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PART ONE

THE GLADSTONE LOG

Chapter One

The skirt of her gray dress was bunched up over her thighs, her dip nearly as high, and her ankles ached
where the ropes dug into them.

Shewastrying to keep her tongue till, trying to keep it from moving. When it moved it made her art to
gag, and then she sucked in her breath hard against the adhesive tape pressed over her mouth and started
to cough and choke. Shetried to Sit perfectly still. Thisworked for amoment, the gagging reflex

stopping. But she had to move, had to wriggle herself away from the corner into which they had put her,
because her |eft hand— her wrists were bound behind her so tight she fdlt they had to be bleeding— had
no sensation a al in thefingers. It was cold. Her flesh felt very cold.

She watched the three men and the woman in front of her. One of the men called out to thewomanin a
hushed, urgent voice. He called her Sonia. She concentrated her gaze on Sonia. Soniawas black-haired,
tal in her medium-heded boots, and dmost painfully thin in her tight-fitting black jump suit. But there was
something about the woman, something more than the anger and hatred and the frenzied anima qudity
that shone from her eyes. Something that she realized men would call beautiful.

The men were pulling books down from the shelves, tearing them apart, while the woman named Sonia
was systematically ripping index cards from the catalog. Finished with the last drawer, the woman turned
toward the glass case dominating the center of the reference section. It contained a Bible brought to
Americain 1743 that was at least a hundred years older than that date. Sonia spun like abalerinaon her
right foot, her left foot snagpping out dmogt blindingly fast and smashing against the case, the glass
shattering. The black-suited figure approached the Bible, lifting it up in her perfectly manicured hands.
Glasstinkled asit fdl to the floor from the old book, then the woman flipped through the pages.

She watched, trying to scream through the adhesive tape. But the sounds she made were unintelligible
and the gagging and coughing started again. She held her breath, lest she vomit and choke, and just
watched.



Her captor ripped the center section from the Bible, shook the pages and dropped them carelesdly to the
glass-littered library carpet. Soniaripped more of the pagesfree, shaking them, dropping them, then held
the half-destroyed Bible in both hands amoment, raised aknee, braced the spine of the book against her
thigh and ripped. Leather tore, and loose pages flew everywhere. And then Soniadropped the Bible.

"Keep looking," Sonia snarled to the men, then turned to the captive. "We have torn gpart your library.
Now | think I'll start on you."

The woman advanced on her, glass crunching under her boots, her movementsin the black jump suit like
the movements of ablack leopard.

She heard hersdlf trying to scream again through the adhesive tape. Shefelt the tears— of her own fear,
for theloss of theirreplaceable Bible, for the destruction of the public library she had cared for these
many years— welling up in her eyes. She could hardly see for the blur they caused. Soniawas crouched
infront of her now, and Sonias|eft hand, the nails as perfect as they had been when putting on the
adhesive gtrip, reached out to her face. She felt ascream start, then diein her asthe tape was torn from
her skin. She stared in terror at the knifein the woman's right hand, her eyes crossing asits point pressed
againgt thetip of her nose. She sobbed, from the pain where her skin waslaid raw by the tape, and from
fear of the woman with the knife.

"I'm...I'm not...I'm not this...this Ethyl Chillingsworth. Y ou have to—"

Theknife pressed againgt the tip of her nose, and she could fed it puncture the skin. She sucked in her
breath to scream but didntt.

"I don't careif you cdl yoursdf Evelyn Collingwood. Y ou are Ethyl Chillingsworth. Ethyl-Ethyl
Chillingsworth. | want it."

"I'm not Evdyn— | mean, Ethyl Chillingsworth.... "

Soniasmiled, her voice soft. Therewasamost amusical qudity toit. "Oh, yesyou are, Ethyl. Evelyn
Collingwood never existed until 1953. She never had a Socia Security card, never had adriver's
license...."

"I'm Evelyn—" she started to scream, but then the knife blade— long, what they always cdled
wickedlooking in books— swept down across her cheek, and the pain made her want to scream even
more. But she knew that if she did, the knife blade would move again.

"That's not avery bad cut, Ethyl— not at all. Now— | want you to giveit to me."

She sobbed, her head hanging down, her chin againgt her chest, her eyesriveted to the tracing of bright
red blood across the gray fabric of her clothes. "What...what do—"

The dmost Snging voice began again. ™Y ou know what | want, Ethyl." The voicerose and fell, up and
down, like noteson someinvisible scale. "'l want it now. Because soon I'll cut that ugly dress off your
ugly old body. Then— just to make sure you know what | want— I'll writeit in your blood across your
breasts. Do you till have breasts? They haven't shriveled up... 7'

She dowly raised her head, staring at the woman with the knife, wanting to curse a her.



Sonia continued to croon. "1 want what you know | want, Ethyl-Ethyl Chillingsworth. | redly can't blame
you for changing aname like that, especidly when there was no hope anyone would marry you and
changeit for you."

She stared at the woman named Sonia, and hated for thefirst timein years.

The song went on and Sonias hand stretched out and hooked the point of the long blade into her |eft
nostril, raising her head, forcing her head back against her neck, making her start to choke, her breath
coming in short gasps. "l want the Gladstone Log."

"The— the—" She coughed, and blood spurted from her nose as she looked acrossiits bridge at her
torturer.

"Gladstone Log," the woman with the knife cooed. "The Gladstone Log, Ethyl. And | want it—"

"Sonial" said one of the men, the voice a harsh whisper like the sound of afile drawn fast across a stone.
"Somebody's comin' "

Soniamoved the point of the blade. It was againgt her throat now. She could fed it. Sonia hissed at her
to be quiet, then the pressure of the knife was gone. The woman's hands moved quickly, and another
piece of adhesive tape was dapped so hard across her mouth that she felt the hand ram against her teeth.
She sucked in her breeth, gagging, sagging back as the black-clad figure stood up, moving out of her line
of sght.

Her eyesdidn't follow Soniaand her long knife; they rested, wide open, on the bloodstains on her dress.
She shut her eyes and turned her head away so as not to see the blood. Then she opened them and could
see Soniaand the three men; the men held guns with long things on the front ends. She had seen these
bratwurst-shaped black objectsin spy movies. Silencers.

Thewoman held no gun, just the knife.

Soniaand the three men were edging back aong the library shelves. Shetold hersdlf that if she could no
longer see them, they could no longer see her.

She could taste the sticky adhesive as her tongue brushed forward in her mouth.
She blinked her eyes astearsfilled them again.

She heard avery faint whistling. Someone was whistling. Michadl, the night security guard. She joked
with him when she worked late— he awaysworked late, of course— that he was the only person who
worked for the library who was older than she was. Now Sonia and the three men were waiting to kill
him.

Shelet her body dump to her left, the impact hard againgt her |eft arm as she hit the carpet. The floor was
concrete beneath. She moved her legs, pushing hersdf forward, moving like asnake or aworm. She
realized Sonia and the three men had reduced her to that, to crawling like alegless animd, amute
cresture— one that bled and ached and was afraid, that sweated and cried. She swallowed hard, the
exertion making her start to gag again. But she pushed herself forward along the carpet toward the back
of the charge desk. She shoved herself ahead with her feet, her left shoulder dipping as she sprawled



onto her back. She breathed hard, and closed her eyes against the blood on her dress, against the pain.
They would redly hurt her now. Soniawould enjoy using her knife. She had disobeyed; she had not
stayed in the corner where they'd put her.

Sherolled onto her somach, her jaw hitting hard againgt the floor. More tearswelled up in her eyes. She
moved her legs, and as she wriggled forward, she forced hersaf to move her fingers despite the pain and
numbnessin her hands. She would need her hands.

Lonnie Sidler had broken the good shears when the United Parcel Service man had come that morning
with abox of books. Lonnie had used the shearsinstead of the razor-blade knife to open the box. She
had told Lonnie hed have to pay for new shears and was sorry now that she had said that. But she
wasn't sorry she had taken the shears and thrown them into the wastepaper basket beside her feet when
sheld stood at her desk scolding Lonnie. That morning she had stood on her own two feet as ahuman
being was meant to, not crawl on her belly as she did now.

She could see the wastepaper basket. Had Lonnie emptied it? She tried to remember. Did he empty it
before he left work? The can was near her now; she could have reached it in one step. Instead, she
inched toward it using her chin against the carpet to propel hersdlf forward.

She sagged down, resting her head, leaning on the left Side of her face. The carpet fibers stung the wound
made by Sonias knife. She inched forward one more time, her head next to the wastepaper basket. She
raised her head and shook it against the waste can, which moved but didn't fall. She had to edge farther
forward. She knocked her head againgt it again and again, her hair falling across her eyes. Suddenly her
head wouldn't move; something pulled at her left ear. Shetried to lift her head from the carpet, but the
painin her |eft earlobe was amogt blinding.

Sheredlized her pierced earring had snagged on aloop in the carpet nap.

She closed her eyes against the pain to come, and snapped her head up and forward. Her |eft earlobe
ripped, but her screams were silent. Tears streamed down her cheeks.

Shewasfree of the earring and could move her head once more. She felt awetness near her ear— her
own blood— but she had no time to look. She shook her head against the waste can, more hair falling
across her face, and findly it tipped over.

She drew her face back as a cockroach crawled out of the wastepaper basket. She watched it. It moved
along the carpet more dowly than she thought aroach could ever move. Roachesin her library? Shed
have to talk to the maintenance people. The roach stopped as though looking at her. What if it crawled
onto her, into her hair?

Her shoulders shook as she shivered.
But the roach moved on.

She dragged herself forward with her chin against the carpet, pulling herself beside the trash can. Her chin
rubbed againgt the part of the carpet where the roach had been. She shivered again.

Sherolled onto her right Side, her fingers stiff and painful but able to move. Shefelt paper, arubber band,
acigarette butt. Lonnie had been smoking in the library again. Shefelt ametd tab from asodacan. She
smelled something, something spoiled, sour. She felt wethess where her hands touched againgt her dress



near her rear end, felt the wetness on her hands. It was spoiled milk; she had put the nearly empty
haf-pint container in there that morning.

Then shefdt the broken shears.

One blade had been broken hafway down itslength. Holding the shears, afraid to drop them, she started
to saw and felt the blade againgt her skin, knowing it was cutting the rope as well.

What if she cut avein? She knew she was bleeding at her wrists; she could fed that. They had used rope
made of woven plagtic to tie her wrists, the kind used for waterskiing. As she tugged her wrists gpart, she
felt something snap. One cord of the rope, she redlized. She kept the shears sawing, her fingers aching as
shefought not to drop them. She tugged again at her bonds and felt another snap. Then she dropped the
shears, and the noise they made sounded incredibly loud. Shelay there, holding her breath, waiting for
Soniaand the knife— waiting for Soniato punish her for leaving her corner, for disobeying, for trying to
get free. Tearswelled in her eyes once more.

But dl she heard was the sound of old Michagl whistling. The tune was one she recognized. It began, "I
hate to see that evenin' sun go down...." She sniffed againgt her tears. A night watchman might well hate
to see the sun go down in the evening.

But she heard no returning footsteps.

No Sonia. No knife. No punishment.

She moved her fingers across the carpet surface, finding the shears, picking them up, her fingers hurting
again as soon as she held them. She sarted to saw. There might only be one more strand, or there might
be another loop. She tugged with her wrists and felt something loosen. But till her wrists were bound.
Shetried to bite her lower lip, the tears till in her eyes, her hair dl but obscuring her vison as she
struggled with the shears. Her head was bent forward, her chin touching the blood on the front of her

dress.

She kept sawing. She tugged her wrists— a snap. Still they couldn't move. She kept sawing. Another
snap, the pain in her fingers numbing them to the point that she could bardly hold the shears any longer.

She tugged hard again. There was another snap, and shefdll to her left with theforce of it asher wrists
werefindly free.

It hurt her shouldersto move her arms forward, and she didn't dare sit up. Somehow Soniawould know.
She moved her body and freed her right arm.

She stared at her wrists. They were swollen and purple, the impressions of the cords of the rope visiblein
her flesh, the skin dl chafed. And there were large cuts where the shears had diced her arm instead of the

rope.

She so wanted— she so heeded— to remove the adhesive from her mouth. But she knew the pain
would make her scream.

She could hear the library doors opening. Michadl, the watchman.



She picked up the shears and cut the rope binding her feet together. Her hands were shaking so badly
she cut her ankles and stockings, but at last she was free.

She dropped the shears and lay stock-till, curled up on the carpet. Listening.
No Sonia.

For some reason, the three men with their ugly guns didn't frighten her. But Soniaand her knifefilled her
with terror.

Sherolled onto her belly and dowly got up onto her hands and knees. She doubted her legs would have
held her up.

She crawled forward toward the bulletin board to the | eft of the desk.

She was getting used to the adhesive tape over her mouth; it didn't gag her anymore. Breathing hard, she
continued to crawl toward the wall.

Something stabbed through her stocking into her right knee. 1t was a staple someone had dropped. She
plucked it out, crawling on. She stopped beside the wal, reaching up to the base of the bulletin board.
She would haveto stand.

She pulled up one knee, then moved the leg forward to get her foot under her, pushing herself up, sagging
againgt the bulletin board and the wall as she got her other foot under her.

Her ankles hurt and shefdt dightly dizzy.
She stood there, her head swimming.

She reached under the bulletin board with the fingertips of her right hand. She saw that one of her nails
was broken. Sonia's manicure, she'd noticed, had been perfect.

She could fed the envelope taped againgt the wall behind the bulletin board.

Shetugged at it carefully, afraid the bulletin board might drop. It was only screwed into the wall intwo
places at the top. She tugged again, and the envelope came free, the tape making a ripping sound.

Again she froze. Soniamust have heard that. Soniawas coming with the knife, coming to punish her,
coming.... She held her breath.

Soniawasn't coming.
Michael whistled anew song— louder, meaning he was nearer— but she didn't know this one.

In the semidarkness she could read the address |abel on the envelope: M.F. Mulrooney, and aP.O. box
number.

She pressed her back to the wall near the bulletin board. She could see Michad'slight. If sheripped off
the adhesive tape, she could scream to warn him. He carried his old gun, the gun he'd carried when held



been a gtate policeman. But there were three men with guns againgt him— and Soniawith her knife.
Hisflashlight beam hit the pile of booksin the middle of thefloor. It swept across the destroyed contents
of the card catalog, across the broken glass of the case that had housed the Bible, then across the old
book's torn pages and ripped binding.

"Hey," she heard hisfirm old voice saying.

If she did nothing, hed have no chance at all. She found the edge of the adhesive tape, ripped it off and
screamed, "Michael— they've got gung!”

Clutching the envel ope, she started to run toward Michadl's light.
"Hey— what the hel—" It was Michad'svoice.

She had to make the double glass doors of the library that led into the civic center corridor. She passed
Michael as sheran for them.

There was a sound like someone coughing, then another and another. "Holy—" Michadl grunted, then a
gun sounded loudly.

"Shit— the old fart hit me!™

Another gunshot, then the coughing sounds, again and again. The glass of the door on her |eft shattered
as shethrew hersdf againgt the door handles, pushing them outward. She haf fell into the corridor and
looked behind her only once. Michadl lay by the pile of books, his head resting on the torn pages of the
Bible, hislit flashlight rolling dowly acrossthefloor.

Its beam caught the glint of the stedl of Soniasknife.

"Help me— somebody help!" she screamed as she ran down the corridor.

She knew the front doors of the civic center would be locked, but there were panic-bar locks on the side
doors leading onto the wide, flat steps of the old part of the building.

Sheran for these, hearing shouts behind her. " She's got the Log— it's gotta be in that envelope! Get her!™
She heard the coughing sound, and the glassin the probate court office door shattered beside her.
Sheran, pushing her hair back from her face, lost her balance and sumbled dightly, dmost faling against

the doors. The panic bars crunched down, and the doors opened outward. She lurched acrossthe
concrete pavement to the steps and ran down the broad, low steps that were wet from the misty rain

hanginginthearr.

Shefet her legs giving way and fell to her knees, catching herself with her hands on the handrail. She
stood up and kicked off her shoes.

Behind her, the doors were opening again. She ran across the sdewak toward the town square; a
policeman might be there. She dipped in apuddie of oil as sheran into the street, but she kept running.



She heard the coughing sound, then awhining noise, and the headlight of a parked car shattered.
She kept running.
"Stop her, goddammit!” It was Sonids voice, but Soniawas not Snging now.

She looked over her shoulder and saw Sonia, her knife out of sight, and one of the men, hisright hand
under hiswindbreaker. They were running after her.

She started across the street, headlights coming toward her. She stopped, ooking back. Soniaand the
man in the windbresker were still running. The car wasablock away. She waved her amsintheair at i,
screaming, "Hep me! Help—"

She threw hersdlf to the pavement. The car, skidding asit swerved, passed her.

Tearsfilled her eyes again. She picked hersalf up and lurched forward, running.

Another car gpproached, its brights on. This one dowed.

"Thank God," she bregathed.

The car skidded to a hdlt less than ten feet from her, and the front doors opened, aman getting out from
the passenger's side. He was holding hisleft arm, hislight-colored jacket stained dark red as he stepped
into thelight. The other man, on the driver'ssde, held agun with asilencer.

She started running. " Shoot her in the ass, dammit!" It was the same voice that had complained of being
wounded by the watchman. "Just shoot her!" Coughing sounds followed her as she reached the end of
the street and started past the restaurant— it was closed— and into the square.

The mailbox. She ran toward it. She had put postage on the envel ope when sheld addressed it.

The mailbox. She fell againgt it. She pulled open the chute drawer and put the envelopeinsde. The
envel ope was too big; the chute wouldn't close.

"There sheid" She heard the voice of the man Michad had shot.
"Shel's mailing the damned thing!" 1t was Sonias voice.

She folded the envelope at the edges againgt the cardboard she'd put insde to stiffen it and protect the
contents.

She shoved it back into the chute drawer, reaching down, her fingers stretching. The envelopefindly
dropped through and fell insde.

Shelet the chute drawer on the mailbox dam, then sheran.

The coughing noises were dtill behind her. A chunk of pavement flew up and hit againgt her right leg. She
screamed, breathing hard, her chest burning from the strain of running.

Eight streets opened into the square, and she picked one of the two nearest her and ran down it, seeing a



recessed doorway. She sank to her kneesin the doorway of a pawnshop.

She held her breath, only hearing her heart beeat as shelooked down at her bloodstained dress. Findly
she exhded. Still on her knees, asif she were praying, she peered around the edge of the doorway. She
could see the mailbox, see Soniabesideit, see Sonialaunching one kick after another at the blue box.
She heard Soniashriek, "Why the fuck isthisthe only thing the government buildsright?* Soniawas
reaching down insideit, then her hand and right arm regppeared, and Sonia kicked at the mailbox again.
It wasn't akaratetype kick thistime, but akick likeasmall child throwing atantrum. "That Chillingsworth
bitch just mailed the Gladstone L og to somebody!™

And she watched as Sonia pointed in her direction and started to run across the square toward her.
She pushed hersdf to her feet, dipping in her wet, torn stockings, and she ran again.

* * *

Abner Bryce fdt the jegp settling on its springs as he stepped out into the square. He reached down to
hisright sde for thelong brass chain attached to his belt, looking up at the black sky— no stars tonight—
and fedling the heavy mist on hisface. He shook his head, then stared at the blue mailbox.

"Desgtruction of government property,” he murmured to himsalf, standing there and getting wet because
Phillip Cahill had taken the raincoat out of the Jeep the other night and he— Bryce— hadn't noticed it
when held taken the Jeep out to make the last collection of the day.

He shrugged, then looked again at the mailbox. There were dentsal over the front of it.

"Kids," he snapped, dropping to a crouch in front of the box, his gray canvas sack already heavy. He
found the right key and opened the mailbox. He started to scoop up the contents, snarled, " Damn those
kids," and stared for a second at the paper cups and hamburger wrappers. He crumpled them, setting
them on the sdewak near him, then scooped out the mail. A letter from Mrs. Billy Leigh Teasdaeto her
son in Montgomery. Anastasia Frederickson answering her Book-of-the-Month Club late, as she dways
did. Cleve Jessup sending away to one of those latex novelty mail-order places for something or other. A
large package from Evelyn Collingwood, the librarian— there was no return address, but he knew her
handwriting. He weighed the fat envelopein hisleft hand— enough postage, he decided. The envelope
was gnarled and bent; she must have had ahard time getting it down the chute.

He stuffed dl the mail insde the canvas sack with U.S. Mail stenciled on it and closed the front of the
box.

He stood up, stiff from being wet.

He started back toward the Jeep, then stopped. " Shit," he murmured. He turned around and walked
back toward the mailbox. He picked up the crumpled paper cups and hamburger wrappers from the
sdewalk. Helooked around the square for the litter basket and walked over to it, hisleft foot going into
apuddle. "Damn kids," he muttered again, dropping the garbage into the litter basket.

He walked back to the Jeep and threw the canvas bag in the empty space behind the seat. He started the
engine, flicked off his emergency flashers and drove over the curb of the square, the Jeep bouncing as he
turned into the Strest.



Abner Bryce yawned. He would have to file areport about the damaged mailbox.

* % %

"That old bastered,” Marv Cooksey snarled, thinking about hisleft arm and the old night watchman
who'd shot him. The bleeding had practically stopped, and he was pretty confident nothing had been
broken and that the bullet had gone through— he'd been shot before while working for Soniaand her
father— but it hurt when he cranked the Ford'swheel hard left and against the curb of the square.

He reached across his body with hisright hand, working the door handle, and stepped out. It was raining
more heavily now. He eyed the mailbox to which he had returned as instructed.

"Goddamn keys," he mumbled. He reached back through the open door of the LTD and got the keys out
of theignition. He dammed the door thistime. No sense getting my butt wet when | get back in, he

thought.

He found the round key, stopped behind the car and looked across the trunk lid with contempt at the
mailbox. The blue mailbox.

"Shit," he snapped, stabbing the key into the trunk lock, turning it right, the trunk popping open. He
pushed it up dl theway.

There wasn't much light. He had to find the crowbar by fed.

Hefinaly found it snagged in the jumper cables. He shook it loose, hitting his head on thetrunk lid ashe
raised himsdf to full height. He dammed the trunk closed so hard the entire car shook, and he arted to
lift the crowbar to pound it against the trunk lid but stopped just before meta hit metal.

"To hdl withit," he said, shaking his head and eyeing the mailbox again. He started toward it; it would
take his vengeance.

He stopped in front of it. He snapped the crowbar out in hisright hand, and the mailbox almost rang with
the sound. "I'll get you, sucker," hetold it, starting to edge the end of the crowbar between the front
panel and the body of the box.

Chapter Two

Jeff Culhane leaned forward to see through the rented Ford's misted windshield and bumped his head
againg the glass. "Dammit,” he muttered. Halfway into the deserted intersection, hewasfinaly ableto
read the street sign in the rainy darkness. He ssomped on the Ford's brakes, the car skidding alittle, then
threw the car into reverse and backed up, cutting the whedl hard left as he did, and hit the brakes again.
He moved the gear sdlector into drive, double pedaling and accelerating as he cut the whed hard right,
then dightly left, then full right, making the right turn he should have made going into the intersection.

He could see the civic center ahead; the library would be there. Hed tried Evelyn Collingwood's house.
No one was home, but the place had obviously been searched, searched professionaly and with
deliberate destructiveness.



He dowed the Ford at the curb The guy who had the rented car waiting for him aso had the gun waiting
for him.

Culhane opened the glove compartment and took it out. A boringly standard Smith & Wesson Mode
19.357 snubby, loaded with .38 Specia 158-grain lead hollowpoint plus Ps.

He shrugged, thinking about his brother for a second, and smiled. Josh Culhane wouldn't be caught dead
with afactory-standard gun. Jeff Culhane laughed; he hoped he wouldn't be caught dead with one, ether.

He started to get out of the car, then reached back into the glove compartment for the box of
ammunition. He opened it and poured haf the contents out of the Styrofoam carrier into the right Sde
pocket of his jacket, the other half into the left. The blued Model 19 he shoved into the waistband of his
trousers gpproximately between his navel and hisleft hipbone.

Culhane stepped into therain.

The doorsinto the civic center were open above the low steps. He hurried around the front of the Ford,
running up the stepsthree at atime, nearly dipping on the rain-dick stone. Culhane dropped to a crouch
beside the doors. There had to be areason why the panic-bar-locked double doors were open. Culhane
drew therevolver from hiswaistband, baling hisright fist around the wooden grip plates so hard he could
fed the checkering digging into the flesh of hispam. Hisleft hand felt the throat of the old man at hisfeet,
the body haf in the doorway and keeping the doors open. Thelack of pulse confirmed what held already
known: the old man was dead.

Culhane reached into his pants pocket, found hislighter and flicked it, moving the flame over the body.
He could count five bullet holes and saw shards of glass embedded in the gray fabric of the uniform shirt.

"Y ou were brave, old-timer," Culhanetold the open eyes. With hisleft thumb, he gently closed thelids.

He stood up, stepping over the body into the dark corridor beyond the doors, the cigarette lighter closed
and put away, the Smith & Wesson hugged tight againgt his body, muzzle pointed forward into the
darkness.

His hands were sweeting, and whatever he'd eaten on the plane— he couldn't remember what— was
rolling in hisstomach.

Culhane stopped in the middle of the corridor to let his eyes become accustomed to the dim light. Then
he started walking toward adiver of light visible beyond the bend in the corridor. Glass doors. They
opened. Licking hislips, he stepped through the doorway. The beam of light was more than adiver now.
In the grayness from the high windows over the bookshelves he could see behind the beam: aflashlight.

He walked toward it, his eyes moving from side to side. He bent over and picked up aKd-Lite police
flashlight. Glass crunched under hisfeet as he sood up. The old man had been shot in the library, either
hisfall or whoever shot him bresking the glass of some cabinet. The old man had dragged himself across
the floor of the library and along the corridor, had reached the doors— and died.

Culhane shonethe light acrossthe library floor and saw the remains of aglass case.

A book— an old one. He walked toward it, crunching more glass under his shoes, and bent over,



picking up asection of the book gtill attached to part of aleather binding.

"Only aBible," he murmured gently setting the piece of the old book down. Still crouched, he held the
flashlight in hisleft hand and swept its beam across the floor.

A revolver. Hewaked over to it, Suffing his own revolver into his belt, picking up the one from thefloor.
A Modd 10 Military & Police Smith. The pearl grip pand on the left side of the grip frame was cracked.
He thumbed forward the cylinder release catch; the revolver's six rounds had been fired, the primersin al
SX indented.

He closed the cylinder and returned the revolver to the floor, first wiping it clean of hisfingerprintswith
the side of his coat as he held the flashlight awkwardly under hisleft armpit.

He drew hisown revolver again, till inspecting the library. Almost every book had been taken down
from the shelves, many of the books ripped apart. The card catal og drawers had been emptied.

Culhane walked toward the charge desk.

In the light he could see pieces of nylon cord, abroken pair of shears, and abloodstained piece of white
adhesive tepe.

Helooked at the tape more closaly and noticed what looked like dark pink lip gloss.
"Evelyn Collingwood," Culhane murmured.

He looked up, dropping the tape to the floor. On the wall behind the charge desk was a bulletin board.
There was something funny about it, al the little notices tacked there somehow disturbed.

He approached the bulletin board. He reached under it and felt something sticky.

He jammed the ill-lit flashlight into his Sde trouser pocket, hisgun into his belt. He pulled the bulletin
board a an angle from the wall, took the flashlight into hisleft hand and shone it between the bulletin
board and the wall.

Four pieces of masking tape formed the corners of arectangle.

"Anenvelope," he whispered.

He let the bulletin board flop back against the wal with adull thud, the paperstacked to it rustling.

He shut off the flashlight, closed his eyes, then opened them.

She had the Log in an envelope! He shone the light back across the floor to the pieces of nylon cord and
the smeared white adhesive tape. They camein, tied her up, ripped the library apart. The old guy came
in. She crawled over here, cut hersalf loose. Then she grabbed the Log— she'sgonnamail it!

Culhane gtarted to run, jJumping over the glass and the old revolver in the middle of the floor, past the

piles of torn cards and mutilated books and through the double glass doors. He noticed that one of them
was shattered. Shot out?



He raced aong the corridor to the panic-bar-locked doors, jumped over the old watchman and took the
gepstwo at atime, stopping only when the flashlight he shone ahead of him caught something nextto a
haendrail.

A woman's shoe. He picked it up, threw it down. A second shoe— the hedl broken.
Heflashed the light into the street and saw afootprint in a smudge of oil— maybe it was afootprint.

"That way," he rasped, running around the front of the Ford, throwing himsdlf in behind the whed,
gunning the engineto life, tossng the flashlight onto the seet besde him, ill lit.

He cut the whed hard |€ft, accelerating into a Uturn away from the curb. He miscal culated, and theright
front whedl rammed into the curb, up and over it, then down.

Onimpulse hetook the first right, thinking that if he were awoman running, alone, afraid, chased, rather
than attempt afull-out run, he'd try to dodge his pursuers. And Evelyn Collingwood— Ethyl
Chillingsworth— had to have been fleeing.

Culhanetook the first right hard, corrected the whedl and saw alarge square ahead of him. Ethyl
Chillingsworth had been twenty-three years old in 1943; she was now in her sixties. Maybe physicaly fit,
maybe doddering— he didn't know.

Culhane stomped on the brakes and cut the engine. The wiper blades stopped dead hafway acrossthe
stresked windshield. He pulled the keysto avoid the door buzzer's noise and stepped out into therain.

He glanced down across the seat. The old watchman's flashlight was till on.

He reached into his waistband and grabbed the revolver with hisright hand.

A man was hacking at amailbox with a crowbar, then the crowbar was thrown down to the concrete
besi de the blue box with aloud clanging sound, bouncing on the ground. The man leveled akick &t the
box. Culhane noticed that the man'sleft arm was held siffly, and he thought of the six fired cartridge
casesin the pearl-handled revolver. "Good for you, old man," he whispered to the night and therain.
The man who'd used the crowbar was walking back to his car now, apparently obliviousto Culhane's
Ford. The man started to get into the car, and Culhane raised the Smith & Wesson in atwo-handed
hold, aiming toward the man's head through the still-open door, the distance perhapsfifty yards.

But he didn't fire. The car's engine gunned to life, and the car reversed quickly, jumping the curb and
heading across the square toward the mailbox.

"Haly..." Culhane began, the sound of metal crunching againgt metd loud in the night, the mailbox sailing
skyward as the car skidded and stopped.

Culhane gtarted running toward the mailbox shouting, "Freeze— federd officer!”

The man in the car got out and wheded, something visiblein hisright hand. Culhan€e's|eft bicepswas
suddenly burning hot, hisbody punched back and to the lft, hislegs flying out from under him.

Hefél onto the arm, curaing, when another shot from the man beside the car caused a chunk of



pavement to explode beside Culhane's face.

Culhane's |eft arm— dternately numb then throbbing like atoothache— was usdless. Hisright arm
punched toward the man with the silenced pistal, hisfist clenched tight, thefirgt finger drawing through the
trigger double action, the stubby-barreled revolver loud, making his ears ring as the sound reverberated
off the buildings on both sides of the street. He double-actioned the revolver again, the gun bucking
againg the web of hishand.

The man beside the car turned around toward the vehicle. Culhane's pistol— now clear in silhouette from
the reflected glare of the headlights on the puddles dotting the square— discharged once, then again,
gparksflying asthe projectiles hit the hardness of the concrete and ricocheted. Culhane started to firea
third time, but the man beside the car fell forward, his head smacking against the car's roof, and the body
bounced back and sprawled on the concrete.

Therevolver in hisright hand, hisleft hand not working, Culhane pushed himsdf up to hisknees. His
hand was wet and his clothes were soaked. Held falen into apuddle of rainwater. He got hisright knee
up, then hisleft, sumbling forward but keeping his baance.

Hewaswaking— not well, he told himsdlf, but getting onefoot in front of the other.

He had halved the distance to the man and, more important, to the mailbox. Its front was twisted open.
Culhane kept walking.

He stopped beside the body, kicking the pistol away just in case the man wasn't dead. He couldn't bend
well enough to pick it up. He looked a hisarm. The deeve of hisjacket was dark with his own blood.
"Fuckin" wonderful." He glanced down at the pistol the dead man had used: aWather PP. A .22, he
guessed, and apparently no dide lock. Highperformance ammunition was out of the question or he would
have heard the sound as the projectile cracked the sound barrier. He looked at his arm again; whatever
ammunition had been used, it was effective. He walked on to the mailbox and stopped besideit. It was
clearly empty.

If the man who'd shot him had been so determined to break it open, the man couldn't have known it was
empty.

Either Ethyl or Evelyn— or whatever sheredlly called hersdf— il had it, or it wasin the custody of the
U.S. Posta Service.

Nobody'll ever get hold of it that way— it'll just keep floating around because it doesn't have aZip Code
or something. Culhane laughed out loud.

But when he laughed, hisarm hurt more.
The only way to find out what had happened to the Gladstone Log wasto find Ethyl Chillingsworth.

Helooked around the square, trying to judge where the woman might have gone after mailing the Log.
Arbitrarily, he picked a street.

Jeff Culhane started back for his car, clenching histeeth againgt hispain.



Chapter Three

"Thebitch isup there." Sonia pointed across the construction site to the high girders above. "Lookslike
ten stories— probably a skyscraper for this shit town." Shelooked at the two men flanking her. "Wdl?
What are you waiting for?" And she started to run, hearing the two men running after her.

Sheld read dl theinformation on Ethyl Chillingsworth, dl theinformation on Evelyn Collingwood. Ethyl
had been atrack star in high school in the thirties. Evelyn jogged every morning and swam threetimes a
week at the Y MCA pool in the town twenty miles away. Sixty-three years old-she was tough for an old
lady, Soniathought. But it wouldn't do her any good.

Sonia stopped running at the base of the construction elevator; ametd ladder paralleled the shaft. She
shouted, "Ethyl, it won't do you any good to run. We know you mailed the Gladstone L og, Ethyl. We
know you're up there. We're getting the Log back, Ethyl— out of the mailbox. Now we only want one
thing— | want it, Ethyl, you withered bitch! I'm going to kill you, like my father dmost did in 1943—
remember, Ethyl? But | like aknife— you won't like my knife. If you come down, well just shoot you
quick, Ethyl. But if you make me climb dl theway up there...."

She stopped shouting, listening.

There was asound of movement above her, something like metal clanging against metd. "Watch out Joe,
Don— the old broad's tough. Might have ahammer or something and bash your brainsin." She laughed
as she garted up the ladder. They didn't have brains....

She had second-guessed Evelyn Collingwood but had hedged her bet. She'd Ieft Joe at the lowest floor
near the eevator and the ladder, the only ways down. With Don behind her, she climbed the rest of the
way to the top. She broke anail on one of the ladder rungs, Evelyn would pay for thet.

As she stood on the platform she heard the sound of automobile tires below her, wet rubber against wet
pavement, screeching.

"Go back down!" she rasped, turning to Don beside her, watching his square facein the light of adim
bare bulb hanging beside the ladder. "Get Joe down to the ground. If that's a cop, have Joe kill him. |
don't need interference— or witnesses. Get your ass down there! Then get back up herel” She saw little
comprehension in hiseyes, but he started down the ladder. He was good with agun and could fight
acceptably. He followed orders. She redlized she had no right to expect him to be good— looking or
brilliant.

She turned away from the ladder and started across the wooden platform toward the track for the crane.
If Ethyl was up here, Soniafigured, she would have set out across the track to the far side.

"Ethyl," shecaled out in aloud whisper. "Ethyl? | broke anail. Do you know what agood manicure
costs? | mean, aredly good manicure? Thelast time | broke anail waswhen ahorse threw me. Do you
know what | did to that horse, Ethyl?1 cut the tendons behind itsfront legs so it couldn't stand up. Every
timeit tried, it just fell down to itskneesand rolled over in thedirt. It couldn't get to water, couldn't get to
itsgrain. It took the horse four daysto die. | used to go out to the stable and watch it. Do you wonder
what I'm going to do to you, Ethyl? Maybe | can do to you what | did to the horse, and then cut off your
tongue, Ethyl— cut it out of your mouth so you can't scream, can't even beg me to stop hurting you.



Don't come out— I'll find you!" Sonia started across the catwalk, bare bulbs every fifteen or eighteen
feet dong itslength, sniffing for the fear that waited dong itslength in one of the patches of darkness....

Soniawas halfway aong the stretch of catwak when she heard Don's voice caling behind her. "Miss
Steiglitz... —" And there was a gasp from the darkness ahead of her.

"Shut up, Don!" Sonialistened. The sound had been from Ethyl.
"But Miss Steiglitz—" Don ventured.

"What isit?" she snapped. She'd placed the gasp. It came from agirder extending from the catwalk three
feet ahead of her.

"l sent Joe down like you said and he—"

There was agunshot, loud and unsilenced, from amost directly below. Then two more gunshots, then
two more. Sonia Steiglitz held her bresth, listening for more sounds of gunfire; the shots could have been
.38s or .357s— police weaponry. There was another shot, then another and another and another. There
was along pause and two more shots.

She didn't take her eyes from the darkness a the end of the girder. "Don, stay here. If that cop gets past
Joe, kill him— and I mean kill him. Blow his head off." And she Sarted to walk the few stepsto the
girder.

She reached into the shoulder bag she carried and pulled out the knife from the sewn-in sheath. It was
custom-made, the pear-shaped blade nine inchesin length, the lower edge double hollow ground, the
upper edge with serrations like sawteeth acrossit, ending in abroad ricasso on both edges just ahead of
the double quillon brass guard.

Her right hand squeezed the phallus shape of the handle. She started ahead, cooing to Ethyl. "It surprised
you, didn't it?1 thought you knew that my name was Steiglitz. My father'saive— my father'swell, Ethyl.
But you know that. | saw dl the clippings when we searched your house for the Gladstone Log. I'm his
child— all theway. My mother was beautiful— not like you. Y ou wanted him, didn't you? Wanted him
s0 bad that you trusted him. Fool! All he wanted was the Log— never you. We used to laugh about this
homely woman he knew when he wasin the OSS, this WAC. And how she couldn't keep her hands of f
him."

Soniasquinted her eyes against one of the bare bulbs that suddenly went on. She could see Ethyl
Chillingsworth, knees bleeding, stockings ripped. Sonias eyes adjusted to the light. She could see Ethyl
Chillingsworth's hand still near the bulb, see the facefilled with hatred and fear, see tears streaming down
dirt-stained old-lady cheekswrinkled and ruddy with exertion.

"Lial"

SoniaStelglitz laughed.

"Lia— lying bitch!"

Sonialaughed again.



"l hate you!™

Sonias laugh was cut off by gunfire. Six shots, loud, unsilenced, fired in rgpid succession from benesth
her; it would be the policeman.

"And | hate you," Soniawhispered. "My father searched for you. My mother would drink while my father
was out at night looking for you and the damned Gladstone Log. Some nights sheld beat me because she
couldn't love him. | hate you, Ethyl. So eveniif | hadn't broken my nail, evenif you hadn't tried to mail the
Log, | would have carved your heart out. My father's obsession tore mine out along time ago. I'm
twenty-six yearsold. | stopped playing with dolls twenty years ago. | taught myself to hurt things and fed
nothing— al so | could be with him when he looked for you, be with him— be with him, just likeyou
wanted to be. It was never my mother— | don't know if he loved her. It was dways finding you, killing
you after he got the Log. The Log— always finding the Gladstone Log... the power... the power he
wanted. | hate you." She started toward Ethyl Chillingsworth with the knife, the sawtooth edge up to gut
her.

"| trusted him— your father,” Ethyl Chillingsworth shrieked. "Hetried to cheat me, tried to kill me. He
lied when he said he loved me!" Then she turned her back. Sonialunged for it, but the back was gone.
Ethyl was gone.

A loud scream.

There were many more bare bulbs at the base of the construction site— to discourage vandaism, Sonia
deduced. In the glare she could see Ethyl Chillingsworth, see her old body, her dress up to her skinny
hips, something metallic thrusting up through her body bel ow the albdomen, like ahuge penis stabbing
through her.

Dead.
Sonia Steiglitz spat down toward her.

There was more gunfire. The police-type revolver again. Soniaturned away from staring at the prettiness
of Ethyl'simpaement and hurried through the darkness. She moved swiftly aong the length of the ladder,
down toward the sounds of the gunfire, toward the figures she could see below her. Joe's body was
sprawled at the base of the ladder; Don was hiding behind an automobile. A man, hisleft arm stained
dark, crouched near the ladder, near Joe's body, arevolver belching tongues of fire held in hisright hand.
She stopped her descent; she could see him, but he didn't see her. Perfect.

Even though she saw him crouching, she guessed he wastall. The shoulders were broad under the coat.
Brown hair reflected gold and red in the bare bulb light cast over his, head from above. Clean-shaven as
he turned hisface for an instant, the features were strong, the chin prominent.

She couldn't tell the color of hiseyes.
She perched on the ladder twenty feet above him. With al the gunfire, with Ethyl's screaming, there
would be more police soon. At least she assumed this man with the handsome face and the wounded | eft

arm was a policeman.

She had replaced the knife in her shoulder bag, disappointed.



She reached into the bag again and removed a Walther PPK/S .380. She'd put wooden gripson it to
make it prettier. Her left thumb worked the dide-mounted safety up and off. She amed straight below
her, firing.

The man who might be a policeman lurched away from the ladder, faling to thedirt, firing up at her. She
tucked back against the ladder for protection.

Don was up, running amost directly below her. The policeman or whoever hewasrolled in thedirt,
raising hisgun, firing it once, then once again. Don went down, rolling once, arms splayed from hissides.
Hedidn't moveagan.

She fired downward at the policeman, seeing the bullet kick up dirt near his head.
Heraised hisrevolver; there was a click, another click, and another.
He was up on his knees, then to hisfeet, running.

Shefired after him. He stumbled, lurched forward, but he kept running. He made the car— a Ford—
and was ingde it when shefired again, hearing the bullet ricochet off the roof.

The car wasin motion. Shefired at the windshield, seeing the glass spiderweb, seeing the car beneath her
flick-turn, U-turn and head away from her. Shefired after it, not seeing if her bullet had impacted. The
car was heading toward the chain-link fence. Shefired again. The rear window was hit, but the car burst
through the fence into the night.

"Fuck you!" she cdled after it, then shrieked,

"Fuck you!"

Chapter Four

Josh Culhane leaned back from the typewriter, searching the littered desk to hisleft, finding the
half-empty pack of unfiltered Pall Malls. He picked it up, shook out a cigarette and looked at the pagein
the machine. He found the gray Bic lighter and rolled the striking whed under hisright thumb. Cupping
the lighter— unnecessarily, redlly, for there was no wind in his office except occasondly from the air
conditioner, and that wasn't on— he poked the brand-name end of the cigarette into the flame.
Adventure heroes dwayslit that part of the cigarettefirst, so you burned away the name and someone
following you couldn't tell you'd been where you'd been just because you smoked a certain brand of
cigarettes. He wasn't an adventure hero, he thought and smiled, but he wrote about one. Just as good—
amog.

Culhane inhaed the smoke deep into hislungs, reading aloud as he exhaed, "' Sean Dodge kept hisway
through the treelin€ " He picked up a bluecapped pen, changed kept to crept, then continued to read.
""The stainless Detonics Scoremaster .45 was held in hisright fist asif in avise. He swalowed hard.
Colby was out there, and Colby had a sun gun.” He picked up the pen again, changed sun gun to sub
gun and kept reading. "'And amusette bag full of grenades. Dodge's .45 had a half-empty magazine, and
al the spareswere empty. If Colby wonit dl, if Colby and his sub gun and his grenadeswon it, the hole



thing— " He picked up the pen again and added a w to hole.

He leaned back, stubbing out the cigarette.

Helit another Pall Mall, and the telephone rang.

Josh Culhane started to reach for it, glancing at the luminous black face of the Rolex Sea Dwdler he
wore. He dways thought of it asluminous because he labeled it that way in his series. Sean Dodge wore
onejus likeit.

And it wasluminous. It was adso 11:43, give or take.

Maybe it was his agent, Jarry, though it was only 8:43 in Los Angeles. " Josh, your publisher just called
me— wants to know where the hell the last Six chapters are. They weren't with the manuscript. Josh,
wherethehel are they?' But Jerry never talked like that; he was pretty even-tempered.

Culhanetook off his glasses and picked up the phone. Thefina six chapters were waiting for the last ten
pages of the fight scene between Sean Dodge and Colby, the n."Yeah?| mean, Josh Culhane."
He shook his head. He wastired. He never answered atelephone just saying 'Y eah.” He thought it was
boorish.

He recognized the voice when he heard the first word. The voice was aduplicate of his, just like the face,
the build, the hair color, the brown eyes, everything about him except amole on his chest. It was his
identica twin brother, Jeff.

"Josh— that you?'

He scowled into the phone's receiver. "Who the hell do you think it is? | sound just like you, don't I?"
"Listen, kid, gottatalk fast—"

Josh Culhane hated it when Jeff Culhane cdled him kid. It wasn't hisfault he had been born one minute
and thirty-eight seconds after his"older” brother.

"What isit, Jeff— | got work to do.”

"I'minbig trouble, kid. | needya."

"Bullshit."

"Listen, I've been shot three times, Josh— no shit.”

Culhane laughed into the receiver, lighting another cigarette. "Bullshit, Jeff. If you've been shot, cdll the
copsor the FBI or the CIA. Call the CIA, Jeff."

Hisbrother wasin the CIA.
"Shut up, will ya? Thisisan openline”

"Most linesare open lines, Jeff. Look, | got back from Egypt three days ago. | got termind jet lag, and |



got ten pages or so to go before | get Sean Dodge's latest out of the machine.”
"Get yoursdlf aword processor,” Jeff said, then coughed.

"Wouldn't go with my rough tough macho image— you know, the unfiltered cigarettes, the manua
typewriter, the .45."

"Y eah— get yoursdlf aporkpie hat and adinky secretary. But thisisno shit, Josh. | got mysdlf shotinthe
leftarm.”

"l don't careif you say you got shot in the left ball. Stop by for a drink— tomorrow. And stop wasting
taxpayers money on crank phonecals."

"Dammit, Josh! Youretheonly onel canturnto.”

"Y ou've been readin’ too many of my books."

"That crap? Hell— comic books are better. But | can't call the Company— there's nobody now | can
trust.” Jeff coughed again, and Josh Culhane pulled his ear away from the receiver for an ingtant. "The
only one. Can't trust my business associates.”

Josh Culhane fdt the corners of his mouth turn down. "Come on."

"Hey, no shit, kid, I'm hurt bad, got somebody on my tail. Croaked three of ‘em, but the dame picked up
some more recruits— picked up my tail about thirty minutes ago. | lost ‘'em— no telling for how long,
"Aww, come on— for Christ's sake, Jeff!"

"Ever hear of the Gladstone Log?"

"Y eah, it'sahappy piece of petrified wood. Of course | never heard of some Gladstone Log."

"They want it. And they want me 'cause | know too much."

"Aww, geez, Jeff."

"Look, kid, I'm cdlin'it dl in— dl thefavors, dl the years, Josh."

"Favors? Like thetimein high school you took my biology test and flunked it for me? Like—"

"Ligten, | meanit, kid. Y ou're my brother."

"What do you want?' Josh Culhane asked him flatly.

"Y ou know the way up to Helen from your place on the lake?"

"Yeah, | know theway."

"Okay. There's a service gtation across from a bank that looks like afunera parlor. I'll meet yathere."



"Hey, that'sforty-five minutesfrom here, man."

"Bring agun or two for yoursdf, Josh— some of that fancy crap you like— and bring me abox or two
of .38s, plusPs."

"What— government on an austerity kick?"

"Shut up and do as | ask, huh? Come on— for mom, okay?"

Josh Culhane sneered. "Don't give me ‘for mom,’ Jeff."

"L ook, life-and-death time, kid." A cough. "Drivin' awhiterented Ford LTD."

Theline clicked deed.

Josh Culhane stared at the receiver for an ingtant, then dammed it down. Another practical jokein along
line of practical jokes, aimost three and a half decades of practical jokes. He picked up his coffee. It was
cold.

He picked up hiscigarette. Thetip had falen off and it was out.

"Damnt”

He stood up, pushing the ancient Underwood away on the gray metal typing table, the pages on the left
sdefaling to the floor, the whites and the yellow carbons getting mixed up. "Dammit!”

Helooked at the telephone.

He bent over to pick up his pages. Only ten or so more to go, and the book, number seventeenin a
sevries featuring Sean Dodge caled The Takers, would be done.

"Aww, hell!" He grabbed the cigarette pack and the lighter and walked to his office door, through the
doorway and acrossthe cedar A-framé'sliving room to the open staircase. Hetook the stairsthree at a
time

"Stupid!" he shouted. "L etting your brother con you again. Stupid! Y ou damned stupid...."

He turned into his bedroom. He kicked off his rubber thongs, opened the right-hand diding door of the
closet and faced arack of dresses, blouses, dacks and a dozen pairs of women's shoes and boots.
"Mulrooney—" he did the door shut with a vengeance "— hasn't lived with mefor five months and
twelve days and she il leaves her suff here. " He opened the left-hand door.

He reached down to the bottom of the closet, found a pair of brown Tony Llama cowboy boots,
dropped into asquat on the floor and pulled them on.

He stood up, then pulled his jeans down over the boot tops, looking from side to side, angry.

He reached into the top drawer of his dresser. It wasn't there.



He walked back to the closgt.
It wasn't on the top shelf. "Office," hetold himsdif.

Helooked on the hook in the closet and found the black shoulder holster— a Cattle Baron Leather
Black Marauder— and carried it in hisleft hand, hitting the light switch out with hisright as heleft the
bedroom.

He descended the stairs two at atime, and stomped back into his office. The Detonics Scoremaster was
on the mantelpiece of the office fireplace. He took it down, dropping the Cattle Baron shoulder rig on the
chair nearest him.

He tossed the magazine onto the chair, jacking back the dide. The chamber was empty.

Helet the dide run forward, picking up the magazine, counting the seven rounds there through the witness
holes, whacking the spine of the magazine into the palm of hishand, and jamming it into the
Scoremaster's butt. He jacked back the dide again, running it forward, upping the ambidextrous safety.

"Holster." Helooked around, remembering where held put it. He dipped the .45 into the holster and
garted to ding it across his shoulders as he killed the office light and walked out. " Safe," hetold himself.
He walked across the great room to the large closet. He opened the door and started working the
combination to the safeinside. "Why'd | get adumb-ass brother with arotten sense of humor? Huh?
Why me?* And he looked up at the ceiling.

There was no answer he could discern.
Hefinished diaing the combination, wrenched the handle and swung the safe door open.

Josh Culhane and his brother had grown up liking guns and shooting. Jeff had beenin Army Intelligence
during Vietnam, switched to the Green Berets and joined the CIA after the war. Josh gave achild apony
ride when he was ateenager, had falen, and had didocated his shoulder. He'd didocated his shoulder
severd times after that and was disqudified from military service,

Josh Culhane reached into the safe and found two boxes of Federa .38 Specid 158-grain lead
hollowpoint plus Ps. He assumed his brother was carrying aModel 19.

He sat the boxes down outside the safe on the floor.

He reached into abin, pulling out the Milt Sparks Six-Pack with Six Detonics Scoremaster magazinesin
it— al empty— and two boxes of .45 ACP, 185-grain jacketed hollowpoints. "Damned foolishness," he
murmured.

He set these down beside the .38s, then took the two Detonics 8-round spare magazines— they stuck
out alittle at the bottom of the Scoremaster— and dropped them into the side pockets of hisjeans.
These magazines were |oaded.

He closed the safe, picked up the magazines and ammo and walked across the living room to the coffee
table. He set them down, rolled down his deeves, secured the shoulder rig to hisbelt and took afresh
pack of cigarettesfrom the coffee table. He picked up the things, walked to the hal closet and got his
brown leather bomber jacket.



"Walet, keys, money." He waked back into his office, found the light switch, got hiswallet, hiskeysand
hismoney clip, then killed the light and walked to the front door. He navigated the opening, switched off
the lights, closed the door, then walked around to the driveway. He hadn't garaged the Firebird.

Hefound the keys, juggling the ammo and magazines, and opened the white Trans Am's driver'sside
door.

He did behind the whed and threw the ammo and spare magazinesinto the passenger seat beside him.

He rammed the key into the ignition. He knew where to drive to. He wastired. His brother was playing
another lousy practical joke. HeEd punch him out. But what if he was redly shot?

Josh Culhane threw the transmission into gear and laid rubber out of the A-frame's driveway.
It would be dow going— not much over fifty— until he was away from the lake.
But then he could open it up.

A gas gation across from abank that looked like afuneral home not far from Helen, Georgia, could be
reached alot more quickly at eighty.

Chapter Five

Hethanked God it was his |eft leg the woman had hit. HEd caught sight of her in the instant held tried
firing up a her; it was a stupid, amateur reaction, not counting his shots. He smiled at himsdlf despite the
pain as he cranked the Ford's steering whedl gently right into the curve along the mountain road. All the
training, dl the smulations, nothing prepared you for the real thing even when you'd experienced theredl
thing— combat— more often than you wanted to remember.

In Vietnam he'd been wounded twice and nearly captured by the V.C. once, but held pulled it out of the
fire

Jeff Culhane nodded to himsdlf. I'll pull this one out, too. His brother would come with some ammo, with
that fast ports car of his, with one of hisfancy gunsto back him up. He amiled, thinking of hiskid
brother. He tried remembering just how much difference there was between himsdf and histwin,
cranking the whed |€eft out of the curve and accel erating down the straightaway. Thinking about his
brother kept him from thinking about the pain in hisleft leg, the pain in hisleft arm, about the burning
gouge acrossthe top of hisright shoulder. But at least hisright arm moved.

Jeff Culhane wondered what it would be like to fight beside hisbrother in ared fight. They'd fought
plenty in the old days, he remembered— sometimes each other, sometimes together against another
bunch of kids. They dwayswon.

Josh was into tae kwon do these days, he remembered, and his brother was good at it, too. Hewasa
good shooter, not in competition, but agood combat shooter. They had gotten together eight months
earlier— or was it nine, maybe ten— and spent afew days at the cabin; they'd done alot of shooting.



He laughed out loud, thinking about his kid brother. He was one of the most successful men's
action-adventure writersin the English language. Aside from the sports car, the guns, the big cedar
Aframe on thelake, Josh spent practically every dime he earned on traveling around the world, living out
his adventures. Hadn't Josh said he was just back from Egypt? Jeff laughed. HEd heard about Josh and
his"research. "

He decided that he'd talk to hiskid brother, try to straighten him out. Running around the world chasing
after danger just to fill up his damned books was crazy.

But the kid had done some neat stuff.

There was one of those yelow signswith the squiggly line showing asuccession of curves. He dowed the
Ford ashe started into it. Lightsin the mirror— fast-moving lights.

"Aww, shit," he snarled, somping on the accelerator alittle more despite the curve.
Helost the lights, cranking the whed hard | eft, then hard right, hearing histires screeching as he took the
curvetoo fast. But he held it. Josh wasn't the only onewho could drive acar fast. The rain was starting

more heavily now....

He wondered about the Log. To whom had Ethyl Chillingsworth mailed it? Had she jumped from the top
of the congtruction site, or had she been pushed by the woman who'd shot a him?

Hed only caught aglimpse of the woman; she was beadtiful. It had to be Sonia Steiglitz.

He shook his head, exhaling hard against the pain, whedling out of acurve and into astraightaway. He
glanced up at the rearview mirror— the lights again, brights, coming up fast. They grew larger ashe
watched them.

"Wonderful," he muttered. All he had |eft for the Modd 19 was two rounds besides the six aready in the
cylinder,

The headlights were growing larger. It had to be Steiglitz's and Sonias organization— it had to be.

He studied the shadowy roadside. He was maybe ten minutes from the gas station across from the bank
building in the middle of nowhere. They'd been raised in Illinois, but Josh had moved to Georgia many
years ago. Jeff had spent so much time with him since then that he knew north Georgiaamost aswell as
he knew the south side of Chicago where they were born.

Ten minutes.

The car was coming up fast, and Jeff Culhane accelerated to evadeit. If he could stay ahead until Josh
showed, with two carsthey could get the pursuit car into abox.

Hetried moving hisleft arm, but aflood of pain washed over him, making him suddenly cold. He shook
his head to clear it, breething in shallow gasps, trying again to move hisarm.

He got the arm up high enough to hold the bottom of the steering whed.



He reached down to the CB radio. Hed inssted it be installed in the rental car when held had the
resdent agent in Atlantaset it up for him. He flicked it on. Maybe Josh was close enough to hear him. He
switched to Channdl 19. "Breaker breaker for Kid Brother, thisis Jeff. Come back.” Only Static.
"Breaker breaker for Kid Brother, thisis Jeff. Come back, dammit!" Only gtatic, and the pursuit car was
cdosngin.

Hisright hand till free, he picked up the Modd 19 from the seat beside him, not bothering to check the
cylinder. He knew how many it held.

He raised the revolver across his chest toward the window, which was almost closed.

He nodded to himsdlf, setting down the revolver, switching hisright hand al the way across his body and
twisting dightly in the driver's seet so he could reach the window handle. The top of hisright shoulder
suddenly burned horribly....

He cranked the window halfway down and that was good enough.

The pursuit car was closer now, lessthan ahundred yards behind him, the high beams blinding him when
he glanced into the rearview mirror.

Culhane grabbed hisrevolver again. The pursuit car would come up dongside.

Hisright fist baled on the 19's grips.

The pursuit car's lights flooded the passenger compartment now. He squinted against the reflection on the
interior of hiswindshield, hearing alow whistling sound as air was pushed through the spiderweb
cracking in the upper left portion of the glass where the woman had shot a him.

In the upper right portion of the rear window, therewasasimilar bullet hole.

The pursuit car was nearly alongside him, but he had to be sure. Maybeit was just acrazy fast driver;
maybe it wasn't Sonia Steiglitz. He cut the whed hard right, then hard | eft, accelerating. Then something
that sounded like a cannon— a sawed-off shotgun, he guessed— blew away the glass behind himin the
passenger window. Culhane felt the glass spray across his shoulders and the bare back of his neck
benegth his hairline and above his open collar.

He rammed the Modd 19 out the window, firing once asthe car evened with him again, hearing
something like a curse on the wind of the dipstream. Maybe held hit someone.

The pursuit car dropped back.

Culhanefdt agrin spread across hisface,

Flooring the accelerator, he set the revolver on the seat beside him. He picked up the CB microphone.
"Breaker breaker for Kid Brother. The pizzas hittin' the fan, Josh, help me. Come back.”

Static.



Chapter Six

Lessthan amileto the gas station now, Josh Culhane told himsdlf.

He switched on the CB radio. He aways kept it on Channd 19 unless he was driving in convoy with
someone, and then they'd pick alittle-used frequency, like Channel 14 or 10.

Static.

A voice. "Breaker bresker for Kid Brother. Where the hell are you, Josh? I've got a pursuit vehicle on
my tail. They've got a sawed-off shotgun that's blowing out my windows! Come back!"

Josh Culhane picked up the microphone, looked at it and took a deep breath. " Shove the Kid Brother
handle— and cut out the practica jokes. Some cop'll hear you and think somebody'sredlly shooting at
you. Come back."

"Josh, hurry it up— thisisno joke! For God's sake!"”

Josh Culhane clicked his push-to-talk button severd timesto interrupt his brother.

"Look, man, I'm here, al right?'Y ou can cut the joke now— you suckered me."

His brother was doing the same thing with histalk button. Josh Culhane let his up.

"Y ou have to take over. They're gonna get me— my gun's empty. Can't reload and drive— maybe |
canbut don't trust anyone...." Josh Culhane smiled at that. Don't trust the eterna practical joker, Jeff.
"Ethyl Chillingsworth— she's dead in Ventnor, Georgia— cdled hersdf Evelyn Callingwood. Red name
was Chillingsworth. Worked in the library in Ventnor. She had the Gladstone Log."

Josh Culhane murmured to himsdf. "Gladstone Log, my ass.”

"Ethyl mailed it to someone tonight just before she died. Watch out for anyone named Steiglitz, kid—
especidly adame named Sonia. Find the Gladstone Log somehow, Josh— and watch out for
Steiglitz—" Therewas aloud, roaring sound, and Josh Culhane saw awhite Ford on the opposite side of
theroad just past the gas Sation, aflash of flame dying from the window of acar flanking it on the
driver'sside.

The white car— his brother's car>— was starting off the edge of the road, amost in dow motion. Josh
Culhane hit his brakes, down— shifting fast, letting the car skid into the oncoming laneto take a straight
line across the bow of the curve and toward the white car. He snatched at the cocked and locked
Scoremaster in the shoulder rig under hisjacket.

Thevoice of his brother crackled on the CB radio: "Josh, | loveya, kid—"

Static. The white car shot over the edge of the road, gone from sight, the car beside it veering into the
righthand lane.

Static. A firebal burst up from beyond the edge of the road, black and yellow and orange againgt the



black sky, the colors distorted through the rain washing across Josh Culhane's windshield, through the
tearswashing across his eyes.

Thedatic died.

Josh Culhane threw open the driver's Side door of the Trans Am, haf faling out, the Detonics
Scoremadter in hisright figt, the car that had flanked his brother's car even with him now.

Hisright thumb wiped down the safety. He saw awoman'sface in the car and what looked like a
sawedoff shotgun being raised. "Bitch!" He screamed the word through histears, firing the .45 once, then
again and again and again, hearing glass shattering from the car, seeing along tongue of flamein the
darkness beyond the rim of his headlights, hearing aroar, feding chunks of pavement pelting a hislegs
and feet. Hefired the .45 again and again, the dide locked open. The car cut through the gas station lot
across from the funny-looking bank, then was gone around the curve.

He Started to run, working the dide stop down on the pistol, ramming it ingde his blue jeans, reaching the
edge of the road. The car below him was washed in flames. He started down the embankment, not
seaing dearly, thetearsin his eyes mixing with the rain pouring down.

A figurelike aburning scarecrow was coming from the car, the sticks that were arms and the torches that
were handswaving horribly.

Then an anima scream.

Josh Culhane hurled himsdlf down the embankment, rolling, catching his clothesin the thorns, tackling the
flaming stick man with his own body, dapping out the flames that caught at his jeans, scooping up
handfuls of dirt, smothering the flameswith the dirt and with hisown body. " Jeff— Jeff!"

The screaming stopped.

He smothered the flames with his jacket, though he had no memory of ripping the jacket from his
shoulders.

The face was blackened, puffed, dmost inhuman, with acrack for amouth. He bent his own faceto the
distorted face and voice of his brother.

"Gotta...gotta get...the Gladstone Log," and then something that sounded like alaugh. "Kid... kid—"
The head that he cradled in hishands, his skin gticking to the burned flesh, sagged back.
Josh Culhane, on hisknees, his hands blistered, his eyes streaming tears, the rain now atorrent from the

total blackness of the sky, cradled his brother Jeff in hisarms. He swalowed hard, talk hurting him,
making him choke. "Kid...."

Chapter Seven

"Thisisredly dumb." Her hands reached out along the front of her skirt, pedling back the wet fabric from



her thighs.
She threw up her hands and arose from the raised flat tombstone sheld been sitting on.

She looked down at the dab, then fished insde her massive shoulder bag to find her lighter and
cigarettes. Shelit aSdem, the cigarette already wet. She bent her head to shield the cigarette from the
rain, but her hair only streamed water down across her face, making the cigarette wetter. She stubbed it
out, then dropped into a crouch beside the headstone, her skirt dragging in the mud.

Cupping her hands around the lighter— Josh Culhane had hooked her on the Bic disposables— shetried
to use the flame to read the words on the tombstone she'd been sitting on.

It read Beecher— nothing e se. "Sounds like you had an interesting life," shetold the grave.
She stood up, looking to her right. Cletus Ball was bending over agrave about twenty yards from her,
moving his tape recorder over the earthen mound— it was afresh grave— and then findly setting it

down. Helooked up. In the glow of hisflashlight, she could see hisface. "Miss Mulrooney, could you
bring the second tape recorder from the car, please?’

"The second tape recorder from the car? The car that's al the way back there?" She pointed to the edge
of the cemetery about a hundred yards distant.

"Yes, pleasg, if you could, Miss Mulrooney.”

"The second tape recorder,” she said again. "Sure, why not." And to herself as she started acrossthe
cemetery, the rain drowning her, "Why not— lovely night for awalk through a cemetery, anyway." Her
clothes were soaked, and she tugged at her skirt so she could walk better. "Dumb, very dumb, M.F.—
graveside recordings of the dead speaking from beyond the grave— very dumb, dumb, M.F."

She kept walking, tripping on aheadstone and fdling into the mud. "Ohh, thisis just wonderful. Geez!"
"MissMulrooney, areyou dl right?'

She picked hersalf up, shook some of the excess mud from her clothes and wiped her hand across her
face. She didn't worry about smudging her makeup. It had washed away an hour ago. She looked back
acrossthe graveyard. "Yes, I'm just fine, Mr. Ball— just tripped.”

"The—ahh...."

"The second tape recorder. | know— I'll getit, Mr. Ball." She stepped into aholefilled with muddy
water, the hole degp enough and the water high enough to dosh inside her right boot. Now her right foot
squished as shewaked. "Terrific, M.F. Way to go, beautiful "

She stopped beside the car and could see the tape recorder on the front seat, but the door was locked.
Cletus Bal presumably had the key, since they'd driven to the cemetery in his car. She closed her eyes
and leaned her head againgt the roof of the car for amoment. Then she turned around, blinking her eyes
againgt the torrents of rain and tried to keep her voice even. "It'slocked, Mr. Ball. The car islocked.”

She could see hisflashlight, not hisface. She heard his voice— high-pitched for aman's. "I have the key



right here, Miss Mulrooney. Should I—"

"No, you just go right on recording from that grave over there, Mr. Bdl. I'll come and get the key.
Coming!" She forced asmile. The amileleft her as now her left boot filled with water as she stepped into
adeep puddle at the cemetery road's edge....

She stood beside him, her clothes so heavy she wasn't certain she could move. The hedls of her boots
had sunk into the mud; she thought she'd be trapped there beside Cletus Ball forever.

Therain was even heavier now.

"Thisisagood night for thiskind of work, Miss Mulrooney,” Ball said, looking up at her across the beam
of hisflashlight. Thelight from below made his skinny, bony face seem dmost ghoulish.

He moved the flashlight to look at his watch. "Almost time for the dead to speak to us, Miss Mulrooney.”

Shelicked her lips. They felt cracked, but more lipstick would have washed off in ten seconds,
congdering the force of therain. "That'sgood, Mr. Bdl," shetold him.

She wasn't wearing awatch; she hated wearing watches. Where was Culhane and his Rolex diver's
watch when she redlly needed him?

"Not around," she said doud.
"What was that, Miss Mulrooney?'

"Nothing— nothing, Mr. Ball." She opened her purse and found her lighter and cigarettes. At least the
pack wasn't too wet. Shetook out a cigarette, hesitated before lighting it, then pulled her brown leather
coat up over her head to shidd her face againg therain. " Do you think the dead would mind if |
smoked?'

Bdl sared at her. Therain was a curtain between them. I don't think the dead would mind, Miss
Mulrooney."

She nodded to him, lighting the Sdlem. " Glad to hear that,” she said.

* * %

Soniawatched her father. He was sixty— yet tdl, Sraight, muscular with his shirt off. Today heworea
shirt and an open gray cardigan, his hands stuffed into the hip pockets of his black dacks as he stared
away from her and out the window across the patio and toward the rolling pastureland. There was il
shadow visible, the night barely gone. The sound of water dripping from the leaves of the trees outside
came through the open study doors, but the rain had stopped and the sky— what Sonia could see of it
from the leather padded armchair in which she was curled up— looked blue.

He turned around, saying nothing. She watched his gray eyes, adeeper gray than the slver of the thick
hair on his head.

He stopped and took his hands from his pockets. Her eyes followed him, then her body turned around to
present itself straight on to him as he came from behind the chair and leaned toward her, his hands—



firm, large, bony fingered— resting casudly on the arms of the chair.

"Y ou fucked up, Sonia. I'm gravely disappointed.” Hisvoice was even, low, almost musical. He sounded
like an operatic baritone.

