nost of their noney; he was feeling | oose now, all good and warminside. He
had

been drinking hard on purpose, hitting the rumbottle tine after tine,
because

he wanted to forget the stories he’'d heard about that young buck Turk. He had
pl ayed cards with the man here in this bar, on another Friday night, and

t hi nki ng about the way Turk had died unsettled him There was no sense to it,
no

reason for it at all. Now Turk was cold and dead, lying on a slab over at the
clinic. The deal er reached over for his bottle and swi gged again. Damm. Coul d
have been anybody |lyin' over there, he thought. Dam, it was a bad thing!' He
rai sed the rumbottle and took another slug; suddenly he didn't feel quite so
warm after all.

“Hell of a thing,” James Davis said fromacross the table, throwi ng down
a
card. “l hear they find the boy with his head al nbs’ cut off. God A mghty,
| " da
hated to been the one who find him God A mghty.”

Smi t hson shook his head. “No, non. It was his back broke clean in two.
Sonebody got himin one hell of a hug.”

“H's head was split open,” Youngblood told themover his cards. “l hear
that fromone of the doctor’s nurses. He go nessin’ round that fuckin boat
and
he find bad trouble. Me, | wouldn’'t go near that t’ing.”

“What you know?” the dealer, a bulky man named Curtis, asked sharply.

“ Put
down your noney.”



“It’s trouble, thass what | know,” Youngbl ood continued, throwing a few
coins into the pot. “Been trouble since the white man brung it up. M, | say
take the thing out and get rid of the sonofabitch!”

Percy | eaned over the table, |ooking fromone face to the next. “They
say
his eyes was starin’, |like he seen Death comn’ for him” he whispered. “The
talk’s all over the yard. He seen Death reach out for him and take him by
t he
throat and..!

“Stop that talk!” Curtis said.

“Ch yah,” said the other man. “If you doan believe a man can see his
Deat h
comn’ then you crazy. That boy did and he die right there on the spot. |
hope
to God | never see it comin’. | hope it sneak up on ne and take nme from
behi nd

so | go quick.”

“You crazy, non!” Davis told him

“How many cards?” Curtis asked the nmen, trying to get off the subject.

Youngbl ood said, “Few years ago | crewed on a freighter out of Januica,
bi g
i ndustry boat. We runs through a squall an hour out, slowin us down, and we
cuts to the west a few points to keep away from Jacob’s Teeth. W travelin’
at
night, and ever’thin’ dark as hell and that wind blow bitter through our
riggin. Oh, that wind be bitter, non, cut you to the bone. And the hel msman
| ose the way, himlost after thirty damm years at sea and a stormbuildin at
our asses! Wreless go out, nothin' but crackle, then even the goddam
crackl e
gone. W goes on and on, zigzaggin' for marks, seein’ nothing, no lights nor
land, and all of a sudden we comes out in a place where the wind and the sea
go
flat. And by God there cone up a nbanin’, hard to hear at first but then
| ouder
and nearer, things bein” said in different tongues, and wild scream n’ and
[ aughin’ and carryin’ on..

“Shit!” Curtis said fiercely.

“..and then we sees we not alone. On all sides goddamm boats. Steaners,
freighters, sloops with full riggin’ catchin’ a breeze that wasn't there. Al
of

"emgreen and glowin, like St. Elno’s fire cracklin' up their lines and
al ong

themtinbers. Ch, nmon, | tells you |l ain't never seen a thing like that
bef or e,

and | ain’t seen it since. Them boats criss-crossin’ in front of us, then
passin’ al ongside. And we sees nmen in the lines and workin’ the goddam
decks!

They was just outlines of men, y know, with hardly any faces, but you knew

t hey

was men...or they was nen nmebbe a long tine ago. You see, we had conme out in
t hat

pl ace where the dead world and the livin’ one neet. Mg, | hid ny face and
started to shake |ike mad. And them ghost crews all callin” for help, y' know,
because they stuck on that place forever, right there on the rimbetween the
t wo

wor | ds. Mebbe they not ready to pass on, or they tryin' to find the way back
to

harbor, but all the time their boats |ayin’ down deep and just the specters
ridin’ the caps. God knows, that place be Hell itself, all the shriekin and
moanin’ so pitiful. The hel msnman spin us about and we tracks into the storm



In

a while he sight the buoys at the tip of the shoals, and we goes back the way

we

cone, and by God no nman ever kissed ground so happy like we did in Kingston.”
The nen were silent for a few nonments, pretending to be absorbed by

their
cards. Curtis reached over for his bottle, swi gged, and then peered into
Youngbl ood’ s haunted eyes. “I doan believe a word o' that shit! | never seen

nothin like that!”
“Best pray you don't, non,” Davis said quietly. “Three cards.”
A hefty black woman in a red dress passed by their table, glancing down

to

see if anything was needed. She cast her eyes around the bar, fromthe tables
illum nated by harsh ceiling lights to those in the shadows at the rear. Damn
Franki e King was getting drunker, |ouder and |ouder, and soon she was goi ng
to

have to have Mbe throw the bastard out. Two nmen had cornered a bar girl naned
Rennie, trying to work up something for later, but the girl | ooked bored and
disinterested. Serves 'emright, the horny fuckers, she thought, with a grim
smle. And then that other table back there, the two nmen sitting together

tal king quietly.

She had seen many things in this world, but nothing like the expressions
on
the faces of Steven Kip and the white nman when they’d come in and taken that
back table. She had served them dri nks—beer for the constable, dark rumfor
t he
white man—and wanted to tal k but they seenmed to have no use for her. There
was
sonmething in Kip's eyes that nmade her go about her business, cleaning gl asses
behi nd the bar, watching for inevitable trouble. Now she approached them
novi ng
her bul k through a group of drinkers, and | ooked down at their table. “GCet
you
men somet hi ng el se?” she asked.

“No,” Kip said, without once glancing up, and the white man shook his
head.

She paused a few nore seconds, then shrugged her shoul ders and turned.
Franki e King was roaring drunk; he had a fighting look in his eyes.

Kip wat ched her wal k away and then coughed into his cupped hands; the
cough
tore at the linings of his lungs. He gazed into the sputumin his hands and
wiped it off on a napkin. “Hallucinations,” he said quietly. “There were al
manner of dammed gases inside the thing.”

“No. I"'mnot going to pass it off so easily.” Moore |ooked intently into
the constable’ s eyes. “How could we see the sane thing? Even if we were
affected
by sone kind of funes, how the hell would we see the sane thing?”

Kip paused, taking a sip fromhis Red Stripe. Wen he put the bottle

down
he asked, “And just what was it we saw, David? Shadows, a boatful of debris..

“Come on, damm it!” More said, his eyes blazing. “By God, | know what |
saw |’ m not going crazy!”

“I didn't say you were.”

“I didn't nean it like that.” More shook his head, ran a hand over his
face. “1 was never superstitious; | never believed in any of the stories
about
junbies and all that, but this shakes me, Kip. Sonething was noving inside
t he
U-boat, and | felt...I felt.”

“What ?”



“l1 felt hatred,” More said, “I felt the presence of hatred and evi
i nsi de
there. Maybe ny lungs were clogged with gases; maybe nmy eyes were failing ne
and
I was half-nad with fear, but those things hated us, Kip. And they wanted to
rip
us to pieces.”

“l didn't see anything but old corpses inside the boat,” Kip said
brusquely. “If you think there was anything el se, you’'re m staken. Nothing
but
shadows, tricking the eyes. An echo that sounded |ike something banging iron
No
telling what the gases did to our senses—anplified noi ses and made shadows
i nto,
wel |, into whatever you think you saw.’

“Then where the hell is your lantern?” More asked hi m pointedly.

“l couldn’t see where | was going; the dammed walls were closing in on

e,
and | suppose | dropped it.”

“You suppose?” Moore asked incredul ously, a wave of anger and enotions
rising within him *“YOU SUPPCSE?”

“Keep your voice down!” Kip cautioned.

“Goddamm it, don’'t play me for a fool! | was standi ng beside you! |
couldn’t say for certain what it was, but..

Ki p suddenly reached over and grasped his friend s sl eeve, his gaze
hardeni ng. “Ckay,” he said in a low, controlled voice. “Now you listen to ne.
These people are a superstitious, fearful breed, David. Tell thema story
like
this, let it leak out so the island gossips get it, and they'll be carrying
dammed guns in the streets and | ocking thensel ves behind their doors.”

“Maybe they should,” More insisted, unwilling to give any ground.
“There’s
something terrible about what's inside it, Kip. You know that as well as |
do.”

Kip | ooked at himuneasily for a monent. He |ay some noney beside his

enpty
bottle and stood up. “1’m goi ng hone and get sone sleep. | hope you'll do the
same.” He paused, then clapped the white nman’s shoul der gently. “There’ s been

too much trouble over the boat. On Monday nmorning |I’mgoing to have it towed
out
to deep water and have the hull cut open. You ve got your Nazi trinket, and
" ve
got a rmurder to solve. | think that’'s enough.”

“l hope to God you can get rid of it that easily,
hol | ow
t one.

Moore said in a

Kip turned away and vani shed in the crowmd as he noved toward the
door way,
| eaving Moore sitting al one.
As the constable wound his way through the clustered tables he passed
t he
group of poker players, and one of them was |eaning over, talking eagerly,
eyes
wi dened and voice lowered. Kip strained to hear, seeing the taut expressions
on

the faces of the others. “.it that goddamm boat bringin’ badness here,” the
man

was saying. “Me, | afraid to even go down there and see it. | doan want
not hi n’

to.” He | ooked up suddenly into Kip’s face, as did the other nmen. Kip paused,



gazing around the table.

The man who’ d been speaking gl anced across to the dealer. “Two fuckin
cards,” he said.

Kip made his way out of the whirling circles of snmoke and noise into the
cool ness of night. And as he wal ked al ong the street to his jeep he caught
t he
fetid odor of rot, a stench hanging in the air, blown across the island in
t he
grip of the evening’'s breeze. He knew what it was: the decay fromthe thing
in
the shelter o0o0zing through the cracks and holes like a disease to infect al
of
Coqui na.

He reached the jeep, slid behind the wheel, and paused before starting
t he
engine. He could lie to David More; he could lie to all of them perhaps, as
part of his responsibility as peacekeeper of Coquina. But he could never lie
to
hi nsel f. There was sonething terrible, something unspeakable in its evil,
down
in the guts of that U boat.

The wafting coils of rot came down around him tightening at his throat.
He
started the engine, put it in gear, and drove through the darkness toward
horre.

El even

VWHEN HE WAS a young boy running free and wild on the waterfront streets of
St.
Thomas, Cockrell Goodl oe had seen a worman stabbed to death.

It had been very fast, a blur of notion and color as a man in a red
shirt
darted froman alley, catching a lithe young bl ack wonman in a brown-stri ped
dress around the throat. She had dropped a sack of groceries at her feet, and
Goodl oe had seen the sharp glitter of a blade as the knife drove down into
her
m dsecti on once, then again. “You bad!” the man had shouted mindlessly. “You
dirty bad!” The young worman had opened her nmouth to scream At first nothing
cane out but a terrible choking sound, and then the shriek cane, a sound that
raised the flesh all over him that caught at his throat and nmade himcl ap
hi s
hands over his ears. The man had cast her aside, dropping the knife, and had
turned to run. A few ol der nen shouted and chased after him on the
bl ood- pool ed
earth the woman shrieked, on and on, a cry of desperation and horror. And
t hen
she was silent, and that was when someone bent down beside her

And now, forty years later, in the mddle of a dream ess sl eep, he heard
t hat shriek again.

At once he had pulled hinself out of bed, his nerves tingling and heart
poundi ng as they had done that day a long tinme ago. He was still groggy from
sl eep, and he stood in the center of his room bare feet on harsh tinbers,
groping for the lantern at the bedside.

“What that?” his wife asked, rising up in bed, a shadow in the darkness.
“What that sound?”

“Jus’ wait now,” he said. Matches. \Where them goddam matches? He found
them lit the lantern wick. The flame grew, warning the sparsely furnished



room
He put on a threadbare shirt over his shorts and, taking the lantern, he
crossed

the floor to the single open window. He drew aside a tattered curtain and

peer ed

out into the night. Hs wife cane up beside himand clutched at his shoul der

There was anot her |oud, pained shriek. Sounded |ike a woman, stabbed and
scream ng. But no, that couldn’t be it. Goodloe’'s farmwas two niles to the
north of Coquina village, and the next nearest place was another mle on. The
shriek continued for a few nore seconds, ending in a high, wild grunt. Then
cane
the rooting of the hogs in their pen behind the storage shed.

“Somet hin’ at the hogs!” Goodl oe said. He turned fromthe w ndow, noving
qui ckly past his wife, through a tiny kitchen to the back door. “Don’t you go
out there!” the woman cried out in a frantic burst of words. “Don’t you go..l”
But he was already through the door, grasping a hoe he had propped against a
wall. He followed the lantern’s track toward the hog pen. Now nore of the
hogs
were squealing, that terrible, alnost-human sound of fear and pain, and
Goodl oe’ s skin craw ed.

“Don’t go!” his wife called out, running after him her gown flying.

He hefted the hoe |like a weapon as he neared the storage shed; it had
been
torn open, and one door sagged off its hinges. Wat the hell? he wondered,
hi s
m nd racing. And then he had rounded the shed and stood near the fenced-in
pen
where he kept his |ivestock.

The reddi sh- brown beasts, fattened for Saturday market, churned madly
within the pen, jostling each other in a frenzy, rooting frantically and
emtting squeals of terror. Goodl oe couldn’t see for the dust they were
ki cki ng
up, and he lifted his lantern over his head.

In the dimshafts of light that pierced the haze of dust he saw that two
of
the | argest hogs were down. Bl ack bl ood glistened around their bul ks, and he
could see the gl eam of bone through their wounds. The other hogs were
startled
at the light; their eyes were wild and red, and they jamred into each ot her
to
get away fromthe reek of death. But there was another noise, a sound above
t he
squeal s.

It was the sound of flesh being ripped by the handfuls.

And anot her noi se, an unrestrained sucki ng, made Goodl oe back away a few
paces fromthe pen. He bunped into his wife, who grasped at him and trenbl ed,
her eyes w deni ng because she had seen

There were other figures in the pen, fornms that huddl ed around t he hogs’
carcasses and feverishly tore the flesh, then bent over to suck fromthe

fl owi ng

rivers of liquid. The beans reflected off the backs of the hogs, piercing the
shadows and briefly illumnating things that appeared human and i nhunan at

t he

same time. When the light grazed themthey | ooked up into the beans, and
Goodl oe
caught his breath in terror. There were three of them huddl ed over the flesh
and pools of blood, and the light catching in their eyes burned like the
ragi ng
centers of hell.

“Ch God Jesus,” Coodl oe whispered hoarsely.



And then the things drew t henmsel ves away fromthe |ight, throw ng up
skel etal arms before their faces. Beside himthe wonan screaned, and then the
forms got to their feet, half-hidden by the dust. Goodl oe dropped his lantern
down and when he did the things melted into the darkness, noving |ike aged
nmen
pl agued by sone terrible bone-rotting disease.

CGoodl oe and his w fe stood where they were for a few nonents nore, the
worman crying and the man nmurmuring “Be quiet. Be quiet,” over and over again.
In
the distance they heard the brittle noise of the things crashing through
jungl e
gromh, and it wasn't until long after that noise had faded that the nman
noved
unsteadily toward the ani mal s.

“Cet back to the house,” he told his wife. She shook her head, and he
yell ed, “GO O\'”

She stepped away, |ooking fearfully beyond himtoward the veil of the
jungle, and then ran back to the farmhouse.

CGoodl oe moved around to the opposite side of the pen to the place where
t he
fence had been torn open. Stepping over shattered tinbers, he knelt over the
carcasses and exam ned the wounds. The throats had been ripped w de open
vei ns
torn and bone gnawed. Large pieces of flesh and hair lay scattered at his
feet.

The ot her hogs, still unsettled and fearful, stayed crowded together in a far
corner, seemngly nmesnerized by the | antern. Goodl oe stood up, stepped

t hr ough

cool i ng puddl es and gazed off into the underbrush. The things had attacked
and

killed like animals, but in the dimlight they had appeared to be nen. They'd
| ooked ol d and...yes...di seased. Sort of like |lepers: pieces of their faces

m ssing, a two-fingered hand thrust out, a head covered wi th what |ooked |ike
yel l owi sh sores. He trenbled, staring off into the darkness.

And when he left the pen he began wal ki ng quickly for his house, know ng
t hat whatever they had been...nmen, aninmals, or sonme nightmarish breed of both...
they m ght be back, and there was a rifle under the bed he had to | oad.

Twel ve

THE SHI P S BELL mounted in front of Everybody's Grocers tolled six tinmes. As
t he
nmorni ng |ight strengthened across the island, the Square was filled with
peopl e
in all manner of clothing and a wild rai nbow of bright hues. There was nuch
tal ki ng and | aughing, and a couple of the island s mnusicians had set up their
steel druns on the grocery’s porch, intertwining their delicately sweet
r hyt hirs
and notioning occasionally to an upturned hat used to catch coins.

There were tables of goods for Saturday market—-bananas, coconuts,
papaya,
corn, tobacco, a nyriad of vegetabl es—and beneath the shade of a
t hat ched- r oof
shed there were large ice-filled buckets containing snapper, anberjack,
squi d,
and grouper. Bundl es of sugarcane were arranged in stacks, and children paid
for
them by the stick. There were cardboard boxes filled w th chickens, and hogs



grunting and pulling at the rope collars attaching themto poles in the
ground.

An aged nman in a straw hat sat in a patch of shade, moving back and forth in
a

rocking chair, telling ghost stories to w de-eyed children who crowded around
to

hear. There was nuch probi ng and handli ng of goods, and voices were raised in
t he babbl e of haggling for the best price and determ ni ng whether corn grown
to

the east or to the north was the sweetest.

Davi d Moore, carrying snapper fillets wapped in newspaper under one arm
and a sack of vegetabl es under the other, noved gingerly through the crowd,
in
the midst of its furious blare of voices, nmusic, and colors. There was a nman
selling drinks froma cooler, and More paused to buy a |lime soda before
bei ng
swept up again in the crush of people. He saw people he recogni zed on every
side, but no one spoke to him and those who caught his gaze quickly | ooked
away, whispering and notioning. He knew he was an outcast because he had been
the one who had found and freed the U boat; he could feel the tension in
t hose
who | ooked at him and sonmehow he felt ashaned under those hard gazes. Moore
was
begi nning to understand the fear in their faces after what he i mgi ned he' d
seen
down in the U boat. Imagi ned? Was it imagination after all, or the effect of
t he
gases in that airless tonb? The entire thing had been like the nightnmares he
experi enced over the deaths of his wife and son; didn't he awaken shudderi ng
and
sweating fromthose, ready to curse God yet again for allowing it to happen?
But
it had been so very real in the U boat: the sounds, the snells, the
apparitions
rising toward himw th gaping, awful faces. Stop it! he told hinself,
pr et endi ng
to inspect a bunch of green bananas.

He had sat up half the night in the hotel’s front room drinking one
dar k
rum after the next, holding the scorpion paperweight in his |left hand and
turning it before the bulb of a desk lanp. The colors of the spectrum had
gl eaned through the newy polished glass, and the inprisoned scorpion was
outlined in a dark, bloodlike red glow. Sitting there, staring at the gl ass,
feeling the warnmth of the rumdeep in his belly, he wondered what kind of a
man
had held it before him in the cavernous darkness of the U boat. |nescapable
fate, Moore thought; it had been inescapable fate that those nmen had gone
down
together into the Abyss, inescapable fate that he had di scovered t he U boat
sone
forty years later. And now he realized his destiny had becone strangely
interlocked with theirs, through tinme and circunstance. He had raised the
submarine fromthe dead, drawn to that | edge beneath the glinmering blue
surface
as surely as if there had been a path cut for him dropping down into the

curling

waves. It was after three when he had finished the rumand put the
paper wei ght

asi de, hoping he would sleep. The terrible inmages still danced inside his

head.



And this nmorning, as he made his way through the crowd of islanders, he
understood their fear of the dark things they associated with the boat’s
decayi ng mass. They held himresponsible for its being on the island, as if
he
had brought up some kind of Pandora’s box filled with...what? The things he'd
seen in his hallucinations? Junbies, duppies, nonstrous forms that craw ed
t hrough bracki sh water |ike huge dark spiders? He shook the visions off.
Voodoo
superstitions, Mdore thought, and not worth a damm.

There was sone kind of conmotion on one edge of the Square; More could
see
several of the islanders stepping aside as if to nake way for sonmeone. Heads
turned; conversations stopped. The wild clatter of laughter and tal king began
to
die, slowmy at first, fromthat edge of the Square outward, and was repl aced
by
a | ow whi spering and murmuring. More couldn’t see what was happeni ng because
there were too many people around him so he wal ked toward a cl ear spot over
by
the hut where the fish were being stored. A group of islanders parted and
Moor e
saw Boni f ace approachi ng, wal king slowy, guided by his cane and dressed in a
bl ack suit. The glass eye around his throat caught the sunlight. The man
| ooked
strai ght ahead, not even acknow edgi ng the others but seem ngly wal ki ng
directly
toward Moore. Finally the outer fringes of the crowd grew silent in
anticipation, and the drumers stopped their rhythns.

Boni face narrowed his eyes slightly, staring into More's face, and did
not
slow his pace until he was standing a few feet away fromthe white man. Moore
saw t hat the whites of Boniface' s eyes were bl oodshot, as if he'd been either
drinki ng or smoki ng ganja. Beneath the eyegl asses they appeared as inflaned,
deep circles in the ebony face. Boniface | eaned forward on his cane, both
hands
clasped at its hilt, and studied More in silence. O her eyes were on him
from
all across the Square, and in the distance he could hear a woman hushi ng a
group
of children.

“You’' ve been inside it,” Boniface said quietly.

“That’s right,” More replied, neeting the man's gaze.

“Are you a fool ? A madman, to disdain what | say? God help you! Ah, oui
You see it as historical, a curiosity perhaps. Wuld you so peer at the fangs
of
a snake? And now it sits opened behind those frail wooden walls. And tell ne,
what did you find inside?”

“Not hi ng. W& found nothing at all.”

“Liar!” Boniface hissed, his expression fierce. He | ooked around at the
knot of people behind him and when he returned his gaze to the white man he
had

regai ned his control. He said in a voice just above a whisper, “I know what
you

found there, More. Do you hear nme? | know And you thought yourself

dr eam ng,

or mad, or cursed with the sight of something you could never begin to
understand. Do not return to that place. Leave the boat alone, | warn you!”

“What did | see, Boniface? You tell ne.
The man paused for a few seconds, and when he spoke the voice canme from
t he



corridors of his soul. “You glinpsed Hades, Myore. You saw the place of
eterna
torture and dammation. And yet you are a fool to think it was a nightmare, to
think you are safe because the things you fail to understand cannot reach
you.
But | tell you they can!” Boniface abruptly turned from Moore, sweeping his
gaze
across the faces around him He stepped into the crowd and it parted for him
backi ng away.
“Listen!” he said, his voice ringing through the silence that had fallen
in
the Square. “Hear nme well, all of you! Sone of you heed nmy word, sone of you
despi se my teachings, but now !l beg all of you to listen!” He | ooked from
face
to face, his own hard gaze unyielding. “There is a great and terrible danger
on
Coquina, and | urge all who can to pack bel ongings and get away fromthis
pl ace
now, quickly!” There was a startled nmurmur across the Square.
Boni face held up a hand. “Wait! Hear ne out! If you cannot do as | ask
then do these things! Board your wi ndows, keep your shutters and doors
| ocked!
If you have guns, keep themclose at hand!” The crowd’ s uneasi ness increased
and
several people nmoved about nervously, but none dared turn his back or drop
hi s
eyes. “Stay off the streets at night,’
and
children, and do not allow themto stray off the paths into the jungle..
There was a chorus of angered, fearful responses fromsome of the nen.
Several of them stepped forward, as if to challenge Boniface. A wonan fell to
her knees and began to mutter wildly, her hands cl asped before her
“LI STEN TO ME, YOQU FOOLS!” Boni face shouted, the veins standing out in

Boni face conti nued. “Watch your wi ves

hi s
neck. Immedi ately all noise ceased; the nen stood where they were, glowering.
The reverend continued softly, “If you value your lives, you will not go down

into the boatyard..”

This last warning held them breathl ess. The breeze swept over them and
on
inland; at the rear of the crowmd a nmetal pot was knocked over. An elderly man
cane past Mdore and picked up a bucket; he glanced at the white man, his eyes
pool s of fear, and then vani shed. In another noment the rest of the islanders
had begun to gather up their goods in silence. The nusicians carried their
st eel
drunms of f; women grasped for their children’s hands and pull ed them al ong,
ignoring their crying. The Square began to enpty rapidly.

“Are you crazy?” More asked Boniface, stepping beside him “This is
exactly what the constable didn’t want! You ve started a goddammed panic!”

“I"ve told themthe truth,” Boniface said. “Kip lies to himself. I'11I
have
no bl ood on ny hands!”

Moore held back the urge to grab the frail old man and shake hi munti

he
cracked open, spilling out his bilious secrets into the sand. “Tell ne what
it
nmeans,” he said after a while.

“I't may save their lives. It may save yours as well.”

“But why won’t you just explain?” More was infuriated. The islanders
had

been over powered by Boni face’s voodoo. There was nothing Kip could do.



Moor e, knowi ng that now the islanders had been overpowered by Boniface’s

voodoo, watched the few people still left carrying away their goods. One of
t he

farmers began to drag his unwilling hogs along, his wife and children
swi t ching

at their flanks with sticks. Another bent to gather up arm oads of sugarcane
and
throw theminto a wheel barrow

“Remenber,” Boniface said, holding More s eyes. “Stay away fromthat
boat . ”

“VWhat in God's nane is this all about?” More asked again, but the
reverend
had turned away w thout a word, retracing the path by which he’d cone, noving
through the rapidly enptying Square toward Front Street’s sand ribbon. “WHAT
IS
| T?” Moore shouted, but the man didn't stop. He watched Boniface di sappear
anong
t he cl apboard houses.

Moore saw now who held the power; he had seen Mayor Reynard’'s face anong
the crowd, and a dozen others he knew. None of them had noved, none had
spoken;
they’ d been frozen under Boniface's gaze. And the man’'s words had swept the
Squar e, beggi ng, commandi ng, pleading. None of his believers could dare to
di sobey.

In anot her few nonents Moore was alone in the Square except for a couple
of
thin dogs searching for scraps. And above their |low, growing challenges
Moor e
t hought he heard sonething, very distant and difficult to define. It was a
di stant buzzing sound, like a fly circling his head; slowy the noise becane
t he
whirring of a cricket, then the close droning of a bee. More lifted his face
into the sun, shielding his eyes with a hand, and searched the sky. He found
it,
and the | arge wi nged shadow passed cl ose over the village roofs, sending
whor | s
of sand danci ng past him

Steven Kip drove a narrow, rutted goat-track of a road through the
greeni sh-bl ack jungles; the studded tires bounced and crashed over stones and
the remmants of uprooted trees. Kip braked the jeep when he cane to a
Crossroads
to get his bearings as to which way to drive. He had been at this point on
Coqui na only twi ce before, and one of those tinmes he had becone hopel essly
| ost
for hours on a road that wound around and around before dropping off into the
sea. He lifted his armand wi ped sweat from his forehead. The air was thick
and
wet here, and the danpness had worked its way beneath his clothes, clinging
to
his skin in beads. Light streamed through the thick overhang of trees and
Vi nes
like golden, liquid colums, but in places the darkness was |ike the bottom
of
the ocean. Birds screeched and fluttered in the naze of linbs, their forns
giving a brief glinpse of red or blue or yellow as they sought safety at
hi gher
al titudes.

Kip chose the right-hand pat hway and turned onto it, driving through a
| arge circul ar puddl e of standing rainwater that sucked at the tires. Strands



of
m st clung close to the earth, wapping thensel ves around the dark trunks of
trees and slithering into the high grasses. Kip had driven for perhaps ten
nor e
m nutes, wondering if he’'d nmade a m stake again, when he saw a tree |ying
directly across the road. He stopped the jeep just in front of it; the tree
had
been living when felled. He could see the marks on the shattered trunk where
t he
axes had been used. This was the right road after all

Kip clinmbed out of the jeep, stepped over the tree, and began to wal k.
In
t he absence of engine noise the cries of the birds seemed | ouder, sone
pi erci ng
and arrogant, others sadly sweet. Alittle farther on Kip saw a face drawn in
ashes on a tree trunk; the eyes were wide and staring, the nouth open
show ng
rows of teeth. A warning, Kip thought. It was a sign to keep the curious out,
and perhaps nore than an obvious reference to the Carib’s heritage of
canni balism As he passed the synbol he heard someone running in the jungle,
bare feet crushing | eaves. The sound quickly faded away, and Kip knew he’d
been

seen.
The jungl e had been cleared | ess than a hundred yards ahead; he could

see

the Carib village, which consisted of a score of shantylike, unpainted

cl apboard

dwel | i ngs, battered fromyears of hard weat her and sun. A rundown store with
tin

pl acards advertisi ng COCA- COLA and PRI NCE ALBERT TOBACCO stood at the center
of

the village, its shingled roof half-collapsed and in sone spots bared down to
t he wood. Just beyond the village, on Carib Point overlooking the blue sheen
of

t he Cari bbean, was a usel ess squat tower, now decayed; green vines covered
its

base and all the glass on its | anp deck had been | ong broken. Strung between
t he

houses were lines of drying, tattered clothes, and here and there were snall
square plots of scraggly corn and beans.

A naked child sat on the ground sailing a piece of wood whittled into a
boat in a brackish-1ooking puddl e, and he | ooked up with surprised eyes as
Ki p
entered Caribville. A group of other children had al ready seen himand had
run
away, followed by their short-haired yell ow dog, who stopped to snarl and
bar k
at the constable. Sone nen had gathered in front of the store, their eyes
sharp
and bright, their features appearing nore chiseled and harder than those of
t he
Coquina villagers, their conplexions a tawy gold. An attractive woman with
| ong
bl ack hair who had been carrying a basket bal anced on her head stopped in her
tracks when she saw Ki p; when she had regai ned her conmposure she conti nued
on,
nmovi ng away toward one of the houses. People peered at him from screened
doors
and wi ndows as he wal ked deeper into Caribville. He sensed their hostility.
They



had never accepted himas the authority, as law on the island, and they
di sl i ked
anyone whose ancestry was tied with the British

The nen at the front of the store began to separate as Kip reached them
and they were gone before he could speak to them Kip stood at the doorway,
hi s
gaze sweeping across the village. A single road headed downhill to a
semicircle
of beach below. At the Carib harbor, there was a wharf where a few rusty old
trawl ers lay noored. Kip could see sonme of the nen working on their boats.
Fart her al ong the beach stood a huge concrete hulk, just the steel franework
and
wal s of a building. At one tine, a British firmhad tried to build a hotel
and
mari na there but the project had fallen through. Now it stood as a silent
sentinel of progress thwarted: the jungle had grown back around it, and
spi ders
and |izards had clained the building as a shelter fromthe heat.

“What do you want?” soneone asked, in a heavily accented voice that
m xed
Engl i sh and Spani sh.

Kip | ooked around. A heavyset man in a T-shirt stood behind the screen
door, his hands on his hips. H's hair was cropped very short, but his glossy,
bl ack si deburns had been allowed to grow wild and full. H's eyes were small
burni ng enbers under thick black brows, and they regarded the constable with
a
m xture of curiosity and di sdain.

“lI want to see the Chief Father,” Kip told him

The Carib was silent for a few seconds, sizing the other man up. “And

why ?”
he asked.
“Official police business.”
“Is that so? Well, then, you can talk to ne; |I’m Cheyne’s

brother-in-law”

Ki p shook his head. “That won’t do. |Is Cheyne here or not?”

“He ain't,” the man said. “He's took his boat out this norning.”

Kip didn't believe the man. When he | ooked to one side he saw two ot her
Carib men, both burly and tough-1ooking, |eaning against the remmants of a
brick
wal I, watching him One pretended to pare his nails with a knife blade. “It’s
Cheyne | want to see,” Kip said, gazing at the nen. “There’'s been trouble
over
in Coquina village. A man’'s dead, and | want to know..!

“W heard about that,” the man said. “All about it. So you conme up here
to
ask questions about us, thinking mebbe we had something to do with it? Go
away,
constable. You ain’t welcome here.”

“Thanks for your help,” Kip told himacidly, watching the other two out
of
the corner of his eye. “lI know where Cheyne lives; I'Il find himnyself.” As
he
wal ked away, he heard the man call out, “Better watch your step around here,
constable! This ain’t no fuckin’ pastel pink Coquina village you in now”
There
was | aughter, and someone cursed and spat, but Kip paid themno attention. He
reached a house farther down the row of decrepit shacks, and knocked on the
door
frame. Wited, knocked again. The door opened a few inches and a
snoot h- ski nned,



pretty worman peered out at him cautiously.

“I"'m1looking for him” Kip said.

She shook her head, spoke a few words in the brisk native dialect.
“ G)ne, ”
she said. “He gone.” She pointed toward the ocean

“When is he com ng back?”

The woman shrugged, not understanding. In the dimconfines of the house
a
baby began crying, and Kip heard an aged voice call out. The worman | ooked
over
her shoul der, nodding, and then cl osed the door in the constable’s face.

Dam! he thought angrily. Cheyne was the only one who’'d talk to him and
he
was a hard man to track down; the other Caribs would just as soon spit as
| ook
at him Kip left the house, wal ki ng back past the store to his jeep, ignoring
the stares of the men and their curses flung at his back. Deep within himhe
knew the Caribs had had nothing to do with Turk’s nurder. He was desperately
trying to convince hinself that the answer was |ogical, something he could
put
his finger on, but the nore he brooded over it the nore the answer seened to
elude him It led himinto a place of darkness, a cranmped passage noving him
i nexorably toward a closed iron hatch

THAT WAS NOT REAL! he told hinmself for the thousandth tinme, trying to
make
t he t hought convincing. That was not, could never be, real! O course, it was
his job to be concerned. He was responsi ble for the Coquina villagers and the
Caribs as well, even though those people |ooked to their Chief Father as the
ultimate authority.

As he reached the jeep Kip realized the birds were silent; the myriad
noi ses now were strangely and di sturbingly absent. The breeze swept in,
rattling
foliage and sending the mst through the trees with questioning fingers.

Si |l ence

swel led in the sun-ribbed shadows, |ouder than the screeching of the birds.
I't

was an oppressive quiet, and Kip wondered what had caused it.

He started the engine and began to thread his way al ong the road, away
from
the red points of eyes that had been wat ching.

And hungeri ng.

Thirteen

THE SI NGLE- ENG NE PLANE circled a few times above the island’ s interior and
t hen
dropped snmoothly down into the trees. More had seen it and, out of
curiosity,
he drove his pickup truck along a road into jungle, across open flats and
t hrough areas black with thicket, trees, and vines shutting off the sunlight.
The road cane into a wide clearing; there was a narrow, packed-dirt airstrip
and
a tin-roof ed shed. Beyond the strip, at the fringe of the deeper jungle, was
a
farmhouse. A black man in dungarees stood there watching the thing that had
cone
fromthe sky. That didn't happen often on Coqui na.

Moore turned onto the airstrip and pulled up al ongsi de the plane. Some



sort

of symbol was painted on the craft’s side, a white circle with the letters

JHF

in white at its center. He could see novenent in the cockpit; a figure in a
tan

junpsuit pulled at a duffel bag wedged between two seats. More clinbed out
of

the truck and approached the open cockpit door. “Can | give you a hand?”

“Yes,” the pilot said, working the bag free and hefting it over the side
to
Moore. “Take this bloody thing. But be careful; there s expensive camera gear
i nsi de.”

Moor e caught the heavy bag, but stood braced at the cockpit doorway
stari ng.

The pilot was a young worman, her hair pinned up in a cap but a single
curl
of gold showi ng at the neck. He had just caught a glinpse of her profile as
she
turned to give himthe bag. She lifted a suitcase and very carefully laid it
out side the cockpit as More stepped back to give her room She glanced up
appraising himw th her clear gray eyes, and offered her hand. “Jana
Thornt on,”
she said; Mdore shook her hand and started to speak, but she turned away
agai n
for a smaller suitcase on the co-pilot’s seat. She put it down on the ground
and
went on, “l wasn’t expecting a welcomng party. | couldn’t raise a wirel ess
signal, but if |I've plotted correctly this has to be Coquina.”

“It is.”

“Then I'’mwhere | want to be.” She turned to | ook down the rutted,
pot-holed airstrip. “I don’t expect you have nmany commercial flights here, do
you?”