[—
"Fether... 1—"

"Y ou tried? Has trying ever been good enough, Sonia? Haven't | taught you that trying means nothing
unlessthe end result istota success? Haven't | taught you that, Sonia?"

"Yes, but—"

"But what, Sonia?' He stood and looked away from her, staring at the rows of bookshelveslining the
wall behind his desk that held the classcs aswell as reference works in science, mathematics and
linguidtics

"WdI?' Hisvoicewaschill.

She curled up tighter in the chair. "I'm sorry, father... I...."

Heturned to face her. "I should beat you with my belt theway | did when you misbehaved asachild.
Y ou've ruined everything— everything!"

"I'm... don't—"
"Why? Tell mewhy not!" He stared at her. She watched his belt through the open front of his swveeter.
"l... | did what—"

"What | said?Hardly." He turned away from her again and sat behind the massive, ornately carved desk.
He splayed hisfingers across the green blotter. ™Y ou were to bring Ethyl Chillingsworth to me, and bring
the Gladstone Log to me. Y ou caused Ethyl Chillingsworth to die. The policeman you followed and
thought you killed after you picked up more men? He wasn't a policeman. He was Jeffrey Culhane, a
case officer with the Company. Y ou lost the Gladstone L og to the United States Postal Service. How
elsewould you term it, Sonia, but that you fucked up and badly. Irreparably, if it weren't for my contacts,
my abilities. What will you do when someday I'm dead? Cringein your chair? Go out and butcher your
horse because he caused you to bresk afingernail? What? Tell me!™

She pushed herself up from the chair and moved around to the side of his desk, dropping to her knees at
hisfeet. Sherested her forehead against hisright knee and cried. "I'm sorry... please... I'm sorry...."

He said nothing.
She sniffed back her tears and raised her head, her hands folded in her 1ap as she knelt beside him.

"Please, father?"



He pushed his swivel chair back from the desk, rising and looking down &t her.

"Will tears repair the damage that your violence and stupidity have caused?| hardly think so," hetold her
coldly, moving gtill farther away from her. She stayed on her knees, not wanting to rise, her hands il
folded in her lap, her eyes cast down again so she couldn't see him. But she listened to hisvoice. "I
cannot alow my anger to cloud judgment at thistime. Well determine your punishment at alater date,
Sonia. | have waited more than forty yearsfor the Log. | can wait alittle longer.” Shefindly looked up,
findly ableto hold back her tears.

She stood, but stayed beside his desk.

"Possbilities," he said, walking toward the open study doors, not looking at her. "Possibilities— yes.
Firdt, aprocess of dimination, Sonia— elementary logic. She would not have mailed the Gladstone Log
to the CIA or to any other government agency. Asyou indicated and as | had aready strongly
suspected, she had followed my career. Though she knew | was forced to resign from the Company, she
would surely have suspected that | have strong contacts within the CIA, FBI and NSA.... "

"Yes, father," Soniasad.

"Yes, shefollowed my career snce London. | criticizeyou,” he said, turning away from her, "but if | had
killed her in 1943, taken the Log from her, thiswould al have been settled. The world would be vastly
different thanitis." For thefirgt timethat day, snce her return at four that morning, he smiled. " She came
to me with six pages of Latin— copied in her own hand— and couldn't read aword of it. | know I've
told you this story ahundred times, but | trandated those six pages. Her great-uncle, Henry
Chillingsworth, had written them. And | redlized what that stupid woman possessed and that eveniif I'd
trandated it for her, she wouldn't have understood it— not adamned word of it." He laughed.

"Possbilities," he said again. "She might have sent it to hersdlf at aposta drop box under aname other
than Evelyn Callingwood."

"My men are checking into that,” Soniasaid quickly, her voicelow. If he heard her, there was no way
shecould tell.

"She might have mailed it to one of the large newspapers, or perhaps one of the really good small ones,”
he continued. "Perhaps a scientific ingtitution. | have agreat deal of work ahead of me on the telephone,
favorsto reclam. The port areas will need to be monitored— likely spots where alarge expedition might
be mounted, assuming whoever trandatesit has sufficient knowledge to understand itsimportance. And
San Rafagl— it must be watched from today on, until thereisaresolution to this."

He built a cathedrd of hisfingers againgt his forehead as he looked past her. She could seethat hiseyes
weren't seeing her. "It isvery likely, yes, that the first concrete lead will surface thereif we are unableto
intercept it. Before the time and expense of the expedition, San Rafadl will be searched. For all her
supidity, Ethyl had acertain ingtinct for surviva; she would have sent the Log to someone with the
knowledgeto useit. And today isn't 1943, of course— science movesrapidly. Even if the authenticity of
the Log were doubted by itsrecipient, still—" hewasthinking out loud, she redlized "— the recipient
would haveto verify San Rafad at the very least. That isthe key— theidand.”

Her father, Jeremiah Steiglitz, moved his hands from hisforehead, a smile settling on hisface. Thelook of
pleasure was quickly displaced by afrown ashe saw her.



"Clean yoursdlf up. Put on adress— anything besides those awful black jump suitsyou like. My daughter
can't look like something the cat dragged in. Y our hair— just look at yoursdf inamirror.” Hewalked
past her, through the open double doors, and disappeared into the hallway.

She stood up, walked across the room to the mirror and obeyed her father: shelooked at hersalf. Her
blue eyeswere clear, the whites red-tinged. She waswith him again.

Chapter Eight

"Rats," she snarled, the right front whed bumping hard against the curb as she nosedived into the parking
gpacein Athens, Georgia. She hauled the yellow Mustang's transmission into reverse, her clothes sticking
to her again. She pulled her skirt away from her legs; it was till sodden. Shelooked over her shoulder,
backing the Mustang, stepping on the brake, the car bouncing, stopping. She pulled up on the
console-mounted emergency brake, leaving the stick in neutra, then cut the ignition.

She glanced into the Sideview mirror. There was a bregk in the early-morning traffic and she took it,
amogt jumping out of the car, damming the door, running around the front of the Mustang and then
easing her pace as she started to the curb.

She stopped beside the parking meter and looked at it distrustfully. She started to open her shoulder bag,
then looked up and down the street for ameter attendant or acop. A girl, a college-student type, was
daring a her.

M.F. Mulrooney looked down at herself. Her boots were wet and mud stained, and she was sure they
werefilthy al theway to their tops, which she couldn't see because of her skirt. That was mud stained,
too, the once gray-green color now splotched with brown and dark in places where it was till wet.

She brushed at the matching green top; it was saturated.

Sheran her hand through her hair. Sheld combed it out in the car, but it was still soaking wet. She picked
up adark brown strand and looked at it. It felt like overcooked spaghetti. Shelet go of her hair and
looked at the curious student. "Bitch,” she whispered, then she walked away from the parking meter.
Sheld beinand out in ahurry.

Shetook the stepstwo at atime, running, going through the metal-framed door and into the lobby. A
sgn, yellow with black print, read, Caution— Wet Floors. Shefdt herself smile. Might aswell be wet—
at least nobody'll notice my footprints. She walked aong to the side, where the post-office boxes were,
diggingin her pursefor her keys, feding the ring, finding the wafer-thin post-office-box key, inserting it
into the lock and opening the box.

A card with Hallmark embossed on the flap of the envelope. Typed, the name on the address read, Miss
Mary Frances Mulrooney; it was from her mother. She stuffed the card into her purse. A check— she
smiled and ripped it open— from her publisher via her agent, minus the ten percent. She glanced at the
note: "Dear M.F., | am pleased to enclose...." She skipped the rest, looked at the amount he was
pleased to enclose and compared it to his check. She dropped the envelope and the note into her purse,
putting the check into the pocket of her skirt. Then bills— she filed these in the purse. Fan mail wasfiled



there, aswdl.

A big envelope— no return address. She looked at the postmark: Ventnor, Georgia. "Big letter bomb,"
she muttered and tried Stuffing it into her purse; it would fit only partway. She noticed the postmark
date— the previous night.

She closed the post-office box, holding on to her keys, knowing sheld never find them in her purse with
al thejunk init, then exited the post-office building and started down the steps— one a atimethis
time— and stopped.

A woman police officer or meter maid— most likely the latter since the woman didn't wear agun— was
standing beside the Mustang. Mulrooney started to run toward her. "Hey... hey, lady...." She stopped
running as the woman turned around to face her.

The meter maid ripped aticket from ablack leather citation book and smiled. "Merry Christmas,” she
chirped, then walked down to the next hapless vehicle.

Mulrooney looked at the ticket and looked at the meter maid. " And Happy New Y ear to you, lady."

She stuffed the ticket into her purse along with the letters and the card from her mother and the mangled
manilaenvelope from Ventnor, Georgia

She crossed in front of the Mustang, waited for a break in the traffic, and made it to the door. She
opened it and dipped behind the whed, trying to unwind her wet clothes from her legs. She reached into
the pocket of her skirt and found the check. "Bank," she murmured. There was apen in her purse, but
she knew sheld never find it. It would be bad enough finding her checkbook to get adeposit dip.

She leaned across the center console, noticed the meter maid watching her. "Go ahead and give me
another ticket," she muttered, and opened the glove compartment. Parking tickets— more than she could
count with no deep and no breskfast and no shower. The revolver Culhane had given her and taught her
how to shoot. A pen. Sheleft the tickets and the Smith & Wesson .38 and took the pen.

She looked at the tickets again.

She reached back into the glove compartment, took out the ticketsin fistfuls and stuffed them into her
purse. Once she cashed the check she'd be flush again, anyway. She took the gun and stuffed that into
her purse, too. She had put it into the glove compartment the previous night in case Cletus Ball had more
than dead bodies on his mind. He hadn't, which was good since sheld forgotten to take it long when
they switched to his car with dl the recording equipment inddeit.

The meter maid was starting toward her.

Mulrooney flashed her best, toothiest smile and started the Mustang. There was abresk in traffic, and
she hit the gas and took it.

Chapter Nine



"Thisisthe Ultra Two, one of our very best caskets. A bit higher in price than some of the others, but not
when one considers the peace of mind it affords. Of course the satin pillow, the interior pand lining and
the overlay are completely removablein the Ultra Two, and since the condition of ... the deceased... since
his condition is such that the casket will be closed, there can certainly be a substantia saving there.” The
plump-faced, rosy-cheeked man in the black suit and black tie took a solar-powered cdculator from his
breast pocket and started pushing buttons.

Josh Culhane touched his bandaged |eft hand to the closed lower lid pane of the UltraTwo. "Give my
brother the best you have— coffin, vault— dl of it. Just asif it were going to be open. Because I'll open
it before we put himin the ground. And if it isn't perfect..." Culhane let the sentence hang. He started to
walk away, hearing his heds click across the Congoleum floor, shouting without looking back, ™Y ou got
my number. Call me when you have everything figured out.” When he stepped outside into the parking
lot, he stood there, letting the doors of the funeral home bang closed behind him, and inhaled the morning
ar.

Heflexed hisleft hand, and it hurt alittle. The doctor a the emergency room in Cornelia had told him that
the bandages should stay on for at least aweek. His other hand just had the hair singed off the tops of the
fingers; it'd grow back.

The cops had given him back his gun. He had a concealed carry permit for it in Georgia, anyway. They'd
al been sympathetic about the degth of hisbrother.

Helooked at the burn marks on hisleather jacket. He had another one just like it, but newer, and this
one could probably be cleaned.

Culhane looked acrossthelot at his car. The white Trans Am hadn't even been scratched, but it was mud
splattered and needed awash.

Herolled back the cuff of the bomber jacket. The Rolex read morning. "Ohh," he groaned. He found his
Pdl Mdls, lit one and started across the parking lot. There was a small restaurant on the opposite side of
the street. Looking at food would either make him throw up or get hungry, and he needed some coffee.
He played bumper pool with the morning traffic and reached the opposite curb, then checked out the
restaurant, which seemed okay.

He'd aready talked with the doctors and with the police. Soon it would be his brother's employer— the
CIA. Hehad afeding the CIA had aready heard somehow, had dready talked with the local and state
police, because there wasn't asingle question asked him about the spare ammunition and spare
magazines on the front passenger seeat of the Trans Am. Heldd since put the stuff in the trunk, after

rel oading the spent magazine from hispigtal.

He entered the restaurant.

Along with the gun, he adso carried the two Detonics 8-round magazines. His dead brother's playmates
had been arough bunch.

Hefound atable that was empty but decided againgt it, going up to the counter instead.

It was asmall place with some truckers, afew women who looked like factory workers or office help.
Whatever they were, they didn't look eager to finish their half-empty cups of coffee.



A televison set— asmall black and white— flickered behind the counter.
One of theloca news-type midmorning talk shows.

He sat down at the counter and smiled at the chubby waitress who handed him the menu. "Too late for
breskfast?'

"Never too late for breskfast 'round here, migter,” the woman smiled back.
"Good. Steak and eggs and hash browns— make the eggs sunny-side up and barely cook ‘em.”

"Don't have no steak until three or four this afternoon. Got hamburger, though— ground round. Started
out same asthe steek.”

"Fing," he said, nodding. "Hamburger and eggs.”
"Don't want no bun, do ya?'
"No. Gimme sometoast. And plenty of coffee.”

The woman finished writing the order on her pad and ran arag over the counter, then turned away for a
second and came back with a glass of water.

The coffee came, then the toast and the eggs and the hamburger and the potatoes. He decided he
wouldn't get Sick— not yet anyway— and started to eat, watching the talk show to keep from thinking
about his brother being autopsied somewhere.

He heard avoice— afamiliar one— and looked up from his coffee. "Aww, shit," he said out loud. The
voicewas M.F. Mulrooney's, she was the talk-show guest. "Hey, lady,” Culhane called to the waitress.
"Miss?'

"Hey, with breakfast you forgot orangejuice," she said, coming over.

"Fine, gimme some orange j uice and some more coffee. And find another station, huh?”

"Cant."
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"Don't have no outside antenna. Can't get no other stations.”

"Wonderful," he muttered, trying to ignore Mulrooney. Sheld lived with him for nearly ayear. He
continued to egt, trying not to listen, but he kept hearing her. Helooked up asthe interviewer finished a
long question; there was atight shot on Mulrooney's face. He could tell the program had been recorded,;
she never |ooked that good this early.

"And| cdl it Occult Murmurs."

"Occult Murmurs," the blond-haired interviewer, her hair piled high on her head, repeated with a
wellpracticed expression of interest.



"Yes, Occult Murmurs," Mulrooney said again.

"Geez, they got thetitle by now," Culhane snapped at thetelevision.

Mulrooney wastaking. "It's pretty much what the title of the book implies— murmurings of the occult.”
"Murmurings?" theinterviewer asked.

Mulrooney pushed her dark brown hair back from the sides of her face. She did that because she knew
it made her look innocent, ingenuous. "'For years there have been reports of otherworldly

communi cations— messages from the dead— through spirit mediums, through mysterious voicesin old
houses, even mysterious murmuringsin wooded areas and other places like that where some violent
death may have taken place.”

"Suff it," Culhane muttered.

"But Occult Murmurs dealswith only the documentable kinds of these reports. I've built my reputation
asawriter on honest research.”

Culhane started to choke on a piece of toast, scalding histhroat on his coffee when hetried to wash it
down.

"That'swhy | only selected certain types of occult murmurs. Like graveside recordings. Thereis hard,
physical evidence that humanlike voices can be picked up very faintly on specidly tuned ultrasengtive
tape-recording devices. The dead do speak.” She smiled, lighting acigarette.

"Damn menthol cigarettes,”" Culhane hissed.

"I'd like to talk to you about one of your earlier books— onethat really fascinates me," the interviewer
sad, leaning toward Mulrooney and touching her knee. Culhane laughed. If amale interviewer tried that,
Mulrooney would have cracked him in the head. "The one about Atlantis.”

"Y ou mean—"

"Here comesthetitle plug,” Culhane snarled at hiseggs.

"Legend Beneath the Waves, isntit?' theinterviewer supplied.

"Yes, Legend Beneath the Waves."

"Sounds like adirty novel about women sailors," Culhane thought out loud. He noticed the waitress
garing a him, but he ignored the woman and watched Mulrooney instead.

Mulrooney wastaking. "The mystery of Atlantis hasintrigued men and women for thousands of years,
ever since Plato first mentioned it. It became an obsession for some, ahobby for others, but it is perhaps
the most intriguing enigmacof higory. If Atlantis did exigt, then an entire continent was destroyed and is
only remembered in the human racia subconscious as a'legend beneath the waves.™

Culhane groaned.



The waitress brought his orange juice. Culhane gulped part of it down and noticed the woman was
garing a him. "What's the matter— ground glassin the orange juice and you're waiting for me to croak?'

"Nope. That lady on televison— that's M.F. Mulrooney. | read al her books. What's got you so all-fired
put out, mister?"

Culhane sneered a hisorangejuice. He didn't know if the burly cook visible through the opening into the
kitchen was the waitress's husband, so he didn't sneer at thewaitress. "I used to live with Mary Frances
Mulrooney. No offense, lady, but that stuff shewritesisapile of crap.”

"| think she writes damn good, mister. Y ou ever try writin' a book?"

The waitresswalked away and Culhane, shaking his head, returned his attention to his eggs, rubbery by
now, nearly rubbery to start with. Mulrooney was defending her research techniquesto the interviewer.
He decided maybe he would throw up after dl. "Research is careful research. Carelessresearchisno
research at all. Take the concept of Atlantis. How many people who scoff at the ideathat Atlantis ever
existed— except in Plato's mind or in the minds of some Egyptian priests— even know that in the 1860s
the prime minister of England, Gladstone, attempted to have Parliament launch anava expedition just to
searchfor it?"

"Gladstone?" Culhane set down hisfork. "The Gladstone Log...holy shit." He jumped up and threw a
ten-dollar bill on the counter. He ran for the door, then turned back toward the unhearing Mulrooney. "I
love ya, Fanny!" he shouted, to the surprise of the other customers, and blew akisstoward the TV
screen.

Three men were standing on the sidewak outside. The three-piece suits, the sunglasses— they had Feds
written al over them. Right down to the ID case, black |eatherette with fake gold trim around the edges.

The card inthe ID case read, United States Central Intelligence Agency and it had anedt little picture of
anegleinthemiddle.

" Joshua David Culhane?' the man with the ID case asked.

Hefigured they had to be legit to know hismiddle name.

Chapter Ten

She fdlt better. Sheld done her exercises, drunk four cups of herbal teainstead of coffee, showered and
washed her hair. Tucking her bathrobe around her ankles, she sat down on the floor beside the coffee
table and emptied her purse.

Shetook her lighter and the fresh pack of cigarettes she'd put on the coffee table and pulled out a Sdem,
lighting it, inhaling, setting down the lighter and readjusting the towel wrapped around her wet hair. Using
ametd nall file from her purse, she opened the card from her mother. 1t was for Mulrooney's birthday,
but the birthday had been two months earlier.



"Thanks, mom," she said and set the card down. She sipped at another cup of Celestial Seasonings
Almond Sunset tea. Her mother could never remember birthdays. One year shed missed Chrissmasby a
week because sheld stayed indoors dl the time and forgotten it was December.

Mulrooney looked at the pile of parking tickets and shrugged. "What the hell." She crawled two stepsto
thetelevison set and flicked it on, letting it warm up for afew seconds, then ran through the channels until
she saw hersdlf staring out from the screen. It wastheinterview sheld done about Occult Murmurs that
had ended with her discussing her book on Atlantis. The interview was nearly over, but sheleft it on and
dunk back beside the coffee table. She found her checkbook and started writing checks for the parking
tickets. "What alousy interview," she said doud.

And then the show was over. She glanced at the television after the commercia break. It wasthe same
woman interviewer. "Our next guest is Eunice Clink. Eunice's exciting new book— it'smadeit to the
New York Times bestsdller list thisweek— iscaled Fun With Vegetables. Let'sgive her awarm
welcome!™

"Y ecch,” Mulrooney said, leaning forward and shutting off the TV.

She finished the last of the parking tickets and the last of her tea and decided the other bills could wait.
She began to sort through the | etters from her readers. awoman claimed to have seen aflying saucer
when she was hanging her laundry in the backyard; aman claimed to have been abducted by a group of
female aiens and forced to have sex with them congtantly for two days, miscellaneous kudos for her
research, her writing style and questions about her next book. She aways liked those. She answered all
reader mail. She guessed it stemmed from the days when sheld only been free-lance writing for
magazines and newspapers and barely made enough to keep aive. Readers were the important ones—
not the publishers. If the readers wanted you...

She got to her knees, then to her feet, catching up the hem of her robe so she didn't trip, and went to the
kitchen, carrying her teacup. She put on more hot water for tea. She should go to bed and deep, shetold
herself, but she was too hyper to deep.

She had to sft through her notes for Occult Murmurs whiledl the stuff from the graveside recording
sesson wasfresh in her mind. Cletus Ball had promised to make more recordings from fresh gravesites
for her. He was going to check police reports and pick some especially violent deaths, the violently
murdered dead usudly had the most to say. She shivered. It was scary stuff.

She wondered what she'd say from the grave.

The tegpot whistled, and Mulrooney shut off the burner and poured the boiling water over the tea bag,
letting it Seep alittle.

She needed her cigarettes. Perched on the edge of the couch, shelit a Sdem and saw the envelope— the
big one from Ventnor, Georgia. She set down her lighter and picked up the envelope, weighing it in her
hand.

She dipped her nall file under the edge of the envelope flap, struggled againgt the tape, findly ripping
through and opening it.

Mulrooney spilled the contents of the envelope onto the coffee table on top of the parking tickets. From
thelarge envelope fdll two pieces of cardboard stiffener and another large envel ope.



Her forehead furrowing, she opened the second envelope, making amental note to save the cardboard.
The right thickness of envelope-sized cardboard to protect photos was hard to get.

She emptied the second envel ope's contents onto the table.
An old, leather-bound book. She opened it.

Latin— great. Almost flunked that back in high school. A third envelope— letter sized— dipped from
the old book to the floor.

She set down the book, reached between her pink-dippered feet and picked up the brown envel ope.
She used the nal file again and opened the envel ope to find a handwritten letter in awoman'swriting. The
letterswere carefully formed, spidery-looking. There was asignature at the bottom—"Ethyl
Chillingsworth"— but no return address at the top.

| don't know an Ethyl, Mulrooney thought.
She began to read: "Dear Miss Mulrooney— | can't say I'm afan of your type of books."
"Thanksalot, lady," Mulrooney told the | etter.

"But in my professon— I'm alibrarian— | encounter agreat many of them." Mulrooney hated public
libraries even though she used them; they took away from book sales. "I must say, however, that your
books seem to be the best researched of al. It isfor thisreason that | send the enclosed journa and tell
you about an evil man named Jeremiah Seiglitz.”

Steiglitz, Mulrooney mused, her mind working the name. Director of Covert Operationsfor the CIA until
the mid-1970s— some kind of scandal involving assassinations. She kept reading.

Just before hetried to kill me more than forty years ago, and just after he read thefirst six pages or so of
thisold book, in Latin, he gave it aname, which has stuck in my mind al these years. Steiglitz cdled it
The Gladstone Log. It was the logbook of the H.M.S. Madagascar on itsjourney to seek the Lot
Continent of Atlantis at the request of then British Prime Minister William Gladstone. My great-uncle,
Henry Chillingsworth, wasthe Madagascar's cabin boy; his uncle was the ship's captain. Thislogbook
had been handed down to me. It isnow yours, for if you are reading this| have already died or am the
prisoner of Jeremiah Steiglitz, in which case | shal soon pray to be dead. | have never read the enclosed
materid. What my great-uncletold me of it when | wasalittle girl only served to frighten me. Jeremiah
Steiglitz, when he was an agent in London with the Office of Strategic Services, the predecessor of the
CIA, read thefirst few pages and thought the contents important enough to kill for, important enough to
pursue mefor forty years, to force me to assume another name, to hunt down members of my family and
murder them. God bless you, Miss Mulrooney, and do not try to find me. It would be usaless now.

Mulrooney stared at the letter. She redlized her hands were shaking.

She picked up the book— the Gladstone Log— and bit her lower lip. She stood up, pulling the towd off
her wet hair and dropping it on the couch. Her right hand holding the book, her 1eft running through her
hair, she searched the bookshelves as she entered the dining room that she used as her office.

"Latindictionary, Laindictionary," she murmured, scanning the shelvesfor it.



Chapter Eleven

Hislipsweretoo dry to whistle properly, so he drummed the opening rhythms of the "William Tell
Overture’ with hisfingertips on the white linen roomservice tablecloth. The room-service waiter was
pouring coffee from ameta pot, but Josh Culhan€e's eyes were looking past the waiter, past the center of
the suite'sliving room toward the solitary man silhouetted againgt the tan drapes over the glassdiding
door leading to what Culhane presumed was a ba cony.

The waiter walked away, Culhane glancing after him as he paused at the doorway for one of the three
penguinsin the ClA-issue auitsto give him atip, then let himsdf out.

Culhane went back to staring at the man by the drapes, only seeing his dark silhouette because of the
light.

"Have some coffee, Mr. Culhane," thefigure at the window said, the voice deep, authoritative. "It isn't
drugged— no need for it."

Culhane shrugged and raised his coffee cup. "Here€slooking at ya."
"Y ou know that your brother worked for us— for what we euphemistically call the Company?*

Culhane took another sip of the coffee, put down the cup and found his cigarettes. Helit one. The
cigarettes and the lighter were the only things left in his pockets besides his handkerchief.

"We know that your brother must have caled you before he died,” the man with the deep voice
continued. "He called you so you'd be there on the road to meet him. And he made a specid request that
the rental car we supplied him with have a CB radio. And your car hasa CB radio. Therewasample
opportunity— more than ample— for him to detail dl or part of hisactivitiesto you."

"Jeff and | had an agreement,” Culhane said in the direction of thefigure at the diding glassdoor. "1 didn't
ask, hedidnt tel.”

"Wheat did hetdll you, Mr. Culhane?'
"What's your name?' Culhane returned.

The man turned around, Culhane still unable to see features or aface because the light was behind the
man. "What if | said Jeremiah Steigllitz?!

Culhane spped his coffee some more.
The man laughed. "Y ou're as cool as your brother Jeff was, Culhane. He must have told you the name
Steiglitz somewhere dong the line. That was a pretty well-known name ten years ago. But you didn't bat

aneye. | know Jeff told you something.”

Culhane gtarted to move, but he felt hands on each shoulder keeping him down. A squarish object sailed



acrossthe room, landing a hisfeet. The pressure of the hands holding him down at his shoulders was
gone, and Culhane leaned over to pick up the object the man from the glass door had thrown.

It was an ID case— leather, expendve looking. Culhane opened it. The same cute picture of the eagle,
the same organization, but the name wasn't Jeremiah Steiglitz. It read, Calvin Partridge.

Culhane looked up at the man whose face he hadn't seen. He was walking from the glass door now, the
light catching hisfeatures— dark hair, brown eyes, the eyeslaughing. A chin that looked asif it had been
carved either out of granite or out of Marine Corps boot camp. Culhane guessed the latter. Calvin
Partridge laughed. "Y ou should be happy I'm not Jeremiah Steiglitz, or you'd be dead by now, just like
your brother."

Culhane didn't tell Partridge that he didn't think so.

Chapter Twelve

"Dammit!" She stood up and looked at the cuckoo clock. Sheld forgotten to adjust the weights and wind
it before sheld lft the house the previous night, and it had stopped.

Mulrooney threw down the Latin dictionary and looked at the yellow legal pad. Words— ameaningless
jumble of words. Two years of Latin in high school and she couldn't remember the declensions.

She looked under the television at the Panasonic VCR, which had adigita clock. "Finetimeto sit around
inyour bathrobe, M.F.," she said aloud and started for her bedroom. She could always contact the
university; they had to have someone who could trandate L atin for her. Or Berlitz— they could do
anything with languages. But it would take too long. With any outside source, maybe twenty pages aday
would be top speed.

She pulled off her robe and, naked except for her dippers, walked through the bedroom into her
bathroom. She picked up her hairbrush and dryer and started to work on her hair, thinking to hersdlf all
thewnhile.

When she was done with her hair she walked back into the bedroom. The Log was probably an
expensive practical joke, anyway. None of the words she'd more or less trand ated connected to make
any sense.

She started rummaging through a dresser drawer, found a pair of panties and stepped into them. Shewas
looking for abrawhen she found a picture frame, the kind with the fold-down, felt-covered cardboard
easdl. She knew what was inside as she picked it up, turned it over and stepped back until shefelt the
edge of the bed againgt her calves. She sat on the bed and looked at the photograph in the frame. It
showed her wearing apair of washed-out blue jeans and an old shirt; her hair wasin aponytail. She was
holding on to the reins of a horse. The man beside her was holding the reins of another horse. Brown

hair, brown eyes, clean-shaven, tdl, he wore blue jeans, boots, and a cowboy shirt with pearl snaps
instead of buttons.

She remembered he was about Six feet tall and that his arms were strong.



She smiled at the photograph. "Josh canread Latin! All right!”

She jumped up, stood the picture on the dresser and went back to hunt for abra.

Chapter Thirteen

Partridge seemed taller when you walked beside him, Culhane observed asthey strolled in the crowded
shopping center that formed the mall of the hotel where Partridge held the suite of rooms. Two of the
three penguinsin the CIA suits walked some distance behind them, the third man off doing something that
no one had bothered to explain.

A black kid with ice skates over his shoulder walked past them. A woman carrying adice of pizzain one
hand and dragging a child with the other cut in front of them. Piped-in music from the skating rink was so
loud you couldn't help but hear it even on the second level and at nearly the most distant point from the
indoor icerink.

"I like moving around in crowded places when I'm talking business, Mr. Culhane, but you should know
al about sophidticated eectronic eavesdropping stuff from your writing.”

"Yeah," Culhane nodded. They had given him back hiswallet, hismoney clip, hiskeys, the Detonics
Scoremaster and the two spare magazines. But he il felt uneasy.

"I'm sorry about your brother,” Partridge said. "I was his bossfor the last two years and hisfriend for the
last nine or ten. Rough way to have your brother die. Mine died in Korea, but | wasn't there."

Culhanelooked at Calvin Partridge, muttered "Y eah” again, and kept walking.
"Why do you write the books?'
"Why do you work fo—" aman in athree-piece suit waked past them "— who you work for?"

"Patriotism, fighting the dimy tentacles of Communism— stuff like that. And it paysthe bills. Now it's
your turn.”

"Paysthebillsand | liketo write. | dways figured good books didn't have to be devoid of excitement,
and exciting books didn't have to be devoid of good characterization, setting, thingslike that. | guessthe
idea caught on. A lot of people buy my books."

"Y ou know, your brother turned me on to your series, The Takers. I'veread 'em all. Number sixteen out
yer?”

"No, but I'm just finishing seventeen. The bad guy works for the CIA— youll loveit."
"Then Jeff did tell you about Seiglitz.”

"l don't know what you're talking about,” Culhane said, his voice amonotone.



"How long doesit take to write a book?"
"Maybe four weeks of actual writing time. But alot morein research.”

" Jeff told me, you spend most of your time and most of your money wacking around in jungles and
climbing mountains and shit like that.”

"If Sean Dodge doesit in abook, I've usudly doneit first."
"How about dames? Y ou do as much nighttime work as Sean Dodge?"
"What'sthat old line about gentlemen not discussing things like that?*

"Just like Dodge would have said it. I'm enjoying this, Mr. Culhane. But | wish it were under more
pleasant circumstances. Must be dangerous, what you do— the research part, | mean.”

"It was so safefor Jeff beinginthe CIA?
"l understand you've dodged afew dugs yoursdf. Y ou know what it'slike."

"No, | don't. | never died by burning to death. | don't know what it'slike," Culhane said, stopping and
looking at Partridge. "Was he fighting Communists, terrorists, Nazis— any of the standard bad guys? Or
just some crazies? Whoever it was, it was a hit, pure and smple. It wasn't anything he was carrying,
nothing like that. They just drove up beside him, shotgunned him through the window or thewindshield
and ran him off the road. Maybe it was your guys.”

"Hetold you, then. | knew he did. About the Gladstone Log."
"Thewhat?'

"You can lie and tell me you don't know, but you do. And you'reright; he didn't trust contacting the... the
firm through the usua channels, He never should have had the local resident rent him the car. Maybe that
madeit too easy to pick him up— I don't know. But last night in VVentnor, Georgia, some old woman
librarian by the name of Evelyn Collingwood had her house broken into and searched. We found Jeff's
fingerprintsthere, but it wasn't Jeff who did the searching. We found no other fingerprints. Then her
library got torn apart and we've got evidence somebody had her bound and gagged there. Found a dead
night watchman at the library with al the bulletsfired out of hisrevolver. But the bloodstains on the floor
weren't the same type as your brother's or the Collingwood woman's or the watchman's. Tests show it
was probably aman's. That's al we know. Then the woman turns up dead in a congtruction site a couple
of blocks away, impaed on some piece of equipment. Looks like shetried flying without wings. More
bloodstains— some of them could have been your brother's. And amailbox ripped to hell. More
bloodstains around that. No bodies. Somebody came aong and cleaned up, at least sent a meat wagon.
They |&ft poor old Evelyn, though. We think that's how your brother got shot up. The people who
searched the Collingwood house and the library were the onesfollowing Jeff, the oneswho killed him. All
adds up to Seiglitz— everything does.

"So why didn't Jeff trust the Company?' Culhanelit another cigarette asthey waked, circling theicerink
below them.

"Steiglitz— you know the story. Got in trouble in the sixties, was made to resgn from the CIA inthe



early seventies. He dtill has connections— plenty of ‘em. The innocent kind— the kind you can use best.
Y ou know— hey, guy, you owe me afavor; what's the current status on whatchamacallit?— that kind of
suff. That'swhy Jeff caled you ingtead of us— Steiglitz. Jeremiah Seiglitz.”

"There wasawoman in the car."

Partridge stopped walking and grabbed Culhane's | eft forearm. "Did you see her face well enough—"
"All I cantel isthat it wasawoman, or it wasaguy with askinny face and long hair behind that shotgun.”
"It was Sonia Steiglitz— Steiglitz’s daughter.”

"But can't you arrest them? Or have the FBI do it or just—"

"Just what?' Partridge laughed. "Kill him? Kill her? Hes got enough dirt on... on... well, got enough dirt
tofill up the headlines for months, maybe years. He's protected himself. Unlesswe get him cold—
nothing.”

"A powerful man,” Culhane said unnecessarily, starting to walk again. Partridge was nearly through with
hisice cream cone.

"Y eah, you know the story?"
"Not dl of it," Culhanetold him honestly.

"Wdl, Jeremiah Steiglitzislike this— genius-leve 1Q, hdl on whed swith foreign languages, had aPh.D.
in physics by the time he was nineteen. Because of the language ability most of al, he was ableto get into
OSS— youngest field agent they ever had. He could go into any country and convince 'em hewasa
native, hewasthat good. Still is, | guess." Partridge shrugged. "And he served brilliantly— got achestful
of medals awarded to him after we took Berlin. He stayed in OSS, worked in some kind of research
group after OSS was broken up, then joined the CIA when it got started under Truman. Did great—
became chief of aspecid branch of Covert Operations during the sixties. | used to work for him."
Partridge laughed. "He got into hot water over some unauthorized projects.”

"Assassinations,” Culhane supplied.

"Well, yeah— that and some other things. Y ou'd be surprised. Y ou think you've got an imagination with
your books and everything— that guy was something else. And after it al cooled down, hetried it again.
Findly he had to leave. One hdl of acareer man, let metdl ya...."

Culhane stopped; Partridge stopped. They looked at each other. ™Y ou sound like you almost—"

"Admirehim?Yeah," Partridge admitted. " Sometimes he was brilliant, but he also used dl of usfor his
own purposes and U.S. policy be damned. Sure, sometimes that was dl right— U.S. policy was fucked
up. But it wasn't like that. It was like he had personal axesto grind, and he'd use Covert Operationsto
doit. Your brother worked for Steiglitz just before he was forced to resign. Nobody knows the extent of
his contacts. Come on, I'll buy you an early lunch.”

"| thought you liked to move whileyou talk."



"What I'm gonnatell you now, well, if you didn't aready know it and listened, you'd think | was probably
crazy. And if you did, so what? Besides, the Marine Corps doesn't only make men, it makes sore feet.
Comeon." Partridge gulped the rest of his cone, crunching it loudly as he started back toward the hotdl.

Culhane had been in the restaurant before. The prices were too high, and the food wasn't all that greet.
But it was dark, quiet, and Partridge was paying. They'd driven over with the two remaining penguins,
who now were a another table on the far side of the place.

Partridge sipped a a glass of whitewine. "All | can drink. | used to really put it away— thought
everybody had diarrheain the morning, yaknow? Anyway, now | go light."

Culhane picked up his glass— Smirnoff 100 vodka and grapefruit juice, aSaty Dog minusthe salt. "If
Jeff didn't trugt talking to the CIA, even considering hislongstanding friendship with you—" Culhane
paused "— then why the hell should | trust the CIA?"

"Or me," Partridge concluded. "Very smple. What you tell me goes no further than myself and the deputy
director, period. I'd say just me, but what happensif | die of aheart attack or something? Y ou're left out
inthe cold, that's what. Always make a backup system— just like Sean Dodge doesin your books. If
you work with us, well, maybe we got a chance, maybe even you've got a chance of staying adive. If you
don't, well, maybe you can get aretroactive family rate at the mortuary, huh?'Y ou'll wind up dead going
againgt Seglitz. And you got no choice but to go againgt him, 'cause helll come after you. Y ou're aloose

"What— Steiglitz atraitor?"

"A traitor? Jeremiah Steiglitz? Wash your mouth out with sogp, son. Hell, no. He's as anti-Commie as
they come. Hatesthe Russans amogt like it's something personal. During World War 11 he had an
assgnment working with a Russian agent— think it was the Chekain those days—"

Culhane interrupted. "It was the Cheka, then the Gosudarstrenov Politicheskoe Upravlenie, and then it
became the KGB, at the outbreak of World War Two. Its name changed afew more times, but
eventudly it ended up asthe Committee for State Security— the KGB again.”

"Y eah, well, anyway, Steiglitz arranged things so he could kill the Russian afterward.”

"Soundslike ahdl of anice guy, Seiglitz does."

"Hey, | wouldn't doit, evenif it wasaCommie | got stuck working with. But that was Jeremiah Steiglitz.
He's no traitor. Scratch that. Thisthing has nothin' to do with espionage. It's the Gladstone Log. What
did Jeff tell you about it?"

"Nothing," Culhane said noncommittaly.

"Nothing, my ass— but I'll tell you about it. Y ou've heard of Gladstone— William Ewart Gladstone,
prime minister of Great Britain from the late 1860s on and off until the mid-1890s. How about Ethyl
Chillingsworth?"

Culhane said nothing; he didn't move amuscle. The waitress arrived with the main course, and Culhane

moved his drink aside while she set down the plate with the steak he hadn't been able to get that morning.
Partridge was eating primerib. She asked if they wanted coffee. Culhane asked for Nescafe



Decaffeinated, Partridge ordered another glass of wine. When sheleft, Partridge continued. "Ethyl isthe
redl name— Ethyl Chillingsworth— of the dead woman, Evelyn Collingwood. At least Jeff thought that,
and since sheisdead, he was probably right about it. Especidly if Steiglitz had his daughter kill her or
cause her death. But anyway, Ethyl Chillingsworth was the grand-niece of Henry Chillingsworth.”

"I've never heard of Henry Chillingsworth,” Culhane said truthfully.

"No reason you should have. He was twelve or fourteen at the time, and he vanished aong with about
forty-two other men after leaving Nassau in the Bahamas for the return trip to England aboard the
H.M.S. Madagascar on July 9, 1885."

"What'sdl thisgot—"

"That'swhat thiswholething isal about. See, Henry Chillingsworth gpparently didn't dieaong with all
the others aboard the Madagascar. And Ethyl Chillingsworth inherited what might be the logbook of the
Madagascar."

"The Gladstone Log," Culhane said dowly.

"Exactly,” Partridge said through amouthful of food and wine. "I did some homework onit." Hewiped
his hands on his napkin, poured some more wine down histhroat and reached into hisinsde |eft breast
pocket, producing asmal notebook. He started flipping through the pages, Culhane watching intently.
"Okay, aguy named Ignatius Donnelly— remember the name. Born in Philadel phiain 1831. Passed the
bar at age twenty-two. Became what they cal an Atlantologist. Wrote abook caled Atlantis, the
Antediluvian World, among others. Wrote thirteen theses about Atlantis. Today not much of it holds any
water." Partridge laughed. ™Y ou know— water— a sunken continent—" But Culhane didn't laugh.
"Anyway, this Donndlly guy hit the lecture circuit. William Gladstone would have been in his second
period in the prime minister's job when Donnelly's book was published in 1882. And Gladstone, likealot
of other people, got hooked on the idea. Gladstone got himself so hooked that he decided England
should find Atlantis once and for al. He went to Parliament and asked for funds to launch an expedition.
They put the kibosh on theidea— that's dl historica record.”

"But gpparently,” Culhane said, finishing hisfood and lighting a cigarette, "that didn't deter Gladstone.”

"Well, see, everybody thought it had. But your brother dug up something that seemsto indicate agroup
of private investors put up the dough— some guysjust as hot for this Atlantis deal as Gladstone. They
sort of rented the expedition, so to speak. Ethyl comes along in 1943 with thislogbook of the
Madagascar, and she'saWAC working in London where Steiglitz is based for the OSS. She meets
Steiglitzalways a good-looking guy— and he was just about her age, though | think he was born
thirty-five. Anyway, she goes gaga over him. That much is on record, too OSS operatives who spent as
much time behind enemy lines as Steiglitz did were kept pretty closetabson in casethey tried turning into
doubles and working for the Axis. She gave him the first few pages of the Log to trandate— it'sin Latin,
wefigure. Hetrandated it and tried to kill her to get therest of it. But therewasan air raid, and in the end
she got away from him. We learned that later; we thought held killed her. Steiglitz figured nobody knew
about the murder attempt, but he was wrong. It was assumed that he tried to kill Ethyl for sex— related
reasons, and since he was too important to lose, the OSS let it go— covered up the assault. Steiglitz
went on, no other bad reports, got dl those medals and kept right on being great in the CIA. But that
woman who died in Ventner, Georgia, last night had Ethyl'sfingerprints. So—"

"So how do you know dl this? And why didn't Steiglitz cover it up later when hewasinthe CIA?"



"Ohh, hedid," Partridge said and smiled. "He did, but he couldn't cover up the tuff the British Secret
Intelligence Service and Naval Intelligence had. I'm sure hetried, though." Partridge downed the contents
of hiscoffee cup in onelong gulp. ™Y our brother was digging through some stuff in London and he
discovered the dope on Ethyl Chillingsworth. Well, he remembered some things I'd told him about the
days| worked for Steiglitz and from the short time he had worked for Steiglitz. Jeff was aways a good
researcher, and he came up with—"

"What killed him," Culhane said fletly.

Partridge exhded loudly, nodding his heed, licking hislips. "Y eah, that'swhat hedid al right. And he
found thisin the British archives." Partridge tapped his breast pocket. "He had it sent to mein the
diplomatic pouch. God knows how he got permission to copy it, or if hedid, or how he got it through al
the State Department channdls without one of Steiglitz's old buddiesfinding it." Partridge reached into the
pocket and produced an envelope. "Here— keep this, read it, give it back to melater. It'sacopy of a
partialy burned manuscript page photographed in Steiglitz's room in 1943 on the night he tried to murder

Ethyl."

Culhane couldn't help it. He laughed. " All this crap over finding Atlantis? So stupid.”

"Hey, wait aminute. I'm ahead of you, | think. Most modern researchers agree that if anything sparked
old Plato, and those Egyptian priestswho told it to somebody who told it to Plato, Atlantiswasredly the
idand of Therain the Mediterranean and somekind of tidal wave"

"A tsunami,” Culhanesaid.

"Y egh, whatever it wes—"

"No," Culhane corrected, feeling he must be sounding like M.F. Mulrooney at thispoint. "Therewasa
volcanic eruption on Thera— one of tremendous magnitude— and the end result was atidal wave. Some
researchers think the sudden upheava in the level of the Mediterranean might have caused a sudden drop
inthelevel of the Red Seaat just the time Moses was leading the | sraglites across to escape the

pharaoch'sarmies. ™

"Yeah," Partridge said. "l saw the movie— man, Heston and Brynner were grest! Don't make movies
likethat anymore.”

Culhane nodded. "A fine movie. Anyway, Therawas dl but wiped out by the eruption, which sunk most
of it."

"Right. Soif there ever was an Atlantis, it should be in the Mediterranean, right?"

"Right," Culhane agreed.

"Trouble was, the Madagascar didn't go anywhere near the Mediterranean. The expedition was moving
on somekind of information— private information. Information we have no knowledge about, &t least not

now. It was all top secret.”

"But you said Parliament killed the idea of the expedition.”



"They did, so Gladstone either went to private investors or was approached by some, like |l said. Onthe
hush-hush, they leased the use of the H.M.S. Madagascar and two other ships, got Henry
Chillingsworth's uncle to captain the thing— got him on detached duty from the Roya Navy or the
Admiraty or whatever they cdl it. Got up acrew of old Roya Navy personnel and merchant seamen.
We know the Madagascar and the other two ships sailed due west from England to one of theidands
just off the coast of Georgia. We're not sure which one. From there they went to Nassau, where some
private dispatches were sent. They |eft the Bahamas, heading south, and were gone five months. Only
the Madagascar returned. It took on suppliesin Nassau— just the usua stuff, we think. And Captain
Chillingsworth was given adispatch, we guess, based on the earlier information he had sent back five
months before. We know Chillingsworth made abig stink about leaving his nephew behind— the cabin
boy, Henry. Word was, no dice: every crew member was to report back to London for debriefing.
Captain Chillingsworth reportedly feared amutiny aboard the Madagascar. Still nodice. The
Madagascar left Nassau on July 9 and was never seen again. There was aviolent storm the night after it
left— and it wasn't the hurricane season. And yegh, it was passing through the Bermuda Triangle, but
that'salot of crap.”

Culhane said nothing.

"It was eventudly presumed the Madagascar went down with al hands. But since Ethyl had the Log
from her great-uncle, either Henry and maybe some others survived the wreck, or Captain Chillingsworth
did what | would have done and said to hell with orders and left the kid in Nassau on the dy. No one
knew."

Culhane il held the envelope in his hands, not opening it. ™Y ou had this— why the hell didn't anybody
do anything in theforties, or evenright after thewar?"

"Onceyou look at that manuscript fragment, you'll see why. Sounds like whoever wrote it was bonkers.
And nobody inthe OSS, U.S. Nava Intelligence, British SIS, or British Nava Intelligence had any
access to the files on the Madagascar, or any knowledge of Henry Chillingsworth or hisuncle, the
captain of the Madagascar. There was nothing to connect it to until Jeff Started digging.”

Culhane stubbed out his cigarette. "And just what the hell—" his voice was trembling and he didn't know
why "— and just what the hell did my brother find out?’

Partridge waved the waitress over. "Y ou got ice cream?”

"Yes, dr." Thewoman smiled. She was pretty enough, Culhane noticed absently. "Chocolate, vanillaand
butter pecan.”

"Gimme three scoops of chocolate." Partridge looked at Culhane. "Want someice cream? Good ice
cream here.”

Culhane shook his head. "No, thanks."
"Would you like more coffee, S, or care for another drink?"
"No," Culhane said. "Thanks." He smiled back at the waitress.

"And I'll get you some more coffee to have with your ice cream, Sir,” she said to Partridge.



Partridge grinned.
Thewaitress| eft.
"What the hell did my brother find?" Culhane pressed.

Partridge looked after the waitress, then turned his eyesto Culhane's. "For the past forty years, Steiglitz
has been pursuing Ethyl Chillingsworth. Hefinaly caught up with her the other night. Presumably to get
the Log. He had feders out for her everywherewith dl the friendly intelligence communities, other federa
agencies, some of the large urban police departments— for her and for anyone related to her. And Jeff
checked into that part.”

"What part?'
"The rdations. She had afather and mother."
"Weadl did."

"Hersgot killed in 1953. A fire consumed their whole house— started in their bedroom under their bed.
That was right after Steiglitz got back from Europe. In 1961, Ethyl's younger brother, who'd been living
under an assumed namein New Y ork, wasthe victim of afata mugging. In 1968, Ethyl'skid Sster was
the victim of arapist murderer in lowa. The sster was married, but before that she had lived under an
assumed name. And then, of course, Ethyl hersdlf putsthe clincher onit. For years, no record of Ethyl
Chillingsworth. Never turned up after that night in 1943 when Steiglitz tried to kill her. But Jeff sorted that
out, too. It was some kind of reference, maybe atip— I don't know what— but it somehow led him to
the name Evelyn Coallingwood. And sure enough, the dame was wearin' Ethyl's fingerprints. Y our brother
discovered the granddaddy of al conspiracies— al over some damn Gladstone Log.”

When the waitress came back, Josh Culhane changed his mind and ordered another Saty Dog minusthe
.

Chapter Fourteen

She punched the touch-tone buttons again and listened as the connection was made. There was no
answer at the house on Lake Lanier. Shelet it ring twenty-four times, then hung up.

Mulrooney turned her attention back to the television set and to the VCR's digita clock. The newswould
be on soon.

She picked up the telephone again, diding a different number than Culhane's, squirming her blugeaned
legs under her into a squat on the couch. The number rang twice before the switchboard operator
answered.

"Give me Jeffers at the City Desk."

The phone clicked, clicked again, then there was more ringing. After five rings, it was picked up. "City
De, Jffers”



"Bill— M.F. How'reyadoin'?'
"Fine, sweetheart, and you?' the whiskey voice cracked back through the receiver.
"Fine, Billy. Hey, did anything interesting hgppen in Ventner lagt night or around—"

He cut her off. "Y ou want alist? Home of thelocd librarian broken into and ransacked. Thelibrary
ransacked— maybe eight thousand bucksin books destroyed, plus an old Bible insured for athousand
dollars. Security guard at the Civic Center where the library was, was murdered after he'd emptied his
gun into somebody. No other bodies though. Then they find the librarian's body in a congtruction Site.
Sheimpaed hersalf on something after she did aswan dive— looks like from the top floor or so. ™

Mulrooney lit acigarette and rearranged her legs under her so she was knedling. "Anything e se exciting
happen last night? Sounds like you guys were busy."

"Two firesin Atlanta, good sized, one of them maybe arson. Up in Elberton, the GBI busted a bunch of
guysin ahearseloaded with cocaine on the way in from the coast. Chemica spill in alittle town near
Savannah— noinjuries, just alot of scared people. And akind of funny-looking automobile accident
near Helen and Cornelia. | can read it off the wire for you if you want— any of this stuff."

Her guts started to churn. She didn't know why. "Tell me about the auto accident. What's funny about
it?'

"L ooks like maybe somebody got ddliberately run off the road. Holesin what's | eft of the car could have
been bullet holes. The cops put alid on the thing real quick. The driver's name was— hey, maybe he's
related to your old boyfriend the paperback writer."

"Culhane?'

"Y eah, name was Jeff Culhane. Worked for— what the hell wasit— some West Virginia-based
computer-software outfit. Don't remember the name.”

Mulrooney stared into the telephone receiver, inhding on her cigarette. "Thanksfor theinfo, Billy. Give
you atip if you don't say who gaveit to you."

"l got apencil. Shoot, sweetheart,” the whiskey voice came back.

"Jeff Culhane was an ex-Green Beret, and he worked for the Centra Intelligence Agency. Be good,
Billy," she said and hung up.

Sheinhded on the Sdlem again, then tried Josh Culhane's house on Lake Lanier once more. Thistime
she et the phonering thirty times.

She stood up.
Therewas amirror on the far sde of the room, and she looked at hersdf, at the old shirt half out of the

faded Levi's, the house dippers, her unmadeup face. She looked at the coffeetable, at the Latin
dictionary, the yelow legd pad and the old leather-bound book. The Gladstone Log.



"Cant let him seemelikethis," shetold the mirror. She strode her long legsinto the bedroom.

Chapter Fifteen

They were on their way back to the funeral home, where his car, the white Trans Am, was still parked
unlessit had been towed away by now. Culhane sat beside Partridge in the back seet of the Lincoln
Town Car and opened the envelope. The copy was a Xerox or a Xerox of photographs, but it was
legible when he held it at the right angle to the light coming through the venetian blind that covered the
rear window of the Lincoln.

"Wethink it'sakind of introduction to the actud log of the H.M.S. Madagascar, written by Henry
Chillingsworth himsdlf,” Partridge said. "And thisis Steiglitzstrandation into English, very litera no
doubt."

Culhane said nothing and began to read. Thefirst few lineswere missng.

And so when my uncle, Captain Miles Ridgeway Chillingsworth, my father's youngest brother and dways
my hero from when first | was given to meet him, presented me with my father's approvd that | goto sea
with him on ascientific expedition to search for the Lost Continent of Atlantisof which | had read in my
Sudy of Plato in the Greek, | was smitten with joy.

"| think you're right about the trandation,” Culhane remarked, then read on.

And when | assumed my duties as cabin boy aboard Her Mgjesty's Ship Madagascar, | wasthrice
fortunate indeed to win early the friendship of the First Mate, Mister Fife, hisfriendship grestly easing
some of the arduous tasks that lay before me in the pursuance of my duty, and his friendship— Sweet
Jesus, his dear soul— accounting my surviva to write these words. Migter Fife, | learned soon, was not
only aboard as an excellent First Mate, but as our guide once we reached theidand off the Georgia
coastal waters, for only he survived of those who had first found the map, which wasto eventualy lead to
such devilish terror. It was he, too, who had first seen the demon skull that was to be our undoing during
the strong winds that seemed to arise from the bowels of the ocean itself to claim the mutineers. | cannot
write these words without recaling that brave visage of my Uncle Mileswhen he charged Fifewith
somehow saving me as we were bound and made to watch as our mutinous crew prepared to perpetrate
the unthinkable. My dear uncle was raised up, his bootless feet kicking high and wide like arider
unhorsed, hisface purpling, the demon skull bound into his hands and his hands bound in front of his
bloodied coat, and as his neck snapped with a crack like thunder | screamed— damn their soulsto
Satan! The demon skull in his hands shattered againgt his own dear face.

Mister Fife and | were ableto break free. There was alongboat at hand and we took to this, | helping as
best my young arms could to lower it into the boiling ocean waters. There were curses and shouts of rage
and epithets of foul deedsto befdl us, but Mister Fife heaved to hisoarsand | held thetiller fast against
the rocking of the waves. For the longest while the storm raged and lightning crackled. The Madagascar
heaved up asif lifted by some demonic hand, and the hull cracked in two and there was fire on the water.
Soon the Madagascar vanished under the waves, and al their mutinous souls and the cruelly abused

body of my uncle, Captain Miles Ridgeway Chillingsworth, were gone from thisworld. It was thence
how | cameto theidand of San Rafadl, Migter Fife with his dying breaths hauling me on his strong back
out of the surf there and onto the sand after our boat was washed under the waves aswell. He died there



inmy young and trembling arms, my hands white with the fear of it dl, the kind monks about me who
afterward raised me astheir foundling child. It was the expedition that brought thisal to pass, and its
story must be set down herethat | may cleanse mysalf of— The rest was charred and illegible.

"This doesn't make sense. Steiglitz would have known they couldn't have found Atlantis. And what the
hdll isthis ‘demon skull' he talks about?"

"l don't know," Partridge answered cheerfully.
"That Mr. Fife soundslike—"

"A brave man," Partridge finished.

"Yegh. Why did you give methis?'

"Steiglitz will know Jeff had to have learned something. He probably figuresthat any way you cut it,
you're gonnawind up on San Rafad.”

"Where's San Rafadl ?"
"Inyour favorite pot, the Bermuda Triangle. But you probably don't worry about stuff like—"
"What's this other idand— and this map? The place where they found the skull ?* Culhane interrupted.

"We don't know. Weretrying to figure that one out, too, and | don't think Steiglitz knows, either.
Otherwise, why bother with wanting the Gladstone Log?'

"But based on what's here..." Culhane said dowly. "Geez— there's no way Steiglitz would spend forty
years.... ThisHenry Chillingsworth could have been anut himself, could have been awould— be
science-fiction writer or something.”

"Yeah," Partridge nodded. "Maybe it tied in with something he'd aready heard about, maybe something
he picked up on while he wasin OSS. God knows. But you've gotta find out, Mr. Culhane. Likein the
Westerns, to avenge your brother. And to stay dive yoursdf. It'sthe only way you will."

"You'reout of your tree. If Steiglitz expects methere, helll—"

"Y eah, wdll, you're aresourceful guy. Otherwise helll track you down. But if he figures you know
something maybe he doesn't know, helll want to keep you dive until hefinds out what it is.”

Culhane it another cigarette, the car dowing, the funeral-home parking lot in view. His car was ill there.
"Why didn't that work with Jeff?!

"Got apoint there," Partridge said. "Maybe hell just try to kill you outright. But I'm betting he won't.
Going to San Rafael will keep you dive— at least long enough to get there and do some looking around.
And we can't do athing to stop Steiglitz until we know why he wants the Gladstone Log. He may aready
haveit. But maybe not. Maybe you can get it. Try it and maybeit'll work, Mr. Culhane. And maybe welll
know what the Madagascar found a hundred years ago."

"Atlantis?' Culhane laughed. "Demon skulls and mysterious maps? What apile of crap! "



"I don't know what they found, but it was important enough to Steiglitz for him to spend forty yearson
one chase, to kill probably alot more people than we imagine. Will you go to San Rafael for us— and
for yoursdf?'

The Lincoln stopped. Culhane closed his eyes, then dowly opened them to stare a the building where his
brother's body would soon be lying after the autopsy.

"Yes. After thefunera I'll go to San Rafadl. | don't know what it is1'm supposed to look for."

"It won't be as hard as you think— &t least at first. There's nothing there now but an abandoned
monastery— oh, and some kind of radio-transmitting ation, but it's very smal and away from the
monastery. Nothing e se— no town or harbor or anything." Partridge leaned forward to one of histwo
croniesin the front seat, the man on the passenger side. "Fred, check out Mr. Culhané's car to see that it
doesn't have any explosive surprises.”

Then he turned to Culhane. "We come aboard.”

Culhane looked at Partridge. "Bullshit." And he stepped out of the car, handing back the trandation
pages.

"I'll kegp intouch.”

Culhane turned away from the Lincoln and tracked after Fred the penguin toward the Trans Am.

Chapter Sixteen

It was |ate in the afternoon. His brother was being buried at eleven the next day; held stopped at the
funeral home to check before getting into his car. There were dill ten pagesto do in Takers number
seventeen. He hadn't dept in dmost thirty-six hours.

He pulled into his driveway but couldn't get al theway in; acar blocked hisway. A dead brother, an
undoubtedly angry editor, atrip to anidand in the middle of nowhere to find information about some
comic-book adventure and now Mulrooney's yellow Mustang.

Culhane redlized he was smiling. Hewas almost glad to see her.

Helet himsdlf out of the Trans Am and started across the driveway, up the stepped walkway to the
porch and across the porch to the front door. In case it wasn't only Mulrooney, he pulled the Detonics
Scoremaster from the shoulder holster under his burned and stained bomber jacket, hisleft hand hurting a
little where it had been burned.

He started to insert his key, but the door opened under his hand.

"Hil"

Culhane redlized he had the .45 pointed a Mulrooney's abdomen. "Y ou forgot | drove ayellow



Mugtang,” shesaid withaamile,
"No," hetold her. "Asamatter of fact, | hadn't.”
"Good." She smiled again, her green eyes sparkling.

"I thought I might have some other company, that'sdl," he explained and looked down at the .45,
suddenly feding very awkward, suddenly feding very frightened that hed amost killed her. Hed
automatically thumbed down the safety as he leveled the pigtal.

"l heard about your brother. I'm so sorry, Josh. |, uh...." Shewas dressed up, heredlized: high hedls, a
blue dresswith white dots and awhite sailor collar with blue dots, awhitetie at the front of the V-shaped
neckline. Her overall image was softness, and he wanted to hold her. He didn't. "Do you have any idea
who...."

Hedidn't want to lie to her; they had never done that. " Some theories, maybe...."
"I let mysdf inwithmy key. Discovered | ill hadit.”

"I'm surprised you could find it." He eyed the maroon leather shoulder bag on the hall table. He stepped
in through the doorway.

"Well, evenif | didn't haveit—" she smiled again "— you aways said | wasthe best amateur lock picker
around.”

"Yeah." Henodded. "1 did." And hewaked past her alittle, setting the Detonics on the table beside her
purse, starting to skin out of hisleather jacket.

"What happened to you?' he heard her say, not looking at her, fedling her hand against the left sde of his
neck and hisleft ear.

"My brother was, uh, he was on—" Culhane turned around toward her, licking hisdry lips, watching her
eyes"— onfireand—"

"Your hand."

"It'sfine. His car went over the, uh, the embankment, and it caught fire. Big fdlacy in movies and books
like | write— cars don't always explode and catch on fire when they do anosedive, you know, but, uh,
but hisdid and hewas on fireand | knocked him down to the ground and tried putting the fire out and—"

Culhane closed hiseyes and felt her armsfolding around him. He lowered his head and felt the softness
of her hair againg hisforehead. "'I'm home— for aslong as you need me," he heard her whisper. He
couldn't say anything. Histhroat wastight. But he held her close againgt him....

The "being honest with each other” thing again. He sat on the kitchen stool beside the counter with acup
of coffee she’d made him, the coffee laced with brandy. She sat on the stool opposite him, the counter
between them. "Why'd you come? Not to offer condolences— | mean, I'm glad you came, but—"

"A thing I'mworking on. | need your help. | was going to come anyway, before | heard about Jeff, but
then it just seemed.. well, | came. But | meant what | told you back in the hal before we closed the



door."

"l know you did," he said, looking at her. He let out his bresth in along, almost whistling sound and lit a
Pdl Mdl. Helit aSdem at the sametime and passed it over to her.

She nodded, murmured her thanks and inhaled.

Culhane watched her. "We were dwaysfighting."

"Y eah, we surewere," she said, exhding. "l don't see that stopping, do you?'

"No," he answered abruptly, hismind starting on another train of thought, then coming back.

"Wannallive together for awhile until we have another big one? I've been thinking about you on and off a
lot. No kidding." Shelaughed alittle.

"Yeah... well... yeah—"
"Y ou don't want to. Gotcha, Josh," she said, and started to stand up.

Culhane reached acrossto her nearest shoulder and pushed her down. "It's not that. There's something |
have to do after they bury Jeff tomorrow."

"Ever noticethat? It'saways 'they bury.’ Never 'l bury' or ‘we bury,' it'saways 'they bury.™

"Yeah," hesaid. "Look, Fanny...." Hewasthe only person who caled her that, and he didn't think she
liked it, but she never said anything about it. The one thing they never fought over.

"Something to do with Jeff, right? Got some macho crap to do because they murdered your brother?
You see, | know about the bullet holesin the car and everything.”

Helooked away from her, studying the glowing tip of his cigarette, and looked back at her face, into her
eyes. "Then you know why you can't stay here.”

"Hey—" She reached inside her purse on the counter beside her, rummaged through its contents, came
up with thelittle tainless Modd 60 Smith hed given her, holding it between thumb and forefinger by the

grip panelsand friction. "I'm ready for anything."

"Yeah. And | liked that quick draw, too, babe."

"Check thisout," she said, setting the gun down, the muzzle toward him, and plowing through her purse
again. Culhane turned the revolver around so the barrel pointed toward the end of the counter and not at
ether of them. "Here." She handed him a water-stained, ripped-open manilaenvelope. "Look &t the
postmark and the date."

He read the postmark and he read the date.

Hedidn't say anything.

"You'rethe only person | can trust with this. | don't know what it is. It might be nothing— some



crackpot'sidea of ajoke— but maybeit'sthe biggest thing that ever happened to me— at least
besdes...but it might."

"Who'd you get it from, Fanny?'

"A woman— Ethyl something. Y ou know me, I'm bad with names;" she said, stubbing out her cigarette.
And she reached into the purse, pulling out an old-looking leather-bound book. "She called it the
Gladstone Log."

Hetouched it, not opening it.

"It'sin Latin. You're good with languages. | took Latin in high school and amost flunked the second yesr.
| need it trandated, Josh."

Culhane sighed. Helooked at the Rolex. Maybe he could stay awake long enough. "Make a pot of
coffee, then keep me company while | take ashower. We can talk. It'll wake me up enough to Start to
trandatethething.”

"l brought my Latin dictionary. It'sinthecar.”
"Terrific, Fanny," Culhane groaned, and started unbuttoning his shirt.

* * *

Mulrooney had rebandaged his|eft hand, using the tube of ointment the emergency-room doctor had
prescribed that Culhane had picked up on the way to the house after leaving the funeral home. She had
read him the letter from Ethyl Chillingsworth. But Culhane hadn't told her about Partridge yet, or the
additiond information Partridge had given him regarding Steiglitz.

He sat on the parquet floor, his shoes off, hislegs stretched out under the coffee table, histoes dmost
able to touch the edge of the bearskin rug. He'd shot the big brown bear on Kodiak Idand with his .44
magnum revolver amost ayear ago when the anima, aroused—"horny," the guide had called it— had
charged them.

On the table beside him was a blue-and-white flora pattern soup cup, an eight-inch-square amber glass
ashtray aready containing more than a haf-dozen butts, his own Cassdll's Latin dictionary, a pocket-size
Collins Latin Gem dictionary and volumes one and two of an interlinear trandation of Ovid's

Metamor phoses just in case atruly esoteric construction had to be dug for.

More quickly than held thought he could, he had trand ated the first few pages of the book, duplicating
Seglitzswork, which was excdlent. Chillingsworth was vastly more proficient in Latin than Culhane
would have imagined; it was dmost asif he worked with the language day in and day out. A monk'slife,
or at least the company of monksto aboy aready schooled in Classical Greek, wasthe only way to
achieve such intimacy with the language, he conjectured.

But the use of the Latin had aclasscd rather than an ecclesiastical flavor to it, Culhane determined as he
worked.

Hewas severd pages beyond Steiglitz's work and, he conjectured, beyond what Steiglitz had ever seen.



Culhane looked behind him on the couch. Mulrooney was lying there, her eyes open but tired looking,
her legs tucked up under her dress. A weary smile crossed her lips as she noticed him watching her.
"Can't | hep? | mean, more than pouring coffee and emptying the ashtray?'

Culhane glanced at the Rolex; it was after eleven. He didn't even want to think of how many hours he'd
been up. He stubbed out a half-smoked Pall Mall.

"Okay, Fanny, I'll whip some Latin onyou." He picked up the book and read from the page he'd just
worked on.

"The picture writing on thewallstherein thisweird, tomblike temple was beyond ordinary belief and the
poor powers of my description. Creatures neither human nor animal, both, yet neither at once, adorned
bizarre inscriptions made of smaller, |etterlike symbols. These were abafflement to usdl. And il more
of the drange illustrations were everywhere. Bizarre ships, which somehow seemed to be represented
among many of the congtdlations of the starsin Heaven that Migter Fife had so kindly taught me at night
aboard the Madagascar. One scene, which so much perplexed usal, was of these inhuman figures
segted like men inside one of these strange ships, more of the poorly drawn constellations about them, as
though the ship sailed like the moon and the clouds among the very stars." "

He looked up halfway down the page. She was adeep. Culhane set to more trandating.

* % %

Mulrooney opened her eyes, her shoulders and legs stiff. Her neck ached, too. She wasin Culhane's
arms beside him on the floor. Culhan€e's head rested on the head of the Kodiak grizzly held shot, and her
head was on Culhane's right shoulder.

She sat up, alittle cold as she did o, leaving hiswarmth.

She folded her arms across her chest, hugging herself and briskly rubbing her upper arms. Then she
reached down with both hands as she tucked her knees up nearly to her chinto pull her skirt down from
whereit had twisted and bunched at her hips. She covered her legswithit.

Her mouth was dry and tasted of too many cigarettes.

Mulrooney could have looked at the read-out on Culhane's VCR, but instead she leaned back and
across him, raising hisleft arm to get the time from the watch on hiswrist as she had aways done when
they had lived together, dept together.

It was nearly elght-fifteen. She could et Culhane deep for awhile longer. Hisbrother's funera wasn't
until eleven, and he wouldn't need to be at the funeral home until alittle after ten.

She yawned and stood up, her feet cold as she stepped off the fur and onto the parquet floor.

"Brrr," she murmured, walking on tiptoes across the room to the closet just above the three stairsleading
down into the living room. She opened the closet door. Culhane's other |leather bomber jacket was hung
up there, and shetook it down from the hanger and pulled it across her shoulders, hugging it to her.

She closed the door and started down the stairs and back across the room toward the kitchen. Hed
need coffee when she woke him, and she needed some now.



She started the tegkettle, deciding to make a cup at atime. The coffegpot was il dirty from the previous
evening, and Mulrooney was in no mood to wash dishes; sherarely was, she reflected. She searched the
refrigerator, then opened the freezer compartment above and took out a can of frozen orangejuice and
st it on the counter.

She waked back into the living room and picked up the coffee cups. On the coffee table were Culhane's
wire-rimmed glasses he was S0 vain about wearing and the yellow legal pad sheld brought in with her
dictionary, its pages now filled with handwriting. She picked up the pad, glanced once at Culhane— he
was deeping like alittle boy, peaceful 1ooking, she thought— and returned to the kitchen.

She made one cup of Nescafé and started to read the trandation, reading what she assumed were the
first few pages of the Log, about how Henry Chillingsworth was asked to be cabin boy of the
Madagascar by hisuncle, Captain Miles Ridgeway Chillingsworth, about his friendship with thefirst
mate, aman named Fife. She stopped reading and pondered the idea of the map and the demon skull.
Had they actually found amap to Atlantis and the remains of one of its inhabitants? She shook her head;
Therain the Mediterranean amogt certainly was Atlantis. Had they found perhaps some other lost
civilization? Was that why the record of the discovery wasin Latin, in order to confine the knowledgeto
scholarsrather than those more obvioudly ignorant or mercenary?

"Orangejuice," she said out loud, remembering the can ill on the counter. She set down the pages and
rinsed a brown pitcher, then squeezed the can until the still-frozen juice dipped into the pitcher.

As she poured in the first can of water and took a plastic spoon to break up the chunks of concentrate,
shetried to think what would have made relatively sophisticated men of one hundred years ago label
remainsasa'demon skull." Maybe it had horns, she thought.

She finished making the juice, then poured some milk into her coffee. She spped the warm drink and
decided to watch Culhane deep. It was better than reading his notes.

* * *

They had both needed a shower anyway, and Culhane had convinced her— not having had to try very
hard at all— that water conservation was important. She had scrubbed his back and other parts, and she
wasin hisarms, the warm water bathing his face more than he liked as he bent to kiss her |eft shoulder.
"So poor Ethyl didn't have the Log after al,” Mulrooney panted in his|eft ear.

"No— poor Ethyl," Culhanetold her, kissing her neck, getting amouthful of water, fedling her fingers
againg hiscrotch.

"What'sthis? My God, it'sgrowing!"
"The water does it— hydroponics.”
"Or hydropenics.”

"Hmm," he mumbled, kissing her behind her |eft ear, getting more water in hisface. "No, al she had—
you taste good, you know that?"



"I never tasted mysdlf."

Culhane drew her closer to him, dmost an impossibility. "All Ethyl had was the persond memoir of Henry
Chillingsworth. All it doesis recount some things about the trip— some redly bizarre stuff. Y ou'll haveto
read therest of it."

"What kind of bizarre suff?'

"The congtdlations gppearing misshgpen in wall drawings, nonhuman creatures depicted in shipsflying
through the stars— thingslike that. He never gave any red details, though— at least not asfar asl've
gotten. | got the impression— ouch! Watch the nails, huh?!

"Sorry," shesaid. Hedidn't think shewasredlly sorry at all.

"But | got theimpression— that's better— the impression that he was afraid to give detalls, afraid
somebody'd use his memoir as ameans of finding whatever the hell the Madagascar found. Maybe I'll
know more when | get achanceto finishit. Hetaksalot about the night the Madagascar went down
and reaching San Rafadl I1dand.”

"Where you said you're going. I'm coming, too."

"I'm not letting you get yoursdlf killed."

"Even if we ever got married, | would never let you tell mewhat to do. It'safree country and I've got a
passport.” She moved her hands from where they were.

n me—"
"Thewater'sturning cold.”

"No, itisn't. | don't want you getting killed. This Steiglitz Ethyl talked about— I think his peoplekilled
Jeff and will probably be after me oncel hit San Rafadl.”

"Great— but I'll be there anyway."
"All right," he agreed. "All right— but you do what | say once we get there, okay?"'

Her hands came back to do what they had been doing— only better. He assumed she agreed, but
Culhane reflected that he had, on some previous occasi ons, made dumb assumptions.

"So, what else did hetak about?' Mulrooney murmured.

"Wdll, ohh... don't top that— he... ahh— he talked about— yeah— how he joined the monks and
stayed with them there on San Rafael until hewasin hisfifties— that's about 1920 or so. The monastery
was being closed down, and the monksthat were il aive were going back to Spain. But he went to
America, found hisyounger brother's family somehow and went to live with them. | guesshed kept in
touch with his brother over the years by letter. He doesn't explain it, or he hasn't yet."

"So thisisawashout. Oh, | don't mean this—" and Culhane fdt her hands leave him, then come back "—



| mean thewholediary or whatever itis."

"No, it'sjust the opposite. Miles Chillingsworth, the captain, gave Henry the Log when it looked like the
mutineers would take over the Madagascar. He figured maybe somehow the boy would survive and so
would therecord, | guess. And Henry pinpoints where he actudly hid the Log, assuming it hasn't rotted
away or dried to dust in ahundred years."

"When do we leave?'

"I have to make reservations— | hope tonight, or maybe even late this afternoon.”
"I've got enough clothes hereif you'll lend me asuitcase.”

"Yeah, I'll lend you asuitcase.”

"Come here," shewhispered, and hefelt her hands at work again.

They stood there in the shower, her back against the side of the stall, Mulrooney standing on her toes,
Culhane holding her up that way, tight against her, the water not yet running cold. They moved together,
but they weren't dancing.

Chapter Seventeen

Josh Culhane, histhroat tight, Fanny Mulrooney holding hisleft hand so hard that it hurt, heard the smdll
organ's shrill playing. He murmured under hisbregth, histhroat tightening more, " Amazing grace, how
sweet the sound, that saved awretch like me. | once waslost, but now I'm found, was blind but now |
see" And suddenly, very suddenly, he couldn't see the casket. The casket and the flowers around it
washed away as he closed his eyes, Mulrooney's hands moving up the length of hisleft arm, holding it
tightly, her nails digging into hisarm through the fabric of his dark blue three-piece suit, the only dark suit
he owned. The Presbyterian minister was till speaking, saying that Jeffrey Alan Culhane had been loved
by hisfriends and family— Josh Culhane was his only surviving family— and respected by his
co-workers.

Culhane, tears till in his eyes, looked away from the minister and the coffin of his brother to the faces of
the mourners. Was one of the faces Jeremiah Steiglitz? Was one of the women Sonia Steiglitz? He could
see Partridge and the three penguins, thistime in CIA issue black suits with dark ties. He had told
Mulrooney about the meeting with Partridge, about the whole thing with Steiglitz and the CIA, hoping to
make her redize she shouldn't come with him to 26° 15' north latitude, 74°30" west longitude— San
Rafael Idand in the Caribbean, smack in the Bermuda Triangle. But Culhane should have known better,
he redlized; the more he had told Mary Frances Mulrooney, the more it had intrigued her.

Asthey'd driven to the funerd home— she had taken them in her Mustang— she'd rambled on about
Atlantis, supercivilizations of the pagt, al the funny things that happen in the Bermuda Triangle, demon
skulls, ancient maps.

And after the funera was concluded, they would return to the house to pack, then fly to Nassau, from
there moving out into the Caribbean to San Rafadl and the Gladstone Log. After the funerdl....



Swalowing hard, histhroat aching, his eyes burning, he stared at the gray coffin.

"Ashesto ashes, dust to dust...." Culhane had heard the words often. His mother and father— their
mother and father. Friends. He had used the words in his books.

Other words, these whispered to him as he felt her breath on hisface—"| love you, Josh"— and he
watched later asthe dirt he threw down from hisright hand onto the coffin lid caught in the wind and
someof it blew away.

* % %

Flowers, real ones— poinsettias, purple bougainvillea, and others he couldn't identify— grew in
manicured gardens of scarlet poincianatrees near the hotel entrance. The bellman ferried their luggage
ahead of them, Mulrooney literdly wide-eyed as Culhane watched her. "Y ou stay in placeslikethisal
the time when you go boppin' around the world, Josh?'

Culhane shrugged and lit a cigarette, the bellman holding the door asthey passed through into the lobby.
The song "Y ou Go to My Head" filtered in from apiano bar off to their right asthey started acrossthe
lobby's maroon-and-gold carpets. Culhane looked at Mulrooney again, thinking the song's words were
somehow never more right. "1've dways found an expensive hotd isn't redly much more expensvethan a
chegp one, al things consdered. And rdlax— it'son me."

"Damnright it is. Women'slib isterrific except for the going dutch part,” she said.

They registered, Mulrooney more wide-eyed still asthey entered the small suite Culhane had reserved.
"I'm going to go home and burn my apartment,” shetold him, setting her giant purse— more gigantic than
the purses she usudly carried— on theflora print bedspread. The bellman hung the two garment bags—
onewith Culhane's shirts and two summer-weight suits and the other with Mulrooney's dresses, skirts,
dacks, and blouses— in thewalk-in closet.

"Would the gentleman and madame prefer the air conditioning or to have the doorsto the bal cony
opened? The height of thisfloor is such that insects would be of no concern. ™

"The ba cony doors open, please. That'd be perfect,” Culhane answered for them. Mulrooney, still in her
black dress and pearls, sat on the edge of the bed and kicked off her high hedls, crossing her long legs
and rubbing the sole of her foot.

She was tugging off her earrings as Culhane tipped the bellman and chained the door after him. Culhane
could see her reflection in amirror in the Stting room as he turned away from the door. "Want adrink?'
he sang out.

"No, | want more than one, but on€lll do me for now," she called back.
Culhane dipped out of his shoes and walked in stocking feet across the sitting room to the small bar. It
waswhite, like the louvered closet doors, the wood trim and molding of the room and the balcony

furniture, making the green background of the sitting room's flora-print wallpaper seem even greener.

He reached up and pulled hisdark blue silk crocheted tie to half mast and opened his collar button and
vest. He remembered that Mulrooney liked rum drinks. He found some Myerss dark and opened the



quart bottle, deciding that tonight they'd drink it Straight, ashedidn't fed like calling downgtairs for
Coca-Colaor some other mixer. He grabbed two bourbon glasses. As hefilled first one bourbon glass
and then the other, he remembered that as aboy held always called these "Doc Holliday" glasses, seeing
them for the first time when Kirk Douglas had portrayed the fast shooting, hard-drinking, consumptive
dentist in one of the many film retellings of the O.K. Corra gunfight of October 26, 1881.

"Comeand get it," Culhane cadled out.
"Wait aminute. I'm changing into something sexy for you.”

"Grest," he sad, leaving her drink on the bar, gulping down part of the rum. It madeawarmfedingin his
throat and in the pit of his somach. He refilled his glass and walked toward the white wicker easy chairs
and white wicker sofa surrounding the glass coffeetable.

He sat in one of the easy chairs, the cushions soft and comfortable after the airliner seats and the bouncy
cab ride. He leaned his head back, stretched hislegs out, and closed his eyes.

It had been a unique day, one he would never forget, he thought. He'd gotten back together with Fanny
Mulrooney, something he had wanted since they'd agreed to part, despite hisdlergic reaction to her TV
persona. Hed buried his brother— histwin— and a part of him was gone forever. And he had decided
that however trite the idea, getting the man who'd gotten his brother was growing to proportions
amounting to obsession.

Hiseyeswere dtill closed when he heard her dippers dapping againgt the soles of her feet. "Well— so
open your eyes and tell me I'm beautiful.”

He opened his eyes. He saw her green eyes, her hair down and dightly past her shoulders, wavy ever
since she'd gotten a permanent ayear ago.

Shewore awhite nightgown that hung from her shoulders on thin sirgps, the top of the gown lace
trimmed, its whiteness stark against the honey of her bare shoulders and arms. A shoestring-thin whitetie
pulled the gown in around her waist and was knotted in abow at the small of her back. Shetwirled once
for himtolook at her.

"Y ou're beautiful— okay?'
"Thanksawholelot."

Culhane stood up, taking her into hisarms, drawing her closeto him. "Y ou're beautiful, Fanny.” And he
caught the hair in hisfingers, pulling her head back, her eyes steady as helooked at her face, hisface
moving closer to hers, her lips parting dightly and he kissed her, hisarmsfolding her more closdy against
him, feding her hands move along hisback....

* % %

Culhane bent his head, hislipstouching the nipple of first her right breast, then her left, then he shifted his
weight from her body, rolling onto his back, only the moonlight through the ba cony doors of the
bedroom giving the bed, Fanny Mulrooney beside him and even his own body recognizable shapesin the
darkness.



His arm snaked around her and sherolled toward him, his hand stroking her neck, feeling her hair. And
he could fed her breath againgt his chest when she whispered to him in the darkness, "If you ever say |
sadthis, I'll deny it, but | never...well, sncewe, ahh... well. | just didn't.”

"Shh," hetold her, tilting her chin up so when he bent his face toward her, hislips could brush hers.
She whispered again in the darkness after amoment,
"And don't tell me about you— 'cause either way, | don't want to know, Josh.”

"Shh," hetold her, and kissed her again.

Chapter Eighteen

At the hotel desk, they had been told the names of some of the more reputable charter-boat operators
working out of Nassau Harbor and how to find them. Asthe cab took them dockside, Culhane had
explained to Mulrooney that what they were looking for was alarge sport-fishing boat, forty feet or
better, something that could cruise comfortably at about twenty knots. If they could find such a craft for
an overnight charter, perhapsfor two nights, they could reach San Rafadl in ten or eleven hours, lay over
the first night offshore and explore the old monastery in daylight.

They walked along the marina now, smaler boats docked everywhere, their owners or sometimes small
children hawking each as the best of the charter runners who knew the best placesto fish for the best
trophies. They kept waking, Mulrooney wearing ablue flord print sundress and white sandds, ahuge
blue canvas tote bag hanging from her left shoulder, Culhane watching the wind catch her hair.

They stopped. Culhane stabbed his handsinto the side pockets of hiswhite tennis shorts and rocked on
his heels as he stared a the name on the stern of the big white boat: Cherokee.

"Likethe Indians?' Mulrooney asked him.

"Like Cherokee Sound, morelikdly. It's off Great Abaco |dand— north and alittle east of here. Well
passit on the way out to San Rafael." He stood by the sport fisherman's stern, seeing aface appear on
deck and gtart toward the fighting chair. He dwaysfelt stupid shouting "Ahoy," so he called out,
"Heyaboard the Cherokee! "

The face— black, like most facesin the Bahamas— |ooked up, noncommittal. ™Y eah?"
"I'm Looking for Junius Grey."

"Wait aminute,” the man called back, turning away from Culhane and Mulrooney and leaning against the
gin polerisng verticaly behind the fighting chair. "Hey, Jun— some folks have cometo see you, mon!™

The clerk at the hotel desk had described Junius Grey, captain of the cherokee, asabig man, and if
Culhane could get him, the best man in the harbor for taking on something besidesfishing. And Junius
Grey— at least Sx feet five , maybe better then then that— and literally; his shoulders|ooked as though
he wore football pads. But he wasn't. He was naked from the waist up, and little more then naked from



thewaist down, hisbikini stye swim trunks barely covered anything. His dark body glistened with swedt,
making the musclesthat were so prominant in hisarms and legs seem to ripple dl the more Five pound
ham sized hands held a greasy-looking rag. He wiped his hands on the rag now as he came aft long the
portside deck, reaching out hisleft hand to the nearest vertica for the bridge ladder, the swing down to
the cockpit deck. he was missing the little finger of hisleft hand.

"I'm Junius Grey", the man announced, white teeth suddenely dominating the lower portion of hisface as
he smiled broadly. His black hair— short tightly curled, and wet with sweat— gleamed in the sunlight as
the wind picked up, blowing across the marina.

"My nameis Culhane, and thisis Miss Mulrooney. We weretold at our hotd that if i could hireyou, you
were best man in harbor for what | needed, where | wanted to go,” Culhane told the man. Cupping his
hands around the lighters flame in the wind, Culhanelit a cigarettesinto his shorts pocket.

"It depends muchly on what you need, Mr....Culhane, it was?'

"Culhare”

"And of course where you want to go."

"Want to talk about it?"

The big man shrugged, making his muscles ripple under the sun. "Yes, sure | want to talk about it." He
turned to the first man they'd seen, skinny by comparison and more than afull head shorter, still leaning
againg the gin pole. "Ebenezer, help the gentleman and hislady aboard, and we will talk."

Culhane started climbing over the transom, reaching up for Mulrooney. The man called Ebenezer took
her blue purse from her, then Mulrooney's full-skirted sundress ballooned up in a sudden gust of wind as
she stepped over onto the gunwae. It gave Culhane aview he'd seen before and made Ebenezer amile;
shewore no dip and no stockings, only light blue panties.

But then she was down on the deck beside him, her clothing under control, Junius Grey saying, "Why
don't we go below to the salon. We can talk better there.” Culhane only nodded, letting Mulrooney
follow after Grey, he starting down after her.

Culhane stepped through the doorway into the salon and let the door swing to behind him, watching as
Grey moved, stooped over, acrossto the far sde by the small bar forward. There looked to be a head
up there, and there was a gleaming stainless stedl gdley in the center. Grey suddenly seemed shorter, and
Culhane redlized the man was now sitting on astool behind the bar. Grey opened a bottle of Coors beer.
"May | offer you and the lady some refreshment, Mr. Culhane?’

"How do you get Coors down here?" Culhane asked, feeling himsdlf smiling. The portholes on the sides
of the sdlon were open, a breeze ruffling the short brown café curtains framing them.

"With congderable difficulty, Mr. Culhane, consderable difficulty. Would you like some?’
"If you've got Michelob, I'd rather, but Coorswould befine."

"Michdob | have. And for thelady?' Grey asked, Culhane following his stare as Mulrooney sat on the



settee. Culhane figured it opened into a bed.

"The lady'll have abeer,” Mulrooney answered for hersdlf. "Michelob or Coors— whatever you're
pushingisfine"

Culhane walked over to the bar, took a bottle of Michelob for Mulrooney, moved over to the settee and
handed it to her dong with an inverted cone-shaped glass. He declined aglassfor himsdf, taking a
swallow of the Michelob from the bottle instead. He looked over at Mulrooney, who sat perched on the
edge of the settee, her massive purse beside her, her skirt dmost touching her ankles. She waslighting a
cigarette.

Culhane looked a Junius Grey, who was watching him intently. "So, Mr. Culhane, Miss Mulrooney,
where are you bound?'

Culhane found an ashtray, got rid of the ashesfrom his Pal Mal and sculpted atip for the cigarette
againg the glass, then looked acrossthe bar a Grey.

"To 26° 15 north latitude, 74°30' west longitude.”
"San Rafadl 1dand. But the fishing isn't that good out there, Mr. Culhane.”
"Doesn't bother me," Culhanetold the man.

"I didn't think that it did, redlly. And the beach for the young lady, the beach isredlly very poor for
soaking up the sun.”

"And that doesn't bother me," Mulrooney added from across the salon, exhaing acloud of cigarette
smoke as she spoke.

"No fishing, no sun on the beach. | only smuggle Coors beer and that's for myself alone, so | can't help
you to smuggle drugs or other contraband. | am at aloss asto why you would wish to go to San Rafadl
Idand."

"No mystery, redly,” Culhanelied. "I'm awriter. | write adventure novels. Miss Mulrooney isawriter, as
well. We heard about the old monastery out there and wanted to check it out. I'm planning to set anovel
I'm working on— part of it a least— in aplace like San Rafadl. Figured I'd be able to handle that
section of the book better if | went there. Anyway, it'd give usalittle while away from Nassau.”

"If the seas areright, and thewind isright, and | kegp her to maximum cruising speed, | can bring the
Cherokee off San Rafael in maybe dleven hours, give or take alittle”

"When would you be able to get under way if we agree on terms?’ Culhane asked him.

"Not until late this afternoon, which would mean we wouldn't dip in until well after midnight. It'seither
that or leave first thing tomorrow morning. | run two four-hundred-horsepower diesalsfor the Cherokee,
and the starboard clutch has been giving me sometrouble.” Grey smiled, wiping his hands on therag
again, then taking another pull of the Coors. "That'swhat | was doing when Ebenezer called me aft—
cleaning aclutch plate up there on the foredeck.”

Culhanelooked at Mulrooney. Her eyes said something, but he wasn't sure what.



"Wed be out two nightsthen,” Culhanetold Grey, "if we leave this afternoon. And Miss Mulrooney and |
can explore San Rafadl tomorrow during daylight.”

"Two nights— and around trip of maybe twentyfour hours running time for the Cherokee. I'll supply the
booze— | can buy it cheaper,” Grey added, scribbling with apencil on ablue note pad.

He ripped off the top sheet, wrote something on the next sheet, drew acircle around it and pushed the
pad around one hundred eighty degrees, shoving it across the bar to Culhane.

It wasthe price. "That's American dollars | quoted in,” Grey said.
Culhane studied it, then reached for the pencil. "May 17"
"Sure" Grey sad, hiseyeslaughing.

Culhane drew an X through the price, cut two hundred fifty dollarsfrom it and wrote that figure down,
circled it, then passed the pad and pencil back to Grey.

"Hmm— you've hired boats before?"
Culhane it another cigarette and nodded.

"I will split the difference with you, and if the running time lastslonger than twenty-four hours because of
high seas or rough winds, | won't even think about adding on for my time and diesdl.”

Culhane extended hisright hand acrossthe bar. Grey took it. "Agreed,” Culhanetold him.

"Be here at the docks by maybe two-thirty. Y ou and the lady— unless you had something different in
mind can share the forward stateroom. | use the aft stateroom, and either Ebenezer or | are on watch day
and night.”

"Sounds good to me," Mulrooney said, Culhane glancing over to her.

"Any kind of food you or the lady can't eat— | mean, ether of you Jewish and don't est pork— like
that?'

* % %

"With names like Culhane and Mulrooney?' Culhanelooked at her as she said it, and he laughed.
CULHANE STOOD IN THE FLYING BRIDGE to theright of Grey in the hdmseset, Grey throttling up
the starboard engine alittle, a cool wind with afine st spray flowing acrossthe windshield asthey
skated near the shdlows surrounding Eleutheraldand along the Northeast Providence Channd. "Can
you stick her to the channel, Mr. Culhane? Take the whed for me."

Culhane, shouting over the noise of the engines and the noise of the waves breaking across the starboard
bow, told him, "Yeah, | think | can manage."

Grey nodded, then turned toward Mulrooney. Wearing a strapless one-piece bathing suit that defied
gravity, she was stretched across the companion benchsesat reading galley proofsfor one of her books.



"Would you or the lady care for adrink? | have Scotch, vodka, Canadian blended whiskey, bourbon,
beer and of course, rum."

"What kind of rum?" It was Mulrooney.
"Myerssdark.”

"Straight in a bourbon glasswould befine," she caled back and returned to her reading. Culhane |ooked
away from her to the control console as Grey got up, then he did into the helmsest.

"And you, Mr. Culhane?'

"Thesameisfing" Culhane cdled back, Grey dready waking away.

"The sameit is. And watch the port throttle: she'salittle speedier than she might be, so you don't haveto
goose her that much.” As Grey passed Mulrooney, he said to her, " Sorry for the choice of vocabulary,
miss”

Shelooked up, did her round-lensed sunglasses down aong the bridge of her nose for an instant and
smiled, pushing her glasses back. Grey disappeared down the ladder into the cockpit.

Culhane stared ahead through his sunglasses toward the idand off to starboard. He felt Mulrooney's
hands on his bare shoulders. "Like | told you on the way back to the hotel, Josh, like | told you over
lunch, like | told you on the way back to the docks, | don't trust this guy.”

Culhane only nodded, saying nothing.

"Too accommodeating, too—"

"Yeah," Culhane agreed. "But | look &t it thisway:

until we reach San Rafadl and start prowling around that old monastery, nobody's gonnatouch us. If
Steiglitz figures weve got an ideawhereto find the Gladstone Log, helll let us stay dive long enough to
get it into our hands. That's when he lowers the boom. Just keeping a nautical flavor to my speech here”
and helaughed.

Hefdt her nalsbiteinto his shoulders. "Couldn't bring agun, huh?"

"Not into the Bahamas. It's not easy, the way it isin movies and books. Permission'simpossible, and
smuggling is dicey unlessyou've got the right connections. Anyway, I'm sure Captain Grey has at least

one.

"That'swhat I'm worried about,” Mulrooney said, and Culhanefdt the nailsdig into his bare flesh again.

Chapter Nineteen

Mulrooney opened her eyes, sheld heard something. Sheld been hearing things al night— the sounds of



the Cherokee underway, the sounds of footsteps in the companionway between the salon and the
cockpit, footsteps she assumed belonged to Junius Grey or to the skinny man called Ebenezer....

Her nightgown was wrapped around her legs, and she eased up her rear end, tugging at the gown so she
could move. She leaned across Culhane, who was deegping on her left, picked up hisleft arm and studied
his Rolex. It was amost 3:00 A.M. Maybe the sound had something to do with the Cherokee's dowing
down because they were nearing San Rafadl.

She pushed the sheet down and swung her legs over the side of the double bed. She hadn't brought a
robe, nor had she brought dippers. She stepped into the rubber thongs she'd worn earlier in the day and
grabbed Culhane's dark blue knit shirt. She pulled the shirt on over her head, and it reached past her hips
as she smoothed it down.

Culhane had brought hisflashlight, the kind policemen carried: big, holding threelarge D batteries. It was
heavy; Mulrooney could see why policemen sometimes used them as nightsticks. Shetook it off the small
bedside table and started for the stateroom door three short steps away. She put her hand on the latch,
not yet working the switch on Culhanés flashlight. There was an uneasy feding in the pit of her somach.
She knew Culhane had his big pocketknife indgde his shoe on the side of the bed, but she could always hit
somebody on the head with the flashlight.

She opened the door, stepped out into the companionway and pulled the door closed behind her. It
didn't lock because there was no key, and Captain Junius Grey had explained that the key waslost
somewhere.

She held her breath, her shoulder blades and the cheeks of her behind flat against the companionway
wall. She waked past the head, reminding herself to get up early so she could get ashower before they
went ashore on San Rafael. She walked past Grey'slittle bar, smelling the odor of stale beer where used
bottleswere in a plastic wastebasket in the corner. She kept walking, the vessel swaying under her feet
as she reached her left hand to the overhead to help steady her, her right hand holding the flashlight— il
unlit— and holding up the hem of her long nightgown.

Why was the vessal swaying? For an instant she wished she wrote adventure novels as Culhane did; you
learned about boats and the things they did by writing stuff like that.

The creaking sounds were louder now.
She kept walking aft.

Therewasadiver of light coming out through the darkness between the door and the doorframe of the
aft cabin.

Suddenly she thought, why am | sneaking around? She was a passenger paying agood price— Culhane
had told her how much— to travel on the Cherokee. She wasrestless and just going for awalk. She
walked ahead with longer steps, surer steps. If he saw her, Grey would smply say, " Good evening, Miss
Mulrooney," or something like thet.

But she stopped beside his door; she heard voices. One voice was Grey's heavy baritone, but the other
voicedidn't sound like Ebenezer's. "And if Ebenezer's bel owdecks, then who the hell isdriving the boat?!
she asked hersalf under her breath. Maybe it didn't need someone up top if they were stopped. They had
to be at San Rafael. Maybe you could see from the cockpit. When she'd glanced out the stateroom



portholes while pulling on Culhane's shirt, sheld seen nothing but blackness, but maybe the Cher okee had
turned around and was facing out to sea, and the aft section faced theidand of San Rafadl.

She started past Grey's stateroom.
The door opened.

A white face with along purplish scar running down theleft cheek glared at her. Sheraised the flashlight
to useit like a club and opened her mouth wide to scream, sucking in her breath.

Grey was next to the other man, ahandgunin hisbig right fist.
"Scream and | blow the top of your pretty little head off, Miss Mulrooney."

Her mouth was il open, but she didn't scream, and the next ingtant, the white man with the scar had his
hand clamped over her mouth. She couldn't scream if shetried.

They pulled her insde the stateroom, then closed the door quietly.
"Don't want to awaken Mr. Culhane— no need to just yet," Grey told her.

Thewhite man's hand was till over her mouth. His other hand pulled up the bottom of her nightgown,
and she reached out to scratch at his eyes with her fingernails but saw Grey'sgun. It wasaimed at her
face. "l redly will shoot you, Miss Mulrooney, if need be," he said to her, then pushed the white man's
hand away from her thighs.

She sat on the bunk, her nightgown up to her crotch, not daring to move, the white man's hand il
covering her mouth. Her nose hurt where hishand was againg it. Grey wastaking to him. "If you want to
sample the merchandise, do it after we kill Culhane. He's abig enough man to put up alittle resstance.
And anyway, thisonell fight you," he said, and he touched his hand with the gunin it to her cheek. "Y ou
want a cabin torn up, do it on your own vessdl, Gastman.”

"Mm— mmm— mm—" The man's hand was locked 0 tightly over her mouth, it was dl she could do to
make strangled grunts.

"Dont tel me— you want to know what's going on.” Grey smiled, histeeth showing wide.
"Mm— hmm— mm."

"I'll tell you," he said. He stuffed his automatic into his belt and picked up a pillow from the bed. She
watched him as he stripped the pillowcase fromit. "Pretty smple, actualy, MissMulrooney.” He set the
pillowcase down and pulled a red-and-white bandanna handkerchief from his pocket. "We're going to
kidnap you and kill Mr. Culhane." Before she could react, the white man's hand was gone from her
mouth and the red-and-white bandanna was going between her teeth, her head pushed forward and
down amost to her knees as shefelt Grey's handstying it too tightly behind her neck, felt some of her
hair pulled into the knot. "The Cherokee isafine old vessd— I'm sure you'd agree. Don't build them like
thisanymore." Her head was pushed back up, her hands pulled behind her. She fdt the white man tying
them with something. " One reason they don't build them like thisanymore isthat they're too costly to
repair. Y our friend Mr. Culhane wondered about my beer before. Well, | smuggleit into Nassau, but just
for mysdf. | lived in Colorado in your United States for four years and redly grew to like it. But the other



things | smuggle are alittle more important than beer— likeriflesto pro-Castro terroristsin the
Caribbean, explogves, thingslike that. And | smuggle drugs from Colombiawith this nice gentleman, Mr.
Gastman. He'swhat you'd cal apirate.”

Her wristsweretied behind her as Grey kndlt at her feet, binding her bare ankleswith cord. "I've
skimmed one or two of your books, Miss Mulrooney— I'd love to say | found them fascinating, but
unfortunately | didn't. But what more appropriate place for the famous M.F. Mulrooney to disappear
than in the infamous Bermuda Triangle, hey?' When he was through tying her ankles— she couldn't twist
them againgt the rope even alittle— he stood up, then pulled down her nightgown so it covered her legs.
"Wouldn't want you to catch cold." And hetook hisgun from hisbelt and held it againin hisfist. She
wondered what he had planned for the pillowcase and knew shewouldn't likeit. "But you see, in the
Bermuda Triangle— devils and the occult and flying saucers asde— there are fill pirates, such as Mr.
Gastman here. Pirates will attack thisvessal and kill everyone aboard her except me. I'll be found cast
adrift but somehow surviving, o | can collect my insurance money. Even poor Ebenezer will have been
murdered." Grey looked past her to the white man crouched beside her whose breath she could fed on
her cheek. "Has he been murdered yet?'

"Naw— just hit him up sde the head, Grey— lessn he's got a delicate head or such.”

Grey turned his eyes back to Mulrooney, smiling again. "But whét redlly happensis vastly more
profitable. I'll be cast adrift, suffer from exposure perhaps, but |'ve been toughening my skin to the sun
the last few weeks looking for alikely prospect to come adong. That's the reason | was on deck in my
swimming trunks earlier, when you and Mr. Culhanefirst cameto me. The sun can beakiller— redly. A
fair person like yourself, Miss Mulrooney— it can wreak devastation. But in any event, the Cherokee
won't really be scuttled. Shelll be repainted, the serials on the engine blocks dtered, things like that, and
shell be sold into the drug trade running from South America up to Florida. All vauableswill be taken
off, but the insurance company won't know that. My liability insurance will cover any clamsfrom ether
your estate or that of Mr. Culhane. And Mr. Gastman and | shall make a handsome profit indeed on
you."

Mulrooney felt her eyeswiden.

"Now | know you're ajournalist, Miss Mulrooney. Surely between flying saucer photographs and
Bigfoot legends you must have heard of white davery. Catchy name, actudly,” he mused, stroking his
chocolatebrown skin. "Mr. Gastman has connections in South America, from where you can be shipped
into Southeast Asaand sold for avery handsome price. Some fascination for fair-skinned women in
brothels, | suspect.”

She brought both feet up, aiming her toes at Grey's crotch.
But he sidestepped, and she felt Gastman's hands at her back, shoving her off the edge of the bunk.
Her rear end hit thefloor hard and shelost her bresth.

"But relax for now. Y our trip to South Americaand then to Southeast Asa—" he smiled, shoving the
pistol into hisbelt and picking up the pillowcase "— will be a pleasant one. They use heroin to keep you
cam, then to addict you so you behave well in the brothel. And now we—" Grey glanced at hiswatch as
he lifted the pillowcase "— must go and murder Mr. Culhane." He swiftly brought the pillowcase down
and covered her head with it. She could still see diffused light as shefelt him tying it around her neck; her
face was swesting aready.



"But agood little girl will get to Southeast Asawith alot fewer bruises and welts than abad one, so
whileyou wait for us, why don't you think about waysto be pleasing to your new masters.”

She heard footsteps, heard a click and then the diffused light was gone. Shewasin total darkness when
she heard the door close.

Shewasdone.

Then shefet the hand moving up dong her legs, under her nightgown, felt it grab hard a her crotch and
heard the laughter. Gastman.

His voice was near her ear. "Y ou be good to me, girlie, and I'll be better to you," he whispered, his hand
hurting her, but then it moved away. Her breath was coming in short gasps from the pain and from the
fear. She heard footsteps again, heard the door close again, heard alock being worked.

She leaned her head back againgt the edge of the bunk, suffocating inside the pillowcase, frightened, her
eyeswelling up with tears. But already she was trying to work on the knots at her wrists. Gastman had
tied these, and he hadn't struck her as being anywhere near as competent as Grey. And if she didn't get
her hands free, Culhane would be dead and she would wish she were.

* % %

"Themind never degps.” It was something Culhane had Sean Dodge use as a pet expressonin The
Takers, something Culhane had learned on the L ateriquique River in Paraguay when he and his guide had
been stalked for six days by bandits, and the only way to stay aive wasto let the body rest but never the
mind.

The expression his guide— a hunter, afighter— had used was an expression Culhane had taken to heart,
to hissoul. Ordinary sounds were catal oged automaticaly and dismissed. Asherolled over and felt the
gtill-warm indentationsin the mattress where Mulrooney had been, he assumed held heard her get up and
dismissed it. Sheld gone to the heed; she usudly did that sometime during the night when they had made
love

His eyes were wide open. There had been another sound, an unusua sound. Herolled over onto his
stomach and reached into his shoe. The Bali-Song knife, his only weapon, was hidden there. The sound
that had awakened him was akey in alock. But there was no key for this stateroom, Junius Grey had
said. And Grey had even told him there was no key for the aft stlateroom Grey shared with the skinny
man, Ebenezer.

So why should akey be turning in alock when there were no keys?

The Bdi-Song was aknife said to have originated in the Philippines, but the design was quite possibly
brought there by an American sailor. Rather than the blade opening out of the handle between the dabs,
the handle was made in halves, the halves splitting to bare the blade. Culhane's Bali-Song was handmade
of thefinest stainless sted, the handle halves skeletonized and held together by aflip lock smilar in
principle to the locking mechanism of the band clasp for his Rolex Sea Dweller. Hisright thumb flipped
the lock up and open, the thumb dipping down to the |eft Sde of the rear handle haf. His hand opened,
letting the forward handle half and the blade fal open, then he closed both handle havestogether in his
fingers, the Weehawk pattern blade locked in his clenched right fist.



Hisleft pam flat against the mattress, he pushed himsdlf up and off the bed, naked, backing against the
doorway, pulling the king-size pillows from the bunk into the bunk’s center. He glanced toward the door.
Footsteps.

He reached out across the bed with the knife in hisright hand, shagging the point of the single-edged
blade into the sheet and lifting it up, then dropping it down acrossthe pillows so it looked asthough a
body il lay inthe bed.

He was worried about Mulrooney.

His navy blue shorts were on the chair next to the bedside table, but he noticed his shirt was gone.
Mulrooney's panties were on the floor; she hadn't left them there when she had undressed. Her bra—
taken off dong with the panties when sheld changed into her swimsuit— was till there. The swimsuit was
thereaswdll.

Hefdt the corners of hismouth tensing, his pams sweeting as he moved the knifein hishand for an
instant to flip the lock closed. Danger was somehow aways easier to face in the pages of his booksthan
inred life. Hemoved his knife back into position, arapier hold.

He heard something and looked down at the door handle.
It wasturning.
Culhane drew himself up behind the door asit Sarted to open.

It was like something out of amovie. A pistol— mechanically he recognized it asaWalther P-38— was
being stabbed through the darkness of the space between the door and the frame. From where he stood
he could only see the gun and the hand that wielded it.

The pigtal discharged once, then once again, the sharp crack of the 9mm parabellum rounds deafening in
the confined space. Culhané's right hand with the Bali-Song flashing out, down, back. The pistol
discharging again, then falling from the hand. Culhane's | eft shoulder lurching againgt the door, hammering
it shut againgt the anonymous gunman. A scream of pain asthe gunman's|eft hand clasped theright wrig,
Culhane snapping the door open again, hisleft hand punching out into the darkness, finding aface, wet
lips and ashirtfront as his hand dropped, wrenching the body toward him. His right hand ramming
forward, low, under the elbows of the gunman with no gun, hisright wrist fegling the shock asthe knife
stopped dead against bone, the blade rammed up to the handle halves, a groaning sound as the man
crumpled toward him, Culhane leaving the knife in as he guided the man to the floor.

In the pae sarlight that lit the stateroom, Culhane could see the face— awhite man, the eyes open and
garing. The sphincters had relaxed in degth, and the smél of human excrement and urine began to fill the
room.

Culhane searched the man's pockets: two spare magazines for the Wather— from the weight of them,
seemingly fully loaded; what fdlt like a dick-scaled, multibladed pocketknife— maybe the Swiss Army
type; asmall leather sack. He opened the sack and could fed apladtic lining with hisfingers. Inthe
sack— from the smdll of it— was marijuana. "Wonderful," he whispered to the dead man. "See?1 told
you I'd help you kick the habit." He replaced the sack and threw the knife under the bed.



The gunwasin hisright hand and he shifted it to hisleft as he picked up his Bali-Song knife again,
cleaning the blade on the dead man's shirt. He set the gun down, closed the knife with one hand, locking
the handle halves, then set it down on the bed beside the gun and the two spare magazines. He stepped
into his navy blue shorts, picked up the knife and dropped it into a pocket next to his cigarettes and
lighter. It was abig knife, and Culhane thought it made him look like he had an erection coming out of his
left thigh. He picked up the Walther; he redlized hed worked the safety lever on and then off again to
lower the hammer without even being conscious of it. He put the two spare magazinesin his other front
pocket and stepped out into the salon. He could hear sounds on the deck above now, asif the shots had
somehow signaed aparty to begin. He heard Grey's voice shouting, " Careful with that fighting chair when
you'reloading her aboard the Temptress— the damned thing cost good money!"

Strange time to be moving furniture, Culhane thought. And then he moved ahead acrossthe sdon's
amost palpable darkness, his bare feet taking each step as soundlessly as he could, the Wdther P-38
tight againgt hisbody in hisright fist, ready. He had to find Mulrooney.

He passed the open gdlley, liberating a handful of popcorn as he did. He was hungry, and since he
couldn't smoke, the popcorn was the next best thing.

It wasn't bad popcorn.

He stopped beside the door to the aft cabin, heard footsteps in the cockpit and drew back into the
shadows. "Turn on some fuckin' lights, Grey— Stowbridge aready shot that Culhane asshole, anyway.”

Grey'svoice. "All right. Then we get the girl. Go through Culhane's things and then hersfor anything of
vaue"

"Y ou can trust me, Junius." The voice had a curious blend of southern U.S. and New Y ork City accents.

"Trust you my ass, Gastman. All | believeisthat you want fifty percent of the insurance money, and that's
more than thisboat'll bring in the drug trade. The man's watch is a good one, means good money on the
black market. The woman had two cameras and a camerabag full of lenses. Those looked like real
pearls she was wearing when she came aboard. | trust you the same as you trust me. And when you sell
the woman, be damned certain | get haf the money.”

Culhané's mouth was dry. Helied to himsdlf that it was the popcorn. He knew better.

"All right then— let's get to that Culhane fellas corpse before old Stowbridge picks him clean. He's been
in there two or three minutes since we heard them shots.”

"And get the woman on the way up. Shelll keep.”

Culhane tucked back farther into the shadows as Grey and the second man walked past him, the captain
ducking his huge frame as he walked forward.

Culhane redized Mulrooney wasin Grey's stateroom. Maybe drugged, maybe unconscious, but
damaged goods brought poorer prices; more likely just tied up or clapped in astorage locker. Somehow
he felt better knowing she was sdable; it meant she was dive and in one piece.

There was only oneway to do it, something he rarely had the charactersin his books do and something
held never done: shoot both men in the back, fast. There were— he hoped— five shotsremaining in the



Walther. Perhgps six if the man had used afull magazine plus onein the chamber.

Grey would be the one to takefirst. He was the biggest, the strongest and the smartest from what held
heard of the conversation.

Inaningant it would betoo late.
Hetried rationdizing away out of double murder; there wouldn't be time to get Mulrooney once they

found out his body wasn't in the stateroom. And there would be more men on top. Most likely both Grey
and the other man— what was the name, Gastman?— had guns. Culhane could use them.

He stepped from the shadows, raising the muzzle of the Walther P-38, setting the barely visible front sght
on the outline of Grey's back. He squeezed the trigger twice asfast as he could do it evenly, the sound of
the 9mms in the confined space making his earsring again. Grey's bulk dammed forward, and the second
man spun around, starting to shout, "What the—"

Culhane pumped the trigger three times, the body taking each dug and moving with it, dancing, spinning,
fdling.

Culhane was running forward now, working the base-of -the-butt magazine catch release and dropping
the empty magazine, jamming afresh oneinto the butt of the pistol. The Walther till had around in the
chamber. Culhane felt the musclesin his neck tightening. Grey was till moving. He squeezed the trigger
anyway, the shot aimed a Grey's head. He could have hit, he could have missed.

But there was no more movement.

Culhane reached down with the pistal, ready to fire again, then rolled over the white man. He pried the
gun from hisfis— a Government Model .45, unmistakable even in the darkness. A quick search turned
up three spare magazines, onein the pocket and two on the belt.

Grey had carried aLuger. "Y ecch,” Culhane sneered. Two Spare magazines.

Both pistolsin hiswaistband and the spare magazinesin his pockets, he started forward, expecting at any
second that men would pour down the companionway from the cockpit.

None was coming.

Grey's stateroom. Culhane tried the door; it waslocked. It had been the locking of the stateroom door
that had awakened him.

If al the previous gunshots hadn't gotten anyone to come below, he thought—
But if Mulrooney were near the door...

Hetook ahalf step back, then snapped his bare | eft foot against the door and the doorjamb as he
whedled, balancing on hisright. A double tae kwon do kick and the door sprang inward.

Culhane stepped through, the Wather in hisright fist. Mulrooney was on her knees, apillowcase on the
floor beside her, her mouth gagged, her hands free, the fingers splayed like a cat ready to claw.



Culhane dropped to his knees beside her. " So you're the one who stole my shirt, huh,” he said ashe
undid the gag in her mouth.

"I heard those shots— | wasworking asfast as| could to get untied—"
"You did okay, kid," Culhanetold her. "Comeon."
"My ankles"

Culhane eased toward the edge of the bed across the floor, snatched the Bali-Song, handed her the
Walther. "Don't put your finger in thetrigger guard unless you want it to go bang." He hacked the cord
binding her ankles and helped her up. She was cold, her flesh covered with goose bumps as he held her
am.

"Did they, ahh—"

"No," she answered shakily, leaning her head againgt his shoulder. "But the white man, the one with
Grey— his name was Gastman— he came back and he... well, he would—"

"He's dead. So's Grey. There must be more of them topside, but | can't see why they didn't come
below."

Culhane stepped into the companionway. The Walther, back in hisright fist now, was pointed up toward
the cockpit. There was no sound of footsteps overhead, no sound at all but the creaking of the boat in
the weter.

"I heard them talking about killing Ebenezer. Hewasn'tin on this," Mulrooney whispered into hisleft ear.
"Was he dead yet?'

"No. Gastman said he didn't think heid killed him. HEd just hit him on the head. They were going to clean
out the boat, then sdll me.”

Culhanefolded hisarm around her. "I know, and | wouldn't have let 'em, Fanny." Sheleaned up inthe
darkness and kissed him quickly on the mouth. "What wasthat for?"

"In case we get killed."

"Thanks for the encouragement, baby," Culhane murmured. He worked the safety catch on the Wather,
lowering the hammer, then worked it back up to where al Mulrooney would need was along
doubleaction trigger pull to firethe first shot. "Takethis. Just pull the trigger— safety's already taken care
of." He handed her the one remaining spare magazine for the Walther. "And take this— loads up the

"Like an editor | once knew," Mulrooney said and laughed.

Culhaneignored, her. "The magazine reaseis at the base of the butt— just pull it back to dump the
empty. Comeon." Culhane started into the companionway, taking the Government Modd .45, working
back the dide enough so he could feel with hisindex finger through the g ection port that therewas a
round chambered. He thumbed back the hammer to full cock, trying the safety. It worked, but he put the



safety off as he started up the three steps to the cockpit. He glanced back at Mulrooney, the Walther in
her right hand, the white nightgown under his blue shirt bunched up in her left hand and up to her kneesas
shefollowed him.

Culhane stopped in the companionway hatch. A boat was about a hundred yards astern and to
starboard, lights visible on the deck, the boat more or lessidentical to the Cherokee but dightly bigger in
overal proportions.

Culhane gtarted to reach out to the cockpit freezer. It was gone. Thefighting chair was gone. "Wait here
aminute." Culhane started to go up the ladder to the flying bridge but stopped. He saw abody in the bait
well. Heleaned down to it. Ebenezer.

"They sad they didn't kill him," Culhane heard Mulrooney murmur.

"They didnt, but he drowned,” Culhane whispered, hisleft thumb closing the man's eyes as he shifted the
body out of the water.

"Bagtards," Mulrooney murmured.

"Y eah. Now stay here a second.” Culhane started up the ladder, the .45 in hisright fist. He kept his body
below thelevel of the safety rail as he dipped from the ladder and past the companion benchseat and
across the deck toward the control console.

The control console was intact, as he'd hoped it would be, the keysin the switch.

He started back but changed his mind, edging toward the starboard rail by the ladder up to the tuna
tower platform, peering into the night toward the lighted sport fisherman one hundred yards off. Keeping
low, he started back to the ladder, then down to the cockpit, dropping beside Mulrooney. He pushed
her back into the companionway .

"Pull off that nightgown— white out here in the darknessislike wearing aneon sign.”
"Y ou just wanna see my bare rear end.”

But shewas aready pulling her asams out of the deeves of hisknit shirt, and in the next ingtant, crouched
in the companionway beside him, she did the straps of her nightgown down her arms, the nightgown
dropping to the companionway steps around her feet. Her arms came back out through the deeves, and
shetugged down at the knit shirt. "1 look so much less conspicuous naked from the waist down. Thanks
alot."

"You just be quiet and listen. Get up to that flying bridge— you were standing behind mewhile | was
running the control console to get up through Northeast Providence Channd— and get ready to fakeit
as soon as I'm back on board."

"Whét the hell are you gonnado?' she whispered.
"I don't know yet— it isn't like writing abook." He stepped down into the salon, rifling the drawersin the

counter. "1'm going over there to the other boat screw up their controls or something so they can't chase
us. They look faster somehow." He found what he was |ooking for: alarge Ziploc sandwich bag.



"But what are you going to do?' sheinssted.

"Play it by ear. I'll let you know as soon as| figureit out myself." Culhane returned to the companionway
and took the Luger from hiswaistband, worked the toggle action and popped around out of the
chamber. "Already was|oaded. Use this after the Walther runs out— that's the one on the steps next to
your nightgown." He handed her the L uger, then the two spare magazines.

"You're gonnaget yoursdlf killed," she said as he started to move away.

"That'sright, build up my confidence," hetold her. She grabbed his face with both hands, kissng him
hard on the mouth. "Y ou get killed, I'll never forgive you!"

Culhane nodded, stuffed the cocked and locked .45 and two spare magazinesinto the bag, closed it,
then handed Mulrooney his cigarettes. Y esh— me neither.” He was a the starboard gunwale and rolled
himsdf over the sideinto the water.

Chapter Twenty

The Rolex read nearly 4:00 A.M. as Culhane reached his hand out of the water for the sheer line, then
edged hisway forward aong the starboard side of the boat, which was vastly larger and most likely
much fagter than the Cherokee. He moved ahead, hoping the plagtic-bagged .45 in hisright fist would
still workhell, he hoped it worked, period, since he had never fired the gun. He was careful not to scrape
the pistol ong the side, lest he make some noise to aert whoever was on board.

He could hear voices from the cockpit and from the flying bridge far above— laughter, some cursing,
drunken shouts. He knew now why no one had heard the shots or, if the shots had been heard, had
bothered. This crew was too drunk to care.

There was an anchor chain running out through ahole in the hull on the starboard side and Culhane clung
toit, water dripping from his hair into his eyes. He rubbed the water away and cleared hisvison. He
remembered there were sharks in these waters— and tried to forget.

The pockets on his shorts were deep, and he stuffed the bag with the .45 and two spare magazines into
hisright pocket, hooking the tang in the lining and holding a good thought the pistol wouldn't dip out. But
he needed both hands to climb the anchor chain, and the pocket was safer than his beltless wai stband.

He started climbing up the chain, something else that was easier for Sean Dodge to do in books.

Somehow the laughter and loud shouting— though the difference in distance was minor— sounded very
much closer. Culhane stopped at the rub rail around the foredeck gunwale and looked from sideto side,
then up. Men were on the flying bridge, laughing and talking. Something shot through the air past his
head, and Culhane ingtinctively ducked back. He heard a splash and looked into the water. One of the
garboard running lights caught it: a beer bottle.

"Litterbugs," Culhane murmured, then siwung up on the anchor chain, reached for the gunwae and rolled
over the side and down onto the foredeck.



There, in the shadows, Culhane drew the plastic bag from his deep side pocket; the shorts were made to
hold tennis balls but did dl right as an improvised holster. He opened the plastic bag, taking the .45 out,
thumbing down the safety, creeping &ft, going flat on the deck, listening. He heard three voices from the
flying bridge, but there could have been more men.

There was adinghy with an outboard motor attached in tow at the stern. Culhane figured it was the way
Gastman and Stowbridge— the one who had tried to kill him in the stateroom— had come aboard the
Cherokee. Then whoever brought them returned with the launch.

Hefiled away thelocation of the dinghy, hisonly practica means of escape after he did what he had to
do. But what exactly that was, he wasn't certain. If he burst up over thewindshield.... Something in the
pattern of the talk changed, and he heard a voice more sober sounding than the rest. " Gastman's been
over theretoo long. Maybe that Grey is up to somethin'. "

"Hell, you wouldn't trust your own mother," adrunken voice shouted.

"I'm takin' the launch to have alook over on the Cherokee. | need somebody with me."

There goes the dinghy, Culhane thought, but aso two of the opposition.

"All right, I'll gowithya" athird voice, very drunk, chimed in.

"Then let'sgo," the sober voice shouted.

Culhane heard the sounds of footsteps on the flying bridge above him, then the sounds of footfalson the
ladder rungs leading down into the cockpit.

Hebided histime.
"Aww, shit— hit my shin—"
"Just shut up and get in the boat,” thefirst voice called ouit.

He heard more footfals, then the starter rope being pulled, the motor sputtering, the Starter rope being
pulled again. "Wish they'd perfect these suckers,” thefirst voice growled. Again the sound of the Starter
rope being pulled, asputter, then aloud, rhythmic chugging. The chugging increased in intensity, then
Culhane ligtened asits sound gradudly diminished. The dinghy was gone.

Culhane was up, reaching past the main salon window, reaching and getting a handhold on the
windshidd, hishands pulling him up, hislegs and torso vaulting it.

He skidded on hisrear end across the console and down toward the helmseat. Two men were there, and
oneof them started torise.

The .45 wasin Culhanésright fist, and he backhanded it across the nearer man's face, the right cheek
splitting, blood spurting, Culhane wheding right. The second man came from the companion bench.
Culhane's | eft foot snaked out and up, adouble tae kwon do kick with the sole of hisfoot landing dead
center on the man's chest.

The man fell back, skidding off the companion bench to the deck surface. Culhane regained his baance



on both feet, dropping to one knee beside the man as he crashed the .45 down across the top of the
second man's skull.

The head dumped, the eyes closed.

Culhane bent over the first man, who was down for the count; it would take him along timeto bleed to
death— if ever.

Quickly hefrisked the men, finding one pistol between them: another .45, thisa Colt Combat
Commander with the satin nickd finish. He checked the pistol's condition of readiness and upped the
hammer, keeping it cocked and locked. Two spare magazines were in the man's pockets. He took them.
A longbladed Fairbairn-Sykes pattern commando knife was on the belt of the second man. Culhane took
it and tossed it over the side.

"Hey— what the hell's goin' on up there?' came ashout from the cockpit below and aft.
Culhane looked up, hearing footfals on the ladder.

The .45 held taken from the dead man on the Cher okee wasin hisright figt, the .45 from the man hed
just laid out was in his|eft; both safeties were down.

A man stood on the ladder, arevolver in hisright hand.
"What the fuck—"

The revolver whipped down and forward to fire, but Culhane was faster, shooting first with the .45 in his
right hand, then with the .45 in hisleft. Thefigure on the ladder rocked back and was airborne for an
indant.

Culhane was up on hisfeet and to the head of theladder. A pistol rosein the hand of one of the three
men in the cockpit. Culhane fired the .45 in hisright hand once, then again, and the man's body rocked
twice, sorawling back, the upper haf stretched out over the stern gunwale.

The .45 in Culhane's|eft fist barked once, then once more at aman raising an assault rifleto fire. The
body snapped back, the gun spitting along burst of muzzleflashing automatic fire into the night sky. It was
an M-16.

A pistal in the third man's hands barked once, then again, the companion bench beside Culhane's | eft
thigh ripping. Culhanefired both .45s smultaneoudy, and the remaining man went down to hisknees, his
torso jerking back, hisbody findly falling to the deck with legs bent grotesquely.

Culhane practicaly did down the ladder into the cockpit. He upped the safeties on both .45s, rammed
them into his waistband and grabbed the M-16.

He had the assaullt rifle in his hands when he heard shouts coming from the dinghy. He didn't take timeto
listen, swinging the M-16 on line with the dinghy just at the waterline, firing a 3-round burst, then another
and another. Then he moved the M-16 | €ft, toward the outboard motor, let go another 3-round burst,
and asmall fire started in the outboard.

Helowered therifle, edging back beside the starboard gunwale. He shouted, " Throw your weagpons into



the water and stay with the boat. Otherwise I'll shoot you like fishin abarrel.”

Culhane watched the two men acrossthe M-16's sights. Therifle wasfitted with a 30-round magazine,
s0 he should have enough ammo |eft to keep his promiseif he had to.

Firgt one man, then the other, both standing in the now badly listing dinghy, tossed a handgun into the
water.

Culhane decided he could rel ease the anchor chain, get this boat alongside the Cherokee and till keep
tabs on the two men inthe quickly filling dinghy.

As he gtarted a ong the side deck going forward, he breathed easier. There could still be men hiding
aboard, but if they didn't bother him, he wouldn't bother them.

Hefound the pin locking the anchor chain. It was well oiled, and he easily released the chain from where
it was secured, running it over the side.

Now it would be back to the Cherokee and Mary Frances Mulrooney.
"Let's see Sean Dodge top this," he said to the night sky.

Mulrooney rose up on her toes, waving back to Culhane as he eased the more massive pirate boat
adongsdethe Cherokee. "l wasimpressed,” she shouted over to him from the Cherokee's flying bridge.

"Yesh, sowas|," he cdled back.

She laughed. Sheld been worried sick, worried held get himsdlf killed. Writing books on the occult wasn't
exactly as safe as staying home in bed, but she reckoned it beat by amiletrying to outdo your own
fictiona adventure hero.

"What are you gonna do with the two guysin the sinking rowboat?"' she called out.

"Leave 'em therewhile | disable the controls enough so they can't follow us. Keep haf an eye on'em. If
they do anything, fireashot and I'll take care of them with therifle.”

"Right," she called back, turning her attention to starboard, watching the two men clinging to the upturned
hull of the dinghy.

Her own cigarettes were still below, but she had Culhane's and it wouldn't be the firgt time shedd smoked
one. Shetapped the filterless cigarette against the control console's dashboard to keep the loose tobacco
from getting on her lips, then lit the Pall Mdl with Culhane's Bic. Mulrooney inhaed the smoke deep into
her lungs, examined the pistols Culhane had given her to use if needed, then looked out across the stern
at thetwo men.

"Almost kidnapped by pirates at the end of the twentieth century— Geez." She chuckled to hersdlf. It
was hard to imagine, harder to believe. But it had happened.

She made a mental note to sit down and reread Sabatini's Captain Blood when dl thisbusinesswith the
Gladstone Log, with this man named Steiglitz— when dl of it was over.



She could no longer see Josh aboard the other vessal. She assumed he was doing more sabotage below
theflying bridge.

Therewas il alittleleft of the Pal Mdl, and sheinhaled hard before stubbing it out in the ashtray near
the control console. She wondered what timeit was. It was till dark, but she guessed it was closeto
five. Mulrooney massaged her wrists, rubbed raw in her effortsto get out of the ropes the white man with
the scar had bound her with. She'd cgjole Culhane into rubbing hand cream on her wrists. She smiled at
the thought.

And Captain Junius Grey, despite her reservations about the man, had seemed s0, s0... "Nice," shesaid
aoud.

"What's nice, Miss Mulrooney?" arich baritone asked.

She whirled around, reaching for the nearest of the two pistols, but Grey, the left side of hisface dripping
blood, hisleft eye closed, his massive shoulders hunched forward, lunged for her. She screamed, "Josh!
Josh!"

Shefelt the blow across her face, saw Grey's hand move in dow motion, felt her head snap back and her
legs go out from under her. "Josh!"

Grey was standing over her. She didn't redlly remember faling, but her vison was blurry. He held both
pistolsin hishands. "Now, Miss Mulrooney, get to the control pandl and start the engines. I'll tell you
what to do. Theré'salong way to go before I'll haveto kill you, so beagood little girl."

She spat at him. His bare | eft foot stabbed out toward her, hammering her down asit hit against her
chest.

"Or I'll kill you now, miss."

She edged back along the deck on her bare behind, putting her hands under her, getting awkwardly to
her feet, using her handsto pull down the knit shirt and try to cover her crotch.

"I wouldn't rape you, Miss Mulrooney— | haven't the energy,” Grey said with astrangled laugh.

She stepped to the controls. Where the hell was Culhane, she asked hersdlf. 'Y ou monitor those
engine-oil-pressure gauges once she's sarted— and the tachs, too."

"Aye-aye," she snarled, not looking back at him.

* % %

The Cherokee had never dropped anchor, drifting on the calm seas. When Culhane heard the noise of
the Cherokee's enginesfiring, he knew something had gone very wrong.

He'd been searching for more ammo for the nearly spent M-16. Held found none. Reaching the cockpit,
he'd looked fird far astern; the two men from the dinghy ill clungtoiit.

Then he had heard the engine and looked to the flying bridge of the Cherokee, which wasdready pulling
away. Mulrooney was at the helm, and the massive black man behind her, two handgunsvisblein his



fists, was Junius Grey.

Culhane, throwing the guns he couldn't carry into the sea, but both .45s till with him, broke into adead
run along the pirate vessdl's portside deck, reaching the foredeck as the Cherokee's prow came around
port and the stern started turning away .

Culhane's hands reached out, and he jumped for it.

He clung by hisfingertipsto the Cherokee's gunwale, feding one of the .45s dip from hiswaistband and
sink away. The wake of the Cherokee tossed hisbody right and left, tearing a him to make him let go as
the twin screws benesth the waterline churned faster and fagter, the Cher okee making speed.

Culhanetried moving hisleft hand to get a better grip and found aline haf over the gunwale. He grabbed
a it, the grip of hisright hand going.

The boat picked up speed, and the wake was gresater, tossing him from side to side, hammering at him,
thelinetight in hisleft fig, theright hand's grip gone. But the linewas giving way, and Culhane'sleft hand,
dill holding it, dipped from the transom's gunwal e and did down into the water. He grabbed at theline
with hisright hand, the line till playing out, the Cherokee outdistancing him asheroseand fdl inits
wake.

He held the line— and the dack was suddenly gone. The line went taut, and hisarmsfdt as though they
would be wrenched from their sockets. Pain pounded in his chronically bad right shoulder. Theline was
attached to something aboard the Cher okee— Culhane didn't know what— but as the boat raced
ahead, it was dragging him dong.

He was pulled under, his eyes open in the dark waters, his head breaking the surface again, the foam of

the wake seeming amost to glow around him, his mouth gulping air before the water sucked him
downward. And the second .45 was gone.

Chapter Twenty-One

Mulrooney's nipplesfdt tiff and cold. She was more afraid than she had ever beenin her life. And when
she heard Grey's voice behind her, felt what had to be one of the pistolsjabbing into her back, she
wanted to throw up.

"Y our Mr. Culhane— | think he reads too many of his own adventure novels. Hetried jumping to the
cockpit of the Cherokee from the late Captain Gastman's vessd. But he didn't makeit."

Her heart sank.

She rammed the starboard throttle full ahead, the deck lurching under her, and threw hersdlf to her right
agang theflying bridge's safety rall.

"Bagtard!" she screamed, jumping up and hurling hersdf a Grey, hammering her fists againgt hisface and
chest, smashing her right knee again and again againgt his crotch.



Shefet hishand knotting into her hair, wrenching her back, and pulling her down to her kneesashe
precticaly fell on her. Heleaned over her, one of the pistols pointed at her face. "Now isthetime for you
to die, Miss Mulrooney, and theré's no oneto save you. You will just smply die”

She could seeit, hear it and dmogt fed it as his massive right thumb cocked the pistol's hammer back.
Hisleft hand drew her head back il farther, thefingerstwisted in her hair.

She reached her hands up to claw his eyes ouit.
A voice. "Hold it, Captain Grey!"

Grey's eyesflickered. Mulrooney punched her right fist into Grey's dready bleeding left eye. The man
screamed.

And then Grey was gone, Mulrooney feding ahandful of her hair being wrenched out by the roots. She
sprawled back againgt the far starboard edge of the companion benchsest.

Grey was on his knees, and Culhane was on his knees aswell. Both men were face to face, their noses
amog touching, Culhanesright fist locked around Grey'sright wrist, Grey il holding the pistol. There
was ashot, the pistal licking atongue of orange flameinto the night sky.

Mulrooney edged back. Shetried pushing hersdlf to her feet but lost her balance and dmost fell over the
sdfety rail. The Cherokee was moving in awide, bouncing circlein the water, cutting acrossitsown
wake, lurching up and down and from side to Side. Salt spray pelted her face, and the wind blew her hair
infront of her eyes. She pushed it back so she could see, trying to keep her balance, and tried to get to
the other gun.

She saw it on the deck just between Culhane and Grey.

The pistol Grey held discharged again, abullet ripping into the benchsest near her |eft hand. She
screamed and drew her hand back.

Culhane sprawled backward, Grey lurching over him, Culhanésright fist till on Grey'swrist. The giant's
left fist hammered out again and again, despite or maybe because of Culhan€e's body dumping under him.

"Oh, shit!" Mulrooney screamed.

But then Culhane'slegs moved, and Grey sailed over him, landing againgt the benchseat dmost directly
beside her. She screamed again in spite of herself.

Culhane was up, throwing himsdlf againgt Grey, the pistol discharging into the back of the helmseet. She
saw ablur of motion as Culhane lurched away from Grey, hisleft foot snapping into Grey's face, Grey
rolling away acrossthe deck. Grey wasraising the pistal tofire.

"Josh— look out!" Mulrooney cried, feding stupid for not doing something € se, something better than
that.

The pigtal fired as Culhane threw himsalf down on Grey, Mulrooney seeing the pigtal'sflash in the night.
Culhane, his brown hair black with wetness, the hair on his chest plastered to him in stresks, was
graddling Grey now, his knee grinding down againgt Grey's arm. Culhane'sfigtslashed out, crossing



Grey'sjaw again and again, Grey's head sngpping from sideto side, Culhane dtill hitting him. Then
suddenly Culhane fdl back, both hands clutching at his crotch as herolled to the portside of the flying
bridge's deck.

Grey was up on hisknees, and Culhane started for him.

Mulrooney dived to the deck, her hands grabbing the pistol. Her finger found the trigger and pressed it as
she stabbed the pistol outward, the boat lurching under her as she fdll forward, the pistol bucking hard in
her hands.

Grey was still moving as sherolled onto her back. Hisright foot kicked at her face, but sherolled away
fromit.

Culhane was up on hisfeet now, hisleft fist hammering into the center of Grey'sface, then hisright figt,
then hisleft, then hisright, then hisleft into Grey's abdomen, doubling the huge man over. Culhanesright
knee smashed up into Grey's face, and Grey sprawled back across the deck.

The gun. Grey ill had the gun.

Culhane's hands ripped the Luger from Mulrooney's.

Two shots, then two more. Mulrooney couldn't tell from which pigtol, from which man.

Culhane sank down to his knees beside her, doubling forward.

Grey was motionless.

"You killed him!" Mulrooney shrieked, moving on her kneestoward Grey.

But she stopped, fedling Culhane's touch on her bare calf. And then she saw Grey's eyes as awash of
spray flew across hisface; the eydidsdidn't flicker.

"Youre... youre... beautiful.... "

Mulrooney looked over her shoulder at Culhane, his head bent as though he were talking to the deck
beneath them. But then he looked up, their eyes mesting.

"Beautiful when you're angry, Fanny," he rasped, sinking againgt her as she opened her armsto him.

* % %

Mulrooney helped Culhane get the bodies locked away into the aft cabin, then operated the boat's
control console while he called the Coast Guard with an anonymous tip about adisabled pirate vessdl.
She cleaned the cuts on his knuckles and watched the controls again while he quickly showered and
changed.

After dl that, she very camly told him, "I'm going below to the head to throw up in peace. Please don't
worry about meif I'm gonefor atime," and then sheleft theflying bridge.

Smoking aPall Mall, watching the pink sunrise, Culhane steered them toward San Rafael, expecting to



sight land at any moment. He decided he would contact Partridge and take the Cherokee into Miami or
Fort Lauderdd e rather than back to Nassau. It would be easier for Partridge and the CIA to explaina
few bodiesto U.S. palice than to foreign police.

Scrounging ammunition from the Luger— a gun he had never much cared for— he discovered he had a
full magazine plus onein the chamber for the Walther P-38 and two loaded spares plus a half-dozen
loose rounds in the left front pocket of hisLevi's.

He heard footsteps on the flying bridge deck behind him, turned around and saw Mulrooney. She wore
very short blue denim shorts, atop that looked like apink T-shirt with alow neckline, and her brown
hair— gtill wet from the shower— was up in aponytail. He looked at her feet; she had on running shoes
with the funny kind of socksthat don't come up on the anklesat al but have alittle pompom at the back.
Theselittle balls of fuzz were the same shade of pink asthe top shewore. "How're you doin', Fanny?'