“No,” More agreed. “We're not exactly a tourist mecca.”

She nodded thoughtfully, returning to the cockpit and energing again wth
a
few bricks, which she placed as stops against the plane’s tires. More
carried
the bags to his truck and then turned back to her. “Wat’'s the JHF stand for?”

“Jamai ca Hi storic Foundation,” she said, straightening up. She cl osed
t he
cockpit door and locked it. “WII ny plane be safe out here?”

“We haven’t |ost any so far.”

“l really didn’t expect anyone to be nmeeting me,” she | aughed as they
clinmbed into the truck’s cab. “But | appreciate the ride, M.-=2"

“David Moore.” He started the engine and they began to nove al ong the
strip. “You would have had a long hike into the village.”

He gl anced across at her as they reached the jungle road. It had been a
long tinme since he’d seen a white woman as attractive as she was. She wore
very
little makeup and didn't really need any; she was a natural beauty with high
cheekbones and forehead and a striking facial structure; she was perhaps in
her
late twenties. Her hair was tucked underneath the cap, of course, but he
envisioned it as falling to just about shoul der I ength. Her skin was deeply
tanned, as if she spent a lot of time outdoors; the sun had deepened
[ augh-1li nes
around her eyes and nouth. She had the hands of a nman, toughened and
cal | used.

There was a sinple gold chain around her neck, and she wore no rings. Mbore
had



seen a | ook of energy and intelligence, perhaps also of caution in her eyes.
They were cal mnow, and steady, but Mdore thought they could probably cut |ike
a

heat ed scal pel when she was angry.

“Where have you come fron?” he asked her. “Kingston?”

“That’s right.”

“Isn’t it dangerous flying alone |ike that?”

She smled slightly, as if the question was one she heard often. “Not if
you know what you’'re doing. And | do. There’'s an interesting reef out beyond
your harbor. Do you know anythi ng about those two steaner wecks to the
sout h?”

“1"ve dived them” he said. “They’'re in about sixty feet, but only the
stern’s left of one and the keel of the other.” Myore paused for a few
seconds.

“You're pretty good to recogni ze themas steaners fromthe air.”

“l1 know that type of weck,” she said. “And there are objects |ying near
themthat could only be broken steanship funnels.”

“What are you doi ng on Coqui na?” More asked, fascinated with his
passenger. “And what’s your Foundation do, anyway?”

“I"'mhere to find the island s constable. As to the Foundation, we're a
research group in alliance with the British Museum”

“l see. Then you're here because of the U boat.”

She gl anced over at himand nodded. “Let’s say |'mhere to investigate
somet hi ng the Foundati on doesn’t understand. There was a story in the Janaica
Dai |y d eaner about a submarine hul k surfacing. W contacted the nan who
reported it—a mail-boat captai n—sho turned out to be sixty-eight years old
and
somewhat | ess than an expert. |I'mreserving judgnment as to whether what's
surfaced off your island actually is an authentic World War 11 relic.”

Moore | ooked at her and noticed her eyes were suspicious and questing,
like
a cat’s. “You can see for yourself.”

“I plan to.”

They came off the jungle road, turned on Back Street, and drove toward

t he

center of the village. The Square was now conpletely deserted, and More saw

that Kip's jeep was still gone fromits usual place in front of his office.
“l don’t think the constable’s in right now,” he said. He notioned

t owar d

the grocery store. “There’'s a café over there if you' d |like sonmething to eat
while you wait.”
“l can do with sone lunch,” she acknow edged, and Moore pulled the truck

to
the curb.

Everybody’'s Grocers and Cafe was a small stucco building painted a
bri ght

nmustard yellow;, the store was at the front; the cafe was a scattering of
tabl es
near a kitchen at the rear. Wen they sat down, the rotund cook protested
t hat
she was | eaving soon to go home, but Mdore tal ked her into making |unch for
them He asked for two orders of seafood bouill abai sse and coffee.
“Isit Mss or Ms. Thornton?” he asked her casually after they' d seated
t henmsel ves.
She extracted a cigarette froma pack of Players and Iit it without
wai ting
for himto find a match. “It’s Dr. Thornton,” she said coolly.
“Ch? A doctor of what?”
“A professor,” she corrected. “lI’ma marine archaeol ogi st, specializing



t he study of sunken wecks.”

“Sounds interesting.”

“It is.” She tapped ash off her cigarette. She | ooked up, exami ning his
eyes for a few seconds. She could see intensity in this man’s tanned,
weat her-1lined face. The eyes were strange, very blue, warm and yet distant at
the sane tine. There was curiosity and strength; but something dark and
di sturbing as well, lying deep inside. Then she saw it vanish like the
bri ef est
of passi ng shadows.

“What about you?” she asked, at last. “Wat are you doi ng here?”

“l own the Indigo Inn. The hotel at the top of the hill.”

“Ah, yes. | saw it fromthe air.” She tilted her chin and exhal ed snoke.
HI
woul dn’t think you would attract nmany guests.”

“Not during hurricane season, no. But when the good breezes are bl owi ng
we
get a few yachtsmen passing through. And | enjoy the life. It’s not a bad way
to
pass the tine.”

“l want to know about this submarine,” she said quietly, after their
cof fee had been served. “Were is it now?”

“Locked away in an old naval shelter down in the island boatyards. Al
t wo
hundred feet of the dammed thing.”

“Two hundred twenty feet,” Jana corrected him “Wdth twenty feet,

di spl aci ng approxi mately 749 tons of water. And, if it is. a German boat,
nost
probably a vessel fromthe VII-C series, if that means anything to you.”

“No, it doesn’t,” Mbore admitted.

“The wor khorse of the Nazi submarine fleet. They operated by the dozens
both in the North Atlantic and in the Caribbean during the war. 1’ve dived on
the wrecks of several just off Jamaica, but of course there’s not mnmuch |eft
to
conb through. That’'s what the Foundation fails to understand, M. Mdyore: The
word we received is that this U boat surfaced unaided...and in al nost perfect
condition. Now, since you're a diver yourself, you tell me how that's
possi ble.”

“Ckay,” he said. “First of all, | guess | should |let you know that |'m
t he
one who found the thing. It was buried in sand at a hundred and fifty feet,
and
an unexpl oded depth charge blew it free. Both the constable and nysel f have
been
inside it. Yes, that’s right. It’'s authentic. The hull’s holding tight, al
t he

equi pment’s still in place, and.”” He paused. Bodies? Tell her about his

vi sion

in that dank tomb? No. “It’s still seaworthy,” he said. “And | have a theory.”
“Fine. I'"'mlistening.”
“The U-boat was buried in one hell of a lot of sand. | believe a | edge

j ust

above it had given way and covered it over, and it remained there until the

| ast

bi g bl ow whi pped the sea around and slid sone of the sand back. If the

submari ne

were conpletely buried there’d be no way the usual narine organi sns coul d

attach

t hensel ves to the iron. The sand was a natural buffer against corrosion.”
“That woul d be a great deal of weight crushing the superstructure,

woul dn’ t



it?” she renmi nded him

“l didn't say the superstructure was unscratched. How much pressure
coul d
t hose boats wi thstand?”

“Their shipyard guarantee was a little over three hundred feet,” Jana
sai d,
si pping at her coffee. “Some of themnmade it to six hundred and back wth
only
m nor structural damages. Others may have gone even deeper before they
i mpl oded.”

“So it depended on the boat?”

“There may have been a difference of degree in the elasticity of the
iron

from shipyard to shipyard, or even fromyear to year. But tell ne this: Even
if
your theory is correct, it doesn’t explain why the boat surfaced.”

“No,” Mbore agreed, “you’re right. But couldn't the explosion have jarred
a
nmechani sm or sonet hi ng?”

She gave hima patient smle. “That’s rather renote. There is, however,

t he

possibility of a gas buildup within the boat. You see, a submarine rises and
falls by neans of conpressed air; filling the buoyancy cells with air to
force

the water out lifts it up, and letting the sea flood the cells again wll
make

it descend. It’'s rather like the action of the human lungs, if you can
envi si on

a U boat breathing. The captain can control the speed of an ascent or descent
by

regul ating the amount of air or water in the cells. Leonardo da Vinci cane up
with the idea of an underwater boat used for warfare centuries ago, but the
concept so frightened himthat he never executed a nodel. Anyway, | can’'t see
that the machinery to punp conpressed air into the tanks would still be
operable. O course.! She paused for a nonment, tapping her finger on the

t abl e.

“There mi ght already have been conpressed air in the tanks, though not enough
to

di spl ace the weight that lay over it. Wen the weight shifted the hul k began
to

rise. One of the crewnen may have bled air into the tanks at the sane tine

your
suspected | edge col |l apsed. But then it was too late.”

The cook, still muttering about the | ateness of the hour, brought a pot
of

boui | | abai sse filled with chunks of snapper, crabneat, and scall ops sinmrered
wi th tomat oes and peppers. More began eating at once, but Jana tested it
cautiously with a spoon before trusting her stonmach to the exotic fare.

“Cf course,” Jana said after she’'d taken a bite, “all of the systens
wer e
duplicated in each boat. One mechani zed, one manual. But | doubt very
seriously
if there would have been any hands | eft aboard to operate the |evers.
pr esune

the crew got out by neans of an escape hatch, or perhaps through the torpedo
tubes.”

Moore sat notionless. He held a spoonful of food near his nouth, then
slowy put it back down onto his plate. The tension in his stomach was
pal pabl e.
“No,” he said huskily.



“What ?” Jana asked, |ooking up, seeing his face cloud over, the | ook of
it
put her on edge.

“No,” More repeated. “That’s not what happened at all.”

Jana didn’t know what he was tal king about at first, and then it dawned
on
her. O course. Skeletons. “How nany are |eft?” she asked.

“I..."’mnot sure. | don't think..l| saw all of them”

“You went from bow to stern?”

He shook his head. “Just fromthe bowto the control room”

“1"1l want to go all the way aft,” Jana said. “l’ve seen skeletons in a
sunken ship before.”

“Not skeletons,” More said quietly. “Not skeletons.” He blinked and
gazed
deep into her face. “Wat do you want to see the thing for?”

“If it’s towable and in reasonably good condition the British Miseum
m ght
be interested in the hulk as a war relic,” she said, puzzled by his behavior
“Whi ch woul d nmean a large grant to the Foundation, incidentally.”

“l see.” More pushed his food away. “Then you’'ll want to go down inside
the U boat ?”

“That’s right. 1'l1 be checking for damage, taking photographs and
tape-recording notes. |I’ve been sent here to determ ne whether or not a

sal vage
teamis merited.”

Moore saw the wonman’s eyes narrow a fraction, and he knew she was seei ng
beyond the mask of his face, getting a glinpse of the fear he felt. He could
virtually sense the iron crypt lying a little nore than a mile fromwhere
t hey
sat. She | ooked away from hi mabruptly, preoccupied with her food. Tell her
he
told himself. Tell her what you’ ve seen. YES! SEEN! It wasn't a
hal | uci nati on
wasn't the product of an oxygen-starved brain! You saw themthere! YOU SAW
THEM
THERE!

At that instant he realized he was clinging frantically to the edge of
reason. What woul d he say? That he had seen | ong-dead things noving,
reachi ng,
swi ngi ng wrenches and hamers? That sonehow Death itself had stood still, or
had
cl ai med those crewnen but had rel eased an evil rage that made their bodies
nove
in strange nockery of life? No. God in Heaven, no.

“How many..” Mobore began. “How many nmen did a boat of that size crew?”

“Between forty-four and fifty,” Jana said, and thought he seened to pale
slightly. The man knew sonet hi ng i mportant, sonething she should know as
wel | .

She must find out what it was.

My God, Moore al nost said aloud. He picked up his coffee, realized he’'d
finished it, and placed the cup back in its saucer. Fifty. Fifty. Fifty. The
nunber thudded in his brain. Stay away fromthe boat, Boniface had said. The
Ni ght Boat. A thing of darkness, hiding darkness. A periscope shaft,
beckoni ng
himinto the depths where he was to carry out the task they had wanted done.
Lock your shutters, your wi ndows, your doors. Fifty of them hidden in
shadows
away fromthe alien sun. Waiting. Waiting.

Wi ti ng.

Jana said, “l1'd like to see the boat now. "



Fourt een

ONCE FEAR TAKES HOLD there is no escape. It surfaces to haunt the brain, to
| ead

the eyes down corridors of terror, to taunt the senses with the presence of
somet hi ng unknown, just beyond reach. As More drove the girl toward the
boatyard he saw that the fear had spread rapidly in the village, a fire
fuel ed

by Boniface's eyes and cryptic words. There were bolted doors and shuttered
wi ndows everywhere; on sonme of the walls were hastily drawn voodoo symnbol s,

painted there as talismans of protection. A few people were still noving
about

the streets, as dusk still was several hours off, and in the harbor nen
wor ked

on their nets for Mdnday' s fishing, but the air was different. The bar
district
was al nost deserted, and there were no children running al ong the beaches or
pl ayi ng ball ampong the fishernmen’s shanties.

The boatyard gates were unrepaired and Moore drove through. In another
few
nmonents he steered the truck around the piles of debris and oil barrels and
passed the supply shed. He put on the brakes and sl owed. The shed doors were
open; one of the | arge wooden doors had been ripped off its hinges and lay in
the sand, and there was a junble of barrels, splintered crates, and cans
around
the entrance. Mbore knew it should have been securely | ocked. He continued on
across the yard for the naval shelter

VWhen they reached it he imedi ately saw that the doorway was w de open

a
dark entry leading toward the twi sted iron hul k. He stopped the truck and
pointed at the shelter. “lIt’s in there,” he told her

Jana went around to the truck bed and began unzi ppi ng the duffel bag.
“ Any

electricity in there? Arc lights?”

“No,” he said, his gaze fixed on that square of blackness, know ng what
| ay
beyond. “All the juice is cut off.”

She opened the bag and took out a canera case and a flash attachment.
Zi ppi ng the bag up again, she took the Nikon fromits case and fit the flash
to

it, then let it fall around her neck. “Now,” she said, “we’ll see your
pr eci ous
relic.”

They stood together for a long tine in the foul -snelling darkness as
their
eyes slowy nade out the sharp lines of the huge craft. A prehistoric
nonst er,
Moor e t hought. Jana coughed into her hand. “Chlorine gas,” she said quietly,
her
voi ce echoi ng against netal. “Battery seepage.
see
it, frombowto stern, she caught her breath and took a step forward.
Jana blinked, put out a hand as if to touch it. “My God,” she said,

When she was finally able to

awed.
“My God.” She nmoved forward again and Moore noved with her, stepping over an
enpty crate marked LUBRI CANT, TWENTY CANS.

Jana had dived in murky green water twelve mles to the north of Janaica



about six nmonths ago, finding at a depth of ninety-four feet a subnmarine that
had been in its days of glory sinmlar to this one; she had first seen it as a
| ong dark cigar shape, then as she hovered above it, as a mass of coral wth
twisted iron ribs protruding. The hatches had been open, circular holes al
clogged with gromh, nothing left of the conning tower but a dark flower of
iron

where a bomb or shell had struck. And in the center of the veins of tubing
wer e

crisscrossed pipes that now served as home to starfish and spotted eels. That
boat had been dead, devoid of power and nenace. But this one, here only a few
feet away...was very different. It’'s a hoax, she thought suddenly. A joke. No
boat could be underwater that |ength of tinme and not be a rusted, broken

hul k.

But no; it was real, the iron hull secure. She had seen boats down only a few
mont hs in worse shape than this one, and she couldn’t believe what she was
seei ng. She picked up her canera and switched on the flash to let it charge

up,
then began to take her pictures carefully and unhurriedly, noving along the
por t
side and then back again. Wen she called out to Moore he could hear the
excitement in her voice. “It’s a VII-C, all right. Mnor danmage to the
superstructure, snapped sky periscope...Jesus! The eighty-eight mllineter
cannon’s still intact, so is the twenty-mlIlinmeter gun! Deck | ooks to be
br oken
through in places, but nmy God, the corrosion hasn’t even begun on nost of the
hul 1" As she tal ked she took picture after picture, the flash outlining a
j agged shadow on the opposite wall. “There’s water inside?” she asked.

“Not very nuch.”

“Condensati on or overflow through a hatch, probably. If that’s so, the
boat

nmust have gone down in a hurry. Possibly under attack, if you say there was a
depth charge near it.” She cane along the port side and then toward the bow
“Torpedo tubes are clear,” she told him “Bow torpedo-I|oading hatch is open
I's

t hat how you went in?”

“Yes.” Mbore nodded.

She took anot her photograph, the flash a silent white explosion. Inits
light More saw sonething; he took a step forward, but already she was on her
way across the gangpl ank. She stepped onto the deck, avoiding debris and rats.

“Just a minute.” More said, trying to figure out what it was he' d seen

Jana was peering through broken deck tinbers. “Pressure hull | ooks
unscat hed.” She pushed a box away and enpty oil cans rolled out. “I can see
t he
expl osi on you mentioned | oosening it fromthe sand, but what made this boat
surface? Conpressed-air expansion? Possibly there was already air in the
buoyancy tanks?” She was talking to herself, not noticing as Mbore noved to
t he
edge of the concrete wal kway and stared over at the bow. “For the tine being
we' Il have to accept your theory,” she was saying, “until the Foundation
cones
up with sonething better. My God, what a weapon!”

“The hatch,” More said quietly, and the sound of his voice nade her
| ook
up.

“Through there, that’'s where the bow torpedoes were | oaded,” she
expl ai ned.

“There’s another at the stern for the aft tube. What are all these crates and
cans doi ng here? This gun nount | ooks as if someone’s greased it..

“Kip closed this hatch,” More said in a hollow tone, staring into the
hole. “And now it’s opened again.”



Jana noved over by the hatch and snapped anot her picture of the conning
tower. “I’Il have to | ook at the nmechanisns inside,” she told him “But |1
need the high-intensity lanmp fromny bag.”

“Don’t...stand near that hole,” More rasped, his nouth dry. She stood
over
the hatch now, peering down into it. She hadn't heard, and he raised his
Voi ce.

“Don’t stand near the hatch!” He started across the gangpl ank toward her

“What ?” she asked, glancing over at him one foot resting on the hatch
rim
“What did you..! And then she abruptly sucked in her breath, a half-cry
escapi ng
her 1ips; she stepped away fromthe hole and Mbore saw that her eyes were
fixed
on sonet hi ng behi nd him

He whirl ed around; a shadow bl ocked the doorway, mnmoving toward him He

t ook
a step backward, lifting an armto ward it off, his teeth bared and eyes
wi dened.

The shadow stood notionl ess, |ooking at the two of them “Wat the hel
are
you doi ng here, David?” Kip asked. “And who's she?” He didn’t wait for a
reply,

but raised his voice. “Conme off that thing, miss, before you break your neck!”

“Who are you giving orders to?” she asked indignantly.

“1"mthe constable of Coquina, and |'mordering you off that boat!” He
gl anced at Moore. “Wo is she?”

“Dr. Thornton. She came from Ki ngston to exanm ne the submarine.”

“Is that so?” Kip watched as she nade her way across the gangpl ank and
approached him “What were you trying to do,” he asked her, “go down in that
bastard by yoursel f?”

“That’s exactly right,” Jana said, her guard up

“Wong. This shelter and that boat are off-limts to everyone w thout ny
express permission, and so far | haven't given it to you.” He pressed the
back
of his hand against his face. “It smells of rot in here; let’s get out into
t he
sun.

VWhen they had left the shelter Kip closed the door and | ooked for sone
way
to lock it; he found a thin netal rod in the debris of the yard and jamed it
t hrough the door’s hasp as a tenporary sol ution

“l have a letter fromthe Jamaica Hi storic Foundation in ny bag,

Jana
sai d
curtly. “If you like I'll get it for you and then we can..

“No,” Kip said. “Never mnd any letters.” He was aware of the woman’'s
growi ng anger. “How did you get to Coqui na?”

“My airplane.”

“l see.” He glanced over at More, then back to the woman. “Well ...Dr.
Thornton, is it? I'mafraid you made a long trip for nothing. First thing
Monday
nmorning two trawl ers are going to tow the subnmarine out to deep water. A
coupl e

of welders are going to cut holes into it, and it’s going back down where it
cane from”
“Wait a mnute,
t hi nk
you can nake this decision, but I’mnot going to let you do it!”
“I"’msorry. The plans have been made.”
“Then unmake them damm it!” she said, stepping defiantly toward him

Jana said, her face flushing. “I don’t know why you



Ki p
stood where he was, but he could feel the heat of her anger. “You don’t seem
to
realize what that boat is! It’'s a Nazi U-boat in al nbst perfect condition
after
forty years or so at the bottom of the Cari bbean. W have to know how it
stayed
that way, what made it cork, and what boat it was. | can have a sal vage team
down here within three days! You can’'t sink it!”

“It’s a rotting old hulk,” Kip said.

“No! It’s in remarkabl e condition, not nmuch deteriorated fromthe day it
went down! And |I'Il wager the interior is in excellent condition as well,
i ncluding the engine rooml My God, the boat’s a naval historian’s dream It’'s
al nrost certain | can guarantee interest fromthe British Muiseumif | can just
exam ne the inside!”

“You ever heard the story of Pandora’'s Box?” Kip asked her; the question
startled her. “Let’s just say there’s plenty you don’t know about the
submari ne.

Al manner of hell’s been rai sed here because of it. No, |'"mnot going to
wai t
any three days. | wouldn't wait three dammed hours if | didn't have to!” He

reached over and pulled at the metal rod to make certain the door was shut
securely. Moore realized he had | ocked the door as if to keep sonmething in

instead of out. Kip turned to himand said, “I was driving past on ny way
back
fromCaribville and | saw your truck parked here. | didn't think you woul d’ ve

cone back here al one..

“You're a madman!” Jana said suddenly. “That’s a scientific find you
want
to destroy!”

“1’ve had enough arguing, mss,” Kip told her, |ooking her straight in
t he
eye. “lI’ve had ny say, and that’'s how things stand. If you want to file a
protest with your Foundati on when you get back to Kingston, that's fine with
ne
too. Let themget in touch with me, and I'Il tell themthe same thing. The
U-boat’ s going back into the ocean. David, |I'll see you later. Dr. Thornton
have a good trip.” He nodded toward her and wal ked back to his jeep. He
started
t he engi ne and roared off, |eaving them standing together at the side of the
shel ter.

“VWhat’s wong with that man?” Jana asked. “lIs he out of his m nd?”

“No,” Moore said. “No, he's not.” It was getting late; the shadows were
thi cker, a blue-black m st stretching across the yard. Soon ni ght woul d cover
the island, and Moore realized there was no place on earth he would rather
avoi d
than this boatyard, with the U boat lying only behind the thickness of a
wooden

wal | after darkness fell. “It’s too late for you to nmake Kingston before
dark,”
he told Jana. “If you'd Iike I'll give you a roomup at the hotel.”

4

“l appreciate that,’
" ve
tal ked sonme sense into that idiot.”

“Suit yourself,” More said, nmotioning toward the truck

she said, “but 1’ve no intention of |eaving unti

Driving into the village, Kip knew there was something terribly wong;
he
saw the enpty streets, the shuttered wi ndows, the voodoo talismans scraw ed
on



stucco and cl apboard. Anger surged within him and he felt a confusion he
couldn’t begin to define. One of the synbols, chal ked agai nst a sea-green
door,

held his attention, started the slow stirring of menories—sluggi sh,

nebul ous—at

the back of his brain. It was the crude drawi ng of a huge hand, fromtop to
bott om of the door, the fingers spread as if to ward off the invisible. Kip
pulled the jeep to the side of the road and stared at it, unable to tear his
gaze away.

He was a child again, a boy of thirteen, sitting at a | ow table eating
from
a bow of corn nush and hambits. He ate slowy, though it was his first neal
in
over a day. Across the plank-walled room a few half-charred | ogs burned
erratically in a stone fireplace. On the floor was woven sea-grass,
wel | -wor n;
the wi ndow shutters were closed tight and the only light came from severa
oi |
| anps pl aced around the room The dimhalf-glowillumnated the straw triba
masks on the walls, their features cunning and wol fish: heavy-browed seashel
eyes gl eami ng. He thought they were staring directly at him and that
soneti mes
their features changed to | ook al nbst human, but grotesque and freakish.

A man sat in a rocking chair before the fire. He stared into the flanes,
rattling a jar of dog’'s teeth distractedly. After a while he took one of the
teeth out and tossed it in, then bent forward as if he saw sonething there.
He
| eaned back, the runners making a soft, catlike nurnmur on the grass mat. From
one corner there was a low rustle; the man turned his head and the boy caught
a
firelight profile of slitted eyes in an aged, weather-lined face. On a bed of
sea-grass across the roomthere was a | arge green iguana al nost tw feet |ong;
a
nmetal collar clanped about its neck secured the reptile to a line tied around
an
overhead beam with enough slack so that the lizard could nove about in the
room
Its pale red eyes stared at Kip, the white flesh under the jaw and belly
undul ating as it breathed. It cane forward a few feet, crunching on the
grass,
stopped, flesh quivering along its spine, slender tail sweeping across the
floor. Its head noved jerkily, eyes fixed on Kip.

“Feed it,” the man said.

There was a pi ece of doughy brown bread beside him He tore off a small
chunk and tossed it over. The lizard jerked, scurried back, waited. Then it
advanced on the bread and licked at it.

Kip was still dazed from hunger and weak from sl eeping. In the past
three
days he had slept a great deal, intoxicated by the strange funes em nating
from
pots the man kept in a circle around the boy's bare mattress. Sonetinmes his
sl eep was dream ess and bl ack, the sleep of the dead, but nmore often it was
peopl ed by phantons, grinning things |ike the masks that watched him al ways
in
an anticipatory silence. The faces spun about himin his dreanms, calling his
nanme over and over.

Qut of necessity, Kip had begun to build a brick wall in his mnd to
keep
the horrors back, the nortar going down snooth and thick, each row of bricks
solid and even. But sonetinmes the things seened to have nore strength, and



t hey

reached out with their gray tendrils to pull down the bricks he had erected

t he

ni ght before. No matter how hard he shrieked at the nightmare forms there was
no

escape; there were too nany, and he had to work harder and harder to put the
bricks back into place. He worked at the wall like a nadnman, as if sleep were
just another of the many |abors set for himby his uncle, who had nade him
heat

and knead balls of wax, to be fashioned into images by the man and sold to
furtive customers. Kip had al so been nmade to drain seven white chickens of
their

bl ood, and, one night, to accompany his uncle to the pauper’s graveyard to
sever

a recently dead man’'s head for that fearful death spell, the Garabanda. The
wal |
never seenmed to be conplete, for the things still found hol es and weak spots

t hrough which to grasp at him But someday it would be strong enough to hold
t hem back and away forever, and never again would they make hi m scream t hat
terrible screamfromthe deep pit of sleep. He vowed it to hinmself, nade the
vow
as much a part of himas was his fear and dislike of the man who call ed
hi nmsel f
“uncle.”

In one of his cold-sweat nightnmares he was wandering the wi de corridors
and
enpty roons of a huge, abandoned mansi on. Mdss draped the w ndows and doors;
no
[ight could penetrate, and he nmoved through spidery shadows. Wen he ran into
boar ded- over doors, seal ed wi ndows, bricked passageways, he would turn and
retrace his steps. In one roomthere were ol der people dressed in bright
col ors,
each of them standing al one and not speaking to the others; in another was a
child playing on the floor with a bright green ball that suddenly uncurl ed
and
became a lizard that slithered away. Upstairs was a passage w th gapi ng hol es
in
the floor, the black tinmbers threatening to give way beneath his feet. He
gui ded
hi nsel f onward, searching, feeling his way al ong.

As he cane through a doorway, the tides suddenly surged around his feet.
He
resisted the pull of the current and saw the blue water slowy turn a
dark-red
color. In another room farther along, were a woman and a little girl who
waved
to himand sniled. He heard the tolling of a ship’s bell fromfar away, a
wor | d
away, then silence. He noved on, finding rooms crowded with iron, ship's
parts,
and rusted equi prent; a white man noved across the corridor ahead of him and
Ki p
foll owmed. A skeleton stood before him arns out, face inploring himfor
somet hing he couldn’t understand; the skeleton crunpled, fell to dust.

And in the next room alnost at the crown of the house, a congregation
of
shadows. A chair. Open wi ndows, black sky, sheer tattered curtains trailing
in
an unfelt wind. And in the chair a dark form unrecognizable, a roiling thing
wi t hout true substance, but emanating a vast and terrible hate. The door



sl anmed
behind him Alerted by the noise, the hideous formturned what would be its
head, slowy, seeking out the intruder. Two blinding crinson orbs fixed Kip
to
the floor; they burned through to his brain. And then the thing rose fromthe
chair and started for him dark arns comng up to enbrace him He felt his
back
agai nst the door, felt the hardness of the wood pressing into his spine. The
thing’s hot breath touched his cheek and he began to shout for help, over and
over; it neared him snelling of age and rot, uncoiling |ike a black nanba.

And then the door behind himcame open. He fell backward, stil
scream ng.

Opened hi s eyes.

A hand coming for him brown and w thered. A craggy, staring face behind
it. He recoiled; the hand grasped his shoul der and shook himfully awake.

In the corner the lizard had shifted, tiny pinpoints of gleamng red

still
unbl i nki ng.
Hi s uncle stood over him w ping sweat fromhis cheeks. “Your future is
not
with ne,” he said.

And suddenly the figure of the hand on the green door trenbled. The door
cane open and a man i n dungarees peered out at the constable.

Kip stared at himfor a few seconds, then conposed hinself and drove on
to
the Square, the menories whirling inside his head: bits of renmenbered faces
and
colors, sights and snells. He had | abored long and hard to wall off that part
of
his life. He'd thought the bricks were firmy nortared into place. Until the
U-boat had cone.

| know what you coul d have been, Boniface had told him

Bul I shit, Kip muttered between clenched teeth. Bullshit.

The eveni ng shadows fell across Coquina. The nmoon rose, glittering
sil ver
on the waves that surged over Kiss Bottom The breeze began to pick up
gently
at first, then strengthening and finally sweeping up sand in the streets,
swirling it in gritty puffs that stung the shuttered w ndows. A dog bayed at
t he
moon until soneone cursed and threw a shoe to quiet him

And no one heard the sound of hamrers ringing against iron down in the
boat yard

Fifteen

JOHNNY MAJORS STRETCHED, feeling the ripple of nuscles up and down his back
He
got out of bed and noved in the dark toward a chair in one corner of the
bedr oom
where his clothes had been thrown down in hasty disarray. As he buttoned his
shirt he | ooked across at the woman’s nude form sprawl ed on the bed, her
bl ack
body still glistening fromtheir heated | overmaki ng. She said softly, “It
early
yet. You don’t have to go.”

“Ten to eight,” he said, struggling into his jeans. “Ad lady' Il be
wonderin’ where | am Soneday she gonna go over to the Landfall and see



ain't
there and then what gonna happen?”

“You scared?” she asked; a nocking question she knew woul d get to him

“No. Hell, no. But | smart too. | ain't gonna play her to the limt.” He
zi pped his fly and buckled his belt.

“Cal e and Langstree won't be back 'til tonorrow sonmetinme. You could
spend
the night.”

He grinned, his teeth gleami ng in the darkness. “The hell you say. If
your
man found us here in the nornin’ ...uh uh, no. And ny old lady wouldn’t be so
dam
happy about it neither. No, baby, we got to play it smart. There enough of
you
for both me and Cale.”

“Mebbe not,” she said petulantly, drawi ng herself up on the pillows, her
heavy breasts hangi ng over the sheet.

He cane and sat on the bed beside her. “Hey. Your old man and
Langstree’|l
have nore trips to make. Hell, he's gone nost all the tine as it is now So..
He
stroked the snmooth flesh between her breasts. “Damm ne, you' re a fine woman,
Nora,” he said in a husky voice.

“l need you to stay with ne, Johnny. | don't like to be alone at night.”

Leani ng over, licking beneath a nipple, he realized he was hard again,
but
he couldn’t spend the tine. He had been with Cale’s wife for over an hour
toni ght, and two hours the night before; there was no use in pressing his
[ uck.
But damm, what a wonan she was. She twi sted those soft, beautiful hips a
t housand different ways when he was inside her, winging himout and
exhausti ng
himand driving himwild with excitement. But Christ Almghty, if that
sonof abitch Cal e ever found out his woman was nmaking tinme there’'d be hell to
pay...

She reached out to cling to him her hands grasping his belt buckle, but
he
stood up and noved away. “No, baby, no. | got to go now.” He slipped his
shoes
on. “There' |l be nore times.”

She smled at him seductively and he | ooked at her appreciativel y—she
was
still warmand glowing fromthe merging of their heated flesh. He stood over
by
the room s single window, the noonlight streaming in through a broken red
shutter. When he bent down to | ace his shoes she saw sonething, a brief
gl i mpse
of a dark form noving past the wi ndow. She sat up in bed, catching her breath
in
a sudden gulp of air.

“What’ s wong?” he asked, thinking she was playing with himagain. “Hey,
what’'s the matter with you?”

Nora sat notionless, not knowing if she had really seen sonething there
or
not. Had someone been spying on themthrough the shutter? Someone her husband
sent to keep a watch on her? She reached down for the sodden sheet and drew
it
around her like a shroud. Maybe it was even Cale hinself, the bastard cone
back
early?



Johnny hurriedly finished |lacing his shoes, eager to be going. The house
was a nmle or so fromthe village, and he had a long ride in the dark on his
bi cycle. The look in the woman’s eyes was giving himthe creeps and, only
hal f - j oki ng, he denmanded, “Hey. Wat you | ookin’ at, damm junbies?”

The shadow fell across the shutter slats. She raised a hand, pal mout as
if
to ward it off. Her nouth opened, and her voice canme out as an eerie whine.

Even as Johnny Majors whirled around, sensing the presence of sonething
beyond the wi ndow, there was a sharp crack of splintering wood as a bl ow
struck
the front door. He cried out in fear, his mnd racing. It was Cale conme back
either that or some of Cale's friends come to make himpay for screwing the
worran.

@ ass and wood shattered, exploding into the bedroom The shadow was
battering its way through the wi ndow, and Johnny caught the brief flash of a
wrench in the nmoonlight. There were nmore shadows out there, two, three, four
five, all merging into one pul sating darkness that ripped at the shutter and
tore the glass away. Nora screamed, and backed into a far corner, Johnny
| ooked
around desperately for a weapon, hearing the front door being broken open. He
pi cked up the chair beside the wi ndow and struck at the shadows, again and
again, and for a noment they backed away.

“Jesus,” he cried out, his chest heaving, holding the chair before him
like
a shield. “Jesus God who is that out there WHO | S THAT OUT THERE?”

And in the sudden silence he heard them

Their breathing was ragged, painful, as if they were unused to the air,
as
if each lungful was raging fire. He could hear no voices, no novenent, only
t he
breat hing of nen suffering froma hideous, torturous di sease, and that al one
was
enough to make himthink he was goi ng nmad.

One of the shadows noved forward, reaching slowy through the remants

of

the wi ndow. The hand grasped a broken slat and began to pull it away.
Johnny stood transfixed; the woman whined like a child from her corner

The

hand, illum nated by the noonlight, |ooked gnarled and brown, the skel etal

fingers like the claws of an animal. The nails were long and filthy; they
scratched at the glass, a tiny noise which seened tremendous to the trapped
couple. And swirling about the room borne in by the noist Caribbean w nds,
was

the stench of rot; it caught themin snoky folds |ike some ancient fungus, or
slime vomited up fromthe guts of the sea.

In the next instant the shadow hurtled itself through the rest of the
glass, its arms outstretched, black talons groping for the man. The woman
screanmed, a pitched, terrified noi se—eh God, why wasn't this Cale not Cale
NOT

CALE...

The man rai sed the chair and brought it down upon the reeking thing that
had crawl ed over the wi ndowsill; he struck sonething as solid as bone but
coul d

not stop the phantom He realized too |late that the others had broken through
t he door and were now behind him Sonething caught himaround the throat: a
hand, cold and bony, and another hand gripped his hair. Nora s scream broke

t hrough the ceiling of her throat, then fell away to becone a childish,

i nsane

babbl e. Johnny tried to fight free of the things, flailing with his arnms and
| egs, but now they were all around him the shadows pressing close, those



terrible hands sharp icicles on his face, his throat, his arns.