"I've done better." She smiled, cupped her hands around her lighter, lit a Sadem, then perched on the right
armrest of the helmseat, leaning againgt him. "It looks alot different up here, seeing daylight again.”

Culhane smiled, too, looking at her, then he stared back at the line of the sunrise, roughly the way they
were headed. "Y egh, it sure does.”

"Do you actudly know how to steer one of these things so we hit San Rafadl 1dand instead of Europe?”

"Morelike Africaat thislatitude,” Culhane answered, "but...yeah, | think so. From the charts, it lookslike
therésabay on thefar sde of theidand— the Africaside—"

"Gotcha," she sad, her left arm moving around his shoulders, Culhane feding it rest there,

"But | figure we can lay out on the near side of theidand. It's about the same distance either way up into
the mountains and to the monagtery. If Steiglitz islooking for usto come by commercia charter— and he
probably is— held more than likely expect usto come from the far sde where the ship could put in
cloe"

"I didn't think thisthing drew that much water."

"It doesn't. | was checking the specs.”

"Theingruction booklet?' she teased.

"Yeah," he admitted with agrin. " Draws about two feet ten, incheswith afull load of 425 gallons of
diesdl, 128 gallons of fresh water and five persons aboard. So we're drawing alittle lessthan that. Fuel's
down abit, so'sthe water, and maybe the dead men below don't weigh as much aslive ones.”
"Thanksfor reminding me, Josh," shetold him.

"Relax, lady. The charts show alot of cord on the near Side of theidand, and | don't want to risk gutting
the hull taking her in. The Cherokee's maybe safer out offshore anyway. There's arubber raft we can

ue"

"We could dways swim for it."



"We might have to on the way back— well see. | figure it should take us maybe three hours to reach the
monagtery. There's a swamp we need to skirt and then some climbing into the rocks. But not much.
Dontworry. "

"Who'sworried?' And she laughed, but the laugh sounded | ess than genuine to Culhane.

Mulrooney had changed into levi's on Culhane's advice. Sheld stuffed achange of clothes and shoesfor
each of them in her massive blue canvas bag along with Culhane's flashlight and some sandwiches sheld
madeintheship'sgdley.

Crisscrossed on his shoulders as he walked, swinging under hisarms, Culhane had two bota skins of
fresh water. The spare magazines and his cigarettes were in the dark blue cowboy shirt's pockets to keep
them above the waterline. He clutched the Wather P-38 in hisright hand, held high asthey moved ahead
through the swamp. The green, dime-coated water brokein tiny waves around his knees as he picked his
way forward, watching the surface for snakes.

They had beached their inflatable boat at precisdy 7:47, the Cherokee's anchor down five hundred yards
offshore. They had drawn the boat up into the rocks beyond the narrow stretch of yellow sand and
hidden it under palm fronds Culhane had hacked down with the Bali-Song knife. Thejungle, birds
screeching as Culhane and Mulrooney moved benegath their treetop perches, had lasted less than amile
before the level of the ground dropped drastically and muddy puddies had given way to loose sandy clay
and thenfindly to the svamp itsdlf.

And the going had been dow since they'd entered the swamp. Cypresslike trees rose straight as urban
utility poles, moss and occasiona snakes hung from the thin branches. But the trees and the moss—
Culhane supposed even the snakes— made shade, and since the sun was brutd, the inky green shadows
werewelcome.

By moving ahead carefully rather than quickly, Culhane could pick hisfooting, and so far the water had
gotten no higher than hiswaist.

"Thisis beautiful— scary— but it's beautiful here," he heard Mulrooney pant from behind him.

"Y eah, but before you put your feet down, remind yoursalf about the scary part,” Culhane said ashe
swatted at a huge black insect that buzzed by hisnose.

Ahead, across the overgrown waters of the swamp, he could see an empty stretch. There were dmost
no treesin the part of the swamp into which they were walking, and the hot sun glared down as aflock of
birds off to their right took flight noisily.

"Could be degper here— maybe that's why there are so few trees. We might have to swim for it."
"Wonderful,” Mulrooney called back.

Culhanelit acigarette and blew the smoke onto his armsto keep the mosquitoes awvay from the parts
exposed by hisrolled-up deeves. "And if we do haveto swimfor it," he added, "don't swallow the

water. Y ou get things like meningitis and polio from svamp water."

"Gee, keep talking. It makes mefed so good,” he heard her say.



Inthe"clearing,” the swamp started deepening dramaticaly. At one point Culhane took a step, dipped
and nearly lost his baance before catching himsdlf. He was now standing in water up to the bottom of his
rib cage. He shouted to Mulrooney, " Stay back, Fanny— gottafind another way!" He edged back,
trying to retrace his steps, and finally reached the higher ground behind him. He looked back to
Mulrooney.

"Y ou know, Josh, I'm getting awful tired of this."

Hejust looked at her. He nodded, breathing hard. "WEell circle around to the right here— unlessyou
want to swim for it."

Mulrooney said nothing but began circling to theright...

Culhane pulled hisleft hand out of the water and read the Rolex. They had been in the swamp for nearly
two hours, and there was no end in sight. They were following what seemed to be ariver course, or
something likeit, not cutting straight across the swamp as they had been, but sticking aong the bank in
the reeds of the shallows. Suddenly Culhane froze. A snake— a cottonmouth moccasin, he thought,
judging from its s.ze and brown coloring with darker brown stripes— gppeared in the reeds and darted
past him into the deeper part of the swampy river bottom after opening its mouth a him in ashow of
defiance. Mulrooney bumped into him from behind, leaning againgt him, Culhane fedling her weight on his
back.

"How much longer, old buddy?"
"I don't know, kid. Maybe another hour or two, maybe alot less. The water'stoo deep to keep to a
sraight course. Weve gottafollow thisriver or whatever it is even though it probably zigzags enough to

double or triple the distance from the coastline into the rocks."

"Wonderful. Any more encouraging news? Tell me about how we have to wak out through the swamp
the same way wewalkedin."

Culhane turned and wrapped his arms around her. She sagged more heavily againgt him. "Maybe well
have to, maybe not. But from al | could figure, this seemed like the best way into the monastery without
someonefinding us™

"l know."

"Here, have some water.” Culhane lifted one of the bota skins, wiped off the leether around the
mouthpiece, opened it and handed it to Mulrooney. She squirted some of the water into her mouth like a
kid with awater pistol taking target practice. "Wish it were wine, huh?"

"Yeah," she sad, handing him the skin. Culhane nodded, shooting some of the water— it was warm but
clean tasting— into his mouth.

"Want any more?' he asked her.
She nodded, taking the bota and shooting some more water into her mouth. "1 can carry it—"

"No," heinterrupted. "I'll doit. These things get heavy."



"I can carry one.”

"No," he said and took the bag from her, closing it tightly so none of the brackish swamp water could get
in. Then he started ahead, Mulrooney behind him again. The Walther wasin his belt now, the water low
enough so that it came only to hismidthigh.

Mulrooney wastalking again; she talked alot when she was nervous or tired. Culhane sensed that she
was both. "Nothing agirl likes better than a good ol dfashioned swamp— water douche," she was saying.

"No kidding?"

"Oh, yeah— would | kid akidder, Josh?'

"Naw," hetold her, keeping it up. "Naw."

"Listen, you ever marry me, | think we oughta come back here for our honeymoon.”

"I don't think s0," Culhane said and laughed. " The marrying part— well, | guess we're both wacko
enough that someday maybe we will— but the honeymoon part here— no way. | checked the AAA
guidefor the swamp, and there€'s no Hilton— not even aHoliday Inn."

"Aww, gee, | didn't know that," she said in mock disappointment. " Culhane!™

Sheamost never caled him by hislast name.

Heturned quickly, grabbing her as she started sinking down and forward, taking two steps out into the
river, feding himsdf starting to Snk aswell.

"You aren't gonnalike this, Fanny," he shouted, trying to haul hisfeet out of it, trying to pull her with him.
"Thisisquicksand"

Culhane dumped his body forward, reaching out to an exposed root of one of the cypress-type trees,
both hands going out to it in a push-up position, still keeping his chest above the waterline. "Hold on to
my legs!" he shouted to her, feding her hands grabbing at him.

"It's pulling me under, Josh!"

"Try not to thrash around. Stay <till— as ill asyou can,” Culhane gasped, hisfingers knotted into the
root, trying to pull himself and Mulrooney out of the morass. "Just don't let go of me— don't et go—"

"I'm trying not to! Oh, Josh!"

He glanced back at her. The quicksand was up to her waist now, moving like asow whirlpool around
her, the goo depressed in a circle around her body.

"Hang in there, Fanny!" Culhanesfingers, hishands, hisarms ached. His shoulders were still sore from
dinging to thelinein the wake of the Cher okee earlier that morning. "Just hang in there, kid!"

Hethrew hisweight forward, his chest crashing down against the tree root, his hand groping to avine
running down from the trunk of the tree. A smile crossed hislips as he grasped the vine. Then he tugged



ait. "Aww, shit!" The vine crashed down, atree branch tumbling down with it, hitting him on the head.
"Josh! I'm sinking! Josh, come on!™

Culhane reached out again, thistimefor the tree trunk itsalf, wedging his body againgt the tree root,
tugging himsdlf forward, but there was nothing to grab hold of .

Hisright hand was againgt the tree trunk as hisleft dipped down to his pocket for the Bai-Song knife.
The dime was creeping around him, hislegs being drawn into it as Mulrooney held on, Mulrooney being
dragged deeper and deeper. He glanced back at her. The muck was up to the level of her breasts now.

"Josh!"
Hedidn't answer.
"Josh!"

Hisleft hand had the Bdli-Song, the smooth stainless stedl dippery to the touch, hisfingersfinding the
holesin the handle halves, holding on tightly as he brought his hand up and out of the mire.

He opened the Bali-Song dowly so hewouldn't drop it. The lock was open. The forward handle half
dropped, then the blade. He moved hisfingers, nearly losing it, but managed to close the handle halves
into the open position.

He edged hisleft hand forward, his eyes scanning the mud around him looking for something solid.
Farther up dong the tree root he noticed a bulging knot.

He guessed held have one chance. Looking back, he saw Mulrooney mired in the quicksand to a point
midway between her breasts and her chin.

"Josh!"

"Hang on, dammit!" Hisleft hand swung up, hisarm forming a pendulum, hisfigt baled tight on the handle
haves, hisfingers gouging into the smal holesin the handle so the knifewouldn't dip from hisdimy

fingers
The pendulum of hisarm rose, then hammered down. "Do it!" he shouted as his hand stabbed the knife
for the tree root's knot.

The knife bit deep.

Culhané's head sank forward and he exhaded. Hisleft hand sill on the knife, he dragged himsdlf forward,
Mulrooney'sweight on hislegs making his muscles burn, making them fed asif they would tear apart. His
right hand had full contact with the tree trunk now. He thrust himself forward again, the knife hisonly
means of locomotion, hisonly handhold.

He sagged forward, hisright arm half around the trunk, hisright hand finding anotch in the bark's surface.

Both of Culhane's hands could pull him forward now. His breath was coming in short gasps. He pulled.
He sagged forward, gulping air, pulling again, feding Mulrooney's nails digging into hisflesh through the



Levi'scovering hislegs. He pulled.
Culhanefd| forward again, pushing againgt the knife now to get himsdlf nearer the tree trunk.
He sagged down, both hands on the tree trunk.

Culhane looked behind him. Mulrooney was submerged nearly up to her chin, but she was closer to the
edge of the quicksand pool than she had been, and her hands still held onto hislegs.

On his chest, craning his neck to look at her over hisright shoulder, Culhane said, "Now, you're gonna
haveto let go of my legsfor asecond so | can get my legs out and—"

"No!"
"You haveto, Fanny! If | get my legsout, | can usethisvine and pull you out!"
“No!"

"Doit! For onceinyour lifedo what | say! Now shut up! | love you, dammit! | don't wanna come back
here every year and throw flowers on aquicksand pool! Do what | say!"

"All right," she panted.
"When | say let go, just move your hands away and stay very ill." Helicked hisdry lips. "Now!"

Hefdt her hands leave hislegs. His own hands on the tree trunk, he heaved himself forward againgt it, his
right foot free of themire.

Culhanetugged hisleft leg free, rolling onto his back.

Mulrooney was sinking, her head cocked back to keep her chin above the water. Her eyeswere widein
terror.

Therewas no timefor the vine. He reached to hiswaist, opening the Federa Cartridge Trophy buckle
holding his belt closed. Hetore the belt from histrouser loops, hisright fist locking on the belt's tongue
likeavise

"Catch the bdt buckle and hold on!"

Her right hand above the leve of the quicksand, Culhane snapped the belt out acrossto it, not daring to
overreach lest hefdl into the ooze and they both die.

She missed the belt buckle, and Culhane dragged it back.
Hewhipped it out again, nearly striking her in theface. " Sorry, Fanny."
He was breething hard, his face dripping, the salty sweat stinging his eyes.

He swung the belt out again. Mulrooney's chin was now touching the quicksand. "1t's pulling me down! ™
she screamed.



The buckle settled on the surface of the mire, inchesfrom her right hand.

"Fanny! Grab for the buckle!"

"l can't—"

"Yes, you can! Y ou some sissy who's gonnadie or old rough-and-tough M.F. Mulrooney?"
"l cant!"

"Y ou know what the newspaper guys around Atlanta aways used to say the M.F. stood for? Not Mary
Frances but Mother Fu—"

"Damn those assholed™

"Reach for the buckle, Fanny!"

Shereached for it, missing, and the buckle started to snk. She reached for it again. "I got it!"
"Hold on! | don't care what else you do— just hold on!™

Both of Culhane's hands were on the tongue of the now dippery leather. If helost it, helost her. "Try to
keep your face up— here goes! "

Hethrew himsdlf back againg the tree trunk, using hisfull weight to pull her.

He crashed down, looking along the length of hisbody. Mulrooney's breasts were out of the muck, her
hands clawing for the tree root.

Culhane was up, thrashing through the shalow water and mud, reaching down to her, his hands locking
on her wrists. He pulled. He dragged her out and to her knees in the mud beside the tree root.

Somehow the big blue purse was till under her left arm.

He sagged down to the mud, edging up on the tree root, Mulrooney on her hands and kneeslooking at
him. "Those clowns," she panted. "Those clowns on the papers— they redlly said that about the M.F.?"

Culhane laughed. "Y eah, but if | were you I'd thank ‘em.” And Mulrooney, leaning her head againgt his
knee, her hair full of the dimefrom the quicksand pool, began gently, giddily to laugh.

* * %

There Was A Rocky Waterfall with worn, dick stones leading out from the stream's bank to the cascade,
and Culhane and Mulrooney— holding hands to steady each other, still fully dressed, the stench of the
swamp on them— walked out across the stones and stood under it. Mulrooney began shivering, the
water surprisingly cold considering the heet of the swvamp below them. Culhane helped her to strip off the
pink T-shirt and her bra, then supported her as she skinned out of her Levi's. She'd left her shoes and
socks by the edge of the waterfal. Culhane undressed, having left the Bali-Song, the pistal, the spare
magazines and his shoes beside M ulrooney's massive blue bag beyond the reach of the waterfall's spray.



The clothes were beyond help, but Mulrooney's plastic-lined canvas bag had held together, and a change
of clothesfor each of them wasingdeit.

And so they washed each other, Culhane taking her into hisarmsand holding her tight againgt him, fedling
too tired to do what his body was telling him it wanted to do, watching Mulrooney's face as she pushed
away from him alittle and smiled.

There was no soap, but the pressure of the falling water was so grest that they were ableto rub
themselves clean. They stayed under the water for along time, trying to let the water work to soothe
them. Culhan€e's right shoulder ached badly. Mulrooney had been so weary during that fina hour's walk
out of the swamp and up into the rocks that he dmost had to carry her.

After awhile, abandoning their old clothes, they walked from benesth the waterfall and sat naked on the
edge of the swiftly running stream at its base, listening to the roar of the water, sllent between themsdlves.

Mulrooney finally spoke. "Y ou saved my life back there. That makes two or three timestoday you did
that."

"Yeah, wdll, it seemed like agood idea at the time each time." He fished inside her pursefor his cigarettes
and lighter.

"L et me smoke one of yours?' she asked.
Culhanelit two with one flame, inhaing on them both, then handed oneto her.
"Weve dill got Steiglitz and company to look forward to, haven't we?"

"Yeah," he said and nodded, exhaling, watching the smoke asit formed a cloud, then suddenly dissipated
asthe breeze passing across the stream caught it. 'Y eah, we still have Steiglitz.”

"Will the gun work?"
Culhane shrugged his bare shoulders. Mulrooney moved closer to him, and he put hisarm around her.

The gun— the P-38— was on the rocks beside them. He had washed the gun clean of mud before they
had washed themsdlves. He had wiped the cartridges clean after stripping them from the magazines, then
set them on arock far enough back from the water to keep them out of the spray. Six cartridges had
been in Mulrooney's purse. Once the magazines were dry, hed load them so they came up first in the
pistol. At least he knew those six would work.

They sat there, the breeze drying their bodies, Mulrooney huddled beside him, knees up to her chin, his
arm around her bare back and shoulders, hisfingersresting on her breast. Hewas very tired....

Mulrooney, wearing her blue denim shorts and a blue-and-white striped T-shirt, walked beside Culhane,
sanda s having replaced the running shoes. Culhane carried the two spare magazines for the pistol in the
left pocket of hiskhaki shorts. The Bdi-Song— which he had cleaned thoroughly— sat in the right
pocket dong with his cigarettes and lighter. The belt buckle wasin Mulrooney's purse. He had thrown
away the belt.

It was hard climbing up aong the rocks, but aready the monastery wasin view in the distance on what
he'd been told was the idand's highest promontory. It was smply called Holy Rock.



At noon, according to Culhane's watch and the position of the sun, they stopped, and Mulrooney
unwrapped the sandwiches she had made. The bread tasted damp, but both of them ate as though they
were starving, Mulrooney eeting one and a half sandwiches, giving the other half of her second sandwich
to Culhane. Hetook it, not knowing if she was no longer hungry or just being nice; he suspected the
latter. And then they resumed their climb, Culhane scrambling up ahead of abarefoot Mulrooney; she
had packed away her sandals because they gave no footing on the rocks.

They kept moving, and the monastery loomed larger above them, now visible in greeter detail. They
could make out gray stone and what ooked from the distance to be wooden posts.

"I wonder if wéll find it," Mulrooney said. "I wonder if it's dtill there.”

"We shouldn't have any trouble,” Culhane said.

"If Steiglitz knew about San Rafadl 1dand, why didn't he just tear the monastery apart to find the Log?”
"What if Henry Chillingsworth had hidden it by that waterfal, or wrapped it in oilskinsand put it indde a
chest and covered the whole thing with wax and dropped it in the svamp?' Culhanereplied. "No— if
they've been keeping tabs on us, they must know by now that were going to the monastery. And even if
itisburied outsde the monastery, they'll wait,” Culhaneingsted. "They'll wait until we actudly have the
Gladstone Log— thenthey'll closeinon us.”

"Just where the hell did he put it?" she said, panting, stopping beside him as he stopped. They had
reached the crest of aridge, the monastery about a half mile distant dong anatura, not too steeply
ramped smooth stone path.

Culhane dipped hisarm around her waist.

"Wl | hate to ruin the suspense for you, but he hid it under the altar sone— the kind of place akid
would pick. He hid it the first week he was with the monks on theidand here. And he never went back
to look for it."

"Just under astone?’

"I think | know what he did. Don't worry."

"Y ou mean he doesn't say?"

"Relax," Culhane said. "Cdll it asixth sense— like ESP or something, drawing metoit."

"Bullshit," shesaid and laughed.

Culhane marched aong the pathway of rock, toward the monastery and toward the Gladstone Log.

PART TWO



ISLAND OF PERIL

Chapter Twenty-Two

She resented her father's presence. His smply being here insnuated her incompetence. She made the

walk up into the rocks take her anger, moving ahead of her father and the others, shifting the weight of
the M-16 on her shoulder, listening to the indistinguishable murmurings of her father and the other men
behind her.

His men liked him, obeyed him more willingly than her men obeyed her. But they did obey her out of
fear.

Shefindly stopped, sitting on aflat outcropping, taking the M-16 off her shoulder and leaning it against
therock, careful not to bang the scope mounted over the receiver carrying handle. She watched her
father.

Jeremiah Steiglitz moved with better grace, greater strength and more energy than any of the men with
him, dl of them in their twenties and thirties. He carried no rifle, no submachine gun. Only a.45 strapped
to hisright hip inamilitary-style flap holger.

Nothing more.

Hisexpresson amost asmile.

Sonia had been to San Rafadl with him before, gone through the ancient monastery from end to end, side
to side, top to bottom, hel ped him dig beneath the fruit trees that the monks had once kept, had walked
the monastery grounds with metd detectors. She'd found an old cross from arosary once and wanted to
keep it asa souvenir, but he had made her throw it away.

Another time they had found an old iron box. Insde the box was a bottle, the cork rotted; the bottle had
the lingering smdll of rum to it. Some monk burying his conscience bottle, her father had said.

And they had kept on.

But they had never found the Gladstone Log.

There was aforty- or so foot sport fisherman on the far sde of theidand. Josh Culhane and M.F.
Mulrooney would have come upon it, Steiglitz figured. They had watched the boat from the rocks near
where they had landed the helicopter that had brought them to the idand, but saw no sign of any crew
aboard.

Sonialaughed. Perhgps Culhane and his dut had thought to bring the crew with them through the swamp
and up into the rocks where the monastery was. " Safety in numbers,” she said doud, and then she
laughed.

Shelooked up. Her father had outdistanced the other men and stood before her.



"A privatejoke, Sonia?'

"l was thinking— perhaps they brought others with them, expecting usto wait for them to uncover the
Log."

"An academic matter, my dear,” he said and smiled. "In another haf hour, the depth charge | had planted
on the hull of the Cherokee before they left Nassau will detonate. And, of course, no one but ourselves
will ever leave the monastery dive. As| said, an academic point. Come." He started ahead.

Soniagot to her feet, picked up her rifle and followed after him. She would always do that, she knew.

Chapter Twenty-Three

It was built like afortress. Rocks cemented together like bricks formed the faling walls surrounding it as
Culhane, the Wdther P-38 in hisright fist, Mulrooney beside him, passed to the Sde of a haf-collgpsed
archway and then beyond the wall.

A length of thewall on the near side of theidand survived, extending adong the farthest border of the
natura stone pathway and disappearing as the ground curved down from the height of the rocks and
back toward the sea.

"Ambitious builders,” Culhane said to Mulrooney, stopping just beyond the arch. The monastery seemed
to have comprised severd buildings. Ruined walls of brick-sized rocks were everywhere, and haf-rotted
timbers till stood in spots, reminders of once-standing structures.

"Didn't you say something about a hurricane that hit theidand in the early thirties? "Mulrooney remarked.
"Y eah— can't remember the year. But the monks were lucky the Church had closed them down.” The
path of some strong force of nature could till be read dong the monastery grounds— a path of fallen
buildings and ripped-up flagstones that had once redly been paths. Stone paths that, Culhane imagined,
had led the monksto their daily chores or perhapsto prayer.

One centra building dominated the grounds, its north wall al but destroyed, its south wall still tanding as
did— miraculoudy seemed the right adjective, Culhane thought— a portion of theflat roof that had once
covered it.

Culhane gtarted walking toward it.

Mulrooney was moving beside him, her voice ahushed whisper as she asked, "That'sthe dtar?’

"And thedtar stone," he murmured.

To theright Side, to the south, were small rooms, perhaps used by monks or perhaps— during troubled
times— used asresting places for those seeking asylum on Church ground. Altarlike structures made of
smaller stones piled together were positioned on the far wall of each of the cubicles.

"Beds?"



"Y eah, probably," Culhane answered.

"Boy, what amattress salesman with agood ddivery system could have done here."

Culhane didn't answer her, hiseyes shifting from the small, occasiondly windowless cubiclesto the
atar— a stone table made of hewn dabs of rock— dominating the front of the church. There had been
wooden pews on either sde of acentra aide, the wood now al but rotted away, only the blocks of
stone that had supported them still standing in arecognizable pattern.

He started walking toward the dtar, noting arotted horizonta timber— the only reminder of what had
once been, he supposed, an dtar rail for the taking of Communion by the monks.

Culhane mounted three stone steps, Mulrooney beside him, her hand in his, and they stood before the
atar stone. "1 dways hoped you'd get meto the dtar, but | never imagined it'd be like this," Mulrooney
sad.

Culhane looked at her, smiled, then started toward the dtar itsalf.

To their left was a crude stone pedestal 1ooking something like the base for abirdbath.

"What wasthat for?' Mulrooney murmured.

"Baptismd font, probably,” he answered.

At the base of the stone dltar, forming its broad front, figures had been crudely carved in low rdlief, but it
was clearly arepresentation of Christ carrying His cross, other figures surrounding Him. This dominated
theleft side. In the center was amore accomplished carving of acrucifix. And to the right was another of
the more crudely carved designs: Christ ascending to Heaven on a cloud, the figures beneath presumably
Hisdisciples.

"This place givesmethe cregps,”" Mulrooney whispered.

Culhane ignored her, staring a the dtar, waking from side to sde, then waking completely around it.
"Wheat are you looking for?"

Culhane dropped into acrouch at the front of the dtar again, touching its base with hisfingertips, fegling
acrossitslength where he could reach. " This base— benegath the dtar itsdf— isthe dtar one. That's
likethe foundetion for the dtar.”

"l knew that," shesaid.

Helooked up at her and smiled. "1 knew you knew that, but | don't see any way of moving it— aside
from blowing it up or getting ten strong men in here with crowbars. ™

"Y ou mean—"

"I don't know what | mean yet. But if atwelve— or fourteen-year-old boy was able to get the dtar stone
out of the way enough to hide something benegth it, then we should be able to do the same without al



that muscle
"Y ou mean some secret pand or something— to make the dtar move?"

"Y eah, well, assuming thereis one and wefind it. Then we haveto assumeit still works after maybe a
century of disuse, and a hurricane that ripped down haf the church.”

"I love it when you're brimming over with youthful optimism.”
Hewinked at her, riang, feding the dtar with hisfingertips.
"Y ou'relooking for the secret pand, right?* she asked him.

"Right— but | don't redly know if I'll recognizeit when | find it. I've been on some archaeologica digs
over the years. There aren't as many secret panelsin these old places as you seein the movies."

"l was doing this series of articlesfor awomen's magazine on haunted houses once,” shetold him,
dropping to her knees before the dtar, fedling the dtar sone, "and alot of these old housesreally do
have secret panels— sometimesin case of trouble, sometimes to hide things, and alot of timesjust
because the owners were eccentric enough to want secret doorways.”

"Y ou ever find any ghosts?" he asked.

"Cold spots, but never any strange apparitions or anything. And alot of weird stories that seemed pretty
genuine when you considered the sources.”

"No kidding," he answered absently.

Shewas quiet for amoment as Culhane explored the upper surface of the dtar. "Y ecch— what's this?
Culhane looked down to where she knelt beside the altar stone.

"Rat droppings, mogt likdly."

Shelooked up at him, then got to her feet in the most fluidly graceful move held ever seen her make and
stepped back two steps. "Ohh...yeah, that'swhat | thought it was."

Culhane went back to examining the dtar.

Mulrooney was talking. " Sometimes in those old houses, you'd be looking for a secret pand because you
knew where the door was or where the passage ran, but you couldn't find the—"

There was the audible sound of her sucking in her breath, a grating sound, and then alow rumble as
Culhane looked up, feding the stone benesath his feet— the lip of the dtar sone— moving.

Helooked at Mulrooney. She was staring at the stem of the baptisma font. She had been leaning against
it while shewastaking. Then their eyes met. "Pretty smart of me, huh?' she said, her eyes sparkling.

Culhane nodded, looking from her eyesto the hole beneath him where the dtar stone had did away.



Stone steps led downward into blackness.

"So that's benegth the adtar stone.... "

"It's probably acrypt for burying the dead.”

Mulrooney's nervous cough echoed around them in the old stone church at the center of the monastery.

Her hands were againgt her thighs, her fingers splayed as she followed Culhane down the stone steps,
followed the beam of hisflashlight asit led benegth the dtar.

She could hear scratching sounds in the darkness, and her bare arms and legs suddenly felt cold.
"What's that noise— those little scratchy noises?’

"Rats— maybe bats. Watch the floor. Could be kind of dimy underfoot.”

"And | haddawear sandds...."

Hedidn't answer her. She moved her hand, extending it out into the darkness until it contacted his
shoulder under the knit shirt he wore. It felt better holding on to him. She kept walking down the steps,
not taking her eyes off the beam of hisflashlight, once seeing something scurry out of the light acrossthe
steps ahead.

"What the hell wasthat?"

"A rat, | guess. Relax," hetold her.

"Y ou get arat coming up to bite your big toe, he's got arunning shoe to go through. With me, al thelittle
sucker'sgotisnal polish.”

"Hope it's chip-proof."

She dug her nailsinto his shoulder until she heard him murmur "Ouch, Fanny," and she eased the pressure
alittle but not much.

He stopped moving and she didn', crashing into him. "Why'd you stop?'
"Ran out of steps.”

Mulrooney looked at the flashlight beam and watched asit played across afloor. Parts of the floor
seemed adlive with dark, moving spots. "Just roaches," she heard Culhane whisper.

"I dmogt had alandlord once who told me the samething,” she answered, still watching the beam of the
flashlight.

The flashlight stopped. Shefelt her jaw drop. A stone coffin, thelid half off, askeleton's hand reaching
out the side. Shefigured the hell with it— it was scream or faint, and the floor wastoo horribleto fal on.
She screamed.



"RELAX."
"| hate that word!"

"All right, don't relax,” Culhane muttered, shining the flashlight over the coffin. It wasn't sone but of hewn
wood covered with mud. Part of the mud had cracked away.

Culhane shone the flashlight beyond the coffin into the chamber. Rats scurried over other coffins.

"Y ou know what you're looking for?' she asked him.

"Y eah. When Chillingsworth talked about hiding the Log under the dtar stone, he mentioned this monk—
one of the monks had been especidly kind to him when he wasfirst found— dying suddenly of some
illnesswhere his chest seemed to tighten.”

"Heart attack. | know thefeding.”

"Y eah, but if you were akid hiding something, who would you hide it with? Who would you trust?'

"A friend," he heard her answer through the darkness, her hand in his.

"And which one of these coffins would you open up? One full of rotted flesh and bones— strangers— or
maybe one that had ardatively fresh body init?

"Neither— if | had achoice— but | see what you mean.”

"The names of the monks are on little plagues on the coffin lids."

"So we gottaread dl the names until—"

"Brother Diego— that's the coffin we want."

"Brother Diego— right,” he heard her repest.

He stopped beside a coffin, and arat scurried acrossthe lid. He felt her squeeze his hand. The dust was
too thick for him to read the name, and he set the flashlight on the coffin lid so he didn't haveto et go of
her hand, then brushed the dirt away.

The name there was Felippe.

"Next coffin," hetold her.

She didn't say anything. Culhane figured she was either getting used to it or was too frightened to keep
taking.

"Watch it," he said as he stepped across a swarm of cockroaches.

"Ick," he heard her whisper from the darkness. "1 think one just ran across my foot."



"Probably afoot fetishist. Relax.”

"| redly hate that word, Josh."

He stopped beside the next coffin.

Again he set down the light to dust the nameplate. He read the name out loud. "Diego.”
He shone the light toward Mulrooney. "Y ou hold this. I'll pry openthelid.”

"With what?"

"My fingers, | hope"

"I'll hold thelight.”

He handed the flashlight to her. " Shine it over here— around the edge.”

A rat ran acrossthelid, dmost brushing his hand. He would have said something, but he didn't want to
frighten Mulrooney. Hisfingersfdt dong the mating point of the coffin lid to the coffin box, a paper-thin

gep.

Therewas hisknife, but despite the Bali-Song's strength, it might bresk if used asalever. "Shinethat light
around the floor. Look for something | can uselike acrowbar.”

"Only if | don't haveto pick it up.”

There was darkness on thelid of the mud-encrusted timber coffin as Culhanetried prying at it with his
fingers. Tiny red dots— eyes of rats— were visible at the outer edges of the flashlight beam ashe
glanced behind him. And then Mulrooney was saying, "I hate to use this— and | even picked it up,” and
she handed him asimple metd cross. "It was on one of the other coffins, just resting on top.”

Culhanetook it from her. "Shinethelight over here," he said. "Where the lid meetsthe box."

The cross seemed to be made of iron. Holding the shorter end above the crossbar, he edged the longer
end between the coffin lid and the box, chipping with it at the wood of the lid. Some of the wood fell
away, and white, antlike creatures crawled over it.

"What are those? Termites?' Mulrooney asked.

Culhane didn't speak. He was working on enlarging achink in the coffin lid. He pried away asix— or
seven-inch-long section and wedged the cross under thelid.

"Sureit isn't sacrilegiousto use a cross?”

"It'sin agood cause, anyway." Culhane kept prying, hearing a creaking sound, feding thelid starting to
give. Herammed the cross forward between the lid and the box of the coffinitsaf, using the crossin his
right hand as alever, hisleft hand going under the lid and pushing up. Mulrooney was beside him, also
pushing. "Watch out!" Culhane pushed her back, stepping away, the coffin lid diding from the box



portion, Mulrooney's flashlight beam catching it asthe coffin lid skidded off the near side and the bottom,
coming to rest inchesfrom their feet.

The sounds of the rats were loud now, the rodents disturbed by the movement of the coffin lid.
Mulrooney's flashlight beam swept up from the floor and settled on the upper interior of the coffin, on
empty eye sockets, on dessicated flesh clinging in patchesto the yelowed, shiny bone.

Hefelt Mulrooney's hand squeeze hisarm.

Culhane set down the cross and took the flashlight from her, sweeping the flashlight beam down the
length of the coffin. Tattered dark fabric clung to the limbs— amonk's habit. What perhaps had been a
blanket lay in tatters beneath the bones.

By the feet was aroughly square package. Culhane moved aong the length of the coffin and reached
inside, trying not to touch the bones as he picked up the package. Leather thongs— rotted, falling apart
as he touched them— bound the package. The package itself was wrapped in what Culhane assumed
were oiled skins shaved of hair.

Carefully, with Mulrooney beside him— he could hear her breathing— he unfolded the skins. He set the
skin that covered the package at the feet of Brother Diego. Another skin. He unwrapped thisas well, but
more carefully than thefirgt. It wasless cracked than thefirgt, less old looking, though of equd age, he
was sure.

A third skin lay benegth.

Culhane unfolded thiswith the greatest care, baring aleather book, smilar in shape and appearance to
the memoir of Henry Chillingsworth, but woodburned into the leather of the cover werethreeinitiadsand
aword: H.M.S. Madagascar.

Mulrooney sadit. "The Gladstone Log."

And then avoice from the steps they had left behind them in the darkness. A woman'svoice. "Thisis
Sonia Steiglitz. Come up the steps with your hands raised and the Gladstone Log in view."

A flashlight flicked on with an audible click, the high-intensgity beam bathing the coffin, Culhane and
Mulrooney initslight. Culhan€sright fist held the Walther P-38. He double-actioned a shot toward the
light, and the light went out.

He shoved Mulrooney down beside the coffin, covering her flashlight beam with the Gladstone Log as

the darkness from the head of the catacombs erupted in tongues of flame, bullets thudding into the coffin,
ricocheting off thewalls, whining past their heads.

Chapter Twenty-Four

He held her head down, Mulrooney talking but Culhane not listening to her, the gunfire making his ears
ring, so that listening to human speech wasimpossible anyway.



"Keep down!" he shouted.

More gunfire echoed and re-echoed in the burial vault, chips of the coffin's rotted wood spraying
everywhere around them. A submachine gun, Culhane guessed.

Anather flashlight illuminated the interior of the crypt. Culhane, instead of poking the Wather around the
sde of the coffin and firing at the light, glanced up and saw wooden beams across the vaulted ceiling,
making atriangular shape there, then wedging alarge support beam againgt the flat rock.

There was more gunfire, and this time Culhane stabbed the Walther's muzzle around the side of the
coffin, firing the P-38 twice just to remind Sonia Steiglitz and whomever she had with her that he and
Mulrooney were dill dive.

Thelight Htill bathed the chamber.

The gunfire stopped.

A man'svoice, deep, resonant and salf-confident, filled the chamber. "Mr. Culhane, please don't shoot
for amoment. Thisis Jeremiah Steiglitz.”

"Holy shit,” Mulrooney murmured.

"Shh," Culhane rasped, then he turned off hisflashlight. He could see the old crossthey had used asa
crowbar an arm'slength away, at the meeting of light and shadow where the powerful beam from the
head of the catacombs was blocked by the end of the coffin.

"What do you want?" Culhane shouted back unnecessarily.

"Areyou both al right?' Steiglitz called out.

"No thanksto you, you son of abitch!" Mulrooney answered.

"Ahh— the intrepid and ever gented MissMulrooney. It isyou, yes?'

Culhane answered for her. "What do you want?"'

"Impatient, aren't we," Steiglitz's voice caled from behind the screen of light. "But then |, too, would be,
inyour pogtion. Y ou see, you have something that | have spent two-thirds of my lifetrying to possess.”

"Tough shit," Culhane called back.
"Yes, quite. But nevertheless, you have the Gladstone L og, do you not?"
"Y ou mean the thing | can burn the pages out of with my cigarette lighter? Y eah, weve got it.”

"Ahh— such bravado— | like that. Y our brother had a great deal of bravado, Mr. Culhane— your late
brother. | want the Log."

Slence



"Dont giveit to him," Mulrooney hissed in Culhanes|eft ear.

"I'm not going to," he whispered back. "Why do you want thisthing?" he then shouted to Steiglitz. He
was gdling for time, watching the beam of light. It moved dightly to hisright. He set the Walther on the
edge of the coffin and reached for the cross. He grabbed it.

"I supposetelling you won't matter. The Log should contain directionsto what an archaeologist would
consider the most spectacular find in history, to what ascientist would consider the key to knowledge
undreamed of, at once ancient and of the future. But more for me— | am asimple man. Power iswhat |
seek. And what you or Miss Mulrooney hold isthe key to power, the greatest power that ever held sway
on theface of thisearth.”

Mulrooney shouted to him. "Atlantis? If the Atlanteans had such power, why the heck did dl of them die
off when their idand wasinundated? Why didn't they just fly away or something?"

Steiglitz roared with laughter. "Neither of you suspects— and that is wonderful, because then no one else
suspects. But sufficeit to say, you havethe Log and | do not." Culhane handed the gun to Mulrooney,
took the flashlight from her and put afinger to her lips. He started edging behind her, handing her the Log
aswdl.

"What's your ded?" Culhane shouted to Steiglitz.

"A one-time offer— never to be repeated,” Steiglitz came back. "In exchange for a speedy handing over
of the Gladstone Log, | will dlow you both to live asmy prisonersuntil | have brought the information
contained in the Log to itsinevitable concluson and | possessthe power | have sought for forty years.
After that, you'll befreeto go, asit would be impossible then for any efforts to succeed againgt me.”

"Bullshit,” Mulrooney's voice shouted from the darkness bes de the coffin. Culhane was beside the
vertical support timber just between the coffin and the light source.

"Shut up, Fanny," Culhane shouted to her. Then he called to Steiglitz, "How do | know you're on the
levd?'

He had the iron cross wedged between the support and the stone of thewall. He gave it atest pry. The
timber moved perhaps aquarter inch, dust filtering down and making abardly audible noise asit rained
down around him, Culhane feding it on hisarms and legs and face.

"How do you know I'm on the level? What a picturesgue expression. Y es, no doubt you are awriter,
Mr. Culhane. Wdll, asamatter of fact, I'll give you my word. It ismy only and best assurance. What is
your answer?'

"What kind of power are you taking about?' In the haf-light of the washed-out edge of the flashlight's
glow, Culhane could see theiron cross and the wooden beam. If he drove the crossin hard against the
wal....

"What kind of power? Doesit intrigue you? Wdll, it isvast power, undreamed-of power, the power any
man would willingly risk death for in order to achieve. It isthat power. What isyour answer?"

"Well," Culhane called back, holding the flashlight like aclub, its butt ready to swing, thelensin hisfids,
"it'satough decison. Wouldn't wanna give me aminute or two, huh?'



"Now— your answer."
"Goto hdl,” Mulrooney shouted.

Culhane, as he swung the flashlight toward the base of the wedged cross, shouted, " Sounds like a grest
ideato me"

Theflashlight's aircraft  uminum base hammered againgt the wedge, the timber dipping, moving, the
beam of light from the top of the stairs sweeping toward it, the chatter of submachine gun fireripping into
the wall beside Culhane's head, the support collgpsing, dust flying, raining down, small rocks and dirt
pelting him as heran for the coffin. He grabbed Mulrooney's shoulder and shouted, "Run like hell,
Fanny!"

He gtarted to run, turning the flashlight in his hand, hearing the crashing sounds behind him, hearing the
sounds of timber splitting, rocks and dirt falling. The Kd-Lite still worked despite the punishment he'dd
given it, the beam showing the ground as they ran, Mulrooney shouting loud beside him, "What the hell
did you do, Josh?'

"A cave-in—" Culhane |ooked behind him. The beam of light from the head of the catacombswas
obscured. He flashed his own flashlight that way and saw that the wooden beams were dtill faling— like
dominoesin arun— after them. He reached out in the darkness, grabbing Mulrooney'sarm, half
dragging, haf shoving her to get her to run fagter. "Run— run for it!"

The sound of the rupturing timberswas like aroar behind them, the dust and dirt forming a cloud so thick
the flashlight beam couldn't penetrateit.

Holding Mulrooney's arm in a degth grip so he wouldn't lose her, Culhane threw himsdlf aheed, blindly
running, damming againgt awal, coughing, not seeing through the dust, then pushing Mulrooney aheed of
him to the left, gut ingtinct telling him that if the catacombstook abend it wasthat way. He ran, not letting
go of her, sumbling, lurching, getting hisfooting. In a passageto their right, the dust was less thick— the
flashlight penetrated— and Culhane could see adead end in front. He dragged Mulrooney toward it, half
wheding as he thrust her ahead, the flashlight's beam catching the devagtation behind them, timbers till
crashing down. Mulrooney in front of him, Culhane jumped through into the passage, sagging againsgt the
bare rock wall there as the catacombs behind them closed in tons of dirt, rocks and rotted timbers.

Mulrooney sagged into hisarms. "Are we trapped?”

Culhane swallowed, breathing hard, coughing from the dust. "Maybe— maybe not. Don't know. But
Seglitz— Seglitz— wantsthe Log. Hell dig after us™

"That could take days.... "

Culhane licked hislips. He took one of the water bags and opened it, offering it to Mulrooney. She drank
from it, coughing, then Culhane took it from her hands and drank. The bag was nearly empty.

"These old passages usudly had exit tunnels," Culhanetold her, resting his hands againgt histhighs,
doubling over to catch his breath. "Waysto get out if the catacombs were used to hide from an enemy—
likethat. Therésusudly away out.”



"The part | dont like," Mulrooney whispered, "istheword ‘usudly.

He put his arm around her shoulders and squeezed.

Chapter Twenty-Five

"If there were catacombs, there should be an escape tunnel out of them,” Jeremiah Steiglitz announced.
"Wemust find this escgpe tunnel before Mr. Culhane and Miss Mulrooney find it—"

"If they survived the cave-in," Soniasaid.
Her father glared at her, saying nothing. "I'm sorry | spoke,” shetold him.

Hedidn't nod, didn't blink, but turned hiseyesaway. "If they did not survive, wéell return here with
laborers, dig them out and find the Log—"

"But witnesses—" She hadn't caught hersdlf in time, interrupting him again.

But, he spoke to her, and she noted the other men watching him, too. "We will kill the laborers
afterward, of course, much asthe Egyptian Pharaonic architects would order the deaths at the hands of
the priests of those who sedled the roya tombs, the priests made tonguel ess afterward so they too could
not reved the secret.”

All her life, her father had sounded to her asthough he rehearsed what he said— the syntax, the
grammar, theimagery.

"Our man in the boat on the near sde of the idand— contact him, Sonia, that he may observe the
shordinethere. | recal Jennings had binocularswith him. Have him scan the rocksfor our two friends.”
Steiglitz turned away from her, looking to the others. "The course of the catacombs was reminiscent to
me of catacombs| once saw in northern Italy during the war— on amuch smaller scale, of course.”
Steiglitz unfolded aknife from histrouser pocket and used adender, primary blade to scratch the stones
near the altar stone itsdlf. Sonia stood behind him now as he crouched, looking across his broad back
and straight shoulders.

"The pattern seemed to run thudy," he explained. "It would indicate to me that the course of the
catacombs runs in a southwesterly direction. That should mean an escape passage, if it were dug, would
have gone at approximately aright angle to the main tunnel— or due northwest more or less, or to the
southeast.”

Helooked up to the men surrounding him. "Harkin, Radner— split up, use the church here as your base,
and take your compasses and work azimuthsin those directions. Follow them out, then signal on the
radio if you find something. Wait amoment until I've ended the briefing." He looked back to the tunnel
diagram.

"But amorelikely event isthat anatura cave or chink in therock of the mountain was found, and the
tunnd was dug beyond the reach of the cave to end under the dltar. | believein this hypothesis more
strongly— you'l al have noted that the catacombs were offset to the rear of the dtar stone by the steps.



These monks were undoubtedly learned men, and it would appear that mathematical calculations were
devised to angle their digging to reach under the dtar. But such calculations are frequently imprecise—
like the tunnels dug by Allied prisoners during the war to escape German prisoner-of-war camps. These
monks used the rather overly long stepsto get asmooth angle up to the dtar. If that isthe case, on afar
narrower line from northwest to southeast in those rocks, dmost directly behind and below us—" he
gestured behind the dtar "— there should be the entrance to this cave.”

"Doubtless hidden, and doubtless even further obscured by the monks, it should take Miss Mulrooney
and Mr. Culhane considerable time to work their way to thisif indeed they survived the cave-in. And it
should bedifficult for usto find it, aswell. But we must." Helooked up at his men around him. " So,
necessity dictates speed and keen eyes, gentlemen. Let's be off. Harkin and Radner, you have your
jobs." He stood.

"Sonia, contact Jennings, then join me." Helooked to the remaining men. "The three of you will come
with me." Soniatook up her radio from the ground beside her M-16. There was a certain thrill to
following one of her father's plans— the thrill of genius.

"Jennings, thisis Sonia. Where the hdll are you?' she snapped into theradio.

* % %

There were no sounds of digging from behind them. In the light of the flashlight beam asthey moved
aong the natura rock-walled sde tunnel into which they had fled, Culhane could see Mulrooney's
fear-filled green eyes. He had the pistol in thewaistband of his shorts, the flashlight in hisright hand, and
he held Mulrooney's right hand in hisleft. Culhane wasworried, but he didn't tell her that. Sometimes
underground tunnelslike this were dug from natural cave entrances back, leading to the structure that
they served. And after al the excessrock and dirt had been carted away and the tunnel completed, the
outside entrance was sedled. Forever.

It was getting harder to breathe. He couldn't be certain if it was alack of oxygen or just the heat from the
tunndl itself, from being in a confined space. He stopped walking, took his Bic lighter from his pocket,
and let go of Fanny Mulrooney's hand.

"What isit?' Her voice sounded subdued, tired. "'If we're near the tunnel exit, there might be acrack
somewhere up ahead large enough to let in an air current.” He watched the lighter flame; it was rock
steady, unwavering.

"Werenot near it," shetold him.

"We're not near it," he echoed. Culhane pocketed the lighter and took her hand again, and they started
ahead.

Culhane had been periodicaly checking hiswatch. They had collapsed the catacombs behind them more
than an hour ago. It was nearly three-fifteen.

They waked on, Culhane noticing the tunnd celling lowering, ducking his head alittle, not mentioning this
to Mulrooney until it was unavoidable. By threethirty, the tunnel calling was sufficiently low that
Mulrooney, too, needed to duck. "Thisisagood sign, | think," hetold her. "We should be nearing the
end of thetunnd.”



She said nothing. Culhane watched her eyes again in the flashlight's beam. Thelight was till strong, but it
wouldn't last forever, no matter how good the flashlight itself was, no matter how strong the batteries
were.

Ducking their heads, they quickened their pace. They walked until it was nearly four. The tunnel wastoo
low now towak in at al unlessthey completely doubled over.

Helooked at her in the light of the flashlight. "We're gonna have to crawl the rest of the way, Fanny."
"All right," shesaid dispiritedly.

"I'm going to shut off the light— just in case the tunndl goes on longer than we anticipate— so we have
light whenwe need it."

The beam was aimed at the ground, and arat scurried under the light. Mulrooney pressed against
Culhane, shivering. At least the cockroaches were no longer in evidence, and as Culhane tracked the rat
for asplit second he saw a substance that looked like something he had once seen in acave in Mexico:
bat droppings.

Helooked at Mulrooney. "Now | don't want you to let go of me. I'm going first.” She was Saring at the
ground. He knew sheld seen therat. "'l think | just saw bat droppings on the floor—"

"Bas?'

"Fruit bats— I'm sure that's what they are— just fruit bats. Thistime of day they'll cling to the celling of
the cave and—"

"WEell be crawling under them."

"Their droppingswill be on the floor— it'll be like crawling through sticky mud. Just tell yoursdlf that's
what it is. Mud. Don't touch your hands to your mouth or your eyes."

She shook vighly.

"And don't let go of me. If we keep the light off, we shouldn't disturb them. But it'sagood sgn— the
bats. That meanstherésaway in and out of the tunnd. Will you be dl right?

She nodded amost imperceptibly.

"I'm going to shut off the light. Hold my hand." He worked the switch of the flashlight. There was nothing
for their eyesto become accustomed to; there was no light except the glow from the face of his Rolex.
The singletriangle, the dots, the bar for the minute hand and the dot on the hour and second hands were
likegtarsin anight sky.

"Now, hold on to my shoulder whilel get down on my knees, then drop to your knees and dide your
hand down aong my leg until you have my ankle. Don't let go of my ankle. No matter what you do, don't
letgoofit

"All right, Josh," he heard her whisper in the darkness. "We're never getting out of here— with the Log,
with our lives...."



"Surewe are" hesad, but hedidn't redly believeit.

Mulrooney had did the Log under her shirt inside the waistband of her shorts earlier, and Culhane
presumed she till carried it there now.

He dropped to his knees, his bare flesh feding the wetness of what would be bat droppings. Hefelt
Mulrooney doing the same, heard her rasp, "What's—"

"Bat droppings. Remember— it'sjust sticky mud.”
"Sticky mud,” she repeated.

"Now move your hand down and hold my ankle and—"
She screamed.

"What isit?"

"I think... | think it was a... ohh, shit, Josh— it was arat— something furry ran across my right hand,

"Shhh— it'll bedl right. Well be out in the sunshine soon. I'll use that word again— relax.”

"Relax,” he heard her repest, then felt her hand move down dong hisleft thigh, aong hisleft caf, grasping
hisleft ankle.

"All right," shewhispered.

"Let'sget Sarted,” hetold the darkness.

Culhane began to crawl ahead, the small rocksin the dirt and bat guano of the cave floor sticking to the
pam of hisleft hand, the knuckles of hisright— he held the shut— off flashlight in that hand— and to his

knees.

He hadn't told her that bats were very flexible creatures and could insinuate themsel ves between two
objects aquarter of an inch apart. A crack through which he and Mulrooney could never move.

There might be noway out at al.

* % %

She was breathing hard enough to hyperventilate and tried telling hersdlf to stop doing that. She could fed
the stuff on her hands, al over her knees and calves, under her toenails and fingernails, on the pams of
her hands.

She could fed it dribble down her neck, on her bare arms, hear the high-pitched squeds, the fluttering of
wings, fed—

"Jesus, Josh— therésoneinmy hair!" She screamed the last word, feding the thing, feding it tangled



there. Shelet go of hisankle, wanting to reach up to her hair to get the thing out, to get it away from her,
but shewas afraid to touch it. " Josh!"

Shefelt something dap at her, heard more of the high-pitched squeding sounds, felt something leathery
brush her left cheek. She screamed.

"It'sdl right— | got it out of your hair." Culhane's voice cameto her in the darkness.

She was crying, sobbing as she hadn't sobbed since she wasalittle girl. Hisarms, dimy but comforting,
were wrapped around her. Her face was againgt his chest. "Can't you turn on the light? Please?’ she

begged.

"It'd only get them flying— then they'd be dl over you," she heard him tell her.

She shivered despite the suffocating heat of thetunnd. "I can't stand it, Josh. Those...those...." She
couldn't say theword, her throat tight with crying, her eyes smarting with the sat of her tears. "'l don't
want to die herel”

"Shh," she heard him say, fedling his bresth againgt her face, smelling his sweet and her own mingled with
the suffocating stench of the bats. "If anybody can do it, we can— right?"

She nodded, not saying anything, not knowing if sheredly beieved him but wanting to believe him.
"Right?" he perssted.

"|— 1 guess." She nodded in the darkness.

"Then hold on. The faster we get started, the faster well be out of here.”

She held hisankletightly, bending forward, putting her other hand into the bat droppings, hearing the
sgueaking sounds again. She held his ankle as she crawled after him.

Shetried telling herself stories, remembering things from her childhood. Shetried to remember what her
first pair of earrings had looked like. She made a mentd picture of the long dress shed worn to her
senior prom in high school. Then shetried imagining what the Gladstone L og redlly talked about. What
was the power Steiglitz had raved about possessing?

Thetunnel ceiling was lower now, acurse but a blessing, too, because the bats were no longer overhead,
and the muck under her hands and her bare legs was less thick. Had Culhane taken awrong turn? She
didn't want to think so. She went back to the mental picture of her prom dress; it had been white. She
kept crawling, bending lower now because she was bumping her head into the celling of the tunnel,
feding it clogng in on her on both Sdes.

Culhane stopped ahead of her. She felt him turning around, his hands finding her handsin the darkness.
"It's getting too narrow— for me at least. Another few yards and my shoulderswon't get through. This
mustn't be the main tunnd. We must have missed itmaybe when we ran from the cave-in— | don't
know."

"What are you—"



"I'm saying that just because it'stoo narrow for meto get through doesn't mean you cantt. | think you can
makeit. Thetapering of the walls seemsless drastic maybe it levels off. Y ou can take the gun, get to the
end of the tunndl, and get out. Maybe come back for me—"

"I won't leave you! I'll diewith you first! | won't even go ahead of you. Y ou can't force meto leave you!"
"L ook, | loveyou— | don't want you to—"

She reached up her handsin the darkness, encircling his neck. "That'swhy | won't leave you. We came
intogether." Her lipswere beside hisleft ear. "WEell leave together or wewon't leave at all, Josh— or we
won' leaveat dl." She pulled her face avay, moving her hand down to hisknee. "'I'm reedy to crawl

after you again. What are we waiting for?*

"All right,” she heard him say to her in the darkness. "All right, Fanny."
He was no longer crawling— wriggling was more like it— and she was following him on her elbows and
on her belly, trying to hold on to his ankle, the overhead room such that her shoulder blades scraped

againg the top of the tunnd. Culhane stopped at timesto twist his body— she could fed it— when the
dimensions of the tunnel were just too narrow.

She crawled after him, on her belly now, flat— there was no room left even to push herself aong on her
elbows— clawing her way through after him, her left hand touching the hed of his shoe.

It wastheir only contact.
She had given up hope of anything sweeter than dying folded in hisarms.

His shoulders were bleeding from scraping againgt the rough sonewalls. "Stop,” hetold her, feding her
head rest againg his ankle. She said nothing. Shifting hisweight, he tried moving hisarm back to get the
lighter in his pocket, but he couldn't move hisarm. The cave walls around him, the ceiling above
himeverything was too close; there was no room at al anymore. He figured he could go perhaps another
six feet before he would be wedged so badly he could only crawl backward.

"Fanny," he panted, not knowing if his shortness of breath was from exhaugtion or lack of oxygen. His
eyes burned and histhroat was tight and he had aheadache. "Fanny, reach up and try to get my lighter
out of my pocket— my right side pocket.”

"All right," he heard her rasp.

Hefet her hand moving dong his bare leg, felt the pressure of her head or perhaps her shoulder againgt
hisright foot. He tried edging hisleg forward to give her less distance to reach.

Hefdt her hand near his pocket, then felt her hand ingdeit.
"l can't— no— wait— | got— | got it!" He fdt her hand move. "Want meto light it?"

"No, it's 0 narrow here that even if thereis an opening, well never know; I'd block the air. I'll try to get
my right hand back by my right sde, by my waist. Can you reach up that far?"



"|— 1 think s0," he heard her whisper, then he heard her cough.
"Youdl right?"
"That'sadumb question. Of courseI'm not dl right.”

Hefet her hand moving along his upper thigh, dong hisright hip, hisown right hand reaching back, his
arm folded at the elbow, his right hand squeezed between historso and thewall.

He could fed thetipsof her nails.

Thenthelighter.

Hehad itinthetipsof hisfingers.

He dropped it.

"Shit. |—"

"I gotit," he heard her pant. "Hold on— keep your hand there." He could fed her nails again, then he felt
thelighter. He had it wedged between his second and third fingers. Sowly, dowly, he drew his hand
forward dong hissde, raising hisright shoulder, scraping againgt the rock, getting the hand in front of his
head, turning the lighter in hisfingertips to work the striking whesd!.

Thelighter flicked on. The flame wavered. He had exhded. He held his breath. The flame wavered again,
toward him.

He held hisbreath, watching the flame. It bent toward him.
"It's bending toward me!"

mWhat?"

"Theflame, Fanny— the flameis bending toward me—"
"Therés—"

"An opening— closeto ug" He sank his head againgt the dirt, wondering if they could reach it. He closed
the flame, wriggling ahead, pulling his shouldersin tight. "Come on— keep behind me— come on!”

Aninch gone. He could barely move hislegs enough to push himsalf forward. His hands clawed ahead,
thelighter in hisright, the flashlight in hisleft. Turning on thelight was sensdess if therewas arr ahead, an
opening, there would be light. And he wanted to seeit.

Anather inch— maybe alittle more.

His shoulders were jammed. He felt hisflesh chafe againgt the rock, his shirt long since torn away &t the
shoulders.



Another inch.

And another.

He closad hiseyes, refocusing. A tiny something. A lighter shadow. He crawled, dragging himself.
Another inch. It was no longer a shadow.

"l see something— | redly see something!™

He dragged himsdf, Mulrooney laughing behind him. It was only anarrow crack, but he pulled himsalf
toward it anyway, the floor beneath him suddenly angling downward steeply. "Watch it, Fanny!" he cdled
as he did, but there was more room at the sides of his shoulders now, more room above him. He
continued diding through dirt for afew seconds.

He skidded and stopped.

The crack of light was perhaps an inch and ahdf wide.

He wanted to cry, but there was Fanny. He had to keep trying. Maybe they could go back another way.

"Isit the opening— isit...?" And she shrieked as she began diding, Culhane fegling her body crash
againg him in the darkness.

"Y ou okay?"

"My wrigt...hurts alittle. It's— ohh, Josh— my God...." Hefdt her head go againgt hischest. "It'stoo
litle— its—"

"Here" hewhispered, holding her. He turned on theflashlight. "Let's give ourselves alittle light. Well fed

"Jogh!"

He could see her face, dirt streaked and tearstained. Her hair fell around it, tangled and sticky ashe
brushed it from her face with the back of hisright hand.

" o
"lel—"

"No— look!" Shewrested the flashlight from his hand and moved it nearer the crack.

There was dirt there, and small rocks.

Culhane shifted his position, his back aching, his shouldersraw. He was on his knees, stooped over
besidethe crack. In hisleft front pocket he found the Bai-Song knife and opened it. Mulrooney was

aready clawing at the dirt and rocks with her hands. He shoved the Bali-Song's blade under the edge of
the rock nearest to the crack of light and air. He pried, but it didn't move. He dug around it with his

fingertips.



Mulrooney wasdigging at it with her nalls.

"Get your hands away— watch out,” he said, and he rammed the knife blade into the dirt under the dab
of rock and pried again, Mulrooney's fingers under it.

He could fed the rock moving and got hisleft hand under it. Then helet go of the knife and got hisright
under therock.

Therock shifted againgt hisleg, and he drew hisleg back.
The light was gone from the crack, and the sound of dirt filtering down made his heart sink for an ingtant.

Then hefound the knife, and aimed the flashlight's beam on their digging. And he and Mulrooney, with his
hands, the knife blade, her hands and her nails, began digging.

He stabbed at the dirt. Stabbed at it.
He threw hisweight behind the knife and stabbed at it.

Hewasfaling, losing the knife, his hands splaying out in front of him, dirt filling his mouth and nose, his
eyesclosing agang it.

Coolness on his skin, on the swest, made him suddenly cold.
Mulrooney was screaming like a cheerleader a ahomecoming game.
Culhane opened his eyes. She waskissing hisface.

He could see her. He could see her facein the light of the setting sun ashelay in ahesgp of dirt and rocks,
the sky above him.

"Thank you," he whispered as he looked up at the blue sky. "Thank you very much, Sir.”

Chapter Twenty-Six

He had thrown away his shirt, and Mulrooney wished she could do the same. Streaked with bat dung
along her legs and arms, she sat crouched beside him. His headache was dissipating now, but his back
and legsdl of him ached. His shoulders were tender to the touch as Mulrooney tried to clean them with
water from the one remaining bota— they had drunk all the water from the first bag— and her
handkerchief.

Through dl the crawling in the cave, she had kept the blue canvas purse on her shoulder.
She was cleaning her face with the wet handkerchief, and he watched her as shefinished.

He started to laugh as she took her lipstick from the bag and started to apply it. "Y ou gotta be kiddin'!™



"Wdl—"

Helooked at her, shaking his head.

"If we found our way out," she was saying, smoothing the lipstick with thetip of her right index finger,
looking a herself in acompact mirror, "then Steiglitz should be able to find us. HEsasmart man, |
figure"

"Yeah," Culhane said and nodded wesarily, "asmart man."

"Just think how good it'll fed being able to walk standing up straight instead of crawling.”

Culhane nodded again and tried to get up. Hislegs worked, but he wouldn't bet on them in arace.

But hewas standing.

He reached out and helped Mulrooney to stand. She sagged againgt him.

They were on aflat it of grassy ground on what seemed to be nearly the very top of theidand. Almost
nothing of the rock was visible behind and above them, and they were surrounded by air. The smdl cave
mouth through which they had eventudly crawled was about twenty yards behind them and somefive
feet lower than the spit of ground.

"Let's reconnoiter,” hetold her, taking her hand in his and starting toward the farthest reach of the
promontory.

They walked ahead, stopping ayard from the very edge of the rock and dirt peninsula. The ocean was
below them, gold shimmering off it asthe sun to their right caught the shallow swells. He could recognize
the beach area severa hundred feet below them. But on the water where the Cher okee had been
anchored there was nothing but what appeared to be floating pieces of rubble.

"They got the Cherokee,” Mulrooney said, her voice hushed.

Culhane only nodded. There was asmaller boat there in the water, afast, trim-looking boat like a ski
boat. It couldn't have made the trip from Nassau or from Forida; it would have to have been brought
there by alarger craft, or perhaps by air.

Culhane shoved Mulrooney to the ground beside him. He saw the glint of sunlight and then the glint was
gone. "Therésaman in that smal boat. He has binoculars or maybe atelescopic sight on arifle. | can't
be sure. But something caught the sun for a second.”

"From Steiglitz?' he heard her ask.

"Yeah. It would haveto be."

"Maybe we can get down there— maybe somehow stedl that boat.”

Culhanejust looked at her. "Y ou're gettin' into this rough-and-tough stuff, aren't you?”



"Y ou got abetter idea?" In her eyeswas asmile, the first he'd seen since they'd entered the catacombs
and endured the crawl through the escape tunndl.

Helaughed. "No, | don't have a better idea. But I've got away we might try just that. Come on. Weve
got agood hike down the mountain, and | think Steiglitz's men probably have us boxed in up here,

anyway."

Running in acrouch, Mulrooney beside him, he started back from the edge of the rock peninsula. He il
had the gun, and he'd loaded afresh magazineinto it.

* % %

Mulrooney Didn't Even Know if there was enough light for Steiglitz's man in the boat to see her clearly.

She stepped out from behind the rocks, not knowing what she should actudly call out. "Hey, sailor”
sounded stupid. Shefelt stupid. She'd taken off her shorts and top, and all she wore were her panties and
bra, which didn't even match, the brawhite and the panties baby blue.

And what if the man in the boat shot her when he saw her?

She started walking across the sand, hoping the man would notice her and she wouldn't have to shout to
him across the water to get his atention.

The climb down from the rocks had been hard, but climbing down meant they didn't have to crossthe
swamp again, saving hours of travel. Night travel through the swamp would have been incredibly
dangerous, she thought. Reaching the base of the rocks, they swam when necessary— the water had at
least cleaned the bat droppings from her hair and body and walked across the rocky strips of beach
when possible.

And now she was done. She had counted by thousands to sixty thousand ten timesto give Culhane the
ten minutes he/d said he would need.

Nearly naked, barefoot, she stood in the surf now, hands on her hips, trying to look provocative. The
man in the ski boat hadn't noticed her yet.

She shrugged her shoulders, looked away from the man for an instant, then turned toward him acrossthe
water, hands till on her hips, standing on her toes in the sand, her breasts thrust forward. "Hey— hey!
Help dready! | surrender!”

The man in the ski boat moved, and her heart jumped to her throat. He was swinging arifle toward her,
one of those ugly-looking riflesthat looked like something from a space movie. Culhane cdled them
assaultrifles.

"Hold it right there, lady!" the man's voice shouted back at her across the two hundred yards of water.

"I surrender. | already said that," she screamed back.

Now it was up to Culhane.



For some reason, Culhane realized, he was smiling. Maybe it was the chance to strike back at Steigllitz.
The Bdi-Song locked open, the handle clenched tight in histeeth, he raised his hands out of the seq,
reached for the ski boat's starboard gunwal e and grasped it. The man in the ski boat held the M-16
trained on the surf where Mulrooney stood.

Culhane heaved himsdlf up and rolled over the gunwae. Steiglitz's man swung the M-16's muzzle around,
and Culhanerolled under it into the man's midsection, hammering him back. The impact againgt the man
made Culhane's raw and bleeding shoulders scream with pain, and the M-16 discharged skyward.
Culhane's|eft fist pounded into the center of the man's chest, then Culhane's right went for his midsection,
aming for the solar plexus but missngiit.

The assault riflefired again, aburst of perhaps a haf-dozen shots. Culhane was too busy to count.

Hisright hand reached up, and he gripped the BaliSong. He snatched it from histeeth and rammed it,
catching its blade tip in the center of the man's abdomen, ripping up. There was a scream, therifle
discharged again, then the body dumped back.

Dripping water, Culhane fell across the body, making sure the knife had completed itsjob. They weren't
playing agame. It waslife or desth.

He jerked the Bali-Song free of the dead man, wiping the blade clean on the man's clothes.

He glanced to the ski boat's control panedl. The key was where it should be. He started to search the
man's pockets and found two spare magazines for some single-column 9mm pistol, but no pistal. A
cheap pocketknife. No identification.

Culhanerolled the body over the gunwale and into the water with aloud splash.

He glanced up to Mulrooney on the beach. Shelooked pretty in aleggy, grown-up-little-girl way,
standing there in her braand panties, the surf around her feet, her hands on her hips.

He shot her awaveto let her know hewasall right.

Quickly, he started to search the ski boat, and under the driver's seat he found three spare magazines for
the M-16. "All right!" he bresthed. There was a pistol aswell, awdll-worn Smith & Wesson Model 39.

He dumped the magazine, checked the chamber— loaded— and replaced the magazine, leaving on the
pistol's sefety.

He dumped the partially spent magazine for the M-16 and replaced it with afull, 30-round stick, leaving
the magazines, the pistol and the pistol magazines hed taken from the dead man on the consol e between
the front seats.

Setting the M-16 on safety, he leaned it between the seats as he dipped behind the controls. He closed
the Bali-Song and fired the ski boat's engine. It rumbled like a'57 Chevy needing amuffler. He glanced
around the boat; no anchor was dropped.