He threw out an el bow, striking one of them and he heard the hissing of
foul breath close to his ear; a tremendous strength picked himup and flung
hi m
into a wall, where he crashed headlong. He felt the searing pain of a broken
shoul der as he slid helplessly to the floor. He twi sted around, his heart
hamreri ng and the panic chewing at his insides, to face the shadows as they
approached. The woman, crazed with fear, was crawing on the floor on her
stomach toward a closet. He lay with his back against the wall, bl ood
dri ppi ng
froma broken nose, and saw the things as they reached out for him

The darkness covered them but he could see their eyes. Red pinpoints of
hate, they burned deep within w thered skulls, unblinking and penetrating.
The
shadows breathed like the rising and falling of the el bows that fanned Hell’s
bl aze. Johnny Majors held up his hands in horror and supplication, for he
knew
the hour of his death had arrived.

“Pl ease,” he pleaded. He could not hear his voice over the din of his
bursting heart. “Please don't kill neeeeeeeee..

One of the things grinned; moonlight glittered off rotted, broken teeth,
and a bl ack tongue |icked al ong what remai ned of |ips.

“Please don’t kill.” Johnny Majors whispered.

Two cl aws descended; they grasped the man’s face, nails biting deep and
drawi ng bl ood. And slowy, very slowy, they began to pull the man’s face
apart,
even as he screamed in pure cold pain. Fingers ripped away the nose in
tatters
of dripping flesh; a hand cl anped around the throat, the strong hard nails
pl ungi ng deep, choking off the screans, puncturing the jugular vein and
rel easing a dark red river. Johnny Majors |lay paral yzed agai nst the
spl attered
wal I, his eyes glazed in shock, unseeing, his nerves feeling the agony but
hi s
brai n gone and unable to respond. The hand at his throat began to peel the
fl esh
away, exposing veins and cords. The shadows noved cl oser as the odor and
war nt h
of the bl ood wafted up to them Another noved in, bent forward, the eyes
whirl pools of red; its claw flashed out, ripping away a cheek that dangl ed on
slivers of skin. A three-fingered hand, bare bone show ng on the knuckl es,
probed at an eye, in the next instant digging in and tearing it away like a
qui vering grape froma vine.

The man opened his mouth and noaned, then shuddered involuntarily. His
head
fell back, exposing the torn throat to the silver light. The punctured artery
in
hi s neck continued to punp bl ood in w dening puddl es.

And then the crinson-eyed shadows fell upon him [|ips and tongues
voraci ously consumi ng the face and throat. Teeth bit at flesh, tearing
t hr ough
and gnawi ng hungrily on bone; the weight of the things covered himover. He
lifted one hand, but it hung useless, in the air, the fingers slowmy curling,
and then fell back. The roomwas filled with the noises of their feeding; the
grinding of teeth on bone, the sucking at gapi ng wounds and the tearing away
of
chunks of flesh. Blood covered the floor, and sonme of the things bent down to
| ap at the puddl es, nmaddened and starved for its sweet, strong taste. They
began
to tear the body to pieces, biting through bone for the marrow and the



f1 ui ds.
They worked faster and faster, nore frantically, the sounds of their
br eat hi ng
echoing in the room The woman whi npered where she lay. They pushed at each
other to reach the wounds and when one wound was dry they groped for others,
hissing in fury as another pushed them aside. They broke open new rivul ets of
fluids, like dark wine fromfleshy casks. They were inpatient and greedy as
t hey
feasted, ripping strips of flesh and hoardi ng them squeezing out the fina
drops. And when they were finished with the nman, when they had scattered him
in
grisly pieces and sucked himdry and found they had still not had enough to
fill
their collapsed veins and arteries, not enough to stop the terrible pain, not
to
guench the raging fire, they turned with a vengeance upon the wonan.
She wat ched them conme, some of them wal ki ng, sone of them draggi ng

t hensel ves across the floor toward her, and she was powerl ess to nove. They
wer e
enraged because they were still not filled, not relieved of their inhuman
pai n,
and their teeth were nercil ess.

As they fed on her notionless body, one of the things disentangled
itself
and rose to its feet. Blood snmeared its |lips and hands, and as it backed away
fromthe nass of bodies it lifted a palmand licked at the human liquids. It
stood in a corner, watching as the others tried to satisfy their hungers. The
agony still remained, deep within dried and twisted tissues, w thin nuscles
drawn hard as stone, within flesh shrunken and winkl ed around the bones.
Wth
each breath the agony welled up, fanning the blaze ever higher. The thing in
t he
corner put a hand to its throat in a vain attenpt to still the searing pain.
No
pul se beat there; the heart had beconme a |lunp of decayed matter, and the
vei ns
had col |l apsed like the walls of enpty houses. The thing shivered suddenly, in
agony and rage and madness and hate.

On the wall beside it there was an oval mirror. It turned its head very
slowy and peered into the nmoonlit reflection

The only thing living in that face were the eyes, and those were sunken
and
terrible, slits of evil in the shriveled head. At one time, an age ago, those
eyes m ght have been cunning and wolflike, full of glory and the blaze of
battle. The once aquiline nose was flattened and al nbst rotted away, now j ust
a
pit into which the face was slowy collapsing. Patches of yellow hair clung
to
t he m sshapen scal p, and when the thing opened its nmouth to scream agai nst
its
own i mage, the broken, ragged-edged teeth glittered in the light.

The thing lifted up its arms and struck the glass. A crack zigzagged
acr oss
the mrror, slicing the vision of the corpse’s face into two disjointed
parts.
It struck again and again, the breath com ng harshly through twisted |ips;
and
the mrror began to fall to pieces. Wen all the glass had broken and the
franme
was enpty, the thing let out a hoarse roar of torment and rage, the scream



rising up and up and ending in an enpty, choked sob
The others, feeding on the woman’s naked body, heard but did not pause
in
their feast. Currents of blood shifted around themlike ebbing tides,
st ai ni ng
the tattered remmants of their brown uniforms.

On the front porch of the Indigo Inn, David More sat sipping a drink
and
watched a light far out at sea. A cigarette burned in an ashtray beside his
chair; there was a half-enpty bottle of rumat his feet. The light cane off a
freighter, traveling toward the port of a larger island. The sight of it
stirred
hi s wanderlust, made himthink of distant shores, of people he had known and
| eft behind.

Hs time in Baltinore seened |ike soneone else’s |ife now He had been a
di fferent David More then, a man naive and unaware in so many, many ways. |f
there was such a thing as fate, it had noved swiftly in his case, sweeping
hi m
al ong on a path from which he could never hope to find his way back. Not hing
could ever alter his own personal tragedy; the scar woul d al ways remain, deep
and ragged, on his soul. Since the deaths of his wife and son he had
det er m ned
not to fall in love again, and though he had fallen in love with places and
experi ences he could never really get close to people again. It was too
dangerous. He had been attracted to other wonen, yes; he had sought sexua
encounters just as the wonmen he spent nights with did, but he found it
difficult
to express his enotions anynore. He knew he drank too much because he was
afraid
of both life and death; rather, he was suspended between them his senses
still
indulging in the multitudi nous experiences his travels had offered him while
hi s deep-seated enotions were nunbed and frozen. He was now just the shell of
a
man who had once run his hands through Beth's hair and felt the power spark
between themlike currents of electricity. And yet, in all this tine he had
only
felt himself grow closer to her. Sonetinmes, |ocked in a dream he knew he
only
had to reach out a few inches and touch her supple naked body, draw her
cl oser
to himand hold her so tightly she woul d never be taken from hi magain.

And thinking of Brian, his son, was just as difficult: Wat sort of nman
woul d he have becone? What would it have been like to watch the boy grow up,
go
to college? God forbid that he woul d have taken a position at his
grandf ather’s
bank and been stifled just as David had been. No, that was too easy. Perhaps
t he
boy woul d have been intrigued by the ocean, and woul d have chosen a life that
woul d have fulfilled hi m4n ocean engi neering, or oceanography, say. Those
wer e
fields David m ght have picked, had not the fam |y decided on his direction
in
life. He would have nade certain that Brian knew there was an entire world of
choi ces; he would have nade certain the boy knew his Iife was his own.

Now, when the rum had himand the sea was crashing across the reef, when
he
sat alone with the night, he couldn’t keep the inmages at bay very long: he



and

t he boy playing touch-football in a wide, grassy park under fleecy clouds,
Bet h’s hand reaching for his under a |l ong waxed table during a Thanksgi vi ng
di nner at the elder Miore’s estate, the flashing blare of a carnival
nmerry-go-round, and their |lips meeting as Brian, on a red-nmouthed pal ani no
cl apped his hands and grinned.

And after it had happened, after the day of stormand terror, after the
doctors had di agnosed his listlessness, insomia, and, later, fits of rage as
“survivor’s syndronme,” his father had confronted himin the sitting room of
t he
fam |y hone; the old man’s icy eyes had stared at himthrough a flat haze of
bl ue Cuban cigar snoke. He had not |ooked at his father, instead renaining
intent on the flames that burned within a huge marbl e hearth.

“If you're in trouble with the police again, David,” the old man said
finally, his voice a harsh rasp, “I’mnot going to help you. I want you to
understand that here and now. Your barroom brawl s and destruction of public
property have gone far enough.”

The younger man sat in silence; a log shifted, then burst into flane.

“Wel | ? Have you nothing to say to ne?”

Moore slowy turned his head; their eyes nmet, ice against ice, and
| ocked.

“I didn't ask you to help ne last tine,” he said quietly.

“By God, sonmeone had to!” The old man waved his cigar, knocking off
ashes
onto the Oriental carpet. “Wiat was | to do, leave you in jail for the rest
of
the night, let sone goddammed reporter find you in there drunk and do a story
about how Horton Mbore’s son went wild and shot out every damed traffic
['i ght
for eight city bl ocks? Jesus! That woul d be exactly what ny investors would
i ke
to see!”

“Fuck your investors,” More said, in a whisper, too low for his father
to
hear .

“And you'd be in jail right this mnute if | didn’t have a | ot of
friends

at Gty Hall!” the old nman continued, his eyes blazing. “My God, boy, what's
to

becorme of you? There are no black sheep in the More famly; | want you to
know

that! And I won't sit here and watch you beconme one, not while | have breath
left inme, | wnt!”

Moor e nodded but said nothing; he heard the fire burning and to himit
sounded |i ke the noise of the sea over rocks.

“l don’t know, | don't know,” his father nuttered, spewing out a stream
of
snoke that curled toward the painting above the mantel. The man in the
portrait
had anot her pair of accusing, solemm eyes: those of Myore’s grandfather.
“Maybe
because you were ny only child, naybe that’s why 1’'ve been so lenient wth
you.
Maybe 1’ ve | oved you too much, | don't know...l thank God your nother isn't
alive

to see what you’ ve becone!”

Moore faced his father at last, and the | ook he gave himwas so fierce
t he
old man was silent. “And what have | becone? You' ve tried to nake sonething
of



me that | never wanted to be; nothing bores nme nore than the thought of that
of fice, those confining walls, the dead rustle of papers. | was a born
executive, isn't that what you told your associates? An executive in the
Moor e

nmol d? No. |’mnot going back there again.”

“Then what will you do, you idiot? Goddamm it, that’s what you' ve been
educated to do! There’s nothing else for you!l My God, | know you’ ve been
t hr ough

a bad time, but you' re behaving like a lunatic! They’ ve been gone six nonths,
Davi d! They’'re not com ng back, and there’s nothing el se now except putting
your
nose back to the grindstone and doi ng what you’'re supposed to do!”

“No,” he said. “I can't.”

“l see,” the old nman said, nodding; he took the cigar fromhis nmouth and
his smle was cool, sarcastic. “You can’t or you won't?”

“Bot h.”

“Then if you won’t pull yourself together like a man,” he said, |eaning
forward slightly, “you’re no son of nmine. |I’'ve been wong about you. | can
see
that now.”

“Maybe.” David Moore stood up; their conversation was comng to an end,
as
it usually did, like the weakened | ast blows of weary gladiators. “I'IIl tell
you
what | amgoing to do, and it’s something |’ve been thinking over for a |ong
time. I'"’mgoing to travel; | don't care where to. I'’mgoing to keep on noving
until 1’ve seen what | want to see, and maybe until | find a place | can
bel ong
to again. There's nothing for me here anynore.”

“Cf course. You're going to run. Fromne, fromyourself. Well, go on and
run! | don’t care! Were do you think you Il run to? What are you | ooking
for,
another girl like her.?” He stopped suddenly; the last word had cone out as a

hal f-snarl. Hi s son turned on him and the heat of his rage made the ol d man
| ean back. He closed his nmouth, not too obviously because he didn't want
Davi d

to think he was frightened.

Moore controlled hinmself and then said, “Wen | was a child and knew no
better,” he said, “you told me how nuch alike we were. I’ma man now, and
see
all the differences.”

“Then go on,” the old man told him “Run.”

Moore | ooked once into his father’s face to find the nman that was truly

there; his father quickly averted his eyes. “1’d better go now,” he said
finally.

“I"’mnot hol ding you here.”

“No. Not any longer. I'msorry; | didn’t want to tell you my decision in
anger.”

“What does it matter? You ve told ne.”

There was an awkward sil ence; More stepped forward, lifted his hand
t owar d
his father and extended it. “Good-bye,” he said.

“You' Il be back,” the old man said, ignoring his hand.

And it was then that David Mbore had wal ked away fromthat life. He
wor ked
his way fromcountry to country, living close to the earth or on a boat at
sea,
not knowi ng what drew hi mon but knowi ng he had to take that next step, and
t he
next, and the next. He began to have the old nightnmares again, the whirling



scene of wind and wild ocean and Destiny’s Child breaking into bits beneath
hi m
He began to hear Beth's voice calling to himover a great distance, fading in
and out; sometines even close to his ear, the whisper of his nane and then
silence. It disturbed him but he began to listen for it. At tines he doubted
his sanity, but sonetinmes he was certain she stood beside him trying to
reach
him separated only by the barrier between |ife and death.

In a dark cl apboard house in Singapore a wonman w th bl ackened teeth and
t he
snmle of a cat stared at himover a plate of yellowed bones. She reached down
and picked themup in her hands, rolled them around and then dropped t hem
back.
They were ordinary chicken's bones, but the wonman seemed to see sonet hi ng
strange and inportant in them

A group of sailors from More's freighter had gone with himto see the
fortune-teller, and they stood in the shadows that fringed the room “He's

goi ng

to inherit a fortune, is that it?” one of them asked jokingly, and the others
| aughed. “Fortune, hell,” said another. “He’s just going to be |ucky enough
to

get out of this port without a col ossal case of the drips.”

“Someone waits for you,” the woman said in a high-pitched whine. The nen
| aughed agai n; crude remarks were flung back and forth. More watched the
woman’ s eyes and believed her. “No. Two people,” she said; she lifted the
bones
again, rolled them let themfall

“What the hell are we doing here?” one of the sailors asked.

The woman | ooked into Miore’'s face. “There is a great distance to be

travel ed yet,” she said, wet lips glistening. “I can't see where they are.
But
they will not |eave until you find them”

“Who are they?” Mbore asked, and as soon as he spoke the nen were quiet.
“A worman. Tall. Very beautiful. A man. No. A boy child. They are very
confused, and they don’t understand why you can’t hear.”
“1. Mbore began, but then stopped hinmself. “lIs there anything el se?”
She roll ed the bones, dropped them and probed as if |ooking for a
particul ar one. Then she shook her head. “No. Fate reserves the rest.” She
hel d
out her hand for her nobney. “Anyone el se?” she asked.
The freighter’s lights had vani shed; the horizon was bl ack agai n and
above
it hung the separate, fiery dots of stars. Mdore crushed out his cigarette.
I't
was hard not to believe, but it was equally hard to believe. He wanted to
bel i eve, though; he desperately needed to, perhaps because of his persistent,
unnervi ng feeling about Coquina. That it was the end of his journey. And the
guestions still to be answered, the ones that had plagued hi m day and ni ght
and
someti nmes made himcry out because he coul dn’t understand. Wiy had he not
di ed
with Beth and Brian? Whay had he been saved? Wiy had he been sent on a path
t hat
| ed...here? To Coquina? To find what? Fate reserves the rest, the old woman
had
told him
“Do you mind if | join you?”
Moore turned his head, his reflexes slowed by the effects of the rum
Jana
was standi ng behind himon the porch, wearing a tight white bl ouse and jeans.



He
had no i dea how | ong she’d been there. “Sure,
anot her chair beside him

She sat down and put her legs up on the porch railing. Her hair was
exactly
as he'd imagined it: she wore it loose and it touched her shoul ders, softly
bl ond and very attractive. “lIt’s quiet,” she said after a nonment of silence.

“Yes, the bars closed early tonight. Usually there’s a ot of noise on a
Saturday.” He gl anced over at her, his eyes tracing the fine Iine of her
profile. “Is your roomall right?”

“I't’s fine, thanks.” She sensed that he wanted to be al one, but she
wasn’ t
about to leave him “It’s a shane you don’t have nore visitors. | think your
i sland has a | ot of potential.”

He grunted. “For what? Another tourist haven, where they destroy the
jungl e
for a Hlton and a shopping center? It would nmean nore noney comng into
Coqui na, but there are only a few natural places like this left in the
Cari bbean. That’'s why | bought the hotel and decided to stay on for a while.
I
woul dn’t have it any other way.”

“Are you agai nst progress?”

“Progress, no. Spoilage, yes. A few years ago sonme busi nessmen had a

he said, and npotioned toward

pl an
to build a hotel and marina over on the island’s north point. They dredged out
a
harbor and started blasting the jungle away with dynam te. They never
fini shed
it, and they ruined a perfectly good natural cove.”

“What made them st op?”

Moor e shrugged. “Money, | suppose. And problens with the Carib |ndians,
who
ki cked their night watchnen around and stole their supplies; those people
claim
that part of Coquina, and they guard it jealously. But 1'mglad they didn't
finish. You can keep your Jamaicas and Haitis; Coquina’ s better off being
| eft

al one.”

There was a pause, and then Jana said, “l didn’t know |I’d touched a
nerve.”

Moor e gl anced over at her, he hadn’t neant to cone across that strongly,
and he knew it was partly the rumtalking. “I’msorry,” he apol ogi zed. *“I

suppose it'’s only a matter of time before the tourists nmove in, but I'm
attached

to this place. | don’t want it to change.”

“l can understand your feelings.”

“Well,” he said, disnissing the subject with a wave of his hand, “enough
about Coquina. I'mforgetting ny manners. Wuld you like a drink?”

Jana shook her head. “I don’t drink, but thank you all the sane.”

Moore sipped fromhis glass, listening for a noment to the sound of the

ocean rolling across Kiss Bottom The waves were harsher than usual, and that
could mean a stormwas buil di ng sonewhere, chopping up the sea. “How | ong
have
you been with the Foundation?” he asked her finally.

“Alittle over a year,” she said. “I worked in research for the British
Museum after | finished school, and | had the opportunity to dive with
Coust eau
on the Britannic. That was nostly luck, but it helped me win a position in
Ki ngston.”

“What exactly does the Foundation do?”



She smled faintly and nodded toward the open sea. “That’'s ny
| aboratory.
Qut there are perhaps thousands of sunken wrecks. Sone are charted, sone
aren’' t;
nore are being discovered all the time. W document and study the ones that
haven't been identified. There are perhaps nore wrecks in the Caribbean than
any
one place on earth, so that’'s why | tried ny dammedest to get the position
Pirate's gall eons, nen-o’ -war, sailing nmerchants, steaners, warships; the
bottonis a mari ne archaeol ogi st’ s paradi se. What we’'re doing is just as nuch
for
shi pping safety as for the sake of history.”

“You're very young to have come so far in your field.”

Jana smiled openly; it was a warmsnile, filled with a charm More had

not

seen until now. “I’ve heard that one before. Believe me, | worked ny ass off
to

get where | am It’s never been easy—+t still isn't—but | think the work is
worth it.”

“So what are you planni ng about the subnarine?”

Jana’'s smile faded at once. She stood up and | eaned agai nst the railing,
staring out into the night; when she turned back to himhe could see the
fierce
determ nation in her eyes. “I’'mnot going to let that man sink it, if that's
what you mean. He doesn’t seemto realize how valuable it could be. To be
perfectly honest, grants to the Foundation from Great Britain haven't been
pouring in for some time; the British Museum seens to be losing interest in
our
work. Sonething like this could spark a fire throughout the entire scientific

community! No. I'mnot going to return to Kingston and tell them| had a
ri sen
U-boat in ny grasp, in remarkable condition, and let it be sunk right under
ny
nose!”

“Wait here a second,” More said suddenly, standing up. “I want to show
you

somet hing.” He went to his study, found the scorpion paperweight, and brought
it
out to her. “Look at this,” he said.

She stared at the glass object, holding it up to the dimporch |ight.
Her
expression was troubl ed and she seened agitated. “Were did you find this?”
she
asked quietly, glancing at himand then back to the paperwei ght.

“Inside the boat; there was a cabin just forward of the control room”

Jana nodded. “The conmander’s quarters.” She turned it, exam ning the
letters. Mbore saw the col or suddenly drain fromher face. “Korrin,” she said.

“What ?”

“It’s the nanme here. Korrin. WlhelmKorrin. Do you see?” Her eyes were
bright with excitenent.

“l suppose it could say that, yes.”

“l know that nane,” she said with finality.

Moore took it fromher, held it into the light.

“And now | know what boat that is,” Jana said.

Si xt een

WERE OVER two hundred miles off the mark!” Jana was saying. “lIt’s incredible



I f

it weren't for this.” She held the paperwei ght up as she sat on the sofa in

t he

hotel’s front room She was constantly turning it, studying the letters as if
fearful they would somehow evaporate before her eyes.

“You’' ve been talking for fifteen mnutes,” More called fromthe kitchen
where he was making a pot of coffee, “and | haven’'t understood a thing you ve
said. Wait until | get in there.”

“When's the earliest | can get a nessage off to Kingston?”

“Hard to say,” Moore called back. “The relay operator sonetines works
for
an hour or so on Sundays, sonetines not at all.”

“lI"ve got to get a nmessage off!”

“Settle down,” he said, bringing in atray with a coffeepot and two
cups.

He set it down on the table and poured sonme for her and then for hinself. “If
it’s all that inportant we’'ll wake her at daylight.” He sat beside her. “All
right, I'mlistening. Who's WI hel m Korrin?”

“He was one of the few U boat aces of Wrld VWar 11,” Jana said. “There
weren’t many others: Prien, Schepke, Kretschmer—and Korrin's tonnage record
equal ed anything they sunk. Well, at the end of the war the others were al
accounted for, either dead or in prison canps, but Korrin had vani shed wi thout
a
trace, and since the war he’s been a puzzle to nmilitary historians.

“A few nmonths ago a group of sport divers found a U boat w eckage near
Jamai ca; there wasn’t nuch left of the boat, but on checking our records we
found it was unidentifieci. Korrin's |last known command was in the Caribbean
SO0
of course we assunmed we’'d found his U-boat. Now finding this paperweight
makes
all the difference. And it’s even nore vital to preserve the U boat now
there’ |l be war diaries aboard, Korrin’s personal |og—who knows what el se.
It's
a treasure trove for both the Foundation and nmilitary historians.”

Moore grunted. “He was that inportant, was he?”

“Very,” Jana said. “Korrin al nost single-handedly bl ocked off the
nort heastern coast of the United States; on one particular tour of duty his
U-boat crept inside a convoy to strike at three tankers. Al of them went
down,

Korrin escaped, and that attack earned a Knight's Cross for himin Berlin,
but

he never returned to accept it. In the early part of 1942 his area of
oper ati ons

was the Caribbean; he was one of the first U boat commanders patrolling the
area, and he was given a free choice of targets. The unverified reports say
hi s

boat shelled the Trinidad oil refineries, slipped into Castries harbor to
torpedo an anchored freighter, and sank the British cruiser Hawklin with a
si ngl e concussion torpedo that snapped it am dships. The Hawklin survivors
testified that the U boat returned several hours later to fire on their
lifeboats; if that incident had ever been proved, Korrin would have gone on
trial for his life—+f he’'d ever returned to take his punishment, that is.
Conmuni cati ons between the U-boats were kept at a mnimum for the sake of
security, and there was no way Korrin's novenents coul d be tracked.

“Then he vani shed. Hi s boat’s nunber—J 198—never reappeared on any of
t he
German position logs. He was really quite sonething—a ruthless, highly
intelligent man, a patriotic Nazi who asked for the nost demandi ng ni ssions.
But
for the last forty years he’'s been a nystery.”



Moore was i npressed. “You' ve been doi ng your homework.”

“l did as much research as | could when | was diving that U boat off
Jamaica. That’'s primarily the reason | drew this assignnent.” She put the
paper wei ght down and | ooked at him “Now |’d |ike to know something. This
afternoon you didn’'t even want ne near the boat. Wiy was that?”

He put his cup on the table and paused for a nonment, then said very
qui etly, “Sonething happened when Kip and | went in; sonething I can’'t
understand or explain. It’'s dangerous...very dangerous.”

“Tell me.”

He took a deep breath, realizing Jana was going to probe until she found
it. “The bodies inside aren’t skeletons; they’ ve been munmfied. It's not a
pretty sight..

“l can handle it.”

“No. It’s nmore than that.” He paused, feeling her gaze on him he sipped

at
his coffee, wondering how to say it. “Sonething noved inside there,” he said
finally.

Jana started to |laugh, but then she saw he was deadly serious and she
stopped herself. “You nmean it, don’t you?”

“Yes.” He let out a deep sigh and clenched his hands together. “1’ve
gone
over it in ny head a hundred tines. Kip says it was a hallucination, the
ef f ect
of the funmes we breathed; but damm it, | know | saw something real there, in
t he
boat’ s central passageway. And it |ooked Iike a man.”

“A man? Per haps someone el se was hi ding on board.”

Moor e shook his head quickly. “I mean it |ooked Iike one of the...things
we
found lying together in the control room | know | sound like I'mlosing ny
m nd

and maybe | am but there’'s sonmething terrible inside, and I'’mnot going into
t he boat again.”

“Sometimes the imagination..” Jana began

“NO"” More | ooked up at her, and his expression frightened her because
she
could see his own fear, working deep within him “It was not sonething
i magined; it was real.”

They sat in uneasy silence for a few nonents. Jana put the paperwei ght

asi de, finished her coffee, and then stood up. “It’s tine for me to be

t ur ni ng

in,” she said. “I'"'man early riser. I'"'mafraid I'll have to be dependi ng on
you

for transportation around Coquina; if it’s too nuch trouble |I suppose | could
rent a bicycle down in the village.”

“It’s no trouble,” he said quietly.

“Well, if youre sure. 1'd like to make a quick check of ny plane in the
nmorni ng, and of course I'’mgoing to have to talk to the constable.”

“l don’t think Kip’s going to change his mnd.”

“W'll see. If | have to, I'll fly back to Kingston to get |ega
intervention.” She stood over himfor a nmonment and then she said, “Good
ni ght,”
and noved toward the stairway. Wen she had gone up a few steps she turned
back
to reassure himbut then thought better of it and continued on to her room

Moore sat on the sofa for a long tinme. And then he felt it—the sensation
that very near to himwas evil, an intense, burning hatred that at any nonent
could rise up and destroy the village. It was the sanme sensation he'd had
whil e
in the boat, and he was unable to shake it. Then he thought of the



forty-five-caliber automatic he kept in a drawer in his room He stood up and
| ocked both the screen door and the wooden door, wal ked t hrough the corridor
into the kitchen, and bolted the rear door as well. Only when he was
satisfied

the hotel was secure did he snap off the lights and nount the stairway in the
dar k.

Thi ck, bilious clouds swept through the night, covering over the noon
and
the stars. A brief shower sent droplets spattering agai nst wi ndows and roofs,
and rivulets of water crept along gutters. The sea flattened, pocked by the
rain, and when the dawn cane both sea and sky were plains of slate that
nmer ged
at the horizon. Only a lighter patch of gray above the turbul ent ocean
i ndi cat ed
where the sun was hangi ng.

The wind that had forced the clouds in fromthe northeast had di ed away
just before nmorning, and now a grimstillness and silence |ay across Coqui na.

Kip hadn’t slept well. He had been awakened continually by imagi ned
noi ses:
somet hing moving in the brush outside his window, a far-off crying of birds,
t he
scratching of rats at the walls. He had gotten out of bed and read unti
dawn,
trying to keep his attention on the printed pages, but his mnd was too ful
to
allow himto concentrate. He turned the pages automatically without really
seei ng what was there. And now, as gray light filled the small house and Myra
cooked breakfast in the kitchen, Kip sat with his hands fol ded before him
nmoti onl ess and | ost in thought.

“We’ll be ready to eat in a few mnutes,” Myra said, |ooking in on him
“Shall | wake M ndy?”

“No,” Kip said. “Let her sleep a while |onger.”

The woman understood that her husband wanted to be al one, so she went
back
into the kitchen and began to get out the silverware.

For the past few days, he knew, he hadn’'t been as warmto her as he
usual |y
was. The eneny has reached us, he thought suddenly; they have found us
t hr ough
the barriers of both time and death, and they will not sleep until they
destr oy
us. The U-boat was eating into him obsessing his sleep, contaninating the
very
air he breathed. What kind of men, Kip wondered, had made such a death
machi ne
as that? Who drove the rivets, who hammered the iron plates, who strung the
mles of wiring beneath the decks? Who packed expl osives into the torpedoes,
set
t he equi pnent into place in that hellish control room torched the
wat er -ti ght
bul kheads into their frames? Every inch of the thing had been conceived and
built for one purpose: destruction. Inlife it had prow ed the currents
seeki ng
to carry out its purpose, and in death the thing' s i nage seened burned into
hi s
brain. The eneny has reached us, Kip thought, and there is no escape.

He ate his breakfast quickly, barely hearing what Myra was saying to
hi m
she knew his way of working out problens was often to draw inside hinself



unti |
he had found a solution. He hel ped her with the di shes, kissed her and the
still-sleeping child, and then left the house for his norning rounds.
He wondered how he was going to handl e the Thornton woman. She woul d
never
understand his reasoning; she couldn't see what he had seen or feel what he
felt, and there was no use trying to talk to her. He would have to do what he
felt was right, because he was the |l aw and he was responsible for all of them
And he was still pondering the probl em when he saw a man running wildly
toward him alnost tripping over himself. He waved his arns, calling out
frantically; it was Andrew Cal e, co-nmanager of the boatyard. The nman was
al nost
hysterical; his eyes were sunken, glassy hollows, and tears streamed down his
face. There were marks on his bare arns where thorns had scratched him
“KIP'” he cried out, his chest heaving. “Ch, non, thank God |I find you!”
He
grasped the constable’s armand pulled at him
“VWhat’s wong with you?” Kip asked. “Wat’s happened?”
“My house..” he said, unable to catch his breath. “Ch God...ny house..
Kip’s spine went rigid. “Get in,” he said, and reached over to help the

nman.
“Me...and M. Langstree just got back...from Steele Cay...and ny house...|
can’t go in there...l| doan know...l doan know..” Cal e whi nper ed.
Kip turned on the road that would take themto the nan’s hone. He
st opped

the jeep next to the cinderblock steps leading to the door and Cal e struggl ed
out. “Come on, Kip!” he said breathlessly. “Please, nmon!”

Kip stared at the house. The front door had been torn off its hinges and
| ay against the porch railing. Wndows had been shattered, the pieces of
gl ass
speckling the yard. Floral-printed curtains still hung in the remants of the
frames. They had been shredded into strips. Cale grasped at him “Please..

As soon as Kip stepped across the threshold into the house he snelled
it:

the reek of blood and above that another snell. Rotting flesh.

Cal e pushed ahead of himand started down the hallway. The man st opped
and
stood franed in a doorway staring at sonmething. “NORA!” he called out
suddenl y,

his voice trenbling. But he did not nove, even as Kip reached himand put a
hand
on his shoul der.

“There,” Cale said, pointing a finger

Kip’s eyes followed his finger, and he froze in horror at what he saw.

On the floor, am d shattered wood and gl ass, was sonething that at one
tine
had been a man.

Now bare, savaged bone glistened. The eyes were gone, as was the nose,
and
the teeth seenmed oddly white and perfect in the remains of the head. On the
torso, arns, and | egs there were innunerable sickle-shaped wounds, where
hunks
of flesh had been ripped away right down to the bone. Bites, Kip thought
suddenly. Rat bites. There was nothing left of the throat; it had been peel ed
and stripped away down to the spinal cord, all the veins brutally torn. The
body
lay in a clotted, wi ne-red ooze. Cale choked and turned away, staggering for
t he
door but unable to keep fromvomting. Kip used all his strength to contro
t he



wave of nausea that surged inside him but he felt dizzy and off-bal ance.

When the sickness had passed he forced hinself to go into the bedroom
The
wi ndow had been broken open; in one corner of the roomthere was a
bl ood- matt ed
sheet, and droplets spattered the mattress. Kip steeled hinself, bent down,
groped in the corpse’s rear pocket and found a wallet. He opened it and
| ooked
for identification.

Johnny Majors. Jesus Christ in Heaven

“WHERE' S MY W FE?” Cal e asked, wi ping his nmouth, his eyes swollen and
heavy-1idded. “Were is she?”

“l...don’t know,” Kip said, surprised at the holl owness of his own voice.
One of the man’s hands lay beside the head; it had been gnawed or broken from
the wrist, exposed bones |icked cl ean

“VWHAT DI D THI S?” Cal e screanmed suddenly. He backed away from Kip, his
hands
clawing at the corridor wall.

Kip bent to the floor, swatting at flies that whirled around the body.
There were boot marks in the liquid pools. He caught the trenble of panic
t hat
wel led within him Covering the corpse with the sheet and struggling to
contro
hi nsel f, he quickly made his way out of the house and supported hinsel f
agai nst
t he hood of the jeep. Cale came out on the porch, his eyes glazed and | ost.
“Where's Nora?” Cale said hoarsely, in a voice barely audi ble. “Wat happened
to
her ?”

But Kip hadn't heard. He was staring off into the jungle, not really
knowi ng what he was seeing; at last his nmind cleared and he was aware that
vegetati on had been crushed in a path that | ed away fromthe house.

Appr oachi ng

the jungle fringe, he saw the inpression of a boot in the still-danp earth.
Then

three others. Cale called out again, “Wiere' s ny wife?” but then the

const abl e

was out of earshot, follow ng the path of crushed thorns and snapped vines.

Every few feet there were drops of blood, and ahead the pat hway turned
t hrough a grove of dead, rotting trees. He followed it for perhaps twenty
m nut es, knowi ng he was insane for going alone and w thout a weapon, but
still,
he was conpelled to follow. And then, breaking through a high growth of
t hor ns,
he saw he had cone to one of the old, decaying plantation great houses, a
squar e
slab of a structure over which dead trees hung in a tangle of shriveled
branches. The roof had coll apsed into the second floor, and bl ack tinbers
protruded fromthe open sockets of w ndows. A second-floor bal cony sagged,
its
supports fallen away, and vines crept along the gray, weather-battered wood.

And here the boot narks ended.

In the distance a bird shrieked sharply, then was silent. Kip |ooked
around, found a branch he could use as a club if necessary, and wal ked toward
the concrete stairs leading up to the massive doorway. There were nore
droplets
of dried blood; Kip stopped just in front of the door, l|istening, but he
hear d
not hing. He tightened his grip around the club and kicked the door open; it
swung out, ripping off its hinges and falling to the bare floor with a | oud,



echoing crash. Kip stepped into the cold danpness of the room his skin
craw i ng

as he saw the puddl es of blood and a bl oody snear where sonethi ng—the woman’s
body?—had been dragged. He stood in a huge, high-ceilinged roomwth
corridors

branching off on all sides; a wide stairway with a broken bani ster reached

t he

second floor before plumeting into darkness. Kip could see the tree |inbs

t hrough the hol es above.

He moved slowy along one of the halls, the club held up before him his
free hand feeling the way. A few feet farther and sonething streaked across
hi s
hand: a lizard scranbling for the safety of a hole. He pulled his arm back
stifling a cry, and waited until his pul se had cal mred down before going on
He
heard the lizard racing along the corridor. At his feet there were nore
droplets
and smears of blood, |eading himinto another room Get out of this place, he
told himself. Get a gun, bring back nore nen to help, but get out of here
before
it’s too late! But then the next step brought himinto the room and the
terrible stench of rot choked him Tinbers had fallen in fromthe ceiling,
littering the floor, there were square w ndows, devoid of glass, fromceiling
to
floor, and through them streamed thick colums of gray |ight.

A body lay on its back in a corner.

Kip nmoved forward, slowy, his eyes widening and his teeth gritted
agai nst
t he stench.

It was not the corpse of Nora Cale. It was a skeleton from which al npst
al |
trace of flesh had fallen away; it wore the tatters of a uniformbrown,
mat t ed
with grine and fungus like the cloth Turk had clutched in his death-grip—and
its
arms were outstretched as if seeking either death or mercy...or perhaps both.
Ki p
stared down into the enpty eye sockets, feeling his practical, trained
resol ve
seep away.