He gunned the engine, taking the craft into awide port arc and back toward the surf, waving to
Mulrooney to run down into the surf and be picked up. She waved back, disappeared up the beach for a
moment as he closed in, then reappeared carrying abundle of clothes and gear and the Walther pistal.



Sheran into the surf, her purse over her shoulder, and Culhane dowed the ski boat as Mulrooney waded
out. Culhane reached across the front passenger seat, took the bundles of clothes and gear from her, then
reached for her hands and helped her as she came over the gunwales and settled in beside him.

"l wasworried," she said breathlesdy.

"Yeah, sowas|," he admitted with agrin.

"How far can thisthing take us?'

"Not far enough,” he replied. There was a handheld radio— a sophisticated walkie-talkie— and avoice
was coming over it.

"Jennings, thisis Sonia. My father and | are aboard the helicopter. Has the woman told you about
Culhaneyet? Over."

Culhane gtarted to pressthe Tak button, but Mulrooney closed her hands over his. On her bare thighs
was the Gladstone L og wrapped in a plastic sandwich bag. He looked at her eyes. "Let me— please.”
Shewas amiling wickedly.

Culhane laughed, handing her theradio.

"Y ou push this button?* She gestured to the Talk button.

"Y eah, you push that button, Fanny."

Shewas gill smiling. She pushed the button. " Sonia? Thisis the woman. M.F. Mulrooney? Remember?
Wéll, Josh Culhaneisright beside me. Y our man is dead. And you can take your father, your gunmen
and your hdlicopter and just ram 'em right up your—"

Culhane put his hand over her mouth. "A lady wouldn't say that,” hetold her.

He moved his hand away from her mouth. She smiled a him. "Thisis Mulrooney again. Go to hell!"
She handed back the radio st

Culhane gunned the ski boat. The gas gauge read nearly full, and there were two gas cansin the rear of
the boat. It wouldn't get them that far, but it was better than nothing.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

"Ahoy in the ki boat— surrender now!"

Culhane glanced over his shoulder. The helicopter was closing in, the voice on the bullhorn blaring. "Ahoy
in the ski boat— you haven't got achance! Heaveto!"

"Here— let me take the controls,” Mulrooney shouted over the throb of the engine and the roar of the



waves as the bow knifed through the water. "Take that rifle and blow those suckers out of the sky.
Now's your chance!"

Culhanejust looked at her for aminute. "What?"

"Blow ‘em out of the sSky— likethisl" Mulrooney picked up therifle, visbly sudying the left Sde of the
recaver.

"What the hell are you doing?"
"Likethid" sheindsted.
She shouldered the M-16 and pulled the trigger.

Hot brass pelted Culhane's face and neck and hammered against the windshield, therifle rising with the

recoil, Mulrooney shrieking, Culhane reaching out from the ski boat's controls, grabbing therifle. "Stop

that, dammit!" Culhane shouted, and he tore therifle away from her. He guessed sheld blown nearly the
entiremagazine.

Hehed theriflein hisright hand, Mulrooney looking at him. "Well, like that— you know— you shoot a
lot. | see’em shoot down helicopters dl the time in the movies. That one spy movie we sav— you told
me hewas using alittle .22 rifle. Well, hell, you should be able to—"

Assault-riflefireripped across the ski boat's forward hull, the windshield spiderwebbing. Culhane
dropped therifle and forced Mulrooney's head down as he cut the ski boat'swhedl hard |l eft, then hard
right, bouncing asthey took awave head on and rolled over it. The helicopter was skimming closeto the
water now, and more assault-rifle fire made loud thudding soundsin the water and pinging sounds asit
ripped into the hull.

"Y ou hadda go and shoot at those assholes—"
There was more assault-rifle fire, and Culhane tried to steer the ski boat out of it.
"Pick up thet little radio, pressthe Tak button and hold it in front of my mouth— now!"

Mulrooney picked up the radio and amogt hit Culhanein theteeth with it asshehdd it up to hislips.
Culhanerasped intoit, "Mayday! Mayday! U.S. Coast Guard or other authorities monitoring this
frequency Mayday! Being attacked by armed helicopter— Mayday— for God's sake, Mayday!"
Assault-rifle fire came again, then the lighter pinging of submachine-gun fire, hammering into the hull and
shattering more of the windshield.

Culhanelooked a Mulrooney. "Get over here and dide under me as| push myself up— worksjust likea
car only not as responsive. Get to the controls and I'll shoot at those bastards!”

Mulrooney started shifting over as Culhane raised himsdf in the driver's seet, holding the control whed as
he edged over into the passenger seat. When Mulrooney's hands were on the whed, Culhane shouted,
"You got it— zigzag if you haveto!™

Hetook the assaullt rifle, buttoned out the nearly empty magazine, and rammed a fresh oneinto the
megazinewell.



Hetwisted his body in the sedt, trying to keep therifle from moving as the ski boat bounced and rocked
and shuddered under him, trying to line up the front and rear sights on the chopper. It wasaBell and
looked like one of the 222 Series machines. In Takers number fifteen Sean Dodge had used oneto
rescue abeautiful girl from the piranha-infested waters of the Amazon. Culhane had studied helicopter
designsuntil he saw themin hisdreams.

The twin turbines would be mounted above the passenger compartment, benesth and to the rear of the
twin-blade rotor.

He settled the sights on the machine and fired a 3round burst. The helicopter pulled up, then dropped
back.

"Yay! You hit the bastardg"

Culhane looked at Mulrooney, saying nothing. Then, asthe helicopter started another pass, he ydlled,
"Keep drivin' the boat, Fanny!" He picked up the radio set. "Mayday to anyone monitoring this—" The
chopper was coming fast, assaullt riflesfiring from both sdes of the machine through the windows. He put
down theradio, firing again, thistime at the Plexiglas pands themsalves and the riflemen behind them. The
helicopter dropped back as the chopper's starboard front passenger window shattered.

He picked up theradio again. "Mayday off San Rafadl 1dand heading due westl Helicopter with armed
criminals attacking our ski boat! Mayday! Mayday— come back! "

Nothing.

Then Soniasvoice: "Give up now, Culhane— or I'll skinyou and thegirl divel "

"Shoveit, Sonia," he snarled into the sky, firing the M-16 asthe helicopter started another pass.

The bullhorn was blaring again: " Surrender or well blow you out of the water! Heaveto!"

Culhane fired the M-16, along, ragged burst raking up aong the portside window near where the pilot
would be. The helicopter skimmed low to the water, hovering and getting out of range, assault-riflefire
coming fromit. Then the helicopter was up again, high, and diving toward them.

"Cut the whed starboard!"

"That'sto theright?'

Culhane didn't wait for her. He reached out and wrenched the whed toward him, gunfire hammering into
the surface of the water on both sides of them.

He shoved the M-16 up, firing again and missing completely.
He picked up theradio. "Mayday, dammit— Mayday!"
He threw down the radio and raised the assaullt rifle, firing as the helicopter made alow pass, submachine

guns and assaullt riflesblazing. "The windshield!" Mulrooney shouted, and Culhane, hearing the sound of it
shattering behind him, threw himsalf across her body to protect her, the boat bouncing, rocking,



assault-rifle and submachine-gun fire al around them, ripping at the seets, shattering the control panel as
he reached out for the whesd!.

The boat rocked once and stopped, rising and faling with the swells. Culhane looked up; Mulrooney's
green eyes were wide with terror. The ski boat was dead in the water.

A voice boomed down from the hdlicopter's bullhorn, Steiglitz's voice: ™Y ou will lay down your weapons
and raise your hands over your heads.”

A voice squawked from the radio beside Culhane'sleft thigh: "Thisisthe U.S. Coast Guard. We
received your Mayday. Fire astarburst flare to home usin. Over."

The hdlicopter rose quickly, apparently on full power now, and headed south.
Mulrooney, pressed against Culhane as he shielded her body, said, "Do we have astarburst flare?”

* % %

"Drop your wegpons!"

Culhane looked a Mulrooney, Mulrooney's eyes on his. "That's the same thing the other guystold usto
do," shesaid.

Culhane set down the M-16, then made abig show of raising and setting down the Walther P-38. "They
probably think were drug smugglers.”

"Ohh, good— drug smugglers. That's wonderful.”
"Do not throw anything overboard!"

Culhane looked up at the deck of the cutter. He guessed its Size as a 350— footer. "Yeah," hetold
Mulrooney without looking at her, "they think we're drug smugglers.”

It was hard standing in the ski boat because of the swells the Coast Guard cutter's prow was making, but
it wasworthit....

* % %

"Y eah— hey, | read the takers. That Sean Dodge— one hell of aguy. My kid reads 'em, too," the
captain of the Brunswick told Culhane, shaking hishand. "And Miss Mulrooney, | read your book on
the Bermuda Triangle. Scared the pants off me— ha— well. Fancy meeting you two out here.”

Culhane leaned back in the seat across from the captain, the desk separating them. Mulrooney sat to his
left, wrapped in agray rescue blanket. " A gentleman named Partridge,” the captain continued, "arranged
things so a cutter'd be in the genera area around San Rafael— something about two Americans, aman
and awoman who might need assistance. Never said it would be you two. Wow, isthis exciting!™

Another man, one of the crew, camein carrying atray with three mugs of coffee onit. "Thanks, Hansen,”
the captain nodded, and the corpsman | eft.

"Well, who the heck were those guysin the helicopter?”



Culhane didn't answer at first. Mulrooney said, "Must have been working with Captain Grey and those
pirateswetold you about.”

"Too bad you folks didn't get aregistration number on the helicopter—"
"We were busy shooting back at them," Culhane interrupted, lighting aPdl Mall.

"Gimmealight,” Mulrooney said, taking one of his cigarettes. She leaned toward him, the blanket faling
from her shoulders, but she quickly rewrapped herself. He fired the cigarette for her.

"Just how did you get that M-16 and the other weapons?' the captain asked.

Culhane wasn't about to admit to killing the previous owner. "The P-38? The Wdther? It came from the
pirates during thefight. And | was fighting with the guy who was running the ski boat, and he went over
the sde. Therifle was there and so was the Smith & Wesson auto.”

"Must have known Grey was supposed to take you both to San Rafael and followed you there. Hmm—
thisPartridge. | wasjust told to follow his orders. What agency is he with— DEA?' And the captain
amiled aknowing amile.

Culhane gave him awink. "Well, | think he'd better tell you that.”

The captain nodded, standing. "All this cloak-and dagger stuff— didn't know you did this Stuff for redl,
Mr. Culhane."

"Cdl meJosh." Culhanegrinned & him.
"Gonnahave to reread some of your books, Josh, and get afew pointers— hal"

"I wouldn't do anything that dragtic, Captain,” Mulrooney said.

PART THREE

SECRETSBENEATH THE ICE

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Partridge had come for them by helicopter. Culhane laughed as he remembered the look of girlish
excitement in Mulrooney's eyes as, wearing borrowed jeans and awork shirt expropriated from the
ship's stores, she waslifted in ading to the waiting chopper hovering above the Brunswick's afterdeck.

They sat now in the beachfront lounge of Partridge's Miami Beach hotel, Partridge buying the drinks,
Culhane trying to figure out why. Mulrooney wore her own clothes, as did Culhane; their luggage had
been retrieved from Nassau, the CIA picking up the tab. Shewore adark pink sundresswith a



crocheted shawl of cream-colored yarn around her shoulders. As Culhane watched her, he thought she
was beautiful.

Partridge spoke as soon as the waitress had put down their drinks and Ieft. "I'm proud of you both. Y ou
redly showed Steiglitz what for. Got the Gladstone Log— ajob well done."

Culhane thought Mulrooney was choking on her drink as she set it down, raising her index finger. He
watched as she noticeably swalowed hard. "Hey, wait aminute. The job isn't finished yet. Weve gotta
know why Steiglitz wanted the Log and where the hell the Madagascar actualy went.”

"| assumed,” Partridge began, "that you and Mr. Culhane—"
"Read the Log?' Culhanefinished for him.
IIY$II

"l did. I let Fanny st with the captain of the Brunswick and keep him interested, waiting for her to lose
her blanket. | read part of it then. When you and your guys didn't take it from us after we boarded the
chopper over the Brunswick, | read part last night and part of it while Fanny and | were getting changed
tonight. I've read enough of it to know that we still don't know it al— but theré's more | want to read.
It's not the kind of thing Evelyn Wood would start you out with for a speed-reading course.”

"It'snot just astandard ship'slog?' Partridge asked.

"No, it'smore like anarrative, asif Henry Chillingsworth's uncle, the captain, was very conscious of the
fact that somebody would be reading thisand it wouldn't just get tossed into some dusty filein the
Admirdty."

"There'saprologue— kind of," Mulrooney added. "I read parts of it on the Brunswick, and more of it
while Josh was shaving. Miles Chillingsworth—" She stopped, looking a Culhane acrossthe rim of her
glass as she sipped at arum and Coke. Culhane nodded to her, silently trying to convey the thought
"good girl" and hoping she could read hismind. He didn't fully trust Partridge, but sharing the information
inthe Log was unavoidable.

"Miles Chillingsworth," Mulrooney began again, "wasthefirs officer on aRoya Navy vess that was
running interference for Confederate blockade runners during the Civil War dong the Georgia coast.
Mileswas on aship that was part of alarger fleet— a half-dozen ships or so. Therewas abad storm. It
was the late summer of 1864— would have been hurricane season. The fleet got broken up; two of the
British ships were disabled, and one of the British ships went down. Five of the blockade runners were
lost. Well, thisMr. Fife that Henry Chillingswvorth mentions— the man who saved him and was the first
mate of the Madagascar—" She stopped, lit a Salem for herself and exhaled acloud of gray smoke.
"Mr. Fife," shewent on, "wasthen just an ordinary seaman.”

Culhane picked up the story. "He'd been on the British ship that had gone down, and he survived. Seems
like he was quite a survivor. He and three other men took refuge on what sounds like Cumberland
Idand—"

"Y ou mean right up the coast here?' Partridge asked, hisvoice excited.

"But that's not Atlantis" Mulrooney replied. "What they did find there— what Fife found, because he



was the only one who eventudly survived— waswhat led the Madagascar on the chase twenty years
later.”

"l don't understand,” Partridge declared.

Culhane gestured to Mulrooney to continue. ™Y ou see, according to what Miles Chillingswvorth said in
the Madagascar's logbook, Fife and the others weren't really out of trouble when they reached the
idand. The seas were high and there wasn't a safe place to wait out the storm. They worked their way
inland.”

"Theway Miles Chillingsworth talks," Culhaneinterjected, "it amost has to be Cumberland Idand.”

"| agree," Mulrooney said. "They went inland and found some rocks, and eventudly found alittle cave.
Thisiswhereit gets good. There was a carving on the wall of the cave, some kind of amap. Fife and the
others thought some pirate had carved the map there. But part of the map was covered up, and while
they were digging to uncover the bottom of the map, they uncovered what they caled the demon skull—"
"Like Henry Chillingsworth talked about during the mutiny?' Partridge interrupted.

"Yeeh," Culhanesad.

"And | guess Miles Chillingsworth had the demon skull in front of him when he made the Log entry,”
Mulrooney said, "because he described it in perfect detail. From the crown of the skull to thetip of the
jaw, it measured just alittle less than twelve inches.™

"Isthat peculiar?' Partridge asked.

"I've got areasonably large head— big hat sze—" Culhane began.

"You'retdlin' meyouve got afat head,” Mulrooney said.

Culhane grinned at her but kept talking. "My skull would measure maybe nine and ahalf or teninches
measured like that."

"And thisskull,” Mulrooney went on, "was just alittle less than fourteen incheswide—"
"Mined be about nine or nine and ahdf that way," Culhane interjected.

"So," Partridge said, Sipping at hiswine, saring down at the small table between them. "Some kind of
big-headed prehistoric man?”

"No, because they found horns," Mulrooney said.
"A Viking!" Partridge exclamed.

"No," Culhanetold him. "The hornsweren't part of a hemet. They were part of the skull— like bull horns
or steer horns."

"A human skull with horns? A devil ?!



Culhane looked a Mulrooney. Mulrooney stubbed out her cigarette, turned around in her chair, looked
down at her lap, then over at Partridge. "An dien. It hasto be."

"Doesn't haveto bean dien," Culhane contradicted. "Could be—"
"A lost race? A genetic fresk?”’
Culhane looked at her and shrugged. "1 don't know."

"And we won't know until we go to where the Madagascar went," she said, looking at her hands. "In
1884, when Gladstone knew that Parliament wouldn't sponsor asearch for Atlantis, he wasn't just
influenced by Ignatius Donndlly and hiswritings. He was d o influenced by Miles Chillingsworth. Once
back home, Chillingsworth and Fife got to be pretty friendly. Y ou see" Mulrooney explained, "after the
gtorm, Fife was eventually the only survivor. When they dug to find the bottom of the map and found the
skull, the other two men Fife was with ran out into the storm, leaving the shelter of the cave and thefire.
They both died from exposure. Their bodies were never recovered. Fife toughed it out, reburied the skull
and waited until the storm subsided. He was considered a hero for awhile when he returned to England.
Hetold Miles Chillingsworth al about what they'd found, and Miles Chillingsworth somehow got
Gladstone's ear and told him about the map and the nonhuman skull. Gladstone fdlt it had to be a survivor
of Atlantis, and the map had to be one showing where Atlantis had been.”

"Isit?"

Mulrooney shrugged. "How would | know? But Gladstone thought it was. And when Parliament nixed
the money, agroup of private investorsleased three ships from the Royal Navy and agppointed Miles
Chillingsworth— he was a captain by now— leader of the expedition. Chillingsworth got his old buddy
Fife, and they set out for Cumberland Idand.”

"Probably," Culhane cautioned.

"Probably Cumberland. But wherever it was, they went back to the idand, unearthed the demon skulll
after they found the cave and unearthed the rest of the map. It showed mountains and ridges, and some
of the landmasses nearby were out of proportion, but the shapes were recognizable— one was
Antarctica. And it showed some sort of entrance under theice."

"What kind of entrance?" Partridge pressed.

"I don't know." Shelooked at Culhane. "Josh, did you get anything more specific out of it?’

"No, just that it was Antarctica, and there was some way to get under al theice. And they took the
demon skull with them, and they obscured the map—"

"That was the word Miles Chillingsworth used,” Mulrooney interjected. "'Obscured the map.”
"They could have destroyed it,” Partridge said.
"L et's hope not— that Log isn't gonnatell anyone how to find whatever they found,” Culhanetold him. "

guess Chillingsworth was security conscious. But he drew a copy of the map by hand, and he destroyed
it once they reached their destination.”



"Oncethe Madagascar reached the Wedddl Sea off Antarctica,” Mulrooney went on, "it was late fall
and amost impossible to navigate the area. Chillingsworth had taken ships around Cape Horn twice, so
he was better acquainted with Antarctic navigation than most people. But it took them alot longer to
match the coordinates on the cave's map than they had figured, and it took three days of shooting the
cannon &t theiceto blow aholein it and open up the entrance.”

"The cave was coated with ice," Culhane said. "I guessit was on a hunch, but they drilled through or dug
through into the ice and found a hard surface. They said it was a'most peculiar iron.' They used axes and
picks and dedgehammersto get handholdsin theice, then they climbed down through the cave.”

"And then what?" Partridge asked excitedly.
Mulrooney shrugged her bare shoulders, losing the strap for her dress off her left shoulder and fixing it.

Culhane said, "After that, there's nothing specific about what they found. In fact, therés nothing at dl, as
if Miles Chillingsworth redlized that what they'd found was so important he didn't dare write it down.”

"I do remember one thing Miles Chillingsworth said, though,” Mulrooney dmaost whispered. "Hed
obvioudy read Dante's Inferno, because he called what they found ‘the gilded gates of hell." Culhane
watched her shoulderstwitch asshe said it.

"When do you folks want to leave for Cumberland Idand?’ Partridge asked.

"I'll haveto get some things from my gpartment,” Mulrooney told him. "And | have to buy some camera
equipment. | lost most of mine on the Cherokee.”

"So what's the nearest town?" Partridge beamed. "We can meet there the day after tomorrow, and | can
arrange transportation for you both."

Mulrooney laughed. "Hal Talk about coincidence— or synchronicity. Remember the name of the Coast
Guard vessd?'

Culhane nodded resignedly. " Same as the town Brunswick, Georgia— where you get the boats.”
"Where you get the boats." And Partridge raised his glassfor atoast.

* * %

Culhane marveled a what awoman packed. Mulrooney had assumed they might go straight from
Cumberland Idand to Antarctica, and she had planned accordingly. She had everything from shorts,
low-cut tops and sanda s to thermal underwear, heavy woolen swesaters and insulated boots with
removable fleece liners. And a purse that seemed even larger than her normal saddlebag-sized totes.

They had traveled by commercid jet to Atlanta, then by ClA-chartered helicopter from Atlantato
Athens. At the Athens airport they had picked up Mulrooney's car and gone to her place. She had
purchased cameragear in Miami, and once her things were packed, they had loaded her Mustang and
driven the fifty-odd milesto Culhane's A-frame on Lake Lanier.

There he packed his clothes— Levi's, thermal underwear, regular underwear, white socks, heavy boot
socks, combat boots and faded, light green, militarystyle long-deeved shirts— and histoilet items.



Mulrooney sat at the edge of the couch as Culhane went through his vaullt.

Just as Mulrooney's gun and a single speedioader were packed somewhere at the bottom of her purse,
Culhane, too, wanted something besides agun he'd have to stedl.

Hetook his Detonics Scoremaster stainless stedl .45 with the adjustable Bo-Mar rear sights. For thishe
packed six spare 7-round magazines and two of the 8-round Detonics extralength magazines. The six
spare magazines were stuck into the black leather Milt Sparks Six-Pack belt carrier; his character Sean
Dodge used exactly the same gun and al the same accessories. Basically amuch improved and dightly
heavier verson of the accurized Government Modd .45s, it was state of the art and Culhane's favorite
automatic, whether shooting at targets or shooting to stay dive. He was tempted to bring a.44
Magnum— either the four-inch Metalifed Model 29 or the six-inch customized Model 629, both Smith
& Wesson— but he decided against these. Instead he took a second Detonics pistol, the smdller, original
Combat Master .45 in stainless stedl. He and Mulrooney would be travelling by chartered helicopter
from Gainesville, near Culhane'slakeside home, to Savannah, then again by helicopter from Savannah to
Brunswick. There would be no airport security searches, so he left both pistolsloaded, thelarger .45ina
Milt Sparks BN55 crossdraw.

Culhane closed the safe, noticing Mulrooney looking at him as he turned to face her. "Do you think two
gunswill be enough?' She was being sarcastic— or so he thought.

"Gonnahaveto do," he said straight-faced. He walked across the living room to his closet, took down
his spare brown leather bomber jacket and dipped it on; the burned and stained one was still being
cleaned. "I'll switch your luggageto my car, then get my stuff packed.”

"Can | bring dong your portable cassette player?' Mulrooney asked. "'l forgot mine.”
"Sure. Y ou know whereit is" hetold her.

Hed been with her when sheld stopped at her postoffice box and picked up her mail. Someone had sent
her a cassette, by thelook of the small package. He hadn't picked up his mail. He guessed there would
probably be aletter from his publisher complaining about not having the end of Takers number
seventeen, and probably anastier one from his agent, Jerry, doing the same thing because the publisher
hed called Jerry when they couldn't reach him.

Culhane shrugged. Therewas alot of luggage to move. Mulrooney didn't travel light.

* * *

There was athree-hour layover in Savannah while the helicopter was being refueled and serviced.
Culhane and Mulrooney had gambled on getting in without reservations and had goneto The Pirate's
House, arestaurant renowned for its desserts. They had spoken little during dinner, and now they walked
aong the riverfront, having taken acab from the restaurant to the river and gotten out near the Satue of
TheWaving Girl.

It was nearly dusk, and ahaf hour remained before they had to start back for the airport in order to
rendezvous with the helicopter pilot. They sat, holding hands, on one of thelittle park benches near the
Satue.



"She was looking for her man. He went to seaand never returned,” Mulrooney said abruptly.

"After Cumberland Idand— if we find what we're looking for— | don't want you coming aong the rest
of theway. | know Steiglitz will find out about it, and hell be there, either waiting for us or right on our
tral.”

"I'm not letting you go done. Thisismy fidld— the occult, the unexplained. What if Theraredly isn't
Atlantis?What if there redlly was asupercivilization and the Madagascar redly did sumbleontoiit
somewhere down in the Antarctic? Maybe ahollow earth like they dways say.”

"Who aways says?' Culhane asked, disgusted. "All this science-fiction crap.... | don't know what the
Madagascar found— if they found anything. Maybe dl they found was a cave under theice. Maybe
that'swhy Miles Chillingsworth didn't write more about it in the Log."

"What about the skull?'
"Have you seen the skull? Have | seen the skull?"
"What about the stuff in Henry Chillingsworth'sdiary?'

"All I know isthat regardless of what we find, weve sill got something very red, very concrete: that
egomaniac Steiglitz and his crackpot daughter and their hired guns.™

Mulrooney was slent for amoment. There was abarge moving along the river from a plant on the other
sde, and a coolness was coming with the night.

"I'm not like that girl— the girl in the Statue there,” she said, gesturing to it, her voice low, even. "l don't
stand around and wave my agpron or ascarf. | don't cry into ahandkerchief. | guessal thistime we spent
together— dl the things we've shared— that qualifies me as your woman. Well, professiond reasons
aside, | don't stay behind. | just don't.”

Therewas a hardness in her eyes— not meanness, but the hardness of resolve. He leaned acrossto her
and kissed her lips. Theresolvein her eyeswas till there,

"All right," hefindly told her.
"All right," shewhispered.

* * *

Rather than the forty-five-minute ferry ride from the mainland to Cumberland Idand, there had been dtill a
third helicopter ride, but this helicopter bore the logo of one of the Atlanta network affiliate televison
gations and afilm crew. Culhane had often appeared on local programsin Georgia, as had Mulrooney.
And Partridge had explained that the network's helicopter had been the most logical choice.

"Maybe the gation's doing a piece on the adventure awaiting people when they come on out to the
idand," Partridge had shouted over the whirring of the rotor blades, not bothering with the headset radio.
"Anyway, two writers and atelevision crew are alot easier to explain than abunch of guysin three-piece
suits. And minicams and sound equipment look alot less peculiar than guns.”



But Culhane had seen the guns. M-16s packed in carrying cases for sound and camera equipment. In the
event Steiglitz was already on theidand or had followed them, they'd be prepared.

Culhane had compl eted reading and rereading the Gladstone L og— the logbook of the H.M.S.
Madagascar— as had Mary Frances Mulrooney. He knew the directions it contained to reach the cave,
knew the directions aswell, he thought, as Mr. Fife had known them when he had recounted them to
Captain Miles Chillingsworth, aswell as Chillingsworth knew them when he had written them down.

The helicopter had dropped them on the far side of theidand, and it waited there as Culhane,

Mulrooney, Partridge and the three penguins— the trio today wearing casud clothes and carrying camera
and sound equipment— worked their way toward the higher ground. Culhane had ingsted on waiting
until latein the day so they'd attract |ess attention when they actually went to the cave. It was nearing
sunset, and gray-white cumulus clouds seemed to glow incandescently asthe sun lowered beyond the far
sdeof theidand. At adistance Culhane could see the white foam of the breskers Iapping the shoreline
and a campfire farther down the coast. It was unspoiled here, and seabirds pestered them throughout the
day'swork of pretend filming. Wild horses ran along the white sands unafraid.

Asthey waked now, Culhane retracing Fife's footsteps, he took Mulrooney's hand. "When thisisall
over, why don't you and | come back here, camp out maybe—"

Partridge walked up to them just then, breaking the moment, but Mulrooney's hand squeezed Culhane's
inreply.

"How much longer have we got to go? All thisfresh air'skilling me.”
Culhane stared ahead of them. "Up there, | thinkin those rocks."
"| thought you knew it pretty well,” Partridge panted, walking the incline beside Culhane and Mulrooney.

"I know Fifesdirections by heart, but in a hundred years the topography can change, especidly inan
area subjected to winds and storms, like an idand. Nothing matches perfectly.”

"Aww, that's fuckin' wonderful," Partridge snapped, then looked past Culhaneto Mulrooney. " Sorry,
miss." Partridge dropped back, and Culhane and Mulrooney waked adone, sde by side, Partridge and
histhree "tdlevision film technicians' perhapsfifteen yards behind them.

Already, long shadows from the rocks and foliage were making the ground dark benegath their feet. "I'm
cold. | should've worn long pants,” Mulrooney murmured.

"My jacket | can lend you. My pants— that's another story."
Shelaughed, saying, "I'll take you up on the jacket."

Culhane nodded. Helet go of her hand, shrugged out of the brown leather bomber jacket and put it
around her shoulders. It was cooling rapidly, and Culhane rolled down the deeves of his pae green shirt.

In another ten minutes they would need hisflashlight, which held shoved into hiswide trouser belt on the
right side. On hisleft Sde, hisgun sat in the crossdraw holster. He kept walking.

"How much farther isit, do you think?' he heard Mulrooney ask.



"Just up ahead— or | don't know."
Shedidn't say anything.

Neither did he.

They kept walking.

Then Culhane stopped. He shone hisflashlight on aflat dab of rock. Somehow, there was an odd texture
toit. "What would you say about that dab of rock?" he asked Mulrooney.

"Didn't gart out here. Looks like it's maybe from higher up.”

"Y eah, my guess, too." He handed her the light. "Shineit here." He gestured toward the upper edge of
the dab. "Partridge, gimme ahand.” Culhane put his shoulder to the rock, but the rock didn't budge.

"Here, | got ashove," one of the penguinssaid.

Culhane stepped away from the rock, and the light Mulrooney held showed the scrape marks on the
stone as the penguin with the shovel set to work. The scraping sounds seemed very loud in the otherwise
dtill dusk.

"Here, I'll try it,” another penguin volunteered. The man threw hisweight against therock. Inthelight,

Culhane saw the rock budge dightly. " Gimme some help,” the man called out. Culhane put his shoulder
againg the rock, Partridge and the third penguin joining him, and the rock moved alittle more.

"Get back alittle, Fanny," Culhane rasped, groaning with the effort, hisright shoulder till raw from the
trip through the tunndl. Getting both hands on the rock, Culhane said, "We dl give it agood heave on the
count of three—"

"So thisisthe cave, hun— hid the entrance,”" Partridge observed.

"Maybe," Culhanetold him soberly. "Maybe it'sthe cave, maybe not. One— two— three—" Culhane
threw hisbody weight againgt it, painfully scraping the back of hisleft hand where he no longer had the
bandage covering the burned skin. He kept pushing, hearing the straining sounds of the men around him,
feeling the rock moving. Then suddenly the weight of it was gone and the rock fell away. "Get away,
Fanny!" Culhane shouted.

Thelight shifted, dugt filtering up in itsbeam asthe rock tumbled aside.

"Geewhiz!" It was Mulrooney.

"Y ou okay, Fanny?' Culhane cdled out.

"Y eah, yeah— just glad that sucker didn't land on my foot."

And then she was beside him, Culhane taking the flashlight from her and shining it where the rock had
been.



A mass of spiderwebs, their filaments aimost solidly interlaced, covered a shadowed opening.
"Y ecch,"” Mulrooney offered.

Culhane smiled, but he wasn't wild about huge spiderwebs, either. They usualy meant huge spiders. His
smile broadened, and he turned to Partridge. "Why don't you send one of your guysin first? Just in case.”

He could see Partridge's face as Partridge lit a battery-operated lantern. Y ou just don't like
piderwebs.”

"Yougotit," Culhanesaid, laughing, "you got it." But then he started through the entrance of the cave,
Mulrooney grabbing the flashlight from him and following himinsde.

"I'm not gonnawait around until hell freezes over for— Ohh, geez— what a spider!”

And Culhane was beside her, pushing away the cobwebs sticking to hisface and hands, taking the light
from her. A spider the size of ahdf dollar was crawling across her white shorts. Culhane cracked her
rear end with his hand, knocking off the spider.

"What the—"

"Had aspider on your butt." She pressed hersdlf against him. "A big one." She pressed harder againgt
him, then looked up.

"Or were you just looking for a—"

Hefdt himsdf grin. "That, too, but it was a big spider. Now stay behind me," said Culhane, holding the
light in hisleft hand and using it to poke through some of the large webs. Together they started into the
cave.

He could hear Partridge from outside. "Want usto comein?"

"Hang on aminute. If thisisn't theright cave, no sense bothering.” Culhane suddenly ducked his head.
There was no timeto warn Mulrooney verbaly, so hejust jerked down on her arm to make her do the
same. As heroseto hisfull height again, he stopped, staring at the far wall at the end of the cave, at the
drawing there. "Thisistheright cave," he murmured.

"Holy—" It was Mulrooney.

Shewrenched the light from his hand, moving ahead, Culhane following her. "Holy—" She said it again.
"Holy what?' he asked her. "So it'samarking on acavewal.”

"Help me— gimme your knife," she whispered, dropping to her knees at the mound of dirt covering what
appeared to be the bottom half of the cave wal markings.

"I'll doit," hetold her, reaching to the leather pouch on his belt, getting the Bali-Song, one-handing it
open and then digging with it. "Thisis the most expensive shovel you'l ever see" hetold her.

But Mulrooney was aready scooping away the loosened dirt with her hands, and in lessthan aminute



both of them cleared at least half of what had been hidden.
Theflashlight lay on the ground beside them, the markings on thewall visible only at the edge of shadow.

But then Mulrooney had the flashlight in her right hand again, brushing with her left hand a thewal itsdlf,
freeing theloosedirt clinging toiit.

llde_ll
"Holy what?' he asked her again.
"Holy shit. It'sthe Piri Reis aeria projection of Antarctica”

"Thewhat?'

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Except for one penguin guarding the cave entrance with an M-16, they al sat in asemicircle at the base
of thewall. The entire map was exposed now, aswas the peculiar but not wholly indeci pherable writing
benegthit.

Partridge spokefirgt. "L et me get this straight— thisisamap made by aguy in aflying saucer?’

"Shedidn't redly say that," Culhane answered for Mulrooney. "She said it was an aeria projection, but
that it dates back to before there were airplanes or hot air balloons—"

"Wdll, there could have been balloons. Benjamin Franklin fooled with them, but even aballoon couldn't
get hundreds of milesup,” said Mulrooney.

"What 'hundreds of miles up'?" Partridge echoed.

Culhane watched as Mulrooney sighed audibly. "All right— from the top, huh, guys?* And she clasped
her hands, resting her elbows on her thighs as she sat cross-legged on the ground. "'In the early eighteenth
century they discovered these maps—"

"Who discovered?' Partridge interrupted.

"I don't know who discovered!" she dmost yelled. " Somebody did— in the Topkapi Paacein Istanbul
then Congtantinople— they discovered these old maps that were the property of Admira Piri Reis.”

"Turkey hasanavy?'

"I guessit did, Mr. Partridge— geez—" Shellit acigarette. Culhane saw that Mulrooney waslosing her
patience. "Some other maps of hiswere found in Germany, | think, but al the maps had one rather odd
thing in common, aside from their phenomend accuracy: they were aerid projections. And thiswas
before they had airplanes or satdllites or anything else. But yet these maps existed.”



Partridge shook his head. "So what? So some guy traveled around the world before Columbus did.”
"Magellan,” Culhane pointed out.
"Yeah, | meant Magdlan,” Partridge said.

Mulrooney gestured behind her to thewall. "Y ou're not paying attention. Look at the map, Mr. Partridge.
Look at it closdly.”

Culhane had studied it, noticing the mountain ranges and other topographical details. "I think thewhole
point, Partridge, isthat Antarctica has been covered with ice for about forty thousand years. The exact
shape of the continent should be impossible to ascertain—"

"But it'sgtill covered withice!”

Culhane got up, left Partridge and the two penguins, and crouched beside the map, looking at the
markings benegath it. From the left pocket of his shirt hetook hislittle leather notebook and a pen and
Started to write.

Mulrooney looked back at Partridge and his CIA men flanking him. "The mountain ranges— show him
the mountain ranges, Josh," she said to Culhane. He stopped writing and gestured to the mountain ranges
onthewall carving. ™Y ou can go back to writing now." Hedid.

Mulrooney looked at Partridge. " See? Those mountain ranges were not even known to exist until the
ealy fifties, just beforethe IGY —"

"IGA?'

"That's a supermarket chain. IGY wasthe Internationad Geophysica Y ear. When was that, Josh?' she
caled over her shoulder without looking.

"ThelGY — 1957— maybe '56. But | think it was '57."

"Thanks." She continued gazing a Partridge. "The map Piri Reis had showed mountain ranges no one
even knew existed until two hundred fifty years|ater. Maybe he guessed at the mountain ranges. Maybe
somebody else did. But how come everything's so accurate? Y ou see, the maps were checked, and the
shapes of the continents did seem weird until you figured them as taken from an aeria photograph.”
Culhane gtarted to speak. "Imagineif Fanny'sright. Say some guy in a UFO is mapping the earth—"
"What'sthis UFO crap?"

"Ismapping the earth,” Culhane repested, ignoring him. "Maybe he used infrared cameras, something like
that. But he has the maps, or maybe the maps are real old and he got 'em from somebody else. Whoever
made them— well, somebody mede them.”

"But that'simpossible!” Partridge said.

Culhane said nothing for amoment. Mulrooney held her breath. Then Culhane started to speak and she
exhded. "Sureit'simpossible— but then what the hell are welooking at on thewall of this cave here,



huh? So let Fanny talk— she knows about this Stuff. Listen to her,” and he fell silent.

She cleared her throat. "The map shows an ice-free continent. It hasn't been ice-free since thelast greet
period of continental drift— and don't ask me to explain continental drift— but when the last period
came about, scientists conjecture that the tip of South America served to block warming currents that
had kept Antarctica's climate moderate— at |east compared to today. Like opening the door of the
freezer and standing in front of it for forty thousand years. It turned toice.”

"So Parry Reiswasin this cave?!

"It'snot Perry like Perry Como— it's Piri."

"RAiri what's-his-name— he was here?"' Partridge asked again.

Mulrooney nodded. "He could have been, | suppose. But more likdly it was the Phoenicians. Some
people think they may have salled thisfar."

"Maybe Vikings, too," Partridge added.

"Y eah, right, maybe Vikings, too," Mulrooney said impatiently. "But my guessisthat somebody found
this cave before Mr. Fife found it— found it and copied the map from the cave wall, and that's what Piri
Reishad: acopy of this."

She heard a scraping sound and looked around. It was Culhane & the wall to her right, clearing away dirt
with ashovd.

"What elsedid Piri Reis have maps of, Fanny?' Culhane asked her.

She pushed hersdlf to her feet and half ran to get beside him, dropping to her bare kneesin the dirt next
to him. "South America, | think— and the coastline of North America, and | think the M editer—"

Culhane leaned back from thewall. "L ook like anything?"

She closed her eyesto focus better, but it was ftill there. Partidly dirt-encrusted but recognizable was the
southeastern coast of the United States. And there was a peculiar mark off the coast of Georgia

"X marksthe spot, huh?' Culhane said. "Cumberland Idand.”

"My God," she gasped. She hoped sheld brought enough film.

* % %

By midnight they had cleared away the mounds of dirt and debrisall but covering the smooth walls of the
cave. And on each sdewall there were more of the agria projection maps.

"I bet if we dig up the middie of the cave, well find the rest of the skeleton that belongs to the demon
skull. And maybe the tools he used to carve the maps on the wals," Mulrooney said.

Culhanelooked at her. "That's awfully chauvinistic— the tools he used? Could have been awoman.”



"Sure," she agreed. "But awoman would have eft the place neeter.”

Culhane wrapped hisarm around her, staring a the mapsin the light of the battery-powered lanterns
Partridge and his three penguins had brought.

"Y ou know what this means?"* she whispered to him so Partridge wouldn't hear. ™Y ou know whét it
means, Josh? Wereredly not donein the universe.”

Culhane shrugged. "Maybe.... "

"Thenwhat the hdll dseexplansit?’

Hefdt hiseye musclestense, then relax. "1 don't know, Fanny. | don't know."
"What the hell doesthisdl mean, Miss Mulrooney?' It was Partridge's voice.

Culhane turned away from the map of North America. Where Cumberland Idand would be, therewas a
tiny crosswith alooped top: the ankh, the Egyptian symbol of enduring life. Hefelt Mulrooney turn
around beside him.

"I don't know, but | can guess," he heard her say. She could always guess, he thought and smiled. "I think
some extraterrestrial— maybe he was an explorer— died here. Maybe he got hurt— maybe his ship was
disabled. But he left these maps as arecord.”

"Then what the hell did Captain Chillingsworth find in Antarcticathat frightened the shit out of hismen?"

Mulrooney started to answer, but Culhane spokefirgt. "For one of my books— I won't know which one
it'll bein sequence until | get the research done— Sean Dodge—"

"Aww, crap,” Mulrooney murmured beside him.

Culhaneignored her. "Dodge hasto learn how to read Egyptian hieroglyphics to impersonate an
archaeologist; I'm not sure why yet, but it seemed like agood idea. And | like languages, so the research
wasfun. And | just used it to trand ate parts of the writing on the wal under the map of Antarctica.”

"Y ou mean it's Egyptian hieroglyphics?* Mulrooney shrieked.

"No, it'slike hieroglyphics but more smplified, cleaner. It's sort of like comparing Japanese and Chinese
with the Japanese characters superimposed over the Chinese characters— the Chinese looks clearer.”

"What the hell doesit say?" Partridge asked, standing up.

"| copied the parts | could trandate for later— and I'm no expert, but...." He moved hisarm away from
Mulrooney and walked over to thewall, dropping into a crouch beside the writing beneath the map.
"Now, some of these are just pictures, but | think this guy was maybe a scientist and used technical
jargon for some other scientist to be able to read later. What | think—" he gestured toward the pictures
"— isthat they used the picturesto outline broad concepts, then used the hieroglyphics to amplify shades
of meaning." He looked up at Partridge. Mulrooney crouched beside him. " Sort of like when you read
something in an encyclopedia. Thefirst couple of paragraphs give abroad outline of the materia, and the
later paragraphs amplify— likethat. But | can't read the pictures. | mean | can tell what some of them



ae—"

"That'saflower,” Mulrooney offered.

Culhane|looked &t her. "No shit? Of courseit'saflower. It'salotus.”

"How do you know it'salotus?’ Partridge asked.

"Y ou seethem carved dl over the temple of Karnak. It'sa popular motif in Egyptian—"

"Then the dead guy with the funny head was an Egyptian?’ offered one of the two penguins not guarding
the cave entrance.

"l don't think 0," Culhane said. "But | wish | did."
"So what doesit say then?' Partridge said impatiently.

"Okay," Culhane 9ghed. "Here goes." He began pointing to symbols as he spoke. "Thisis some
referenceto a— wdl, here— let me explain it thisway. The Egyptian system of writing was
hieroglyphics, but just like amodern secretary would use shorthand or some other form of
Speedwriting— or better yet, why do you think we have handwriting instead of just printing?' He was
sounding didactic and he knew it and hated it.

Mulrooney raised her hand and wiggled her fingers. "'l know, teacher— because printing takes too long
and when we connect al our |etters together—"

" Shut up— but you're right. So that's exactly what the Egyptian scribes did. They rounded the symbols
off and turned them into aform we call hieratic. Now the pure hieroglyphics, whether in origind form or
in hieratic, combined ideograms with phonograms. Ideograms were pictures, like | mentioned earlier—
picture writing. The phonograms indicated sounds for how the words were to be spoken. Now this stuff
seemsto use separate ideograms that don't appear in Egyptian hieroglyphics, for the most part. Then
there are hieroglyphs that combine ideograms and phonograms, but some of these |look— well, most of
them look vastly more smplified than the actua Egyptian ones. Sort of like aplain, neat handwriting as
opposed to cdligraphic script. Y ou seethisthing?”

"Which thing?' Partridge said.

"All right— seethislittle tiny thing here that lookslike an obdlisk?’

"Like the Washington Monument, Mr. Partridge," Culhane heard Mulrooney trandate.

"Gotcha," Partridge said.

"Right, alittle obdisk with asmall, dmost rectangular object under it. And then thisthing, likean
upside-down eyebrow with alittle stand under it and aleft-sweeping arch coming up benesth the stand?
See?' Culhane pointed to thewall. "It forms a ship, sort of— right? And the ship— on the |eft Side of

it— hasthe details of the sail or the prow.”

"That alittle bird riding on the boat?" Partridge asked, pointing hislight at the symbol.



"Right! Exactly! A little bird riding on the boat kind of like afalcon. That'sthe word djai— and in straight
Egyptian it would mean the god Re traveling across the sky in his sacred boat.”

"Picture yoursdf in ancient Egypt,” Mulrooney began. Culhane looked away from the hieroglyphics and
looked at her face, at her eyes, at the light in them. "Now you're a Fed working for the Pharaoh or
something— like a secret policeman, right?”

"The CIA isn't the secret police," Partridge protested.

"Okay, fine, but you're there and along comes this strange-looking man, but he's not aman and he comes
out of aflying saucer that just landed on the front lawn, right?'

"Okay, I'm following you. Go on."

Culhane closed his eyes and turned his head away.

"S0," Mulrooney continued, "you see this strange guy stepping out of thisthing that flew out of the sky.
The only thing you can relate the UFO to is aboat— like that. And who else would be in aboat that flew

around the sky and landed on your front lawn but a—"

"Y ou figurethis meant flying saucer in thelanguage of these diensbut for the Egyptiansit meant agod?”
Partridge responded.

"Right," Culhane said, "agod in aflying boat. And now thisthing— looks like acombination of an oar
and aboat's tiller— with this funny star-shaped object over that? | figure thisis some sort of referenceto
the ship's navigationd system. And now thisword—" Culhane gestured to another rank of the
hieroglyphics"— well, it means disaster in foul westher— or astorm— at least in regular Egyptian. The
word is said neshni, wethink. Nobody's aive who speaks the language of the ancient Egyptians.”
"Wethink," Mulrooney cautioned.

Culhanejust looked at her. Heignored what she said. "This squiggly line over arectangle and then next
to it another squiggly line over what lookslike an animal with two tal ears and aforked tail— here” He
pointed to it for Partridge. "This, | think, meansthat he crashed or had an accident.”

"So," Partridge said, the words coming dowly as Culhane looked at him, "the guy wastravelingin his
flying sauce—"

"Djai," Culhane supplied.

"And his navigationd system got screwed up—"

"Except theword isn't quite right— something like his hemi—"
"Right— s0 his hemi got screwed up, making his djai crash—"

Mulrooney started saying it and Culhane shut his eyestight, wishing he could shut his earsthat way. "The
hemi got screwed up on his djai, and he had a—"

"Neshni, " Culhane amaost whispered.



"Right," Partridge said, and Culhane stared a his grinning face. "He had a neshni.”

Chapter Thirty

"That poor man— or whatever hewas," Mulrooney whispered in the darkness. Culhane felt her roll over
and put her head againgt his chest. "To die so aonelike that— light years maybe from hisfriends, his
family, his colleagues. And he must have known that if what he left behind was ever found by people
from Earth, they wouldn't be ableto tell hisfamily— or anyone— anything."

"Poor bastard,” Culhane murmured.

She sat up beside himin bed. "Why do men say things like that? 'Poor bastard— that's not anice thing
tosay."

"It'sjust afigure of speech,” Culhanetold her.

"Butitisnt far. Hewasascientist, probably. Y ou said that yoursdf. Maybe a very gentle man— or
whatever. It wasn't hisfault hisflying saucer crashed and he was so injured he just crawled to that cave
and then died.”

Culhane sat up, finding his cigarettes and hislighter. "Want acigarette?'

"Yeah," she said and pulled the sheet around her, off hislegsand his crotch.

"You cold?'

"Alittle"

"Y ou're wearing a nightgown, I'm naked, and you pull the sheet around you because it's cold?"

"Y ou wanna borrow my other nightgown? | got a spare with me."

Helit two cigarettes, watching the orange glows as he inhaed hard on them. "No."

"Then don't change the subject. | fed sorry for him. We don't even know hisname.”

"l think it wasthat cartouchdlike thing on the top of the writing."

"But what does it mean? How do you pronounce it?"

"I don't know, Fanny."

"Then we don't know hisname," sheingsted.

"Youwannacdl him Fred the Alien?"



"I'm being serious, Josh— to dielikethat...."

"Maybe he had something like alaser pistol that he used to carve those maps and the writing. Maybe he
killed himsdf with it afterward. | don't know.... Now you've got me doin' it." He watched the glow of her
cigarette and his own in the dark, placed the ashtray between them on the bed, then looked past her to
the light visible through the open ba cony drapes, the Savannah night quiet. "Now I'm feding sorry for
him."

"All that way aone, though,”" he heard her whisper. "Just to find something that had disappeared more
than thirty-five thousand years before— alegend maybe.”

Culhanelaughed. "Y ou want adrink?"

"A litleone”

He nodded, which heredized was useless since in the dark she couldn't see him anyway. He got up,
finding the dresser by fed, then finding the bottle of Myerss rum. He wanted to avoid switching on the
light in order to spare their eyes the necessary adjustment. He found the two glassesthey'd used earlier,
gticking hisleft index finger ingde thelip of each as he poured so he wouldn't overpour. He walked back
to the bed and sat on the edge. He found her hand and gave her aglass of rum.

"Here— eat one,” Mulrooney said in the darkness. Shefdt for his hand, then placed thetiny,
foil-wrapped disk of hotel chocolateinit.

Culhane shrugged and set his glass down between his feet on the floor so he could find it. He unwrapped
the chocolate and put it in hismouth. "Good," he murmured, baling thefail, finding the ashtray from the
glow of hiscigarette and putting the foil init. He picked up his cigarette, molding atip out of the ashes.
Mulrooney wastaking. "But an dien starbase under the Antarctic ice?!

"Maybe," Culhane cautioned, feding like awet blanket for her enthusiasm the moment he said it.

"That's what what's-his-name said. Fred the Alien sounds dumb, Josh."

"Hewastaking about alost base. If it meant anything at dl, it could have been a scientific outpost or
something— like alot of countries keep in Antarcticaright now."

"It had to be astarbase.”

"What's astarbase? Just something out of sciencefiction. We don't even know if thereis such athing.”
"But that would account for what the Madagascar found.”

"We don't know what the Madagascar found,” Culhane reminded her.

"They found what he was |ooking for: that second ankh sign near the coast of Antarctica. That'swhere
they went."

Culhane sighed loudly. "All right. But who knows what they redlly found? Maybe the ankh symboal is
another "X marksthe spot' thing— and maybeit isn't."



"Well know when we get there, won't we?"' she whispered, Culhane watching the stray sparks of ash as
she stubbed out her cigarette.

He stubbed out his own cigarette and took afirg taste of the rum.

They had left Cumberland Idand and flown directly to Savannah. Partridge had dropped them in the De
Soto Hilton'slobby at 4:00 A.M. They had gone immediately to bed after adrink. It was now five-thirty,
and neither of them had dept.

Mulrooney had talked. Culhane had listened.

The next day was Sunday; it dready was Sunday. They would meet Partridge for brunch in the restaurant
downgtairs at ten o'clock.

Culhanefinished hisdrink and lay down beside her again.

She snuggled into the curve of hisarm as he hed her. He watched the celling. After along while, he could
fedl her breathing become even. She was adeep.

He couldn't deep, and he turned his head so he could see through the diding glass doors of the balcony
to the yellow-gold lights of the city beyond.

The demon skull. Josh Culhane wondered what kind of brain had been insde that skull. Had the "man”
been some crackpot searching after alegendmuch as they were?

* % %

The harpis— aman in atuxedo— was playing " Stardust.” Culhane didn't drink the champagne, nor did
Mulrooney. Partridge drank everyone's. " One more helicopter ride, boys and girls— tothe U.S.S.
Churchill—and then we go south, so far south it'samost north. Penguinland.”

Culhane laughed at the part about the penguins. He closed his eyes for amoment and pictured tens of
thousands of CIA agentsin black or dark blue or gray three-piece suits, sunglasses and inconspicuous
bulges. These, however, would be different penguins— but like the others, birds of afegther.
"Sounds like fun to me," Mulrooney effervesced.

Thewalitress came and talk ceased. Culhane ordered an omelet for Mulrooney and three Danish—
provided they contained no coconut or nuts— for himsalf. Partridge took the buffet and | ft.

Mulrooney sipped her coffee, and Culhane stared into space. The restaurant was designed to resemble a
garden, and was decorated in greens and whites and soft-to-the-eye outdoor colors. The harp music was
lulling Culhane to deep. He guessed he'd gotten three hours.

Mulrooney's voice brought him back. "1 don't trust Partridge,” she said and smiled across her coffee cup.

Thewaitress returned with large glasses of orangejuice for both of them, then left.

"Welcometo the club. But it's probably our imaginations, Fanny." Culhaneinhaded on hiscigarette for the



last time, then stubbed it out. He was antsy, nervous. "He doesn't need me; any bum on the street could
be taught more hieroglyphicsthan | know. And acomputer could do thework ahell of alot faster. He
doesn't need you—"

"But I'm one of the recognized authorities on UFOs, close encounters, unexplained—"

"Yeah, Fanny, but if dl that crud you put in your books— no offense, kid— but if one percent of itis
correct, the government already knows more about UFO sghtings than you do or anybody else ever
could." Heturned his eyes from Fanny Mulrooney and watched Partridgefill his plate from the buffet.

"l wanna go anyway— and so do you. Y ou dways wanted aridein anuclear submarine. Y ou told me
that lots of times.”

Culhane exhaded hard. "Y eah, | wanna go. Always wanted to see Antarctica, too, although it's the wrong
season for it.”

"What— higher rates?’ she sad, laughing.

"No, all the pools are closed at the hotels," he snapped.
"What's bothering you?' she asked gently.

"I I knew, it wouldn't bother me," he replied with asmile.

And then Partridge returned, his plate looking to Culhane asif it held half the buffet's offerings. ™Y ou
gonnaest dl that?'

"Yeah. Hey, ligen, the food's great here."

"I know itis," Culhane said. He had stayed at the De Soto Hilton often. Thethree aein silencefor a
while, then Partridge spoke.

"Theres areason for the submarine and that business about going out to meet it whileit's under way. You
see, Antarcticais neutrd territory; no weagpons of any kind arealowed. And | guessanukesubis
counted as aweapon. But it'sthe only reliable way to get in under the watchful eyes of our neighborsin
world harmony, though,” Partridge said, then bit through half ahush puppy.

"Y ou mean the Russans?' Mulrooney asked.

"Yep," Partridge nodded, wiping his mouth with his napkin. "I mean the good old Russans. If thereisthis
starbase whatchamacallit down there, they probably got some pretty sophisticated shit." He paused.
"Sorry, Miss Mulrooney, sophigticated stuff. We can't et the Russians get their greedy little handsoniit.”

"What about Steiglitz?' Culhane asked.

Partridge finished the hush puppy, saying throughit, "Only five of usin the Company know anything
about this: the deputy director, mysdlf, and that's it— plus my three assstants. The submarine
commander only knows he's picking up thirteen people and taking them on alittletrip. Well brief him
once we're aboard."



"Thirteen people,” Mulrooney said. "I like lucky numbers. How'd we get thirteen? Y ou and your three
men— that's four. Add in Josh and mysdlf— that makes six."

"Support personnel— all hand-picked by the deputy director— and even they don't know where we're
going. There are some linguistics experts, an archaeologist, people like that. And you won't be the only
woman on board the submarine, Miss Mulrooney. There are three women on the team of experts.”
"What if one of the other seven isworking for Steiglitz and his daughter?' Culhane asked Partridge.
Partridge downed aforkful of sausage. "No swest,” he said, and smacked hislipstogether. "For
openers, we can trust the crew "cause those atomic submarine guys get security checks on top of security
checksjust to be on board. And the scientists and language experts don't know what they're getting
tapped to do. And they all got security clearances, too. So relax. Just anicelittle trip south to do some
exploring.” He punctuated hislittle speech with abite of bacon.

Culhane wondered if Mulrooney was right about the number thirteen.

* * %

It was an Ohio class submarine. Looking down from under the whirring blades of the Kaman SH-2F
helicopter, Culhane hadn't realized the U.S.S. Churchill would be that immense a craft.

"That's asubmarine? That's enormous." Mulrooney's voice came to him through the headset speaker,
echoing histhoughts.

"Displaces sixteen thousand tons, if | remember right,” he said into the smdll, teardrop-shaped
microphone near hislips,

"Wow," he heard her say, her breathing so heavy it sounded like an obscene phone call.
He tapped Partridge on the shoulder, who turned to face him. "'l thought there were only a couple of
Ohio class subs commissioned so far. And | never heard of the Churchill a dl," Culhanesad into his

microphone.

"That'swhy it'snamed the Churchill; it's supposed to bein aclass by itself. And oncethisisal over,
you've never seen it— got me?"

Culhanelicked hislips, nodding. "Y eah, I've got you. Any other surprises with the Churchill?"

"Y ou said sixteen thousand tons. It's sixteen thousand six hundred surfaced, and underwater add another
two thousand tons plus.”

"That must be the biggest submarinein theworld,” Culhane heard Mulrooney'svoice cut in.

Culhane started to answer, but Partridge beat him. "The Soviets have oneswe call the typhoon class.
They're about twenty-five thousand tons surfaced— big enough to dmost swallow one of these.”

"I'll rest easy tonight," Mulrooney commented.

The Navy pilot'svoice camein. "Well belanding on the missile deck in about three minutes, gentlemen,



miss. Please make certain that your seat restraints are secure and that your life vests are properly secured
aswel. The Churchill will be under power at gpproximatedy five knots, and well be matching speed for
thelanding. It looks like rough seas down there, so it might be alittle tricky getting thisas smooth asa
baby's ass." The pilot's voice cut off, and Culhane checked his seat belt and checked that his Mae West
was secure.

Then helooked up and laughed as he watched Mulrooney check her lifevest. "Just what | aways
wanted— a gzefifty-two bustline." There was laughter over the headset, but Culhane wasn't sureif it
was Partridge, the Navy pilot or one of the three penguins.

He could fed the helicopter's movement in his ssomach asit dipped to port and started dropping,
beginning what appeared to be awide banking turn that made them skim the choppy ocean surface.
Culhane watched the whitecaps cresting under them and saw the starboard hull of the Churchill looming
up like agray-black wall ahead. Culhane's ssomach felt it again as the helicopter seemed amost to jump,
skipping over the deck safety line supports, then settling quickly over what seemed to be a series of
hatches.

"What are those?' Mulrooney's voice asked through the radio.
Culhane answered her. "Trident | SLBMs— Submarine Launched Bdligtic Missiles.”
"Cripes— are those things loaded?' Mulrooney asked.

The pilot's voice answered her. "Usudly, miss— loaded but not armed. But they can be armed redl
quick.”

"That'sgood,” Mulrooney said uncertainly.

The helicopter was down, the swaying motion Culhane fdlt in his somach that of the Churchill taking the
rough seas at low speed. He undid his seat belt, then bent over to help Mulrooney with hers. "Keep the
life preserverson, please,”" said the Navy pilot. "Rough seas out there— don't want any of you nice folks
goin' for asvim.”

Then Culhane heard avoice he hadn't heard before, and he turned toward the helicopter's portside
passenger door. He saw ayoung-looking naval officer with adightly florid face. "I'm Lieutenant
Hardestey. Commander Macklin— the captain— sent me to welcome you aboard the U.S.S. Winston
Churchill."

Culhane shot the man awave, a"Hi," and continued helping Mulrooney. A seaman was dready aboard
taking their luggage as Culhane stepped down onto the Churchill's missile deck, Mulrooney after him.
Sheld worn adress, Culhane had told her it was amistake. The skirt of her dress blew up in thewind
from the helicopter's rotor blades and the air currents coming with the spraying waves over the hull.
Mulrooney's face darkened in a blush as somebody on the deck made alow, loud whistle.

"Belay that!" Lieutenant Hardestey sang out. Then he turned to Mulrooney. "The other threeladieswho
came aboard a Charleston, Miss Mulrooney— well, they didn't get awhistlelike that."

Culhane and Mulrooney followed Lieutenant Hardestey through the breach in the sail's bulwark. Culhane
stopped for amoment, trying to mentally photograph it so he could someday useit in abook: the conning
tower of an Ohio class nuclear submarine looking out to sea.



"Memorizeit yet?' Mulrooney teased.

Culhane glowered at her. "Y eah, | memorized it." Then he started after Hardestey again. Culhane judged
the sail to be some twenty or so feet above thelevel of the main hull and about a hundred feet, perhaps a
littleless, in length toward the prow. He recognized some of the hardware in evidence; the long, tubdlike
appendages extending upward were the snorkel inlet and snorkel exhaust. The dectronic
countermeasures package was up, and even higher than the sail itself were the extended radio antenna
and radar dish. These were d| retractable once the submarine was submerging.

Culhane followed Hardestey down from the flying bridge to the bridge below. "Please watch your step,
and watch the low clearance," Hardestey cautioned.

Mulrooney, behind and above Culhane, was grousing. ™Y ou can tell whoever built these ladders wasn't
thinking of high hedls." Culhanelooked up at Mulrooney. If held been avoyeur, it would have been a

perfect spot.

"Communicationsisjust over there—" Hardestey gestured forward asthey started down the next ladder
"— and now were going to the control room. The captain is eager to meet al of you, especidly you, Mr.
Culhane. Commander Macklin'sagrest fan of your books."

"Thanks," Culhanetold him, following him down, then hel ping Mulrooney to safe footing.

"WEell roll like this until we get below the surface," Hardestey said. "And now if you'd dl follow me...."
Culhane wa ked through what seemed like a short corridor and stopped. To Culhane, the control room
looked like the aftermath of an explosion in an electronicsfactory. Every squareinch had some gadget on
it. Theinstrument consoleswereilluminated by overhead green lights, and everything seemed impaossibly
complex.

Hefdt better when he recognized something. A periscope dominated the center of the bridge onto which
they now walked. Its stedl casing gleamed, and brass |ooking handles were folded down from its Sides. A
short, wiry man, hatless, crouched besideit, shifting the periscopein aturn of forty-five degrees. He
moved away from the periscope and smiled, white teeth shining as he picked up acap dripping gold
braid.

"I'm Commander Ed Macklin, captain of the U.S.S. Winston Churchill. Welcome aboard to al of you."
He placed the cap on hishead, then talked past them, saying, "Jmmy—"

"Yes, ar." It was Lieutenant Hardestey's voice.
"Get back up there, and let's start the ball rolling to get out of here and below.”

"Yes, dr," Hardestey said, and he brushed past them, disappearing into the smdl corridor. Culhane could
hear hisfootsteps on the ladder.

"Bein' the deck officer kegpsyou kind of busy," Macklin said.
Hardestey's voice crackled over a speaker system. "The helicopter's away, Sr. The aft rail hasbeen

replaced—" footsteps were audible on the ladders beyond thelittle corridor "— and al personndl are
below. Topsideisclear. | repeat, topsideisclear.”



Macklin picked up amicrophone, hisvoice firm, confident, seemingly filled with expectation. "Very well,
Mr. Hardestey. Secure the bridge hatch.”

"Secure the bridge hatch— aye, Captain,”" Hardestey's voice came back over the PA.
Macklin looked at Culhane. "I'll bet you're memorizing every word | say, aren't you, Mr. Culhane?’

"Just don' criticize the submarinelingo in any of my future books— I'll have gotten it from you,” Culhane
sadwithagrin.

"It'snot that hard and fast athing,” Macklin said. "Every oncein awhile we gill say sandard submarine
movietak like 'prepare for negative buoyancy' and 'up periscope— shtickslike that."

Mulrooney, beside Culhane, laughed.

Then Macklin turned back to his hand mike. "Retract periscope.”

A voice came from the bridge control room below: "Retract periscope.”

Macklin grinned a Culhane. "Sometimes | say ‘down periscope— honest.” Then he looked back to his
mike. "Thisisthe captain speaking. Since we're going under for abit, thought it might be advisable to
B;ali;e sure we haven't sprung aleak, so hold your ears, guys. Maneuvering spaces— stand by to answer
The PA system: "Maneuvering to bridge. Standing by to answer bells.”

"Rudder amidships," Macklin said easily. "All ahead one-third."

Bdlsactudly rang.

There were footsteps on the ladder behind them. Culhane turned around and saw Hardestey. The young
lieutenant passed him, and Culhane followed the man with his eyes.

"Bridge hatch secured, sir!”
Macklin nodded. "Relay my commands,” he said and handed the microphone to Hardestey.

Culhane could hear the sounds of the twin screw cranking through the water, aswell as the sounds of
water rushing around the hull. The throbbing was unexpectedly loud to him.

"Rig for dive," Macklin ordered, leaning over therail of the bridge, staring bel ow to the control room.
Hardestey's voice came back amoment later: "The ship'srigged for dive and compensated, Sir.”
"Vey wdl—trim?'

"Pumped, Sr'"

"Bdlast control— let me hear from you."



Hardestey was wearing earphones with a headset microphone now as he stood near the periscope tubes
at the bridge's center. "Ballast control ready to dive, Captain.”

"Shut the induction, then bleed air— and remind 'em to hold their ears.”

"Engine room, bleed high-pressure air. All personndl take note of high-pressure bleed!”

Culhane walked forward so he could better see Macklin at work. The captain was studying a barometer.
The needle rose dightly, then stayed stationary. "Well, whaddaya know," Macklin said. "We don't lesk
after dl" Heturned to Hardestey. "l like the bleed.”

"Theshipistight, Sr," Hardestey responded.

"Open thevents."

Hardestey repeated that, then nodded amost imperceptibly. Macklin looked at Culhane and grinned as
hesad, "Divel Divel"

"Maneuvering bow planes,” Hardestey announced. A bell rang, sounding like an out-of-tune burglar
dam.

"All ahead two-thirds once we reach periscope depth— and hold her there," Macklin said and reached
out for the periscope handles. "Up periscope.” He swung the periscope from side to Sde, stiopping it, his
hat cocked on the back of his head. "Tybee Idand Lighthouse— mark on that.”

"Mark," Hardestey repeated. Then, "Marked."

"Periscope retract. Take her down to 175 feet off the bottom and follow her out. Once we're another ten
minutes away, Jmmy, keep her al ahead full on that southerly course we worked up to our next
rendezvous. Notify navigation well have thefind coordinates for them shortly, and not to get al nervous
and upset and start hollerin'.”

"Aye, dr," Hardestey answered.

Macklin turned to Culhane, Mulrooney standing beside Culhane now. Macklin said to her, "Haven't had
alady in here with a pretty red dress on since last Tuesday, Miss Mulrooney. How about | buy you folks
acup of coffeein my cabin and we settle afew things?* Then helooked right a Culhane. "And I'll get
you the guided tour as soon as|I'm able.”

Macklin held out hisarm for Mulrooney. She smiled and took it, and they started toward the small
corridor.

Chapter Thirty-One

Mary Frances Mulrooney had begged off for afew moments on the coffee, promising to join the captain
after freshening up. Shelooked at her face in the mirror as she washed her hands. Her hair was amess



from being windblown on the deck of the submarine. She dried her hands and rolled down her deeves—
sheld promised the captain she wouldn't change out of the red dress— buttoning the cloth-covered
buttons at the cuffs. She was searching through her purse for her hairbrush when her fingersfound the
casstte tape sheld gotten in the mail from Cletus Ball. She temporarily abandoned the search for the
hairbrush, |eft the tiny bathroom and went into the Six-by-six-foot cabin. Her luggage was dready there,
and she opened the maroon tote she normally used as carry-on luggage and found Josh Culhan€e's tape
recorder. She opened thelittle Jiffy Bag and read the note Ball had folded around the tape.

Dear Miss Mulrooney: The tapes we made afew nights ago didn't come out too conclusively, but this
onel just recorded did. It was made near afresh grave of aperson involved in avery violent death.
Peaselisen and call me.

Gravdy yours, CletusBdl.

"'Gravely yours,' " she muttered. "Smartass." She put the tape on the machine and pushed the Play
button.

She went back into the bathroom and resumed the search through her bag for her hairbrush. She listened
to Cletus Bal explain the time, the weather conditions and the type of tape recorder and tape he was
using. She brushed her hair; it still had some curl init, and shetried to make the most of it. Cletus Ball
was il talking.