It was madness, he thought; the real world was a place of boundaries, of
bl ue sea and sky, green jungle, clapboard and stucco buil di ngs,
fl esh-and- bl ood
peopl e. There was no Danbal | ah, nor Baron Sanedi, nor junbies that haunted
t he
village. But what was this, then, this skeleton in the remants of a Nazi
uni forn? Hi s soul cringed away fromthe things that |urked beyond the edge of
the fire; all his life he had tried to reach a balance, to make reality his
base
and core. But that central part of him hidden fromall others and often even
fromhinmself, did believe. It had faith in the sane superstitions, the power
of
voodoo, the evil things that sucked life from ni ght sleepers, that noved
t hr ough
graveyards carrying cold steel scythes, that stood in shadows and regarded
t he
worl d of Iight through hooded eyes.

And now here this dead thing lay, nmles fromthe risen U boat; tine had
finally caught up with it, collapsing its bones and flesh with a touch of sea
air. Kip backed away fromit; he had seen nore blood on a wi ndowsill and he



knew
the things had taken whatever was left of the woman with them NO NOIT
CANNOT
BE! Yes, the voice whispered, the voice of his “uncle,
is
true remenber the forces of a man live on after death after death after death
after death...

These things that he had feared all his life, that he had buried at the
back of his mind, were real

And suddenly the brick wall he had built inside himso | ong ago broke

his teacher, yes, it

open,
a cracking of nmortar grown weak and usel ess, and the howl ing dark fornms swept
over him

Sevent een

THEY DI D NOT LIKE the foreigner. If he had approached any of them if he had
sat

in on any of their card ganes, or taken a shot of rumor even talked to them
perhaps their feelings m ght have been different. But he had | ocked hinself
away

in his bel owdecks cabin, not speaking to anyone, even paying extra to have a
steward bring his nmeals to him The bl ack, hard-eyed seamen didn’'t |ike that;
he

woul d only be on board for a three-day trip, but they didn't trust whites
anyway, and this foreigner was very strange.

The man seened to dislike the sun; his flesh was a pasty white, his hair
dull, tinged with yell ow and conbed strai ght back in an old style. He had
never
cone up on the freighter’'s deck during the day, but there were stories
circulating that he’d been seen wal king the forward deck in the dead of
ni ght,
standing at the bow as if trying to sight sonething off in the distance. And
he
had spoken to the galley steward in a strange accent: not British or
Aneri can,
but somet hing el se. Wien the freighter tied up at the conmrercial wharf in
Coqui na harbor, the seanen were glad to be rid of him The captain had told
t he
first mate and talk had trickled down through the men that he would not be
returning to Kingston with them

As the seanmen worked their lines, the foreigner energed through a
hat chway
onto the deck; he squinted, though the sun was dimin the gray sky, and
wal ked
past the nmen toward the port side where the gangpl ank woul d be | owered. He
carried a battered brown suitcase and wore a suit, once-white, that had
yel | oned
wi th age. The nmen noved out of his way so he could pass. He wal ked sl owy,
steppi ng over |lines and cables, and he w nced occasionally because today his
| eg
was bothering him he thought it nust be the humidity and the heat, perhaps
even
rain com ng. One could often judge the weather fromthe pain of shattered
bone.

He waited until the gangpl ank was secured and squi nted again, the |ight
al nrost painful to him Wen he crossed over onto the wharf, one of the seanen
behi nd hi m nuttered, “Damm good ri ddance..”



The man wal ked al ong the wharf for a nmonent, |inping slightly, then
st opped
to gaze across the village ahead. A small boy |uggi ng a basket of bananas was
passing, and the man asked him “Please. |Is there a hotel here?”

The boy | ooked up at the stranger, turned, and pointed at the bl ue house

on
the hill. “Indigo Inn,” he said, then quickly noved on

“Danke,” the foreigner replied. He gripped his suitcase and began to
wal k

toward the street beyond.

The jukebox began to throb in the Landfall Tavern as coins tinkled down
through nmetal cylinders. Its treble range had deteriorated, so all that cane
t hrough the speakers was the bass guitar and the | ow thud-thuddi ng of druns.
The
bart ender, annoyed because he’'d expected this to be an easy day, drew mugs of
beer and poured rumfor the group of seamen who’d come in off the freighter
to
qguench their thirsts.

At a back table, sitting alone, the foreigner sipped froma nug of beer
the corner was dark, and he was gl ad because he was not eager to have the nen
notice himthere. Before himon the table was a tattered piece of the Daily
A eaner dated four days earlier, which he had bought in Janai ca. Wien he saw
t he
itemon the third page he’d had to sit down in his roomat the boardi ng house
and read it again very carefully. Then again. He’'d made a tel ephone call to
t he
paper and was referred to an officer at the police station by the name of

Cyril

McKay. “Yes,” the officer had told him "“it’s under investigation now, yes, a
smal | island called Coquina to the southwest of Jammica. Do you have any
particul ar interest?”

“No,” he’'d said. “Only curiosity. I was a naval man, you see.”

And now he’ d reached the island. He’'d wanted to get out of the sun
before
starting that long walk up the hill. He | ooked down again at the
t wo- par agr aph
item staring at the headline: WRECKAGE DI SCOVERED

So strange, so strange, he nmused, how one’s past never really rel eases
its
hold; it always remains—+n a phrase, a renmenbered sight, sound, or snell—-a
sharp, aching feeling one m ght have watching the freighters cast off their
lines and head for the open sea. He felt swallowed up by those two words.
W eckage Di scovered. After all those years? Thirty-five, thirty-six? He had
j ust
turned sixty. Mre like forty years. Enough tine for himto grow ol der and
grayer, for the muscles that had been firmand tight to turn to flab, for his
| ong-unused sea instincts to become dull

And though he was barely sixty he | ooked ol der. That was because of his
time spent in the prison, suffering hum liations and beatings froma patriot
of
a jailer who had spent his fury through his fists, then had calmMy sat down
outside his cell to discuss the hopel essness of the Nazi cause. The man knew
how
to beat his prisoners where the bruises didn’'t show, and they were told that
if
they cried out they nmight be snothered in their sleep. The medi cal records
woul d
record them as having died of heart attacks.

He had never said a word. \When they took himto the black room and
opened



up a hole in the roof for the hot tropical sun to burn down on hi mhe had
kept

his lips atight, grimline. Who was your commander? the one who spoke Gernman
had asked, while the other, a younger man, had watched. You' re the only one
who

survived; there’s no use in being |oyal to them anynore. They' re dead, food
for

the fishes. They wouldn’t have been so cruel to you! There are wonen and
children back in the Fatherland who want to know what’'s becone of their |oved
ones! Whose nanmes are they going to have chiseled on the gravestones? Your
boat

destroyed the Hawklin, isn't that right? And then it got into Castries harbor
and torpedoed a freighter noored there, isn't that right?

Sweat had streaned down his face; the sun had cooked him searing his
fl esh
t hrough that ceiling hole, but he had not spoken because he was still one of
them still under orders, and he would never betray themas |ong as he lived.

“Refill?” soneone asked.

He | ooked up; the bartender stood over him “Excuse nme?”

“Anot her beer?”

“No.” The bartender nodded, noved away. The Gernan gl anced around the
room
at the freighter’s crew. They hadn’t |iked him he knew, they had scorned
hi m
as if his pale flesh carried a disease they were afraid of catching. But the
freighter was the quickest way to get here and though the cabin he'd shared
with
a dozen cockroaches had been cranmped he hadn’t paid very nmuch for it. He had
been on a | ower deck, and at night he could hear the racket of the huge
di esel s
com ng through the bul kheads. It was a good sound, a sound that reninded him
of
good men and other tines and pl aces.

Soneone nudged hi mroughly on the shoul der and he turned his head. Wo
was
it, grinning fromthe dark with teeth as |large as tonbstones? Yes, yes.
VonStagel, with his bushy red beard that nade himl ook Iike a wild Viking.
And
beside himin the snmoky bar the norose, brooding Kreps. Everyone at their
cluster of tables was drinking, |aughing and shouting; the sounds cane from
everywhere at once, glasses clinking, someone cursing drunkenly, others
si ngi ng
a bawdy mariner’s song about the ladies |eft behind.

“Hear, hear!” shouted Bruno, the big-shoul dered diesel mechanic. “Bring
on
the dancing girls!”

A roar of laughter, plates clattering, chairs scraping the floor. The
wai ter placed a pink mound of pork on a bed of potatoes and sauerkraut before
him He dug into it hungrily, for tomorrow it would be rati ons—api st eggs,
| ukewar m cof fee, stale bread, and sausages that would rapidly collect fungus
fromthe dank air.

“..and so what was | to think?” Hanlin, the senior radi onan, was asking
VonSt agel . “There was the petty officer—you remenber Stindler, the ponpous
asshol e—standi ng i n the whorehouse bal cony hol ding his prick out and parading
so
t he good people of Berlin could seel My God! Well, anyway, the patrol wasn't
long in comng, | can tell you, and they hauled himoff in a wagon with his
di ck
still hanging out of his pants! And to think we all thought of himas a
sai nt!



St. Stindler we called himon U-172. My God, how wong could we have been?”
“And what happened to hi n?” VonStagel asked. “Did he get his piece or
not ?”
“Who knows about that? | only know he’s not signed on the new boat.."
Farther down the table, Lujax, the E-notor mate, and Bittner, the diese
stoker, were talking quietly, absorbed in their conversation. “..dangerous
waters,” Lujax was saying. “.Atlantic boiling..
“.it’s all dangerous now,” Bittner replied. “It’s a question of
strat egi es.
Who’'s the smartest, not who's the strongest..!
A large Nazi flag had been tacked tightly across one wall so there wasn't
a
single winkle. The chair just beneath it was vacant; the Conmander was
noti ceably, perhaps pointedly, absent. The executive officers were talking,
eating, drinking, but watching the door that led out into the street.
“Sonof abi t ching Tomm es al nost got Ernst’s boat |ast week,” Hanlin was
sayi ng between nout hful s.
“l heard sonething about that,” added Drexil, a fresh-faced, raw recruit
sitting beside Hanlin. “lIt happened just off Iceland..
“Sonsof bi tches canme out of the sun,” Hanlin continued. “Slamed bonbs

al |
around the boat, doused their tower pretty well, but they nanaged an
enmer gency
dive..
“Damed | ucky,” Kreps muttered.
Bruno was admiring the tavern girls; there were three of them carrying
bi g

trays | aden with nugs of beer back and forth frombar to nen, frombar to
nen.
Two of them | ooked fine—blond girls, firmfleshed and yout hful —-and he’ d heard
stories about the taller one from Rudy. The third was a snaggl e-t oot hed
nmonstrosity and not worth crossing the street for. Yet she was the nost
gregarious of the three, throwing herself down in the laps of the nen and
joining in their bawdy choruses. “The Paradise,” Bruno said. “They’ ve got
worren
over there who dance on your tables!”

“Ahhhhhhh!” You’'re horny as hell!” VonStagel chided.

“l admit it, then! The Paradise! W’ ve got to go! You friggers think it’'s
a
j oy breaking your back in an engine roomfor a tour of duty, you re mad!
want

to fill my lungs with perfume before | have to snell the stench of oil and
pi ss!
The Paradi se and then the Seanmen’s Cub! W'Il make the rounds tonight.”

“I"'mfor it!” Drexil shouted.

“What the hell?” VonStagel |ooked around. “Schiller, what about you?”

And then there was a silence in the roomas the door came open. A chil
seened to spread fromthe door into the Celestial Bar. The noi ses of eating
and
drinking died away; in the quiet the sailors could hear a tug chugging off in
the harbor, and the distant wail of a foghorn. Boots clattered sharply on the
har dwood f I oor.

Korrin had cone in fromthe street; two other nmen had acconpani ed him
but
now t hey stood back as he swung his gaze around the bar, mneeting the eyes of
t he
crew one after one. “Heil Hitler!” he said sharply, clicking his heels
t oget her
and raising his armin the Nazi salute.

The nen stood to attention. “Heil Hitler,” they replied as one.



Beneath Korrin's U boat officer’s cap the reddi sh-blond hair was just
taking on flecks of gray, and his face was hard, the eyes fierce and
conpel i ng,

i ntensely dark and powerful. He was a tall man, well over six feet, and he
was

| ean and athletic-1ooking. A slight scar slashed across his upper lip gave it
the trace of a scornful curl, and his cheeks bore the jagged scars of fencing
wounds. He wore bl ack gl oves; a dark brown, rain-dappled coat was draped over
his shoul ders. Schiller squirned under his gaze; he felt like an insect being
probed by a microscope |ens.

“My nane is WI hel mKorrin,
softer
than Schiller would have expected. “So!” He | ooked around the room again, the
dark eyes narrowi ng, as cold as the touch of ice on each man’s spine. “This
is
to be ny crew.” He turned his head toward one of the men who had conme in with
him “Gert, they becone younger with every new command...but they age
qui ckly.”

The aide gave a brief, thin-lipped snile and the comander returned his
attention to the seanen.

the conmander said quietly, his voice

“You'll age,” he said. “Some of you may be old nmen when we return. Somne
of
you may die. Sonme of you may be heroes. But rest assured there will be no
cowards.” He held his gaze steady for a few seconds, and the man under his
scrutiny nervously shifted his position.

“Some of you | know from other boats; sonme of you will be under ny
conmand
for the first time. What | require is very sinple: You will carry out your
duties as seamen under the German flag, and you will obey ny orders without
guestion.”

VonSt agel lifted his beer, and the commander inmedi ately sensed the

nmoverent; Korrin stared at himin silence, and VonStagel |owered the nug from
his lips. “We are sailing in the finest weapon the German navy has ever
built,”

Korrin continued. “And as long as you sail under ny conmand each one of you
will

be a vital part of that weapon. You will breathe with the boat; you'll rol
with
her, you'll feel her vibrations down in the pit of your guts, and you'll know

her like a lover.”

Korrin rested his hands on the back of a chair, the fingers in those
bl ack
gl oves as long and delicate as a surgeon’s. “I regret | won't be joining you
for
t he evening, but |I’'m needed at Conmand. Enjoy yourselves tonight; do what you
like with whomyou |ike, but be warned. W | eave harbor at first |ight, and
any
man unable to report nust answer to nme. |s that understood?” He reached down
for
a bottle of red wine, poured half a glass, and then held the goblet up. For
an
instant Schiller saw the commander’s face through the glass: distorted,
somet hing barely human floating in a sea of blood. “A toast, gentlenen,”
Korrin
sai d.

@ asses were hurriedly filled, lifted in silence. “To our good hunting,”
t he conmander proposed. He drank a bit of the wine and returned the goblet to
the table; without |ooking at his crew again he rejoined the other two
officers
and they left the bar together, their boots clattering in the street.



There was a long silence in the room someone nuttered, and very slowy
t he
activity resuned.

Bruno shook his head. “It’s the Paradise for ne,
never.”

W eckage Di scovered. Those two words had been seared across Schiller’s
brain. Was it the weckage of U 198? And if so, why wasn't it where it was
supposed to be, down in the nurky vault of the sea? He had been the only one
to
escape, that terrible night so | ong ago, and now t he past had resurfaced,
summoni ng himhere to this forgotten place.

They were all dead, of course. Al his friends and crewmtes. He had

" he said. “Now or

been

there at the end, watching the slow fall of the depth charges, seeing the
ocean

erupt again and again in geysers of white, roiling foam But sonething stil

bound himto them even after all these years; he was still part of them
still

part of that weapon, U 198. Though he was ol der now, weaker, with failing
eyesi ght and m grai ne headaches, living a life very different fromthe one he
had once envisioned for hinself, he was still a sailor in the German navy,
and

still a crewrman of U- 198.

And per haps, he thought, if it was his boat he should be there to say a
final good-bye to his companions.
He held up a hand for the bartender to see, and when the man approached

he
said, “Please. |'d |ike another beer..
Ei ght een

KI P RAI SED THE HAMVER, brought it sharply down on a nail; another bl ow and
t he
nai |l head was flush with the plank. He reached for a third piece of wood from
a
pile lying next to the shelter wall and carefully hammered it into place
acr oss
the closed door. Kip pulled at the tinber reinforcenment, decided another was
needed, and hammered until the door was sealed tight. He stepped back a few
paces, wi ping the moisture fromhis forehead.

He was soaked with sweat fromhis efforts and exhausted from carryi ng
t he
pl anks across the boatyard. He stood where he was for a nonent, staring at
t he
bl ocked doorway. He needed a chain, a thick chain to pull across the door. And
a
padl ock, somethi ng heavy and tough. There nust be a length of chain here
somewhere, he thought, or else | could get one off a boat mpoored in the
har bor .
But the shelter nust be sealed. It nust be seal ed so nothing...so none of
them..
can get out. Another tinber, he thought. Nail another tinber in place there
at
the bottom of the door

“Hey! What in God’s name are you doin’ there!”

Kip tensed, turned toward the voice. A heavyset black in denins and a
bright-blue shirt was wal ki ng qui ckly and purposefully across the yard. The
man



was al nost bal d except for tufts of white hair on both sides of his head, and
his eyes were wary, untrusting. He clenched a pipe between his teeth, and
trailed gray whorls of snmoke behind him Kip stood where he was, the hanmer
still in his hand, and watched Kevin Langstree approach

The boatyard owner stopped abruptly, his eyes noving fromthe hamer to
t he
ti mbers and back again. “Wat do you think you' re doin’?" he asked, not
t aki ng
t he pipe from his nouth.

Kip nmoved past him laying the hamrer down on the jeep’'s rear
fl oor board,
besi de the | oaded rifle he’d brought al ong as a neasure of safety. Langstree
snorted in anger, stepped forward, and wenched at the tinbers.

“STOP THAT!” Kip yelled angrily.

Langstree whirled on him teeth bared. “You |lost your mnd? Goddamn it,
what goin’ on here, non?”

“l1"ve sealed the shelter,” Kip said evenly, “so no one can get in.”

“And | know what you got in there, too! Oh, yeah, Cochran told ne al

about
it this mornin'! | know you got that bastard boat in therel Now you listen to
me! | own this yard...ain’t nobody el se own it but Kevin Langstree! Wat dam

right you got to use ny yard while |’ m away?”

“l had to get the boat out of the harbor..

“1 DON' T WANT TO HEAR THAT FUCKI N STUFF!” Langstree yanked the pi pe out
of
his mouth; he was trenbling with rage, and Kip fully expected the man to
strike
him “You got no right, no right at all! Any other boat nmaybe okay...but NOT
THAT
ONE!” He notioned with a hand toward the shelter. *“YOU KNONWHAT THAT THI NG
DONE
TO ME? Do you? Blew ny yard to bits forty years back, set it afire, and killed
a
score of ny best nen! Those nen di ed bad—rushed by netal, burned to crisps,
torn apart—and nme standin’ there in the mddle of it, watchin’ the hell cone
down on us! No, nmon, | can't forget that! AND NOW THE GODDAMN THI NG BACK
AGAI NI
| don’t know where from or how, but by God I want it out of ny yard!” He
t ur ned
again toward the doorway and began to pull at the tinbers. There was a crack
as
one of the nails canme |oose.

Kip grasped Langstree’'s shoulder; he said in a grim forceful voice, “I
told you not to do that.”

There was heat burning behind Kip’'s eyes. The boatyard owner started to
tell Kip to get away from him but he thought better of it and took his hands
fromthe tinbers. “This is still ny yard, by CGod. he began

“Your yard, yes,” Kip said. “My island.”

“l won’t have you tellin” me what | can and can’t do, non, no matter if
you
the Iaw here or not! |I'maway a week and the whol e place gone to hell...this
goddamm boat in here, ny supply shed broke open and God knows what al
stol en,
everybody scared and not wantin’ to even come to their doors..

“What was stolen fromyour supply shed?” Kip asked him a note of
ur gency
in his voice.

Langstree paused, searching the other man's eyes. “Take a wal k over
there
and you see, by God! The whole thing broke into, crates of oil, rope,



ti nbers,
barrels of fuckin diesel fuel gone. | don’t know what el se—warine batteries,
heavy-duty cable..

“Maybe it was requisitioned while you were gone?”

“Hell, no! Aint no way that much stuff be used in a week’s time. W
j ust
got paintin’ and patchin’ jobs in the yard now..That’s heavy stuff been
stol en,
right out fromunder your damm eyes!”

Kip caught the man’s collar. “Now you listen to ne, Langstree,” he said
very quietly. “You do as | say and | eave the shelter alone. W're towing the
U-boat out in the norning and sinking it, but for now just |leave it alone! DO
YOU HEAR WHAT |’ M SAYI NG?”

The ot her man nodded, frightened by Kip’s intensity. He pulled free of

t he
constabl e’s grasp and stepped back a few paces. “You crazy, non, you crazy as
all helll”

But Kip had already turned away. He clinmbed into his jeep and started
t he
engi ne. Leaving Langstree standing there al one, he wheel ed past the shelter
and
raced back for the village, anxious to get hone and make sure his wife and
daughter were safe. Kip felt infected by a strange madness, a fear that
threatened to rise up and crush him He had caught a glinpse of the truth
t oday,
and he realized how powerl ess he was to prevent what woul d happen. QI
Langstree had said. Barrels of diesel fuel, ropes, cable. And batteries. God,
no. He had seen the truth in Cale’s mad stare, in the hal f-consuned corpse of
Johnny Majors, in the remains of the Nazi U boat sailor lying on a bare plank

floor. And now, worst of all, in the theft of marine supplies fromthe
unguar ded
shed.
In all the world there was one man who mi ght be able to help.
Boni f ace.
* * *

Driving along the jungle road to the airstrip with the woman on the seat

beside him Mbore could snell a stormin the air—a danp snell, full of heat,
and

the breezes had died completely. The entire sky was a gray, featureless
canopy,

t he sun hidden, the clouds hangi ng notionl ess over Coquina. Jana had awakened
nore angry at Kip than she had been the day before, and he could still see
her

anger working in her face. She had hardly spoken to himthis norning, just
i nsisting she had to check her plane before sending her nessage to Kingston
Now, as Moore drove into the clearing, he saw the airplane ahead; it was
still
as they'd left it. But as he pulled up beside it he realized he was wong
“JESUS!” she cried out, |eaping fromthe cab even before More had
br aked.
She ran al ongsi de the plane, and Moore foll owed.
“Goddamm it!” Jana raged, tears of anger springing up quickly and
streaki ng
her cheeks. She ran a hand along the jagged dents in the plane’ s fusel age.
The
canopy gl ass had been broken out; in the front were the smashed renmai ns of
t he
i nstrument panel; wires hung | oose, and the seats were ripped. She shook her



head in disbelief and rushed past More to the open engi ne cowing. More saw
the confusion of torn wires, cables and plugs m ssing. Soneone had completely
wr ecked the plane. Jana slanmed the cowling shut and stepped back, trenbling.
“Vandal i sm” she said. “Pure goddammed vandalismand in the neantime M. Kip
is
sitting his ass in the village! He thinks he’'s such a hotshot, telling people
what they can and can’t do, and neanwhile he can’t even maintain | aw and
order!”
“l don’t understand it,” More said. “There’s no reason anyone woul d.."
“1t’1l1 take days to fix this engine,” the young woman raged, “if | can

even
get parts out here! Sonebody’s going to pay for this ness!”

Moore motioned toward the farnmhouse beyond the strip. “Muybe they heard
or
saw sonet hing during the night. Come on.” He reached out to take her arm and
she
j erked away, then stal ked along after himto the truck

Silence hung like a stormcloud over the clapboard house. There was an
enpty pen, a shed, a square of tobacco plants. On the porch was a bicycle
franme
without tires, and to one side of the house the hulk of an old car. The trees
clustered above like a painted green ceiling, and only a few yards away the
jungle grew wi | d.

Moore and Jana clinbed a couple of cinder-block steps to the porch.
There
was a screen door and beyond that the front door, which was w de open

“Hello!” he called into the house. “Anyone home?” He waited, expecting a
reply. He thought he heard an odd drone, l|ike the buzzing of insects, but he
wasn’'t sure.

Jana reached past hi mand knocked on the door. “ls anyone there, for
God’ s
sake?”

But Mbore had | ocated the insect noise; he noved to the far side of the
porch and | ooked down. Then he stiffened and stepped back a pace.

Jana reached him “Wat is it?”

A dog lay on the ground, where it had probably been trying to squeeze
its
way under the porch. The head was al nost severed fromthe body, and circles
of
flies groped around the gaping wound. In the animal’s mdsection there was a
second wound, exposing intestine. The hind | egs had been torn away and the
bones
gnawed cl ean. “God..” Jana said quietly.

Moor e shuddered and returned to the door. He opened it and stepped into
t he
front room

Chairs were overturned, tables shattered; glass had been broken from
wi ndows and lay glittering on the floor. “Watch your feet,” Mdore told Jana
as
she cane in behind him And then his heartbeat quickened. He felt a crawling
sensation at the base of his spine, and he knew they were not al one.

Jana fought the urge to cry out, because suddenly the odor of bl ood had
cone to her, as strong as the taste of rusted nmetal in her nmouth. She wanted
to
avert her eyes but couldn’t, and she stared at the body huddl ed in the corner

It was the corpse of a mddl e-aged bl ack nman; the face registered a | ook
of
shock and horror unlike any Moore had ever before imagi ned. The top of the
head
had been peel ed back, a hideous nass of ravaged tissue remining, and the



t hr oat
was ripped open just as the dog’s had been. Hi s right arm had been snapped
of f
at the el bow and the ul na and radius both shattered as if sonething had tried
to
get at the marrow. Atrail of sneared blood led fromthe room along a
hal | way
and t hrough anot her open door

Moore moved forward cautiously, his heart hammering in his chest; Jana
stood where she was for a few seconds, staring at the strange pattern the
bl ood

had made on a plastered wall, waiting for the surge of nausea to either flood
over or pass. At last she took a breath of air with her teeth cl enched,
trying
futilely to strain out the death snell.

The second room the kitchen, had been wecked as well; it had no door
and

only a few shattered wi ndows. Utensils |lay scattered about on the fl oor and
there was a | ot of blood but no nore bodies. Looking at the scene of violence
and nurder, More felt a nanel ess, vaporish dread settle on him as if
sonet hi ng

were whi spering a nmessage to himthat he couldn’'t quite understand. He
shuddered. What had happened here? His nmind disnissed the question abruptly,
for

t he sake of his own sanity.

Jana’' s eyes searched his face. “What in the nane of God..?” she whispered

“l don’t know,” Mbore said quickly. He grasped her arm tightly. “Let’s
get
out of here.” He stepped away fromthe w ndow.

And it was then that the shadow fell across them a thing framed in the
doorway, reeking of rot and bl ood, claws lunging for More’s throat.

Moore flung Jana backward and she screamed in utter terror; the thing
grasped him nails sinking into his neck, its weight bearing down on him It
hi ssed and drew back decayed lips fromits yell ow fangs. More struck at the
thing wildly, trying to force it back, but it had himin its grip now, and in
the nightmarish eye sockets he saw the red, volcanic fury of hatred.

He crashed to the floor with an inpact that al most knocked the breath

from

him the thing, its once-human face a rotted horror streaked with fungus,
struck

Moore’ s head against the floor and then, nmouth gaping, straddled his torso to
rip his throat away. More pushed agai nst the sunken chest, feeling bones and
hardened intestine, but he was weakened by the blow to his head. The darkness
spun past his face like black trails of mst. He saw the nout h openi ng,

openi ng,

the points of teeth descending for the jugular vein.

Jana was on her knees imrediately, crawling forward. She threw aside the
kitchen utensils, desperate for the object she knew rmust be there, and then
her
hand cl osed around it: a large, sharp-bladed butcher knife. She saw the
thing' s
teeth about to close on More's throat, and she had no time to think; she
t ensed
herself and | eaped forward, grasping at the horror’s face with one hand and
with
the other driving the knife into its back, using all the power she could
sunmon.

The body shuddered beneath her; pieces of flesh cane away in her hand,
and
the stench of rot choked her. She screamed in fear and anger, pulling the



knife

out and driving it in again, out, in, out, in, feeling the body begin to

t ense.

Sonmewher e, she knew, this wal king corpse nmust feel pain. Her forearm ached
with

the force of her blows, and as she wenched at the face she felt
somet hi ng—the

remmants of a nose, a cheek, or a lip—tear away.

And with the next solid plunge of the knife the thing shrieked—a high
hoarse sound driving through its throat—and reared up, knocking the wonman
backward. She lost her grip on the knife and it remained planted in the
thing' s
back, just below the | eft shoul der bl ade. More shook his head dazedly,
crawl ed
away, and watched as the nightmare collapsed to its knees, vainly trying to

reach the knife; it shook its head fromside to side, |ike a dying animal,
its

nmout h opening but uttering no sound. It flopped on its belly and began to
squi rm

and shudder as it crawed for the doorway, its breath quickening, the fetid
snell filling the room The thing lay full-length, one hand inching very

sl ow y

toward the door frame, trying to pull itself into the corridor. Then it
expel | ed

a long, terrible hiss and lay notionless, its armstill thrust out, fingers

grasping at the frame, its body sprawed in a broken S-shape.

Jana heard herself screaming; she couldn't stop, even though the noise
was
frightening her, as if soneone el se were screanm ng at a distance, |ouder
| ouder, |ouder, nore uncontrollably. Is that ne? she heard herself say. Is
t hat
me is that me is that me scream nggggggggagg...

“JANA! " Mbore said harshly, shaking her. “JANAI” He wrenched her around
and
she abruptly stopped screamnm ng; she | ooked at Mbore as if she didn’'t know who
he
was or where they were or what had just happened. He put a hand to his
t hr oat
feeling the marks of the nails welling up on his flesh, and | ooked again at
t he
corpse. Standing up, bracing hinself against a wall, he noved toward it and
t hen
pull ed the knife fromits grip. There was no bl ood on the blade, no bl ood
around
the dead thing on the floor. It was totally dry, a thing without life fluids.
He
put the toe of a shoe under it, grasped the remants of a shirt, and turned
it
over onto the back. That red fire he’'d seen burning in the sockets was gone;
al |
that remmi ned was enpty darkness. The skull grinned at him its lips stil
pul l ed away fromthe teeth, a nmockery of both |ife and death.

Staring into those holl ow sockets, Myore realized the U-boat’s | egacy.
They
were condemed to a life-in-death, a tornent of souls suspended in decayi ng
fl esh. Sone unholy power had kept themalive, as living corpses in an iron
coffin...and he had hel ped free themfromthe crypt.

Jana had to search to find her voice. “Wat...is it..?” she whispered,
unabl e
to stop trenbling. “My God...ny God.."



Moore turned toward her and pulled her up fromthe floor. He | ed her out
of
t he farmhouse, keeping his grip tight on the butcher knife because he knew
there
could be nore of themlurking very near. They quickly crossed the porch to
hi s
truck, and he told her to get in and | ock the door behind her

As he clinbed behind the wheel, More heard a crashing noi se com ng
t hr ough
the foliage perhaps twenty yards behind him he tw sted around, hearing Jana
cry
out, and saw the shadows approaching fromthe deeper jungle, the dark things
pl owi ng t hrough the tangle of brush and vines. More turned the key in the
ignition; the engine started, and he pressed his foot to the floor. The truck
roared in response, its tires throwing up clunps of wet earth as Mdore raced
away up the road. In the side mrror, he saw them break through the jungle
fringe, and then he was across the airstrip and headi ng back for Coqui na
village, his hands hol ding the wheel so tightly his knuckles were white as
bone.

“WHAT WERE THEY?” Jana clutched at his sleeve, her eyes wild and
conf used;
the fear had her now, and she was unable to think

“They’re alive,” he said, his eyes darting left and right to pierce the
green shadows on each side of the twisted road; the reality of what he was

sayi ng nunbed him and his tenples were bathed in a cold sweat. “I saw t hem
in

the U-boat, and Kip sawthem | didn't believe...l didn't want to believe.! He
touched the red marks at his throat. “I don’t know why or how, but | know

they' re alive..

He reached the vill age, speeding along the deserted streets; he saw the
jeep was gone fromits space in front of Kip's office, but he hanmered on the
door repeatedly in the vain hope that Kip might be there. As he turned away
from
t he door he | ooked up and saw the thick roil of clouds in the sky, dull gray,
blinding white, traces of black far in the distance. He crossed the Square,
finding the grocery | ocked and the blinds down over the w ndows; he reached
t he
har dware store and knocked on the front door there, but the place was
desert ed.

He | ooked down High Street fromstore to store; everything was |ocked up and
quiet, the streets enpty, a ghost town. A white circle of gulls swirled above
Kiss Bottom their screans coming to himon currents of wi nd; they swept down
across the surface and then back again toward the sky. More watched t hem
flying

in formation out to sea, as if abandoni ng Coqui na.

VWen he returned to the truck he couldn’t look in Jana's eyes because of
what he would see in them and because he was afraid of what she night see in
his. He started the engine, put the truck into gear, and drove on through the
Square, clinmbing H gh Street.

And at the hotel he saw the front door was open

He tensed involuntarily. Though he’d | eft the door unlocked, he
remenber ed
closing it that nmorning. More slid the butcher knife into his waistband, his
nerves raw.

“VWait here,” he said to Jana. “I'"mgoing in first.” He left her sitting
in
the truck and wal ked cautiously up onto the porch; with one hand he drew out
t he
knife, and with the other pulled open the screen door. He stepped across the
threshol d, his senses as aware as those of an aninal; abruptly, he froze in



pl ace, trying to see into the dimroom

There was a man sitting in a chair; a suitcase sat on the floor beside
hi m
He hel d the gl ass paperweight in his hands, his eyes focused on it as if he
had
found something that had been lost for a very long tinme. Miore let the screen
door bang shut behind him and the man hastil y—and awkwardl y—rose to his feet.

N net een

“FORA VE ME,” the stranger said in a thickly accented voice. “The door was

open,
and | came in to wait.” He held up the paperwei ght. “Please...where did you
get

thi s?” The man dropped his gaze, saw the knife in Mwore's hand. “I..neant no

harm” he said very quietly.

“Who are you?” More asked.

“My nane is Frederick Schiller. | was told | could find a roomhere, and
when | wal ked up fromthe village | couldn’t find anyone..”

Moore stood where he was for a nmonment trying to place the accent. O
course; it was German. He put the knife down on a table, still cautious.

“Where did you get this?” Schiller asked again, holding the paperwei ght
as
if it were a precious jewel.

Moore ignored his interest. “How did you get here?”

“By freighter fromJamaica.” He paused for a few seconds, then reached

i nside his coat and brought out a cheap brown wallet. “I can pay,” he said.
Moore waved the wall et aside. “lI don’t know what your business is on
Coquina, M. Schiller, but it’s a bad time for you to be here.”
“Ch? Wiy is that?”
“There’s a stormbuilding. | can see it gathering in the sky, and the

| ast
hurricane we had al nbst tore this place apart.”

“My business won't take very long,” Schiller replied. “Now..please. This
obj ect...where did you find it?”

“Aboard a boat ..

Schiller closed his eyes.

“.or to be nore exact, what’'s |eft of one.
behi nd
Moore and Jana came through. She | ooked from Mbore to Schiller and then back
again. “Are you all right?” he asked her anxiously.

She nodded, running a hand across her forehead. “Yes...|'’mjust very
tired.
| can’t...1 can't think very coherently yet.”

“I's the young lady ill?” Schiller asked.

“I think I"d better Iie down for a while,” she said to More.

He gl anced over at the German. “The kitchen’'s at the back if you want a

The screen door opened

cup
of coffee. | amgoing to take her upstairs.” He was intrigued by the nman now
and

wondered what his story was. He hel ped Jana up the stairway to her room at

t he

end of the hall and threw back the covers of the bed for her. Wen he started
to

nmove away she reached up and grasped his forearm her hair fanning out across
the pillows. “I don’t understand,” she said, searching his face. “I don’t
under st and what’s happening here, and I'mafraid, and I don’t know what to
do..



He stood | ooking down at her for a nonent and then smpothed the hair
away
from her forehead, gently, as he had done for another woman a long tinme ago.
“Rest,” he said. “Do you want a light on in here?”

“No,” she said. She lay very still for a few seconds and then she put
her
hands to her face. “lI sawit...l touched it...Dear God, | can still snell the
r ot

of it on ne..!

Moore crossed the room shutting the terrace doors. Wen he | ooked at
her
again her head was turned away fromhim the blond hair alnpbst silver in the
pale light. He wondered if she would drift off to sleep; if she did, what
woul d
she dream of ? The corpse with the mangl ed brai ns? The grinning face of a
t hi ng
t hat shoul d have been dead forty years ago? She shifted her position, her
hands
still at her face, and Moore heard her take a |ong, painful breath. He stood
besi de her a while longer, then left the door open as he went out.