She put the brush back into her purse and found her lipstick. Ball was now explaining why the tapesthe
other night hadn't worked out: the rain had apparently been faling at just theright speedto set up a
conflicting frequency with the voices. "Bullshit,” she murmured, puckering her lipsand putting avay the
lipstick. The bow at her neck was hdf undone; sheretied it, then adjusted the spacing of the two gold
chainsaround her neck.

Shelooked at hersalf, smoothed her dress, then turned away from the mirror....

The graveside recording had begun. Shefelt cold and sick to her somach. Her forehead and upper lip
became beaded with perspiration. She leaned weakly against the frame of the bathroom door, listening,
her fingers pressed to her lips. "Mother of God," she whispered over the voice from the dead.

* % %

Culhane stood and so did Commander Macklin as Mulrooney was ushered into Macklin's
office-cum~cabin by ayoung black lieutenant. "The captain's been telling me what atreat | had in store
meeting you, Miss Mulrooney," he said and smiled.

Mulrooney, smiling back, thanked him and let him help her to achair.

"Miss Mulrooney, you haven't been introduced to Lieutenant Ray Wilbur— my engineering officer and
my exec on thistrip," said Macklin.

Thelieutenant smiled again.
Macklin stepped around from hisdesk. "May | offer you some coffee?”’

"Thank you," Mulrooney said, and Macklin moved over to alow cabinet behind his desk that held a



Mister Coffee. He poured some coffee into awhite mug with blue stenciled lettersthat read "U.S.S.
Winston Churchill." He came back around the desk and handed her the cup. "Thank you," she said

agan.
"Y ou looked like the black coffeetype," Macklin told her, and Mulrooney smiled.

Culhanetook it dl in. Fanny Mulrooney was turning on every man on the ship in apleasant way. It
wouldn't hurt.

Partridge stood up, stretched and took his cup back to Macklin's pot. " The captain wanted to know just
what the heck we were doing. We told him you could tell him best, Miss Mulrooney.”

The bal wasin her court, and Culhane watched her play withit. "Well," she said, "did you have any kind
of briefing, Captain— or should | say Commander?”’

"Either will do— whatever feds better.”
"Captain, then," shesad. "Were you—"

"| wastold that we were heading for Antarctica,” he answered, his smile gone now. "Mr. Partridge told
me that. That we're looking for aspot on amap you people copied off the wall of acave. That the map
was distorted quite abit. But what doesit al mean?"

"Did anyone mention the starbase to you, and the dead dien?”

Culhane laughed, Partridge choked on his coffee, and Macklin dropped the cigar held been starting to
guillatine.

"l guess nobody mentioned it,” Mulrooney said. "Well—" And she began recounting the findings on the
cavewalls, the gory of Henry Chillingsworth, and the search for the Gladstone Log from the H.M.S.
Madagascar.

After she had finished, Macklin said, "I'll want to see that |ogbook— or a copy of it. If I'm supposed to
find this place, knowing what that Captain Chillingsworth went through should help.”

"I havetheorigind," Culhane sad. "In my quarters.”

"| think that would be best off in my safe. | have asafe around just for little odds and ends like that. And
another matter before | forget. I've been told by the deputy chief of Naval Operationsthat I'm supposed
to trust Mr. Partridge implicitly. And being abig fan of your books—" he looked at Culhane"— I'd like
to trust you aswell. And of course Miss Mulrooney. | haven't been told to trust the seven scientists and
technicians— the three women are dready aboard and the four men are coming aboard off Fort
Lauderdale— so | won't." Then helooked at Partridge. "And since the possibility existsthat this Steiglitz
character might be up to no good and things like that— well, | think welll al be safer if Mr. Wilbur
recaives any firearmsany of you might have. Right now."

"I have authorization to carry awegpon—"

But Macklin interrupted Partridge. " Set agood example, otherwise I'll order searches. | wouldn't want to
do that. Once you leave the Churchill to find your dien starbase or whatever—" he glanced at



Mulrooney "— you can have your weapons back. | won't ask again.”

Partridge walked over from the credenza behind Macklin's desk. He set down hismug of coffee,
reached under his windbreaker and produced arevolver. He set the stainless Model 66
two-and-one-half-inch barreled .357 on Macklin's desk, then stepped away.

Macklin looked to Fanny Mulrooney. "Miss Mulrooney?!

Culhane saw her eyes search for his; he nodded.

She shrugged her shoulders, picked up her purse from the floor beside her chair and set it on her lap.
"Thisll takeaminute.

"Norushat dl," Macklin said, smiling.

Soon she had the Mode 60 Smith in her right hand, holding it between her thumb and first finger a the
grips

Macklin reached for it. "It'sloaded,” Mulrooney cautioned.
Macklin nodded, then took the revolver and set it on the desk beside Partridge's gun.
"Mr. Culhane?'

Culhane inhaed on his cigarette, then reached under his brown corduroy sportsjacket. He made the
stainless sted Detonics Scoremaster appear, g ected the magazine, then worked the dide, catching the
chambered round in the palm of hishand asit g ected through the port. He snapped thetrigger to let the
hammer fall and handed the gun to Macklin, then reloaded the loose round into the magazine and
pocketed it.

"That it, Mr. Culhane?'

Culhane nodded.

"Just like Sean Dodge carriesin your books— ared beaut.” And Macklin looked to Lieutenant Wilbur.
"Ray, empty these other two and take all three weapons down to the armory and have them locked away
safely. Hunt up the three women passengers and the three co-workers of Mr. Partridge, and get their
weapons aswell. Then you'd better get back on duty. I'm going to run afull systems check before we
pick up the other four— that should be a about 1400 hours.”

"Aye, gr."

Macklin turned to Culhane. "If you would get me that logbook of the Madagascar, 1'd appreciate it, Mr.
Culhane™

"Right away, Captain,” Culhane answvered.

"l suggest we meet in the officers mess at about eight o'clock tonight, civilian time. I'm sure one of you
folks brought a bottle or two. Maybe we can al share and talk over what'swhat and who's doing it.”



Culhane stood. Mulrooney stood. Partridge was aready standing. Lieutenant Wilbur wasin the process
of unloading Mulrooney's Model 60 Smith.

Then Macklin smiled. "Miss Mulrooney, 1'd be honored if you and Mr. Culhane would join me and my
officersfor dinner tonight at about 1800 hours— at about six. I'm agreat fan of your booksaswell as
Mr. Culhanes. | thought you might be ableto tell me all about the lost continent of Atlantis— sincewe
may be going there."

* % %

Margaret Spicer had been in the bathroom for twenty minutes. Mulrooney wondered what the hell the
archaeologist was doing in there. It was going to be interesting sharing that shoebox of a cabin with
another woman....

Mulrooney stood up, setting her notes on the Gladstone Log down on the bunk, and took off her robe. It
was nearly six, nearly timefor dinner, and she wanted to change before shefixed her hair. Thefour male
scientists and technicians had come aboard at about ten minutes after four; Mulrooney had felt the
swaying of the Churchill when it had surfaced to receive the men from the helicopter off the Florida
coast. And Margaret Spicer, who had finished her tour of the Churchill only minutes before thet, had
been assigned to share a cabin with her. Culhane had been assigned to share a cabin with Lieutenant
Hardestey. Since there were only four women and 171 men, four officers were relocated, and the
women shared cabins. Mulrooney didn't like the arrangement at al.

She stepped into agray tweed dirndl skirt, pulled the back zipper only halfway up, and found the black
hedls she'd worn earlier. She stepped into them, then went to the tiny closet she shared with Margaret
Spicer and searched for her long-deeved black blouse. Margaret Spicer did al right for an archaeologi <,
Mulrooney observed. If Spicer had brought adress, shed hidden it; only dacks and blouses hung in the
closeat, and their labels were ones Mulrooney recognized as expensive.

She found her blouse, pulled it on and had it buttoned hafway up the back, when she heard the
bathroom door open. She turned around.

"Mary Frances, can | button the rest of that for you?' Margaret Spicer asked, smiling sweetly. Shewasa
tall, black-haired woman with striking blue eyes. She looked dmost too tall in the mid-thigh-length
bathrobe she wore.

"Y eah, thanks," Mulrooney told her, turning her back to the woman.

She could fed the woman's hands working the buttons. "I like your blouse— it's beautiful .”

"Thanks," Mulrooney said again, feding the woman's hands now up near her neck, buttoning the three
buttons set close together there. Mulrooney zipped up the skirt al the way and started buttoning her long
cuffs, three buttons each. "I'll bet being an archaeologist is exciting.”

"Sometimes," Margaret Spicer said. "There— dl done.”

"Thank you," Mulrooney said, turning around and facing her. Her cuffs buttoned, she stuffed the bottom
of the blouse inside her skirt, then finished closing the zipper and waistband. She walked past Margaret

to the small dresser where she had the top two drawers, opened the top one, found her gold chains and
put them on.



"Do you know much about what's going on, Margaret?"
"My friendscdl meMeg."
"All right, Meg, do you know much about what's—"

"Y ou mean why they pulled me off atwo-year dig in Egypt and flew meto Charleston and gave me all
the winter clothes | had packed away in my parents house? No, not redly."

Mulrooney thought about that. The clothes hadn't looked asif they had been packed away, but they
were the sorts of things that never seemed to go out of style, either. She walked into the bathroom,
leaving the door open, and started brushing her hair. "So they didn't tell you anything?'

"Just that | was heading someplace cold and to bring al my gear for deciphering hieroglyphics. Do you
now anything, Mary Frances?"

"My friendscdl meM.F. Yes, | do, but | think al your questionswill be answered at the briefing
tonight.”

"l can hardly wait."
"Metoo," Mulrooney told Margaret, finishing arranging her hair. "What do the other two women do?!

"I only talked to them for alittle while in Charleston. Janet Krull issome kind of biologis— a
paeobiologig, | believe."

"Sounds interesting,” Mulrooney said. "What does Angela Basque do?"

"She's an astronomer. Sheworked in Antarcticafor six months once and now teaches at one of those
fancy women's colleges back East.”

"Which one? Do you remember?*

"You'l haveto ask Angela— it sounded like she loved talking about hersdlf. ™

Mulrooney finished in the bathroom, found her purse and began searching for alipstick.

"My bet iswe're heading somewherein Central America," Margaret Spicer said. "1 worked agreat dedl
on some of the excavations of the Mayan civilization. Maybe this cold weather gear isacover-up—" She

laughed. "Get it? A cover-up?'

Mulrooney laughed politely. She put her lipstick away. Spicer was wearing awatch that looked asif it
belonged on aman'swrigt instead of awoman's, "What time have you got?"

"Fiveto Sx— a least that'sthe time if we're fill in the Eastern Zone— and maybewe are.”
"Fiveto sx— gotcha Thanks, Margaret, uh, Meg." Mulrooney started for the door.

She stopped abruptly. She walked back to the bunk, picked up her notebook and put it into her purse.



"I'm awriter. Y ou never know when you might need to take some notes.” And she started for the door
again.

* % %

The officers messwas a good-size room, Culhane noted. Hed been memorizing everything he could to
usethe datain abook someday. Nuclear submarines and their workings were one of the most closdly
guarded secrets of any nation, and for an adventure writer, closely guarded secrets always represented
problems. To write about helicopter chase scenes, it helpsif you've flown in ahelicopter and understand
the basic workings. For detailed information on instrument panels— so the hero reachesto the left for
something rather than to the right, for example— you might contact the helicopter manufacturer. Culhane
had an extensve library of pamphlets, ingtruction manuas, photographs and technica diagrams. But none
of thiswas available for submarines. To research them was a monumentd effort, and thiswas agolden
opportunity. He was more interested in the trip to the area between Wilkes Land and VictoriaLand in
Antarcticathan what they'd find when they got there.

Hisright foot up on the edge of achair, acigarette in hisright hand, he glanced beside him. Fanny
Mulrooney, looking pretty in her gray skirt and black blouse, had eyesthat looked asif they were on fire.
He knew why. She was on her way to an alien starbase under the antarctic ice pack— at least that was
what she said it was. And for her, he redlized, it was the opportunity of alifetime, aswell. Onimpulse, he
reached out to her Iap, holding her hands folded there. Shelooked at him, smiling, her green eyeslike
flashing emerads.

Captain Macklin entered the officers mess, and Wilbur shouted, " Ten— hut!™

"Asyou were, gentlemen, asyou were," Macklin caled out, cutting him off. Macklin sat at the head of
the long table, as he had done at dinner. Culhane and Mulrooney sat at the opposite end. On Culhané's
right were Partridge, the three CIA penguins and two women— Margaret Spicer and Angela Basque.

On Culhanes eft, next to Mulrooney, was Janet Krull. Then came Lieutenant Wilbur, Lieutenant
Hardestey and the four other scientists and technicians. Culhane had met them briefly when they'd come
aboard, but he hadn't yet matched names with faces. Heimagined there would be enough time for that.

Macklin was speaking. "Introductions may not be necessary, anyway. So let's get down toit." He paused
for amoment. "Mr. Culhane, Miss Mulrooney, Mr. Partridge— tell these people dl about the Gladstone
Log, the dlien starbase. Give 'em the whole nine yards."

Culhanefelt Mulrooney's bresth againgt hisleft ear. "You do it," she whispered.
"Thanksalot," he muttered, standing up. He looked &t the faces staring at him expectantly. "Wadll...."

* * %

Hardestey had gone on watch, Partridge's three men had | eft— either because Partridge had told them to
do so earlier or because they redly didn't care— and Meg Spicer looked bored. Lieutenant Wilbur was
jugt amiling.

A short man with agoatee, an expert in human engineering, looked at Culhane. "Mr. Culhane, these
so-called hieroglyphics indicating some creature from another planet crash-landed here— are they
availablefor perusa or not?'



Culhane looked at Partridge, who said, "' Couldn't much expect you to trand ate what we find unlessyou
seethisstuff fird. I'll have packets of al theinformation in summary to al of you within the hour. My men
are assembling the packets now. All of you will have the photographs of the cave drawings, the

hieroglyphics—"

"If these are the Piri Reismaps," atdl, bald man cut in, "then | think we might dl benefit from knowing
the redl sde of the maps rather than what Mr. Culhane says Miss Mulrooney supplied.” The man's name
was Dr. Erwin Fell, and he was the lingui stics expert.

"What the hell do you mean by that?' Mulrooney asked, getting up from her chair and stubbing out her
cigarette.

"Relax,” Culhane said to her through histeeth.
She sat back down.

"What | mean, Miss Mulrooney, isthat you have presented only the sensationdist aspect of these
socalled maps. Thereis another sde. That Antarcticais represented at dl is quite speculative indeed.
Sincenot al of Admira Piri Reiss maps have been found, it isimpossible to understand the strange
projection—"

Mulrooney cut in. "All I know isthat Henry Chillingsworth, in his diary, spoke about starships, spoke
about weird writing and pictures—"

"I should like the opportunity of perusing this document aswell," said the goateed man.

"Fine," Culhane answered for her. "'l don't think that Miss Mulrooney or mysdlf wishesto have an
adversary relaionship. I'm not abeliever in flying saucers or the occult or anything like that— and Miss
Mulrooney knowsit," he added, seeing her eyes boring into him. "But we found what we found, and the
important thing isthat this maniac Seiglitz seemsto know something about it that we ill don't. And
whatever that is, it was important enough to kill Ethyl Chillingsworth for, to kill my brother, to try to kill
Miss Mulrooney and me. And that'swhat | want to find out about. Whatever the hell the Madagascar
found or didn't find, we've gotta know the answers.”

Chapter Thirty-Two

Culhane looked at his notes.

The diving pane— metallic gray in color— depth gauges, gyrocompass repeeter, Speed indicator,
annunciators— for use by bow and stern plainsmen. Much like airplane controls. These guysresponsible
for keeping uniform depths, etc. Seeif Macklin will let me sit in one of the red leatherette chairs and get
thefed of it while on the surface next time.

He made a stab with his Bic pen to make the period and looked up from his notes.

Asmuch as heliked submarines, other things were on his mind. The meeting in the officers mess had



confirmed something held suspected from the start. Though he didn't know who, someone aboard the
Churchill had to work for Steiglitz. Partridge, perhaps. Partridge very likdly. Perhaps one or more of the
scientists— the linguistics expert who had known about the Piri Rels maps, perhaps thelittle guy with the
goatee— was on Steiglitz's payrall.

Maybe one of the women. Perhaps one of them was Sonia Steiglitz herself.
He stood up.
Lieutenant Hardestey was still on watch. Culhanelooked at hiswatch. It wasjust after midnight.

The suspect standing out in his mind, however, was Commander Macklin. They had been alone together
for lessthan aminute. Culhane was using ahead near the officers mess, and Macklin camein. Both men
were standing dmaost shoulder to shoulder while urinating. Macklin had said, "I really do read your

books. If you've got that Detonics Scoremaster with you, 1'd give even money to anybody you've got one
of thelittle Detonics .45s with you, too. Just like Sean Dodge would. But you keep it— for you and Miss
Mulrooney. Maybe you'l needit.”

Culhane had zipped up, flushed and started to wash his hands. Macklin had done the same, but hadn't
bothered washing his hands; he just |ft.

Macklin had been right. If Steiglitz had someone aboard, it was his move now.

* % %

At an average speed of thirty-five knots under the sea, traveling from gpproximately 25° north latitude
and 80° west longitude, the distance to 65° south and 155° east spanned a hair's breadth over ten
thousand nautical miles. These were Macklin's own figures, and on the morning of the second day, after
their first night aboard the Churchill, the captain had announced at breakfast that the trip would last for
dightly under twelve days. The"dightly under” part had dready passed, meaning eleven days aboard
ship. The Churchill was capable of speeds greater than thirty-five knots, but that speed was easier to
maintain, and using that as an average would alow for the dower speeds necessary oncethey hit the

polar ice pack.
"Eleven days?" Mulrooney had groaned. Then she had shrugged in apparent resignation.
Culhane asked Lieutenant Hardestey to see about borrowing atypewriter.

Over thefirgt day and a half, Culhane had finished the last ten pages of Takers number seventeen. There
was no way to mail them to his publisher, but at least they would be ready once they had returned. Hed
only beamonth or so late, he calculated. But to compensate for that, he began working on the outline for
the next book so that with any luck he would be early on that one and make his publisher forget how late
number seventeen had been.

Mulrooney, too, had borrowed atypewriter and worked up sheaves of materia that she faithfully
showed Culhane: pages on the Gladstone Log, on the voyage of the Madagascar, on the events at San
Rafadl Idand, on the voyageto Antarcticaitsalf. Hed told her she should write anove about it, and
she'd suggested they both do it. Hed told her hed wait to find out the ending first.

Culhane had developed aschedule for himself. He typed while Hardestey was on watch and spent the



other sixteen hours of the day equaly divided between Mulrooney's company and deeping, redizing that
once they reached Antarctica, he had no ideawhat to expect. Segping was a preoccupation aboard the
Churchill. There wasn't much elseto do except for reading, playing wall-outlet-type persond video
games and watching videotapes played on VCRs on the televisonsin the crew's and officers messes. It
was the only way the televisions could be put to use, for even if the Churchill had beeninrangeof a
televison broadcagter, picking up television and radio was impossible below the surface.

On the sixth day, Culhane had been asked to speak before agroup of officers and enlisted men, dl fans
of hisbooks. He enjoyed talking about hiswriting, and some of hislistenerswould occasionally ask good
questions. But the key enlisted man aboard the Churchill, achief torpedoman’'s mate, asked one held
never encountered: "With al the women Sean Dodge goes to bed with in those books— | won't ask if
that's al personal experience— how the hell does he avoid herpes?’ Culhane, thinking fast, had replied,
"Hell, fdlas, dl the girls Dodge makes|ove to have saved themsdves for him to come dong." There had
been more laughter and more questions.

On the ninth day, making better time than Macklin had expected going through the Drake Passage
between thetip of South Americaand the Antarctic Peninsula, Macklin had called Culhane, Mulrooney
and some of the othersto the bridge.

No one watched Macklin. Everyone was watching the color televison monitor at the forwardmost
portion of the bridge bulkhead. It showed ice.

"Good thing we made some time. We won't soon,”" Macklin announced. "Probably al of you have read
about submarines going under the North Pole, and it sounds exciting. That's ‘causeit isexciting. The
South Poleisalittle different. Asfar aswe know, thereis no way under it, no more than there would
necessarily be away under Pittsburgh. Thisisalandmass, not just floating ice. But we've got many of the
same problems. Roughly seventy percent of the world's supply of fresh water isright herein icebergsand
intheice shelf coating the land— three milesthick in some places. Surface navigation is hazardous here.
Small icebergs that peoplejust started caling 'bergy bits are more dangerous than the large ones. We dl
remember what happened to the Titanic; they saw alittle bit of the iceberg above the water while the
bigger part below the surface knifed through their hull. U.S. submarines use asingle-pressure hull— we
bump into the right iceberg at the wrong angle, and we're kissin' life goodbye. But we won't do that. We
have passive sonar that is constantly monitoring the water around us, above us and below us. We dso
have active sonar, and with that we can sketch the shape on a graph and then estimate the thickness of
the ice overhead should we actualy wind up under anice shelf."

"How soon before we reach the target area, Commander?' Angela Basgue, their closest thing to an
Antarctic expert, asked abruptly.

Macklin looked at Culhane, then back to her. "I studied the Madagascar's logbook backward and
forward, and the photographs of the maps Miss Mulrooney and Mr. Culhane found in the cave on
Cumberland Idand. I've come to one conclusion: if the Madagascar found dl the stuff Henry
Chillingsworth talks about in hisdiary, Chillingswvorth's uncle— Captain Miles Chillingsworth— wasthe
luckiest navigator since Sinbad.”

There was laughter from the crew members nearby. "The Antarctic section of the map isthe onewe're
chiefly concerned with, and it's very difficult to work from. But | figured from the Madagascar's |ogbook
more or lesswhere she went. They searched severa locations and just about used up al their
cannonballs and gunpowder trying to bust holesin theice. They were herein adifferent season than we
are. Plusthere's been one hundred years for the ice to change. I'm sure somebody could come up with



some dandy datistics, but the cave the Gladstone Log mentions finding could be underwater by now, or
it could be savera milesback dong theicefidd.”

"What if it iS? Either one, | mean,” Mulrooney asked.
"Problems," Culhane remarked.

Macklin nodded. "If the cave entrance is under the water level, it depends on how deep. We've got some
divers aboard, and we have insulated, cold-water diving gear. So maybe we can explore the cave mouth
at least. But adetailed exploration with the gear we have available will be out of the question. I've got
men with guts enough to try it, but I've got more brainsthan to let them.”

"What about the other way?' Partridge asked.

"If it'sacross the ice pack, we can't fire atorpedo or adeck guninto theiceto blow it clear. We'd have
to find it, then use conventional explosives. Which we don't have. But we have conventional explosives
available from one of the torpedoes, and we can use that. So in essence, if we can safely plant acharge
and safely detonateit, blowing a hole through some ice won't be that tricky. There is one big problem,
however. We don't have a helicopter. We don't have adog ded or an Arctic Cat. Even with dl the
cold-wesather gear we've brought aong, it'd be dangerous as hell going even afew miles out there on the
ice. | can't order my men to do that, in good conscience. But Mr. Hardestey has already come up with a
list of volunteersif that proves necessary, and the list is more than adequate.”

"And weld dl haveto go, wouldn't we?' Margaret Spicer asked quickly. "The scientific party, | mean.”
"That'sametter for you to decide individudly. It would be extremely hazardous. It's early spring for
Antarcticanow. Someiceismeting. Risk factors are high. There are crevasses— fal in one, and unless
you get out double-quick, the crevassell close and crush you or bury you alive. | cebergs sometimes melt
on the sde facing the sun and then topple over like an axed-through tree— and we're talking tons and
tonsof ice. Those are only two— | don't even know al the dangers. We have only one person who's
been to the antarctic before— and that's Dr. Basque. Maybe she can conduct some briefing sessionsfor
the shore party in the event thereisone.”

"I'll be glad to," she responded.

"Good," Macklin said and nodded.

Culhane was il watching the television monitor. Something that |ooked like a gigantic tooth was dead
ahead, stabbing down into the water.

"Sonar to bridge. ceberg twenty-five yards to starboard, confirmed,” Lieutenant Hardestey said into his
headset mike.

"Get usaway from it, immy. Cut back to al stop,” Macklin rasped.
"All stop,” Hardestey repeated.
"We okay aft?"

"Affirmative on that, Captain," Hardestey said.



"All clear at leest five hundred yards &ft.”
"Very wel. All back to one-third."
"Bridge to maneuvering. All back one-third."
"All sop."

Hardestey repeated the ingtructions.

"Twenty degrees|eft rudder, al ahead one-third. Steady as she goes and watch for ice above. If
necessary, take her down another fifty feet and keep us running one hundred feet minimum over the
floor."

"Aye, Captain."

Macklin turned back to face them. "It's going to continue to be like this— and sixty— five degrees south
wherewe're heading isiceberg city— so when you fill your coffee cups, only fill ‘'em halfway. The ship's
laundry aways complains about coffee stains when we're maneuvering likethis.”

Mulrooney whispered to Culhane, "1 should have listened to my mother and gone to modeling schooal.”

* % %

It had taken twenty-eight hours of maneuvering at painfully dow speedsto satisfy Macklin that theice
pack had in fact expanded. The captain sat across from Culhane and Mulrooney in hisoffice. "I did like
Captain Chillingsworth must have done a century ago,” he said and patted an elaborate brass sextant on
hisdesk. "1 went up and read the stars. They don't change that much in ahundred years. If the cave
entrance he talks about, or tunnel or whatever it wasisout there, | makeit sx milesinland and amost
due south of our current position. There's a pring storm coming. We picked up the poop on that when
we surfaced for me to take the sextant readings and compass bearings. We're talking maybe suicide
here

Mulrooney leaned back in her chair. She was wearing blue jeans, running shoes and a gray-green
crewneck sweater that was milestoo big, which Culhane had lent her. "Why areyou telling just us?* she
asked.

"Good question,” Culhane sad.

"I look at this expedition as being— hell, it'sthe two of you. Y our brother died trying to find what you
both found, Mr. Culhane. And ablind man could read your face, Miss Mulrooney. Anytime | dip up and
say Gladstone Log instead of the logbook of the Madagascar, it'sin your face. Y ou want to be there—
where Miles Chillingsworth and Henry Chillingsworth and Mr. Fife went a century ago. Y ou want to see
the mysteries. Y ou remind me of my daughter. She's aknockout looker, like you, and ahellion and a
tomboy when she needsto be. If | were endangering the ship or the crew, | wouldn't even ask. But |
have volunteers— sincerely interested volunteers— who don't even know what the hell were going after.
They just know that we're going. Mostly fans of your books—" helooked at Culhane"— and some of
your books, too, Miss Mulrooney. Going out on an adventure with the real-life Sean Dodge and his lady
sure sounds good to ‘em. So I'm asking.”



"A hundred years ago,”" Culhane said, "the protective clothing wasn't as good, the gear in generd wasn't
asgood, but they made it with atwelve-, maybe fourteen-year-old boy with them."

"Weve got four women—"
"Thanksahdl of alot, Captain," Mulrooney interrupted.

"Facts arefacts, Miss Mulrooney. Women tolerate extremes of cold better, but in atrek likethisthey tire
more easly. Fact. And what you fedl you can do may not be what the other three women can do. And at
least three of the men arein their fiftiesand sixties. I'm fifty-one mysdlf. Believeme—" hiseyeslit witha
laugh "— | know how that feds.

"They'reyour crew,” Culhane said, "and | don't want to send innocent men to their deaths. But I'll tell you
something—"

"I know what you're going to say,” Macklin interrupted. "That Steiglitz has aplant on the ship. Well, from
what | read about him in the newspapersin the sixties and seventies, you're probably right. He might own
acouple of people on board. If we don't go, Steiglitz's man— or woman— will report everything— the
position, thefindingsin the Log, the diary of Henry Chillingsworth, the ankh symbol on the Piri Reilsmap
of Antarctica— all of it. They'll get there beforewe do.”

"If itisagtarbase," Mulrooney said, fishing in her purse for cigarettes and lighter, "1 think you've gotta
redlize something." Culhanelit her cigarette for her, and she looked back at Macklin. "If it isastarbase,
then it's probably more than forty thousand years old. There are answers to questions down there we
haven't even thought of yet. Maybe our own origins, maybe things that we're better off not even
knowing."

Mulrooney's words startled Culhane. She wasn't just the sensation-monger, the journalist before
everything. Shewas still spesking. "Things that could change the way we even think about ourselves. The
power Seiglitz spoke of— it waslike he knew what was out there. If aman like Steiglitz— if he
possessed atechnology that brought intelligent beings here from the stars.... He's akiller, a psychopath—
whatever you cal him, if he controlled a superior technology—"

She stopped talking, her right hand shaking as she raised the cigarette to her lips.
Culhanetook his eyesfrom her face, then helooked at Macklin.

"God help usdl," Macklin breathed.

* % %

The surface of the water was such adark blue it was almost black. The deck of the Churchill—a boat
built for steadiness under the waves— rocked with the white-capped high seas, and chunks of icethe
Sze of telephone books tossed with the waves around them. The wind was stiff and cold. Angela Basgue
mentioned that the air temperature was hovering at the zero mark, with awind clocked at what Macklin
had labeled a"bamy" forty-five miles per hour— a comparative dead cdm. The windchill factor on
exposed skin was minus fifty-five degrees Fahrenheit.

They stood huddled against the bulwark of the Churchill's gray-black sail. A hundred yards to starboard



off the flying bridge lay an iceberg, pires and pinnaclesrising into the gray sky. The sscorm Macklin had
predicted was coming. As Culhane watched it, the iceberg seemed to move dmost imperceptibly.

"Uhhoh," Macklin said.
Theiceberg— perhaps aquarter milein helght— was moving, svaying....
"A mdt-out!" Angela Basque screamed.

Macklin yelled into the microphone to the bridge: "Hard left rudder dl ahead full— securing bridge hatch,
securediving pand! Crash dive! Divel Divel"”

Claxons sounded as the iceberg swayed, and Culhane shoved Mulrooney down through the bridge hatch
ahead of dl of them. He grabbed Angela Basque and pushed her down through the hatchway. "Moveit!"
he shouted, then he looked behind him. The iceberg was upending, crashing downward in adirect line
withthesall. "Jesud"

Culhane dipped, hisfooting going, skidding, his gloved hands reaching out, grabbing at the hatch opening.
He launched himsdlf acrosstheice on the flying bridge deck by snapping hisarmsforward, crashing his
body againgt the frame of the hatch, not bothering to stand, throwing himsalf down, grabbing at the ladder
rungs, catching one with hisright hand, stopping hisfal, then loosening his grip, hammering down against
the wet surface of the deck below.

Macklin was through the hatch. The claxons were still sounding, and the motion of the ship was
tremendous. Culhane's body lurched with it as hetried to stand. Macklin wrenched at the hatch cover as
icy water streamed down, caused by awave from the toppled iceberg.

Culhane wasfindly up, but Angela Basque was blocking hisway. "Moveit, Angela™ Mulrooney
shrieked, wrestling her away so Culhane could make it to the ladder. Macklin dipped from therungsasa
wave hammered through the open hatch over them.

Culhane hauled himself up, reaching out, trying to grab for the hatch. The water waslikeice, numbing him
asit flooded over him. He swung from the ladder's | eft vertica by hisleft hand and hung there astorrents
of bone-chilling saltwater thundered around him.

He siwung hisweight back, forcing hisbody againgt the strength of the wave, his eyes blind from the
water pressure, hisright hand groping, finding what he hoped was the locking whed of the hatch. He held
it, throwing hisweight away from the ladder, feding his bones shudder as hefell, swaying from the
locking whed. Mulrooney was climbing the ladder. "How the hdll do you closethis?' she cried.

He couldn't answer her; he was choking from the water washing over him. As he hooked hisleft leg
around the ladder, jerking his body weight down, he heard Mulrooney shriek, "It'sclosed! It's closed!”

Culhane grabbed the ladder with hisright hand. His left hand and Mulrooney's right twisted the locking
whed. "No— thisway," he shouted to her. They both worked at the locking whedl, and then the hatch
was closed and sedled.

Culhane heaved hisweight against Mulrooney. His teeth were chattering. Below them, on hiskneesin
water, hisleft temple dripping blood, was Macklin. Angela Basgue was beside him.



"l owe you one, Mr. Culhane— owe you abig one," Macklin rasped, then succumbed to afit of
coughing.

Mulrooney held Culhane's shaking body as he clung to the ladder. They could hear the roar of the
turbines and the churn of the propellers and fed the sudden changein pressure.

There were men coming up the ladder from the bridge below, helping Macklin to hisfeet, as he barked
orders.

Culhane, soaked to the skinwith icy water, histeeth dtill chattering, said, "If the iceberg misses us,
somebody'd better help me off the ladder. If it doesn't, don't sweat it—" Hefdt hiseyesclosing and his
grip on the ladder loosening. Either the iceberg had hit and the sub's eectrica system was going, or the
blackness was because he was fainting.

* * *

Mulrooney hersdf was cold, but the water hadn't soaked through beyond her heavy parka. Culhane had
been drenched, and she had argued until shefindly screamed at the ship's doctor and Macklin
intervened, ordering that Mulrooney have her way. And so Culhane, warm fluidsinside him, his body Hill
shaking, wasin his bunk now, and Mulrooney, standing beside the bunk, was stripping away her clothes.
It was the fastest way for one human being to warm another.

Macklin had been told by Hardestey that the iceberg's tip had missed the missile deck of the Churchill
by an estimated ten feet, and only the high-speed dive had kept the impact of theiceberg against the
water's surface from swamping the ship. Had the Churchill been surfaced, it would have been upended.
And with the bridge hatch open, it would have been flooded and would have sunk to the bottom— if the
pressure hadn't first collgpsed the hull.

Mulrooney shivered at the thought, not to mention the coldness of Culhané's skin as she dipped in beside
him in the bunk. He was barely awake. She wrapped her arms around him, bringing his head against her
left breast, holding him, shivering as each new part of hisbody touched hers.

If he had died, she would never have forgiven herself. She had brought him what sheld thought wasthe
Gladstone Log, the memoir of Henry Chillingsworth. She had virtualy made him go after thered Log on
San Rafad 1dand. And Macklin had said it— politely, but held said it anyway: it was her own obsession
with finding what the Madagascar had found that was driving them on.

Shewondered if it would bring their deaths.

It was an odd thought, holding the man she loved against her breast, warming his body with her own,
feeling him hardening againgt her as her hands ran over the contours of hisbody. It was an odd thought to
congder that they both might soon die.

Steiglitz. Theice pack. The horrors of what the H.M.S. Madagascar had found beneath theice.

She shivered and couldn't stop.

Chapter Thirty-Three



There were more upended icebergs— toppled, strangdly flat on one side, like fallen mountains— and
smaller chunks of ice everywhere. Culhane, in fresh clothing and with anight's rest behind him, stood
warm on theice-dick deck of the flying bridge, Macklin and Hardestey flanking him.

"Because of continentd drift,” Culhane began, staring seaward at the massive blocks of ice, "Antarctica
has been moving in awesterly direction. And because of some unsteadiness in the Pacific, the floor of the
ocean has been moving east. Forty thousand years ago thiswas a paradise.”

"They'vefound fosslshere" Hardestey said, asif talking doud to himsdlf, "that may be two hundred
million yearsold. Kind of awesyou just to think about it.”

"And kind of makes navigation difficult when you don't know the redl age of your maps. | pity Captain
Chillingsworth,” Macklin added. Then he gestured over the flying bridge's starboard bulwark. "1t was my
fault we amost got creamed by that iceberg yesterday. An experienced Antarctic mariner would have
known better, and my log will show that. Captain Chillingsworth lost one of histwo other ships here, if
I'm reading hislogbook properly. It capsized when aglacier collgpsed. Didn't pull any of the men out
dive, athough they searched for bodiesfor three days." He gestured again over the bulwark. "But dong
out there— see that kind of glow?' Culhane and Hardestey nodded.

"Well, Dr. Basguetold methat's called anice blink. It's the reflection of ice fields below the horizon
againgt an overcast sky. That icefield isgoing to have to be crossed, and I've reassessed my caculations;
it's seven, maybe seven and a hdf miles. The barometer's going wacko— mainly dropping. That sorm's
coming. We could wait it out nice and snug benesth the surface—"

"But that only means moreiceto cover the cave entrance,”" Culhane protested.

"Well, more important, in the spring alot more of thisice will be bresking off around here. That'll makeit
harder to get closeto theice shelf and makesit more likely you'll encounter trickswith theice. Y ou get
stranded on an ice floe and you could be done for. A storm could last for days, maybe morethan a
week. I'minno hurry."

"What'sto say there won't be another storm right after that?'

"Agreed," Macklin said. "There should be that low sun the bulk of the twenty-four-hour period— it'll be
like dawn dl day. Dr. Basgue wastelling me the winds out there can reach 150 miles per hour. I've got
some windchill charts, but at ten below— that's Fahrenheit— the charts don't even go beyond a
forty-fivemile-per-hour wind. And the off-the-scae point is minus eighty degrees. Hypothermia— well,
you know, Mr. Culhane."

Culhane nodded, wanting a cigarette but too wary of the cold to remove hisglovesto light one. "I know,"
he sghed, nervous, feding achurning in his somach.

"I've had some of the guyswho like to work with their hands rig adedge out of some old meta tubing we
had around, and harnesses can berigged out of some of therope,” said Lieutenant Hardestey. "1t'll give
usaway to haul supplieswithout hauling them on our backs"

"'Us?" Culhane repeated, looking at the lieutenant. Macklin answered for him. "In waterslike these, |
can't leave the ship. Thisisaneutra zone, but Soviet and Chinese subs are around herealot, |



understand. Thisisawarship. | cant risk it. But Lieutenant Hardestey will accompany the menin charge
of the shore party. Including the thirteen civiliansand Mr. Hardestey, therelll be twenty-nine people. In
the event of any problems; that leaves me Lieutenant Wilbur— he volunteered to come aong, by the
way— to lead arescue effort, if feasible. | may not get the time to do thistomorrow...." Macklin
extended his hand to Culhane. "Good luck, and don't dieon us. A lot of Sean Dodge's fanswould be
awfully disgppointed.”

* % %

Thefifth of the six rubber boats used to bring the shore party and equipment onto theice floewasin
trouble on itsreturn trip. Mulrooney started running toward the ice floe's edge, tripped on a pressure
ridge, skidded and did toward the water. Culhane threw himself after her, skidding along theice, the
pressure ridges hammering at his abdomen and rib cage. He reached out, grabbing for her ankles, and
locked tight on them, holding her. He stopped her skid, heard her shouting a him through the toque that
covered her face under the parkas hood, saw her eyes widening through the snow goggles. "They're
gonnadie!”

"And sowill youif you goin after them!"

Holding her, jerking at her ankles to keep her from getting up, he looked past her. Thefifth boat was
swamped. He saw hands and arms waving in desperation, and the sixth boat was aready back by the
submarine, too far to help.

"Aww, shit," Culhane snarled, getting up, dipping, crashing to hisknees, then getting up again. The fourth
boat was unloaded and just about to cast off. Culhane ran across the ice and jumped for it, dmost
crashing into Hardestey and two seamen in the boat. " Cast off— now!" "Do it!" Hardestey shouted, and
the two seamen started paddling againgt the incoming flow of the iceflecked water toward the two men of
the swamped rubber boat. Culhane snatched one of the paddles from the seaman nearest him, took it in
his gloved fists and dug the paddle into the waves with avengeance. He could hear Hardestey on the
radio: "Hardestey to bridge! Hardestey to bridge! "

A crackle, gatic, then avoice that sounded like Macklin's: "What isit?
"Got aboat coming, Ceptain?'

"On the way— Wilbur's on deck and aerted me. Get ‘em out of the water, for Christ's sake, and maybe
we can save 'em!”

"Aye, gr." Theradio clicked off. They still had ahundred yardsto go to reach the two men in the water.
Culhane could hear screaming from the men. From his experience the day before, he knew he could only
begin to imagine what they were enduring in the freezing waters. Soon, before their limbs were
inexorably, irreparably frozen, the cold that racked their bodies would keep them from breathing, and
they would suffocate before they went below the water. They would never have the chance to drown.

"Get that line!" Culhane yelled to the seaman whose paddie held taken.
"Shit— thisthing isfrozen!"

"Here," Hardestey snapped. "Gimmethat!" And Hardestey— Culhane snatched aglance back at him
was struggling with the rope, twisting it out of itsice-encrusted coils.



"Throw it inthewater. If it'sin the water, it can't quite freeze— the water'swarmer than the air,” Culhane
gasped as he and the other seaman who paddied opposite him narrowed the distance to fifty yards.

He could hear the splash of the rock-hard rope asit hit the water. "It'sworking!" Hardestey shouted.
Twenty-five yards. One of the seamen was under.

Ten yards. The man hadn't bobbed up.

"Welost Traverd" Hardestey shouted.

"I'll get him!" 1t was the seaman whose paddle Culhane had taken. He threw off his parka, dmost
swamping the rubber boat as he stood. Culhane grabbed for him, Hardestey grabbed for him and
shouted something, but the man was gone and into the water.

Fiveyards.

"Grab thisline, Wiznewski! Grab it, man!"

There was incoherent babbling from the man whose gray face was dtill visible above the water.

The other seaman dropped his paddle, shouting, "Wiznewski, reach my hand!"

And the seaman’s hands were in the water, the man screaming "Jesug!" over and over. Then, "1 got him—
Chrigt— I got Wiznewski!"

Culhane dropped his paddle, reaching for the seaman’s shirt with one hand and grabbing for Wiznewski's
sodden coat with the other.

Hardestey was shouting. "It's Saddler and Travers— Traverslookslike hesdive!™

Culhane wrenched at Wiznewski, and with the other seaman he hauled him halfway into the rubber boat
over the fabric of the gunwale, then, pulling one more time, got him to the floor. The seaman who'd
grabbed for him was crying, his hands unmoving as he tried to cover Wiznewski with his body.

Culhane crawled past him. "Keep forward— well need the weight,”" he ordered.

Saddler— the black seaman who'd gone after Travers— was shouting from the water, "1 got the son of a
bitch— he'sdive, Lieutenant!"

Culhane grabbed one of the paddles, digging it in, going with the current now, narrowing the distance to
Saddler and Traversto five yards, then two. Hardestey was hauling in the rope from the water, dugging it
out into the water again.

"My fingers— my fingers don't work, Lieutenant!" Saddler cried.

Then Hardestey jumped into the water, holding the rope and shouting, " Culhane— haul usal in!"

Hardestey was under for a second, then his head was up, and his arms were reaching through the waves



that washed over him. The rope was looped around Travers and under Saddler's arms. Hardestey clung
toit aswdll.

Culhane threw hisweight back, hauling in the rope, pulling the boat closer to the men.

"Here— reach for me!" Culhane stabbed out hisright hand, his|eft locked on the freezing line,
Hardestey's gloved hand now in his. Culhane pulled again, getting Hardestey half up over the gunwale.
Hardestey wasinsde now, on hisknees, his hands numb, his face streaked with gray. The lieutenant
twisted the rope around hiswridts, tugging with his arms as Culhane reached out for Saddler's hand. Then
Culhane had it a thewrig, hisown fingers Sarting to stiffen asthe water penetrated his glove. He had
Saddler. He pulled.

Saddler wasin the boat; Travers— blue-faced— was half in. Culhane grabbed Travers, wrenching the
man onto his back. The eyes stared wide open.

Saddler was crying, the tears seeming to freeze on his cheeks. "The son of abitch isdead! Traversman—
you can't be—" Saddler, on his knees, doubled forward across his friend's body and wept.

* % %

Culhane's hands had made it. Though hisright hand still hurt, there was no permanent damage, and he
could move hisfingerswith effort. Both Saddler and the other seaman were suffering from hypothermia,
but neither case was severe. Fingers and toes would be saved but would be usdless for some time. With
Hardestey, it wasjust hisfingersand hislittle toe on hisleft foot. Wiznewski was suffering from shock but
was expected to survive.

Lieutenant Wilbur had replaced Lieutenant Hardestey as commander of the shore party, and he walked
at itshead now. It had been agreed among them all that none of the four women, Mulrooney included,
would draw duty in one of the Six harnesses attached to the overloaded improvised dedge. Mulrooney
had objected, but not too strenuously. Room had been |eft at the rear of the dedge for one, possibly two
personsto stand in the event one of the older men of the scientific party proved unable to handle the
waking.

It was Culhanésturn in harnessto the dedge; with him were five of the seamen from the shore party.
Radio contact was possble only every two hours, since the Churchill, aweapon of war, was prohibited
from Antarctic waters by internationd law and would remain under the surface at al times except during
the specified radio contact times.

Culhane fdt something lurch againgt his chest and abdomen, and he stopped.

"Damn pressure ridge hung us up!" one of the seamen shouted, but aready some of the women and two
of the men from the scientific party were at the rear of the dedge pushing it up and over theridge. There
was nothing to do but stand 4till, and Culhane did, the hairsin his nostrils freezing as he bresthed through
hisice-encrusted silk toque.

Culhane watched Lieutenant Wilbur and the others more carefully now than he had watched them before
the mishap with the rubber boat that had cost Seaman Travers hislife. The rubber boat had been hauled
into theicefloe while the victims were being ferried back to the submarine. Culhane had ingpected it.
Thefiller valve inlet wastorn; the boat had been legking air. It was the boat Hardestey had beenin on the
way to theicefloe, but ice had apparently encrusted over the valveinlet sufficiently to keep air lossto a



minimum. And Lieutenant Wilbur— the man who aways smiled— was engineering officer. It had been
his ultimate respons bility to check each of the rubber boats for seaworthiness.

"Cardessness," Culhane murmured to himsdlf, watching his breath freezein acloud in front of hisface.
Or perhaps not.

"She'sclear." It was one of the women's voices. Culhane looked at the five other men who shared the
harness, and dl of them nodded. He started forward, leaning into the harness to get the dedge moving; its
runners were aready frozen into theice.

They marched on....

Mountains of ice and rock dotted the distance now as they skirted the edge of theicefloe. A few

penguins watched the procession from the leaward side of an iceberg striking up from the water perhaps
two hundred yards out to sea. Culhane had done his half mile in harness, and now Partridge, one of the
human penguins, the scientist with the goatee— hisname, Culhanefindly learned, was Dr. Felix
Liebermann— and three of the Churchill's shore party pulled the dedge.

Mulrooney beside him, Culhane walked in silence, watching the darkening horizon. The ssorm would be
coming soon. He hoped it would be after they found the cave Miles Chillingsworth and his men had
discovered. He noticed Mulrooney dragging as she moved. "Y our feet okay?'

"Y eah— tired, but they're warm. How about you?"

Culhane nodded. "Almogt beginning to wish | hadn't brought my gun. Then | wouldn't haveto carry it."
Helaughed, watching his breath seam again. "Almost, anyway." And Mulrooney laughed, too.

"That was terrible about that poor sailor, Travers. Hisfriend was so brave though.”

"Yeah," Culhane agreed. Mulrooney was still walking strangely and sounded short of breeth. "That pack
making you sweet?"

"A little, but—"

"But nothing," Culhane said and reached out to her shoulders, stopping her. Then he started to unfasten
the backpack's belt from around her waist.

"Wheat are you doing?'

"Y ou swest in country like this and as soon as you stop sweeting, the swest freezes. It'sthe samething
that happensin the water. Y ou freeze, you die. Gimme the pack.”

"l don't want you—"

"Yeah, well, | wasn't exactly looking forward to it, ether. I'll giveit back in afew minutes." Culhane
shouldered the pack across his|eft shoulder so it rode againgt his own, then started walking ahead,
Mulrooney beside him again.

"Keep an eye out for people, especialy once we hit the cave or the tunnel or whatever the hell itis.”



"Y ou're tired— you adways swear when youretired.”

Culhane looked at her and laughed.

"Y ou got any prime suspects, like they say in the detective novels?* Mulrooney asked.

"Y eah, Lieutenant Wilbur, the engineering officer. He would have checked al the rubber boats before
they were launched. The boat that swamped, swamped because it had lost air— the valve had been

sabotaged.” He looked at Mulrooney. Her green eyes were wide through the snow goggles. "And | never
did trust our friendly, neighborhood CIA man and his penguins.”

"Y ou and your penguins,” Mulrooney said and laughed. Then she stopped laughing. " So maybe one or al
of them areworking for Steiglitz?'

"Or maybe for the Russians. If they got wind of what were looking for, you can be damned sure—"
"You aretired."

Heignored her, saying, ™Y ou can bet the Russians would be out after this, too. Any way you cut it, weve
got at least one murderer with us."

"See?" shesaid, touching hisright arm, asthey walked. "Doesn't that make you fed better about bringing
the gun— even though it's heavy?"

"Oh, yeah— just what | want. A gunfight on an icefloewhen | only know for sure | can trust one other
person.”

"How sweet of you to say that.”

Culhane grinned, redlizing she couldn't see it through the toque covering hisface. "How'd you know |
meant you? Hmm?"'

Ahead were more penguins, smilar to those on theiceberg. There were perhaps a hundred of them, and
they were moving at high speed, running and diding avay from the edge of theicefloe. The dedge had
stopped, and one of the women was running out toward the birds.

Wilbur was shouting after her, "Dr. Basque— what the hell are you doing?”

Culhane gtarted to quicken his pace when he heard the woman shout, "They're Adéie penguins— | want
photographs. Theré'saleopard sed out of the water chasing after some of them.”

Culhane dropped Mulrooney's pack beside the dedge as he reached it, then shrugged off his own pack.
"Damned fool broad! Look how close she's getting to that leopard sedl...." She was between the sedl and
asmall penguin and was snapping away.

Therewas a scream as Angela Basgue fell ontheice.
Culhane gtarted to run, pulling at the Velcro closures of his parkawith hisleft hand, pulling the glove from

hisright hand with histeeth. He rammed the glove ingde his coat to keep it from freezing insde, his hand
aready numbing in the silk glove liner as he reached under the parkafor the Detonics Scoremaster. Hed



never fired agun in awindchill of minus seventy degrees and didn't know if his lubricant would gum and
render the gun inoperable. Leopard seals were called leopard sedls for two reasons. the
slver-and-black-spotted body, and the fact that when hungry they would attack man.

Theleopard sed was perhapsten feet in length and was closing in. It was going for the fallen woman.

Culhan€es right thumb had the Scoremaster's ambidextrous safety wiped down, hisgloved fist was balled
on the black rubber Pachmayr grips, and hisleft hand arced up to support hisright. About twenty yards
from the animd hefired, the crack in the cold air earsplitting, the Detonics rocking dightly in his hands.
Hefired again, hitting the sedl twice but not dowing it up. Hefired again, then again and again until the
sed wasHlill.

AngelaBasgue got to her knees.

And from across the twenty yards or so of ice, she screamed, ™Y ou rotten butcher! Y ou didn't haveto
kill it! Murderer!”

Culhane upped the safety on the Detonics Scoremaster and put the gun back into the crossdraw hol ster.
It wasn't politeto do to alady, especidly alady whoselife you'd just saved, he thought. But he did it

ayway.
Culhane gave Dr. Angela Basgue the finger. Then he turned and walked back to the dedge.

* % %

In his backpack Culhane had brought one spare box of fifty Federd 185-grain jacketed hollowpoints.
Forty-five cartridges remained after he reloaded the partially shot-out Scoremaster. The Break-Free
CLPlubricant hadn't gummed in the extremely low temperatures, and he made amenta note to drop the
firm aline and mention it when he got back.

Culhane had rel oaded his pistol while they had stopped for an hour's rest break. Because of therisk of
swesting from overexertion— and the subsequent freezing— they rested every three miles. Sofar,
because they had been unable to go astraight-line route to the coordinates Commander Macklin had

worked out, they had traveled dightly more than six miles. Perhaps four remained. And then would come
the task of finding the cave entrance. That, Culhane guessed, could consume days.

Wilbur was using the radio; it was a contact period. Angela Basgue was Sitting beside the lieutenant.
Culhane imagined she was getting Wilbur to ask if he Culhane— could be arrested or something for
shooting the leopard sedl that had tried to eet her.

"Liberds," he muttered.

Mulrooney, crouched beside him, asked, "What?"

"Nothing— amogt there, Fanny."

"Oh, God— | fed like I've waked for twenty miles.

"Only about sx," he said, folding hisarm around her. They occupied acorner of alarge lean-to pitched
to cut the knife edge of the wind. The wind was increasing, and the sky was darkening.



Hewatched Lieutenant Wilbur come their way.

Wilbur ducked under the roof of the red lean-to and stopped, crouching. "The captain's spotted a Soviet
submarine off active sonar, but he doesn't think it's spotted the Churchill yet."

"Ohh, that's peachy," Mulrooney said. With the toque removed from her face and the snow goggles
dangling from her neck under her chin, shelooked like atired but happy skier.

"Wheat kind of asubmarine?' Culhane asked Wilbur.

"A thinking man's question, Mr. Culhane. It'sa Typhoon class."

"Oh, Chrig...."

"What's a Typhoon class?' Mulrooney asked, looking a Culhane.

"Lieutenant Wilbur could probably tell you better than | could,” Culhane told Fanny Mulrooney.

"Hdf again the Sze of the Churchill— the largest underseavessels ever built. The sub carries missiles
that we suspect have better than a six-thousand-mile range. We don't know how fast one of the Russian
ladies can go, but you'd better believeit's faster than the Churchill.”

"So the radio scheduleis off," Culhane interjected.

"Theradio scheduleis off. We set up acode seriesin case something like this happened. Well use that
now and keep to adifferent schedulein the event the Churchill's able to surface and intercept us.”

"So whether we find the tunnel or not, we may be stuck on theicefor along time, " Mulrooney said
flaly.

"Theresaresearch vessa on the coast off the Mertz Glacier tongue— an American ship. It'd bealong
trek, and we'd have to get rid of the M-16s down a crevasse in case the Russians spotted us from the
air, but I think we could makeit. We'd have enough supplies. If push cameto shove, we could build a
solid shelter out of ice blocks and leave the women and the older men behind, and some of us could set
off to the ship. They've got a hdlicopter, and once were within their radio frequency range, we should be
ableto get the chopper out and then back to pick up the others.”

Culhane let out along sigh, stood and hel ped Mulrooney to her feet. He closed his coat, then said,
"We've been here long enough. Just in case the Soviets have sent out a shore party, we'd better get
crackin' before they wind up right on our tails. All thiswind probably blew out our tracks, but they could
have some other way of following us."

Culhane looked right at Wilbur, saying nothing el se.

Wilbur, after ashort silence, said, "Y ou've got agood point, Mr. Culhane. Let's get going— another
three or four miles and we should be &t the coordinates.”

Mulrooney was pulling her toque down over her face; she had rolled it up like awatch cap around her
forehead. Her voice sounded muffled as she secured it in place. "I'm no Wilmathe Wegatherbunny, but



that sorm lookslikeit'sclosngin on us— fast.”

The sky to the east— finding east at either of the poles wasn't easy, Culhane knew— was purple and
black, and the sun, which moved more or less fifteen degrees an hour in this part of theworld, was
nearing the cloud mass. Soon the darkness would cause the aready subzero temperatures to plunge.

"Let'smove," Culhane announced, pulling on histoque.

Chapter Thirty-Four

Culhane was on the dedge team again, and with the other five men he broke the path through the blowing
ice and snow. He estimated the wind to be gusting a perhaps seventy-five miles per hour, and the entire
front of hisbody was numb. A second toque covered the first one, and hed wrapped a scarf over both.
His snow goggles had frosted over to the point that he could barely see. And the wind seemed to be
growing in intensity, exploding toward them to Culhan€sright front asthey pressed on. All the members
of the party were lashed to one another with the climbing ropes, the lead for this tethered to the back of
thededge.

Vighility was perhaps adozen yards, at timesless.

Katabatic winds, they were caled, Angela Basque had told them as the storm had closed in, sweeping
from the Antarctic plateau with frenzied force. The turns on the dedge team had been reduced to fifteen
minutes aman, and Wilbur had aready ingsted on stopping and erecting shelters. But Angela Basque,
the only one of the party with Antarctic experience, had said it could mean their deaths. In two-man
shelters, with the temperature dropping, if the winds kept up, they could al freeze to desth.

Anice ax waslashed to Culhane's hand because his fingers were too numb to reliably keep closed. He
hammered with the ax now to get footing, the ice floe beneath them as smooth as glass and dangeroudy
dick inthe near hurricane-force winds.

They had covered dmost four miles without stopping, but there was no way to rest. After thelast rest
break, it had taken ten minutes of work with ablowtorch to free the dedge from where it had frozen into
theice. Culhane carried a G.l.-style lensatic compassin his clothing, but the compass would be useless
S0 close to magnetic south. Wilbur controlled the bearings readings, and as Culhane's mind focused on
thishe suddenly felt asick fear. What if Wilbur were working for Steiglitz, or perhapsin the employ of
the Soviets? He could be so dedicated that he was willing to die; he could be leading them nowhere
except deeper into theice....

Culhane hammered down again with theice ax, losng his baance, swaying forward, shouting over the
howl! of thewind, "Crevassal"

He was hanging, the ax swaying in hisright hand like a pendulum. If the dedge went, he would be lost
forever with the five other men. " Crevasse!"

Thefdling sopped, the harness around his midsection and chest binding tight againgt him. He felt himself
being pulled up and saw two of the other men from the dedge team clinging to the Sides of the crevasse.



Culhane hacked with the ice ax, steadying himsdlf as he was dragged up dong the smooth side, feding
hands reaching out to him.

A voice shouted through his parka near hisleft ear, "Josh— are you dl right?’

"Fanny?" he screamed into the wind.

"Yed Are— you— al— right— Josh?"'

"Yes," he gasped, kneding beside the dedge.

Someone €l se dropped beside him. Through the goggles he could see the black skin around the eyes.
Lieutenant Wilbur. "Mr. Culhane, the crevasse seemsto lead north by northeast. Well have to work
around it."

Culhane nodded, catching his breath. One of the shore party came up, helped to undo the harness, then
put the harness around his own body. Culhane, with numbed fingers, undid the lashings for theice ax.
Then he staggered back and helped haul the dedge away from thelip of the crevasse.

Cuitting to the I eft, following the course of the crevasse, they moved ahead.

The wind was behind them now, and Culhan€'s back and the backs of his thighs were numb as he and
Mulrooney staggered aong together, the wind almost propelling them. In that respect, the going was
made marginaly eeser.

They were beyond exhaustion, but they couldn't stop. The old man with the goatee was riding the back
of the dedge; he had falen and was unable to continue on foot.

But the crevasse, which they followed at arespectable distance, was narrowing, and ahead— Culhane
hoped— it would soon be closed.

They kept going.

After another fifteen minutes— Culhane had smudged away the coating of ice on the crystd of his
Rolex— the crevasse was closed, and they had crossed to the other side.

And now they had to backtrack, and cut a diagond to intersect their original path.
And thewind, which had previoudy aided them, now assaulted them.

They waked on, Culhane supporting Mulrooney with his arms around her, Mulrooney's steps dragging,
her body heaving with exertion ashe hed her.

Culhane had another turn at the dedge. Thistime it was Culhane, Partridge, the three CIA penguinsand
Wilbur himsdlf, the shore party commander taking hisfirst turn. The elderly engineering consultant ill
clung to the dedge.

Wilbur had the lead, forging the route. Culhane, when he could see at dl, watched him closaly. Was
Wilbur leading them to frozen deeth?



Culhane, bardly ableto lift hisfeet, kept walking.

It wastime to change the dedge team, but Wilbur signaded not to. They kept on, Culhane counting the
seconds to keep his sanity and to keep hislegs moving. Two minutes, three— afull five. He had spent
twenty minutes on the dedge team.

He wanted to scream at Wilbur.
But suddenly he was crashing into the man.

Wilbur was shouting, and Culhane turned his head so Wilbur could shout directly against his ear through
the parka. It wasthe only way to clearly hear with the shrill keening of the wind.

"We're herel"

"Here" was the edge of an ice floe— no cave, no tunnel— there were not even rocksin the range of
Culhanéslimited visibility. One of the women was crying, and Mulrooney was rocking her in her arms.

"Weve gottafan out. Use the climbing ropes and leave the dedge as abase. If we can find the tunnel
entrance, we can blast out part of it and useit for shelter. Otherwise—" Culhane let his shouted words

hang.
Wilbur nodded, buttonholing one of the shore party, shouting beside the man's parka hood.
The man nodded and walked off, bending againgt the fierce wind.

They erected a shelter, awindbreak anchored as securely as possible with spikes driven into the ice and
then lashed aswell to the dedge. They used battery-operated lanterns now, for the darknesswas

intensifying.

With the linestied to the dedge— five hundred feet for each line— parties of two lashed themselvesto
the ends of the lines and started walking. The plan wasto walk the length of the climbing ropes, then,
keeping theropes at full extension, walk an arc of ninety degrees before turning back.

Culhane and Mulrooney— who insisted on being his partner— took the line that would be walked north.
The wind hammered at Culhane, as he walked on Mulrooney's right to shield her body from the wind.
Sowly they walked ahead, feeding out the rope, unableto talk or to see more than six feet ahead of
them. Hetried to judge the yardage. Counting his strides against the wind, he stopped at dightly more
than 160 paces and pulled Mulrooney up short beside him.

Hetugged on therope; it was ill loose. Therewas il play.

He leaned beside Mulrooney, shouting through her hood, "Hold the rope. When | tug &t it, pull me back.
Don't let go— inthisvisghility | could passwithin two yards of you and never seeyou!”

"Why isn't the rope taut?'

"Maybe | miscounted, or my strides were off because of thewind pressure, but don't let go after | untie
the line from your waist— don't!"



"All right. Be careful, Josh, please be—"

He nodded, untying the line from her waist.

He waked ahead ten paces— ten yards, he gauged.

The rope was gill not taut. He walked ahead another ten yards. Still there was dack.

He had asick feding in the pit of his ssomach. He tugged at the rope, then started back aong itslength,
barely seeing Mulrooney before he bumped into her.

He could not see her face. It was completely covered by the toque, ascarf and the goggles. He knew
she could not see his.

Hetook Fanny Mulrooney in hisarms, his toque-covered mouth pressed against the side of her parka
hood. "Either something went wrong back by the dedge and our rope came undone— or else somebody
cut it." Hefdt her body tensein hisarms. "Well follow the rope back as carefully aswe can, then try to
paceit out. You'll count my stepswith me. If I'm two steps off, it could mean—" He didn't finishiit.

Unlessthe sky opened in ablaze of sunshine so they could see the camp at the dedge, with their line
severed they would die of exposure.

No ifs, ands or buts— they would die.

He thought she knew it, but he didn't tell her, relashing the rope around her waist so they wouldn't be
Separated, then starting ahead.

* % %

It was an old cliche, he thought, huddled with Mulrooney in the Thermos sportsman's blanket, but at
precisdy ninety-three paces, they had reached the end of their rope. Even if following the remainder of
the rope had gotten them nearer camp, they were still aminimum of forty-five yards from the dedge. And
inwhich direction?

Therewas only one dim hope.

Culhane drew his Detonics Scoremadter, the trigger guard ample but atight squeeze for his gloved right
hand. He worked down the safety, then shouted in Mulrooney's ear, "We haven't got aflare pistal. If
someone hears us before we freeze to death or | run out of ammo... well, hold your ears."

He held the pistol at an oblique angle and fired three shotsin rapid succession. If anyone at the dedge
were adeer hunter, or even ahiker, he or she would recognize the amost universal woodsman's signd of
digtress.

No answering shots came, no shouts. Perhaps the wind was against them. Mulrooney's body trembled
on hisleft arm. Culhane again extended his right arm from the now ice-encrusted synthetic blanket,
lowered the safety and fired three more shots.

No response. "Wrap the blanket just around you," he shouted to her. "I've gotta change magazines for
my pistol— only one round left now. But don't worry— I've got plenty of spare magazines, and there's



gtill some spare ammo in my pack.”
"I'm freezing to desth, Josh!"

He nodded, wanting to say, | know, but unable to say it. Instead, fedling stupid shouting it, hisface
againg the hood of her parka, hisleft arm around her, hetold her, "I love you, Fanny!"

It sounded stupid shouted like that, sounded—

Culhane looked up, ripping down his snow goggles. Thewind had died.

Mulrooney looked up, pulling down her goggles, shouting through the toque, " Josh— Josh!™
She was pointing perhaps two hundred yards directly to their right.

Lieutenant Wilbur, Partridge, Angela Basque and Margaret Spicer were running toward them. "We
heard your shots,” Wilbur was shouting, "but we couldn't tell where they were coming from.”

"Thank God you guys are dive," Partridge called out.
Then Margaret Spicer shouted, "Dr. Fell and | think we found the tunndl!"

* * *

The explosives liberated From one of the Churchill's torpedoes worked. The tunnel or cave mouth— a
hollow that was coated with ice— was visible as the snow, ice and debris settled after the blast.

Before they approached the tunnel, Wilbur called out for everyone's attention. "I'm setting out a homing
beacon for the rescue party if we aren't in contact with the Churchill within the next fifteen hours. It
sendsasigna they can pick up twenty miles away so they can get it as soon asthey surface.”
"That'scomforting,” Dr. Fell said.

The goateed Dr. Liebermann nodded in agreement.

How the rope had become cut, no one knew— or admitted. But Culhane had reloaded the partialy
spent magazine of the Scoremaster, and despite the cold, his parkawasn't fully closed and the pistol was
cocked and locked.

Except for Fanny Mulrooney, Culhane trusted no one now, despite the smiles, the tears of happiness and
the hearty daps on the back that they had remained aive. He had checked the end of therope. It had
been sawed through a strand at atime, to look asthough it had frayed somehow and snapped. But
Culhane had checked the rope himself before they had left the camp. There had been no fraying.

Someone had tried to murder them.

They approached the tunnel mouth and saw acavein theice. Behind the ice was a darkness suggesting
the massive size of the cave. It looked to be aswide as the wingspan of ajet fighter and half ashigh.

Harry Rutgers, the physicist, announced, "My educated guess on first examination isthat this cave was



not naturaly formed.”
Culhanejust looked a Rutgers, saying nothing.

The explosion had forced an opening approximately ten feet high and ten to twelve feet wide, theicy
surface benesth their feet asthey walked rough yet dippery.

"Arewe all goinginsde?| mean, justin case..." Margaret Spicer asked.

"What would you suggest, Dr. Spicer?' Wilbur called back to her. Hewas standing by awall of the
cave, shining his battery-operated lantern against theice.

"That we split into two parties, one keeping perhaps ahundred yards ahead of the other at al times. Then
that way, if the advance party getsinto trouble, the main party will be there to get them out— hopefully.

Y ou don't wander into anewly opened tomb with your eyes closed. It doesn't seem to be such a
different Stuation here.”

"Makes sense," Culhane agreed.

"All right. Volunteersfor the advance party, raise your hands."

Mulrooney was raising her right hand and with her left pushing up Culhane'sright arm. He looked at her,
just shaking his head, but raised hisarm. Margaret Spicer raised her hand, as did three of the seamen
from the Churchill and Dr. Liebermann.

"Then you seven,” Wilbur announced, "get yoursalves roped together and take what gear you think you'll
need. As soon asyou do, well al shove off."

"Wait aminute, Lieutenant,” Partridge cdled out, "makeit eight. | should be there."
Culhane looked at Partridge, mentally calculating how long it would take Partridge to get his Smith &

Wesson out from under his parka, if it came to that. Partridge was right— handed and carried hisgunin
aholster behind hisright hipbone. It would mean shoving up the parka or opening the parkafully.

Culhane thought he could best him.
Culhane hoped he wouldn't haveto.

Asthey began sorting through the gear, Culhane mentioned to Mulrooney, "Remember JulesVernes A
Journey to the Center of the Earth?"

"Uh— huh." She nodded as she unlashed her purse from the side of her backpack.

"| fed like that now— like were going down into something. | don't know..." Helit acigarette and
looked toward the back of the cave through the hole the explosion had blown through the ice. He saw
only darkness and the glittering of their lanterns asice crystals caught and broke the light. It was strangely
beatiful.

"I'll make abdliever out of you yet, Josh," Mulrooney said, and smiled. She had taken off the toque and
pulled down the hood of her parka. Her hair was covered with a blue-and-white bandanna knotted at the



nape of her neck, under her hair.
"Jugt afunny cave, Fanny— that'sal itis"
"Y ou heard what's-his-name the physicis— not naturaly formed.”