He wal ked to his own room and checked the forty-five in the drawer. It
was
| oaded with one clip, and there were two spare clips. He returned the gun to
t he
drawer and went back downstairs.

The German sat hol di ng the scorpion paperwei ght, a whorl of blue
cigarette
snoke around his head. When More cane back into the room he put the object on
a
tabl e beside his chair. More paid no attention to him but poured hinself a
shot of rumand took a |l ong swallow. Wth the afternoon sun hi dden behi nd
clouds, the light was a pale gray; though the roomwas di mand cobwebbed with
shadows, he nade no nove to turn on a |anp.

“So,” More began, finally turning to him “Wat’s your business?”

Schiller exhaled a stream of snoke. “The U boat.”

“l thought as rmuch.”

The German reached inside a shirt pocket and of fered the newspaper
clipping. More |looked at it briefly. “That woman...Dr. Thornton...is a marine
archaeol ogi st here to take a | ook at the boat too. | don't know what interest
you m ght have in the thing, but aside fromthe historic value it’'s a
wort hl ess
hulk. I wish to God |I'd never found the dammed thing.” His voice trailed off,
and he took another drink fromhis glass.

“And you’ ve been inside?”

“Yes.”

Schill er sat back, sighed, pulled fromhis cigarette. “How nmuch
remai ns?”
he asked in a strange, distant voice.

Moore examnmined him white hair, sharp nose and chin, high cheekbones,
weary, tormented eyes, deep lines across the forehead. Representative of a
sal vage firm perhaps, sent from Jamaica to appraise the hulk as scrap iron?
No.

He was German, and that was too nuch of a coincidence. “Not enough for
sal vage,”
Moore said, testing him

A thin smle crept across the man’s face, then quickly faded. “Salvage?
No.
| don’t care about salvage; | would think she’s beyond that by now It’s
i ncredi bl e, you know. 1 thought by now the sea woul d have broken her into
pi eces, that there would be nothing left at all.” He raised his eyes to neet



Moore’s. “It’s true, then, just as the paper said.” It was a statenent, not a
guesti on.

Moore sat where he could see the nan's face. “It’s true

The German rai sed the paperwei ght again; More saw that his hand was
trenbling slightly. Schiller turned it in his grasp, running a finger along
its
snooth surface. “In 1942,” he said, “lI was a seaman in the German navy. | was
aboard U 198 when she was attacked and sunk by British subchasers out beyond
your island.”

Moore | eaned forward, his expression frozen.

“Yes,” Schiller said. H s gaze was hard; the eyes, like bits of glass,
focused on a spot at Moore's forehead. “lI was the only survivor. Al the
ot hers...
except one...went down with the boat, and that man who didn’t was burned to
deat h
in a spillage of flaming oil. | called for him..1 tried to find himbut the
sea
was littered with bodies. The air stunk of snmoke and crisped flesh. My boat
was
gone; it had dropped out fromunderneath me. Ch yes, | would have done the
same
had | been the commander. There wasn’t tinme you see. And then | was |eft
al one
with the noise of shelling and al arns and screamni ng..” He caught hinmself; his
eyes softened a fraction and he stabbed the cigarette out in an ashtray.
“Forgive ne,” he said. “I didn't mean to go into that.”

“No,” More said, still stunned. “lI understand. But howis it you cane

to
be on Janui ca?”
Schill er absentm ndedly wi ped his lips with the back of his hand; it was
a
habit he had kept over the years. Al the nen who held bridge watch on
U boat s
had done it to varying degrees, w ping away salt crust as the sea spray
t hundered agai nst the iron bulwark, again and again, a hundred thousand tines
a

day. Another link with the dead, he realized, touching his nmouth. “I live on
Jamai ca now,” Schiller said. “I came back in the late fifties to teach
hi story

and the German | anguage at the University of the Wst Indies at Mona. At
| east
that’'s what | first told nyself. | think perhaps |I really returned to the
Cari bbean because of the boat.”

Moore waited for himto continue, but when Schiller was silent he asked,
“The boat ? Wy?”

“Because,” Schiller said, with an effort, “as long as | shall live |
will
be a crewran...the | ast crewran of that boat.” He felt along the sides of the
paperwei ght again and then put it down. “l was never a loyal patriot to the
Nazi

cause, and perhaps | realized all along that Hitler was driving our country
to
utter ruin. But for a brief instant of history...a very brief instant...we were

glorious, like a flane burning itself into oblivion. That | will never
forget.”

The roomwas still; there was a steady drone of insects outside, and the
breeze sang through the screen door mesh in a soft whisper. “I don’t believe

you've told nme your nane,” Schiller said.
“David Moore,” the other man told him putting the glass of rum down and
getting to his feet. He switched on a lanp; in the sudden |ight the German



| ooked nore aged than he was. Hs eyes were filled with nenories.
“l would very nuch like a drink,” Schiller said. “Sonetimes | need it,

you
know.’

“Yes. Me too.” Moore poured ruminto another glass and gave it to the
nman.

Schiller took it gratefully, sipped at it, and then listened to the song
of
the insects. He stood up, went to the door, and stared out across the
dar keni ng

harbor. “A beautiful island,” he said after another nonent. He did not turn
back
toward Moore. “You do know that nmy U-boat al nbst destroyed it?”

“Yes, | do.”

“Do you...feel any bitterness?”

“Sonme woul d.”

Schill er nodded. “An honest answer. This island |lay within our patrol
grid,
you see, and we were ordered to shell the naval yards. W knew the British
wer e

repairing some of their ships there...and, well, it was war..

Moore sat down agai n, watching the man.

“1 remenber.” Schiller said quietly, “lI stood on the bridge during the
first shelling, and | counted the explosions on shore. | felt so distant and
det ached from what was happening. | knew we were destroyi ng human bei ngs,
yes,
but still...they were the enenmy. On that particul ar night the subchasers
didn't

cone, and the shelling seened to go on for hours. Ch, there were shore
batteries
firing back, but we lay beyond their range, and we watched the flames grow
against the night like wild red flowers on a field of black velvet. The
conmander observed through his binoculars, and after he ordered cease fire,
when
t he echoes of the deck gun had finally all died away, we could hear the
scream ng..” Schiller was quiet for a long tine; More stared at him “Wen
t he
conmander was satisfied, we continued our patrol.”
“And you never felt renorse over something like that?” Myore asked
Schiller turned toward him his brow furrowed, as if pondering a

guestion
he couldn’t fully understand. “It was my duty,” he said. “But be assured
pai d

for it, yes, and nany times again. W returned to the area sonme days |ater

t he

conmander suspected work had been done to repair the yards, and he w shed to
shel | them again, before the work could be conpleted. Some distance from your
i sl and the watch sighted a ship, noving slowy just ahead; we subnerged and
tracked it for sone tine. It was a freighter. W attacked with torpedoes, but
t he warships lying in your harbor were alerted by the flares and caught us
from

behind. | was on deck at the time, along with the man |1’ ve already nentioned.
Ve

were swept off in the crash dive.” He paused, staring out toward the sea.

“What happened to the boat?”

“l don’t know,” the German whispered. “Or rather | should say, |’ m not
certain.” He drank fromhis glass. “The subchasers circled the area in which
t he
boat had gone down, and they began to release their charges. Their Asdic and
sensor devices had targeted ny boat and they hammered at it, hour after hour



Al this | was forced to observe fromthe deck of one of the British ships
after
I"d been hauled into a dinghy. The sea boiled |ike a volcanic crater
vom ting
up sand and coral and fish blown to pieces. | thought about the nen inside
t he
U-boat, hoping to find safety beneath tons of water
“A depth-charge attack is a savage thing, M. More. You hear the iron

bend

under the detonations, and you pray to God it will not bend too nuch and that
the rivets will stay sealed. A thread of water bursting through a pin-hole

br eak

can cut a man’s head off at the greater depths, and a rivet can ricochet |ike
a
bull et, pass through flesh and bone and netal bul kheads. And the noise...t he
t hunderi ng shri ek of underwater explosions, the squeal of an iron plate, the
sound of the Asdic beans |ike handfuls of gravel tossed against the sides of
t he
boat.” He shuddered and | ooked away. “But you must not make a sound. You mnust
hol d back your fear and the screans that threaten to burst from your throat.
Because if you screamthe men with earphones at their stations perhaps three
hundred feet above will hear you, and they will send nore charges tunbling
down
to seek you out. It is a vicious ganme, a war of taut nerves, when water
becones
the enemy instead of the protector and a single cry can seal your death
warrant .

“For two days the British subchasers kept up their attack; they knew
t hey
had the boat trapped, and though there were |long periods of silence the
expl osi ons al ways resumed. They dropped what seened |ike a thousand depth
charges, then waited for the sound of a cough, or a rattling bucket, or the

hi ssing of breath through clenched teeth, or the shrill scream of inploding
iron.” His eyes were wild, and they unnerved More. “But the U boat never
surfaced. There was sone oil, but nothing to indicate a direct hit. From what

I
could understand the British Asdic had |ost the boat, as if it had suddenly
vani shed, but they were still certain it renmained down there. Sonewhere.”
Moore renenbered his dive vividly in that noment—the nountain of sand
and
coral, and the jagged remmants of what had once been an underwater |edge
over head. Perhaps the U -boat conmander had tried to escape the eneny by
rising
al ong the Abyss wall, instead of sinking |lower, and then had | odged the
submarine beneath that | edge to hide fromthe sensors. And perhaps at the
same
instant a crewran had operated a | ever that had delivered conpressed air to
t he
buoyancy tanks. The concussi ons had caused the | edge to coll apse, burying the
submari ne under tons of sand. That woul d account for its di sappearance. Then
t he
men woul d have been inprisoned, waiting hour after hour for the air to give
out,
as the gases and the stench coll ected and suffocated them Wen enough sand
had
shifted away fromthe hul k, aided by the hurricane and that final charge
bl ast,
the remai ning conpressed air had lifted the U boat.
“In time,” Schiller was saying quietly, “the subchasers gave up their
hunt .



| was questioned and put into prison where | remained until the war’s end.
returned to Germany, to Berlin. | remenber wal king the streets to ny parents’
house. There was hardly anything left. A lone chimmey, the front wall and
door
still standing |like a facade. And across the door, in bright-red paint,
soneone
had scrawl ed ‘ The Schiller Family Is Dead.’” He blinked, |ooking away from
t he
other man. “They’'d been killed in an air raid.”

“I"'msorry.”

“No, no. It was war, you see.” He finished the rumand put the glass
down.
“Where is the boat now?”

“I'n the yard.”

Schiller snmiled grimy and nodded. “Strange, isn't it, how the fates
wor k?
Per haps, after all this time, ny boat has a destiny still.”

“Destiny?” Moore was taken aback by his use of the word. “Wat do you
mean?”

Schill er shrugged. “Where will the hul k go? Some maritine nuseunf? O
even
the British Museumitself? It’s a possibility, | would think. So ny boat is
not
yet dead after all, is it? Perhaps it will sit in a huge hall of warfare on a
[ inol eum floor surrounded by great artillery pieces and even an ol d,
battle-torn
Panzer tank. Further down the exhibit there will be a shining Spitfire, or
per haps a reconditioned Junkers. It will be a place for old nmen to cone and
relive their days of glory as they slip toward senility; young people wll
comne

too, but they' |l fail to understand any of it, and they’'ll |augh and point

and

wonder how any of this ancient junk could ever have been useful at all.”
“Useful !” Mbore snorted.

Schiller stared at himfor a long tine, then finally dropped his gaze.
Yes,
the man was probably right. Now it could only be a battered, rusted shade of
what it once had been, filled with seawater and ghosts.

“In March of 1942,” he said, in a voice so | ow Mbore could barely hear
hi m
“it was the nost awesone weapon | had ever beheld. | saw it at night, after
I"d
been transferred from another boat, and the lights in Kiel harbor where it
was
nmoored burned a dimyellow to save power. The mist had come in fromthe sea,
and
it hung over the boat in thick gray strands; the diesels were in operation
their noi se echoing across the water, making the pilings trenble under ny
feet.
| watched the nist being drawn in through the di esel intakes along the
superstructure. Fromwhere | stood the periscope towers seemed to vanish into
the sky; there were nen already at work on the decks, and through the open
forward hatch a columm of snmoky white light filtered out. It was a
magni fi cent
sight, preparing for sea duty. | can never forget it, nor do | wish to. Yet...
I
suppose now the boat is nothing.”

Moore sat there a nonment |onger, then wal ked across the roomto refil
hi s
gl ass. Qutside, the clouds were heavy in the early evening sky and lights



wer e
com ng on in sone of the village houses. The breeze had qui eted, and through
t he
screened door Mbore saw a sudden flash on the distant horizon, perhaps heat
lightning or a stormcrawling across the earth’s curve. He didn't want
dar kness
to fall tonight. If only he could keep the light fromfading, so he would be
reassured of a neasure of safety. H s eyes scanned the jungle's dark folds.
They
were out there; he didn't know how many, but they were out there. Witing.

“l didn’t mean to go on about the boat,” Schiller said. “It’s ancient
history. But, you see, that's all | have left.”

“The crew,” More said suddenly, turning to face the German.
“Somet hing’ s
happened..” He stopped, and Schiller |eaned forward slightly.

“What about thenf”

Moor e paused, wondering what to say. It was madness to think the man
woul d
bel i eve him

“You found their remains?” Schiller asked. “I'mprepared to help with
t he
identification, as nmuch as | can.”

The silence stretched between them More I ost in thought and wi shing
t he
man sitting opposite had never seen that newspaper item never conme to
Coqui na.
Finally, he notioned toward the kitchen. “If you’re hungry |I can throw sone
shapper in a skillet.”

“Yes...Danke. That woul d be very good.”

“Why don’t you go on back there,” Moore said, “and I'Il check on Dr.
Thornton.” When the German had wal ked through the hallway Moore went upstairs
and found that Jana was still sleeping. Before going to the kitchen he went

outside, closing and latching all the shutters. He | ocked the screen door as
t he

darkness rolled slowy across Coqui na. Then he latched the front door, as if
he

could hold the night back with a single slab of wood.

Twent y

A THI N BEAM of light noved along a pile of enpty battery crates; there was a
sudden, frantic rustling and squeaki ng, and Lenny Cochran kicked at one of
t he
crates. Instantly a small dark shape, then another, burst fromthe debris and
scranbl ed toward the wharf pilings. He followed themwith the light unti
t hey
di sappeared behind a skiff that had been overturned for keel patching. Big
dam
rats everywhere, he thought. He could hear others noving around the center of
the crates. Probably a nest of the buggers in there, he told hinself. One
good
fire would sear their asses and clean 'em out.

He turned away fromthe crates and continued on, moving his flashlight
from
side to side. The barnacle-scarred hull of a trawmer tied up at the wharfs
caught the reflections of the light in the water; he shone the flashlight the
| ength of the boat, then turned away and wal ked up through the hard-packed
sand,



stopping every so often to exam ne ot her heaps of junk, clusters of barrels,
pi eces of engines laid out on the ground. The tin-roofed supply shed was
directly ahead; its doors had been hastily repaired and boarded over. He
paused

only a nonent around the shed before nmoving toward the far side of the yard,
where the sea | apped quietly against the sliding bul khead of the abandoned
naval

shel ter.

He'd tried to get sone of the other nmen to act as night watchman for M.
Langstree, but none of them would have any part of it. Mason and Percy had
whi ned when he’'d asked them J.R had flatly refused to do it, and so had the
others. He couldn’t force any of the nmen to do it, so the job had fallen to
hi m
He felt guilty about having that boat put into M. Langstree’s yard w thout
proper perm ssion anyway, and this was a way to ease his own consci ence and
get
back into M. Langstree’ s good graces.

He knew exactly what bothered the others; it was the stories they heard,
and Boni face’s warni ng about staying away fromthe yard. He'd heard the
whi spers
around the bars: Sonething bad was goi ng on, sonething nobody wanted to tal k
about, and it had to do with the dammed boat. The N ght Boat, that’s what
t hey
called it. It gave himthe willies to think about what the two traw er
capt ai ns
had sai d. Junbi es, dead souls flying on the wind and com ng down at you to go
for your eyeballs and tear out your heart ...

He shivered. Stop that kind of thinkin', nmon! he told hinself severely.
That only gets a body in trouble! He felt again for the old skel eton-gripped
revol ver he’ d brought as protection. He'd only been able to find three shells
at
hone but he figured one woul d be enough anyway, to scare off anybody who
m ght
cone to steal nore supplies. Damm, but it’s dark out here! he thought. No
noon,
no stars, the snell of a stormbuilding up, nebbe one, two days away at nost.

And in another few nmonents he was at the door of the dark naval shelter

He nmoved the light along it; whoever had nailed it up had done a hell of
a
j ob. Nobody was going to be breaking in there tonight. He | ooked al ong the
wal |
probed with the point of the |ight down toward the rotten pilings at the
seasi de
and then, satisfied no one was lurking there, started to nove quickly toward
t he
ot her side of the yard.

And t hen st opped.

Flesh withed along his spine and at the back of his neck. Hi s heart was
hamrering in his chest and he swallowed, trying to shake off the fear. What
t he
hell was..? He turned, thrusting the flashlight forward as if it were a weapon.

He waited, not daring to breathe, listening for the noise that had
sounded
like...sonet hi ng...scratching...

Sonet hi ng scrat ching behind that door

Rats. Rats caught in there, seeking a way out.

And as he watched he saw t he door slowy bul ge outward, pushed by a
tremendous force. Wod creaked and whined, then settled back on its frame. He
couldn’t nove, his nouth opened in a silent scream the door bul gi ng outward,
outward, the noise of nails giving way around tinbers, the splitting of wood...



Jesus! The light was shaking in his hand; he couldn’t hold it still, and when
he
drew the gun he couldn’'t keep that steady either

The door cried out eerily with the force of whatever was on the other
si de;
with a noise like a pistol shot a split appeared in its center. A jagged gap
grew down t he weat hered wood.

Fromthe inside a gnarled, msshapen hand energed, reaching down and
snappi hg away one of the reinforcing tinbers.

Cochran stepped back, unable to sunmon the strength to flee. He raised
t he
gun and squeezed the trigger, hearing the sound of his own | abored breathing
loudly in his ears.

But the hamer fell dully upon one of the enpty cylinders.

The door shattered in a ripping of wood and nails; a half-dozen cl aws
probed through, tearing a way out. Cochran tried to lift the gun again, but
it
seened too heavy and he knew he couldn’t aimit and he had to get away from
this
pl ace, get to the village, tell themyes the junbies were real, the evil
t hi ngs
had descended upon Coqui na.

And it was then that one of the things that had come up through the
dar kness behind him| eaped upon him its teeth sinking through the back of
hi s
neck and crunching on the spinal cord. Another grasped his left arm and
savagel y
twisted it, ripping it fromits socket. Athird clawed at the man’s chest in
frenzy, broke open the ribs, and tore the heart out like a dripping treasure.

The commander stood apart fromthe others. WlhelmKorrin I et them
f east,
then notioned with a shriveled armfor themto help free their conrades.

There was a faint glowin the sky, and Steven Kip was driving toward it.
He had left home in the early evening, leaving Myra with a loaded rifle
and
telling her to keep the doors and shutters | ocked. He'd gone down to his
office
to get the second rifle and a can of gasoline before patrolling the village.
Now, driving along the harbor, he saw the light over the treetops in the
di stance, and he knew it was com ng from near Boniface s church. Mre voodoo?
he
asked hinmself, as he raced through the enpty streets. Damm it to hell! A
| arge
fire blazed in a circle that had been dug out and ringed with red and bl ack
pai nted stones in front of the church. Kip could see shards of tinber,
cl ot hi ng,
and what | ooked like shattered sections of the church pews piled init. At
t he
fire's base a heap of ashes glowed a bright red-orange, and the heat of it
seared his face as he left his vehicle. He wal ked around the circle and
hanmer ed
on the door. No answer. Kip knocked again with the strength of anger, the
heat
touching himlike a hand with bright-red nails. The church wi ndows, I|ike
wat chful eyes, reflected the flanes, and no lights showed through the shutter
sl ats.
“BONI FACE!'” Kip called out.
And then, very slowy, the door opened.
Boni face stood before himin a stained white shirt, bright beads of



sweat ,
each one reflecting fire, glistening on his face. In his eyes the bl aze
seened

white-hot. “Get away fromhere!” he said sharply. He started to shut the door
again, but Kip slammed his armagainst it and forced his way in.

The church was filled with the red glow, alive with the frenzied
slithering
of shadows. Many of the seats had i ndeed been torn out as fuel for the
fl anes,
and there was an axe propped in a corner. On the altar were the pots and
strange
bottles Kip had seen at the jungle cerenony; three or four cheap netal
cruci fixes hung on the walls, and the floor around the altar was sprinkl ed
with
sawdust and ashes. Kip shook his head and stared at the old man; around
Boni face’s neck was the glass eye, its pupil a gleamng red circle.

Boni f ace reached forward and bolted the door, then turned to the
const abl e.

A drop of sweat ran down across his cheek and spattered onto the fl oor.

“What are you doing, old nman?” Kip asked. “What's this fire for?”

“CGet away!” Boniface repeated. “As quickly as you can!”

Kip ignored himand wal ked to the altar, examining the materials spread
out
there, liquids in bottles and dark things in black pots. Al voodoo things,
he
renenbered, used to comrunicate with the spirit world. One of the pots had
been
overturned, an oily-looking liquid spilled fromit; a bottle had been thrown
against a wall, leaving its remains in red snears on the paint.

“CGet back to your hone!” Boniface said. “Get back to your wonan and
child!”

“VWhat’s all this for?” he asked, notioning toward the objects. He was
beginning to feel a coldness working its way into him slowy and insidiously.
Boni f ace opened his mouth, paused, his eyes fearful and hal f-crazed.

“To...
keep them away..” he said, very quietly.

“Tal k sense!” Kip said, fighting to hold back his anger

“They...fear the fire. I’ve been trying to break it...it’s too difficult
now,
and I’'mold, and I'mweak...and |'’mvery tired..”

“Break it? Break what, damm it?”

Boni face started to say sonething but the words never cane. He seened to
shrivel up, even as Kip watched him all the life |l eaving himat once unti
only
a shell of flesh with weary, frightened eyes renmained. He held out a hand to
steady hinself, |leaning on a shattered pew, he sat down, put his face in his
hands, and stayed that way for alnmpst a m nute. Wen he | ooked up his face
was
drawn and anxious, as if he'd heard somet hing approaching. H s eyes glittered
wildly inthe red light and cane to rest on Kip's face. “Help ne,” he said in
a
whi sper. “Can’t you...hel p ne?”

“Hel p you do what ?”

“It’s too late.” Boniface said, as if he were speaking to hinself. “I
never
t hought they woul d..”

“Listen to nme.” Kip wal ked over and stood next to the houngan. “Two nore
peopl e are dead...probably others as well. | want to know what those things
are,
and | think you can tell ne.

”



“The boat,” Boniface whispered. “That beast fromHell. The N ght Boat.
No
one can help now They' re free; | can feel it. They're free, all of them and
no
man can turn them back until they’ ve done what they nust do.”

Kip | eaned over the pew, his gaze boring deep. “Tell ne.” The chil
i nsi de
hi m made hi s bones ache.

Drawi ng a | ong breath, Boniface put a hand to his face. The gesture cast
a
huge shadow on the opposite wall. He nodded, as if giving hinself up to
somet hing. “The Sect Rouge. Do you know it?”

“Only fromhearsay,” Kip said.

“The nost powerful and secret society in all the islands. They use the
dar k
things as their weapons; for power or a price they cause fam ne and
pestil ence,
they commit nurders col d-bl oodedly and efficiently. | know Because | was a
menber of the Haitian Sect Rouge for five years, and in that time | created
nmuch

that was evil. | learned the art of fashioning the waxen i mages of ny enem es
or

those | was paid to assassinate, to slowy force nails one by one through the
opening of the nouth, or draw a garotte tight around the throat. | |earned

t he

art of the wanga—poi sons—and how to | eave a trace of it on a marked nman’s
pillow, or smeared along the rimof a glass, so that death cane painfully and

stretched into weeks. | conjured the evil loa, and conspired with them for
t he

soul s of ny enemes. | have nade a corpse screamfor revenge; | have worked
t he

sorcery that transfigures tine and breaks the barriers between the living and
t he dead, and |I have unl eashed evil things onto this world.

“1 left Haiti in 1937, after the nurder of a rival houngan who was
threatening to expose ny Sect Rouge activities to the local police. To escape
t hose who woul d avenge that nman’s death, | came here. Those were ny days of
yout h...and strength. Now | cannot control it...l cannot, and | amvery tired..

“What are those things fromthe U boat?” Kip denanded.

The fear had pooled up in Boniface' s eyes; now it brimred over. “Think
of
it. What would be the nost horrible means of execution? A death by inches,

t he

body and brain starving for air, flesh withing in total agony. The mi nutes
stretching into hours, days, years; an eternity of torture. Flesh drying over
bones, intestines hardening, brains and skulls shriveling, nerves scream ng
in

unendurabl e pain. No air, no sun, no chance for escape; only the agony and
t he

dar kness, each a hideous partner to the other. But still Death delays its
nmerci ful touch; he will not free themuntil they have paid with their flesh
Their souls will be trapped within a rotting house, and even after their
bodi es

have begun to fall to pieces there will be no peace. Not until the decay is
conplete, or until their black, evil hearts are pierced, or until they are
burned into ashes.” He lifted his gaze. “Hal f-human, |iving corpses, driven
mad

with pain and rage, hungering for the fluids of life in the vain hope their
burning will be cooled. | know Because | made them as they are..

Kip stood notionless, feeling that chill creeping around him Shadows
flickered huge and nonstrous across the walls, dimnished, and | eaped agai n.



“When | came to Coquina in 1937,” Boniface said, “there was no
const abl e,
no officials of the law. This church was a dilapidated ruin; the Catholic
pri est
had caught the fever and died sone nonths before. So | set nyself up as a
mnister; it was a logical way to gain sonme neasure of power over the people,
and to hide fromny Haitian enem es. The priest hadn’t understood their
voodoo
beliefs, and | found it easy to gain a follow ng. The people | ooked to nme for
gui dance, to act as both their houngan and their |egal guardian; the | aw
enforced was stern, harsh perhaps, and |I punished evil by the only neans |
knew.
an eye for an eye.

“And then cane that war. The British brought their men and their ships;
they assigned a constable to | ook after the island. And though he was a good
and
fair man, like you, | was still Coquina's real law. | had the power, and with
it
the responsibility. Wen that damed iron nonster cane up fromthe depths,
when
it rained fire on the island and killed those | loved, | knew | nust take a
hand
against it.

“l saw the bodies after they had been bl own to bl oody bits; the sight
haunted ny ni ght mares. The dead reached fromtheir graves, calling ne,
whi spering in the still darkness, until | could take no nore; | had the
power ,
the spells taught nme by the zobop, the master nmgicians, and that power was
greater than any weapon on earth.”

Boni face was silent for a noment, staring at his winkled hands. “I knew
the nonster would return; in a drug-induced vision, through the sweat and
pai n,
| saw the Ni ght Boat nearing Coquina, saw a burning freighter and death
floating

on the sea. That terrible thing was returning, and I knew | nust await it.
“And on that night when the sky was filled with red streaks and fl ane,
when
the battle raged over the Abyss and we could see the ships circling their
prey,
| built a fire on the beach and began ny work. | asked hel p from Danbal | ah
to
entrap the thing in the sea, and fromBaron Sanedi, to withhold his nercy. It
was difficult...it took many hours, and | prayed that the thing would not
escape
before I was finished.
“In a trance | could see the boat hidden there in the Abyss, in the
m dst
of black, churning currents; | saw the sand fall over it, crushing it under
They were trapped, they would never return to hurt ny peopl e again. They
woul d
starve for air, they would decay...but their deaths would be withheld. | could
see through the sand and the iron, as if ny eyes were everywhere, and | saw
t hem
there...huddl ed together, their air slowy giving out, their lungs heaving. In
ny
mnd | saw a bl ack, gnarled hand reach out to touch them they trenbled, as
if
t hey had been touched by the Devil. A voice reached ne—soft, of velvet and
steel, whether male or female | did not knowwhispering: It has begun.
don’ t



know when | awoke fromthe trance, but | was sitting before a cold fire and
al |
the British ships had gone. It had taken two days.

“Now t hose things exist on the border between |life and death. But |
can’t
hurry the process, Kip, and now t hey possess a power that | hadn't foreseen
Hat e—because of their agony, because we are human and they...no | onger are. To
themwe are still the eneny, and the year is still 1942. And so you
under st and
now why | wanted you to sink it..

“No..” Ki p whispered. He shook his head. “No!”

“l created them and there is nothing any man can do.”

“THERE HAS TO BE!'” Kip said, his voice echoing throughout the church
“YQU
MJUST KNOW WHAT TO DO "

“1’ve been trying, again and again, to quicken the process toward their
death, but the spell is too strong, and | don’t know what ...

Kip grasped the man’s shirt and pulled himaround. “YOU VE GOT TO DO
SOVETHI NG " he said hoarsely. “For God s sake, you're the only one who can
hel p
us now ”

“I...can’ t,’

Boni face said wearily. “But you...you m ght do sonething.

Qui,

oui, you. Your uncle was one of the greatest houngans in all the islands!”
Boni face gri pped the constable’s sleeve. “He taught you the art...you were his
young apprentice...now you can help ne..l”

“NO"” Kip shook his head. “I shut it out of ny mnd; |’'ve forgotten
everything that man tried to teach ne!”

“But you nust possess a power of your own,
woul d
not have chosen you as his successor! It’'s inside you, if you allowit to
comne
out, if you allow yourself to take control of it!”

Kip pull ed away and stepped back. His mind was filled with conflicting
enotions. He turned toward the altar, staring at the voodoo inplenents there,
and in a sudden burst of rage he lunged at them Kkicking away the bottles and
pot s.

Boni face insisted, “or he

“It’s junk, all of it!” he said tersely. “It’s goddammed j unk!” He
reached
down for a bottle and snashed it against the far wall, splattering clear
[iquid;
he kicked a pot that clattered away across the floor. Then he stood panti ng,
furious, and listened to the sound of his own ragged breath. “It’s madness,”
he
said finally. “Wat do they..want wth us?”

“We have their boat,” the other man said. “And they want it back.”

Kip | ooked over at him the supplies mssing fromthe yard—the oil,
di ese
fuel, cables, and rope. My God, is it possible? The tinbers piled on the
U-boat’s deck, as if they were being used to shore up bul kheads bel ow. He
shuddered; he could inmagine the things working within the U boat, hour after
hour, never resting nor stopping. No, no; their batteries wuld be | ong dead
and
corroded with salt. But then he renenbered the narine batteries Langstree
sai d
had been stolen. If enough power could be coaxed fromthem if the diesels
coul d
be brought up even to a fraction of power..The inages ate at him If the
U- boat
ever reached the sea | anes between Coqui na and Janmi ca...



“First they've tried to quench their thirsts for the fluids of life,”

Boni face said. “But they have failed, and now their fury will be
uncontrol | abl e.
They will try to kill as nmany as they can.”

“l saw one today—dead—n a house a mile or so fromthe village.”
Boni face nodded. “The air is taking its toll on them but very slowy.

Too
slowy to save us.” He stared at the constable, his expression clouded and
di stant.

“I will not last this night,” he whispered. “I close ny eyes—ike
t hi s—and
| see the moment of my death fast approaching. It is taking shape now,
graspi ng
for me.” He turned his head and peered through the shutter slats. Then he
garnered his strength again. “The fire is dying. They fear the flanes; |’'ve
got

to build it back.” He took a few pieces of shattered wood, opened the door
and
went outside. The fire had burned down dangerously | ow.
Kip was transfixed, unable to think clearly. There were Myra and M ndy...
He
had to get themoff the island sonmehow, get themto safety. But what about
al |
the others, the people who | ooked to himfor protection? Howto save their
lives? How to shield themfromthe onrushing evil?
Qut si de, Boniface bent down and threw the wood into the snoldering red
and
orange ashes. Build it back, he told hinself. Build it huge and roaring, hot
and
vivid in the night! The flanes began to grow back, licking at the new ti nbers.
Boni face stepped away fromthe circle; the eye hanging on his neck
flared
bl ood scarlet, cooled to a violet, darker, darker, to a deep gray, and

finally
to ebony.

And he felt the coarse, ancient hand of Death on hinm it touched his
neck
very lightly, but it was enough to send an electric chill of warning through
him He tw sted around, |ooking toward the jungle, and as the shadows fel
upon

hi m he knew the nonent had finally cone. And though he saw his fate clearly
he
woul d not give hinself up to them

“KIP'” he shouted, his voice breaking. He turned toward the open church
door.

Bef ore he had taken nore than a step he tripped over an exposed root and
fell to the ground, the glass eye shattering to bits beneath him “KIP!'” he
screanmed, feeling the shadows reach him

Boni face’s gl asses had fallen off; alnost blind, he craw ed away from
t he
things, his nmouth trying, but unable now, to make a sound, his fingers
grippi ng
into sand and earth. And then one of them placed a booted foot on the old
man’ s
t hroat and crunched down. Boniface tried to fight back, but his strength was
rapi dly fadi ng; he was choking on his own blood. The living corpses hissed
al |
around him illumnated by the building fire, and their claws flashed down to
rend himapart.

VWen Kip reached the door, he stood paralyzed with shock at what he saw



The things turned their heads toward him the fiery caverns of their eyes
seeking fresh bl ood.

Kip saw the faces of Hell's warriors, things that had crewed a boat
t hr ough
the dark currents of the underworld. There were five, and nore com ng through
the jungle. The one that had crushed the reverend’ s throat had a face half
covered with a yellow sh fungus; white tufts of hair clung to the head, and
t he
sunken remains of its eyes burned into Kip with a searing hatred. Wen the
thing’s tight gray lips parted in a death’s-head grin, Kip heard it hiss. A
ring
enbl azoned with a swastika on its right hand caught the firelight.

And then they cane for Kip, their talons groping for his throat, teeth
bar ed

Kip steeled hinmself. Wen they were al nost upon him he raised the ax

he' d
taken fromthe corner of the church and brought it snmashing down onto a
grisly
skul'| of a head.

The thing shrieked, a high rattle of reed-dry cords, and fell backward.
The
others were coming for him noving so fast he had no tine to think, no tine
to
step back, slamand bolt the door to gain a few extra mnutes. He cl enched
hi s
teeth, snmelling their dead reek, and swung back and forth with the ax, wading
into their mdst as they grasped at his chest and arns and | egs, tearing at
hi s
clothing and then his skin. The ones he struck down dragged thensel ves back
to
grasp at his legs; he kicked at them staggering and alnost falling. A
hi deous
face streaked with fungus hissed at him he chopped at it with the ax and it
smashed into fragnents. Something caught at his knees and he al nost fel
forward
into their mdst. He knewthat if he fell he was dead.

He fought for balance, swinging wildly, listening to their evil rattles
and
hi gh, eerie nmoans. A claw energed fromthe mass of bodies, probing for his
eyes;
he ducked his head, began to fight with fists, feet, el bows, and knees,
ki cki ng
t hem back, hammering at them crushing their skulls with the gl eam ng bl ade.
One
of them | eaped forward, seizing himaround the throat; another grasped his
back
and began to chew at his exposed shoul der, maki ng hungry grunting noi ses.
Powerful fingers caught at the ax, trying to wench it away fromhim They
closed in on all sides, flinging thenselves at him trying to tear through
hi s
throat with teeth and nails. A wench glittered in the light, comi ng straight
at
him but he caught the shock of the blow with the ax handl e and t hen sl anmed
t he
bl ade into an arm socket.

Pani ¢ choked him there were too many. TOO MANY! he shrieked. The ones
with
crushed faces and broken bones would not give up, they still struggled to
devour
him He fought away fromthe thing on his back, and another took its place,



sucking at the blood that trickled fromhis shoul der gash. THE JEEP! he heard
hinself cry out. The jeep! Get to the jeep! He caught on to the side of his
vehicle for support, holding his arns over his face to ward off the cl aws,
t hen
battering with the blade left and right. He fought away, dragging hinself
into
the back of the jeep, feeling the things grasping at his legs to pull him
into
their ravenous mdst. Kicking at them wenching his |legs free, Kip watched
t hem
ring the jeep to prevent his escape, sawthe terrible fury in their mad eyes.
A thing with a remmant of a red beard started to clinb up after him but
Kip brought the ax down with all his strength. The head was al nbst torn from
t he
body; the numy fell backward, yellow bone glinting in the gapi ng wound. More
claws reached for him the dead eyes were cunning and desperate.
Ki p backed away, his nuscles throbbing, sweat streanming fromhis body
and
t he bl ood dripping fromhis fingertips.
And then his foot bumped the gas can he’ d brought al ong.
He slammed the ax into it, ripping it open; he lifted it, splattering
gasoline over the things and throwing the rest of it into the fire just
behi nd
t hem
The expl osion threw hi mover the front seat against the w ndshield. The
flames roared into the sky, enmbers swirling in a whirlw nd. Several of the
things burst into flame; the fire caused a panic anong the others. They
f ought
away from each other and began to run toward the green wall of the jungle,
flaking into ashes with each step. They crawl ed across the ground I|ike
nmaddened
ani mal s, scream ng and noani ng under the fire' s blazing touch. A few of them
reached the jungle and crashed through into the foliage; the others |lay where
they had fallen, nelting |ike waxwork figures.
Kip threw hinsel f behind the wheel and roared away fromthe church
feeling
that in another noment he might go totally mad; his entire body shook, his
hear t
pounded, and cold sweat dripped from every pore.
The village | ay ahead, dark and quiet, peaceful and unaware in the night.
And a long time yet before norning.

Twent y- one

DAVI D MOORE THREW t he sodden sheet off and | eaped from his bed; he was awake
as
soon as his feet hit the floor. He stood in the hot darkness, his nmind a
ni ght mare | andscape, trying to pinpoint what it was that had filled himwth
terrible alarm

Moore opened the terrace doors and stepped out, gripping the railing. On
the horizon there was a brief flash of lightning, followed by the holl ow,
still-distant runmbling of thunder. The ocean was churned high and white, and
somewhere the stormwas buil ding. More stood where he was a nonent | onger
listening, wondering if it was the thunder that had awakened him he went
back
into the room switched on a lanp, and hurriedly dressed in a cotton shirt
and
j eans.



There was an insistent knock at his door. “Wio is it?” he said.
“Jana. Let me in, please.”

He opened the door. She cane in, wearing the same clothes she’d fallen
asleep in; her eyes were red-rinmed, and beneath themthere were dark holl ows.
“l heard sonething,” she said. “lI know | heard sonething.” She had

rested
for only nonents at a time, and in her nightnmares were things that watched
her

fromthick shadows, licking their Iips wth bl oated tongues.

“Thunder,” he said quickly. “It woke me too..

“No!” She shook her head and nmoved past himto the terrace, where she
peered down into the darkness. “lI thought |I heard a woman’s scream”

Li ght ni ng fl ashed, maki ng Jana wi nce. Mdore cane up beside her. “Are you
all right?” he asked.

“l think so. | don't know. | tell you, | heard a woman’s scream ” She
rubbed her arns, as if to get the circulation going.

“The man who was here...when we cane in,” Jana went on. “Wo is he?”

“His name is Schiller; he was on the U boat when it went down.”

“Then...he knows? About what’'s happened?”

Moore shook his head. “No, | didn't tell him”

In the darkness there was a sharp, distant sound of breaking gl ass.
Moor e
grasped the railing, straining to see. The next streak of |ightning cast
strange, |ong shadows across the streets of the village; there were no lights
on, and not hi ng noved.

“VWhat is it?” Jana was tense beside him her voice a taut whisper

“l don’t know.” Thunder booned across the sea, but behind it Mdore
t hought
he heard the sudden splitting of timber. A light switched on, alnobst at the
farthest fringe of the village, and he coul d hear soneone—a nan’'s
voi ce—shout i ng
in a high, frantic pitch. A noise |like a pistol shot echoed across the roofs,
and there was the sound of nore gl ass cracking; another square of yell ow
['i ght
appeared, nearer to them and More saw a shadow dart by the window. In a
bl ue
lightning flash he thought he could rmake out figures in the streets, but then
t he darkness clained the earth again. A coil was wi nding within him
ti ghtening
his muscles. He turned fromthe railing, went inside to the dresser drawer,
and
wi t hdrew t he automati c.

“What are you going to do?” Jana asked him franed on the terrace, the
fear
creepi ng across her face.

“1’”m goi ng downstairs to check the doors and wi ndows.” He put the
automatic
on safety and stuck it into his waistband. “I want you to stay in your room
and
be sure the terrace doors are bolted.”

“They’re coming, aren’'t they?” It was nore of a statement than a

guesti on,

the voice cold behind it.
“Go on.”
“No. I'mstaying with you.”
“You'll be safer up here.”

“No,” she repeated, holding his eyes with her own.
He shrugged; there was no time for argunment. More and Jana went into
t he
hal | way and were about to descend the stairs when Mbore saw a sliver of |ight



beneath the German’s door

He knocked, waited, heard novenent inside, knocked again. Schiller
opened
t he door and stood bl eary-eyed, his tie | oosened and the top buttons of his
shirt undone. A chair had been positioned before the open terrace doors, and
t he
bed was still made. Schiller rubbed his eyes and yawned. “I fell asleep,” he
said. “lI was listening to the thunder.” Then he noticed the pistol at More's
wai st band, and he was instantly alert. “Wat...is going on?” he asked, |ooking
qui zzically into their faces.

Moor e stal ked past the man, grasping the terrace doors; he was shutting
t hem when anot her streak of lightning cut the sky in half, and the thunder
echoed. He saw that a few nore lights had cone on, a scattering of fireflies
across Coqui na vill age.

“The gun,” the German was saying behind him “What is it for?” He took a
step toward the other man. “I don’t understand.”

And before More could reply there was a crack! near Front Street, from

t he
fishernen’s shanties. Wether it was a gunshot or the noise of glass being
broken he couldn’t tell, but then there cane an eerie, ragged wail, one of

terrified desperation. Moore's mouth was dry, his mnd racing. The |ightning
flashed again and in that brief |light he saw figures...the things...nmoving

t hr ough

the streets bel ow The scream ceased abruptly, then cane a man’s voi ce,
shouting, and a woman’s shrill and hysterical. More threw the bolt on the
doors

and, turning away, saw Schiller’s face a drawn, pal e nask.

“What was that screan?” the Gernman asked; his face was ashen, a blue
vein
t hrobbing rapidly at his tenple.

Moor e pushed past Schiller and Jana into the hallway, descended the
stairs
three at atime in the dark. In the di stance he heard another voice, shouting
i ncoherently, then drowned in a wave of thunder. A nanel ess dread had gri pped
him and he couldn’t nove fast enough. Check the w ndows, the doors. The
shutters—sone of the shutters are weak, the storm danage not yet replaced—get
them bolted. He felt the way he had inside the submarine, his |egs out of
control, functioning crazily in slow nmotion, as if he were inside a
stranger’s
body.

He reached the front door and shook the knob to test the lock. It was
secure. One of the wi ndows facing the porch hadn’'t been pushed down flush to
t he
frame; Moore cursed hinself, reached it in two strides, and grasped the
wi ndow s
top to push it into place and lock it.

Li ghtning streaked, a thin white thread. And in its |light More saw the
fornms that stood on the porch, groping fromthe darkness at the doorway.

Moore caught his breath, slammed the wi ndow down, |ocked it.

Fromthe rear of the Indigo Inn there was the sudden, electrifying sound
of
shattering gl ass.

He heard the screen door open, heard the wood splinter as it was ripped
fromits hinges by a dozen hands. Soneone in the village screamed again, and
someone el se called out for God. The rear wi ndows were being broken out; he
coul d hear something hanmering at the back door, trying to get through. Moore
whirl ed around, slamred and | ocked the door that connected the kitchen with
t he
rest of the hotel. He dragged a table across it, at the same tinme bringing
out



the automatic and switching off the safety.
And then silence, broken only by his own rapid breathing and the noi se
of
chaos in the village: screans and shouts, a gun firing, a cry of pain.
Soneone was coming down the stairs: Schiller and Jana, feeling their way

in
t he dark.

“SCHI LLER' ” Moore shouted. “WATCH THAT REAR DOOR..l”

Sonet hi ng suddenly pounded agai nst the front door...wham wham whani ...
with

a tremendous force. A hamrer, Moore thought, ice flowing in his veins. The
t hi ngs have a hanmer.

He heard the door at the back of the hotel cone off its frame; there was
a
wild crash of glass and crockery fromthe kitchen.

A front wi ndow shattered, the glass exploding into the roomalong wth
pi eces of the aged shutter. Jana cried out, and Moore saw the bl ack outline of
a
figure throw back a powerful armto break out the rest of the wood. The door
was
struck, again and again; there was a sharp splintering sound.

Moore raised the gun, ained directly at the thing that tore at the
shutter,
and fired.

A gout of flame spewed fromthe automatic’s nuzzle; the gun’s roar
nmonentarily deafened him The dark figure was thrown backward, and gl ass
tinkl ed
fromthe broken frane.

“You killed it.” Schiller said, sweat glistening on his face.

“VWait,” Moore told him not noving. “Keep your eye on that back door

for
God’ s sake!”

A heavy bl ow struck the door that sealed off the kitchen; glass broke on
the other side of it. Myore jerked around and fired through the wood, filling

the air with splinters and the acrid odor of gunpowder. At the sane tine,
t hat
hamrer bl ow struck the front door again, and Jana could see it slowy bending
i nward; she grabbed a chair and wedged it under the knob. The shutter at
anot her
wi ndow was being attacked, the claws scratching their way in. More brought
hi s
armup and fired; the things ducked away on either side of the frane.
Schiller saw a split growing in the center of the rear door; he backed
away
fromit, watching the wood being broken with a horrified fascination
A wi ndow on the rooms far side buckled inward in a shower of slats and
gl ass. One of themhad thrown itself partway through and now grasped the
wi ndow s | edges to pull itself the rest of the way in. Jana reached to her
si de
for the decanter of rumand threw it, but the bottle broke just above the
thing’s head; More stepped forward, firing point-blank
The nmuzzle flane exposed a face cancerous with rot and fungus; a lipless
nmout h gaped, the eyes holes of hate. More fired again, and again, seeing the
face explode into bits of bone and dried flesh; it hissed and fell back
t hr ough
the w ndow.
Now t he rear door was buckling. Schiller forced his |legs to nove,
putting
hi s hands agai nst the wood to hold the things back. He could feel the
i ncredible



force of whatever was behind the door

A wi ndow breaki ng, another, two nore. A skeleton’s shoul ders pushed
forward, the grisly brown scalp glistening with glass. Jana hefted a w cker
chair and struck at it, but then the arnms were in and it was too |ate.

Three nore bullets remained in the automatic. They were fighting their
way
in now through all the wi ndows, and it was only nonents before the doors
woul d
give way. Moore felt the wild touch of panic grip him shook it off, felt it
return with a vengeance. There was no tine to get those shells fromupstairs,
but was there a chance they could nmake it to a terrace and leap fromthe
por ch
before the zonbi es reached then?

He turned and fired at the one Jana was trying to fight back. It
shri eked
and col | apsed, sliding through the w ndow.

The rear door split; Schiller stepped away froma gnarled claw t hat had
burst through. But others reached through as well, and they woul d be inside
within seconds.

Wth a trenmendous noi se of cracking wood the front door caved in, and
hi deous shapes cane through the jagged aperture, the one in the | ead w el di ng
a
hamrer, others carrying crowbars and wenches. More fired into their m dst
and
knew he’d hit one of them but even as he prepared to fire his final bullet,
he
heard Schiller shout that the rear door was down as well. A stench of rot
waft ed
over him and a shadow | ooned up, striking a blunt object down on Myore’s
ri ght
shoul der. He cried out in pain; the gun slipped fromhis nunbed fingers.

Then they engul fed him claw ng and biting, the teeth grinning and
terrible; a hand flashed out, clubbing himacross the forehead, and he fought
back, his teeth clenched, not willing to let themtake himw thout a battle.
He
was thrown backward over a chair and lay sprawl ed on his back. They huddl ed
over
Jana in a corner, their claws and fangs flashing; More crawl ed toward her as
one of them grasped his throat and began to twist his head to one side, about
to
rip it fromthe neck.

“G0D HAVE MERCY!” Schiller shrieked in German, backing against a wall at
t hei r approach. “GOD HAVE MERCY!”

And a voice hissed, “Stopppppppp..” The sound was as cold as the touch of
t he grave.

The thing strangling More released its grip and stood up. More coughed
violently, shaking his head fromside to side, a black curtain stil
obscuri ng
the field of his vision. They rel eased Jana; she crunpled to the floor in a
heap.

Schill er stood where he was, pinned to the wall, his nouth making
whi nperi ng sounds.

The things stood notionless, waiting, eager for blood.

A shadow noved, the clatter of boots across the floor; Iightning
fl ashed,
illuminating a face destroyed by the ruin of rot, a face that had seen its
own
horror in a mrror. One arm wapped in a tattered brown sleeve, slowy rose,
the finger pointing. The hand came out, al nost touching Schiller’s chin, but
when Schiller recoiled in stark terror the thing paused. Its head cocked to



one
side, it exam ned Schiller with burning eyes.

Moore craw ed toward Jana; she was sem conscious, her face gashed and
her
clothing in shreds. He huddl ed besi de her and wat ched.

“Nein.” Schiller whispered. “Nein..

The figure before himbreathed heavily, the stare penetrating. Then, with
a
tremendous effort, the gray lips noved. “Schillerrrr.?”

The German shrank back, his shoulders pressed into the wall.

“Mein Gott.” the thing whispered, its voice a dry rasp that nade More’'s
skin craw .

Schill er blinked, screans of madness echoing within his head. He
coul dn’ t
believe it, wouldn’t believe it, but he seenmed to recognize the nan—er what
had
once been a man—froma long time ago. Another life. “Nein.” he rasped,
shaki ng
his head. “Not you! You should be...dead...all of you should BE DEAD!'”

Korrin held Schiller’s eyes for a nonment nore, then slowy noved his

gaze
to Mbore and Jana. He raised the armagain, flesh hanging in strings fromthe
exposed bone, and pointed toward them *“Feindlich Teufel.” he whispered.

“Nein,” Schiller breathed. “Nein, nein..

Korrin turned from Schiller; as he approached, More pulled Jana back
against him trying to shield her body with his own. The living corpse
t ower ed
over them and More could feel the touch of its fetid breath.

“ALL OF YOQU ARE DEAD! " Schiller shrieked, his voice breaking, slithering
into a noan.

Korrin's eyes were flamng slithering whorls of destruction. They seared
t hrough Moore’s flesh and nmuscles, into the bone and the brain. The arm
ext ended, and the hand, with its long, filthy nails, cane down for Mdore’'s
throat. He held his own arms up weakly to ward it off, but he was powerl ess
to
nove.

And then suddenly, in a blur of notion, Schiller had picked up the gun
lying on the floor. He fired without aimng; a tongue of orange pierced the
shadows.

Moore saw Korrin's head jerk to one side, saw the | ower jaw hang on
t hr eads
for an instant before being ripped away, |eaving a ragged edge of flesh.
Korrin
st aggered backward, alnost falling, but then regaining his bal ance. He put
hi s
hands to his face, and the screamroaring through that broken nmouth cast
Schiller over the brink of insanity. Still scream ng, Korrin noved forward,
hi s
claws rising; Schiller squeezed the trigger again, ainng between the eyes,
but
the hamrer fell on an enpty clip.

At once the other crewnen had turned on Schiller; one of them struck out
with a crowbar that smashed across the German’s chest, and then they were on
him going for his eyes. Korrin reached him bending down toward the offered
t hr oat .

“RUNI” Schiller screamed, his eyes glinting as the things covered him
over.

“RUN!”

Moore hesitated; Schiller had saved them but now the man was beyond

hope,



and the instant they finished with himthey d crave nore blood and fluids. He
pul | ed Jana up, shaking her to make her nove, and dragged her through the
shattered rear door toward the kitchen. Beyond the broken openi ng where the
back
door had been was the jungle s bl ackness.

Moore turned back. They were shredding the flesh from Schiller’s body.

Then he pulled Jana after himinto the thick, clinging underbrush. She
was
still dazed and tripped across vines. He picked her up, ignoring the sharp
protest of his injured shoulder, and struggled into the walls of foliage,
feeling thorns grasp at his trousers and scrape across his arm

There was no tinme to think, no tine to let his nerves feel the pain; he
had
to get themas far away fromthe hotel as he could. The terror still throbbed
within himlike the beating of a second heart. He noved deeper into darkness,
heedl ess of their direction, only knowi ng they had to find a place of safety.
H s feet sank into the soft earth, slipping in standing puddl es of water. On
t he
next step he lost his footing and crashed to the ground with Jana still in
hi s
arnms; the shock on his injured shoul der made himcry out in pain. Jana shook
her
head dazedly, the scratches livid on her face. She tried to craw away but
Moor e
reached out and caught her

And he heard the terrifying noises he had expected all along. They were
foll owi ng; he could hear brush being crushed down beneath boots. C oser.
C oser.

He pulled her up and went on, as though he were running headlong into a
deep pit fromwhich there was no escape. He tore frantically at the vines
whi ch
bl ocked their way. Awild bird cried out and burst fromthe brush just in
front
of them The things were still com ng, assisted by the path that More was
br eaki ng. When he | ooked back over his shoul der he thought he could see a
dozen
or nore of them approachi ng, shadows novi ng anong ot her shadows. The entire
jungl e was a norass of shadows, which burst through the foliage, reaching out
for himw th shapel ess, spidery fingers. Panic exploded within himand he
f ought
on, dragging the girl with him the nuscles of his injured armnunmb and
usel ess.
There was nowhere to go, nowhere to hide, nowhere to find safety.

The things were alnost on them only a few yards behind and cl osing
qui ckly. Don't stop! Don't weaken! DON T STOP! He lost his footing, staggered
to
his knees, pulled hinmself up, grasping Jana’s wist in a fierce grip. Thorns
whi pped into his face, his chest heaving with the exertion; around himbirds
screeched in a wild, |oud cacophony, and through their piercing clanor More
could hear a horribly famliar harsh, rasping breath. H's skin craw ed,
al r eady
sensing the claws that woul d reach for the back of his neck

And then the shadows rose up in front of him

He opened his mouth to scream but the screamwas drowned out by the
ear-splitting roar of a shotgun bl ast.

The nmuzzle flare expl oded past Moore and Jana into the shapes that
reached
toward them Shrieking in pain, they split their closed ranks and fought back
the way they’'d cone. The nman with the shotgun rai sed his weapon again,
braci ng



it against his bare shoulder; the gun bucked again, but the forms had al ready
vani shed into the all-consum ng night.

Moore col |l apsed to his knees, his body racked with pain, and retched
into
t he brush. When he | ooked up he saw perhaps six or seven nen, a few of them
hol di ng torches. A firm hand reached down and caught More’s wrist, draw ng
hi m
to his feet.

The man who stood over himcradl ed the snmoking shotgun in the crook of
hi s
muscul ar arm He was conpletely bald but had a full white beard and nust ache.
A
small gold ring in the | obe of an ear glittered in the Iight of a torch, and
a
gol den amul et hung about his thick neck. But it was the face that both
comanded
Moore’s attention and repelled him it was actually repellent to hi mblack
deep-set eyes glowered from beneath a high forehead, and the nose was as
hooked
as an eagle’ s beak. One side of the face was terribly scarred and thi ckened,
t he
scars streaking pink across the tawny skin, crisscrossing that side of the
neck,
as well as a | arge gouge across a shoulder. He wore a T-shirt and dark
trousers
whi ch had been ripped in nunerous places by thorns. The man notioned silently
to
several of the others, who began to nove off in pursuit of the fleeing
shapes.
They all carried guns or w cked-1 ooking knives.

The man turned his attention to Moore and Jana. “Follow, " he ordered,
and
wi t hout waiting for them he began tracking back into the jungle fromthe
direction he'd cone.

Twent y-t wo

SMOKE VWHI RLED ACROSS the Coquina roofs in the grip of a rising stormw nd. A
| anp had been thrown over in a tinderbox shack near the wharfs, and red
tendrils

of flame greedily consuned the roof. The dancing sparks spread, rapidly
devouring other dwellings, |leaping fromroof to roof, caving in fiery tinbers
on

t he bodies that |ay beneath.

The fires took hold, strengthened by the wi nd, and began to gnaw away at
the semcircle of shanties clustered around the harbor. The reddish light in
t he
sky grewin intensity, the sea mrroring the flames. A silence had fallen
acr oss
the village, broken only by the noise of wood giving way beneath the fires
and
the thrashing of the ocean against Kiss Bottom Still, there remained the
echoes
of chaos, the screans that had filled the streets, the npaning and crying
t hat
had spilled through w ndows and doorways.

Kip roared through the snoke in his jeep, his eyes red and wild, his
shirt



hanging in tatters around his chest, ashes all over him ragged scratches on
hi s

t hroat and cheeks. His eyebrows had been singed, the flesh around t hem puffed
fromthe heat. He gripped the wheel, swerving to avoid the bodies littering
H gh

Street as he headed down for the harbor. A corpse lay in a doorway franme—a
worman, her face nmangl ed beyond recogniti on—and another—a man in a pool of

bl ood—al ongsi de. A body sprawl ed directly in his path, a mass of torn flesh
he

had known as Janes Davis; he wenched the wheel to one side and whi pped past.
More bodi es, nore pools of blood. A child, arnms and | egs spread-eagl ed, eyes
lifted to the sky; the man call ed Youngbl ood, the head alnost torn fromthe
body. W ndows above the Landfall Tavern had been shattered, and he saw the
heavyset woman who had worked there sprawl ed out with sightless eyes. There
was

arotting corpse crunpled in a heap—ene of the things fromthe

U- boat —gri nni ng

even in death; a young girl—yes, the high yellow on her way to Trini dad—how
beaten and torn, her beauty ravaged. He shuddered, | ooked away, was forced to
| ook back to keep from running over a corpse.

He had reached the village just before they attacked in full force; he
had
fired his rifle at them struck some of themdown with his jeep, shouted
unti |
he was hoarse to alert the sleeping islanders. But he had known he was too
| at e.

He heard the scream ng begin, saw them crashing through gl ass and doors.
There

were too many...too nany...too many...the streets crawing with death. He'd

f ought

t hem away even as they rushed him trying to pull himfromhis jeep, and then
he

had raced to protect his own fanmly

And there he had found his house a shanbles, w ndows broken, the doors
caved in. Tears stinging his eyes, he had rushed inside. His wife and
daught er
were gone. There was a snear of blood across a wall, a bullet hole in a door
another in a window frane; the sight made himfreeze in shock. He had fought
hi s
way out of there, sobbing, not knowing if they were alive or slaughtered.

Kip saw figures struggling through the pall of snpbke as he neared the
harbor. He tensed, slamred on his brakes, and reached for the rifle on the
seat
beside him The fornms emerging fromthe darkness were islanders, terrified
peopl e running wildly past himtoward the jungle beyond. He saw their gl azed,
mad eyes and knew there was not hing he could do.

Except one thing.

He jammed his foot to the floor, blared the horn to avoid a man who
staggered through a doorway into the street. The jeep roared al ong the harbor
t hrough the bl azing heat. A bucket brigade had been started, the nen noving
in
slow notion, their clothes snoking. Wt wood whined and shrilled; to Kip it
sounded |i ke what he inmagined a shell froma U boat’s deck gun, screan ng
from
the sea, m ght sound Iike.

“WHERE ARE YOU!'” he shouted, his throat raw. “WHERE ARE YOU' " Snoke
whi rl ed
before him stinging his eyes, filling his nmouth. But he knew where they were.

It was war. War, just as it had been in 1942. Tinme had stood still for
t he



U-boat’s crew, and now it was frozen for the villagers as well. But this was
not

war. It was a massacre, a hideous and inhuman nassacre of the innocents. But,
that was the way it was done, wasn't it? War al ways took the innocents first,
and then the things that had done the killing slipped back into the shadows
to

wait and plan for another day. By all that was holy, he swore he would kil

as

many as he could with his bare hands if need be. He left the burning village
behi nd, sweat and tears ningling on his face, his pulse pounding with the
know edge of what was to cone.

And then he was at the boatyard, crashing through the remants of the
gates, swerving past the junk piles, one hand guiding the wheel and the other
gripping his rifle. The naval shelter lay before him a streak of |ightning
illumnating it for an instant. The doorway was open. He stopped the jeep,
| eaped over its side, and ran toward the shelter with the rifle clasped in
hi s

ar ns.

But before he reached it there came a holl ow runbling noise that seened
to
make the earth trembl e beneath his feet.

He stood where he was, listening, new sweat beading up on his face. The
noi se cane agai n, harsher, shaking the shelter’s walls. The distant sound of
t hunder, yes, thunder.

“No0000000,” Kip hissed through clenched teeth, his nmind reeling. “NO”
He
took a step forward.

The noi se di ed away, cane back, grow ng, grow ng, grow ng, making the
ground trenble. Wth a shriek of metal the huge sliding bul khead crunpl ed.

Kip forced hinself to nmove, one sluggish step at atine. “I won't |et
you
get away..!” he shouted against the brittle wind, the words flying out to al
directions. “GODDAWMN YOU, | WON T LET YOU CET..

The bul khead bent outward, a blister of nmetal. It collapsed into the
wat er

with a nmetallic ripping noise.

And fromthe shelter, inch by inch, the U boat’s stern emnerged.

The battered propellors churned oily water; the boat’'s aft deck slid
out,
then the conning tower. Kip could see form ess shapes on the dark bridge. He
raised the rifle and fired, hearing the bullet ricochet off iron. The U boat
energed like a reptile slithering fromits den, and the entire length of it
shuddered fromthe straining power of the engines. It noved free of the
shel ter
and began to turn, gradually, the iron protesting, toward the reef passage
with
foam streaking along its bow

The U-boat ground itself over a skiff, rammed broadside into a small
trawl er at anchor and cast it away. The sea was already filling the trawer’s
shattered port deck. Lightning jabbed the sky, and Kip saw the iron nonster
cross the harbor, veering away fromthe sandbars; the boat gained the passage
and began to nmove, sluggishly against the surge of white-capped breakers. Kip
ran past the water’s edge and on into the sea, bringing the rifle up, firing
wi t hout ai m ng, again and again. The gun janmed; the U boat was out of the
har bor now, the ocean thundering against its hull, and when the next sheet of
lightning came it was gone, swept away into the night, on a final and
terrifying
voyage.

The waves thrashed around his knees, al nost throw ng himoff bal ance.
W nd



sucked at him howling within the enpty shelter. The N ght Boat, Boniface had
said. The N ght Boat, the nost terrible of all creatures of the deep
“Nooooo, ”

he whispered. “I won’'t let you get away..

Li ghtni ng fl ashed overhead, and the thunder’s boom sounded |i ke the
| augh
of a war god, savage and victorious.

Rain began to fall, first in single heavy drops, then in sheets that

ri ppled across the sea. Kip stood in the downpour, his eyes fixed on the
[imtless blackness. Very slowy he made his way out of the water and when he
reached shore he crunpled to his knees in the sand, driven down by the wei ght
of

the storm

Moore and Jana clung to each other, follow ng the men through the
curtains
of rain. They were Caribs, More realized, although he didn't recognize any
of
them They were noving across a high-grassed clearing into a part of Coquina
he
didn’t know. He could see the glimmer of lights in the distance. The crowded
shacks took shape out of the rain, and he saw the outline of the nuddy street
stretching down to the north harbor. Caribville. One of the Indians stepped
from
the path into thicket and sat on his haunches, facing back the way they’'d
cone,
with a rifle across his knees. Another took his position a few yards away.

The streets were enpty. The heavy raindrops on tin roofs sounded |ike
gunshots. The man with the shotgun spoke quietly to the others and the group
split in different directions; he nmotioned with his head for More and Jana
to
follow, and he led themto a shack where an oil |anp burned behind a w ndow
screen. He opened the door and waved themin with an inpatient gesture.

Inside there was a di mglow of |owburning |anps, the faint snmell of tar
and tobacco and food. An enmaciated old woman in a patchwork gown sat rocking
in
a chair in front of a cast-iron stove. Her hair was knotted behind her head;
her
| eathery flesh was stretched tight over her prom nent facial bones. Another
worman, perhaps in her late thirties, stepped away fromthe door as they cane
t hr ough.

They stood in a large roomy More could see another in the back. There
wer e
a few chairs, a sun-faded wooden table with a lanp set at its center, cane
blinds across the wi ndows, a mat of intricately woven sea-grass on the floor
Franed pictures that had obvi ously been scissored fromtravel nagazi nes hung
fromnails around the room On one wall was a gun rack, now enpty; near it
hung
a beautifully carved and snoot hed wooden tribal mask, light gleamng on its
oiled surface. Its triangular teeth were bared, the eyes set in a fierce,
warriorlike glare.

Moore put his armprotectively around Jana, supporting her as the man
cl osed and bolted the door behind them As she swept her wet hair from her
face,

Moore saw an angry red welt on one cheek

The man shook his head |ike a dog, spraying droplets of water fromhis
beard and shoul ders, and placed his shotgun in the rack. At once the younger
woman was at his side, speaking to himin the Carib | anguage. He didn't
reply,
but waved her back to her place. Across the roomthe old wonan rocked back



and

forth, her hands clenched in her |ap, her gaze boring through More' s skull
She

nmutt ered sonet hi ng and | aughed abruptly.

The man took up one of the lanmps in his |large hand and stepped toward
Moore. Wth the light falling directly upon them Moore could see his
horribly
ravaged face. The eyes were as hard and cold as chunks of new granite.

“Who are you?” More asked him

The man ignored himand spoke to the young woman, who hurried fromthe
room She returned a nonment |later with a brown bl anket and offered it to
Moor e,
but he could see no charity in her face; he took it and wapped it gently
around
Jana’ s shoul ders.

The Carib held the lanmp steady, its light painting his flesh the color
of
waxed mahogany. He held Mbore’s gaze and notioned with the lanp toward a
wi ndow.

“Rain before wind,” he said in English, his voice Iike the runble of a diese
engine. “The stormw |l follow”

“You saved our lives,” More said. “If you hadn't..

“There are many who are beyond saving now,” the Carib said. H s speech
pattern had a mixture of British and West Indian rhythnms, and he sounded as
i f
he m ght be fairly well educated. “Your nane is David More; you' re the one
who
bought the hotel, aren’'t you?” He stood |ike a massive tree rooted to the
fl oor.

“That’s right.”
“What happened to your shoul der?”
“l1 can’t remenber. | think one of themhit me with sonmething.”

“Br oken bone?”

Moor e shook his head.

The man grunted, played the Iight across Jana's face. Behind himthe old
worman nuttered on, her voice rising and falling.

“VWhat place is this?” Jana asked.

“My village. My house.” He | ooked fromone to the other. “I am Cheyne,
Chi ef Father of the Caribs.”

And now Mbore made the connection: The man reni nded himof that statue
in
t he Square. Cheyne, a distant ancestor of the chieftain who d battled pirates?

“Those things.” Jana said softly. She picked at the dried bl ood on her
lower lip and then raised her face to Mdore’s. “Wat about Schiller?”

“Dead,” he replied, his mnd sheering away fromthe i mage of Schiller
pinned to the floor. He weaved back and forth, the pain now flam ng under his
fl esh. Cheyne spoke to the woman, who |eft the roomagain. He clanped a firm
hand around Mbore’'s arm and eased himinto a chair. Cheyne notioned for Jana
to
sit on the mat besi de Mbore and she did, drawi ng her knees up to her chin and
pul ling the bl anket around her. Then Cheyne wi thdrew a gl eanm ng, jagged-edged
bl ade from his wai stband. He picked up a flat black whetting stone fromthe
tabl e and began to draw the blade slowy across it; then he wal ked over to
t he
wi ndow and stood peering out. Mdore sat silent with his head in his hands.

“The constable nmade a m stake bringing that boat into the harbor.”
Cheyne
said suddenly. “Along tine past, it brought death and evil here. Now agai n.
It's not a machine; it’'s a living thing, and it has the soul of Héhué, the
ser pent ..”



Moor e | ooked up. “You' ve got to take your men back there and help them”
The Carib continued sharpening his blade, turning it under his hand.
“ Sone
men have gone back to help those who nmay reach the jungle,” he said after a
pause. “We went over there when we heard the shooting, and many of the young
bucks wanted to go down and fight. But | wouldn’t let them None of ny people
are going into Coquina village.”

“Christ!” Moore blurted out, shaking his head. “Do you hate those
vil |l agers
so much you could stand by and | et them be sl aughtered?”

“They’re not ny people,” Cheyne said. “But this is not the point—a good
fighter wouldn’t last a minute against those creatures. No. If and when they
reach Caribville the nen will have to protect their own wonen and children.”

“This isn't the time for counting heads, dam it! For CGod’ s sake, help
them”

“Qua!” Cheyne said, turning fromthe window, his stare bitter and
f or cef ul
“What had God to do with this? Everyone dies, More, whether in pain or at
peace.”

The young wonman came back in, carrying a pot of a strong-snelling,

Vi negary

liquid. She knelt before Jana, dipped a cloth into the pot, and began to dab
rather roughly at the cuts. Jana w nced and jerked her head back; the wonman
grasped the nape of her neck and finished the job.

The noi se of the rainfall had quieted somewhat; now Moore could hear the
wat er rushing through gutters. He got to his feet, feeling the heavi ness of
hi s
shoul der. “Then |’ m goi ng back. Gve nme a gun.”

Cheyne sharpened his knife in silence. In the distance thunder crashed.

“l said |I’mgoing back, damm you!”

Cheyne put the stone and the knife back on the table, reached over for

t he

shot gun, broke it open, and withdrew two shells froma back pocket. He
sl i pped

the shells into the breech, closed it, and slung it over to More.

“Go on,” he said quietly. He put his hands on the table and | eaned
forward.

“But you won’t be com ng back. And you won't be able to help any of them
because before you reach the village those things will have snelled you out,
and

they' Il find you. They' Il bleed you dry; then they' Il feast on your corpse
and

| eave your bones for the lizards. Go on.”

“Lal ouene,” the old wonan said, the rocker creaking. “He’'s a dead man.”
She
stared at Moore, her eyes fathonl ess depths.

Jana shook off the Carib woman, ignoring her angered chattering.
“Don’'t,”
she said to Moore. “Please don't go back there!”

Moore said, “I’ve got to find Kip. 1'll cone for you when I can.” He
paused
a nonent, |ooking back at the Carib in hope the man m ght go with him but
Cheyne gl owered at himand did not nove. More knew there was no use asking
again; he’d have to take his chances alone in the jungle.

There was a | oud knock on the door. Mdore tensed, whirled around. Cheyne
noved forward |ike a panther, his hand gripped around the knife. He | ooked
out
the wi ndow and then threw back the bolt.

Two rain-soaked Carib nen, both armed with rifles, stood in the doorway.
Cheyne notioned themin and the man in the |lead—tall and bony wth bl ack



ferretli ke eyes—began to talk in an excited voice, gesturing with his |arge
hands toward the sea. He talked on for a full mnute before Cheyne spoke, and
then the nman answered a question Cheyne had posed.

Moore was wat chi ng Cheyne's face; he could see a col dness creeping
acr oss
it fromthe chin upward, first tensing the jaws, then drawing the lips tight,
flaring the thick nostrils, settling in the eyes like circles of frozen
steel .
But in the eyes also, very deep, there was a flash of sonething he recognized
because he had seen it before, in his own mrrored gaze: a powerful
soul - achi ng
fear. Then it passed, and Cheyne found his stern nask again. He seened to be
giving the men sone kind of instructions. They listened intently.

VWhen he’' d finished the two nen returned into the night. Cheyne stood
wat chi ng them go, and then he rebolted the door. “QUA!” the old worman shout ed
wildly. “NO” She shook her head fromside to side and the younger wonan | eft
Jana to try to calmher. At the back of the house, a baby began to cry.

“What is it?” More asked him

Cheyne reached out and took the shotgun from Moore’s grasp. “You will
not
need this. They' re gone.”

“ How?”

“They’ ve taken their boat,” Cheyne said, “and |l eft Coquina.”

At once Jana was on her feet. “That can't be!”

“Those men saw t he boat nove around the point and di sappear into the
nort hwest .”

Moor e shook his head, his shoul der burning, his mind whirling with the
horrifying events of the night.

“It can't be!” Jana said forcefully. She | ooked over at Mbore, her gaze
hel pl ess, al nost chil dlike.

Moore slowmy let hinself sink back into the chair. He felt the Carib
wat ching him “W hel ped them” he said wearily. “CGod save us, we hel ped t hem
repair their boat. We put themin the boatyard, gave them access to fuel and
oi |
and tools. And all along, while we were sl eeping, they were piecing that
terrible machi ne back together—and we never knew. GCod...we never knew...