"Fine. Maybe werre walking into a vol canic vent or something. Did you remember to load your gun when
you got it back before we left the Churchill?"

"Y esh— why?'

"Whoever cut the ropeiswith us or behind us. Do me afavor— find the revolver and put it in the top of
your purse or in an outside pocket or something so you can get to it in ahurry if you need to. Okay?"

"Okay— if you want meto. But | don't think whoever cut the rope will try anything with dl of usaround.”
"Maybe and maybe not. But | don't wannafind out the hard way." Culhane stood up. Beside his pack on
theice of the cave floor were two battery-operated lanterns. Insde his pack was his own special
flashlight. Battery life would be severdly affected by the extreme cold, and it was good to know alight
source— an extralight source— was there if they needed it. There was il thelittle Detonics pistol in the
flat Safariland holster by hisright kidney under his swesater. Only acareful reader of The Takerswould
suspect he carried it there, as Sean Dodge carried his. Commander Macklin had been acareful reader.
For once Culhane hoped someone didn't read his novels.

Thekiller who had cut the rope.

Chapter Thirty-Five

Commander Macklin walked out of sick bay. He had just seen Hardestey and the other victims of the
incident with the rubber boat when the shore party and the scientific party had been dropped off.

He checked his Rolex Submariner. The shore party had been out for more than nine hours. If no radio
contact could be made by the time fifteen hours had passed he would send out a second shore party in a
rescue effort. Each surfacing had brought no sgna. Perhaps Wilbur's radio had been damaged. But there
were the backup units.

He started making hisway to the bridge....

Onthe bridge, alittle less than an hour before the next radio-contact period, he called out, " Sonar, what's
around us?'

"Sonar to bridge. Had alarge fish, maybe awhde five minutes ago, sir. No treffic at dl, ar.”
"Keep ligening, just in case we get some Russian friends or something.”

The chief of ship was assisting on the bridge since Wilbur was off the Churchill and Hardestey wasin



sck bay. The chief was agood man— pushing sixty, married with grown children.
"Chief, come herefor asecond,” Macklin called to him.

"Aye, dr," the chief answered, keeping his headset on, walking acrossto Macklin and leaning against the
bridgeral.

"Bob, what do you think?'
"About whet, 9r?"

"Everything. | checked the rubber boat after it was brought back— the one that swamped. It looked like
theinlet vave had been tampered with to makeadow lesk."

"I looked at her, too, Captain. Looked like tampering to me, too."

"| think Mr. Culhane and Miss Mulrooney were right about this Steiglitz character. Somebody out there
ontheiceisakiller. I'm worried— Wilbur hasn't kept his radio contacts.”

"Could be some lectricd interference, Sir, or maybe the lieutenant'sradio ison the fritz."

"Yeah, it could be that, Bob, but then Wilbur isn't following orders. In the event contact was broken off,
he was supposed to activate that homing beacon right away. Get usin there after him."

"Aye, gr."

"What do you think, Bob? Off the record, what do you think?'

The chief leaned closer to Macklin, covered his microphone with his left hand and whispered, "Ed, this
whole thing— following a dead ship to some cave in the ice— gives me— and alot of the crew— the
creeps. The rumors— scuttlebutt— about what's supposed to be out there— it's crazy.”

"Off the record, Bob, a hundred years ago that dead ship may have found something out there maybe the
lost continent of Atlantis— if it ever existed. Maybe some other civilization from the past, maybe even a
UFO base— that's why we took 'em here...."

"Lieutenant Wilbur's agood officer, Ed."

"Y eah, but you're thinking the same thing | am: that boat that was maybe sabotaged—"

"Aww, but Ed...."

"I'mnot saying I—"

Therewas aroar, an explosion, the sound earsplitting. The chief dropped to his knees against the bridge
ralling asthe Churchill shuddered. Macklin barely kept his balance. Bells rang and sirens sounded.

"What the hell was that? Damage report!" the chief started repesting into the headset, but Macklin took it
fromhim.



"No time, Bob!" Then, holding the headset, he said into its microphone, " Secure dl watertight—"
"Maneuvering spacesto bridge! Loss of power on number-one reactor—"

"Engineering to bridge! We're flooding— hot water— hot— one of the reactorsis— holy shit! The
whole compartment—"

There was another explosion, and the ship rocked again. The air wasfilled with groaning and tearing
sounds.

"Maneuvering spacesto bridge—" The crackle of the spesker died asthe lights on the bridge and in the
control room below its deck suddenly went out.

"Emergency power— now, dammit!" Macklin shouted.
"The pand," avoice cdled from the darkness below. "I'm getting water everywhere— holy "

There was another roar, louder than the first explosion, louder than anything Macklin had ever heard. The
portside pressure hull cracked, and instruments, equipment and bodies hurtled toward him.

"Mother of God—" Macklin made the sgn of the Cross as the attack periscope housing wrenched free
and came crashing toward him.

Chapter Thirty-Six

Mulrooney shone her light down into theice and exclaimed, "Thisisit! Thisisit!"
Culhane and the others of the advance party stopped, turned around and looked back at her.
"Down there, Josh! Down thereintheice!”

Culhane dropped to acrouch. Theice dl around them waslargely tranducent, and beneath Mulrooney's
feet under perhaps afoot of ice was awooden tool handle. It looked like an ax handle.

"Thismust be where the Madagascar stopped to examine the meta, the metal—"

"Theresonly rock and ice, Miss Mulrooney," Partridge said, squatting beside Culhane a Mulrooney's
feet.

Culhane looked up a Mulrooney. "He'sright, Fanny— | don't see any metd."

"Digit out! Canwedig it out? Oh, please?"

"Better than that, maam,” Maurice, ayoung black seaman volunteered, standing between Culhane and
Partridge and Fanny Mulrooney. "We brought the propane torches." The seaman held up asmal

propanetorch. "A little blast from this and that ic€ll be gone to Sunday.” Culhane searched his pockets
and found the waterproof matchbox; he didn't trust adisposable lighter to ignite a blowtorch.



"I'mready, Sr," the seaman announced, and they could hear the hiss of the gas.

Culhane nodded and struck one of the matches on the side of the case, cupping hishandsaround it lest a
sray current of air destroy the flame. He didn't know how vitd matches might be asthey progressed and
had no desire to waste even asingle one. Then they had it, and the seaman said, "Maam— and you two
gentlemen— stand back alittle, please.”

"Don't hurt the ax handle, sailor.”

"l won't, maam,” he said, hisvoice loud over theroar of the flame as he applied it against the surface of
theice. It began medting immediately, eam rising in atiny vapor cloud like the clouds of their bresthsin
the cavern with itsice-coated walls and ceiling and floor.

The seaman called out to one of the others from the Churchill: "Hey, Manny—"

A swarthy-faced man with thick eyebrows, who looked asif he was chilled to the bone, skidded on his
heels on the ice and stopped beside them.

Mauricetold him, " Get those waterproof gauntletsin my pack here whilel work."

"You bet," Manny said, starting to open Maurice's backpack.

"In the right-side pouch | think— the top pouch.”

"Right."

In amoment Manny produced the waterproof gauntlets, arubbery-looking gray and past e bow length.
The gauntlets were apparently made to be used without removing gloves aready worn; thefingers
seemed huge.

"l got 'em, Maurice."

"Here," Culhanetold Manny, "I'll take those." He pulled on one of the waterproof gauntlets, and
Mulrooney helped him with the second one,

Thetorch suddenly cut off. "Hurry up and get it out of there, Sir. Shelsrefreezin’ dready.”

"Right," Culhanetold the man. He dipped his gauntleted right arm into the puddle of water that was
aready freezing over on the surface. Hisfingersfound the ax handle, and he wrenched it up. It seemed
perfectly preserved.

"L ook— look there near the bottom of the handle,” Mulrooney gasped.

Culhane awkwardly turned the ax handle over in his huge rubber fingers, putting it into the light of
Partridge's battery-operated lantern. Mulrooney, her voice hushed, read, "H.M.S. Madagascar."

"That the hundred-year-old English ship?'

"Yeah," Culhane said, nodding to Maurice.



"Damn—" It was Manny'svoice. The seaman couldn't take his eyes from the burned-in | etters.

"Partridge, get on the walkie-talkie and tell Wilbur to hold up the second party. Well be herefor a
while"

"What for, Mr. Culhane?'

Culhanelooked at him. "If they left an ax handle here, it's pretty likely they left the head, too. They were
probably using it for something. The ax handle broke off— you can see that. Maybe thisiswhere they
hacked through theiceto find theweird meta or whatever they caled it.”

"They cdled it 'amost peculiar iron," Mulrooney said, her voice sounding impatient.

"Gotcha," Partridge confirmed. Culhane could hear the crackle of the walkie-takie, then he sarted
searching for the waterproof matches again as Maurice opened the propane torch's gas-outlet valve.

Thetorch waslit again, and less than an inch below where the ax handle had been, found the double-bit
head. It hadn't even rusted. Culhane pulled it out.

"There's a manufacturer's name on it— see?' Culhane looked at Manny, to whom he'd handed the ax
head. "Says— yesh— M.L. Woothridge Foundries.”

"Hey, there's something shiny down there,"” Maurice said. The torch hissed, steam rose, and suddenly
Culhane could see.

"Holy— it is meta," Mulrooney breathed.

Culhane gtared down through the puddle of clear water and the cloud of steam aboveit. The metal was
totally rust-free, brilliant, dmost polished. "Mdt away more of theice. Get the torch on the metd itsalf
and see what happens.”

"Yes, dr," said Maurice, increasing the area covered by the torch. "Here goes.” He focused the flame into
anarow blue-ydlow tongue. "Don't look like anything's happenin'.”

"Seeif you can make amore precise—"

"I hear ya, dir." Maurice adjusted the flame again, creating a pinpoint of yellow-tipped blue.

"Keepit up, keepit up,” Mulrooney urged.

"Y es, maam— torch might be runnin' low."

Culhanerolled down the gauntlet, rolled back his deeve's sorm cuff, smudged moisture from the face of
the Rolex Sea Dweller and watched the sweep second hand. One minute. Two minutes. Almost three,
then asputtering noise.

"The bottles out," Maurice announced.

Culhane picked up asmall chunk of ice and dropped it on the spot of metal. It didn't melt.



On impulse, he ripped the rubber gauntlet from hisleft hand, then hisleather glove and the silk liner
undernegth.

"What are you doing?" Partridge murmured.

Culhanetouched hislittle finger to the metd surface.

"It isn't even warm— not abit— not at al.”

"Man!" Maurice gasped.

"Not man at dl," Mulrooney whispered hoarsdly. "Not man at all.”

They continued aong the tunnel. It was definitely atunnd, either man-made or made by someone or
something other than man. The test they had given the metal wasinconclusive, Culhanetold himsdif.
There could be and probably were numerous man-made substances that would be totally imperviousto
heat from a propane torch. He couldn't think of any offhand, but he was sure there were.

Thetunnd was at adight angle. Culhane hadn't redized it, nor gpparently had any of them, until they had
traveled its length for more than an hour. At arest sop— they had signaled the rear party to rest, as
well— Mulrooney had taken her lipstick from her purse, complaining her lipsfelt dry and chapped. She
had set it for an instant on the dick ice, and the lipstick had just rolled away, deeper into the tunnel.
Culhane had gone fter it, dipping, faling, but grabbing for it. The things aman does to impress awoman,
he had thought, and it was then that he not only redized the tunnel was at adight angle, but he lso saw
the button under theiice.

The tranducent ice was less than two inches thick over the button, so hetook his climbing ax from the
utility belt at thewaist of his parkaand chipped away at theice. Partridge had called out, asking what he
was doing. Culhane had been evasive— and he hoped convincing. He il didn't quite know why. Ina

few seconds, the button wasfree.

Hefet aqueasinessin his somach. It wasn't a button; he had seen it from the Sde only. He held the small
object in hisgloved right hand and stared at it.

Mulrooney's voice did not sound cam, but he could tell shewastrying. "Hey— hey, guys! Hey— hey!"
Culhane stood up, pocketing the object held taken from theice. "I've got your lipstick, Fanny!"

But she didn't look at him. Shewas staring at the far wal of the tunnd. The tunnel had gradually widened
until now the ice seemed less thick, and in occasiona spots the gleaming, strange meta could be seen
throughit.

But Mulrooney wasn't looking at the metal. Culhane could see that as he approached her.

Her battery-operated light made what was visible through the trand ucent ice seem even more horrible, he
realized. He was proud of her that she hadn't screamed. He might have, he thought.

A human being wearing the clothes of a seaman of a century ago was encased in theice. Hiseyeswere



wide open, and the body— except for apuckery quality in some areas of the face near the sunken eyes
and the sunken cheeks— seemed perfectly preserved.

"One of the crew of the Madagascar,” Mulrooney whispered.
Culhane put hisright arm around her.
"God bless the man— to die here,” Maurice said quietly.

Margaret Spicer said, "The cold mummified his body. Look there— the expresson on hisface. I've seen
it on the faces of people who were buried dive. Maybe that—"

Mulrooney turned away and Culhane held her.

Hisleft hand wasin his coat pocket, and through his glove he could fed the outline of the object he had
removed from theice. A jawless skull of slver formed aschool or fraternd ring. Two lightning bolts
appeared on one side of the skull; on the other was the legend Mein Ehre, Treu—"My honor, my
trust"— the origina motto of Himmler'sdite. It wasan SS Totenkopf ring.

Perhaps that was why the body from a century ago, frozen into theice wall of the tunnd, didn't shock him
asmuch asit could have.

There had been Nazis here, in the tunnel. Perhagps Nazis had found whatever the Madagascar had
found.

"We can't do anything for the poor guy now. Come on. Rest stop is over— timeto move on." Ashe
drew Mary Frances Mulrooney away from the frozen body in the wall, he moved hisarm from her
shoulder and brushed his hand againgt his jacket over the butt of hispistal. It was agood feding.

* k% %

Culhane now knew how Dante must have felt when led by Virgil into the underworld. Steam rosein
seemingly impenetrable clouds, the cold of theice that had been around them gone, replaced by warmth
that in itself would not have been unpleasant, but the sudden contrast to the subzero surface temperatures
made it seem amost stifling. Y et there were il patches of ice here and there on the meta surface of the
tunnd floor, and with practicaly no visibility, moving dong the tunnel had become even more dangerous.
The metd surface was as though polished and buffed. It literdly gleamed in the dightest light, and its dick
surface compounded the hazards of walking on the amost invisibleicy spots. Each member of the
advance party had dipped and falen at least once.

The seaman named Manny dipped and broke his ankle just asthey passed the two-and-a-half-hour
mark in the ever more downward trek. The steepness of the angle was such that asthey walked—
hugging the sides of the tunnel— they had assumed amost ajogging pace, the toes of their boots at sharp
anglesto their legs. When Manny skidded, fell and began to dide, screaming with pain and fear,
Mulrooney was tugged after him. Culhane, tied behind her, skidded aswell.

"I've got ya— but only for asecond here!" Partridge shouted.

Culhane splayed his gloved fingers, spread hislegs and arms and shouted to Fanny Mulrooney, " Spread
yoursdlf out! Hurry!"



"All right! " sheydled up to him.
Manny was il screaming.

Culhane looked up. Partridge and Maurice held them from above, and Felix Liebermann, Dr. Spicer and
the third seaman from the Chur chill— Phippsheld them from thewall side.

Culhane hunched his shoulders, snking his head down for an instant, and caught his breath. "Partridge,
warn the others behind us about how dippery it's gotten. Fanny, dide down alittle and seeif you can
help Manny. I'll boost you down.” A cold sweat washing his body, Culhanerolled onto his back,
skidding only alittle, and pulled up his knees. He braced himsdf with his and Mulrooney's segment of the
rope between hislegsjust over hiscrotch. "Okay, try it, Fanny." He held the ropein his hands, feding his
rear end dide alittle on the dick surface of the tunnd floor. As he watched Mulrooney edging down
toward Manny, Culhane shouted to Partridge, " Partridge, have Wilbur send somebody back up the
tunnel to where theiceis good and thick. Have him drive in some of those climbing pitons or something
to anchor the ropes. If this gets any stegper, next time one of us dides we won't be able to stop, and
we'd never makeit out thisway, never be ableto climb up. It'stoo dick.”

"There might not be enough rope," Partridge called back. "Maybe not enough to get to the bottom.”

Culhane shook his head and watched Mulrooney. She was on her knees now beside Manny, gently
touching hisankle. He could hear the sailor groan. "Broken— bad,” she shouted up. "At least | think so.”

Culhane cdled up to Partridge. "If we can't get down, we get back up to the surface and wait until we
can signd the Churchill to get morerope. Get it flown in if we haveto. In the mouth of the tunnel we can
stay warm enough to hold out. But if we keep going much more without aguide rope, well be goners.”

Helooked at Partridge, and the CIA man nodded his head. "All right— agreed.” Then Culhane heard the
crackle of thewakie-takie and Partridge talking into it.

Culhane, Mulrooney and the four others remaining in the advance party— Felix Liebermann, Margaret
Spicer, Maurice and Partridge— now crawled by the side of the tunnel. The steepness had reached the
point a which they could not walk. But with the rope secured above them, and each person securely tied
to the next, they till made good progress. They had left Manny behind with Phippsto wait for the
backup party. With twenty-one of them, there was sufficient manpower to handle theinjured man. The
mirror-smooth surface of the tunnel would make dragging him or letting him down arope length a atime
not too difficult.

Dr. Spicer and Maurice werein the lead now, Partridge and Dr. Liebermann werein the rear, and
Culhane and Fanny Mulrooney were at the center of the security rope. Partridge was charged with | etting
out the line asthey continued the descent. Twenty-five minutes had € gpsed, according to Culhane's
Rolex, snce Manny's accident.

Suddenly Partridge shouted, "Watch out— hol—"

Culhane looked up and saw Partridge dammed against the tunnel wall as an object— a body— streaked
past him.

Culhane reached for Manny, but he was going too fast. Culhane missed contact by inches. Manny's
screams echoed in the tunnel, becoming fainter as he did away from them. Perhaps five hundred yards
down there appeared to be abend in the tunndl. Culhane watched as Manny's body dammed against the



wall and bounced off, gone from sight.

Margaret Spicer screamed. Fanny Mulrooney buried her head in Culhané's shoulder.
"Partridge— you okay?' Culhane cdled.

"Yeah," Partridge groaned back. "Winded me—"

Culhane heard the crackle of atic: "Partridge to Wilbur. Comein. What the hell happened with Manny?
Over!"

Culhanelicked hislips.

"Partridge calling Wilbur. What happened? Over!”
"What's the matter?' Mulrooney murmured.

Culhane shook his head, motioning for her to be quiet.

Because the tunnd curved downward, and because it had been dower going with the injured Manny, the
rear party was no longer visible above. Culhane estimated they were aquarter mile back.

"Could you be out of range?’

"Should be four miles, Dr. Spicer," Partridge answered. "Partridge to Lieutenant Wilbur. Do you read
me? Over!"

There was no answer.

Culhanelit acigarette. "Partridge,”" he called up. "Just for the hell of it, give agood tug to the guide rope,
but brace yoursdf againgt thewadll in caseit gives."

"What are you—"
"Try it," Fanny Mulrooney urged.

Partridge looked down at them and nodded. Flat against the wall, Culhane watched Partridge as he
tugged at the rope. It gave, snaking downward.

"Oh, my God—" Margaret Spicer wailed.
Dr. Liebermann intoned, "If above usthey arein trouble somehow, we will never return to the surface.”

Culhanefelt the musclesin his neck tense. He swallowed hard. There was only onething to do. "We
keep going— down. There was rope dragging from Manny's armpits as he dipped past us. It would have
been cut. There'samurderer above us. Maybe's there's another murderer with us. But we can't stay

here. And I'm warning everyone now: if anyone touches Fanny or me, | start shooting. In thistunnd,
bullets would ricochet from now until doomsday. No one would be safe— not even the murderer.”

His parkawas aready open. The Detonics Scoremaster in the crossdraw holster would be visible to
anyone. Hewanted it that way.



"Keep yourselvestied to the safety line. If one of us goes, maybe the other five can kegp him from
dipping away." He turned and looked at Margaret Spicer and Maurice. "Let'sgo."

Asthey started, Culhane could hear Partridge trying the wakie-talkie one more time.
There was no answer.

They had crawled the five hundred yards to where Manny's body had disappeared. The tunnd had
leveled off, and the body was about two hundred yards farther on. Culhane wasthe first to stand— his
legs tiff, his back aching— and heinched like aworm over ametd surface dicker than the smoothest
glass. His stomach churned and his pams sweated insde his gloves as he leaned againgt the tunnel wall
for support. Hefdt asif he wanted to throw up.

He fought the nausea, then, after amoment, dowly bent to help Mulrooney to stand. He undid the rope
at hiswaist, removed his pack and then his parka, then dung the coat onto the pack and secured it there.
He pulled the toque from his head. It had been rolled up on the sidesinto awatch cap, but it wastoo
warm now even for that.

Hewould have tugged off his swesater, but it would have shown the smaler Detonics concedled under it;
the swesater was a heavy knit and hid the gun's outline well. He stood on one foot, Mulrooney helping to
support him as he undid the lashings of the insulated boots he'd worn over his own boots. He pulled the
right one off, unzipping the closure of his snow pants. He did the same with the left. He pushed the snow
pants down to his knees, then sat on the metd floor of the tunndl, pulling them off.

Inthe Levi's, the swester, the cotton flannd shirt and the therma underwear, he was till warm.

Wordlesdy, Mulrooney followed his example, and the others did the same, stripping off their
coldweather gear.

There was no need to run to Manny. From the angle of hishead to his shoulders, it was obviousto
anyone the seaman was dead.

Maurice finaly broke the slence. "When | find out who cut that rope, I'm gonnakill the son of abitch.”
"Good for you," Culhane said, smiling. "But you may have to take anumber— I'min line ahead of you."
Maurice looked at him and nodded, saying nothing else.

"What do we do now?" It was Margaret Spicer.

"We look a poor Manny," Mulrooney answered, "and we keep going on, | guess.”

"I'm for staying here," Partridge announced. "My three men were up there. If some funny businesswent
on and my guysdidn't stop it, then they're dead. And I'm gonna get the bastardswho did it."

Culhanelit acigarette and rubbed hisface. He could never remember being so tired. "All thisis because
of what lies down there. If Steiglitz was right about some fantastic power, then fine. We get down there,
either sabotage it before he can useit, or learn to use it againgt him when he comes.”

"The captain'll be sendin’ out that rescue party in another nine hoursif he doesn't hear from us," Maurice



murmured.

Culhane looked at him. "1 don't think so. And if he does, we're talking amost a day before they could
reach us."

"What do you mean, you 'don't think so'?" Dr. Liebermann asked.

"If Wilbur isour man, or one of our men— and I'm using the masculine in the generic sense only— wll,
then that radio beacon he put out wasn't to the Churchill.... "

"Bad shit, man," Mauriceintoned.
"That sumsit up pretty well," Mulrooney agreed.

Culhane sighed, leaning againgt the wall, then pushed himself away. He picked up his pack in hisleft fist
and carried it like a suitcase by the straps, his outer clothing secured toit. "Let's go close Manny's eyes.”

With Mulrooney beside him, he started walking toward the dead seaman two hundred yards farther
down thetunnd'slength.

They closed Manny's eyes, then wrapped him in ablanket. The rope end had been cuit.

Therewasalight, brighter than the lights of their battery-operated lanterns, and Culhane, waking in the
lead now, tired, worn, Mulrooney beside him, shut off hislight and stared at it. He started to laugh, his
laughter ringing inthetunnd.

"What's..." Mulrooney began.
"Trite phrasefor the day: 'Thereésalight at the end of the tunnel'— there! Look!"

Culhane started walking toward the light. He guessed it was perhaps ahundred yards. He only redlized
he was walking rapidly when he heard the faster tattoo of Mulrooney's boots on the dmost luminescent
meta of the tunnd floor benesth their feet.

At the end of the tunndl he stopped. He rgjected seeing what filled the areabefore him. Around him were
other tunnel mouths— seven more, he counted— radiating like the spokes of awhed, not in acircle but
inasemicircle. Directly opposite where he stood in the center tunnel, he could seeawal of stonewith a
triangular opening leading into what seemed to be another tunnel. But even from where he stood, there
waslight visble at thefar end of this new tunnel with the triangular entrance.

Mulrooney was holding his hand, and he closed his eyes, seeing what lay between the seven spokelike
tunnels and the triangle cut in the rock at the far Sde through her words, through her eyes.

"Josh— oh, my God, Josh.... They redly exis— al these years, al the people who saw them— and
they'reright herein front of our eyes.

He opened hiseyes ashe felt her drag at his hand, drawing him forward from the tunnel mouth.

He heard Partridge behind them. "Hying saucers, God Almighty "



PART FOUR

THE STARBASE

Chapter Thirty-Seven

He walked beside her, looking into her eyes as she looked up into his. After more than three decades of
existence, Culhane finaly understood the meaning of the expression "Like akid in acandy store.” That
kid was Fanny Mulrooney.

"I'd liketo say go and play, but—"

"I know...." And she stood beside him. He watched her fists balling closed, opening, then balling closed
agan.

"It'sahangar bay! Wow!"

Culhanelooked around a Maurice. Asif explaining himsdlf, the Churchill’'s crew member said, "When |
first joined up three years ago, | was put on an aircraft carrier— the Enterprise. | guessl fdtlikea
dried-out peaiin abarrel. She'sbig, man! Then | got into submarines, but thisislikethat, likethe big
carriers— it'sahangar bay."

"Those are launching tunnels. We waked through one," Mulrooney murmured.
"They aren't saucer-shaped at al, are they?' Margaret Spicer remarked.

Culhane looked at her, then back at the ships. He counted twenty-one of them, arranged in three clusters
of seven. The shipswere apparently constructed of the same luminescent metal asthe tunnels, or at least
asmilar dloy, Culhanetheorized.

"They'reairfoils" Mulrooney said, her voice hushed asif shewerein acathedral.
"From above or below they'd be triangular looking," Partridge announced.

Culhane looked a him, then at Mulrooney. Only the older man with the goatee had remained silent.
Culhanelooked at him. "Well, what do you think?'

"| presume that since no one— or nothing— has molested us, the owners of these craft are not, at the
moment at least, present. | doubt these persons have been here since the Madagascar's crew explored
the tunnel through which we passed. Were a ship of thistype to pass through the tunnd, | would surmise
ar resstance would generate agreat heat. Y our experiments with the tunnel surface when this
gentleman—" he patted Maurice on the shoulder "— melted through the ice were most interesting, if
inconclusive. But such great heat resistance would imply arationd reason behind itsimplementation. If
great heat were generated, then the block of icein the wall where the body of the seaman from the



Madagascar had been found would have been melted and the body incinerated. No, | should say these
ships have been unused for sometime.”

"Just what the hell do you do, anyway? | never got that Sraight,” Culhane asked the man. "And it's
Liebermann?'

"Felix Liebermann, yes," thelittle man said, walking ahead.
"The Egyptologig, right?' Mulrooney asked.

"Wrong. That's Cornblume. He's the professor of Egyptology.”
"Then you're the astrophysicist,” Culhane said.

"No, that's Harry Rutgers— agood friend of mine, Harry. No, I'm a professor of human engineering at
that little western university no one can ever remember; we don't have afootball team. I'm aspecia
consultant to the Centrd Intelligence Agency." Helooked over his shoulder as hetook apair of
wire-rimmed glasses from under his parkaand perched them on his nose. He looked at Partridge. ™Y ou
knew, the deputy director knew— and the deputy director decided | should know, too." Thelittle man
gmiled.

Heturned and looked at Culhane. "1 suggest we ingpect the ships without touching anything. It appears
their hatches are open to us, dmost inviting us. If I'm not mistaken, 1'd be the logica personto tell you
something about the people or creatures who once flew them. Come." He started ahead toward the
nearest seven-ship squadron, Culhane following him, Mulrooney beside Culhane.

Thelittle man stopped. Without turning around, standing less than a half-dozen yards from the entrance to
the nearest of the triangular airfoils, he said, "' One can ascertain much from the construction of the entry
system to the ship. The dienswere gpparently taller than man and of tremendous girth, if the demon skull
that was spoken of in the memoir of Henry Chillingsworth and in the logbook of the Madagascar itsdf
wastypical. The width of these entryways would accommodate atal creature with bovine horns. Shall
we enter? But touch nothing, hmm?"

Culhane watched as Liebermann started to circle the ship.

Culhane dropped his pack to the hangar floor, opened it and plowed inside.

"What are you looking for?"

"What | might need mogt." He removed the extramagazines for his pistol and the two spare 8-round
extension magazines aswell. There was amusette-style shoulder bag folded into his pack. He removed
it, opened it and placed the spare magazinesingde, then the partialy emptied box of ammunition. He
found hisflashlight and placed that and the three extra D-size Duracell batteries for it into the bag. Six
packs of Pall Mall redswent into the musette bag. A pair of leather gloves, thin for shooting. He stuffed
these under hisleft armpit for the moment. He started going through the pockets of his parka and found
the box of waterproof matches, which he added to the musette bag. Thering.

"Wheat's that?" Mulrooney asked, stooped over beside him.

Helooked up into her eyes. "A secret— tell you later." Then he stood, pocketing the ring. His pack



closed, he did it acrossthe floor toward the tunnel through which they'd come. "Only way I'll be needing
that coat isif we makeit back through that tunnel." Helooked at Mulrooney. "Get rid of what you don't

She seemed to think about it amoment, then went into her pack and removed alarge black canvas purse
with double handles. She pitched the backpack and parka next to Culhane's and put the purse under her
left arm. "I'm readly.”

He smiled at her and shouldered the musette bag. It was heavier than he would have liked, but everything
except the cigarettes was vital— and those were vitd to his sanity. Helooked at Maurice. " Go through
the packs and get dl the food, water and medica gear into one pack. We can take turns hauling it."

"Yes, dr," said Maurice, starting away. Then he stopped. "Can 1—"

"Yeah," Culhane said and laughed. "L ook ingde the ship first. Go ahead." Maurice trotted after Dr.
Liebermann.

But Dr. Liebermann stepped away from the entry hatch. "We are ready then. | will go—"

Culhane cut him off. "Dr. Liebermann, no offense, but I've been thinking. Without Fanny— Miss
Mulrooney— without her, we wouldn't be here. If there's going to be a person who'sthe first person
from this expedition to enter an unidentified flying object, it's gonna be her. There's the danger factor— |
know that. But | think she's got the right more than any of us." Culhane looked at her, hisvoice lowering
50 only she— he hoped— could hear it. "I won't say that if we get out of here divel'll never make
cracks again about the books you write. But I'll try to understand what you do awhole hell of alot
better. | promise.”

She got up on tiptoes and kissed him hard on the lips, then ran toward the nearest ship.

* k% %

Mary Frances Mulrooney, author of fifteen books— including those soon to be published— on the
occult, the supernatural and unexplained phenomena, touched the toe of her Ieft foot very gingerly to the
threshold of the doorway into the aircraft. For some reason— she didn't understand her own fedings—
she wanted to cry. And she wanted to laugh.

Nothing happened when her foot touched the aien craft. She set her other foot onto the threshold. No
tingling sensation, no closing of the hatch, no shrieking of dien sirens, no clapping of bells.

Nothing.

She inspected the doorway— the hatch seemed to close from above and bel ow— then she looked
ingdethe ship.

"Josh. Josh." She cooed the word until shefet him beside her.
llFa,]W.II

She swalowed hard to get rid of the lump in her throat. "It's... Jesus, it's beautiful...."



To her left were instrument panels— or at least she assumed they were instrument panels. Diodes of
some sort were embedded in adarker metd, and the metal seemed somehow thinner to her. It was only
logicdl that instrument pandswould be of adifferent materia than the hull, sherationalized. But the
diodes were not lit.

To her right, approximately at the center of the boomerang-shaped airfoil when measured from sideto
sde, were three steps. The treads were very broad and the height of the steps very low. With Culhane
holding her hand, she started ahead toward the steps, looking upward. There was arailed deck of some
sort overhead, and she ducked her head ingtinctively as she started up the steps and unde it.

"They would have waked dightly bent forward and, considering the apparent size of their skulls, were
most likely bowlegged aswell,” she heard Dr. Liebermann saying. "1 used the skull size earlier to estimate
their height, and I'd say closeto seven feet. And the fascinating part of it isthat the airfoil from sdeto
sdeisroughly forty-nine feet— or seven times the height of the occupant. The depth of the craft from the
apparent nose behind us to the rearmost portion amidships— some sort of drive unit, propulsion system,
what-have-you— is gpproximately twenty-one feet, and the ship isroughly fourteen feet high. It restson
three pointsthat form atriangle.... "

"Threes and sevens,” Culhane mused. "Curious.”

"The number seven has been sgnificant to numerous cultures,”" Mulrooney said, reaching the top of the
steps. A dome made of some transparent substance like glass was above her. The dome, which had
three sides and resembled arounded pyramid, rose to an apex. She stood benegath it at its exact center,
facing the steps she had climbed, looking toward the forward section of the ship. She stood between two
chairsof massvesze.

Dr. Liebermann was talking again, and mechanically Mulrooney found hersdlf listening. "A crew of three.
| had expected that— the ship istoo small for seven.” Mulrooney looked at Liebermann, then at the chair
to her right. That chair was at the center of a cluster of what appeared to be more of the instrument

panels.

"What abridge," Maurice whispered. "That'swhat thisis, folks— it's the bridge of agoddamned flying
saucer! Hdlduyjah!"

Culhane looked at his Rolex. It was gpparently still working, and he was mildly surprised the spacecraft
didn't exude some sort of energy force that would have stopped it. About ten minutes had €l apsed since
they had entered the hangar bay.

"Maurice, | hateto break thisup,” Culhane said, "but it'stime to work on the gear. Then | want you to
get out there and guard the tunnel mouth, and signd if somebody comes.™

"Y ou mean the lieutenant?'
"Y ou got agun, Maurice?"

Maurice dung back his parka. Under it wasa Gl shoulder holster, the butt of a.45 visibleinit againgt his
chest.

"Go stand guard,” Culhane told the man.



"Right— yes, gr," Maurice said and, glancing back longingly it seemed at the bridge of the aircraft, he
started down the three steps and disappeared through the hatch.

"They'll try for us, won't they?' Mulrooney asked.

"If some of them up there are working for Steiglitz," Culhane answered, "they probably have thingsin
mind even Sean Dodge couldn't imagine.”

"Look here," Liebermann cdled.

Culhane walked over to one of the two large chairs at the center of the bridge. Liebermann wasusing a
sted tape measure and was measuring the pillowlike section on the elevated seat back. "Miss
Mulrooneysit in the chair, pleese— here.”

She turned to Liebermann, wondering what would happen if she sat in the chair. "Why?"

"An experiment— but a perfectly harmless one. Please, Miss Mulrooney, sit.”

Shelicked her lips. Her mouth was dry. She walked to the front of the chair, her knees going together as
she sat down. Shefolded her handsin her 1ap, alittle afraid to touch the armrests of the sedts. It was
strange materia, Smilar to leather but not quite. It was the most comfortable chair she could ever
remember Stting in. "What's the point of the experiment?' she asked Dr. Liebermann.

"In just amoment...please, Miss Mulrooney, would you stand up and would Mr. Culhane sit down?"

Mulrooney stood quickly and gave her seat to Culhane. As she walked across the bridge she could hear
Culhane asking, "What doesthis prove?’

Therewas apand of something dark that looked like glass. Mulrooney could see hersdlf init. Sill
listening to Mulrooney and Liebermann, she took the blue-and-white bandanna from her hair. She set her
purse on an ingtrument-free part of one of the control consoles, plowing through the purse to find her
brush.

"It proves something rather interesting, something | had already surmised and mentioned to you both
before we entered the ship. The creatures do indeed al have the demon skulls, aswe cal them. Miss

Mulrooney?'

She kept brushing her hair, not looking a him. "What isit, Dr. Liebermann?’

"How tal areyou?'

"Fve-seven. Why?'

"And Mr. Culhane— your height?'

"A little over Sx."

"From the headrest position, these crestures, beings— call them what you will— were gpproximately

seven feet tal. They actualy had the hornslike the skull so much talked about in the Gladstone Log.
These headrests were constructed to accommodate the width."



Mulrooney was finished with her hair, then refolding the bandanna and tying it over her head, under her
hair at the nape of her neck. "Then everything they consiructed was in multiples of their height?*

"A sengble arrangement, perhaps,” said Liebermann. He was amiling.

"How about how the ship works?' Mulrooney asked.

"Hmm— agood question, good indeed. There seem to be no actual manua controls as such, unless
these devices that gppear to be smilar to light-emitting diodes have atrue mechanicd function. | think
not. | understand there have been some experimentsin laboratoriesin the Soviet Union with the eectrical

impulses emitted by brainwaves.... "

Mulrooney felt hersalf jump. It was Maurice shouting from outside. "They're comin— but some of them
ant therel"

* % %

"Let's get outta here— down that next tunnel under thetriangle!” yelled Culhanes voice. "Fanny, Dr.
Liebermann!”

Partridge ran from the tunnel under thetriangle.

"Where the hell were you guys?'

"In one of the ships," Culhane called back. "We got company. Where were you?'

"Margaret and | wereinsde over there. It's like something out of adream— you won't believeit.”
"Any placesto hide?'

"Y egh— plenty!"

"Get going and walt for us at the end of the tunnel. Wilbur and the others are coming, but some of them
are missng— like one of your guys."

"If they—"

"Get goin'!" Culhane rasped, reaching the entrance to the ship. "Fanny, goddammit!"
"Coming," he heard her call.

"Hey!" It was Maurice at the entrance to the tunnel to the surface. "'I'm with you guys.”

"Get the gear | asked you to collect— the food and stuff— and move it down that tunnel under the
triangle. Wait a theend.”

Maurice said nothing, but as Culhane watched, he picked up a bursting pack and started to run.

Mulrooney was in the hatch of the ship. "What'swrong?"



"Maybe everything. Come on! Bring Liebermann— and hurry!"

Instead of running toward the triangular entranceway into the tunnel on the far sde of the hangar bay,
Culhane ran toward the tunnd through which they had entered, the Scoremaster .45 in hisright fist.

Hethrew himsdlf againg the sdewal just outside the tunnel mouth.

He shouted along the tunnel's length as he shot a glance around the edge. "Wilbur!™

"Mr. Culhane— yes"

"Wilbur, don't come down the tunnel— not just yet."

"Why not, Mr. Culhane?'

"Some questions need some answers...."

"Isthat athreat, Mr. Culhane?"'

"A threat, Lieutenant. What happened to Manny?'

"Hedied, | presume.”

The voice didn't sound any closer.

"Why?What harm could aman with a broken ankle have—"

Wilbur's voice cut him off. ™Y ou should know the answer, Mr. Culhane. | never read one of your books;
| don't reed that sort of stuff. But | understand people get killed right and left in your novels. Why do you

think | had to kill him?"

Culhanefdt hisright pam swesting on the butt of the .45. "I give up. | write adventure stories, not
mygeries”

"Hewaswhat you'd cal agood guy, Mr. Culhane, loya to his country and to hisship. I'm sure he
watched every John Wayne movie ever made."

"Aww, shit," Culhanesaid. "Y ou working for Steiglitz?"
"Yes, heis working for me."

Thevoice wasthat of thelinguist, Dr. Erwin Fell.

Chapter Thirty-Eight

There had been labding of some sort on the instrument panelsin the huge airfoil. Culhane had glanced a



it, and given the right books, perhaps access to a computer, and time— time most of adl— hefét he
could have deciphered it.

Steiglitz, on the other hand, was a genius with languages.

If there had been explosives available and away to detonate them, Culhane would have blown up the
arfoils. Ingtead he fired three rounds high into the tunnel and started to run. He had fired high in the event
that some of those in Wilbur's and Steiglitz's party were innocent hostages, and there had been no time
for accuracy.

Culhane had gotten off three rounds, and now, with gunfire echoing from the tunnel mouth asheran, he
moved asif the Devil himsdf were chasing him. And perhaps Steiglitz was just that.

A devil comedownto andienhell.

Mulrooney was waiting under the gpex of thetriangle, her little revolver in her right hand. "Come on!”
"Run, dammit! | could always outdistance you! I'll catch up!”

And he could see her start to run.

He was hafway across the hangar bay, when there was more gunfire, louder thistime.

He threw himsdlf down behind one of the ships. There were two men in the tunne mouth: one of them
fromthe Churchill, the other aCIA penguin. Culhanefired two shots from the Scoremaster.

Gunfirerained heavily againgt the hull of the ship. He heard Steiglitz shout, "Don't damage any of the
ships Be careful!”

Thelighter crackle of submachine-gun fire erupted from the 9mm P Uzi the CIA penguin was carrying.
Culhane rode out the burst, then poked his head from behind the ship. The seaman with the M-16 raised
hiswespon to fire. The distance wasfifty yards.

Culhane pumped the Scoremaster's trigger twice using atwo-hand hold, the hull of the aircraft steadying
him. The crew member from the Churchill doubled over and fell forward, hisM-16 burst firing into the
hangar bay floor, the bullets ricocheting everywhere.

Culhane was up, hisright thumb working the extended magazine release, hisleft hand catching the empty
magazine. All his spares except one were in the musette bag hanging from his shoulder. He reached for
that one sparein his shirt pocket. When he had it, he jammed it into the Scoremaster's butt, his thumb
working down the dide stop as heran for thetriangle in the far wall.

While running, he upped the safety, then saw the tunndl'sfar end perhaps ahundred yards from the
triangular entryway. His breath was coming in short gasps. " Too much writing, not enough running,
Culhane," he thought. He threw himsalf into aflat-out print.

"Thelight at the end of the tunnél." The phrase ran through hismind again and again asheran, hisshins
screaming. Sweat was pouring down his back and under his armpits and streaming from hisface. Hewas
very hot in the swester, the flannd shirt and the thermal underwesr.



He kept running.
At the end of thetunnd he skidded to a hdt.

Margaret Spicer had aknifein her right hand. It was braced across Fanny Mulrooney's throat just bel ow
the jaw line. Fanny's head was cocked back, and the woman's left hand was twisted in Mulrooney's hair.

"Drop the gun or I'll cut her dead, Culhane!™

Culhanelooked at Mary Frances Mulrooney, then at the knife and at the woman who held it.
"SoniaSteiglitz, right? Ever listen to Hopaong Cassidy on theradio?"

Thewoman said nothing.

"Guess not. Anyway, Bill Boyd was dways one of my favoriteswhen | was akid. Hoppy wasthefirst
redly adult Western character, yaknow."

“I'l kill her— drop that gun!”

"That's what made me think of Hoppy. | had this plate | used to loveto eet off. It said 'Best wishes,
Hoppy' onit. But getting back to the radio, aguy once told Hoppy to drop his guns. He had
pearl-handled six-shooters, and he said something like, 'l won't drop these— I'll set 'em down.

Culhane stooped over dowly, setting the cocked and locked Detonics Scoremaster on the floor. Ashe
looked up, hewasinsde the largest pyramid he could ever imagine.

"Y ou and Hopaong Cassidy!" Mulrooney snapped.

"Wait'll you hear me get goin' on Windy and Lucky. That reminds me— next Christmas, get me a set of
spurs, okay?"

"Quiet!”

Culhane looked at Sonia Steiglitz. Then helooked at Dr. Liebermann. Thelittle man with the goatee
stood on his right and held no weapon. Culhane wasn't sure. He looked back to Fanny Mulrooney.
"Now when you get me those spurs, | want the good ones. Not the little dinky spikelike things that they

usein English riding—"
"Quiet!" Sonia Steiglitz jerked back on Mulrooney's hair, brandishing the knife toward Culhane.

"But the kind with the big hard rowe at the back of your hed, Fanny, with the rowel at the back of
your—"'

Mulrooney did it, her |eft foot flashing out and snaking back, fast, into Sonia Steiglitz's left shin. Culhane's
left hand shot out. He could seeiit, could see Sean Dodge doing it, Sean Dodge who used the martial arts
like averitable Chuck Norris, Sean Dodge with hislightning reflexes, Sean Dodge.... Culhane's | eft
connected hard with the interior of Sonia Steiglitz's right wrist, and she loosed her hold on Mulrooney's
hair. Mulrooney's elbow hammered Sonia Steiglitz in the abdomen, causing the woman to roll back, but
her hand still held the knife. Culhane whedled to hisright, the toe of his boot jabbing up and out as



Sonia's knees buckled. He got her on the side of the head.

Culhane bounced on hisfoot as Sonia Steiglitz's head snapped to one side. Hisleg still extended, he
back-kicked her in the side of the jaw, punching her body back and down, the knife skittering across the
floor.

Her head started to rise. Culhane finished the turn, on both feet now, and began to move for her, but then
her head dropped back.

" o
Culhane looked at Mulrooney, then followed her eyes. Dr. Liebermann was holding the Scoremaster.
Culhane whedled toward him, his eyes on the .45's gaping muzzle.

"What do | do with this? | am only a consultant to the CIA— they never showed me how to useagun. "
"Giveittome." Culhane amiled. "Keep your finger off thetrigger." Culhane reached for the gun, taking it
gently. The safety was il on. He exhded hard. Steiglitz and the others would be through the tunnd any

minute. "Wherethe hdll is Partridge?"

"I don't know," Mulrooney said, holding Sonias knifein her right hand and picking up her own revolver
from the floor with her |&ft.

"When we rushed in here, Dr. Spicer came from that vault over there," Liebermann volunteered.

"She's Sonia Steiglitz. There probably isaMargaret Spicer someplace— probably in ashallow grave.”

"I haven't seen Maurice, either,” Mulrooney sad.

"Wonderful," Culhane muttered. He looked up. The pyramid was vastly larger than the Pyramid of
Cheopsin Egypt, the glowing walls made from a strangely luminescent metal Smilar to that used in the
tunndls. Along the lengths of thewalls asfar as he could see were the peculiar hieroglyphics and more of
theideograms, the picture writing. He looked al the way up to the gpex of the pyramid. A cloud of vapor

partialy obscured the very top. Culhane guessed it was over seven hundred feet high. He could hear
shouts from the tunndl.

"Come on— down toward that vault where Soniacame from!" he said.
"What about her?' Mulrooney ingsted.

Sonia Seglitz was unconscious or faking it; Culhane didn't know which, and there wasn't time to worry.
"Keep her knife— she's declawed— and let's leave her. Now run for it!"

Pushing Liebermann ahead of him, Culhane glanced back toward the tunnel. Two of the CIA men with
their Uzi submachine gunswere just coming out. They aimed their wegpons at Culhane and Mulrooney.
Culhane fired two rounds from the Scoremaster toward them, then broke into along-strided, loping run.

Submachine-gun fire hammered into the walls of the pyramid, ricocheting and whining around him like
mosquitoes on ahumid summer night. The vastness of the pyramid was confirmed as heran acrossit. At



its center, dominating the enormous space where nothing else a al was evident, stood a statue. More
accurady, it wasagroup of statues forming one sculpture: an infant, amae child— human, lifdike— the
child marching forward to a hulking, larger than human-sized male. The male stooped asif in worship.
There were no horns on the infant, the boy or the bowing male. The adult male bowed before ahuge
figure of ahuman or humanlike femae that was perhaps one hundred feet tal. Her face was upraised, her
arms outstretched, and in her hands she held horns asiif the horns were to be bestowed on the male
bowed at her feet. And above her face and hair, above her head about one hundred more feet up toward
the cloud of mist obscuring the pyramid's apex, was a crown in the shape of ahalo, seven starbursts
evident onit. And it stayed therein midair without wires or cords or supports. It was suspended. It
defied gravity.

Culhane kept running.

Ahead of him, Mulrooney and Dr. Liebermann disappeared insde atriangular opening inthewall.
Culhanefindly reached the triangular entranceway, throwing himself through and rolling onto hisknees as
assault-rifle fire— distinguishable by its sharper crack— rained down near the chamber entrance.

Mulrooney was on her kneesaswell. In her 1gp she cradled Maurice's head. "1t must've been Sonia
Thereésaknifewound in hisback." Culhane was up, firing two shots toward the triangular doorway, then
he ran to Mulrooney and the seaman. Culhane looked at Maurice's face, then bent over the man. Inches
from Mulrooney's knee was a pool of blood. Culhane touched hisleft hand to Maurice's cheek. He
closed the eydids, saying, "He's dead, sweetheart— a good man.”

Culhane looked at Mulrooney's eyes. Tearsfilled them as she bowed her head and looked away.
Culhane touched his hand to her shoulder, then ran back through the chamber to the triangular entrance
to the pyramid.

"They're coming!" Liebermann shouted.
"Terrific," Culhane rasped.

He looked around the chamber. The walls were covered with pictures of men with the heads of bulls. He
peeked into the pyramid and watched as Wilbur, Steiglitz and the others advanced. Indeed, there were
innocent hostages, he could make out Angela Basque, Dr. Rutgers, Dr. Cornblume and Janet Krull with
one of the CIA men across the pyramid near the tunnd from the hangar bay.

Culhanefired three shotstoward the far right wall of the pyramid, toward Steiglitz and the CIA man, but
the distance was more than ahundred yards and he missed. Steiglitz and the CIA man pulled back.

Culhanefdt hisown swegt. He could smdll it.
He searched the musette bag and found the two spare extension magazines for the Scoremaster. He

loaded one in the .45 and put the other in the pocket of hisLevi's. "Where the hell is Partridge?’ he
snapped, working the .45's dide stop and the dide running forward, chambering around. He upped the

ety

"Hewasn't here. | don't know," Mulrooney called back, resting Maurice's head on the floor. She took
the bandannafrom her hair, unfolded it and covered the dead man'sface.

"Perhaps Mr. Partridge got away," Liebermann suggested, crouched beside Culhane at the entranceway.



"Or maybe heswith them,” Culhane answered.

"Keep an eye on the outside and let me know when they're coming up again,” hetold Liebermann. "1 can
try to hold 'em back."

Culhane stood up and studied the chamber. Whoever the diens were or had been, they liked space, he
decided. Not outer space, but living space. There was no clutter; the floor space was vast. He thought
for amoment that if he were seven feet tdl or so, and horns spread from both sides of his skull, hed be
tired of bumping into things, too.

"I'm no archaeologist,” said Mulrooney, who'd walked up to Culhane and had taken hishand, "and I'm
no Egyptologist, but 1'd be damned surprised if these guys didn't have alot to do with ancient Egypt. And
that statue out there— the crown of starsjust is there, like thereé's no gravity!"

Culhane nodded, biting hislip. The chamber they were in was apparently an entrance hall; there were
more of the triangle-shaped doorways &t its far end. "Maybe those rooms there were quarters or
|aboratories or— hell, maybe storage rooms. Maybe they had laser guns like you see in the movies, and
we could usethose againgt Steigllitz,” hetold her. "Hey, Dr. Liebermann—"

Liebermann turned from the entranceway, looking toward him. "They are not coming. Perhapsthey are
holding back because of your expert marksmanship, or—"

"Yeah, it's gotta be somethin’' ese," Mulrooney teased.

Culhanejust looked at her. She redly knew how to hurt aguy.

Then he said to Liebermann, "Thisway— let's check out those rooms back there. Come on!"
"Coming!" said Liebermann, and he started jogging from the doorway.

"How does aguy his age do that? He was bushed on the way down.... "

"I guess he got his second wind. Who knows?' Mulrooney started walking toward the seven triangular
entrances at the far end of the chamber.

Culhane started to run, passing her, and he heard Mulrooney start to run, too. He stopped at the nearest
of the saven entrances. He heard avoice, faint but distinct: Partridge. "Dr. Spicer, comein here and look
athid"

It came from one of the entranceways farther down. Mulrooney ran past him. "Watch it, Fanny!" Culhane

rasped.
Partridge's voice came again, alittle clearer now. "What the hell wasthat shooting?”

The voice came from the third entrance. Culhane outdistanced Mulrooney, running through the
entranceway into another tunnd. He kept running, the Scoremaster in hisright fist.

"Dr. Spicer," Partridge called again.



Culhane skidded on his boot hedls at the end of the tunnel and stopped. It was avast |aboratory, perhaps
five thousand square feet. The wallsformed apyramid, risng high, but not nearly ashigh asthemain
pyramid. Culhane saw what looked like |aboratory tables on which were containers. Partridge stood at
thefar end of the pyramid, beside one of the tables. He turned around. There wasagun in hisright hand.

"Y ou were doing dl the shooting, huh?" he asked.

Culhane shouted back acrossthe pyramid. "Only some of it. Dr. Fell is Jeremiah Steiglitz. | saw two of
your guysworking with him. Lieutenant Wilbur isworking with him. And Margaret Spicer is Sonia
Seglitz. She'sout cold with a sore jaw. Mulrooney's got her knife."

"Sonia Steiglitz— no shit. Y ou should have killed her when you had the chance.”

"And should | kill you?' Culhane caled out. He heard Mulrooney's boot hedl's stop beside him, but he
never took his eyes off Partridge.

"Kill me? Depends on who you're working for, | guess. Whoever these people were— or diens— they
were working on something and then just abandoned it. There's something like aburia vault down in the
next room. Maybe that's why we don't see any demon skullslying around. But somebody had to runiit,
to put the last body insde it—"

"Y ou don't read much."

"I read your books, Mr. Culhane. | know you've got alittle Detonicsin a holster under your swesater
behind your right hipbone— just like Sean Dodge."

Culhanelooked at the gun in hishand. "And a big onein my fis— more than twice the barrdl length of
that little 66 snubby you've got. | can nail you from here."

"I'll bet you can.”

"Thetrandation," Culhane called. "Thetrandation of the message the dead alien |eft under the map on
Cumberland Idand "

" Youread it to me." Partridge's voice created no echo. There should have been one, Culhane thought.
But there was no echo from his own voice, either. The pyramid walls— what were they made of, that
they could absorb sound?

"Whose sde are you on, Partridge?

Partridge, hisgun gtill in his hand, was waking dowly toward him. "Whose sde do you think I'm on?
Seglitz's? Just because I'm CIA? Because two of my men are working with him?”

Culhane's thumb worked down the .45's safety. "I alwaysdid." He raised the pistal to eye leve, setting
the sghts on Partridge's chest. "1 can't miss”

"You think | set up your brother, right?

"Yeah." Culhanefdt hisright figt tightening on hispistal. "1 think you kept Steiglitz one jump ahead of him
dl theway, | think you—"



Mulrooney screamed. Culhane wheded. There was a shot, then another, and Culhane fell back against
the nearest [ab table. One of the glasdike containers crashed to the floor but didn't shatter.

Thelittle man with the goatee, Sonias knife held in hisright hand like adagger, |ooked vagudly surprised
as red stains blossomed on his chest and abdomen.

Heféll facedown to the floor, the shaitering of the lenses from hiswire-rimmed glasses the only sound in
the dillness.

Culhane looked a Mulrooney. Her eyes were wide open in terror. In her right hand the little stainless
sted .38 wasat gut level.

"There's your man from the CIA who worked for Steiglitz," Partridge said. Culhane looked at the dead
man at hisfeet. Partridge-was dill talking. "So let's get the hell out of here.”

Chapter Thirty-Nine

They had run to the farthest of the seven triangular entryways and raced down through the tunnd to its
end.

Partridge, out of breath, panted, "I haven't been afield agent for along time. Makes you wish you never
got into overeating and deeping late...." He sagged againgt the tunnd wall.

"l don't understand this," Mulrooney declared, still holding her gun.

"All right," Partridge said. "Only two guysin the Company knew what Mr. Culhane's brother was
working on— me and the deputy director. | knew about Liebermann right after we got on board the
submarine. Y ou see, the deputy director had a heart attack the day before, and he died. It was hisfourth
heart attack. When | spotted Liebermann, well, | figured the deputy director had tagged him to come
aong. We knew each other in the days when he used to be aplanner for Steiglitz. Anyway, Liebermann
told me the deputy director had contacted him less than twenty-four hours before. That wasimpossible,
because the deputy director wasin acomafor more than thirty-six hours before his death. He couldn't
have contacted Liebermann. One of the last things he did was contact the Navy and arrange for the
Churchill to ferry usdown here."

"Why the hdl didn't you—"

"Kill nice old Dr. Liebermann? Well, for openers, in books— like you write— us CIA guyswaste
peopleright and left. But if | killed Liebermann, who was till on CIA payroll, my asswould have—" He
flicked his eyestoward Fanny Mulrooney. "Sorry, miss.”

Mulrooney didn't amile.

"Let'sleaveit that | would have been in hot water. | pegged him as doing something for Steiglitz, but |

didn't know what. | also figured he wasn't doneinit. Since | waan't feeding stuff to Steiglitz and | knew
that, it had to be the deputy director. He waslike thiswith Steiglitz in the old days.” Heraised thefirst



and second fingers of hisleft hand, bringing them together tight.

Partridge looked behind them down the tunndl. "I'd say if were gonnado anything, we'd better do it fast.
We can talk while wetry figuring our options, okay?"

Culhane nodded, arting into sill another pyramidshaped room. It was smilar to the laboratory and
about the same size. Massive tables and exotic machinery were everywhere.

"Fanny, you teke the far sde. I'll take the middle. Partridge—"
"Gotcha. Anything specia we'relooking for?"
"Wegpons, maybe," Mulrooney sang ouit.

Culhane walked backward, looking down the tunnel, at any moment expecting Steiglitz and Partridge's
rogue CIA penguins.

"Anyway," said Partridge, talking louder now, "since the deputy director— God rest his soul— had
arranged for the Churchill, I figured maybe somebody on board the Churchill waswith Sieiglitz.”

"Wilbur," Mulrooney caled out.

"Y eah— Wilbur. So | haddalet 'em play out their string. | didn't have anything concrete on Liebermann,
and | wanted to nail Steiglitz." Culhané's eyes met Partridge's. "'Y our brother— he was agood guy, an
honest Fed. | wanted to nail Steiglitz, see, for getting Jeff, and nall it so tight even Steiglitz couldn't pry
himsdlf out."

Culhane nodded, il dividing his attention between the tunndl and the bizarre machinery. He could hear
Mulrooney: "If | saw alaser gun or something, | don't know if 1'd recognizeit. Thisisweird stuff!”

"Hey," Partridge cdled out. "Thisis some kind of agear, but the teeth are in the shapes of little dinky
pyramids.”

"Keep looking for something we can use againg Steiglitz,” Culhane advised.
And then Culhane heard Fanny Mulrooney scream.
Heran toward the nearest aide between the tables, threading hisway through them like arat in amaze,

She was staring down at the floor, and Culhane stopped when he saw what she was staring at. Partridge
hadn't told them everything. And, dmost bitterly, Culhane thought, neither had his brother.

Culhanefingered thering in his pocket— the death's-head— in German Totenkopf—ring.

Onthefloor a Mulrooney's feet were two bodies. One of the bodies wore the resplendent black uniform
of an Obersturmbannfihrer of the SS death squads.

The flesh had not rotted. It was |oose on the bones, but the bodies had been strangely preserved by the
environment. The second body, beside the SSlieutenant colonel, was that of an enlisted man. Culhane
did not know Kriegsmarine rank.



"Widl, I'll be damned. They redly did make it down herel™

Culhane crouched beside the dead SS man and looked up at Partridge. He took the ring from his pocket
and held it up for Partridge to see. "'l found thisin theice on the way down."

"Wheat the hdll isgoing on?' Mulrooney asked.

"Nazis? In aforty-thousand-year-old starbase? Look at their faces."

Culhane studied the two men. Their faces showed shock and terror, the glazed-over eyes pinpoints of
fear. They hadn't been trapped and starved; they hadn't died over along period of time. The SS officer's
uniform tunic was fully buttoned, the knot in histie perfect. There was not even the usud five o'clock
shadow found on the most clean-shaven of dead men. Culhane had researched that once for a book.
After death, the beard kegps growing for atime. But here the beard growth had stopped.

"Something croaked these guysred fast and red good— whatever it was."

He heard Mulrooney repest, "Whatever it was."

"There should be more of them, then," Culhane said. "And there aren't any other wegponsin here. Let's
try one of the other rooms.” Both of the dead Nazis had pigtols.

"What about Steiglitz and his people?’ Partridge asked. "Arethey il out there with Uzis and assault
rifles?’

Culhane looked at Partridge again. "If Steiglitz had wanted to closein, he would have by now. He's
waiting for something. Let'smove." Culhane pulled Mulrooney and looked back at Partridge. The CIA
man was starting to take the Iron Cross from the neck of the dead SS officer.

"What the hell are you doing?"

"D'yaknow how much one of thesell bring in aWorld War 11 souvenir shop? I'll beright withya."

Culhane grabbed Mulrooney's hand and started to run.

* * %

The pyramid was not nearly aslarge as the main pyramid beyond the hangar bay, but it was about twice
as big asthe laboratory and the machine shop. He guessed it was the quartersfor the base personnd. It
looked to Culhane amost like a scout encampment. And the walls of this pyramid were adorned
differently.

There were drawings of congtdlations. But they were unrecognizable, at least to Culhane.

But Mulrooney, her hands almost caressing one of the drawings on the lower surface of the wall beside
her, whispered, "1 think thisisthe Big Dipper.”

"That's not the Big Dipper,” Partridge declared. "My oldest boy'sinto astronomy, and it doesn't—"



"But | saw some computer-generated graphics once of what the Big Dipper would look like viewed from
adigant star,” Mulrooney indsted. "These are their pictures of home, Partridge. They were homesick.”
Thelast word was dmost lost as she said it. Her voice cracked alittle.

Partridge was wa king toward some of the tabldike structures near the right-hand wall. Culhane started
after him. Suddenly Partridge called out, " Two more navy guys, and one SS— the SSguy'sa
Scharfihrer— like asergeant.” Culhane reached Partridge, and they both looked down at the dead men.
Aswith the other corpses preserved by this strange place, their eyes seemed to show something.
Partridge dropped to a crouch and began removing the Iron Cross from the sergeant's neck. Culhane
shrugged. If the sergeant had been Wehrmacht, just asoldier doing his duty, Culhane would have
objected to the violation. But SS had always been scum, and desth didn't change any of that. Likethe
others, these men had carried only pistols.

"Over here," Mulrooney shouted. Culhane took off toward her at adead run. She was beside the far wall
of the pyramid. He stopped a dozen yards from her. What she stared at, what he stared at, were more
complete versons of the maps found on the cave walls at Cumberland Idand.

Hewaked over to stand beside Mulrooney, still keeping an eye on the tunnel entrance. She began to
speak. "These must have been long-distance aerid projections made before Antarctica shifted its position
and became covered withice."

"The base probably dates from before then— before theice, | mean."

Sheturned to face him, and he looked down into her eyes. "But what happened to them &l ?!

Culhane had holstered his gun, and he put both hands on her shoulders. "I think except for that statue out
there, The Three Ages of Alien—" he smiled, but Mulrooney didn't "— except for that and these
congdlations.... Maybe they aren't pictures from home. Maybe dl of thisisahistory. They used their
knowledge, even asthey acquired it, like an art form. Why hang pictures when you can hang ideas?
Follow me?’

"But what happened to them?”

"Maybe some disease, maybe...." He thought about the look in the eyes of the dead Nazis. "Maybe
something dse”

"Mr. Culhangl"

Culhane looked around. Partridge was beside the tunndl entrance. Culhane grabbed Mulrooney's hand
and started to run with her.

He stopped beside Partridge at the tunnel entrance. There was no use hiding at the mouth of the tunnel.
There were too many of them.

Steiglitz, Sonia, the two CIA men and adozen other men with M-16s were gpproaching. Lieutenant
Wilbur stood at the head of the armed men. And he was smiling.

Chapter Forty



Seglitz shouted from the far end of the tunnel: "'l can make no long-term promises, Mr. Culhane, but if
you lay down your weapon-my daughter tells me you don't careto drop it-" there was along pause "-if
you do this and surrender, there will be no immediate harm to yoursdlf, Miss Mulrooney, or even Mr.
Partridge. Mr. Partridge and | were once friends."

Culhane could hear Partridge whisper, "Do what he says. Maybe he won't find your other piece. | got a
few surprises, too."

"Why didn't you recognize him?' Mulrooney asked Partridge.

"Last timel saw him wasfiveyearsago. A full head of hair, mostly gray. The eye color waswrong with
Fdl, and he even changed hisvoice. So | blew it."

Culhanedidn't look at him. "I'd say that."

"l have the answers you and Miss Mulrooney seek,” Steiglitz shouted. "If you do not surrender,
Lieutenant Wilbur will smply order my men ahead, and your meager wegponswill be no match for
assault rifles and submachine guns. If you do surrender, at least when death comesit will be quick and
you will know the answersto your many questions.”

"Don't doit," Mulrooney whispered.

"Do it— it'sour only chance," Partridge urged.

Culhane raised his .45 above his head, then very dowly crouched, setting it on the tunnel floor. "If he
gtarts his men shooting, run for it— back behind those tables where the three Nazis were.”

He stood. The armed men did not advance. Steiglitz called out, "I am pleased. Y ou have pleased me.
And you shall know your answvers.”

Mulrooney set her gun down and so did Partridge.
"Oh, boy..." Culhane said under hisbregth.

* % %

Culhane wasthefirst to betied up. By the time Partridge— the last one— was seated on the floor and
Wilbur's men began tying Partridge's ankles, Culhanes wrists were dready stiff. Culhane, Mulrooney,
Partridge, Janet Krull and Harry Rutgers sat at the base of the towering statue in the giant pyramid just

beyond the hangar bay.

Cornblume and Angela Basgue held handguns. They were with Steiglitz.

Steiglitz stood before them, hands on hiships. Y ou need to shave your head again, Jeremiah,” Partridge
sadwith alaugh. "Y our stubble's starting to show.”

Steglitz smiled. "You know, Calvin, | worried over that. | thought of dying my hair, but shaving it off
seemsto dter the face so much more." He bent forward, hisleft hand holding open his eye around the



socket, hisright hand cupped benegth the eye. Heraised his head, then lowered it again, working on the
|eft eye. "But these things— these contact lenses— | hate them. They served to dter my eye color, o,
like shaving my head, changing my voice and affecting adight limp, it was worth the discomfort to
deceiveyou. And it al worked so well." Steiglitz laughed, a good— natured laugh, Culhane grudgingly
admitted to himsdf.

"So!" Steiglitz began again. "1 promised answers. And answersyou shal have."
"What happened to the people here?"

"They were not people, Miss Mulrooney. They were humanoid crestures from astar system very far
away. I'm afraid that without the detailed andysis of their wall writings and drawings, | cannot be more
specific than that. And where did they go? That | can answer very handily. The answer, in fact, isthe root
cause of my being here after forty years of searching.”

Steiglitz dropped to the floor in across-legged position, smiling as he spoke. "During World War 1, |
was adouble agent for atime-with the full knowledge of the OSS, of course. It wasredly quite curioudy
coincidental how | came upon my discovery. Hitler wasinsane, aswe dl know, and hewasdso
superdtitious. There has been much recent conjecture as to how superstitious, how obsessed with the
occult he actudly was. Sufficeit to say he felt there were mysteriesin arcane studies that when brought to
light would yield power. As hisarmies swept across Europe, he came into possesson of avariety of
interesting things, among these avery small museum in Poland and its treasures. In the basement wasa
papyrus scroll and a skull that seemed half human, haf bovine. By sheer chance, during my gtint asa
double agent, | wasforced to kill an SS officer who, like myself, wasinterested in such mattersand a
student of antique languages, and | came into possession of the scroll. The skull had been inadvertently
destroyed. But the scroll, written in conventiona Egyptian hieroglyphics, spoke of the god who had come
from the cold lands of the south in aboat that soared out of the sun. It fascinated me, but | thought little
more about it until the hapless Miss Chillingsworth brought me those first few pages of what | thought
was the Gladstone Log and what you—" he gestured broadly to Fanny Mulrooney, tied up beside
Culhane "— proved to be only the diary of her uncle. After the war, in my position with the OSS, | made
it my concern to acquire records of Hitler's sorties after this arcane knowledge. He had sent men
everywhere, poor devils. He had even sent men to Antarctica. Two expeditions. Thefirst returned with
reports of finding mysterious man-made caves of meta beneath the ice. They had no equipment and no
ingtructions to explore them. Sheer chance had brought them to the source of the half-human, half-bovine
skull. Or some other document that has since been lost. I'll never know. The second expedition never
returned. They are the dead men you see here. Unfortunately, the coordinates of the tunnelswere lost.
To cadculate the odds of two accidentd findings of these tunnelswould have been staggering. And the
weslth necessary to mount such an expedition was beyond the reach of anything but agovernment.”