“Now listen to ne!l” Jana said, rallying suddenly. “Even if they have

wor ked

on the diesels and replaced enough of the battery cells, they can’t be
getting

but a fraction of their former power out of those old engines! | don't care
what

sort of equiprment they had, they couldn’t have repaired all of the systens!
Their steering will be sluggish, they'|Il be slowed to a craw and forced to
keep

to the surface!”

“You said the systenms were duplicated,” More rem nded her. “One
oper at ed
by machi nery. One by hand.”

“No!” She | ooked from Mbore to Cheyne, back to Moore. “They nay have
gotten
t he skel eton noving and maybe a portion of the brain working, but the veins
and
nerves are still dead!”

“Can you be certain of that? Wat about their torpedoes, their deck gun?
And that dammed boat itself, with its blade of a bow, could batter a hole
through a tinber-hulled freighter..l”

Jana was silent, trying to piece together what he was saying. “No. What
you're thinking is...madness. This isn't 1942..this isn’'t Wrld VWar [I1..

“To themit is,” More said. “If they re noving northwest they nmay be



goi ng

back toward Jammica. And there are shipping | anes between here and there.
Lanes

that they may have prowl ed forty years ago. They' re bound to have known the
charts and how to reach the | anes from here..

“God!” Jana whi spered. “What's kept them..alive after nore than forty
years
underwat er? What sort of things have they becone?”

The baby’s crying was |ouder; the Carib woman | eft the room went back
t hrough a doorway, and returned hol ding a bl ack-haired infant cradled in her
arnms. The baby groped for a breast, and she unbuttoned her blouse to let it
suck
froma nipple. She kept her eyes fixed on Cheyne' s back, as he stood at the
wi ndow.

“You can go back to your village now,” Cheyne said after a long silence.
“It's safe.”

“They may still need your help,” More told him

“No. | have no tine to waste on them” He turned and spoke to the young
worman, whose face was taut w th apprehensi on. The woman struggled to rise,
her
arms trembling with the effort, and Cheyne crossed the roomto her. He
whi spered
gently and stroked her hair while she nuttered pleadingly, clutching at his
arm
hol ding the child close to her body. He | ooked into More's face. “I say go
back
to your own kind.”

Moore rose and took a single step toward him There was a fierceness in
Cheyne's face that made himthe living duplicate of that hand-hewn triba
mask.

In the light of a nearby |anp the scars seened only the exterior wounds of
somet hing that had maul ed his soul. “Wat are you going to do?”

“It’s no concern of yours. Now | eave, both of you!”

Tears had begun to stream along the old woman’s face.

Moore’s voi ce was unyi el ding. “What are you going to do?”

Cheyne continued to stroke the woman’s hair. Wen he | ooked again at the
white man his jaw was set and firm the eyes shotgun barrels.

“I"m going after the Héhué,” Cheyne said. “And |I'mgoing to destroy it.”

Twenty-t hree

MOORE WAS SI LENT under the Carib’s powerful stare. Overhead a crack of
t hunder
shrilled through the sky like a shell, burning it bl ood-red.

“How?” Jana asked. “Wth a shotgun, or a knife? You don’t know what
you're
dealing with! If you're planning to sink it you' d better find yourself an
arnor-piercing projectile and some heavy artillery, or a bonb, or a |inpet
mne..l”

Cheyne turned his attention to her; noving past the old wonan, he cane
to
her side and scow ed down at her. “If need be, yes, I'Il fight it with a
bl ade.
["1l rip those plates open with ny bare hands. It has a debt to pay ne.”—his
hand canme up, the callused fingers touching the terrible plain of
scars—..here
and within.” He held his hand over his heart and glanced at More. “Wat’'s to
prevent it fromreturning here, where they realize they can find fuel ...and



f ood?
What will prevent it fromentering those sea | anes and churning blood all the
way from here to Kingston?”

“1"ve got to think,” Jana said, pacing the room “Now they can’'t have
stored enough diesel fuel for a |long voyage, and they can’t be noving very
qui ckly, not with the sea running high.”

“I'f the boat is headed for the |anes, the nearest route fromhere is
bet ween Bi g Danny Cay and Jacob’s Teeth. And if | reach themin time | can
force
the boat across the reefs and rip its hull open,” Cheyne told her

“No. W can use the wireless here to reach the Coast Guard,” Jana said.
“They can stop it before..

“Now you’' re tal king nonsense. Do you think they'd listen for one mnute
to
what you’d have to say? And by then the bastard would have nade it through
t he
passage, and it would be lost to me. No! It'’s mine, damm it! |I've waited a
| ong
time to meet it, on the open seas where |'d have a fighting chance, and by
al |
that’'s holy in this world | nean to followit!”

“l saw those traw ers down in the harbor,” she said. “If you’re going
after
it in one of those you' re mad! That U-boat will nake matchsticks out of..
“That’ s enough.” Cheyne’s voice was hard. “CGo away from here. Both of
you
go tend to your dead in Coquina village. | don’t want you around Caribville;

there’s an hour until dawn light and I have nuch work to do.”

He held Jana’s gaze for a few seconds, then abruptly turned back to the
old
worman; he knelt before her, |ooking into her eyes, and ki ssed her cheek. She
ran
a withered hand al ong the unscarred side of his face. Wen he stood up again
she
clutched at his legs, but then he went to stand beside his wife and the baby.
He
took the child in his arms and held it close.

“My son,” he said softly, speaking to Moore. “He' Il be the next Chief

Father, after I’mgone. He'll rule justly and fairly, and he'll be strong,
and

he’ || never know fear because fear eats the insides out of a man and | eaves
hi m

weak and crying out in the nmddle of the night. No. Keth will be free and
unafraid, and he’'ll grow straight and unscarred.” He returned the baby to his

not her, whi spered to her, and ki ssed her on the cheek. When he drew back
Jana

saw a solitary tear streaking his wife’'s face, but her eyes remained strong
and

cool, full of courage. Wthout |ooking at her again, Cheyne took up the
shot gun,

pi cked up one of the oil |anps, and strode through the door
Hs wife ran out after him The old woman struggled from her chair and
stood bal anced precariously, like a frail thing of straw, in the doorway. She

turned her head toward Moore, her eyes swinmrming. “Help him” she whi spered.
Moore stood up and nmade his way out the door. The rain was stil

falling,

but not as heavily as before. The Carib wonman stood wat chi ng her man

di sappear

toward the harbor. More could see dozens of lanterns and flashlights noving

down there, each one a spot of yellowin the rain's veil. He w ped the drops



fromhis eyes.

After another nonent Jana joined hinm the old wonan, her clothes soaked,
cane and put her armaround the wife’'s waist, pulling at her. Wdows of the
sea,
he thought, watching them Wdows? No, no. Not yet. They began to wal k back
through the nud to the chief’s house. “Wy?” More asked the old worman as
t hey
passed hi m

There was a hard certainty, perhaps even a wi sdom on her face, that
r oot ed
himto the spot. “H s destiny,” she answered, and then she and Cheyne’'s wife
wer e gone.

Destiny. Destiny. Destiny. The word drove into his brain, exploded into
a
t housand steel fragnments there. He remenbered the transom of a broken boat
thrashed by the sea: Destiny’s Child. There was nothing he could have done
t hen
except be pulled along by the swift and hidden currents of his own destiny,
no
matter how hard he fought against it, not understandi ng why. He was unable to
win the fight because life is like the sea, and its powers pull a man into
t he
deep and nysterious Abyss of his own future.

Perhaps the Night Boat’'s returning to the surface had only been a matter
of
ti me; perhaps he had only speeded the inevitable. Now as he | ooked back on
t he
chain of deaths and destruction, he saw them as part of the chain of events
t hat
had brought him around the world and left himhere, in this place of al
pl aces,
standing in a harsh tropical rain. Cheyne was right, he realized: There was
nothing to prevent the things fromreturning for nore supplies and nore
lives.

Years ago, on another day of storm when the earth had cl osed over him
somet hing i nside had given way. Part of him had died then, making himlike
t hose

tortured things that crewed the boat, out of place and tine, caught in the
clutch of a destiny that had hidden itself until now. Only in the past few
days

had it given hima sharp, terrifying | ook at what |ay ahead.

He loved this island, these people, for good or for bad. He |loved them
like
the famly he had lost. And with God’'s help or without it, he rmust not, could
not, would not |ose another to the dark, sudden upheaval of his fate.

“I"’mgoing to help him” he heard hinself say.

Jana clutched at his armas he started to push past her. She wi ped the

rain
out of her eyes and shook her head. “He’'s out of his nmind, David! If he finds
the U-boat they' Il cut his trawler in two! He won't cone back, and he knows
he
won’t!”

A white-hot flame had begun to burn in his nuscles. W are born al one
and

we nust face death al one. Who said that? A philosophy instructor, ages ago, in
a

col I ege cl assroom of another world. Everyone nust die, Cheyne had said,

whet her

in pain or at peace. He knew there was a high chance of losing his life, but
he



accepted it. He would take that chance, clench it in his fist, dare the dark
gods, because he had seen the end of his voyage, a brief vision that had
filled

his head and then vani shed. He had seen the knife-blade bow of the Ni ght Boat

wai ting.

He pulled free of Jana and began to wal k through the nud down the
wi ndi ng
road to the harbor, where he could still see the flashlights noving.

Cheyne’ s weat her-beaten fishing traw er rubbed up against a tire-browed
wharf. It was the largest of the Carib fleet, perhaps a shade nore than fifty
feet fromstemto stern, with a wide, lowslung hull. Mst of the hull paint
had
been flayed off and there were sone patches, but they were all well above the
mar ked di scol oration of the waterline. A broad cabin, painted maroon, wth
several metal-rimed porthol es stood just aft of am dships. Naked masts,
their
sails tightly furled, pointed at the sky as the rain dripped off the rigging.
At
the stern there were boons and hoists, a pile of nets, and a few netal druns
strewn about. It seened a stocky, seaworthy boat, with her spoon bow and
pul pi t
giving her a clean, sharp line.

As Moore approached he could see the faded i mrage of a name that had once
been painted in red on the transom board: Pride. The sea swell ed underneath
it,
lifting the boat up and nuzzling the tires; tinbers creaked and groaned and
there was a dull thud as water broke under the bow

Several bare-chested Caribs noved on the after deck, some of them
cl earing
nets and cabl es away. Water spilled froma duct at the stern; the punps had
been
started up. One of the men carried a bundl e of sonething wapped in clear
pl astic but More couldn’t see what it was. He waited as anot her man opened
t he
cabi n doorway and vani shed within.

“Where’ s Cheyne?” Moore shouted to the nan nearest him

The Carib | ooked up with a sullen expression, then turned his back on
Moor e
and continued noving a heavy netal drum

“Hey!” Mbore grasped a wharf piling and | eaned over, speaking to another
man further down the deck. “Hey! Get Cheyne out here!”

But then the cabin doorway opened again; the nman who had carried in the
bundl e came out, followed by Cheyne, who was giving himorders in a clipped,
brusque tone. Cheyne saw Mbore and cane over to the starboard gunwal e. “Wat
are
you doi ng here?” he asked, his gaze dangerous. “I told you to get away!”

“I want to go with you,” More told him

Cheyne was silent for a few seconds. Then he said, “Go back honme, white
man. This isn't for you.” He turned away.

Moore gestured wildly. “Wait! Please. You won’t understand, but it’'s

important to ne. | won't be in the way, and | can hold nmy own with any of
your
crew, | used to be a sailor. | can handl e nyself.”

“Why?” the Carib asked him

“I...want to be there,” More said. “lI want to make sure the boat doesn’t

cone back. Let nme go.”

“You' re crazy,” Cheyne said.

“No. | found the bastard and caused it to cone up. If it wasn’'t for ne
there’d be no death on Coquina tonight. Don't you see? |’ve got to be there,
and



| have a right to help stop that thing...maybe even nore than you.”

Cheyne grunted. “No, not nore than ne.”

“How about it?” Mbore persisted, disregarding the Carib’s renark.

Cheyne exani ned himcautiously. He reached out and grasped More’'s
wi st,
pul l'ing himover the side before the trawl er could heave again. “All right,”
he
said. “But stay out of ny way.”

The Pride lurched again, a wash of wild foam breaki ng underneath, and
settled back. Wien it did, a figure | eaped fromthe wharf, |landing solidly on
t he deck. Cheyne tw sted around and a few of the other nmen gaped.

Jana pushed her hair back fromher face; it lay sodden and stringy
acr oss
her shoulders. “I’mgoing with you,” she said forcefully to the two men.

Bef ore Cheyne coul d speak she had stepped forward, and he was forced

back.

“Hear me out. What you want to do is insane, | want you to know that first of
all. I"'ma crazy fool for being here, but you'll need me if you're going to
try

to get the U-boat, even to slow it enough to nmake a difference. | know the
U-boat inside and out; | know where the arnor is weakest, | know where you

m ght

be able to ramit to knock out its maneuverability. | know also that a

traw er

mat ched agai nst a U boat, even one that old and slow, is suicide. And don't
start that bullshit about a wonan being bad | uck aboard a boat, because
won’ t
stand for it and you'd only be wasting tinme.”

Cheyne stared at her, his nouth half-open. Rain streaned down the
scarred
side of his face. “If either one of you gets in nmy way you’' re going over the
side, do you understand? If you' re so anxious, help those men with the druns
of
diesel fuel. Go on!” He threw Jana a withering glance and then made his way
back
into the wheel house.

A hatch into the hold had been thrown open; Mdore hel ped a Carib haul
one
of the druns across the deck and down into the hold while Jana cast heavy
cabl es
out of the way. It was a nightmare, he thought as he worked, rolling three
nor e
drums across the deck; what if they were wong, and the U boat wasn't headed
for
Jamaica after all, but instead toward Trinidad and South America? No, no; he
felt certain that the nonstrosity who had once been a military man would, in
hi s
rage and bl ood-lust, take the U-boat prowing for the freighters in the
shi ppi ng
| anes. But what if they were too late, what if the boat had slipped through
t he
teeth, what if there was no stopping that grisly crew of horrors?

In about forty minutes the boat was buttoned down tight. A throaty
rumbl e
grew from bel owdecks; white snmoke churned briefly at the exhausts; the hatch
was
secured. Sone of the Caribs | eaped over to the wharf and began to throw off
lines. There was an enpty wooden crate at More’'s feet, with the word CAUTI ON
stenciled across it in faded lettering; he kicked it aside. The other Caribs
left the wheel house, those at the bow cane aft. As he watched, they left the



trawl er and stood in the rain watching the Pride | eave the wharf when the
stern
lines were cast off. One of themraised a hand in a farewell gesture.

“Cheyne’s leaving them” More said to Jana. He made his way to the
wheel house.

I nside was a roony cabin wth dark-varni shed pl ank bul kheads and a chart
table; there was a lighted oil lanp set in a ginbaled fixture at the rear of
t he
wheel house. Overhead were thick, exposed wooden beans; Cheyne's head al npst
touched them The Carib stood over a polished eight-spoked wheel, before a
dimy
it instrunentation panel. A radio receiver sat on a shelf at shoul der |evel.
Moore said, loudly over the noise of the twin diesels, “What about the
ot hers?”

Cheyne did not take his eyes off the sea, which he watched through a
wooden-framed w ndshield. He noved the wheel a few points to port and foam
specked the glass. “They are staying behind with their famlies. You and the
worman asked to come, More. |If you ve changed your m nds you can sw m back,
bot h
of you.”

“You'll need those nmen!”

“l don’t ask of any man nore than he is willing to give,” Cheyne said.
“Their places are in Caribville with their fanilies. They hel ped ne prepare
and
that’'s all | required of them”

“You can’t do this alone,”

“I"mnot alone.”

Jana canme into the wheel house and gl anced qui zzically at Mbore.

A flurry of rain and seawater smashed agai nst gl ass; the bow rose high
dropped sharply. Jana grasped an exposed roof beam for support.

“If you're having second thoughts.” Cheyne said.

“I"’mnot,” More replied. He turned to Jana. “You shouldn’t be here.”

“l can take care of nyself.”

Cheyne snorted. “Either get off my boat now or get to the bow and watch

Moor e sai d.

for
bonmi es.”

Moore saw the sea swirling beyond the glass; the sky was turning from
bl ack
to gray now, as norning fast approached. The cloud ceiling was | ow and noved
before a rapid wi nd, opening up hol es though which a dank yell ow sh |ight
appeared. More went out onto the deck, into the wind's bite, and saw a bl ack
col um of snoke scrawled in the sky. It hung directly over the Coqui na
vi | | age,
and instantly his heart rose to his throat.

“Cheyne,” he called, nmotioning toward it. The Carib peered out, his
power ful hands cl anped about the wheel. “The village is burning,” he said, a
lunp of rage rising to his throat. Cheyne turned the trawler very slowy to
keep
the rising sea from smashing over the port side; he pulled back on his twn
throttles and the diesel’s noise quieted. H's gaze was cold and grim the

eyes
unnovi ng.

In a few m nutes Moore could see well enough to make out the ruins of
t he

fishernen’s shanties. Cheyne's trawl er noved through green-slimed bonm es
into

t he snoot her harbor water. The smell of snoke was thick and acrid, and More
was

consunmed with rage. As the traw er neared the comrercial wharf More saw a

group



of ragged-1ooking islanders and shouted to them throwing a line. Wthout
waiting for Cheyne to cut his engines he had junped across to the wharf,
novi ng

t hrough the knot of nen toward the shanties.

Cheyne canme out on deck, “More!” he roared. “There’'s no tine..l”

But he had al ready gone, the rage burning within him his feet sinking
in
wet sand. The scorched snell hung across the harbor and it sickened him
Bodi es
were being pulled fromthe ruins, and lay on the street, charred black; it
was
hard to tell that nmany of them had ever been wal king, |iving, breathing human
bei ngs. Moore clenched his teeth, looking to see if he knew any of them but
not
being able to recogni ze the faces. Soneone working with another crew of nen
farther along Front Street cried out, “Here’s one!” and a wonman wail ed.

Moore wal ked forward, dazed; the faces around himwere weary, filthy.
Sone
he recogni zed, sonme he did not, but in all he saw a pain, a nunbness, a
horror.

A woman rocked the corpse of a child while a man stood over her, eyes darting
madly in all directions. The nman knew he nust do sonething but was unable to
think. “CGo sleep,” the wonan whi spered through her tears. “Sweet baby go

sl eep..”

A wailing pierced the dimlight; he saw the burned hul ks of the bars, the
snoke

still rising. Gher buildings had caught fire again now that the rain had

al nost

stopped, and he coul d see bucket brigades working feverishly. The Indigo Inn
stood unscathed, at the top of the hill, too far away to be touched by the
fire

but enpty and dead nevert hel ess.

He was stunned by the carnage. “More!” he heard Cheyne shout fromthe
har bor. *“Goddamm you..l”

There were corpses lying in rows on Front Street covered with sheets; he
caught a glinpse of Dr. Maxwel|l and one of the nurses fromthe clinic
bandagi ng
the injured. Wth his next step he alnost tripped over a body curl ed before
hi m
he made hinself | ook down, and saw it was the old man who’ d spoken
reverentially
of jumbies. Now his skull was crushed and his eyes were gl azed, sunken

He shook his head, forcing his breath out between his teeth. God, no...
no...
no...Hi story repeating itself, he thought; the Nazis have cone, the
sea- wol ves,

t he conquerors, and they have been cunning and nerciless. Horror upon horror
deat h upon death. And on the seas now the Night Boat, noving toward the

shi ppi ng

lanes to carry out a timeless mission of destruction

And then Moore saw Reynard. The nman’s forehead was gashed, his clothes
sneared with ashes. One of his hands was badly burned, the flesh puffing up
in
yel low blisters. He stepped forward, making a choki ng noi se, and grasped at
Moore’s collar. “You did this.” he rasped hoarsely. “Look what you’ ve brought
upon us. LOOK AT I T, DAMN YOU~

Moore blinked, unable to nmove or push the man away.

Heads turned toward them “You brought that Hell’'s boat up,” Reynard
hi ssed. “You brought that thing fromthe Abyss!”

“No,” Moore said. “I didn't know.."



“Open your eyes and | ook at the dead!” Reynard shrieked, tears streaning
down his cheeks. “YOU BROUGHT | T TO THE | SLAND!’

“I't was the white man did this!” sonmeone else, a thin, wld-eyed bl ack
shouted. “He killed nmy wi fe and babi es, burned my house! He brung that boat
up
fromthe sea! He brung it up!”

Moore felt the electricity closing in; he shook away from Reynard and
t he
man sprawl ed face forward into the sand. Another cane forward, the hatred
pal pabl e: “FI LTHY BROTHER TO THEM THINGS! " it shrieked. “YQU KILLED HER! "

A hand appeared, holding an extra finger of slimsilver. Soneone else
shout ed, a knot of people surrounding Mbore, nowhere to go. Their breath hot
on
him dried blood on the faces, the eyes gone mad with fury.

“Spill his blood!” a woman cried out. The group of men noved cl oser
someone bent down, broke a beer bottle against a stone, and held out the
glittering weapon. More backed away fromit, tripped over charred tinbers,
and
fell onto his injured shoulder. He cried out in pain, and then they were upon
him hauling himup, other hands groping for him Reynard shouting in a
br oken
voi ce. He was pulled forward, through a cloud of ashes, and he tried to fight
them but there were too nmany.

The black with the knife was nmoving in; More caught a glinpse of
enr aged
eyes, a flash of netal. The knife armwent back in a short, brutal arc,
poi sed
for an instant, and started to drive hone through More's rib cage.

There was a blur of notion and bodies, an abrupt cry of pain; a piece of
ti mber cane crashing down across the head of the man with the knife, and he
groaned in agony as he toppled forward, the knife spinning fromhis grip.

The tinber swung out, caught another man in the chest, and drove himto
hi s
knees. They all stood back from Moore, breathing heavily.

Cheyne hel d the jagged piece of wood ready to strike again. Hi s gaze
flickered across the nmaddened faces; then he said quietly to More, “Step
away
fromthem”

Moor e, nursing his throbbing shoul der, noved nearer the Carib. Knives
glittered around them

“Come on,” Cheyne muttered defiantly. “Let’s make short work of it.”

One of the nmen, larger than the others, stepped fromthe group, a broken
bottle gripped in a hamike hand; another followed close behind. But a sharp
click! froze themin their tracks.

“l swear before God I'll shoot the first one of you who |lays a hand on
those two men,” Kip said, holding arifle into their mdst. There were sunken
hol | ows beneath his eyes and he blinked sluggishly, fighting exhaustion
Behi nd
him stood Myra, her clothes dirty and a bandage wrapped around one arny she
hel d
their little girl, Mndy, whose eyes were glazed in shock. “Do any of you
t hi nk
this is going to bring back a wife, a child, or a husbhand? If we start

killing
each other we’ll be finishing the job those things began..l”
The nmen watched Kip, their faces still eager for revenge.

“There’s nothing you can do now,” he told them “They’'re gone..

“AND WHAT ARE YOU GO NG TO DO?” It was Reynard, struggling through the
knot
of men, sweat shining on his face. “You're the | aw here, there nust be



sonet hi ng
you can do, sone way you can..”

“When the weather clears we can use the radio to get help,” Kip said
calmy. “Until then, no.”

Reynard shook his head. “That’'s not enough! Look at these people, non!
Look
at those bodies on the ground! Wat we going to do if they come back? How we
going to fight?”

“Here are your friends,” Cheyne said to Moore. “See themas they are.”

He
raised his voice. “I'Il tell you howwe' Il fight, old man! 1’m going to sea
after the boat; I’'mgoing to try to run it across Jacob’s Teeth.” He gl anced
at

Moore and said with grudging respect, “And this man’s going with ne.”

Kip | ooked over his shoulder at the Carib, then at More. “Jacob’s
Teet h?

Then you think it’s noving toward Janai ca?”

“Maybe,” Cheyne answered. “It’s the fastest route into the heart of the
sea
| anes. If we’ve guessed wong, or if we're too late, we won’t have anot her
chance to find it.”

“You won’t make it, Cheyne,” Kip said. “There’s no way you can..”

“And what el se are we to do?” The Carib glowered at him “Let that
goddammed thing slip away, maybe to return here and do this again? They know
our
weaknesses now, and they know where to find diesel fuel for their boat.
They’ ||
get into the sea lanes and if they do...no. | won't have that on ny
consci ence.

This time they didn’t attack Caribville, but once a long time ago | renmenber
t he

scream of the shells and burning Caribs crawling through ashes. No! | won't
| et

them get away! Not this tinme! Not ever again!” He glanced at More. “I’ve
wai t ed

| ong enough. If you don’t come with me now |’ m | eaving you behind!” He turned
and began wal ki ng back to the harbor

Moor e paused for a nmonent, looking into Kip’s face. “I’ve got to help
him”
he said. “There’'s no other way.”

“Just you two al one?”

“And Jana Thornton.”

Kip stared at him shook his head, |ooked back at the islanders. The

fear
and sickness had overtaken them again, driving out the lust for violence.
Reynard staggered back through the group of men, nuttering wildly. “I..can't

thi nk anynore,” he said in a strained voice. “I don’t know what | should do.”
He
stood there for a nmonent, his shoul ders sagged; he drew a hand across his
face
and stared down as if he might find an answer in the ashes.

Kip’s eyes flickered. He | ooked around until he saw a face he knew
“J.R,
you'll be in charge until we return. Here. The keys to my office. There are
guns
up there if you need them C ear away as many of these people as you can from
the harbor, get themup to the clinic. David, can we use your hotel as
shel ter?”

Mbor e nodded.

“Then that’'s settled.” He turned back to J.R “Get as many as you can up



there. The storm s not far away, fromthe | ooks of that sky. Just get themin
out of the wind.” Kip turned to his wife and clutched her hand. “Go on.
You’ |
be all right. Hurry.”

She hesitated, clinging to him he called another woman’s nane and she
cane
over to |l ead Myra away from her husband. “Renenber,” he said to J.R before
handing himthe rifle. “Make sure these people get in sone shelter.”

Kip and Moore made their way silently along Front Street; they could

hear

the racket of the traw er’s engi nes, and Cheyne shouting at some boys to help
himthrow off his bow lines. “l’ve been trying to rai se soneone on the radio
for

the past two hours,” Kip explained. “l’ve just been getting fragnments from
shi ps

at sea. There’'s a godawful bl ow working out there sonmewhere.”

“You don’t have to come with us. Coquina s your responsibility and
that’s
all.”

Kip shook his head. “I know that boat is still out there, David. And
won't be able to live with nyself if | don't try—at |least try—to stop it
before

it takes its evil elsewhere. There’'ll be nore killing, and nore innocent
peopl e
will die. If I turn nmy back on that | turn ny back on everything |’ ve ever

believed in.”

They reached the boat where Cheyne was already hauling in the lines,
Jana
wor ki ng right beside him The Carib stared at Kip for a few seconds but said
not hi ng.

Moore clinbed aboard and hel ped the Carib and Jana with the bow | i nes;
Cheyne then di sappeared into the wheel house and the trawl er began to nove
t owar d
Ki ss Bottomi s passage, its diesels runbling.

The ocean becane a shifting plain of blacks and whites around the
traw er.
The waves lifted them and then dropped theminto |iquid, glassine pits that
shimered |ike a thousand eyes. Foam broke over the trawl er’s prow, stream ng
al ong the deck and through the scuppers. More, at the bow watching for
bonmi es,
| ooked to the sky. It was a forbidding, featureless mass of grays and
yel | ows.
As they swung in a northeasterly course, black, thick clouds |ooned in the
di stance, closing off the horizon, making it a vast, enpty doorway.

He turned to | ook back at Coqui na, a mass of green against the gray. Then
a
cresting wave, streaked with weed, rose up and bl ocked his view. They were
t hrough the passage, noving across the deep Abyss, the sea striking up
underneath the hul I .

And with a cold shudder he realized what that horizon was.

A doorway, yawning w de.

A doorway into the real mof the dead.

He made his way aft, clinging to the gunwale, past Kip and into the
wheel house.

Twent y- f our

“BAD WEATHER AHEAD, " Cheyne said grimy, the nuscles standing out on his



forearns with the effort of handling the wheel. Tinbers creaked the I ength of
the boat; water struck the windshield with a noise |like a handclap. Though
t he
wi nd had qui eted, the sea was rising. A bad sign.
The sea was being churned into a frenzy further ahead, nearer Jammica.

They
weren’t noving fast enough, although Cheyne knew that the waves woul d be
hol di ng

the U-boat back as well.

Cheyne let the Pride run for openings through the waves, seeking
snoot her
wat er before the foam crashed back and cl osed the holes; there was a strong
current thrashing that wanted to take the rudder and spin the boat broadside.
Cheyne cherished the Pride |like a strong, responsive wonan. He had built this
boat with his own hands, with |unber stolen from Langstree’s yard and
sal vaged
engine parts. He'd captained the craft for seven years, using it to fish with
a
Carib crew. She was a fine, fast boat, with a good bal ance. He kept his
attention focused directly ahead, at tines checking a compass and a brass
baromet er nounted on the panel before him The glass was | ow and stil
falling.

“The sea can pound hell out of the U-boat,” Jana said, “and it’' |l keep
ri ght on going because of the way it’s built, lowto the water. There’s no
capsizing it.”

“Al'l those years,

Kip said to More, “those things were working to put
t he

boat back to sea...maybe they’ d been maintaining the engi nes as best they
coul d

even when they were on the bottom Al that time with a single purpose. A
desire

to strike back, a burning hate and need.” He'd rel ated everythi ng Boniface
had

sai d.

“U-boat crewnen were trained to inprove,” Jana told him “They used
what ever was at hand—wires, cables, pieces of tinber, even the bul khead iron
There are docunented cases of subnarines being raised fromthe bottom after
several days—ust before their air gave out for good—due to the sheer guts
and
i ngenuity of the crewnen. In some ways | think they nmust have been the
br avest
of all warriors.”

“The Ni ght Boat,” Kip whispered to hinmself fromwhere he stood at the
rear
of the wheel house, an arm hooked around a beam He felt weary and battered,
and
he wondered what he woul d have done if his fears had been realized, if Mra
and
M ndy had been killed. Wen he’'d seen that bl ood on the wall of his house,
hi s
wor |l d had begun to collapse. Two of the horrors had broken in and one had
sl ashed his daughter with a claw, but Myra had fought themoff with the rifle
and had run to the village with Mndy in her arns. There she’d found nore of
t he
thi ngs, and they would have killed her in the street had a group of nen not
appeared through the snoke and hel d them back. She’d renenbered Langstr ee,
she’' d
told Kip, beating at the things with an iron pipe before he was dragged into
their mdst. Myra had found refuge in the grocery’'s cellar, along with a few
ot her men and women. The things had al nost ripped away the overhead trapdoor,



but then the grocery had caught fire and they had scurried away, fearful of
t he
flames. Myra and the others had barely gotten out before the burning roof had
col | apsed.

“CGod,” Kip said aloud, shaking off the terrible menory of her story.
“What
if it’'s taken another passage, noved toward Trinidad, or Haiti, or even the
States? You said you’d force the boat onto Jacob’s Teeth if you could catch
it,

Cheyne. | want to know how.”

Cheyne didn’t turn his head. He watched the storm curtain thickening.
“When the tine cones,” he said. “I'Il find it, all right. It’s not through
with

me, just as |I’mnot through with it.”
“Why?” Moore asked, noving al ongsi de Cheyne and supporting hinself
agai nst
the instrumentation panel. “1’ve seen the hate and the fear in you. How did
it
get there?”

“l think,” Cheyne responded, light glinting off his golden anulet, “you
see
too much, Mdore.” He paused a nonment, as if weighing a decision. Then he
nodded
and spoke: “I have a nightmare, More. It won't let ne be. | can't free
nysel f
of it. I amin a room lying on the bare frane of a bed. |"'ma child, and
know
nothing of terror or the evil in man because ny world is enclosed by the huge
cat hedral of the sea and sky. | lie in a darkened roomand | listen to the
ni ghtbirds. But then they' re silent, and there’'s another noise. Athin
wai | i ng

noi se that cones closer and closer, but | cannot escape. And then the noise
is
all around me, hot and scream ng. There is no way to get out of that room

“l see a crack zigzag across the ceiling; | see the ceiling fall to
pi eces
just as the rain of hot netal and fire pours through. Sonething jagged
strikes
nmy head and | try to screambut | have no voice. | cup nmy own blood in ny
hands,
and the blood is bubbling. And then the pain. Wite hot. Unendurable. God,

t he
pain.” Tiny beads of sweat had risen on his forehead.

“l can snell nyself burning, in this nightmare, and no one can help ne
because they can’'t reach nme beneath the flanming tinmbers. And then darkness, a
long terrible darkness. Finally there are people in white who tell ne to rest.
I
liein a green-walled roomw thout mrrors. But one day | struggle up fromny
bed and | catch a glinpse of something reflected in the wi ndow glass. A
nmonstrous face wapped in yell owed bandages, shriveled and distorted, peering

back, the swollen eyes widening. I smash nmy hand through the gl ass because
am

afraid of what | see. | want to destroy that creature because | know soneday
its

vision will destroy me. This is no |onger the face of a man, but the face of

anacri, a denon; and what is inside is no |onger bravery but doglike
cowardi ce.”

Cheyne gl anced at Moore; his face was drawn tight, the sweat standing
out
inrelief. “Wien the Nazis shelled Caribville fromtheir boat, mnmy house was



t he

first hit. My nother was driven to the edge of madness. You saw her. My

f at her

and a few of the others arned thenselves with rifles and harpoons and went
out

in asmall fishing boat to seek the nonster. And that was the last | saw of
hi m

The creatures in that Hell-spawned boat took away my |ife, More. They took
away

somet hing good and replaced it with part of thenselves; they're stil
reachi ng

for me, in each hour of nmy waking, in every nonent of ny sleep. They keep
returning to rip pieces of nmy soul away, and they won't stop until they have
t he

all of ne. | fear themas no man ever feared anything on this earth, More.
Even

now | trenble and sweat, and | despise nyself for it. To a Carib, courage is
life, and if | die as a coward nmy soul will never find peace.”

He paused a nonment, licked his lips, his eyes judging the width of the
sea’s corridors. “I left Caribville for ten years; | went to South Anerica
and
wor ked as a hand on one of the coffee plantations in Brazil, later in the
Col onbi a stone quarries, where | learned how to blast rock with dynamte. |
was

shunned and cursed by all as a synbol of bad luck, as a man with two faces,
one
good, the other twisted. A British woman was ny only friend—the w dow of a
freighter captain killed in a weck, who |lived near the quarries and worked as
a
cook for the men. She was maybe twenty years ol der than me; she showed an
interest, taught me howto read and wite.

“VWhen | returned to Coquina to take on ny responsibilities as Chief
Fat her
| knew |l wasn’t fit for the position. But someone had to do it, and | have
t he
royal blood. For years, | nanaged to | ead ny people as best | could. | tried
to
exert some influence, tried to change enough of the old ways to allow us to
live
in peace with the white man. But then one day, as | stood on the point, | saw
t hat huge boat rise fromthe Abyss. | trenbled as | watched. The rage, the
fear,

t he weakness: Al of it flooded over me again. | forced nyself to go down to
t he

boatyard. | stood outside the shelter for a long tine, but | couldn't nake
nmysel f cross the threshold. In ny arms | held a crate of dynamite: | was
goi ng

to blowit to pieces. Instead | ran fromthat place, shaking like a cur. If |
had destroyed it that night, if | had set the caps and fuses and lit them
none
of what’'s happened on Coqui na woul d have conme about. There is much on ny sou
now. But | have a | ast chance. One last chance to find them to destroy them
before they slip away. | don't know if | can. But by God...by God, | rnust try.”
The nen were silent for a long tine. Then Kip said, “Were'd you get
t hat
crate of dynamte?”
“When they were building their hotel and marina,” Cheyne said. “W stole
it
fromthemby the crateload and hid it in a shack out in the jungle. Mst of
it's



rotted now, but there's still some fit for use.”

Ahead the sky was a mass of rolling clouds, yelloww th black, swollen
underbel lies. The sea thundered against the hull, bursting around the bow and
maki ng the entire boat shudder. Cheyne pointed at the radio receiver. “Mbore,
see what you can pick up on that.”

Moore switched it on and turned the dial; there was nothing but the |oud
crackl e and blare of static. A voice faded in, then evaporated. The traw er
was
bei ng rocked fromside to side, the noise of a giant’s fist pounding the
keel
Moore turned away fromthe radi o and | ooked toward Jana. “You should be back
on
Coqui na,” he told her.

“l can make it,” she said. “lI’ve spent nost of ny life researching
sunken
wrecks, U boats, and otherwi se. Now, to see a boat like this one cone back to
life, riding the high seas...it may be evil, yes, it may destroy us...but |
have
to see it.”

Moor e shook his head. “You're either a fool or the gutsiest damm wonan |
ever met.” Something in her eyes kept himfrom saying anything el se, although
Zgyldn’t for the life of himfigure out what it was. There seened to be a
;2:? of mi st between them as |lazy and serpentine as the deep Cari bbean
Lédizﬁted to reach through, to pierce it with his fingers, to lay a hand

agai nst
her cheek and feel the warnth of her flesh coursing through him He was gl ad
they were together but was deeply afraid for her as well. She was a beautifu

worman, filled with |ife and hope, and he did not even attenpt to raise his
hand
to reach for her. He knew it couldn’t be. Wat was that about being of two
different worl ds? One of themwas dark, the other light, and she was not part
of
what |ay before him

“Bommi es ahead,” Cheyne said quietly.

Moore turned to | ook; Kip joined them

The sea just beyond was a boiling mael strom of black. When the waters
parted for an instant More caught the glinpse of the green and brown hooks of
a
surface-grazing reef. Cheyne tw sted the wheel to starboard, and as he did a
wave struck the side, shaking themroughly. He brought the wheel back
qui ckl y,
and began to zigzag through the waves that now lifted in all directions,
swanpi ng the foredeck and stream ng through the scuppers. Sonething scraped
noisily along the port side, just below the waterline. Cheyne hissed the
breat h

out between his teeth. "We're in the midst of it,” he said. “I need a watch
at
the bow.” He eased back on the throttles, cutting his speed.

Moore gl anced over. “I’'Il go,” he said.

“There’s a coil of rope on the flooring back there. Tie it around your
wai st good and tight. Kip, you take the other end of it and do the sanme. Wen
Moore goes out that doorway you hold yourself firmto one of those beans and
| et
hi m have sl ack real slow Keep the rope taut between you.”

Ki p hel ped Mbore secure the rope, then slipped the other end beneath his
arnms and knotted it around his chest. “Be dammed careful out there, David,”
he



said, raising his voice over the noise of the sea.

Moor e nodded and then went out the doorway into the weather. A surge of
spray sl apped against him al nost knocki ng hi m back, but he cl enched his
teeth
and began to move, hanging on to the starboard gunwal e, creeping inch by inch
toward the prow. Kip grasped the overhead beam behi nd hi mw th one hand,
braci ng
his feet against the door frane and letting out the line. A wave pounded
di agonal |y across the Pride, hamrering at More; he clung against a capstan
for
bal ance, the trawl er pitching beneath him

He watched for the telltale coral swirls. A plateau of growth lay to
port;

Moore notioned in a starboard direction and the Pride responded. O her

r eef heads

wer e exposed beyond, as the sea rose away fromthem More waved his arm
frantically. One of the bomm es ground up under the hull with a long grating
noi se, but then they were through and Moore, straining his eyes, couldn’'t see
any others. He stayed where he was, his arns aching and his lungs heaving to
draw in air through the bitter salt spray. The traw er suddenly bucked upward
as

a green-vei ned wave crashed beneath, and Mbore was driven to his knees,
feeling

the rope gnaw at his waist. Wth a shriek that was unlike anything he had
ever

heard before, the sea parted, sending the Pride racing down into a black
gully

before tossing it high again.

Moor e hung on; suddenly he was wearing his yellow slicker. Around him
t he
crashing and grinding of water, the wind screaming in a high wail. He lay at
t he
stern, fighting to control the rudder, hoping beyond all hope he could nake
har bor before this freak storm consumed his boat. Panic welled up within him
Don't | ose control, he shouted to hinself. For God's sake, don’t |ose control

“DAVIDI” his wife screaned fromthe cabin conpani onway. And there they
stood, both of themwatching, their eyes frozen in white faces.

“CET BACK INSIDE!'” he shouted, the words twi sted and hurled over his
head.

“PLEASE..l” she cried hopel essly.

Ice filled his veins; he had seen it over her head: a wave that bl ocked
out
the sky, staining it deepest black, a churning wall of water that was going
to
sweep over them He opened his mobuth to shout because he knew she hadn’t
seen,
but nothing came fromhis throat. Don’t |ose control! he shouted nentally.
Let
t he wave break over the bow, let it break and keep control of this boat! It
will
lift the boat high and send it tumbling across its huge precipice, but KEEP
YOUR
HAND ON THI S TI LLER!

He watched it conming, could not speak, could not breathe, could not
t hi nk.

He saw their eyes fixed on him

An instant before the wave hit he took his hand away fromthe tiller, a
self-protective instinct, throwing an armover his face and scream ng even as
he
knew it was a fatal, senseless mnistake.



A single cry tore at his heart before the water tw sted the boat, before
t he bl ack wave crashed broadsi de and covered Destiny’'s Child: “DAVID..l”

When he reached back for the tiller it was gone; he was sealed in a
coffin
of water, tw sted and maul ed by the sheer force of the wave. He went down
choki ng, hands gri pping enptiness, around himthe tangled tinmbers that had
been
Destiny’s Child. He'd lost control for one instant; it had been enough to
sweep
them away fromhimforever. He'd failed them failed themeven as they
trusted
himwth their |ives.

And now, on the Pride’'s pitching forward deck, Moore forced hinself back
froma voyage through rage and bitterness through the dark caverns of his own
soul . He clutched at the capstan, his nuscles aching; he ignored the sharp
pulling at the line around him He was afraid to nmove. The storm swept sky
and
sea, the wind now building and hitting his face, the waves danci ng madly
before
the bow all conbined to haunt himw th fragmented, horrible inmges of the
past .

Wat er crashed over him streamng around his feet and threatening to suck him
away from his hol d.

Yes, yes. Wiy not let go? Wiy not let the sea take you? This is the tine
you've waited for; this is the nmonent, the second, the place. Wen the next
white sheet of water covers you over, let go..let go. Only an instant of
pai n,
per haps, as the sea fills your lungs and chokes the brain. An instant. That's
all. He shook his head. No. Yes. No. NO It was not suicide he' d followed
acr oss
the worl d; no, the thought of that was repugnant to him He had followed his
beckoni ng destiny and now was not yet the tine.

Then fromthe bl ackness of the sea, crashing through the next wave t hat
| oomed overhead, a huge and terrible shape materialized. Foam swept the
decks,
shimered |ike glass along its hull. A haunted boat, its railings strung with
weed, chasms of water opening beneath it. The iron bow raced toward Moore.

“Cheyne!” he shouted, twisting his head around.

He saw the Carib’'s face through the glass: drawn, nouth open, eyes
staring
in cold terror. The man’s hands cl anped around the wheel, frozen in a
col l'ision
course. Kip peered out behind Cheyne, reaching forward.

“Cheyne!” Moore shouted again, unable to nove

Water splattered the windshield and rolled off. When it had cl eared
Moor e
saw that the Carib’'s eyes were fierce holes, and his teeth were bared. Cheyne
threw his shoulder into the wheel, spinning it to starboard; the Pride
responded, sendi ng another wall of water over More.

The Ni ght Boat passed to the port side only feet away; More could hear
the hoarse runblings of its engines, the taunting roar of a creature fromthe
depths. The trawler listed to starboard and Mbore lost his grip. He fell away
fromthe capstan, slamm ng hard into the starboard gunwal e. He heard the
N ght
Boat's iron flesh rasp agai nst wood. “God..” Moore hissed, salt stinging his
eyes; he wiped the water away, saw the thing vani sh through another high
wave,
trailing streaks of green |uninescence. The rope tightened, alnost cutting
hi m
in two; he pushed hinmself away fromthe gunwal e and was dragged back into the



wheel house.

Cheyne fought to regain control of the rudder. The Pride wanted to break
free and run, but he wouldn’t let her go. “I won't lose it!” he breathed. “By
God, | won't lose it!” The traw er shuddered, pitched high, but began to
answer
the hel m Cheyne worked agai nst the wheel, the nuscles of his back aching;
Ki p
| eaped to his side and together they righted the boat.

Moore | ay back agai nst the wheel house bul khead trying to catch his
br eat h,
coughi ng and trenbling. Jana was suddenly at his side, bending over him *“It
cane out of the dark,” he told her between coughs. “I didn't have tine to..

“I't’s all right,” she said. “It’s gone.”

“No, not gone,” Cheyne said. “They turned back to ramus under; they

know
we're here, and they know we’'re followi ng. Now maybe they're after us,
pl ayi ng
with us alittle bit, biding their time.” He shook his fist at the dark sea.
“Dam you, where are you? I'll follow you into Hell, you sonofabitch!”

Moore waited a few minutes longer, until his strength had returned, then
he

rose shakily to his feet and canme al ongsi de Cheyne; he reached up and
sear ched
the radi o band. There was only nmore static. Ahead the sky was solid black; a
dozen or nore jagged white bolts of lightning cut the w de range of the
hori zon.
Now t hey couldn’t be certain where the U boat was. It could be nmoving
al ongsi de
them turning to ramthem from behind, or waiting ahead for a confrontation
of
flesh and iron.
The bl ack door was wi de open; the Pride hurtled through

Twenty-five

MOORE STOOD PEERI NG out through the wi ndshield, his eyes probing the dark for
the thing he knew nmust be here, somewhere, perhaps dangerously close, perhaps
a
dozen miles away. Bolts of |ightning crackled, striking deep into the sea.
W nd
whi stl ed around the edges of the wheel house, died away, built back up
Moore had no idea how |l ong they’ d been tracking the U boat—er was the
U boat tracking them now?—because his wistwatch had shattered when he’'d
fallen
to the deck. It was a natter of hours, he was certain, but time here was
el usive, sonmething alien. H's body was fatigued, his eyes ached from
straining
out to the horizon. They had not sighted any | and nor any other ships, and
once
when Ki p had gone out onto the deck, he let a blast of air into the
wheel house
that felt thick and hot, as if the sun were beating down directly overhead.
“Turn us back to Coqui na, Cheyne,” Jana called fromwhere she sat at the
rear of the wheel house.
“Your trawler can't take the force of these waves much | onger. The
U boat’s
gone. It’'s gotten away and you won't be able to find it again.”
Cheyne said nothing; he paid no attention to her



She rose and nmade her way forward. “Damm it!” she said, her gray eyes
bl azing. “Listen to nme! You can’t cover the whole of the Caribbean! And if
you
do find the boat again, how can you ever hope to force it to the reef? It
will
crush this trawer to pieces!”

Cheyne gl anced over at her and then at the other two nen. “1’ve returned
to
original course, directly into the passage between Big Danny Cay and Jacob’s
Teeth toward the sea lanes. | know where they' re headed. Turning back to
grind
us under cost themtine; if they hadn’t we would ve |l ost themfor sure.”

He stared into Jana’'s face. “I didn't ask you to cone. | didn’t ask any
of
you. You all canme of your own free will; | didn't have to tell you what you'd
be

facing out here.” He | ooked away, his gaze sweeping the wild horizon. “The
currents come together between the cay and the Teeth; they drive a boat

t hr ough

there like a bullet. And that’s where they' Il try to go through into the | anes
a

few nm | es beyond. No. |'’mnot turning back now ”

“You can't stop them” Jana said. “You're mad if you think you can!”

“Maybe I am” he acknow edged. “But if | can’t drive the boat over the
Teeth, then...As for the artillery, or a bonmb...Mbore, take that lantern from
back
there and step down into the cabin. I want this woman to see sonething.”

Moore turned up the wick and went down, carefully, through the narrow
opening. “Go take a | ook,” Cheyne told Jana.

The light illum nated a snmall galley, a couple of bare-mattressed bunks,
and nore coils of rope and crates. More edged forward, watching his footing,
and Jana foll owed cl ose behind. Were the franmes and pl anki ngs cane toget her
near the bow the crates were piled on top of each other and secured with
heavy
ropes. On sonme of them he could nake out faded letters: CAUTION. H GH
EXPLCOSI VES. He remenbered the crate he’d kicked away on the deck. Dynanite.
The
fuses led out fromcracks in the boxes, w nding around each other to nmake a
single, thick fuse, which was attached to a small reel. Bundles wapped in
cl ear
plastic were tied to plankings, the cord fuses bound to the others. He raised
the Iight and saw the | ong, brown sticks. There were four crates and two
bundl es
of the plastic-wapped dynamte. Enough for a tremendous expl osion

They made their way silently back into the wheel -house. “Put that |anp
back
on the shelf,’
t he
Pride vibrated. Jana stared at him her face pale. “That’s the dynamte we
stole
fromthose conpany nen,” Cheyne said. “So you see, | did come prepared.”

“The entire boat..?” Jana asked softly.

“Dynamte packed in the bow, drums of diesel fuel in the hold. Wen the

" Cheyne said. He saw an openi ng beyond, spun the wheel for it;

primary fuse is wound out there’'ll be three minutes before the flane sets off
the first case. Wien the explosion conmes it’lIl take off the bow section and
turn

t hose hardwood pl ankings into spears. Then the hold will go, and those fue
druns will blow like.”

“..depth charges,” More said.
Cheyne gl anced quickly at him sweat shining on his face, his massive



shoul ders glistening with the effort of controlling the rudder. Then he
returned
his gaze to the sea. “Three mnutes to get off before the bow bl ows.”

“OfFf? Where?” Jana thrust out her arm “Into that sea?”
“If it happens...if | have to light that primary fuse,” Cheyne told her
“you’ll gladly take your chances in the water, stormor no. Now stop your

”

chatter and get out of ny way.” He saw hol es openi ng ahead, veered for the
nearest; the sea streamed over the port beamand then rolled off, as if the
Pride had shrugged her shoul ders of the ocean.

Cheyne kept the wheel under firmcontrol. He saw the baroneter was stil
descendi ng; a pul se throbbed at the base of his throat. He | ooked across as
t he
floating conpass rose, and slowy corrected two points. Sweat dripped from
hi s
chin and spattered onto the instrunentation panel. He was listening for a
noi se
over the gobbling racket of the diesels: the faint rattling of the warning
buoys
on the sout heastern point of Jacob’s Teeth. The sea would be tw sting them
around, maeking their bells hamrer. Cheyne was staring off to port at about
ni nety degrees when the next few flashes of |ightning cut the darkness. He
had
sail ed these waters a thousand tines with the Carib fishing fleet, and sheer
instinct told himthe cay should be within sight, though sonme mles distant;
beyond them woul d be the treacherous, hundred-yard-long stretch of the reefs.

But the lightning reveal ed only the w nd-whi pped sea. Sonethi ng was
W ong.

Was it possible the conpass was off, he wondered, or had his instincts been
fooled by the storn? He | eaned forward slightly, over the wheel, staring into
the sea. It’s not right, dam it! he told hinmself, his eyes flint-hard.
Not hi ng

is right! He should be hearing those warni ng buoys by now, and even seeing

t he

wash around the first of the blunt, green-slimed bonm es that woul d sharpen
into

kni fe bl ades ahead. “Try the radio,” he said to More.

Moore twisted the dial; this tinme there was no sound fromthe radio. He
turned up the volume. No squeak of static or electrical interference.

Only sil ence.

“That’s funny,” More said. “Sonething’s wong with it..

“No,” Cheyne said. “The radio’s not out. | don’t know what it is. |I'm
not
sure where we are.”

The wi nd hi ssed around t he wheel house, whispering through cracks in the
cei ling.

“VWhat's the matter?” Kip asked, his voice tight.

Cheyne | ooked fromside to side, searching for the bonm es. There was
nothing. He turned to port a few degrees. The wind filtering through the
ceiling
stank of rot, of something decayed, yet refusing to die.

The sea stretched out before them huge and enpty, a universe of water.
No
Bi g Danny Cay, no |andmark bomm es. Cheyne eased back on both throttles, his
skin beginning to craw . The boat...where was the boat..?

“l haven't lost it!” he said through clenched teeth. “I haven't lost it!
No! It's out there. And it’s waiting for ne.”

“Where are we?” Jana asked, looking first at Mbore and than at the Carib.

A wave slamed hard into the hull, rocking the Pride to both sides. The
wi nd pulled at the wi ndshield frane.

Then there was an abrupt, deafening silence.



Sea crashed across the bow, Cheyne drove straight through the rising
wave,
and on the other side of it he clenched his hand tight around the wheel and
star ed.

The ocean had flattened into a black, limtless plain. No wind, no slap
of
sea across the traw er. There was a strange, unnerving still ness.

“Where are you, bastard?” Cheyne whi spered. “Cone on, let’s be done with
it!”

Cheyne cut back the engines until the Pride was alnpbst sitting still.
Li ghtning fl ashed across his field of vision. More, standing beside him
gri pped the instrunentation panel for support.

“Listen.!” Kip said.

The wind. Rising in the distance. Shrieking, turning, thrashing agai nst
itself |like a maddened beast.

Vei ns of yell ow broke open in the sky, cutting the sea into a jigsaw
pattern of black and ocher. Lightning made the water shinmer. In the
hal f-1i ght
Moore caught his breath; he'd seen the entire horizon roiling. The hurricane
was
advancing rapidly, a storm of gargantuan magnitude.

At the same instant the entire plain of the ocean seened to rise up
throwing the Pride forward so fast Jana and Kip were sl amed agai nst the
bul kheads. Cheyne fought with all his strength to hold the rudder, shouting
for
Moore to help. The wind how ed the |l ength of the boat, and as the next
roaring
wat er flooded across the Pride there was a snappi ng noi se—wood gi vi ng way.
One
of the nmasts toppling.

Moore’s head was thrown back, his teeth alnost biting through his
t ongue.
Cheyne gasped, pushing against the vibrating wheel, fearful that the rudder
woul d break. The Pride was thrown high, alnost free of the water; in the next
nmonent it was toppling down a black wall, the sea smashi ng agai nst them so
hard
Moor e t hought the wi ndshield would shatter. Sonething hit the boat; there was
a
grindi ng noi se beneath. Cheyne cursed, fought the rudder

The sea was littered with broken planks, pieces of boats, here a huge
tree
wi th naked branches—they could see it all by the intermittent lightning s
illumination. The battered tin roof of a house whirled past the starboard
beam
Fl oating crates, the bow of a skiff, jagged bits of a storm broken wharf
swept
by on each side of the trawl er. Sheets of spray drove over the boat, the
scream
of the wind like a man’s outcry. As More watched, his shoul der pressing
agai nst
the wheel, a dark object hurtled across the prow directly toward the
wheel house:
the trunk of a tree, trailing clunps of seaweed. It struck the w ndshield;
gl ass
cracked, stinging More's face. Water exploded into the wheel house, breaking
out
nore of the glass. The tree trunk tw sted, broke off, plunged away into the
sea
agai n. Cheyne wenched at the wheel, his back about to give way, the sweat of
pai n runni ng down his face. The rudder woul dn’t respond!



And then suddenly, fromthe darkness straight ahead, as if borne toward
them by the hurricane, cane the |oonmi ng, nonstrous war nachine.

The Ni ght Boat.

Cheyne glared at the iron behenoth. “PUSH " he shouted, his voice

ragged.
Kip moved forward to help, his feet slipping in water
The rudder was still sluggish; the sea had it |ocked in a powerful grip.

The Pride began to turn broadsi de, hel pless before the rush of the onconing
monster. It would strike themon the port side, crushing across the

wheel house;

Moore opened his nmouth but could not manage to cry out.

The iron prow lifted up, up, towering over them Foamroared beneath it,
the noise of certain destruction

But then something el se rose out of the storm an apparition, flam ng
green
and ghostly, a vision froma ni ghtmare.

A freighter. It appeared to be afl ane—ts length tw sted, glow ng netal
Burning figures on the decks. A hideous noise of scream ng and npani ng t hat
made
Moore cry out and clap his hands to his ears.

The freighter, nmoving with incredi ble speed, roared between the traw er
and
the Night Boat; More could still see the submarine through a mst of fiery
ti mbers. The U-boat veered away, water thundering against its superstructure;
it
swept past the trawer, and the grimfreighter disappeared within the folds
of
the sea.

Cheyne strained at the wheel, his teeth clenched. There was a | oud crack
that both Mdore and Kip first m stook for breaking wood. Cheyne cried out in
pai n; bone protruded fromhis |eft elbow The rudder canme free, the whee
spinning. The Carib fell to his knees. “TAKE THE WHEEL!” he shout ed.

And Moore, his senses reeling, found hinmself reaching for it, gripping
it,
his wists al nost breaking. He let the wheel play out and then fought back
feeling the ocean’s trenendous strength wenching at the rudder

“KEEP YOUR HANDS ON I TI'” Cheyne roared, pulling hinmself up, his arm
draggi ng uselessly. “DON'T LET IT SLIP!”

Moore held on, his arns about to rip fromtheir sockets. Spray whi pped
into
his eyes through the broken gl ass.

“HOLD HER STEADY!” the Carib shouted.

The wheel house door was suddenly torn fromits hinges; in the next
whi te-hot sear of lightning Jana saw the huge formtake shape, saw it
hurtling
toward the Pride’ s starboard, saw the waves churning at its prow “It’s
com ng
back!” she cried out, holding herself in the doorway. “There! It’s com ng
back!”

Kip twi sted his head around, struggling toward her. He saw it
appr oachi ng,
could imagi ne the things aboard grinning as they sighted their easy prey.

It raced onward, parting the sea, the runble of its diesels and
oi | -stink
filling the wheel house. Jana saw the dripping hol es of the torpedo tubes as
t he
submarine was lifted high; in that instant she fought for her sanity.

In the far distance cane a sound of netal against nmetal, a clattering
racket borne in by the wind, swiftly carried away. The buoys marki ng Jacob’s
Teet h!



VWen the submari ne was al nbost upon them Moore felt the rudder respond;
he
spun the wheel to port. The Night Boat roared al ongside, only feet away.

Kip and Jana were shoved aside by the boat’s turning. Cheyne, his broken
arm hangi ng, stood between them his eyes blazing. Then he staggered al ong
t he
bucki ng deck, nmoving for the bow He stunbled, fell, regained his footing.
The
noi se of the buoys was nore strident now, closer. The N ght Boat shuddered,
struck the Pride, and then was thrown back by a wave. It came in again, iron
grinding along the trawer’s hull. Tinbers shattered.

And finally Cheyne had reached the bow, he grasped a thick line and
pul | ed
at it. There was a crude tw n-grappl ed anchor attached to the other end used
for
nmooring on reefs. The thick, coarse line was coiled on the deck and nmade fast
to
a winch. He heard the buoys rattling dead ahead. If he could lift the anchor
throwit, get it hooked into the submarine’s deck railing there was a chance
of
dragging it across the reefs and splitting that hull open. Wth one arm he
hefted the anchor, the nuscles cranping; he couldn’t find strength enough to
throwit. The N ght Boat again crashed agai nst the starboard gunwal e. There
was
no tine. In another noment it would be veering off fromthe Teeth.

Cheyne pulled the anchor with him and | eaped over the gunwal e.

He sl ammred agai nst the superstructure, pain taking his breath away. He
began to slide down the iron, his feet scrabbling at vents. Wth his good
hand
he sought to spi ke the anchor in, |like a harpoon, but there was no place to
hook
it. The sea pounded him He drove out with the anchor, feeling it catch into
somet hing: A col | apsed, hanging section of railing.

The rope snapped tight before his face and he clung to it, dragging in
t he
water. Beside him the nonster vibrated. Hold! he comranded the bolts around
t he

wi nch on deck. Hold! “1’'VE GOT YOU” he shouted, his mouth filling with water.
And then the Night Boat swerved toward the Pride. Cheyne was caught

bet ween, but still he held the anchor firminto the railing, gasping for

br eat h.

The two vessels crashed together; the entire starboard gunwal e split
open.

When the submarine pull ed away, tightening the rope again, More | ooked for
Cheyne but saw he was gone.

The rattling of the warning buoys rang through the wheel house and Moore
saw
one of the red cans pass to port. They were in the danger zone. He threw the
throttles forward, the Pride’s diesels screani ng. Ahead were the tw sted
outgrowt hs of coral; he turned directly for them The only hope was the
trawl er’ s powerful engines against the submarine’ s anci ent ones. The Pride,
shuddering with the weight, pulled the N ght Boat onward.

There was a splitting noise, a snapping of coral; More heard iron being
scraped and gouged as the N ght Boat was dragged al ongside. Kip saw figures
on
the conning tower, the terrible things watching with greedy, flamng eyes. A
flash of lightning revealed a grim jaw ess face.

Moore continued on into the field of reefs, feeling the Pride being
bitten
and knifed by the coral. Water streaned into the wheel house, al nost pulling



hi m

away fromthe wheel, but he fought it off, steering straight for the
treacherous

growm hs. Kip and Jana, holding on at the doorway, saw the submarine slamonto
a

sharp coral slab; iron shrieked, began to fold back

And then, the diesels still racketing, the Pride was held firmby the
Teeth’s bite; nere feet away the N ght Boat cane to a stop, its guts pierced
by
a reef spear, oil leaking fromits tank. The two boats hung side by side,
each

doormed. Waves swirled around them seeking to break themfree.

Moore turned fromthe wheel, his eyes searching the shadows. The oi
| amp
had gone over; it lay on its side and where the glass had cracked a single,
weak
finger of flame burned. “Take Jana and get off,” he told Kip. “Use that
br oken
door as a raft. Hurry!”

Kip stared, shook his head. “No, David. NO”

Moor e ducked down through the hatch into the cabin. He reappeared a
nonent
later with the reel of fuse, unwinding it as he backed up the steps. “Get off,
I
sai d!” he shout ed.

“There’s time for all of us,” Kip told him “Please.!” He turned his
head;

a noverment had attracted his attention. The zonbies were clinbing down from
t he
conning tower, noving across the deck toward the Pride.

“Take Janal!” Moore shouted. “Go on!”

Kip grasped his arm “You' re going with us!”

“If you don’t try to fight the sea you can make it. | did...a long tine
ago.

Two can nmake it on that door. Three can't.” He canme to the end of the fuse,
threw the reel aside; the things were scurrying down the conning tower

| adder .

One of themtried to pull the anchor free.

Moore bent down and touched the fuse to the dying flame. It hissed,
sparked; a red cinder burned past him along the plank flooring and toward
t he
bow secti on cabi n.

“DAVI DI Jana pulled at his arm “Please!”

“l can’t |eave you,” Kip said.

“They need you on Coquina,” More told him his voice hurried. “The

t hi ngs

are coming to board the trawer. If they find the fuse and put it out, they
nmay

be able to work their boat free of the shoals. They'|Il find somepl ace—aybe

anot her Coquina—to repair it. Go on! Get out of here!”
Ki p paused. There was sonething cold and resolute in More’' s eyes; he
had
seen a vision beyond Kip's sight. There was nothing else to be said. Kip
gr asped
hi s good shoul der tightly, then took Jana’ s hand and dragged her out over her
shouted protests. He hauled the battered slab of the door over to the port
si de.
The water was black and wi|ld underneath, dotted with coral. “Listen to ne!”
Ki p
shook her hard. “I SAID LI STEN TO ME! Hang on to ny back. There'll be a shock



when we hit, but don't let go!”

And then, gripping the door before himlike a shield, he | eaped over
with
Jana clinging to him It was like hitting a solid wall when they struck
wat er
crashed over them tossed them high and then back down. Kip pushed off from
coral, shredding one hand. He kicked with all his strength, trying to catch
hi s
breath, hearing Jana cry out in pain as her |eg brushed one of the Teeth's
needl es. The bul k of the door kept them afl oat and away from nost of the
coral .

Kip clung to it with all the power he coul d nanage.

Moore whirled around in the Pride’ s wheel house as two of the zonbies
appeared in the doorway. They crept forward, claws outstretched. He backed
awnay
fromthem counting off the seconds. One of themrushed himand he swung at
it;
the other grasped his arm throwing himoff balance. He staggered and fel
t hrough the conpani onway into the | ower cabin. Fingers jabbed at his eyes; he
ki cked them back, struggling to his feet. Behind himglowed the eye of the
fuse.

O hers cane down after him vyellow fangs slavering, talons seeking his

t hr oat .

He kept backi ng away, nmaking themfollow himtoward the bow conpartnent. How
I ong? his brain shrieked. H s flesh was crawl i ng. HOW LONG?

Wth another few steps he twi sted around to | ook. The primary fuse
spar ked
hi gher, separated into four fuses that snaked toward the crates. There was a
hiss of fetid breath in his ear; a spidery thing with gaping eye sockets
| eaped
for him forcing himto the plankings, a claw reaching to rip at his throat.
He
threwit off, kicked at it, crawl ed anay. He found an odd pi ece of wood and
stood up, brandishing it Iike a club. The cabin was filled with the stench of
snoke and rot; whorls of snmoke fromthe burning fuses undul ated around t hem
One
of the things reached out—a face eaten by gray fungus, red eyes staring—and
Moore slamred the wood into its chin. It fell back, colliding into the others.

“COVE ON!'” he dared them beckoning with his club. “COVE ON AFTER ME!”

They stopped suddenly, watching him the eyes noving past to probe the
bow
shadows. They saw, in the next instant they surged forward, flailing at him
trying to reach the dynamite and tear out the racing fuses. More swung
wildly,
felt the wood break beneath his grip, felt himself flung back by a
t r emendous,

i nhuman strength. Only seconds now, the seconds breaking into fragments.
Seconds. Hurry. Hurry. Hurry.

Moore stood his ground, blood streamng froma hairline slash; he fought
madly with his bare hands agai nst the hideous things that advanced upon him
throwing themto each side, slamming fists against brittle bone.

And through the knot of living corpses cane the one that More
recogni zed:
the tall, livid-eyed formof WIhelmKorrin. More saw the jawkss face
illuminated in the faint red gl ow of the fuses. Korrin stepped forward slowy,
a
man in the grip of horrible pain; his armcanme up, the finger pointing toward
Moore. The hand becanme a cl aw, grasping, reaching. The others were
noti onl ess,
wat chi ng t heir commander



And then the hand stopped, inches from More's throat. Korrin stood
| ooki ng
at the burning fuse. His head fell back slightly, the eyes closing, the lids
bl ocking of f that hellish gaze, as if in expectation of death’s final and
merci ful deliverance.

An instant before the heat seared him Moore had a split-second
sensati on:
the touch of someone’s hand, cool, kind, reaching for his through a wall of
mst. He held it tightly. And his |ast thought was that he was staring toward
the sea, that he had seen a beautiful boat in the distance and he nust swim
to
it, must swmto it because he had recogni zed the name on the transom and
t hey
were waiting for him

The bl ast parted the sea. Kip and Jana, struggling through the churning
waves, twi sted around to | ook. There was a yellow glare so fierce it hurt
their
eyes; jagged shards of wood flew through the sky, leaving fiery trails. The
bow
section of the Pride had di sappeared; beside the trawler the fist of a giant
pounded the Ni ght Boat, slamming a tremendous rent in the iron just at the
waterline. The forward deck col |l apsed—runpling, netal shrieki ng—+he conning
tower was al nost ripped fromthe superstructure. Iron plates spun into the
air,
up into blackness. Bits of railing were thrown to all sides. In another roar
of
flame the Pride’ s wheel house vani shed; the second bl ast deafened them Druns
of
fuel were tossed high, and as they dropped back into the sea they expl oded
j ust
over the surface, covering the submarine with sheets of flame. As Kip
wat ched,
he saw the Night Boat thrown free of the reef. Its tw sted, snoking bul k
veer ed
toward himand Jana, faster and faster, driven by the rolling currents.

And then cane the collapse of the entire deck, the conning tower falling
away, the periscopes snapping off. Kip felt the pull of the water at hiny he
fought it, his legs kicking wildly. A whirlpool had opened and the Ni ght Boat
began to whirl around the rimof a huge, black pit; as the submarine was
sucked
down, the bow peel ed back, the noise of a dying beast screaming in agony. The
ocean’ s thunder drowned out the death cries.

The boat was folding in on itself, its iron caving in, being hanmered
into
a m sshapen nmass. It was happening, Kip realized, just as Boniface had tried
to
make it happen when he twisted that bit of wax cast in the submarine’ s inage
and
tossed it to the flanes

The Night Boat’s stern pitched high, dripping red flame; the bow
vani shed
into the whirlpool. There was a loud hissing as the sea swept over hot iron
O
the rising stern the screws glistened in the firelight.

Wat er crashed over them forcing themdown; Kip clenched the door and
pul I ed them back to the surface.

And when his head broke free he saw the thing was gone.

Though the plain of the sea was studded with fire, the whirlpool’s
action
was | essening. A rush of bubbles expl oded on the surface; then the whirl poo



st opped, covering over the boat, its own deep grave.

Kip and Jana clung to the platform of wood, exhausted, breathing
raggedly.

Kip shook his head to clear it, shrugging off water. Jana was |inp, one hand
still clanped to his shoulder. He could feel the strong beating of her heart.

On the horizon, silhouetted in a gash of orange sky, was a flat mass of
land. Kip blinked, unsure of what he was seeing. It lay about two mles
di st ant,
but he could already feel the currents dragging themin. “Big Danny Cay,” he
sai d hoarsely. Beside himJana stirred, |lifted her head.

They began to kick for it, slowy because the water was still rough. Kip
| ooked over his shoulder, trying to pinpoint the spot where the submarine had
gone down, but now the fires were dying and there was no way to tell. The
creature was gone, and there was no cause to | ook back again. Now he could
only
think of all he would have to do, because he was the | aw on Coqui na and there
wer e peopl e he was responsi ble for, people who | ooked to himfor the kind of
strength he knew he would find deep within hinself.

And swi nging his vision back across the sea he thought he saw sonet hi ng,
t here against the warnmh of the horizon, something like a small boat headi ng
into the sun with her sails filled and all the great expanse of the sky
beyond
it.

Hs eyes filled with tears and, |ooking away, he knew it would soon be
out
of sight.

Afterword

Robert McCanmmon Tell s How He
Wote The Ni ght Boat

The Ni ght Boat was the second novel | wote, but the third one published. If
you' d like to know why that was, wite nme a letter and 1’'Il be glad to tel
you

a tale of dark and twi sted passages.
The Night Boat actually had its beginnings in a drawi ng of a di nosaur
t hat
scared the jelly out of me as a kid. It showed an aquatic beast with a
nmout hf ul
of gleanming teeth enmerging fromdark water to snap at a pterodactyl’s |leg
t he
full rmoon shining down and gl eam ng off the white-capped waves. Long after
everyone else in the house had gone to sleep, | lay in bed and heard the
sound
of waves on prehistoric shores, and the thrashing of a huge and hi deous body
energing fromthe depths. The hero in The Night Boat, David More, renenbers
t he
same draw ng.
| also amfascinated by machines. Particularly ships and submari nes.
can
i magi ne nothing nore grimthan to be two hundred feet underwater in a
| eaki ng,
nol deri ng submarine. They didn't call themlron Coffins for nothing, and it
t ook
iron-willed nen to survive in them Mst of the German subnmarine crews didn't.
The Night Boat is a nmixture of dreamand nightnmare. A dreamin that the
| ocation, the colors, the |anguage are idyllic; nightmarish because the N ght



Boat invades the dream and destroys it. | took scuba-diving | essons in
researching The Night Boat, but | wasn’'t able to afford a trip to the
Cari bbean.
It amazes me still that a review |l got for the book went to |l engths to say
how
accurate the reviewer thought |1'd gotten the cadences of island | anguage. |
listened to many hours of cal ypso nusic and spoken Cari bbean dial ect records.
Events and inpressions in an author’s everyday life are always mirrored
in
the work he or she is doing at the time. Wiile | was witing The N ght Boat,
I
lived in a cranped little roachhole of an apartment on Birm nghanis
Sout hsi de.
Honestly, | could hear the roaches running wild in the ceiling over nmy bed as
I
tried to sleep. And ny upstairs neighbors played their stereo at an ungodly
vol ume all hours of the night, so round about two or three in the norning you
could hear the other neighbors banging on their walls to get the nusic shut
down. That weird, rhythmc hamrering in the early hours remained with me and
found its way into The Night Boat. Wen the crew hammers at the rotting hul k
of
the submarine, it's actually irate neighbors at two o' clock in the norning
trying to get Led Zeppelin silenced. The roaches in the ceiling | saved for
anot her book.
Now, eight or nine years after The Night Boat was first published,
t hi nk
often of Coquina Island. It is a beautiful place, surrounded by enerald
wat er,
with fresh trade wi nds and gol den sand, green pal ns swaying in the breeze,
t he
scent of cinnanon and coconut in the air. It was created by a young nman whose
apartment | ooked out over a junk car lot, the snell of burned onions wafting
from somebody’ s kitchen, and burglar bars on the wi ndows. Ah, the |uxury of
t he
i magi nation...
The Night Boat is about the nerging of dream and ni ght mare, confi nement
and
escape, and what | think of as the whirlpool of Fate. David More thought
he' d
escaped that whirlpool, but it was waiting for him there bel ow the surface
of
eneral d waters, where the nonsters doze but never sleep

Robert M Cammpn
June 1988
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