"Whether or not there had been some document leading to the first expedition's discovery, as| indicated,
| am uncertain. But from records | secured, | learned the names of eighteen survivors of that first
expedition who had survived thewar. | persondlly tortured each man before | murdered him, but no
sgnificant details were forthcoming except for the fact that after returning from that first expedition, the
same officer led the second, taking twenty-one new men. The men who returned from the first expedition
had suffered so greatly from exposure-related illnesses that they could not be sent back. Even the SS had
aheart.” Sieiglitz laughed.

Culhane€'s somach churned.

"Why didn't thefirst expedition go down into the tunnels?' Mulrooney asked. "If they found the tunndls,



not exploring them was stupid.”

"A good question and one that annoyed me grestly. But it appearsthat they were looking for the lost
continent of Atlantis. Now doesn't that sound stupid? Nobody had told them to look for tunnelsleading
under the ice— especidly metal ones. And the one virtue of the true Nazi was following ordersto the
very letter. That wasin 1937, and the papyrus scroll and the demon skull weren't discovered in Poland
until 1939. The second expedition left shortly after that. | presume they never found Atlantis. In any
event, alien spaceships and advanced technology interested me more greetly than Plato's ruminations.”

Seiglitz chuckled. "The Nazi expedition employed the latest in high-frequency sound equipment, using it
to search for irregularities under theice that might have indicated some passageways benegth it. That's
how they found the tunndls. History has repeated itself, so to speak. Apparently al the other tunnel
mouths are so heavily covered with ice, finding their outlets wasimpossble. But this one, thanksto the
perseverance of our friends aboard the Madagascar, wdl..."

Culhane eyed Steiglitz's daughter. She waslooking at him, rubbing the bruise marks on both sides of her
jaw. Her eyesread "hate," Culhane thought. Steiglitz and Soniahad found his second pistol after he had
surrendered. They had found a second gun on Partridge aso, alittle Beretta Jetfire .25 in a crotch hol ster
on agarter clip.

"Now to the specifics of where the dienswent, hmm?' Steiglitz looked directly at Mulrooney. Culhane
watched her face; she looked afraid. Then helooked back at Steiglitz, who was smiling. " Since the skull
found in the museum in Poland was originally from near Luxor in Egypt, we can assume, | think, that a
number of things transpired. The maps on thewall of the Georgia cave, which you so fortuitoudy
discovered with Mr. Culhane, show aworld before the last great epoch of continental drift had ended. It
was atime near the end, however. We can see why the continents are positioned where they are today;
one can see how they separated. And it was approximately forty thousand years ago that Antarcticas
climate changed. It didn't happen overnight, of course; it wasadow and gradua shift. So they—
whatever they were— established a scientific research station here, or perhaps amilitary base. But the
craft we see out there—" he gestured back toward the hangar bay area"— are not what it would seem
likely they used to cross great interstellar distances. Sending three-man shipsin afleet would be
sensaless. Either the mother ship left them and later crashed or for some other reason failed to return, or
they used some dimensiond porta and for some reason couldn't go back throughiit. | think the former is
more likely. Y ou've seen the scientific |aboratory in one of the seven chambers, and the machine shop.
They were evidently trying to make something and couldn't.”

"If there was amother ship,” Culhane noted, "and it crashed somewhere far from here...."

"Yes, go on— I've kept you alive because | respect your mind, sir!™

Culhane sucked in his breath, then continued. "If it crashed, that would account for alot of things. Let's
say they used something like radio to communicate, and it was usaless at the protracted distancesin
space. So the mother ship set down this colony or base or research station— whatever it was. Most
likely the maps were taken from a gill-earlier craft— afly-by, or maybe even an unmanned craft. Say the
mother ship crashed into a chunk of rock in the asteroid belt or ran out of gas—"

Seglitz laughed.

"Or something like that. All record of where the research station had findly been planted waslog.”



"| think perhaps awar, or some other natura or aien-made catastrophe prevented other interstellar ships
from searching for our former hosts, and they were stranded. And then the most interesting parts
emerge...."

"The statue,” Mulrooney murmured.
Culhanelooked at her. She waslooking up at the very human figure of the woman.

"Holy Jesus,” Mulrooney whispered.
"Exactly. Or a least 'My God'— quiteliteraly."

Mulrooney sounded strange when she spoke, Culhane thought. She wastalking asif mentaly writing, the
words somehow flowing differently. "Faced with the possibility of total extinction, even given avadly
longer life-gpan than mankind perhaps, the space travelers sought at once to preserve and continue their
race. Two steps were taken: the mummification of the body to preserve cell structure for some future
date when the body could be revivified, and the mating with early human females.”

"Very good, Miss Mulrooney, very good. But astep further. | believe that somewhere here are contained
tapes— electromagnetic depositories of the minds of these creatures— so that when the bodies were
revivified, the mindswould beintact." "Aww, comeon," Culhane growled. "That's right outta Flash
Gordon or something.”

"I may be proved wrong, but | think not," Steiglitz said. "Their people traveled here, and some of them
never returned home, perhaps because of the breakdown of equipment too long without replacement
parts or, more likely, the ego-satisfying idea of being treated as gods. A hardcore group stayed here, and
they died. | venture to say that the buria vault in the second chamber there—" he gestured to the far sde
of the pyramid "— contains one or two bodies that are not mummified, not preserved. The processes of
mummification, as practiced by the Egyptians, were handed down over the millenia— and botched up, |
might add, so they preserved the heart and destroyed the brain. Mummies—"

"You're crazy!" Culhane cut in. "What the hell are you talking about? We haven't found any mummies of
these guys—"

"Hardly crazy, Mr. Culhane— and your hyperboleis getting a bit wearisome. But the mummies of those
who ventured forth from here, if mummification wereindeed possible under their individua
circumstances, have Smply not yet been unearthed. Perhaps they're in the snow-covered Himalayas, or
in an untrekked jungle near some forgotten Mayan temple. Perhaps benegth the Great Pyramid in Egypt.
Some of those locations may well become evident after we decipher the secrets here”

"The Churchill's rescue party— it'll come for us, find the tunndl...." Partridge began.

Steglitz laughed. " Lieutenant Wilbur was engineering officer of the Churchill. Doesthat suggest
something to any of you, to any of you at al?"

Culhane verbalized what he had suspected. "Wilbur sabotaged the Churchill.”
"Blew so many holesin her hull, nobody'll ever find the pieces” Wilbur said and smiled.

Dr. Janet Krull, tied up on the other side of Partridge, began to sob.



Dr. Rutgers said something that however sncere, sounded terribly trite to Culhane; it was aline right out
of anold B movie. "You'l never get away with this, Fell— or Steiglitz or whoever you are.”

Sonia Steiglitz walked over to Rutgers, stopped in front of him and spat in hisface. "My father has gotten
away with this, Dr. Rutgers,” she snarled.

"Sonia, please— you have such aviletemper," Steiglitz remarked. "All hopeislost to you— to you dl.
Y our lives are dependent on my whim and my whim aone. | can shoot you now, can turn you over to
Soniawho hasthis obsesson with hurting things, causng pain—"

"l want her."
Culhane looked at Sonia. She was staring at Mulrooney. And then her eyes shifted.

"And | want him." Her knife flashed into her right hand, the point of it suddenly against Culhane'sthroat.
"I'm going to hang him up from something and skin him dive and tie her under him so she drownsin his
blood!"

"Why don't you just beat him to death with your bag of quarters, you two-bit dut!" Mulrooney raged.

The pressure of the knife blade was gone, and Culhane saw Sonia arc the knife toward Mulrooney's
face. "Damn you— no!" Culhane shouted.

SteiglitzZ'svoice was very quiet, very cam. "Not now, Sonia. | have aresearch project in mind that
involves Mr. Culhane and Miss Mulrooney. Degth or disfigurement would ruin my plansto get Mr.
Culhan€e's ass stance by using Miss Mulrooney as awedge.”

Sonia held the knife less than an inch from Fanny Mulrooney's right eye. Fanny had fdlen back to the
floor of the pyramid. Soniadidnt move her hand, and Mulrooney didn't scream or cry. Culhane knew
she'd said what she'd said to save him.

"Y our father'sright,” Culhane said to Sonia, and then helooked up at Steiglitz. " She touches her with that
knife or anything else, and you can just go ahead and kill meright now. | wouldn't give you the time of

day:"
"Sonia," Steiglitz repeated, "obey me— now!"

Soniamoved the knife, leaving Mulrooney lying on the floor.
"What do you want from me?' Culhane asked Steiglitz.

Steiglitz puffed again on his pipe. The tobacco smelled good, Culhane thought. "1 spoke of ultimate
power, and | haveit within my grasp. But | must aso keep it. Y ou've no doubt surmised, Mr. Culhane,
Miss Mulrooney— and perhaps you aswell, Cavin—" helooked at Partridge, then back to Culhane"—
that the research vessel so nearby that Lieutenant Wilbur spoke of ismy ship. These additiona personne
are my men from that ship. When it islearned that the Churchill isdown, the possibility exigtsthat
military power may be dispatched to Antarcticato investigate. The possibility aso existsthat some
connection between my ship and the demise of the Churchill might be suspected. | don't need the ship.
All the suppliesweéll need to sustain oursaves here have been flown in by helicopter aready or will be



soon. The hull of my research vessdl isfitted with explosives and will soon detonate. No traces will be left
behind; no onein the world above will beleft alive to share my secret. | have acrew of men working at
the face of the tunnel, winching down the supplies. And those men will soon join us. Y et the possibility of
needing to defend this establishment before | have full mastery of the knowledge contained here does
exis. Therefore, | intend to utilize the fleet of dien aircraft to do my bidding. They would be superior to
any weapon anyone could hurtle against me, and this pyramid would doubtless survive even anuclear
explosion. We areinvulnerable here, and the spaceships shall be our defense.”

"No offense meant," Culhane began, "but you're nuts. How the hell are you going to fly one of those

things?

"No offense taken— luckily for you, Mr. Culhane. While you and Miss Mulrooney and Mr. Partridge
were wandering around in those chambers, finding dead Nazis and picking up Iron Crosses as
souvenirs—" he smiled, looking at Partridge "— | was more productively employed. In preparation for
thisday, | have developed over the yearsthe mogt intimate of familiarities with Egyptian writing. After
you so kindly provided the photographs of the writing benesth the wall mapsin the Cumberland Idand
caves, | studied them. Using the computer on board the Churchill, plusmy own prior knowledge, |
developed what | would labdl as an adequate reading skill in the language of our dead dien friends. Such
can be done, | assure you, when one has sufficient intellectua gifts and the right tools with which to work.
Fortunately, | possessed both. | discovered, admittedly with some difficulty, that | could read the control
panels on the ships. And, amazingly, there are no physical controls— rudder pedds, throttles and the
like"

"LikeDr. Liebermann intimated,” Mulrooney said. Culhane just looked at her.

"Did hemention that?' Steiglitz asked. "A brilliant man, Liebermann. | shal mourn hisloss™ Then his
smiledied. "However, with the help of Dr. Basgue, an accomplished engineer aswell as an astronome,
and Dr. Cornblume who is nearly as skilled in the reading of hieroglyphicsasam I, | anticipate having one
of the ships operationd. Hopefully quite soon.”

"What about fudl for the damned things?' Partridge asked.

"It'sadifferent type of power source," AngelaBasgue supplied. "1 imagine that the ships were kept

refuded and ready in the event they were needed. The sgnificant likelihood exists that the ships can still
beflown."

"Bullshit,” Mulrooney snapped.

"Hardly," Steiglitz answered.

"What do you need mefor?' Culhane said, amost afraid to ask.

"Y our penchant for realism in your books. I've never bothered reading them, but | had them read whilel
was researching you. Y ou're quite an accomplished pilot, Mr. Culhane: fixed wing, helicopter, even jet
qudified. I can see why you write so many books. Y ou must spend afortune doing dl these things before
your rather stupidly heroic Sean Dodge does them in your books."

"It'saliving,” Culhanesad.

"I have helicopter pilotsavailable, and | mysdf am qudified on jets, but why risk my own life or thelife of



oneof my men? And think of thethrill of being thefirst man to fly an dien spacecraft.”

Culhane swdlowed hard. Thelight in Steiglitz's eyeswasinsanity, not brilliance. "And what'sto stop me
from flying the thing out of here, assuming | can fly it? Or using it againgt you?'

Steiglitz smiled. "Sonia, very negtly cut off Miss Mulrooney'sright ear a the count of three. One.... "
* * %
"He probably won't be able to get the old crates started anyway," Culhane whispered.

"If he does, and you can fly the things, well, forget about me— just get out of here," Fanny Mulrooney
sad.

Culhane looked at her right eer— it was still there. He had agreed to fly the spacecraft or dietrying
before Steiglitz had counted to the number three. He remembered the look in Sonids eyes—
disappointment. He swallowed hard, trying to make the vision of the wild beast look in Sonia's eyesleave
him. It wouldn't.

They were gill bound at the foot of the massive Satue, guarded at some distance by three men with
M-16s, men Culhane presumed to be from the research vessdl. Wilbur's homing beacon had obvioudy
been |eft to guide them in rather than aert the submarine rescue party.

He thought about the men aboard the Churchill: Macklin, Hardestey, al the men who read his books,
such as Bob, the chief of ship. A lot of fans were dead. Sean Dodge owed them something, and so did
he.

"Maybewhat killed those Naziswill get Seiglitz." It was Partridge spesking, interrupting Culhane's
reverie.

"I can't understand why he wasn't more worried about that,” Mulrooney mused.

"What did those Nazis everyone's been mentioning look like? What killed them, | mean?' Janet Krull
asked.

Culhane shrugged. Maybe she would understand it. " Just dead— instantly— as if whatever happened,
happened so fast there was no time to react. And one funny thing we noticed— unlessit hasto do with
the pyramid here— isthat there was no beard growth after death like there normally would be.”

Dr. Rutgers asked, "Were there any marks on their bodies— maybe some burn marks— asif they'd
touched something that had been running a power charge or something?"

"Not amark on'em,” Partridge said definitively.
"He'sright,” Mulrooney said. "And it doesn't make any sense.”

"Heart fallure— maybe astroke,”" Janet Krull said, sounding to Culhane asif she was merdly thinking out
loud.

"It'slikethe curse of King Tut'stomb,” Mulrooney whispered. "When Lord Carnarvon died in Egypt, his



dog, which was thousands of miles away in England, howled and fell over dead at the sameingtant. Like
something reaching out to strike down the intruders who defiled the—"

"Intruders,”" Culhanecut in. "Intruders...."

"I've read enough Takers books to know whenever Sean Dodge talkslike that, he's onto something for
sure,” Partridge said.

Culhane licked hislips. He looked at Partridge, then at Krull and Rutgers, then at Mary Frances
Mulrooney. "Y ou just told me what happened. It's the only explanation. It hasto be—"

"What?" he heard Partridge ask.

But Culhane gtill looked at Mulrooney. "Remember you kept telling methat | wastrying to memorize the
submarine? Well, | was. | asked Macklin and Hardestey every question | could think of. It was Macklin
who told me. If something happened, and the Churchill were boarded or taken over— like what
happened to the U505, the German submarine our guys captured during World War 11— they had an
intruder-defense mechanism. Macklin could throw one switch from severd different spots throughout the
ship, and the only way to counteract the system was for Macklin, Wilbur and the chief of ship to put
together nine numbersin the right sequence. Each had memorized six. And the numbersworked like a
combination to shut off the systlem. That'swhét thisis."

"Youlogt me" Rutgerssaid.

Culhanelooked at him. " Okay. Suppose everything weve been conjecturing about these dlien guysis
pretty much true: only asmall group stayed behind here, and eventualy they were dl dead. The last
couple of guyswould have activated an intruder-defense system. Just think abouit it. The reason they'd
want themselves mummified was so they could be revivified maybe— and perhaps even what Steiglitz
said about somehow recording their mindsistrue. Who knows? If they could fly here from another star
system more than forty thousand years ago, maybe they could do that, too. But they valued the idea of
being revivified. So they wouldn't want anybody messing with their bodies and destroying the pyramid—
and if somebody did, whammo!"

"Y ou mean—" said Mulrooney.

Hetwisted around to see her better. "Macklin told me that what happened with the Churchill's system
was atwo-pronged defense. Once he activated the system, al compartments would be flooded with a
gas. He couldn't tell mewhat kind, but it would even penetrate clothing, so agas mask wouldn't do an
intruder any good. But Macklin, Wilbur and the chief of ship al had apill they could pop, which would
counteract the effects of the gas, and they'd wake up acouple of hours before everyone ese. But in the
meantime, after the gas was expended, say somebody got aboard with the right protective clothing, or he
beat the combination for deactivating the system out of al three men, but one of the numberswas given
wrong, if hetried to deectivate the system or touched the maneuvering gear the reactors would blow up
and destroy the ship.”

"There's something like that here?' Partridge whispered.
Culhanelooked at him. "The Naziswere killed by the diens intruder— defense system. The system was

probably set for somekind of delay to alow whoever found an intruder— like more diens, like the guy
who died on Cumberland Idand— enough time to find the spot in the pyramid where the system could



be deactivated. If after some time e apsed— who knows how long, maybe afew hours— and the system
till hadn't been deactivated, then whammo! Theintruder couldn't be one of the diens and would be
killed."

"Then you think the Nazis were gassed?' Janet Krull asked.
"Maybe— or it was something likeagas."
"If the system was activated once we got insde the hangar bay... " Partridge Sarted.

Culhane couldn't see hiswrigt to read the Rolex. "I make it we've been in here for about three hours or
w-ll

"The earth dways rotated at the same speed— nearly a perfect twenty-four hoursin one day— so if they
divided the day into twenty-four hourslike we do... " mused Mulrooney.

"But they could have divided the same period of time adozen different ways,” Culhane told Mulrooney.

"There's an element of truth in what Miss Mulrooney suggests,” said Rutgers. "Of course, a segment of
time could be constructed containing 180 of our minutes, and then, of course, there would be eight
'hours in aday. But the apparent origin of the twelve hours of day and twelve hours of night datesto
ancient Egypt before the building of the Great Pyramid. So the twenty-four-hour day goes back at least
forty-six hundred years— perhapslonger. And the hour being divided into sixty minutesis from the
Babylonians using anumber base of sixty. So perhaps there was interaction between the two groups—"

Culhane interrupted him. "But when this starbase was built, there were no Egyptians or Babylonians or
any kind of civilization. These guyswere functioning on atime system of their own. What if...."

"What if what?' Mulrooney asked impatiently.

"These guys seemed obsessed with the number seven. The measurements of the spaceship were based
on their height— seven feet more or less, right? Seven tunnels out of the hangar bay, seven chambers
beyond the main pyramid here. What if they broke up the time it takes for the earth to complete one
rotation into seven subdivisons? Then in our minutes, each one would be—" He looked a Mulrooney,
who raised her eyebrows and shrugged her shoulders. Another English mgjor was just what he needed at
the moment.

"Each seventh of the twenty-four-hour solar day would be roughly 205.7 minutes. | can figureit more
exactly for you," said Rutgers.

"How many times does sixty..." Mulrooney started.
"Three hours and twenty-five minutes— but again, that's an gpproximation,” Rutgers answered.

"Let me see your watch," Mulrooney said suddenly, bending over, losing her baance and bumping
againg Culhane. "L et me see your watch.”

Culhane twisted on thefloor, losing his own balance and dumping forward.

"|— I can seeit. Holy—"



"What isit?' Culhane asked her.

"Weve been in here dmost three and ahaf hours.”

Punctuating her words was athunderous noise. Culhane had never heard the sound of a UFO's engines
firing up before, but somehow he knew it when he heard it. And touching the aircraft would be like

touching the sub's maneuvering gear; it would activate the second and final part of the intruder-defense
system. Very find, Culhane thought.

Chapter Forty-One

"For the last fifteen minutes, I've been working on my hands. Almost got the ropes cut from my wridts,"
Partridge announced.

The engine noise had died after what Culhane guessed to be five minutes duration.
"Y ou think he actudly madeit fly?* Mulrooney gasped.

Culhane nodded. He'd been working on his hands aswell, but he couldn't budge the knots. ™Y ou got
stuff then, Partridge? They didn't clean you?'

"Had an A.G. Russdll Sliver sawn into my shirt deeve on the seam aongside the open part. It took me
ten minutesto get the damn thing out so | could useit. And there's one of those Freedom Arms .22 mag
boot pistolstaped againgt theinsde of my left thigh—if | cangettoit.”

Culhane looked up, still dumped on the floor. Steiglitz, Sonia, Wilbur and some of the otherswere
coming across the base of the pyramid, coming toward them. "He's going to want you to fly that thing,"
Mulrooney said.

Culhanelicked hisdry lips. "Partridge, don't try anything now. Wait until they get me by the passageway
into the hangar bay, then I'll create adisturbance. Y our hands amost free?"

"In another minute, maybe.”

"Y ou get to that gun, and get Fanny and Dr. Krull someplacefast. Y ou and Dr. Rutgers—"
"No!" Mulrooney dmost screamed it.

"Do as| say, Fanny. Maybe Partridge can find away to—"

"No! I'll blow the whistle on thewholething, | swear to God | will!"

Culhane twisted his head to see her. "He'sgonnakill al of us. Maybe thisway some of us have alittle
chance. HEll keegp me diveto fly his damned spaceship. Maybe we can parlay it into something. We

gottatry!”



"Hel kill you!"

Before Culhane could say anything, Partridge— hisvoice ahoarse whispe— said, "All | gottado isgive
agood hard tug and | got my hands free— | think. | didn't graduate from CIA spy schoal for nothing.
What about this doomsday device or whatever it is?'

"Theintruder-defense system,” Mulrooney supplied lifdlesdy.

"Y eah, the intruder-defense system,” Partridge repeated. "And how come Jeremiah Steiglitz isn't worried
about it?"

"If wereright and Dr. Rutgersfigured his minutesright, it should start anytime now. And Steiglitz istoo
preoccupied with playing master of the world to worry about it. HE's nuts.”

Steiglitz was waking briskly beside his daughter at the head of the group. He was dmaost within earshot
now, Culhane guessed. "Remember, Fanny-do what | say!"

Helooked at her once more. She closed her eyes and touched her lipsto hisarm.

* % %

Culhane Remembered The Look in Mulrooney's eyes after his hands and feet had been untied and hel'd
been taken away. It was asif she thought sheld never see him again. And now, walking ever nearer to the
tunnel leading to the hangar bay, waiting to make amove and creste adiversion, he would have taken
bets Mulrooney was right.

"If you intend some noble sacrifice, Mr. Culhane... well, | wouldn't. If you crash the ship into the hangar
bay, it will only succeed in killing yoursdf and not me. And | will most assuredly turn Miss Mulrooney
over to my daughter's tender care for disposition. If you crash the ship outsde the tunnel— on theice or
inthe sea— | will do the same. If, however, you execute your assigned task faithfully, you have my
persona assurances that my daughter, Sonia, will not be indulged, that you and Miss Mulrooney and dll
of the otherswill be given swift and merciful degths. That ismy word as agentleman. Hopefully, you'll
accept it inthe spiritinwhichitisgiven.”

Culhane looked a Steiglitz. Steiglitz had both of Culhane's pistolsin his belt.

Culhane whedled, hisfoot snaking out into a double kick againgt Steiglitz's crotch. He finished the turn,
the knife edge of his hand swiping againg the side of Steiglitz's face but missing the neck and the chance
tokill him.

The nearest guard with the M-16 started to swing up the muzzle. Culhane whedled again, kicking against
the M-16's front handguard, deflecting therifle. A long burst started, Culhane fedling the sound more than
hearing it, feeling the hot brass as he swung back, dapping the weapon to keep the muzzle awvay. He
reached up and out, getting to the gunman's Adam's apple, hisfingers closing tight as he crushed the
larynx. Sonia Steiglitz screamed and ran toward him with Wilbur and the others,

Hewouldn't makeit, heredized.

There was a shot from the statue: Partridge and hislittle gun. Culhane knew that Partridge couldn't hit
anything at the range, but Soniaturned, shouting ordersto Wilbur and the men with her.



Culhane jumped toward Steiglitz, who wrenched the Scoremaster from his belt. Culhane's body crashed
againg him, hisright hand hammering up into Steiglitz'sface, hisleft hand finding Steiglitz'sthroat.
Suddenly he felt a nausesting wash of pain. He doubled up, rolling, his hands covering histesticles.

Steiglitz was up, both pistols gone from his belt, and Culhane heard gunfire as he wriggled acrossthe
floor toward the dead guard's body. Culhane grabbed for the M- 16.

All gunfire stopped. All motion ceased. There was a scream, ascream more hideous than any Culhane
had ever heard, more horrible than he could ever imagine originating from ahuman throat. Something in
the voice made him remember Angela Basque's scream when she had been attacked by the leopard seal
ontheice. It was Angela Basque who screamed, but it was a different scream.

And then the scream stopped.

Dr. Cornblume came running from the triangular tunndl entryway leading to the seven chambers. Hewas
shouting at the top of hislungs: "It killed dl of them— it killed— it killed—"

"1t?" Culhane whispered. He picked up the M-16. His own two pistols were on the floor where Steiglitz
had dropped them. The two Detonics .45sin hisleft hand, Culhanefired aburst from the M-16 with his
right, locking the buttstock against his hip. Sean Dodge was a better shot, he reflected bitterly. The burst
missed, Sonia Steiglitz shouting more orders rather than falling down dead.

And Jeremiah Steiglitz now had an M-16 in his hands. Culhane rammed both pistolsinto hisbelt, firing as
Steiglitz fired. But Culhane€'s M-16 was empty. Culhane threw down therifle and threw himsdlf to the
floor, thewall where his head had been taking the long burst of .223s. Culhane pushed himself to hisfeet
and ran into the tunndl.

There were three men running toward him from the hangar bay at the other end of the tunnel. Both
Detonics pigtolsin his hands, Culhane raised the Scoremaster in hisright, firing. One man went down.
Assault-rifle fire spewed from the other two men. Culhane threw himsdf to the tunnd floor, firing both
pistols smultaneoudy, and another of the men went down.

Thethird and last man fired, the burst exploding on Culhané's left. Culhane rolled right, firing both pistals,
emptying the Scoremaster and the little Detonics Combat Master amost s multaneoudly.

The man went down.

Culhane pushed himsdlf to hisfeet. "Watch Sean Dodge try and do that," he gasped. Then he started to
run. Both his pistols were empty, and his musette bag had been taken; he was out of ammo. Asheran,
he holstered both pistals, after working the dide stopsto close the actions.

He skidded to ahalt at the nearest of the three dead men and picked up an M-16. There were two spare
30-round magazinesin a pouch on the guy's belt. Suddenly aface appeared at the pyramid side of the
tunndl. Culhane opened fire, and the face pulled back. The M-16 was empty. Culhane rammed one of
the fresh magazines up the well, then ran toward the hangar bay. If there were more men out there, they'd
be up his back in aminute, he thought.

He snatched up another M-16 and two more magazines, stuffing those in his belt and holding the other
gparein hisleft hand. He passed up the last M-16, but he took the magazine from the weapon, snapped



off thelast round in the chamber, then picked up the two spares.

With five spares, one partiadly loaded spare, afull magazine in onerifle and apartidly spent oneinthe
other, Culhane reached the hangar bay end of the tunndl.

Steiglitz's men were coming from the launch tunnel leading up to the surface. One carried an armload of
boxes; the other carried two rifles and abox. Culhane shot the man with theriflesfirgt, then the other
one.

He knew that more men might come down the launch tunnd at any moment.

Culhane gtarted back up the tunndl, racing toward the pyramid with one rifle dung across his back, the
other in hishands.

When he reached the end of the tunnel, he looked at the statue at the center of the massive pyramid. He
could see Partridge-somehow he'd gotten an M-16 cut down two men as Sonia prodded them out from
the triangular entryway to the seven chambers.

"Partridge! I'll cover you! Send 'em out toward the tunnel here— one a atime!™ Culhane shouted.
Mulrooney called back. "1 found my purse! And your purse, too!"
"Shit," he rasped to himsdlf. He didn't have a purse— it was a musette bag.

Partridge yelled. "Herewe go!" Mulrooney ran first, her pistol in her right hand. Culhane didn't know
what she was shooting at, but she was shooting, anyway.

"Hurry up!" Culhane screamed at her, firing the M-16 in his hands toward the far side of the pyramid and
the entryway to the seven chambers. The range wasridiculous; it was hundreds of yards. He knew he
couldn't hit them, but they couldn't hit him, either. Mulrooney was hafway to him, and Culhane felt what
he aways made Sean Dodge fed: the hairs on his neck suddenly coming erect.

Hewheded around. Two men were coming up behind him through the tunnel from the hangar bay and
behind them were adozen more.

"Dammit!" he shouted, firing the M-16's magazine into them, dumping the empty as he started to run,
ramming afresh onein as he shouted to Mulrooney. "Go back! We're cut off! Go back!™

Running forward but looking behind him, hefired the M-16 toward the hangar bay tunnel. Assault-rifle
firewas coming at him from the tunnel mouth.

Helooked ahead of him. Mulrooney had dropped into a stylized combat crouch and wasfiring her two
inch snub-nosed .38. Hitting anything with it a that range was a sheer impossibility, especidly theway
she handled agun. "Run, Fanny, dammit! Run!"

Men were running from the triangular entrance to the seven chambers, and Culhane fired aburst from his
M-16 toward them. Mulrooney ran back toward the statue as Culhane ran after her.

Partridge was firing the M-16, firing toward the entrance to the seven chambers. Culhane looked behind
him and saw faces of Steiglitz's men peering out from the hangar bay tunnd, wegpons pointing toward



him. Hefired aburst, and there was answering fire as he ran on.
Mulrooney was safe at the statue-he could see her.

Gunfire came from behind him. He threw himsdlf into arun, his mouth open, gulping ar. Gunfire dammed
into the pyramid wall far to hisright and the pyramid floor beneath hisfeet. As heran, he saw Partridge
standing up and shooting.

Culhane could seeit dmogt in freeze frame: Partridge taking the hit, sumbling back, the assault-rifle burst
firing toward the magicaly suspended crown.

The crown wasrising. It seemed perhaps a hundred feet higher than it had been.
Partridge fell back, and Mulrooney fired her revolver again.

Culhane skidded across the floor like abase runner diding into home, damming into the base of the
Satue.

Rutgers had a pistol and was crouched behind the portion of the statue with the adult male bowing before
the woman about to bestow the horns. He fired the pistol-a .45-three times.

"Save your ammo!" Culhane shouted. He rolled onto his back, firing between hislegs with the M-16.
Men were advancing from the hangar bay tunnel, but they fell back when Culhane dropped one. The
M-16 was empty, and Culhane rammed a fresh magazine up the well, unshouldering the other weapon.
Mulrooney dragged Partridge back by hisfeet to the shelter of the Statue. Partridge was moving, but his
chest was soaked with blood. "Mr. Culhane-we're trapped here," he groaned.

Culhane shouldered hisM-16, firing toward the entryway. "No shit? Just ‘cause you got shot, don't think
you can date the obvious and get away withit!" And then Culhanelooked at Mulrooney. "How ishe?"

"How should | know? I'm no nurse," she cried.

"I know," Partridge said weakly and coughed, some blood dripping from the corner of his mouth. "It's
called asucking chest wound. Pretty soon— if | don't bleed to death firss— I'll go into shock. | think my

left lung is collgpsed.”

Culhane skidded on his kneesto be beside Partridge.

Helooked at the wound. Culhane had seen men die before, and Partridge looked just like them. The
man's skinwas gray. "Ligten, that dame Angela Basgque— | haven't seen her since there was that scream.
And Dr. Cornblume— Sonia Steiglitz cold-cocked him to shut him up. | think the thing started— the
intruderdefense system." Partridge labored for bregth.

Culhane nodded. " The crown with the seven starbursts above the statue is up about maybe another
hundred feet. | don't know why."

"Maybeit's part of the system,” Rutgers called out.

"Maybe," Culhane said. He didn't see Janet Krull. Helooked at Mulrooney. "Wheres Dr. Krull?*



"When the guards came and Mr. Partridge shot one of them and got hisrifle—" she gestured to three
bodies perhaps twenty yards from the statue "— she ran off toward that other passageway under that
little triangle. | shouted after her that some of Steiglitz's men were down that way, but | didn't hear
anything after sheleft— no gunfire— nothing.”

Culhane nodded. At the third side of the pyramid was atriangular entryway, but this one was smaller,
only about three feet high. Culhane had seen it earlier and dismissed it.

Partridge was coughing again. Culhane looked down at him, then said to Mulrooney, "Remember that
time| took you shooting— the time we took the rifles?!

"Takethat other assault rifle. On the |eft Side of the receiver theres alever. Move that lever into the spot
for Semi and fire at those guys back by the hangar bay tunnel, then fire a the other guys over near the
seven chambers.”

"Gotcha," she answered. He moved his hands to Partridge's face and thumbed the eyelids closed. Hed
liked Calvin Partridge.

Culhane searched the floor near the statue and spotted his musette bag. He crawled over to it, hearing
gunfire hitting the statue. Shots came from both the opening to the seven chambers and the hangar bay
tunnd.

He reloaded both his pistols as he talked to Mulrooney and Dr. Rutgers. "If Janet Krull never came out
of there— that little entrance— either she's dead or maybe she found away out.”

"They can't rush uswithout alot of them getting killed if you both use the assaullt rifles. Just firesingle
shots, alittle a atime— no full-auto at al. Were not made of ammo." There were five loaded spares on
the floor beside the base of the statue. Partridge had probably taken them from the dead men. Those plus
the spares Culhane now pulled from his belt till didn't change the odds that much. He handed the spares
to Mulrooney. "Think you can reload one of these rifles? The magazine catch isover here" he said,
showing her.

"Yeah, | candoit.”

"Whack the base of the magazine good and hard when you put the new one in. Otherwise the thing won't
feed right. I'm going over to see what's beyond that smaler triangle. Don't worry about covering me. |
should be pretty much out of range for those guys, anyway. Just keep 'em back."

"What if. " Mulrooney started to ask.

"Don't worry, well figure out something,” Culhane said. "'I'll be back in five minutes or so, whether | find
something or not. Ready?!

Mulrooney nodded, then leaned toward him, kissing him full on thelips. "Be reckless, huh?’

Culhanefet himself grinning at her. ™Y ou bet." Then he was up, running toward the smdller triangle, the
one through which Janet Krull had disappeared.



He could hear Mulrooney and Dr. Rutgers firing behind him. He kept running, hearing gunfire from the
tunnel and the entrance to the seven chambers, but he was out of range.

He reached the smaller triangle, breathless, the big Detonics Scoremaster in hisright fist, the safety down,
the hammer up. He started through into the tunnel behind the triangular doorway, his shoulders hunched,
his knees bent as he half crawled, half waked forward. He could imagine the difficulties one of the
horned dienswould have had.

He could see Janet Krull at the end of the tunnel. There was a chamber there that seemed to be some
sort of powerhouse. He could hear the faint hum of something, hear the crackle of static. She was on her
knees.

Culhanecdled to her, "Dr. Krull— Janet!"

Her hands covered her face. She turned to him and dowly lowered her arms. Her hands were
bloodcovered as she moved them, her face ripped and torn, as was her neck and chest. Her blouse was
torn open and drenched with blood. He kept moving toward her. "What happened?”

"They're dead! Steiglitz's men— Nazis— men with the horns of bulls— al dead!" She screamed the
words, and he knew what happened. She had gouged her nailsinto her own flesh, ripping at i,
screaming. There was aflash of light from beyond the end of the tunndl, and Culhane shielded hiseyes
from it. He heard Janet Krull scream. He glanced back, then crawled closer to her through the tunnel. He
looked at her face, past the self-inflicted gouge marks, to her eyes. They were fixed, dead— like the
eyesof the Nazis. Beyond her— dead men and two dead diens. The fina guardians of the pyramid?
And from behind him, in the main hal of the pyramid, he heard another scream. Only thistimeit was
Mary Frances Mulrooney.

Culhane haf crawled, half ran back out of the tunnedl. If it was the intruder-defense system held seen what
it could do. He'd seen the wide-eyed faces of sudden desath.

He reached the end of the tunndl. Rutgers wasfiring his M-16 and actudly hit one of the men running
wildly from the triangle that formed the entrance to the seven chambers. There were flashes of light
throughout the great vault of the pyramid, and as the flashes came, men screamed and died. Where the
light didn't flash, the men ran.

Culhane looked up to the starburst crown above the atue. It was nearly to the apex of the pyramid
now, partidly obscured by the gray-white cloud of mist that hung there.

He jumped from out of the tunndl exit, running back toward Mulrooney and the base of the statue. "Let's
get out of herel Make for the hangar bay tunndl!" The flashes were popping everywhere now. When
Culhane was beside the statue, he grabbed Mulrooney, who had her purse over her |eft shoulder and an
M-16in her right hand.

He could see Steiglitz, Soniaand adozen of their men. There was aflash of light, and three figures some
distance behind Steiglitz and the others died instantly and sank to the pyramid'sfloor.

"What the hel isthis?' Mulrooney cried.

"I don't know, Fanny. Just runfor it!" Culhane holstered his pistal, then wrenched the M-16 from her
right hand and shouted to Rutgers, " Take another rifle and the spare magaziness Come on!" Holding



Mulrooney's hand in hisleft hand, and the M-16 in hisright, Culhane tarted to run again. Hashes of light
from nowhere were accompanied by screams of mortal agony.

Culhane could see Steiglitz reaching the hangar bay tunnd. He, Soniaand Wilbur disappeared inside, five
men running after them. A flash of the brilliant light exploded, and the men went down, at least one of
them screaming.

Suddenly Culhanefelt atrembling in the floor beneath him, arumbling shudder in the very fabric of the
pyramid itself. He looked back to the statue and to the crown, which had passed through the cloud and
seemed amogt to touch the gpex of the pyramid. The trembling and shaking increased, agroaning sound
coming from the luminescent metal wallsthemselves.

They were nearly to the hangar bay tunnel when Culhane looked back once more. The statue was
beginning to shake, to shift onits base. The figure of the woman holding the horns began to tremble.

"Rutgers! Hurry, man!" Rutgers, running, holding an M-16, stopped in histracks. Culhane watched asthe
man dropped hisrifle and stood stock-till, then turned to face the statue that was shaking violently.

A noiselikealoud, low whistling but somehow, too, like thousands of whispered voices heard
indigtinctly, emanated from the walls of the pyramid as the trembling increased.

The statue of the woman began tofall.

"Rutgers!" Culhane screamed the name, histhroat raw from the shouit.

The statue was coming down, but Rutgers just sood there, waiting to die.
Mulrooney screamed. Culhane dropped the M-16 and wrapped her in hisarms.

He looked back once. Rutger's head and left arm protruded from benesth the beautiful, upturned face of
the statue.

The shaking of the pyramid was more violent now, the walls visbly moving, the noises coming from the
wallslouder, becoming maddening asther intensty seemed to grow.

Grabbing Mulrooney's hand, Culhane tarted running again toward the hangar-bay tunnel entrance.

Three men werein the entrance to the tunnel, M-16s blazing. Culhane snatched the Detonics
Scoremadter, firing toward them and shouting, "Giveit up and run for your lives"

There was more of the rumbling, the cacophony coming from the walls and the groaning and tearing
sounds of metd twisting againgt metal mixing with the noise of the sensdess gunfire. Two of the menran,
the third continuing to fire, but his assault rifle ran out of ammunition as Culhane narrowed the distance
between them. It was Lieutenant Wilbur. Culhan€e's pistol was empty, and there wasn't time to rel oad,
wasn't timeto grab at the second gun he carried.

Culhane threw himsdf a the man, crashing the pistol down toward his skull. Wilbur fell back, blood
dripping from hisforehead. But in hisright hand flashed a knife— Culhane's Bdi-Song.

Culhané's foot snapped out against Wilbur's forearm, the knife sailing out of the man's grip and down the



tunnd.

Culhane edged back and rammed his empty pistol into hisholster. "Giveit up!" Culhane shouted to
Wilbur, who was now on hisfeet. "Run for it, man!"

But Wilbur threw himsdlf toward Culhane. Culhane dodged right and hammered hisfist into thetraitor's
midsection, doubling him over.

Culhane gtarted to run after Mulrooney down the tunndl. He heard Wilbur's footsteps behind him and felt
him grab at his swesater. Culhane could fed hisbaance going. Hefell, catching himself on his hands, then

sorawling.
Lieutenant Wilbur, his forehead bleeding more than before and an insane grin on hislips, was on hisfest.

Culhane got up and stepped back. Wilbur's hands were moving now as he settled into aclassic
martidartsfighting sance.

"Giveit up!" Culhane shouted over the sounds of the pyramid faling around them, over the inhuman
noises emanating from thewals.

Wilbur shouted something— Culhane thought it was amartid arts yell— then started into aflying kick.

Culhane drew the little Detonics from the holster on hisright hip and shot Lieutenant Wilbur dead with six
roundsin the chest.

Culhane turned on his hedls and ran after Mulrooney, who was amost at the end of the tunnd. Chunks of
the rock surface of the outside entrance to the hangar bay tunnel were faling now. Culhane shouted to
her, "Be careful, Fanny!"

"Hurry, Josh!" Mulrooney screamed to him.

Culhane fdt the rhythm of the vibration benesth hisfeet increasing. The tunndl seemed to be twisting
around him, fissures appearing in the meta surface now, Culhane having to jump one that opened up
suddenly before him.

Hewas at the end of the tunndl.
"Steiglitz and Sonia— | saw them get into one of the UFOS! | don't know—"

If shewas il talking, Culhane couldn't hear her. The wailing from the pyramid walls at the other end of
the tunndl, the ripping and tearing sounds of the metd, al of thiswas obliterated by aroar like the one
Culhane had heard earlier when Steiglitz had tested the ship and activated the second part of the
intruderdefense system. Except this roar was dmost unbearably loud because it was SO near.

The ship seemed to move dightly, then suddenly it was up, hovering, airborne, turning away from the
tunne entrance in which Culhane and Mulrooney stood, starting dowly, amost hesitantly acrossthe
hangar bay as chunks of rocks and debris pelted against it and around it.

The entrance to the tunnel through which they had come from the surface, the center one of the seven
tunnels, suddenly collapsed, rocks and metd crashing down.



Theairfoil hovered there near it, then shifted to Culhane's and its right toward the next tunnel. There was
aroar louder than thefirgt, and the ship shot through the tunndl.

"| picked up your knife," Mulrooney said, handing it into hisright palm.

"Very thoughtful!" He looked into her face.

The entire underground complex was being destroyed, the hangar bay faling down around them. The
tunndswere closing; another was collagpsaing. The tunnel behind them leading into the main pyramid
seemed to explode as Culhane pulled Mulrooney away and into hisarms.

There was only one way out.

Culhane said nothing, but holding Mulrooney's hand, he ran toward the nearest of the aircraft. They
reached the hatch, rocks from the cave-like vault of the hangar bay tumbling around them, the metal floor
of the hangar bay fissuring, giant cracks running the length of the floor surface opening al around them.
One of the ships plunged down as a crack opened, and it vanished from sight.

Culhane gtarted insde, ducking his head as he took the three low steps to the bridge in one stride.
"Y ou're the UFO expert, kid— help mefly this sucker!"

He dumped into the right of the two seats at the center of the bridge. It faced the more complex diode
console.

He could bardly understand one out of every two dozen symbols of the bizarre hieroglyphics before him.

The noise from outside the ship was even greater now, and through the open hatchway and the dome
above him, he could see the hangar bay ceiling collapsing, chunks of gray rock raining down.

Culhane sat rigidly in the pilot's seet. He hoped it was that, anyway.

He closed his eyes and willed the hull door to close.

Mulrooney screamed, " The door closed-you closed the hatch!”

Culhane opened hiseyes.

Hetried conceptudizing it to be like the submarine. He decided to speak doud to the machine. Above
them, through the glasdike materid of the dome, he could see the fissuring of the cavern celling. The
hangar bay was about to be completely destroyed.

"Maneuvering engines— activate!" he caled out. Nothing happened.

"Maybe you can't do it by talking out loud," Mulrooney suggested.

"Maybe," he said to her. He fdt stupid talking to aflying saucer. And thinking to aflying saucer under
millions of tons of rock and ice in the middle of Antarcticaseemed evensillier.

He closad his eyes, then opened them. Maneuvering engines— on, he thought.



Therewasalow rumble.

You haveto seeit, tofed it in your mind, Culhane thought. Full maneuvering power, he thought,
visualizing the ship as ready, amost eager to move out. The hum increased. He visudized the ship floating
on air, thinking, Hover! Looking through the dome, he could see that the craft wasrising. He could fed it
in his stomach. Approach the tunndl to the far right— to far starboard, he envisioned, he thought, he
commanded. The ship responded. He could fed the movement, could see it through the dome.

Helooked straight up. The central section of the cavern ceiling was collgpsing toward them. Enginesto
full power, into the tunnd at full takeoff acceleration speed! All monitoring systems ready to respond!

The diode pand before him illuminated, and Mulrooney was hurtled into the seat beside him asthe ship
trembled once. Through the transparent dome they saw ablur of gray asthe ceiling collapsed, then the
sheen of the luminescent meta of the tunnd.

But it, too, was blurred. Culhane could fed the speed.

Hetwisted in hispilot's seat. Behind them, the tunndl seemed to be collapsing, the ragged lines of fissures
blurs around them. "Hold on tight, Fanny!"

Maximum cruise— flank speed— get usout of the tunnel!

Hevisudized it and it happened.

The hum of the engines or whatever they were was loud now, and Culhane could fed something like an
invisible hand hammering him back into the seat. The arm to the left of his seet rose and dropped in place
across his abdomen like a seat belt. He glanced over a Mulrooney; she too was held in her seat now.
"What's happening?"

"Thehdl if | know," Culhane shouted. As helooked at her, he could see she was fumbling with her
purse. "What the—"

It was acamera, ridiculoudy smal, and she was working it inside the ship and through the dome. ™Y ou'll
never get those exteriors— your film couldn't be fast enough!™

"I'm gonnatry. What's—"

Culhane looked ahead of them at asolid wall of ice.

"Weregoing to crash!”

Culhane put her voice out of his mind, thinking, Wesapons system— activate— destroy theice!

The tunnd walsingtantly glowed, but it looked to Culhane like rays of reflected light. Through the dome,
he watched the light pulse rhythmically, and chunks of ice before them exploded a split second before
there would have been impact. There was moreice ahead. Again came the golden rays of light. More of

the ice exploded around them, the ice covering the tunndl walls now. There was moreice and morelight.
Seam filled the tunnd from the meting ice. Behind them the tunnel was crumbling, huge chunks of it flying



and crashing down in their wake. And the collapse of the tunnel was getting too close.
Culhane thought to the ship, Maximum obtainable speed under these conditions.

He could fed his head being pressed against the seat back, could hear the whining hum of the power
source increase. They were going faster and faster. The wegpons system still functioned, but the ship
seemed to be outrunning the ice, burning through it, blasting it gpart into boulder-sized chunks split
seconds before the ship would have smashed againgt it.

"How fast are we going?' Mulrooney screamed.

"Maybe not fast enough,” hetold her, looking behind them again. The tunnd's collgpse followed them like
awave, advancing on them, massive chunks of the tunnel ceiling heaving downward, the floor of the
tunnel burgting upward, thewdlsfaling inward againg their own weight, closing forever.

"I know why Steiglitz wanted these. With one of these ships— just one of them— you could rule the
world!" Ashesaid it, hiseyes met Mulrooney'sfor an ingant.

But the ingtant was broken, chunks of debris pelting the ship from behind, crashing against the dome
itself. Maximum obtai nable speed. Wegpons system— maximum obtainable firing rate, he commanded
the craft.

The pulse of the light weapon flickered before them againgt the mass of ice, flickering like the jerky action
of aslent movie, and suddenly, as Culhane looked up, there was nothing visible but atunnel— not of
metal and ice, but of light.

Culhane stared straight ahead. Blocks of ice split and crumbled, but he could see around their edges asiif
somehow he was standing both ahead of and behind himsdlf at once. He peered through the dome and
saw things ahead of and around and behind him. Everything was blue, abrilliant blue that at the edges of
his perception seemed to fade to red.

Culhane looked down at his watch. The second hand had stopped. He felt achill work up his spine, the
fedling some people labd as knowing when someone is stepping on the ground that will someday be your
grave. He stared ahead, then back to hiswatch. The second hand still hadn't moved.

The blur had changed now. What he saw were no longer pieces of ice and chunks of the tunnel, but in
the blue focal point of light he saw adifferent blueness, lighter shades and darker: the sea.

"We're over the ocean!" Mulrooney shouted.

Culhane was riveted to what he saw, to the incredible beauty. He knew the phenomenon: time dilation.
They had traveled near the speed of light— but for how long? He looked at his watch. The second hand
was dill sationary.

"Josh! Slow usdown! Josh!"

She was screaming a him. Mulrooney was screaming at him. Why was she screaming at him?

"Josh! It's hypnotized you! Slow us down, Josh!™



Hefdt himsdf amile. It was silly of her to talk that way. He was only staring. Staring....

Hefet something againg hisforearm. Mulrooney's nails. They were digging into his skin and hurting him.
Helooked away from the light show and & Mulrooney. "Fanny—"

Hefdt the nails gouge him and heard Mulrooney scream, "Come out of it, Josh! For God's sake!”

Helooked down at his arm. There was blood, and his shirt, and sweater deaveswererolled back.
Blood. Pain. "Dammit, Fanny!"

And he looked back through the dome at the darkness, but it was now blue tinged with points of ...

"Shit!" He thought, Engines decelerate to minimum safe cruise. He could fed it. He stared a hiswatch;
the second hand ticked once and was still again. The weapons system had shut itself off when no longer
needed. Darkness and gray blueness was beneath them. "Holy—" Then he thought to the ship, Return to
first coordinates beyond the tunnel mouth at minimum cruise speed. The ship wasturning, moving, a
reddish glow around them. Then, asif they broke through something, there was the sudden blueness
again, then whiteness. Asthe ship angled downward, he could see whitecaps, could seetheicefiddin
the distance like awhite line of horizon. It grew and grew, then the craft stopped, hovering.

Helooked at Fanny Mulrooney, at her wide green eyes. Helooked at hisarm. It was streaked with
blood from her nails gouging him. He looked at the Rolex. The sweep second hand moved normdly.
"Did we just do what | think we just did?" he asked Mulrooney.

"l think s0...." Her camerawasin her lap, her hands clutching it. She looked away from him. "You're
right. If Steiglitz hasone of these...."

"Andif hegot out of the tunnd, hell haveto kill us"

Culhane closed his eyes. He looked up through the dome as he opened them. There wasthe blink of a
pinpoint of light hard to port. He thought, Maximum acceleration! The ship lurched around him, the sky
above him ablur. Culhane thought, Slow to haf maximum, bank to port.

The ship dowed and banked, and beneath them was the ocean. In the distance appeared the outline of
theicefield, and to starboard was the open sea. "What was that?"

"I think Steiglitz is after us," said Culhane, watching through the dome. Then he thought to the ship, Three
quarters maximum— bank hard starboard, and he felt the wrenching in hisbody. The blur of clouds and
sea around them through the dome was nauseating as he watched it, and a pulse of light filled the airspace
they had just |eft.

And then he heard avoice, avoicethat filled the ship asif it emanated from the consoles around them.
Thevoice of Steiglitz. "One merely must think of the other ship— in my case, of your ship— or at least if
| read the instrument panels correctly, it appearsthat isal that is necessary. If you can hear me, respond,
Mr. Culhane."

Culhanethought, | can hear you, asshole.

He heard Mulrooney's voice. "What are you doing? What's happening?'



"Didn't you hear Seglitz?'
"No...."
"You had to! | could hear him all through the ship!" He was shouting at her, screaming the words.

Again he heard the voicefilling hisbrain: "I heard you, Mr. Culhane. Apparently the ship itself servesas
the transmitter, it's andogous to how the controls function.”

Drop dead, Culhane thought.

He heard Steiglitz, but he saw from her face that Mulrooney didn't. "Y ou have by now redized that this
ship, or rather these ships, are the most powerful weapons mankind has ever possessed.”

Culhane thought the ship to go just above the waves and hover. He felt the ship move.

Steiglitzsvoice perssted, and heredlized it wasin his head. "Whoever controls such aship will bethe
master of humankind. | control one such ship and | wish to be the master. If you maintain control of the
other ship, soon you, too, will lust for the power it can give. | canfed it, somehow. Trust me on this.
Land your ship on the ice near the tunnel mouth. My helicopter from the research ship istill there. You
can takeit and fly to one of the permanent scientific stations nearby. Y ou and Miss Mulrooney will live,
My pledge. Otherwise, | will destroy your ship, and you and Miss Mulrooney with it. | understand the
ship's capabilities because | can read the control panels. Y ou cannot, and so you do not. And there will
be no timefor you to trand ate the symbols on the panels. Y our causeis hopeless. | can hear you when
you think to me, but not when you think to the ship. But | can think to your ship.”

Culhanelooked a Mulrooney. She was staring a him. Then he heard Steiglitz's voice again: "Maximum
acceeration!” The ship lurched, and Culhane dammed back into the seat, Mulrooney screaming. Culhane
forced hismind, forced himsdlf to envision the ship dowing, and it dowed. He thought for it to hover. It
hovered. "Seewhat | can do?' Steiglitz's voice echoed in hisbrain.

Culhane closed his eyes, thinking to Steiglitz's ship, Diveinto the ocean. His own ship jerked but did not
move,

Then Steiglitz's voice: "Absolutely no effect. | assume you ordered my ship to do something. But |
blocked you. Now surrender, and you and Miss Mulrooney will live."

Through the dome, Culhane could see Steiglitz's ship hovering perhaps one hundred feet over the ocean.
Culhane pictured it in his mind, then thought to Steiglitz, Take your goddamned flying saucer and shoveit
up your— Therewas aflash of light, and Culhane thought, Dive under the waves, hard to port, full
cruise!

The ship moved, and Culhane heard Mulrooney scream, "We're underwater!"

Then Culhane heard Steiglitz's voicein his head: " Ship— dead stop.”

The ship started to dow. Culhane visudized, then thought, Follow my command— full cruise! He could

dill hear Steiglitz in his head, hear him giving conflicting commandsto the ship. The water above them as
they sped beneath the surface was erupting in explosions that rocked the ship. "He's using his weapons



system and tracking us," Culhane told Mulrooney.

"Areyou and Steiglitz talking with your minds?'

"Yeah, | guesswe are— don't ask me how. It'slike the ship isatelephone for his mind and mine."
"Why can't | hear it?'

"Because he's only talking to me and to the ship— or thinking to it— trying to confuse things so he can
shoot usdown. He offered aded if we gave him the ship.”

"Nobody should have this ship— and especidly not Seiglitz,” Mulrooney muttered through clenched
teeth.

Culhane watched through the dome, ordering the ship hard starboard at haf cruise, then to climb. When
they broke the surface of the water, Culhane saw Steiglitz's craft. He thought, Weapons system
activate— firel He envisioned the light beam destroying, vaporizing Steiglitz's ship. He could see the light
beam, then saw it suddenly diffuse asif bouncing off the aircraft. Steiglitz's ship was untouched. The pulse
of light was reflected toward them; there was no time to outmaneuve it.

In that instant he thought, | hope science fiction writers know what they're talking about— shields up!

The ship rocked, Culhane averting his eyes as the beam of light pulsed against them and diffused, but the
ship was out of control. Culhane willed it to dive under the surface again, then willed half speed. To
garboard, dogging them lateraly, he could see Steiglitz's ship. A pulse of light glowed through the water.

Shidds stay up, he thought, and the ship rocked again, but the light diffused.

A school of fish fanned before the ship like awave, parting, rocks below them punching up suddenly.
Maneuver around those rocks, Culhane thought. The ship lurched right, then Ieft, then up, then leveled
and sped ahead. Behind them, Culhane watched their wake, and riding above the wake was Steiglitz's
ship. Another light pulse flashed, and Culhane thought, Evasive action— shidds up! The ship cut hard to
port and climbed, Culhane glancing below them as the ship moved angularly through the water, thefield
of rocks through which they had been passing exploding under them. He thought the ship hard to
starboard, ordering, Wegpons system— fire! He envisioned adirect hit on the dome of Steiglitz's craft,
but that ship was gone, moving to starboard, diving. Culhane ordered his own ship to dive, thento go on
maximum cruise. The Antarctic waters around them were vaporizing, and Culhane saw Steiglitz ahead.
Weapons system, repest firing, duplicate enemy ship's evasive actions, he commanded. The light beam
fired, and Steiglitz's ship evaded it, banking hard to starboard and climbing. Culhane's ship was doing the
same, il firing, rock formations benesth the seadisintegrating in bursts of light. Steiglitz's craft broke the
surface ahead of them, Culhane's ship following in abillowing cloud of vapor surrounding the ship asit,
too, broke the waves. Steiglitz's ship was moving hard starboard and skimming the water. Culhane willed
hisship to follow.

Theice pack was ahead of them. Steiglitz's ship wasless than five hundred yards distant now, and
chunks of the ice's surface buckled, sucked after it. Culhane ordered his ship to avoid the ice and pursue.

In the distance, across thefield of near blinding whiteness, Culhane could see mountains. Steiglitz's ship
was flipping on edge like a boomerang-shaped coin, passing between the peaks, losing devation,
Culhane pursuing.



Then the enemy ship stopped and turned, the mountain peaks framing it, caressing it asslver or gold
would hug adiamond. Culhane heard Steiglitz in his head: " Shields down!”

Culhane saw the beam of light and ordered his ship, Evasive action! The ship rocked, starting downward,
the forward portside quarter of the dome blackened, the ship bouncing, rocking, faling. Shields up!
Culhane directed. Steiglitz's craft wasin pursuit now, Culhane thinking his own ship to climb, ordering the
wespons system to Fire— fire— fire! as he banked the ship back toward Steiglitz, climbing. Threelight
pulses bounced off Steiglitzs arfoil.

He could hear Steiglitz’svoicein hishead again: "I dmaost had you. Soon you and Miss Mulrooney will

be dead, as your brother isdead. How fitting." There was alight pulse, and Culhane heard the voice,
"Shields down." Culhane thought the shields up, then thought for hard starboard and climb. The ship took
the pulse, shuddering, but he guessed it was undamaged.

Culhane estimated their altitude to be about a half mile above the jagged, toothlike shapes of the
iceencrusted granite mountains.

Hover, he thought.

Steglitz's ship was about five hundred yards off, hovering at the same dtitude.

"Taking abreather?' he heard Mulrooney ask.

Helooked at her, then back to Steiglitz's ship. "When that light beam hit us a minute ago, he/d ordered
my shields down. | couldn't stop him because he caught me by surprise. If | could distract his attention so
| could override hisshields, | could get him."

"Get himto talk to me. | can distract anybody...."

"He won't do that. HE'stoo smart to divide his attention. He knowsit'd put himin hisgrave." And he
looked a Mulrooney; there was something in her eyes then, something in her face.... She was clutching

her purse againgt her on her side, then she started to open it. "Lipstick at atimelike this?!

"No, your little tape player. | know what will disiract him. When you hear Steiglitzsvoice, isit redly like
hisvoice? | mean"

"Yeeh, just likeit."

"Do you think you could relay something to him?"

"Likethe ship itsdlf does?'

"Y eah. Could you?'

"l don't know."

"Try this"" Mulrooney said. "Listento what | say and just concentrate on Steiglitz's hearing it."

Culhane nodded, concentrating. His head ached and his eyes hurt. He heard Mulrooney's words; it was



like listening but not listening, trying to make Steiglitz hear them. "Peter Piper picked apeck of pickled
peppers, apeck of pickled peppers”

And Culhane heard Seiglitz's voice: "Miss Mulrooney isreciting nursery rhymes? Has the strain unhinged
her?'

Culhane looked at Fanny Mulrooney. "He heard you— | don't know how— but he heard you and he
knew it wasyou."

And then Culhane saw hislittle tape player and watched as Mulrooney took atape from aplastic case. "'l
hope the batteries till work."

Culhane looked away from her. Steiglitz's craft was beginning to move again, and Culhane started after i,
the other ship accd erating, Culhane matching its speed. The ship was out of the mountains, skimming the
ice, ripping up huge chunksin its wake as Culhane followed. Over the ocean's surface, columns of water
plumed up on both sides, rising perhaps ahundred feet in the air and washing over the dome of Culhane's
ship as he forced his craft to pursue.

Then Steiglitz's craft plunged under the water, Culhane in pursuit. He could hear Mulrooney talking, her
voice calm but somehow strange.

Steiglitz's craft was accelerating, and Culhane ordered his own ship to speed up. The distance between
them was about two hundred yards, he reckoned, and this would be the last encounter. Either he would
get Steiglitz, or Steiglitz would get them.

Wegpons system fire, he thought, and the pulse flashed, but Steiglitz's ship seemed unaffected. Steiglitz's
arcraft was risng now, and Culhane€s was right behind it, a column of water on both sdes asthey
skimmed the ocean just beneath them. Then Steiglitz's ship accelerated even more and Culhane ordered
his craft to do the same; Steiglitz's ship climbed, and Culhane followed. For some reason Fanny was
babbling about the man who'd made the graveside recordings for her. Culhane felt sweet, cold swest.
Seiglitz had leveled off. There was alandmass ahead of them with mountains. Steiglitz's ship was
climbing, descending, flipping on edge and skimming through the mountains, Culhaneright on histail.

"Y our brother... he didn't know it was your brother. Hedidn't! | wouldn't have let him..."
"My brother...?"

"Mr. Bal made arecording. He wanted someone who had died a violent death, and he wanted afresh
buria 0 the clarity of the graveside recording would be intdlligible and understandable—"

"My brother and some damn recording from the grave...? That's nuts! That's—"

"It'syour brother's voice— from the dead!" she screamed. "I heard it! | played it when we were on the
Churchill, when | wasadl done... it made me sick. It'syour brother, Josh. Do like you did when | said
the nursery rhyme— just listen and concentrate on Steiglitz hearing it. When you see him react, shoot him
down and be done with this, Josh! Be done with this!”

Culhane looked at her for an instant, then back to Steiglitz's craft a hundred or so yards ahead of them.
The mountains capped with snow had turned to jungle lowlands. They skimmed the treetops, the trees
bending in Steiglitz's wake, collapsing asthey broke. Culhane had no idea of their speed, but fire tipped



the edges of the ship's boomerang shape, and as he looked to port and starboard of his own ship through
the dome, the air around them seemed to be onfire.

And then he heard it. His brother's voice. Recognizable but horrible, horrible in the strangeness of the
sound. It was Jeff Culhane, and Josh Culhane thought the wordsto Steiglitz: "Josh.. get Steiglitz. He
murdered me. Josh... get Steiglitz so | can res— The pain swallowed me, Josh. Get Steiglitz so | can—"

Hisvison blurred with tears. But he could see that Steiglitz's craft had changed course and was moving
erratically. Culhane shut out his brother's voice as the words were repeated over and over and over: "Get
Seglitz o | canrest!" He thought, Shields down on Steiglitz's craft! Shields down! Then, Weapons
system, fire— fire— fire— fire— fire— fire— fire— fire— fire—

The ship barely one hundred yards ahead of hisrocked, light beams engulfing it, then dispersing, then
engulfing it again. The ship was spinning now, crashing downward, and a mountaintop loomed ahead.
Culhanefollowed the arcraft, repeating in hismind, Fire— fire— fire— fire— Each pulse of thelight
struck, each pulse rocking Steiglitz's craft. Then the aien spacecraft impacted against the mountaintop in
aburg of light, and it was gone.

Culhane heard Mulrooney screaming at him to climb.

Climb, Culhane thought.

The mountaintop was directly in front of them, and then Culhane's somach fdlt the lurch. He looked up;
the blueness above them was blinding through the dome. They were climbing, going up. He could no
longer hear hisbrother'svoice....

"Josh! Josh!"

It was Fanny Mulrooney again.

Culhane closed hiseyesfor an instant, then opened them. He looked through the dome— a blue-black
darkness was growing above them— and he ordered the ship, Leve off— dow cruise speed.

The ship obeyed.
Culhane looked a Fanny Mulrooney, at the small tape recorder in her hands, at her eyes.
"What do we do now?" she asked, her voice soft, girlish.

Hedidn't answer her, but he began trying to envision the Atlantic coastline of South Americaashe
ordered the ship into agentle dive.

Chapter Forty-Two

They had sat beside the ruins of the monastery for sometime, talking. The UFO, parked on the granite of
the naturd runwaylike surface leading dong the crest of the mountaintop to the monastery itsdf,
dominated Culhane's horizon. He stared &t it.



Overflying the idand before landing the craft, Culhane had spotted what looked like the mast of aradio
tower on thefar sde of the idand beyond the swamps. There had been huts there and afew crude
buildings

Hewaswilling to gamble that they would be ableto find aradio and signd for help to get them off the
idand. He could make up a story; being awriter, making up stories was his business.

The UFO was a hundred yards avay— he estimated that was enough for now— so he could seeit in full
perspective.

"Areyou sure about this?' Mulrooney asked. She held tightly to hisarm as she sat beside him at the
entrance to the ruined monastery.

Helooked at her. She had stripped away her heavy shirt but still wore the long-deeved thermal
underwear top. The deeveswererolled up, and perspiration streamed down her face. He had discarded
his heavy swesater and heavy shirt. He wore his reading glasses, and his eyes burned and his head
throbbed, the voice till haunting him.

"Would you trust anybody with this— even me?' he asked.

He watched her green eyes. They flickered to the boomerang— shaped spacecraft and then back to him.
"Even me— | don't know if I'd trust me with it," she whispered.

And she shook her head.

Culhane stood up, taking off his glasses and handing them to her. He walked back toward the ship. On
the pilot's seat— he could see it in hismind— was the Xerox copy of the diary of Henry Chillingsworth
and the graveside tape of his brother. It was his brother, he redized, who had finally defested Jeremiah
Steiglitz and Sonia. And with these wasthe last copy— dl other copies had either been buried benegth
theicein the destroyed alien starbase, lost with the Churchill or incinerated with Steiglitz— of the
Gladstone Log.

He stopped twenty yards from the ship.

He envisoned the enginesto start. They were loud, earsplittingly loud when heard from the outside. A
flock of birds soared out of the jungle below, and Culhane watched them for an instant until they
disgppeared from sght.

Culhane envisioned the hatch closing. And the hatchway in the starboard blade of the boomerangshaped
arfoil closed, its seam with the hull invisble,

And then Culhane thought, Mark this command— follow this time sequence. Mark— ten, nine, eight,
seven, six, five, four, three, two, one. At commencement of sequence, al systems gear to maximum
acceeration, evadve action to avoid collision with any objectsin path. Continue maximum acceleration
until impacting with the bright yellow star visible overhead. Culhane squinted againgt the sun.

Sequence begins: ten, nine, eight, seven, he thought. He felt Mulrooney's hand hold his. Six, five.... The
roar of the engines grew steadily louder. Four, three, two.... Hefet her hand move, saw her raise her
handsto cover her ears. He did the same, thinking, One.

The craft streaked skyward. The earth shook with the thunderclap of the sound barrier broken.



Culhane hugged Mulrooney to him. But he looked up, and just off and away from the sun, he could see
the dot of it, then it vanished.

Gone.

Mulrooney wastaking, she dwaystaked, and his ears rang so that he could barely hear her. "But |
know if | did, my readers would never bdlieveit— even my readers— and—"

Culhane leaned his head againgt her forehead, touching hisright index finger to her lips. "Shh," he
whispered. Mulrooney fdl sllent. Therewas alight breeze and he could fed her hair asit caught thewind
and blew around them, fed it asit touched lightly at his cheeks, his mouth.

He brushed the hair away from his mouth, from her mouth, with the back of hisright hand.

"l need you, Fanny— | need you very much," Culhane whispered. Her fingertipstouched at hisface,
softly, with agentlenessthat Culhane redlized he could never set to wordsin one of his books.

Fanny Mulrooney's lips parted and Josh Culhane kissed her, fedling her body mold itself againgt his body.

"Eat your heart out, Sean Dodge," he thought.
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